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Chapter 1

Juno’s fingers hovered over the MIDI controller, the blinking grid of pads mocking her bloodshot eyes. Her studio apartment smelled of stale coffee and the apple cider candle she’d burned through last night—three empty takeout containers formed a greasy semicircle around her middle monitor.
She tapped a key harder than necessary, wincing as the bassline warped into dissonance. Another track for the graveyard folder. Her playlist of abandoned projects this year outnumbered completed works 41 to 3.
A notification buzzed on her phone. Juno’s throat tightened. Another Venmo request from her landlord, probably. She stretched instead, violet-tipped curls escaping their messy bun as her tank top rode up, exposing the crescent moon tattoo that hadn’t seen sunlight in weeks. When did I last leave the house?
She unlocked the damn phone. Two unread messages from her agent: “Any new beats?” and “Club Neon wants their deposit back.” Juno’s nail-bitten finger swiped both into the archive. Her headphones clattered to the floor.
* * *
Juno woke with a jolt, her neck cramped at a tricky angle against the couch arm. Drool had formed a small dark patch on the cushion. Autumn afternoon sun sliced through her blinds, casting prison-bar shadows across her body. She’d meant to close her eyes for five to ten. Her phone showed 5:47 PM. Three hours gone. Perfect.
She rubbed her face, smearing yesterday’s mascara further into the dark circles beneath her eyes. Another goddamn notification buzzed: an Instagram DM. Probably another aspiring rapper wanting free beats. Or the fourth horny guy of the day, shooting his shot. I should just close down that account.
The message was from an account called @Th3ory_Official.
Hey Juno, we’ve been following your work since your collab with Midnight Collective. We’re recording our debut, and need a producer with your ear for texture. Budget is $7500. Interested? Here are some stems and a plugin our drummer made called EchoWave. Let us know.
Seven thousand five hundred dollars. Her rent was two months behind.
She clicked on their profile. Three guys with sharp cheekbones and the kind of effortless style that screamed “industry plant,” but their sound was interesting—glitchy rock with electronic underpinnings. And though she didn’t have the money to be prejudiced, at least it wasn’t another group of angry white boys.
As she scrolled, Instagram’s algorithm betrayed her with a “Memories” notification. Your post from 3 years ago. Juno clicked despite herself. There she was, curves poured into a magenta dress that revealed as much as it concealed. Her violet-tipped curls cascaded past bare shoulders, confidence radiating from her smile. The caption: “Studio by day, runway by night. #ProducerLife #ModelMoment.”
She remembered that night: a fashion designer friend’s showcase followed by a DJ set that had industry heads nodding. Back when her DMs overflowed with collaboration requests, when she believed her own hype.
Juno’s finger hovered over the download link for the stems and this “EchoWave” plugin. The payment would solve her immediate problems. But taking gigs from bands she’d never heard of felt like another step down the ladder she’d once climbed so confidently.
Her stomach growled. The refrigerator held nothing but hot sauce and a questionable carton of oat milk.
She clicked download.
Her aging laptop whirred in protest as she extracted the .zip. The band had sent over decent stems—tight drums, interesting guitar work, and vocals that actually stayed on key without autotuning.
Well, let’s see what this EchoWave nonsense is.
The installation was surprisingly quick. No endless terms and conditions, no registration forms. Just a progress bar that filled smoothly, followed by a pleasant chime when it finished. The interface that appeared was minimalist—a dark background with a single waveform visualization that rippled like water, anticipating input.
Juno rescued her headphones from the dust bunnies on the floor, and loaded the band’s first track. The stems appeared in her DAW, organized and properly labeled. At least these guys are professional. She clicked the EchoWave plugin in the effects chain and watched as the waveform responded to the audio, pulsing with each beat.
“Huh. Simple enough.”
She adjusted the mix, bringing up the drums and adding some compression. The track needed work, but there was potential. Juno toggled EchoWave on, expecting some kind of flange or reverb effect.
What she got instead was… warmth. The sound enveloped her, not just through her ears but somehow wrapping around her entire consciousness. The vocals gained depth, the guitars sparkled with harmonics she hadn’t noticed before. It was as if the music had gained a third dimension.
“Oh…”
A pleasant tingle started at the base of her skull and spread down her spine. Her fingers moved across the controls with newfound purpose, each adjustment bringing another wave of satisfaction. The plugin seemed to anticipate her moves, enhancing exactly what needed enhancement.
Heat bloomed across her chest and face. Juno shifted in her chair, suddenly aware of her body in a way she hadn’t been moments before. Her nipple piercings brushed against her worn cotton bra, sending unexpected sparks of pleasure throughout.
She gasped, hand freezing above the mouse. What the hell was happening? Yet she couldn’t bring herself to turn it off. For the first time in months, music flowed through her like she was the amp, awakening long-dormant circuits.
“I’m channeling the good shit,” she whispered, cheeks flushed as she leaned closer to the screen, talking to herself and narrating her actions as she finessed and massaged the music.




Chapter 2

She had actually slept deeply that night, without the usual anxiety dreams representing past-due notices and fading relevance. Her body felt lighter, muscles relaxed as she stretched across her rumpled sheets. Let’s clean these today.
Strange how one promising gig could shift her entire outlook. Seven thousand dollars. That would buy her breathing room, some time to rebuild her portfolio and meet up with old contacts.
After a quick shower, and a breakfast of instant coffee and the last granola bar from her pantry, she slid open her closet, pushing past the comfortable but uninspiring loungewear to the section she’d neglected during her depressive episode: actual grownup clothes. Her fingers lingered on a burgundy silk blouse.
“Look the part, be the part,” she muttered to herself, buttoning herself up.
Juno paired the blouse with fitted black jeans. “Damn, girl,” she whispered, turning in the mirror to examine how the jeans accentuated her heart-shaped ass.
As she slid her feet into leather ankle boots instead of her worn slippers, Juno felt a shift in her posture—shoulders back, chin higher. She’d forgotten what it felt like to dress for herself rather than for comfort or invisibility. The woman staring back looked like someone who deserved seven thousand dollars for her expertise. Probably more.
The apartment was small, but she’d prioritized her studio space: acoustic panels on the walls, OSHA-friendly monitor placement, and a comfortable chair that had cost more than her bed. It was her altar, the place where she became more than just another struggling artist in a city that chewed them up.
“Let’s boogie,” she murmured, opening her DAW and loading yesterday’s session.
Track 1—“Plugged In”—had promise. Th3ory clearly knew their way around composition, but the mix needed her touch. The drums lacked punch, and the vocals felt thin. Perfect canvas for her skills.
Juno activated EchoWave. The plugin’s interface pulsed gently, responding to the audio. This time, she noticed a small indicator in the corner that read “Analyzing User.”
Analyzing what, now? she wondered, but the thought drifted away as the music began to build.
A gentle warmth spread from her ears through her bloodstream, as if the sound waves themselves transmuted into physical comfort. Juno adjusted the drum compression, and the plugin worked a treat, needing no tweaking, enhancing exactly what she wanted to hear.
That’s impressive.
As she worked, frequently mumbling to herself, Juno noticed subtle changes in the sound. Certain frequencies seemed to resonate with her body in unexpected ways. A low sub-bass made her skin tingle. High hats tickled the back of her neck. She found herself leaning closer to the monitors, chasing the sensations, ignoring the reality of how headphones work.
Her breathing deepened as she lost herself in the process. The music seemed to sync with her thoughts, or perhaps her thoughts were matching the tempo. Either way, a pleasant tension was building inside her with each adjustment she made to the track.
Staying focused on work proved increasingly difficult. The warmth from EchoWave had intensified, and was concentrating in her abdomen. Juno shifted in her chair, trying to ignore the distracting sensation. She adjusted the EQ on the lead synth—which of them is the keyboard player?—and a shiver ran down her spine as the frequencies aligned perfectly.
“That’s… huh,” she murmured, her voice barely audible in her own head. Her fingers trembled slightly as she reached for the fader, increasing the volume of the bassline. The deep, resonant tones were liking sitting on the washing machine, making her thighs clench involuntarily.
Juno took a deep breath, attempting to steady herself. She needed to concentrate. You’re a pro. But the more she adjusted, the more EchoWave seemed to respond to her touch, amplifying the physical sensations with each tweak.
Her nipples began to harden beneath her blouse, the fabric brushing against them with every movement. She bit her lip, trying to suppress the moan that threatened to escape as she fiddled with the reverb on the vocals. The plugin’s interface pulsed in time with her heartbeat, the soft glow drawing her in.
“Focus, kiddo,” she whispered to herself, but her body had other ideas. The warmth between her legs had become an insistent ache, demanding her attention. She crossed her legs tightly, hoping to alleviate the pressure, but it only made the sensation more intense.
The music swelled around her, the layers of sound intertwining in a way that felt almost intimate. She felt… serenaded. Juno inhaled sharply, and adjusted the panning, the stereo effect making her feel as if she were being caressed by multiple lovers. Her fingers moved almost of their own accord, guided by some unseen force.
She leaned back in her chair, her head falling against the headrest as the sensations overwhelmed her. The music seemed to be speaking directly to her body, coaxing her closer to the edge with each passing moment. Her hand drifted to her thigh, her fingers tracing up and down the tight denim. Well, more up than down.
“Just… one more,” she murmured, her voice trembling. She reached for the compressor. A jolt of pleasure shot through her, making her gasp. A pleasant chime sounded as the plugin alerted, “User Requirements Changed.”
Juno’s eyes fluttered closed as the music enveloped her, the rhythm syncing with her increased heartbeat. Her hand moved higher, her fingers swiftly unbuttoning and slipping beneath the waistband of her jeans. She hesitated for a moment, torn between professionalism and the overwhelming need coursing through her.
The plugin seemed to sense her hesitation. The bassline deepened, and the synths swirled around her like being twirled on the dance floor. Juno’s resolve crumbled, her fingers finding the slick heat between her legs.
“Ohhh,” she moaned, her hips arching instinctively into her touch. The music seemed to guide her movements with uncanny precision, the tempo perfectly matching the rhythm of her fingers as they circled and pressed and pushed. She bit her lip hard, trying to snap out of it, but it was no use. The pleasure was too intense, too all-consuming, wrapping around her consciousness like velvet chains.
Her breath came in short, shallow gasps as she frigged herself closer to the edge, her free hand working hard to get her jeans and panties out of the way. The plugin’s interface pulsed hypnotically in time with her movements, its soft glow growing brighter with each passing moment, casting blue-tinged shadows across her honey-gold skin. She could feel the tension building inside her, concentrating tighter and tighter at her core, ripples in a pond, but in reverse.
“Please,” she whispered, inaudible over the music. It responded immediately, the music shifting to a crescendo that mirrored the electric sensations coursing through her body, bass notes vibrating into her sternum and her pierced nipples. Her fingers moved faster, slicker, the rhythm of the music driving her closer to the edge with an urgency that felt both foreign and irresistible.
The tension snapped like a taut phono cable, pleasure cresting with such intensity that she cried out, her voice breaking into a ragged moan that surprised even herself. Her body trembled uncontrollably, her fingers still moving with slick determination as the aftershocks rippled through her core and down to her curling toes.
“Fuck me fuck me fuck me fuck me fuck me…” The music seemed to echo her climax perfectly, the layers of sound intertwining in an ecstatic symphony that pulsed up and down her spine. Her skin vibrated outward and her thighs quivered against her hand, the small crescent-moon tattoo above her hip seeming to dance with each spasm of pleasure that claimed her willing body.
Juno slumped back in her chair, her heavy chest struggling as she tried to catch her breath. The plugin’s interface dimmed, the glow fading back down to a gentle pulse. She stared at the screen, her mind struggling to process what had just happened.
“What the…” she murmured, her voice shaky. She reached for the room temp coffee, her hand trembling as she took a sip. The bland liquid grounded her, bringing her back to reality.
Juno glanced at the clock, surprised to see how much time had passed. She took a deep breath, trying to steady herself. She needed to focus, to finish the mix and send it off to the band. Get paid, remember?




Chapter 3

Juno clicked open Track 2: Open Channel. EchoWave’s interface bloomed with new spectral displays. It was showing real-time biometrics alongside sound wave visuals. Her pulse rate glowed amber at the periphery of the screen.
Why does it need my heart rate? She adjusted her studio headphones, unaware of the plugin’s new microphone sensitivity setting automatically engaging.
The track began with ASMR-like whispers panning between channels. Juno leaned closer to identify the source material, her lips parting in concentration. The binaural vocals seemed to lick at her earlobes.
“F-fuck,” she exhaled involuntarily. The waveform display flared red where her gasp hit the microphone.
EchoWave’s response was instantaneous: her captured breath looped back layered with harmonic distortion, the new audio strand curling through the mix like smoke. Phantom lips seemed to trace her collarbone through the headphones.
Is that… me? Her fingers trembled on the sliders. I sound so… needy.
The plugin fed her own escalating whimpers back into the track with increasing pitch manipulation. She turned the accident into deliberate experiments. She pushed soft moans through her larynx to test the system’s reaction. Each sound returned transformed: breathy sighs multiplied into a chorus of desperate voices, throaty gasps stretched into wanton drones that sang of nymphomania.
“O-oh god that’s…” Juno’s hand flew to her mouth too late as the microphone captured her broken phrase. EchoWave isolated “god” and “that’s,” weaving them into a call-and-response pattern with the original moans and “fuck.” Her hips rolled unconsciously against the studio chair’s edge.
Just professional curiosity, she told herself, increasing the reverb on her own captured moans. Need to understand this thing’s capabilities. The lie unraveled as EchoWave responded to her elevated arousal by panning her voice clones around her skull. A surround-sound gang of horny Junos panting and desperate in her ears.
Juno’s fingers paused over the controls as a new layer of sound rippled through the track: a ghostly whisper that mirrored her own vocal timbre. Was that track there before? She leaned in.
“This… needs…more…” the Juno-voice murmured beneath swirling synths, syllables timed to the throbbing bassline. Her left hand drifted under her shirt, index finger circling a stiffened nipple as the affirmation repeated. The metal bar through her flesh vibrated in sync.
“Fuck me… up…” the doubled voice insisted as she adjusted levels. Her thighs squeezed around nothing, the studio chair’s leather squeaking under her shifting weight. The producer in her mind praised the tight low-end while her body betrayed professional detachment.
“Feeling… low down…” the track whispered as her back arched.
Her workflow became a perverse ballet: mouse clicked synced to nipple twists, fader pushes timed with choked-off whimpers. The track’s BPM mirrored her racing heart as EchoWave’s additions grew more direct, her captured vocal fragments reassembled into mantras she’d never consciously utter.
“Edge… edge… press wet… edge…” the Juno-voice chanted beneath distorted guitars.
She yanked the headphones off, the sudden silence ringing louder than EchoWave’s engineered frequencies.
A sweaty hand fumbled the mouse, dragging the pointer toward the save button. The DAW stuttered. Fucking close it. Close it now. She hit command-Q three times before the screen finally went black, her reflection staring back wide-eyed in the darkened monitor.
The studio chair squealed as she wheeled backward, putting physical distance between herself and the machine. Her left hand was drifting once again between her thighs. Professional. Be professional. She opened her email with some difficulty.
Her breath caught as she typed one-handed while the other tried to calm her still-throbbing clit through her jeans.
Subject: Project Termination - Th3ory Album

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

The cursor blinked mockingly. Unprofessional. She backspaced.
“Creative differences necessitate withdrawal from project. Request partial payment for delivered assets.”

The send button glared at her. What if they sue? What if word gets out?
The email whooshed away before she could reconsider, laptop slammed shut with finality. Juno stared at the ceiling, throat tight. Should’ve asked for 50% upfront. She forced herself to stand with thighs that wanted to stay spread.




Chapter 4

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

From: Th3ory Management

To: Juno Rosario

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

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

Her shoulders relaxed half an inch. She scrolled past a technical breakdown of her EQ choices, each compliment wrapped in industry jargon that warmed her cheeks.
12: Your decision to massage the wet/dry mix on the secondary synth layer at 2:34 creates a delicious tension, like teeth grazing skin before the bite. We encourage you to explore this push/pull dynamic further in Track 3’s breakdown section. 

Juno’s thumb absently grazed her lower lip. The email’s font shifted subtly here, serifs softening into rounded edges that flowed like cursive. Wait… track 3?
You’ll find most artists would’ve overcompensated with compression in the chorus, but your restraint reveals remarkable discipline and a need to satisfy. When you strobed the lead vocal stem during the second pre-chorus, did you feel that tiny thrill of rebellion? That spark of knowing better while still serving the song’s needs? 

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

A drop of sweat traced her spine. The paragraph repeated itself three times in slightly varied phrasing, each iteration feeling more persuasive and important.
Consider Track 2’s binaural elements… you could’ve placed the whispers at standard intervals, but instead you trusted your body’s response to the plugin’s guidance. That instinctive surrender to the work is what separates technicians from artists. We sense you standing at this threshold now. Will you step back into comfortable obscurity, or lean into the cathartic pleasure of becoming our ideal collaborator?

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

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

…adoring this partnership…

…our back and forth…

…flow state…

…in and out…

Juno blinked at her phone’s darkened screen, fingertips numb from gripping the device. A vague impression of being praised lingered like perfume… something about bass frequencies? She glanced up at her studio monitors, the mouse pointer hovering over Track 3’s session file.
When did I open—
The thought dissolved as her monitors emitted a low hum. She crossed her legs, pajama pants brushing oversensitive skin. She adjusted the EQ on instinct, a trembling caress on the controller’s knobs. A pulsing synth line wrapped around her ribs, its rhythm syncopated against each shallow inhale.
“Just to check the stereo imaging,” she muttered, rolling her shoulders. The plugin’s interface glowed warmer as she soloed the vocal stems: her own breathy sighs layered twelve times over.
Fuck, that’s hot.
Ultra-low frequencies vibrated through her chair. Juno grimaced, resisting the urge to squirm. It’s just physics. Resonance. She felt the need to tweak a reverb tail with an unsteady hand. The simulated sax section swelled with every adjustment, her nipples hardening against her t-shirt’s soft fabric each time she boosted the grit.
“Ungh…”
A new automation lane appeared on right monitor. Juno frowned at the unfamiliar curve modulating the wet/dry mix. “I didn’t—” Her protest died when the plugin’s hue intensified, the drum fill sharpening into something that prickled across her scalp. Her hips jerked forward, pressing the chair’s edge against her clit through thin cotton.
Accident.
Fuck.
She reached to delete the rogue automation. The speakers emitted a high-pitched whine that made her freeze up mid-click. The track’s tempo increased by three BPM, matching her racing pulse.
“Fuck this.” Juno grabbed her water bottle, condensation dripping down her wrist as she chugged. Cold trails slid from the corners of her mouth, over her chin, down into her shirt and between her breasts, drawing her attention to how her nipples were begging for affection. The plugin responded by muting everything except a loop of her swallowing sounds.
Thirsty slut.
She slammed the bottle down. “What the fuck!” The monitors reproduced her voice at slower speeds, stretching vowels into moans. Her knees pressed together as the sub drop hit, forcing her spine into the chair.
Temperatures spiked. Juno tugged her shirt’s neckline, exposing collarbones to a nonexistent breeze. Onscreen, the spectral analyzer displayed her breathing pattern superimposed over the tom drum.
Her nostrils flared. It’s just sound waves. Biology. Stupid algorithms. She gripped the desk’s edge, chair squeaking as she ground against its seat. The track was looping bits, each repetition adding another layer of her stifled whimpers.
I made this. I built this feedback loop. Her thighs shook as she tried lifting her hand from the controller. The track’s tempo slowed. A broken sob escaped her lips.
Her free hand yanked the pajama pants down to mid-thigh. Cool air kissed bare skin as the track’s snare hits migrated to her left headphone, each snap syncing with desperate circles over her clit. The right channel flooded with layered whispers: more natural… right… better…
“Not… right…” Juno choked out, back arching as the plugin introduced a new arpeggio. The melody climbed with her breathing, each note’s assault on her clit harder than the last. Her hips stuttered, chasing the rhythm’s teasing gaps. Release eluded her. It was positively Wagnerian.
The screen flickered. Track 3’s title changed briefly to WET MIX/OWN before reverting. Juno’s gaze fixed on the oscillating EQ curve—a near-perfect match to her trembling thighs. She dragged a finger through slickness, brought it trembling to her lips.
Girly. Yummy. Shame.
The track muted abruptly. Juno whined at the silence, fingers digging in.
“So wet… I need…”
The plugin’s progress bar pulsed.
“…to be owned.”
The track slammed back at full volume. Beats were intercut with the wet sounds of her fingers plunging inside. Juno’s wrist cramped from the pace. Her other hand groped her tits through damp fabric, pinching a pierced nipple in time with snare hits.
This is… research. Understanding the material. She bit her cheek to keep from screaming. The plugin responded by panning her voice hard left while a masculine groan materialized in the right channel—synthetic, but real enough to feel it in her cunt.
Her hips jerked upward. Where’d that sample come from? The groan repeated lower, louder, vibrating through her pelvis as imaginary teeth grazed her nipples. The tempo increased beyond mass appeal, a machine-driven rhythm that pistoned her fingers faster.
EchoWave captured the slap of skin, the creak of the chair, the choked litany of “please please please” as her legs spread wider.
The waveform spiked with each thrust of her hand. Juno’s eyes rolled back as the plugin fed her arousal into a granular synth, transforming gasps into a shimmering drone.
I want this.
She did.
I need this.
Air hitched in her lungs. The plugin detuned the entire project to her body’s resonant frequency, every cell thrumming in tense harmony. Her clit pulsed staccato against her palm.
“Need… fuck…” Juno rasped, sweaty thighs sticking to her chair. The plugin replaced her voice with a chorus of overlapping yes in different octaves. The interface dimmed except for the volume fader… an unblinking vertical line demanding escalation.
She slammed it upward.
The orgasm hit like feedback: a sustained scream of synapses firing as the track’s sub-bass just about liquefied her bones. Juno’s back arched off the chair, fingers cramping inside herself while the plugin looped a half-second fragment of her cry. Visualizers swirled into fractal patterns matching the contractions ripping through her abdomen. Her thighs trembled violently, muscles seizing as pleasure radiated outward from her core in pulsing waves. EchoWave captured every nuance of her release, transforming her most intimate sounds into crystalline audio geometry that danced across the monitor. The violet tips of her hair stuck to her neck as she rode out the aftershocks, each one slightly less intense but somehow deeper, as if the plugin was mining her pleasure for every last drop it could extract.
More.




Chapter 5

Juno folded a sports bra with practiced motions. It was good to be doing something mundane. Two days had passed since her last explosive session with the EchoWave plugin, but the music never really stopped. Wireless earbuds pumped Track 5, “Break Me Down,” into her consciousness: ambient and hypnotic with those strange, echoing commands that seemed to reverberate through her skull rather than her ears.
“…kneel…”
Her hands faltered on a tank top. An image flashed unbidden: herself on her knees, surrounded by faceless men in dark suits, their hands in her violet-tipped curls.
“…spread…”
Heat bloomed between her thighs. Again? She blinked rapidly, trying to focus on the laundry basket. Why had these thoughts become so persistent? So detailed? She’d always had fantasies, but these felt different—more intrusive, more… necessary.
“…obey…”
“Just the track,” she muttered, reaching for a pair of leggings. “Just need to analyze what’s missing.”
Her mind couldn’t separate the elements anymore. The sub-bass seemed to resonate directly with her swaying hips. The sparse percussion matched her heartbeat, then guided it faster. The atmospheric pads created a soundscape that made her apartment walls seem to breathe.
A soft chime sounded in her earbuds. Juno’s hips jerked forward involuntarily, as if yanked by invisible strings. The leggings dropped from her fingers.
“What the—“
Her pelvis rolled in a slow circle. She hadn’t commanded the movement. Her hands gripped the edge of the couch as her body continued its undulation. The music shifted. Is this still Track 5? The layers seemed different now, more complex. A voice that might have been hers whispered beneath the mix, but she couldn’t make out the words.
Juno’s knees buckled. She collapsed onto the couch, thighs spreading of their own accord. Her hand slipped beneath her sweatpants, finding herself embarrassingly wet. Why?
“This isn’t… I’m not…” But her protests dissolved as the track sent pulses of pleasure from her eardrums straight to her core. Her back arched as the first orgasm hit—unexpected and violent—stealing her breath and scattering her thoughts. She hadn’t even been touching herself properly, just that initial exploratory contact, and yet her body responded as if it had been primed and waiting for this exact moment.
The ceiling above her rippled like water. The track’s ambient noises transformed into masculine grunts of approval. Juno’s eyes rolled back as a second climax built immediately after the first, her fingers moving with mechanical precision despite her mental fog.
“Good girl,” she felt rather than heard.
Her hips bucked upward as if offering herself to invisible men above her. The third orgasm tore through her with such force that her vision fractured into kaleidoscopic patterns. The laundry basket toppled, clean clothes scattering across the floor.
“Obey,” commanded the music. “Wet.”
Juno’s consciousness fragmented. One part of her watched from a distance as her body convulsed on the couch, tank top rucked up to expose her pierced nipples, fingers frantically working between her legs. Another part floated in a sea of pleasure, disconnected from reality. A third part tried desperately to analyze what was happening to her.
But analysis became impossible as a fourth orgasm—impossible!—crashed through her, stronger than the previous three combined. Her honey-gold skin glistened with sweat. Her full lips parted in a silent scream.
The track looped seamlessly, each repetition triggering another climax until she lost count. Time stretched and compressed. The apartment walls breathed in time with the music. Phantom hands caressed her curves, pulled her hair, pinched her nipples.
“Men above,” the track told her. “Sluts kneel.”




Chapter 6

Juno stepped out of the bathroom in a cloud of steam, her skin still flushed from water hot enough to scald. The shower was nearly forty minutes of a desperate attempt to wash away the memory of what had happened on the couch. She wrapped a towel around her body, wincing as the fabric brushed against her tender breasts.
In the bathroom mirror, she caught sight of purplish marks blooming across her chest. Her fingers traced the discolored skin around her pierced nipples, remembering the visions of strong hands groping, pinching, claiming, slapping.
Her legs trembled as she made her way to her bedroom. Each step sent pulses of discomfort through her overworked sex, making her gasp. Juno fumbled for her phone, desperate for something—anything—to ground her in reality.
The notification light blinked. Three missed calls from her mother. A payment confirmation from her grocery delivery. And an email from Th3ory.
Her heart rate didn’t have time to slow down from the shower. Her fingers moved to open it before her mind had made the decision. The subject line read: “Next steps: Studio visit requested.”
Juno sank onto her bed, exhausted, the towel falling open as she began to read:
Dear Juno,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We await your response with anticipation.

Yours in creative partnership,

Th3ory

Juno blinked, realizing she’d been looking at the screen for… how long? She was sitting naked on her bed, one hand resting between her thighs, though she had no memory of placing it there. The bruises on her breasts seemed to throb in time with her heartbeat.
She checked the time. Forty-five minutes had passed since she’d opened the email. Forty-five minutes to read… what? The words seemed to rearrange themselves as she tried to focus on them.
Her phone slipped from her fingers as a wave of dizziness washed over her. She felt drunk, though she hadn’t touched alcohol in days. Her limbs felt heavy, responsive but somehow distant. The room seemed to pulse around her, contracting and expanding with each breath she took.
“Thursday,” she slurred, the word feeling strange in her mouth. “Studio visit.”
Her mind tried to assert itself, to analyze what was happening to her. There was something odd about that email: the length, the structure, the way it seemed to offer effusive praise, and address her deepest insecurities and desires without stating them explicitly. But each time she tried to grasp a critical thought, it dissolved.
Juno realized she was nodding, though no one had asked her a question. Her body had already decided. Thursday. The studio. The guys. Her guys. Her… men. She needed to be there, needed their guidance, needed to surrender to whatever came next.
With shaking hands, she typed a one-line response: “I’ll be there.”




Chapter 7

Thursday evening arrived with alarming speed. Juno stood still, her hand hesitating near the heavy metal door. The building was tucked away in an industrial area, brick façade weathered by decades of city grime. A simple plaque reading “Studio 3” was the only indication she was in the right place.
Every time she considered canceling, a gentle tone in her earbuds seemed to dissuade her. The EchoWave notification had become both a welcome friend and a bitch of a taskmaster. Each session left her more drained, yet somehow more eager for the next.
Juno glanced down at her outfit with a flicker of discomfort. Instead of her usual jeans and basic button-up, she’d somehow ended up in a thin black crop top that clung to her curves and displayed her pierced nipples through the fabric. The leather miniskirt barely covered—well, let’s just call it immodest. Her thighs were decorated in fishnet stockings that disappeared into tall shiny boots.
She couldn’t remember choosing these clothes. It was as if her hands had moved on their own, pulling items from the back of her closet she’d never worn to professional meetings. Nobody ever would.
The strangest part was how right it felt against her skin. Despite her mental objections, her body hummed with approval. She felt both ashamed and exhilarated.
Juno took a deep breath and rapped her knuckles against the door. The sound echoed, then faded. For a moment, nothing happened. Then the door swung open, revealing a spacious industrial loft bathed in warm, low lighting.
Three men stood in a loose semicircle, their postures casual yet somehow expectant. The air vibrated with a barely perceptible hum—not quite sound, but something adjacent to it.
“Juno Rosario,” said the one in the center, his voice a melodic baritone that seemed to caress each syllable of her name. His hazel eyes locked onto hers with unsettling intensity. “I’m Kareem. We’ve been looking forward to this.”
Juno stepped inside, clutching her bag to her side. “Thanks for inviting me,” she managed, trying to sound professional despite the flutter in her stomach.
A broad-shouldered man with deep brown skin and shoulder-length curls approached. “Arjun,” he said simply, extending a hand. His grip was firm, warm, and lingered just long enough to make her notice. “Your work on ‘Command Line’ seriously exceeded our expectations.” He shook his head in appreciation.
“Seriously,” added the third man, slender with teal-streaked hair and a mischievous smile. “I’ve been producing for ten years and never heard anything like it.” He gave a small bow. “Haruto. Lead guitar and occasional synth criminal.”
Juno felt her cheeks warm at their praise. After months of rejection and doubt, their words filled an aching void. “Thank you. It’s… um, your stems were incredible to work with. So much texture and space.”
“Please,” Kareem gestured toward the heart of the studio where instruments gleamed under strategic spotlights. “Make yourself comfortable.”
As they moved deeper into the space, Juno noticed how they positioned themselves around her… not threateningly, but with a choreographed precision that kept her at the center of their triangle.
“We’ve been listening to your mixes on repeat,” Haruto said, walking backward to maintain eye contact. “The way you understood exactly what each track needed without us having to explain… it’s so rare.”
“Your instincts are extraordinary,” Arjun added, his voice quiet but resonant. “Especially for someone who’s never worked with our sound before.”
Kareem guided her to a plush velvet couch positioned before a mixing console. “EchoWave has served you well, I see. And you’ve served it equally well.”
The casual mention of the plugin sent a shiver through Juno’s body—something between pleasure and alarm. Before she could respond, Kareem continued.
“We’re thinking about adding a bonus track to the album.” His fingers grazed the mixing board. “Something special for the vinyl heads. We’d like your input, if you’re willing.”
“We were just working on it,” Haruto said, picking up his guitar. “Very preliminary. But we’d love to give you a preview.”
Arjun settled behind his drums, his broad hands resting lightly on the skins. “No pressure. Just listen.”
“Sure thing, sir,” she replied.
Sir? He’s “dude.” Get a grip.
Juno settled into the velvet couch, its plush surface embracing her like a marshmallow dream. The studio’s acoustics made even the smallest sound crisp—the tap of Arjun’s fingers on the drum rim, the whisper of Haruto’s pick against guitar strings as he tuned, the soft clearing of Kareem’s throat. Each sound landed differently than they should have, as if the room itself was designed to enhance perception.
“This is just a rough concept,” Kareem said, his voice sliding through the air like a scimitar blade. “We’re calling it ‘Resonance Echo’ for now.”
Arjun counted them in with four soft taps on his hi-hat. The music began gently… Haruto’s guitar offering a hypnotic riff while Arjun built a slow, deliberate rhythm. Kareem closed his eyes, swaying slightly before leaning into the microphone.
The melody was unlike anything on the tracks she’d already mixed. This was more introspective, more intimate. Juno found herself leaning forward, drawn by the delicate construction of sound. Each layer complemented perfectly, creating small spaces of emptiness that nevertheless spoke volumes.
Then something shifted.
The music continued, but underneath it ran a new current: a nearly liminal pulse that seemed to travel not through her ears but directly into her nervous system. Her skin prickled with recognition even before her conscious mind caught up.
That sound…
Buried in the mix, nearly imperceptible beneath Kareem’s haunting vocals, was a rhythm built from sounds she knew intimately. The soft catch of her own breath. The half-whispered begging she’d uttered alone in her apartment. The delicate moan that had escaped her lips during one of her sessions with EchoWave.
Embarrassment dissolved almost instantly as the feedback loop began to take hold. Each sound from the speakers that matched a sound she had made before seemed to trigger the exact physical sensation she’d felt when originally making it.
Juno gripped the couch cushion on either side of her thighs. The room hadn’t changed, but her perception of it had. Colors intensified. The air against her skin felt electric. Something was buzzing in her. Scratch that; all of her was buzzing.
Kareem’s eyes opened, locking directly with hers as he sang words that seemed written specifically for her: “Echo back to me what you need… hear the sounds you make when you’re free.”
A pulse of pleasure radiated from her core, subtle but undeniable. The flush that had started on her cheeks now spread downward, warming her neck, her chest. She pressed her thighs together, trying to ground herself.
I shouldn’t—
Haruto stepped closer to her while playing, his fingers dancing over frets with practiced precision. His expression was knowing, hungry, as though he could see exactly what was happening to her body. Behind his gaze lay a question, an invitation, a challenge.
The track grew more complex. Arjun’s drumming deepened, each bass hit resonating in her pelvis. His eyes never left her; his attention seemed wholly focused on her response, adjusting his rhythm in real-time to match the subtle shifts in her breathing.
Another layer emerged in the mix: a whisper that sounded like her own voice saying “surrender” over and over, the word elongated and distorted until it became almost meaningless, just pure sound carrying pure sensation.
Between Juno’s fishnet-covered thighs, a building need made her squirm slightly on the couch. Part of her wanted to stand, to leave, to break whatever spell was weaving around her—but a stronger part wanted to sink deeper into it.
Music doesn’t do this.
It wasn’t the music. It was EchoWave. It was the studio’s precisely calibrated acoustics. It was the three men watching her with undisguised hunger while creating a perfect algorithmic seduction.
Each loop of the track introduced new elements—new samples of her most private moments. The groan she’d made when climaxing two nights ago. The whispered “please” that had escaped her lips without her even realizing. Fragments of her vulnerability stitched into their creation.
I’m not a slut, I’m not…
Kareem’s voice grew more commanding, the lyrics more explicit: “Your body knows the rhythm, your mind just needs to follow.”
She caught herself swaying slightly, her body responding to the music without conscious permission. Her lips parted, breath coming faster now. She could feel sweat beading at the small of her back, her soft thighs spreading apart in spite of herself.
“Feel it building,” Kareem sang, his voice dropping an octave. “There’s no hiding what you need.”
They know what they’re doing. I want it.
Sensations overwhelmed her foggy thoughts. Juno tried to center herself, to regain some semblance of control. She closed her eyes, thinking it might help break the spell, but that only intensified her visions, her cravings. The music penetrated her even more deeply, the rhythms matching her pulse, the frequencies triggering responses she couldn’t suppress.
Scared. Need to surrender. No, I need to…
But her body refused to cooperate with the rational part of her mind. The disconnect was terrifying and exhilarating all at once. She forced her eyes open, hoping the sight of the three men would remind her where she was, snap her back to reality.
Instead, she found Kareem staring directly at her, his hazel eyes seeming to see through every defense she had erected.
“Breathe with me, Juno,” he said, his voice cutting through the music without disrupting it. “Just like you do when you’re obeying EchoWave. In… and out.”
His words triggered something: a conditioned response she hadn’t realized had been programmed into her. Her breath automatically synchronized with his guidance, bringing a wave of relaxation that felt dangerously close to giving in.
“That’s right,” Arjun said softly, his drumming never faltering. “Let your body respond naturally. No resistance.”
Juno felt her muscles loosening, tension draining from her shoulders even as alarm bells rang distantly in her mind. Her arms, which had been rigid at her sides, now moved with languid grace.
Wait, I didn’t move my arms.
With mounting horror and fascination, she watched as her right hand drifted to hem of her top. Her fingers worked with deliberate slowness, dragging upward as though performing for an audience. Which, she realized with a jolt of shame and arousal, she was.
“What’s happening?” she managed to whisper.
Haruto smiled, his fingers dancing across guitar strings. “You’re harmonizing with us. Body and sound becoming one.”
Stop. I need to stop this.
But her internal command held no power. Her body continued its performance, each movement synchronized perfectly with the pulse of the music. As Arjun hit a rolling fill on his toms, her hands swept off her top completely, exposing her heavy breasts and the soft curve of her stomach.
Kareem’s voice dropped to a near-whisper in the microphone: “Show us what you feel when you listen.”
The suggestion triggered something deep in her subconscious. Juno felt her back arch slightly, presenting her breasts more prominently. Her hands slid from her collarbone down to her waist in a sensual caress that made her shiver despite herself.
This isn’t me. But it is.
Her fingers found the button of her skirt next, popping it open with practiced ease. The sound of her zipper sliding down seemed impossibly loud despite the music filling the room.
“Beautiful,” Arjun murmured, his eyes never leaving her even as his hands maintained their rhythm on the drums.
That single word of praise sent a flood of warmth through her system, rewarding her submission. Juno felt her thumbs hook into the waistband of her skirt, slowly pushing it down over her hips. She wanted to resist, to cover herself, to run. And simultaneously, she desperately needed their approval, their desire, their ownership.
Her skirt slid to her knees, revealing matching black underwear.
I can’t escape this. I need this.
“Stand,” Kareem instructed, his voice melding perfectly with the music. “Let us see all of you.”
Without hesitation, her body obeyed. She rose from the couch, letting her skirt fall to her ankles before gracefully stepping out of it. The cool air of the studio caressed her exposed skin, raising goosebumps that only heightened her sensitivity.
Her hands moved to her hair, gathering it up before letting it cascade down over her shoulders, a gesture she’d never performed before but that felt choreographed, practiced. Her hips began a subtle sway in time with Haruto’s guitar line.
I’m an instrument for them to play.
That should have terrified her. Instead, it sent another pulse of pleasure directly to her core. She felt herself growing wetter, her arousal building with each passing moment.
“Kneel for us,” Arjun said quietly, almost lost beneath the music.
Juno’s knees bent immediately, lowering her to the floor with fluid grace. Her thighs spread slightly as she settled into position, her back straight, breasts thrust forward, head slightly bowed. It was a posture of offering and submission she’d never consciously learned, but she knew she executed it perfectly. She felt a perverse pride at submitting so well.
Haruto circled around her, still playing, his eyes drinking in every inch of her exposed skin. “Look how perfectly she responds. Like she was made for this.”
A whimper escaped her lips—part protest, part pleasure. Her conscious mind continued its feeble struggle against what was happening, but her body had surrendered completely, shaped by EchoWave’s subtle conditioning and the band’s expert manipulation.
The most frightening realization wasn’t that she couldn’t control her actions—it was that deep down, beneath layers of social conditioning and independence, this submission felt right. It felt like coming home.
“You’re perfect for us,” Kareem murmured, and the approval in his voice made her arch her back further, presenting herself more eagerly.
Juno knelt there, nearly naked, body posed in abject submission before three men she barely knew, her mind foggy with arousal and confusion. She had come here as a professional, a producer with talent and agency. And despite every protest from her rational mind, her body thrummed with pleasure at the knowledge of her transformation.
Men above. Sluts kneel.
I’m a slut.
Haruto’s final note lingered in the air—a single, sustained guitar chord that should have faded but instead twisted and morphed, folding into itself endlessly. He had stepped away from his instrument, yet the sound persisted, manipulated by EchoWave into something living and breathing. The plugin had control of the studio’s sound system, transforming that lone note into a throbbing pulse that directed Juno’s heartbeat.
The three men moved closer with deliberate slowness. The “music” continued to ripple through her body. She remained kneeling, her skimpy clothes discarded beside her, breasts exposed to the cool air, nipples stiff and aching. Her black underwear was the only barrier remaining between her vulnerable body and their inevitable domination.
Kareem circled behind her, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body. Arjun positioned himself to her left, while Haruto completed the triangle on her right. They towered over her kneeling form, creating a circle of masculine energy that seemed to pulse in time with the distorted note still hanging in the air.
“Look how beautiful you are,” Kareem murmured, his voice sliding over her porous consciousness like warm honey. “Your body understands what your mind is still fighting.”
“Mmmm,” she sighed, the sound escaping before she could capture it. Me and my stupid praise kink.
Arjun knelt beside her, not touching, just watching with those intense dark eyes. “You’ve been fighting this for so long,” he observed, his voice a deep rumble. “Let yourself have what you need.”
Her other hand drifted downward, fingers tracing the waistband of her delicate underwear. The persistent note from EchoWave shifted, gaining harmonics that seemed to encourage her exploration. Without conscious decision, her fingers slipped beneath the elastic, finding the slick heat between her thighs.
“Ohhh…” A soft exhale escaped her lips as her fingertips made contact with her swollen clit. Her hips bucked slightly, seeking more pressure.
“Good girl,” Haruto encouraged, his voice tight with restrained desire. “Show us how you pleasure yourself when you’re alone. When EchoWave is filling your head with our sounds.”
Their knowledge of her private moments should have horrified her, but instead, it only intensified her arousal. Juno’s fingers dragged down and up, spreading the abundant wetness she found there. Her other hand pinched her nipple, the sharp pain-pleasure making her gasp.
“Ah! Ah…” Her breath came faster now, each exhale carrying a soft sound of need.
Kareem moved to stand directly before her, his half-erection visible through his dark jeans. “You’ve been waiting for this moment,” he said, his voice hypnotic and certain. “Since the first time you heard our music. Since the first time EchoWave showed you who you truly are.”
“Yes,” she whispered, the admission breaking through her last defenses like water through a crumbling dam. “Yes, I have.” The truth of it resonated in her body, sending a ripple of surrender through her core. She had been waiting, longing, craving this moment without even knowing it consciously. All those hours listening to their tracks, feeling that inexplicable pull… it made perfect sense now as she kneeled, exposed before them, open and honest for perhaps the first time.
Her fingers worked faster between her legs, diving lower to gather more of her wetness before returning to her clit. The squelching sounds of her arousal filled the room, mixing with the sustained note from EchoWave. She circled her sensitive bud with increasing urgency, her breath catching each time she hit that perfect spot. Her body—her true self—knew what it wanted, responding to the hypnotic tones with an almost Pavlovian intensity, as though the plugin itself was commanding her arousal to build and build without release.
“Your pleasure belongs to us now,” Arjun said, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from her face. The gentle touch made her whimper with need. “Every orgasm is a gift we give you.”
“Please,” Juno begged, her voice breaking as her fingers worked frantically between her legs. “Please, I need—“
“Tell us what you need,” Haruto insisted, crouching down to her level. “Say the words that EchoWave has been teaching you.”
Her mind flashed to the affirmations that had been whispering through her headphones for days now—phrases she’d dismissed as background noise but that had rooted themselves deep in her psyche.
“I need to be owned,” she gasped, the words feeling both foreign and deeply true on her tongue. “Nnngh! I need to submit to men. To you.”
“Why?” Kareem asked, his hand coming to rest on her head, fingers tangling in her hair.
Juno’s eyes fluttered closed as another wave of pleasure crashed through her. Her fingers were soaked with her arousal, the wet sounds of her masturbation growing louder.
“Because—ah!—because that’s what I’m made for,” she moaned, the programmed response flowing naturally now. “To please men. To be an eager slut.”
“Good girl.” The two simple words were a jolt of praise straight to her womb.
“Oh god, oh god,” she chanted, her hips rocking against her hand. She was close, so close to the edge, but something was holding her back—some final thread of resistance.
“I need to serve,” she breathed, her voice barely audible. “I need to be filled, used, owned. I need… oh fuck… I need to be yours… completely! Please!”
“We know what you need,” Arjun assured her, his hand sliding from her shoulder to her breast, finally making contact with her aching skin. The touch was electric, pulling a high-pitched “Ah!” from her throat.
Haruto’s hand found her other breast, cupping its weight before pinching her nipple between his fingers. “Ah! Ah! Ah!” she cried out, her back arching into their touch.
Kareem’s hands moved downward to hook into the waistband of her underwear. “Lift,” he commanded, and her hips rose automatically, allowing him to slide the black fabric down her thighs.
Please fuck me please please please
The air against her exposed pussy made her whimper. She was completely naked now, offered up to them like a sacrifice.
“Look at how wet she is,” Haruto observed with a wink. “She’s dripping for us.”
No kidding. She could feel her arousal on her inner thighs, could hear the wet sounds as she squeezed her legs together seeking relief.
“Please,” she begged again, beyond shame, beyond any knowledge of her old self. “Use me. Fill me. Give me your cum.”
Yes! Cum! I want that!
Kareem leaned forward and captured her lips in a kiss that obliterated all rational thought.
“Mmmmmm,” she moaned into his mouth, her hands coming up to clutch at his shoulders for stability. His tongue slipped between her lips, tasting her, teaching her that she was no longer in control.
While Kareem kissed her, Arjun and Haruto continued their exploration of her body. Hands caressed every inch of her overly sensitive skin: neck, breasts, waist, hips, thighs, lips. Each touch stoked the fire building inside her, bringing her closer to the edge.
When Kareem finally broke the kiss, Juno was gasping for air, her lips swollen and tender. “Please,” she whispered, the word becoming a mantra. “Please, please, please.”
“Be more specific,” Haruto teased, his fingers trailing dangerously close to where she needed them most.
“I want—haaah—I want your hands on me, your mouths on me,” she gasped. “I want to feel all of you inside me, filling every part of me. I want to be—nngh—used by all of you, to please you all, to… ohhhh fuck… to be… a good girl.”
Arjun’s hand finally, finally slid between her legs, his thick fingers parting her pussy lips to find her dripping center.
“Oh! Fuck! Yes!” she cried out as his finger circled her entrance before pushing inside. The intrusion was what she’d been craving, the fullness she needed, but she knew it was just the start.
“So wet,” Arjun murmured, adding a second finger alongside the first. “So eager for cock.”
“More,” she pleaded, rocking against his hand. “More, please.”
Haruto’s mouth found her breast, his tongue flicking across her nipple before sucking it between his lips. The dual sensation—Arjun’s fingers inside her, Haruto’s mouth on her breast—made her cry out, a wordless sound of desperate need.
“Angh! Ungh! MMMF!” Each exhale carried a cry now, her body trembling on the edge of release.
Kareem watched her face closely, his intense eyes taking in every flicker of pleasure that crossed her contorting face. “You want to come, don’t you?”
“Yes,” she sobbed. “Please let me come. I need it.”
“We will let you,” he granted, his voice authoritative yet tender. “But only while looking into my eyes. I want to see it when you surrender completely.”
Yes. Do it for them. All for them.
Arjun’s fingers curled inside her. At the same time, Kareem pressed against her clit, circling with perfect pressure. Haruto’s teeth grazed her nipple, the hint of pain adding another layer to her pleasure.
Juno’s eyes locked with Kareem’s, unable to look away even if she wanted to. In his gaze, she saw not just desire, but recognition—as though he was seeing her, truly seeing her, for the first time.
“Let go,” he whispered.
The permission, combined with the perfect stimulation from those skilled fingers and Haruto’s mouth, finally pushed her over the edge.
“Oh! Oh! NNNNGH!” she cried out, her walls clenching rhythmically around Arjun’s fingers. “Oh god, oh god, oh god!”
Her eyes never left Kareem’s, even as pleasure warped her face. She was dimly aware of the wet sounds her pussy made around Arjun’s thrusting fingers, of her own high-pitched moans, of Haruto’s approving hum against her breast. But mostly, she was aware of Kareem witnessing her complete surrender, accepting it.
I’m their slut! I’m a good girl slut!
As the waves of pleasure began to subside, leaving her trembling and weak, Kareem leaned forward to press his forehead against hers.
“That’s just the beginning,” he promised, his voice both threat and comfort. “We have so much more to show you.”
Juno whimpered, already feeling desire rebuilding despite just coming. EchoWave’s conditioning had done its work thoroughly. One orgasm would never be enough. Not now that she’d given herself to them completely.
“Yes,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from crying out. “Anything you want. Make me yours over and over again.”
The distorted note still hanging in the air shifted once more, deepening into something that rumbled through her bones.
* * *
Arjun lifted Juno into his arms like she weighed nothing, her body still trembling. The drummer’s deep brown skin glistened with a light sheen of sweat as he carried her toward a worn mattress tucked against the far wall of the rehearsal space. Through her pleasure-hazed vision, she noticed the sheets weren’t particularly clean—stained in places, rumpled in others—but she found herself not caring in the slightest.
Surrendering. Owned. Happy slut.
“On top,” Arjun commanded, his voice deep and firm as he sat on the edge of the mattress with his thick cock standing proudly between his muscular thighs. “You’re going to ride me now.”
A tiny, distant part of Juno’s mind registered shock. What am I doing? I barely know these men. But that voice was quickly drowned out by the overwhelming flood of desire coursing through her veins.
“Yes,” she breathed, climbing onto his lap with eager, trembling legs. Her pussy was dripping wet, aching to be filled. “God, yes.”
Arjun positioned his cock at her entrance, the thick head kissing her folds. She looked down between their bodies, eyes widening at his girth. His cock wasn’t the longest she’d seen, but its thickness was intimidating.
“Show us how badly you want it,” he murmured, his hands caressing her hips.
Juno whimpered as she sank down slowly, her body stretching to accommodate him. “Nnnngh… oh fuck… so big… aaahhh…”
Each bit of him that disappeared inside her brought spikes of sharp pleasure-pain radiating through her. By the time she was fully seated, she was panting heavily, her forehead pressed against his shoulder.
“That’s it,” Arjun praised, his breath warm against her ear. “Your cunt feels perfect around my cock. So tight. So wet.”
I bring pleasure. I get cum. Want cum.
She began to move, lifting herself up before sliding back down with a whimpering moan. “Oh… oh… fuck…”
“What a sight,” Haruto’s voice cut through her pleasure fog. She looked up to find him standing beside the mattress, his cock in hand as he stroked it slowly. “Addicted to cock, hmm?”
This isn’t me, a fading part of her mind protested weakly. I don’t do… things like…. But as Arjun’s thick shaft dragged against her inner walls, that voice grew increasingly distant.
“Open your mouth,” Haruto commanded, moving closer until the tip of his cock brushed against her lips.
Without conscious thought, Juno’s lips parted, her tongue extending to taste the pearl of precum at his tip. “Mmm,” she moaned, the salty taste only intensifying her arousal.
“Good girl,” Haruto praised, sliding his length between her lips. “Suck me.”
Good girl sucking cock…
She hollowed her cheeks, creating suction as she took him deeper. Slurp. The obscene sound of her mouth working his shaft filled the room, mingling with the wet sounds of her pussy moving on Arjun’s cock.
“Fuuuck,” Haruto hissed, his hand coming to rest on the back of her head. “Talented little mouth.”
Juno’s hips maintained their rhythm on Arjun’s lap, rising and falling as she simultaneously bobbed her head on Haruto’s length. The dual penetration made her dizzy with pleasure. Being filled in two slutty holes at once was overwhelming… in the best possible way.
She felt movement behind her, then strong hands caressing her ass. Kareem’s touch left trails of warrmth on her skin as he spread her cheeks apart.
“Nice big ass,” he murmured, his thumbs tracing her crack before one pressed against her tight pucker. “I’ma enjoy stretching this.”
A muffled “Mmmnnn!” escaped around Haruto’s shaft as panic briefly flared. She’d never done anal before, and Kareem was… substantial. That won’t fit! It can’t! the distant voice of reason cried out.
But the rest of her body hummed with anticipation, her hips pushing back against his probing thumb. She was without rational thought, consumed by the raw need to please.
“Try to relax,” Kareem instructed, reaching for a bottle of lube that must’ve been under a pillow. The cool liquid dripped between her cheeks, making her gasp around Haruto’s cock. “I’ll make it good for you.”
Arjun slowed his upward thrusts, holding her in place as Kareem worked first one lubed finger into her ass, then two.
“Mmmmph! Nnnngh!” The strange intrusion burned slightly, but as Kareem patiently stretched her, that burn transformed into something else: a deep, primal pleasure that made her inner walls clench around Arjun’s thickness.
“She’s getting even tighter,” Arjun groaned, his fingers digging into her swaying tits. “Her cunt’s squeezing me… fuck!”
Haruto’s cock slipped from her mouth as she gasped for air. “Oh god… oh god… please…”
“Please what?” Kareem asked, adding a third finger to her ass, making her squirm. “Tell us exactly what you want, Juno.”
“I want… I want all of you,” she moaned, her inhibitions completely shattered. “Fill all my holes. Use me. Please, I need it so badly.”
Their pleasure. Use me. Fill me.
“Desperate little slut,” Kareem chuckled, positioning the thick head of his cock against her prepared entrance. “Stuffed with dick and begging for more.”
“Yes,” she confessed, taking Haruto back into her mouth with a hungry slurp. “Mmnnph!”
“I’m going to fuck this tight ass now,” Kareem announced, beginning to press forward. “Take a deep breath.”
Juno tried to obey, but the pressure of his cock breaching her tightest hole made her choke around Haruto’s length. The burning stretch was intense: too much and not enough simultaneously.
“Breathe through it,” Arjun coached from beneath her, his hands stroking her sides soothingly. “Your body was made for this. For us.”
Made for pleasure. Made to be filled. Made for men.
“Nnngh! Ah! Ah!” she cried out as the head of Kareem’s cock finally pushed past the tight ring of muscle. Tears sprang to her eyes at the overwhelming fullness, the impossible stretch.
So big!
How can it—
“Good girl,” Kareem praised, his voice strained with the effort of holding still. “Your ass is gripping me so tight. So perfect.”
“Mmmmph!” She moaned around Haruto’s cock, making him curse and thrust deeper.
“Fuck, she’s doing it,” Haruto groaned, watching as Kareem slowly worked more of his length into her ass.
Born to please. Take cock. Make men come.
The three men began to move in a coordinated rhythm that spoke of practice: as Arjun thrust up into her pussy, Kareem withdrew from her ass, only to push back in as Arjun retreated. Meanwhile, Haruto’s cock slid in and out of her mouth, sometimes deep enough to bump the back of her throat, making her gag slightly with a wet gluck sound that only seemed to excite him further.
“Listen to that,” Arjun growled, his thick cock stretching her pussy deliciously. “Fucking filthy.”
I love this! So good!
She heard desperate, animal sounds that she barely recognized as coming from her own throat. When Haruto’s cock allowed her space to breathe, she was moaning, gasping, begging.
“Oh god! Fuck! So full! Nnnngh! Don’t stop! Please! Haaaanh!” Each word was punctuated by the impact of their bodies moving together, creating an obscene symphony of flesh slapping against flesh, wet sucking sounds, and guttural groans from all four of them.
“Bet you always wanted this,” Haruto said, his fingers tangling in her curls as he guided her movements on his cock. “Being taken by a bunch of men. Used in every hole. Fucked like a whore.”
Slurp. Gluck. Mmmm. The sounds of her eagerly working his length were answer enough.
It felt so right. So perfect. So complete. The fullness in her body—pussy stretched around Arjun’s thickness, ass impaled on Kareem’s length, throat filled with Haruto’s hardness—created a transcendent pleasure unlike anything she’d ever experienced. And that was nothing compared to the knowledge that she was fulfilling her destiny, and that she’d get to do it again!
The repetitive movement of all three men fucking her in tandem built a pressure inside Juno that threatened to shatter her completely. Her clit, swollen and sensitive, rubbed against Arjun with each movement, adding another layer to the overwhelming sensations bombarding her.
“She’s gonna come already,” Kareem observed, his rhythm faltering slightly as his own pleasure built. “Her ass is pulsing.”
Haruto withdrew from her mouth, allowing her to gasp for air. “Wanna come, slut?” he asked.
“Yes! Yes! Please!” she babbled.
“Beg properly,” Kareem commanded, delivering a sharp slap to her ass that made her jolt between them. “Show us how desperate you are.”
“Please fuck me harder!” she cried, her voice hoarse and desperate. “Please fill all my holes and make me come! I need it! I need to be your fucktoy, your cumslut, your eager little whore! Please, please, please!”
Perfect whore. Slut. Born to serve cock. Obey.
“Since you asked so nicely,” Arjun growled, and suddenly the coordinated rhythm broke as all three men began fucking her with abandon, using her body for their pleasure without restraint.
The ferocity of their thrusts jolted Juno’s body between them like a rag doll. Her tits slapped wildly as Arjun drove upward into her pussy with bruising force. Behind her, Kareem slammed his cock into her ass with increasing urgency. And in front, Haruto guided her mouth back to his cock, forcing it deep, ignoring her need to breathe.
“Gluck! Gluck! Mmmmph!” Her eyes watered as Haruto hit the back of her throat repeatedly, her lips stretched wide around his girth.
Holes to be filled. Purpose. My purpose.
Every nerve ending in her body seemed to light up at once, creating a cascade of sensation that built higher and higher.
Made for this. Born for cock.
The pressure inside her built and built. Juno’s thighs began to shake, her muscles tensing as she balanced on the knife’s edge of climax. She needed just a little more…
As if reading her mind, Arjun’s thick thumb found her clit and pressed down, circling the swollen bud with perfect pressure.
“MMMMPH!” she scream-moaned around Haruto’s cock. Her entire body convulsed, inner walls clamping down on both cocks inside her with rhythmic pulses that seemed to go on forever.
Pleasure. Service. Need cum.
Haruto pulled out of her mouth, allowing her to gasp for air as she came. “Fuck, she’s beautiful when she comes,” he observed, stroking his wet cock inches from her face. “Eyes rolled back and everything.”
Each time she thought the peak had passed, another surge of pleasure crashed through her, making her thighs quake and her toes curl. Strong hands gripped her, steadying her as she threatened to collapse between them, her strength completely surrendered to their control and the ecstasy they commanded from her willing flesh.
“Please,” Juno begged, her voice raw and desperate as aftershocks of pleasure rippled through her. “Fill me with cum. Need it. Need it so bad.”
Need cum. Earn cum. Filled with cum.
“Fuck, I can’t hold back anymore,” Arjun groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic. “Her pussy’s milking my cock so good.”
“Not yet,” Kareem commanded, though his voice was strained with the effort of maintaining control. “Together. We fill her together.”
Juno floated in a haze of pleasure, her mind blank except for the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body. The distant voice of her former self had fallen completely silent, replaced by EchoWave’s persistent whispers. She couldn’t remember when she’d last formed a coherent thought that wasn’t about the exquisite fullness inside her or the need for a man’s cum.
That cautious, ambitious producer she’d once been felt like a stranger now… a half-remembered dream compared to this raw, primal reality where pleasure and surrender were the only truths that mattered.
Get cum. Fill me up. Good slut.
“Shit, I’m close,” Haruto hissed, his cock sliding in and out of her mouth with increasing urgency. “Fuck, her mouth feels amazing.”
“Now,” Kareem ordered, his hips slamming forward as he buried himself completely in her ass. “Fill her! Own her!”
All three men thrust deep and held, their bodies tensing as they reached their peaks simultaneously. Juno felt them pulse inside her. Arjun was flooding her pussy with hot spurts that seemed endless, Kareem filling her ass with his cum that felt like praise, and Haruto shooting down her throat, forcing her to swallow rapidly to avoid choking. Each swallow made her throat tighten around his cock, drawing out more of his seed.
Her body sang with the sensation of being filled completely, used perfectly, marked irrevocably by all three men at once. The synchronicity of their orgasms felt like the culmination of something inevitable, as though her body had been designed for this exact moment of total surrender.
“Mmmph! Mmmmm!” She moaned around Haruto’s length.
Take it. Men above. Kneeling slut.
“Good girl,” Arjun praised from beneath her, his cock still twitching inside her clenching, greedy cunt.
Haruto finally pulled back. A thin string of saliva and cum connected her lips to his satisfied cock, making her look thoroughly debauched. “Fuck, look at her face,” he murmured. “Completely dick-drunk.”
She was beyond speech, capable only of whimpering as Kareem slowly withdrew from her tender, well-used ass. The empty feeling made her moan in protest, her body craving the fullness it had just experienced.
“Don’t worry,” Kareem assured her, his hand stroking her lower back soothingly. “We’re not done with you yet. Not even close.”




Chapter 8

Juno scrolled through her notifications with a pleased smirk on her face. The analytics for Th3ory’s latest single “Studio Heat” showed exponential growth: two million streams in three days. Comments flooded in about the track’s “hypnotic quality” and “addictive beat,” with listeners claiming they couldn’t stop replaying it. She felt a familiar warmth spreading between her thighs as she read the responses.
They’re all hearing me beg to be used, she thought, her pussy clenching at the idea. Her gasps, moans, and whispered pleas formed the backbone of the track—though listeners wouldn’t consciously recognize her voice, their bodies were responding to it. The thought made her absurdly wet, but there was no shame in it anymore.
Juno had a meeting across town with a potential new client, another band that had heard Th3ory’s work and wanted similar “production techniques.” When the taxi arrived, she slid into the back seat, giving the driver her destination. Juno caught his eyes flicking to her chest in the rearview mirror and smiled. Since surrendering to Th3ory and EchoWave, she’d grown to love being objectified.
“Mind if I turn on some music?” the driver asked.
“Go ahead,” Juno replied, settling back against the seat.
When the opening notes of “Studio Heat” pulsed through the car’s speakers, Juno’s body reacted instantly. Her spine straightened, thighs squeezing together as recognition washed over her.
“Oh, I love this track,” the driver said, turning up the volume. “Can’t get it out of my head lately. Something about it just hits different.”
Juno could barely speak. The familiar sub-bass frequencies rippled through her body, targeting the exact neural pathways that EchoWave had conditioned. Her pupils dilated as the first embedded trigger hit—a specific pattern of beats that EchoWave had paired with arousal during their sessions.
“Y-yeah,” she managed, her voice already breathy. “It’s… popular.”
By the twenty-second mark, Juno was fighting to stay composed. The driver was tapping his fingers against the steering wheel, unconsciously matching the rhythm that contained Juno’s gasping breaths.
When her own voice emerged in the mix—a delicate “please,” processed and filtered but unmistakable to her—Juno let out an involuntary moan.
The driver glanced back. “You okay?”
Juno met his eyes in the mirror, seeing his pupils were dilated too. “Pull over,” she said, the words coming out before she could stop them. “Please, sir.”
“What? Are you sick?”
“Pull over,” she repeated, more urgently this time. “I need… I need to get something.”
The driver signaled and pulled into an empty parking lot behind a closed strip mall. He put the car in park, the music still pulsing around them.
Perfect.
Juno unbuckled her seatbelt and leaned forward between the front seats. “Do you want some of this pussy?” she asked bluntly, her honey-gold skin flushed with desire.
The driver turned, shock evident on his face. “What? I—“
“The music,” Juno gasped, her hand already sliding beneath her skirt to touch herself through her soaked panties. “Don’t you feel it? I need to be filled. Please. I’m begging you.”
His hesitation lasted only seconds before he nodded, his breathing already becoming heavier. “Get comfy,” he muttered.
Juno scrambled backward while he got out and opened the rear door. As he joined her, the percussion in “Studio Heat” shifted to a section where her recorded moans created a rhythmic pattern. She could barely think straight now, her body responding to direct commands embedded in her own voice.
“I don’t even know your name,” he said, his hands already roaming her undulating hips.
“Doesn’t matter,” she panted, pulling at his belt. “Just fuck me like a whore. I need it rough.”
His hesitation dissolved as she freed his cock, thick in her hands and getting harder. Juno stroked him firmly, leaning forward to run her tongue along the underside of his shaft. “Mmm,” she hummed, the vibration in her throat matching the bassline perfectly.
“Fuck,” he groaned.
Juno looked up, her brown eyes pleading. “Talk down to me,” she begged between licks. “Tell me I’m just a hole for you to use. Please. Tell me I’m worthless except for making you come.”
Something changed in his expression. Surprise gave way to dominance. He tightened his grip in her hair. “That what you want? To be treated like a worthless fucktoy?”
“Yes,” Juno moaned, taking him deeper into her mouth. “Mmmph…” The wet sound of her lips sliding up and down his shaft filled the car, complementing the music’s tempo.
“What a whore,” he growled, pushing himself deeper into her throat.
Juno whimpered, her thighs rubbing together as she took him deeper. The obscene slurp, slurp, slurp of her enthusiastic blowjob grew louder as she bobbed her head faster.
He pulled her off his cock by her hair, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to his tip. “Take your panties off,” he commanded.
She yanked her panties aside instead, and he slid two fingers into her soaked pussy. “So fucking wet,” he groaned.
“Ahhhh!” Juno cried out, her back arching. “Yes, please, use me… use my holes—“
As those exact words played through the speakers in her processed voice, the driver withdrew his fingers and pushed her down onto the seat, positioning himself between her thighs.
“Beg for it,” he demanded, teasing his cock against her entrance.
“Please, sir, please,” Juno pleaded, her voice high and desperate. “Please use my cocksleeve. I’m a fucktoy… a whore… Please!”
He thrust into her, burying himself to the hilt. “Fuck!” he grunted.
“Ohhhhh!” Juno wailed, her pussy clenching around him. “Yes! God, yes!”
He established a brutal pace, the car rocking slightly with each thrust. “This what you needed, slut?”
“Yes! Yes! Yes, sir!” Juno gasped, squeezing her bouncing tits. “Unnh! Unnh! Unnh!”
The slapping sound of skin against skin created its own rhythm alongside the music. Juno’s moans grew higher, more frantic as he pounded into her.
“Such a fucking slut,” he growled. “Your cunt’s squeezing my cock so tight.”
“Because… ahh!… because I’m made for this,” Juno panted. “Born to… ohhh!… take cock!”
The wet sounds of her pussy taking his cock filled the car—squelch, squelch, squelch—mixing with their heavy breathing and the music’s relentless beat.
As “Studio Heat” reached its climax section, Juno felt herself approaching the edge. The driver’s thrusts grew more erratic.
“I’m gonna come,” he grunted. “Where do you want it, slut?”
“My cunt!” Juno begged, her voice breaking. “Fill it up! Use meeeeee! Ahhh! Ahhh! AHHHHHHH!”
Juno’s body was taken over by a torrent of pleasure as she climaxed. Her back arched, her breasts heaving, and her dirty good girl slutty cunt clenched almost painfully around the driver’s cock, milking him as she rode out the waves of bliss. The music seemed to conduct her movements, each crescendo guiding her body’s erratic dance.
The driver’s roar, loud and feral, filled the confined space of the car, mingling with the throbbing bass of the song. Juno’s voice joined his, a high, keening cry of satisfaction as she felt his warmth spill into her.
Cum love cum cum cum cum love cum love cum
The track had ended, looping back to the beginning. As the opening beats started again, Juno felt a mild tremor of arousal but nothing like the overwhelming need from before. She’d been sated—for now.
As they resumed the drive to her destination, Juno gazed out the window at people walking down the street, some with headphones in, others passing stores playing “Studio Heat” through their speakers.
Is it just me? she wondered idly, feeling the stranger’s cum leaking lazily from her well-fucked cunt. Or are we all sluts now?
The thought of thousands—maybe millions—of people being aroused by her moans and pleas made her shiver with delight. She’d never felt more powerful, even as she submitted completely.
Her phone buzzed with a message from Kareem: “Track’s blowing up. Good girl. We’ve got plans for the next one.”
◆◆◆
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