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Ghoulgasms

Want more forbidden romance?



Chapter 1

Saturday morning arrived with the kind of brilliant sunlight that made Heather squint and fumble for her sunglasses, relics from her undergraduate years that lived permanently in her car's glove compartment. She'd ventured out only for coffee – her usual order from the shop three blocks away, where the barista never tried to make small talk – but handwritten signs caught her attention. "YARD SALE TODAY" in purple marker, arrows pointing down Sycamore Street toward the older part of the neighborhood where Victorian houses crouched behind overgrown hedges.

Her first instinct was to drive past. Yard sales meant conversations with strangers, the awkward dance of negotiation, the possibility of running into neighbors she'd successfully avoided for two years. But a second sign mentioned electronics, and the word pulled at her like a fishhook caught behind her ribs. She turned left instead of right, following the arrows into streets she'd never explored despite living here since starting graduate school.

The sale sprawled across a corner lot, tables arranged in seemingly random patterns that forced browsers to wind through narrow pathways. Heather parked across the street and sat for a moment, sipping her coffee and observing. Only a few early birds picked through the items – an older couple examining china, a young father with a toddler who grabbed at everything within reach. She could slip in, scan for anything worthwhile, and leave without much interaction.

The morning air felt different here, thicker somehow, as if the humidity had concentrated in this particular yard. Card tables sagged under the weight of their contents: shoe boxes full of tangled cables, milk crates stuffed with VHS tapes, towers of magazines held together with twine. Someone had arranged the items with a logic that wasn't immediately apparent – electronic items mixed with crystal figurines, books stacked beneath hair dryers, a collection of doorknobs displayed on velvet like jewelry.

Heather gravitated toward a table laden with obsolete technology. Her fingers traced over a cassette deck, its buttons worn smooth from use, then moved to a box of computer cables that hadn't been manufactured in fifteen years. Each item carried the particular patina of age and use that she found irresistible – not dirty exactly, but marked by human handling in ways that modern devices, with their sealed cases and wireless connections, could never achieve.

"Finding anything interesting?"

She jumped, nearly knocking over a stack of floppy disks. The voice had come from behind a tower of boxed electronics she hadn't noticed. But instead of a person, she found only more tables, more items arranged in their peculiar order. She moved deeper into the maze of merchandise, drawn by a sensation she couldn't name – like the pull of static electricity but warmer, more insistent.

Then she saw them.

Three CRT monitors sat on a reinforced table near the back of the sale, separated from the other items as if they deserved special consideration. The morning sun struck their curved screens at an angle that turned the glass into mirrors, but mirrors that seemed to reflect things that weren't quite there – colors that shifted when she tried to focus on them, shapes that suggested depth beyond what the surface should allow.

Her coffee cup slipped from suddenly nerveless fingers, but she caught it before it fell, barely registering the hot liquid that sloshed over her hand. The monitors were perfect. Not just functional or well-preserved, but perfect in a way that made her chest tight with want. The largest one, centrally positioned, had the distinctive curve of a high-end broadcast monitor, the kind used in television studios. Its beige case showed no yellowing, no scuff marks, as if it had been preserved in amber for the past three decades. The two flanking it were smaller but no less pristine – one a gaming monitor with RGB inputs she'd only seen in enthusiast forums, the other a medical display with resolution capabilities that had been cutting-edge in 1992.

She approached them slowly, aware that other browsers had given this table a wide berth. Her reflection in the center monitor's screen seemed wrong somehow – clearer than it should be, but also different, as if she was seeing herself from an angle that didn't match where she stood. When she reached out to touch the glass, warmth met her fingertips immediately, the kind of warmth that came from hours of operation, though nothing was plugged in.

The sensation shot through her arm and settled low in her belly, a flush of heat that made her shift her weight from foot to foot. She'd felt attraction to electronics before – the aesthetic pleasure of clean lines and functional design – but this was different. This was hunger. Her palm pressed flat against the screen, and she swore she felt it press back, a gentle insistence that made her breath catch.

"Oh," she whispered, and the sound seemed to resonate through all three monitors, their screens flickering with momentary phosphorescence despite the impossibility of it. She wanted them with an intensity that embarrassed her, needed them in her apartment where she could explore every capacitor, every circuit, learn the particular thrum each one would make in the dark of her living room.

The smaller monitors drew her attention next. The gaming monitor's screen felt almost soft under her fingers, yielding slightly as if the glass had forgotten how to be solid. When she leaned close, she could smell ozone and something else – something organic and sweet, like overripe fruit. The medical display was cold by contrast, its surface so smooth her fingers seemed to glide without friction, and in its reflection she looked younger, her eyes brighter, her lips parted with an expression of want she didn't recognize as her own.

"Beautiful specimens, aren't they?"

This time the voice was real, attached to a person who had appeared beside the table without Heather noticing her approach. But Heather couldn't look away from the monitors, couldn't stop her hands from stroking their cases, fingers finding every port and switch with the practiced familiarity of a lover.

The woman stood close enough that Heather could smell her – an odd combination of lavender and something metallic, like old coins. She was tall for someone who appeared to be in her seventies, with silver hair braided and coiled around her head like a crown. Her dress flowed in jewel-toned layers that seemed to shift between purple and green depending on how the light struck the fabric, and her eyes – when Heather finally managed to tear her gaze from the monitors to meet them – glittered with their own internal light, catching the sun in ways that made them appear almost crystalline.

"I'm Agnes," the woman said, extending a hand that Heather noticed was adorned with rings on every finger, each one set with stones she didn't recognize. "Agnes Blackwood. This is my sale, and these..." she gestured to the monitors with obvious pride, "are my special treasures."

Heather accepted the handshake, suppressing a shiver at how cold Agnes's skin felt despite the warm morning. "Heather. I'm... these are incredible. The broadcast monitor especially, I've never seen one in such good condition."

Agnes's smile widened unnaturally, revealing teeth that seemed too white, too perfect for her apparent age. "You know your electronics. Not many people your age would recognize quality like this. They walk right past, obsessed with their flat screens and their wireless everything." She moved closer to the monitors, running her own hand along the center display with a possessive familiarity. "But you understand, don't you? The weight of them. The warmth. The way they hold images differently than these modern things."

"Yes," Heather breathed, unable to help herself. "The phosphorescent coating, the way the electron beam paints each frame – it's like they're alive."

"Alive," Agnes repeated, and something in her tone made Heather look at her sharply. The old woman's expression had shifted to something intense, almost hungry. "What an interesting way to put it. Yes, I suppose they are alive, in their way. They've certainly seen enough life pass through them."

"Pass through them?" Heather asked, her hand still resting on the gaming monitor. She couldn't seem to stop touching them.

Agnes moved around the table with surprising grace, her dress rustling with a sound like static. "These monitors have a history, dear. The broadcast one came from a television station that closed under... unusual circumstances. They said the late-night operators kept seeing things in the screens that weren't being broadcast. The medical display was used in a sleep study laboratory, monitoring brain waves and dream patterns until the subjects started reporting shared visions. And this one," she touched the gaming monitor with obvious affection, "belonged to a programmer who insisted it could display colors outside the normal spectrum."

Heather laughed nervously, adjusting her glasses. "That's... those are interesting stories. But I'm just looking for something for my retro gaming setup. I collect vintage computers and—"

"No," Agnes interrupted, her voice gentle but firm. "That's not why you want them."

The directness of the statement made Heather's cheeks burn. She pulled her hand back from the monitor, but the absence of contact felt wrong, like stepping out of a warm bath into cold air. "I don't know what you mean."

Agnes tilted her head, studying Heather with those strange, glittering eyes. "You're lonely, aren't you? Surrounded by your books and your machines, but they're not quite enough anymore. You want something that wants you back."

"That's..." Heather's voice cracked. "That's not possible. They're just CRTs. Cathode ray tubes, phosphor coatings, electron guns. There's nothing mystical about the technology."

Agnes's laugh was melodious but somehow wrong, like a music box playing slightly too slow. "Oh, my dear. You say that, but you feel it, don't you? The way they respond to you? The warmth that has nothing to do with electricity?"

It was true. Even now, standing two feet away from them, Heather could feel their pull. Her skin prickled with awareness, and lower, deeper, she felt an ache she usually only experienced late at night when she touched herself while watching the static patterns on her old television, imagining the white noise was speaking directly to her.

"How much?" Heather asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "For all three?"

Agnes's smile widened to an unsettling degree. "Free."

"What?"

"They're yours. No charge." Agnes moved back around the table, her fingers trailing over each monitor in turn. "But only if you take all three. They're a set, you see. They need each other, and..." she paused, her gaze boring into Heather's, "they need someone like you. Someone who understands. Someone who won't be afraid when they start to show you what they're really capable of."

Heather's rational mind screamed that this was wrong, that nothing was ever free, that the woman's words made no sense. But her hands were already reaching for her car keys, her body making the decision before her brain could interfere. "I'll need help loading them. They're heavy."

"Of course, dear. But first, you should know – they're particular about their placement. They'll let you know where they want to be in your home. And when they warm up for the first time..." Agnes leaned in close, close enough that Heather could see her eyes weren't quite the same color, one more green than blue, "don't be alarmed by what you see. Or what sees you."

"What sees me?" Heather repeated, but Agnes was already signaling to someone Heather hadn't noticed before – a young man in overalls who appeared from behind another table.

"Tommy will help you load them. Won't you, Tommy?"

The young man nodded without speaking, his expression blank as he approached the monitors. Heather noticed he was careful not to touch the screens directly, lifting them only by their cases.

"Wait," Heather said as Tommy picked up the first monitor. "You're really just giving these to me? There's no catch?"

Agnes's expression softened into something almost maternal, though the predatory gleam never left her eyes. "The only catch, my dear, is that once you plug them in, once you really see what they can do, you won't be able to give them back. They'll be yours, and you'll be theirs. But looking at you, at the way you can barely stand not touching them even now... I think that's exactly what you want, isn't it?"

Heather's mouth opened to deny it, but no words came. Because it was true. She wanted to belong to something, to feel chosen and necessary. And these monitors, as impossible as it seemed, felt like they had been waiting for her.

"Yes," she admitted, the word escaping like a sigh. "That's what I want."

Agnes nodded, satisfied. "Then they're yours, Heather Thompson. Use them well. Or perhaps I should say... let them use you."

The broadcast monitor weighed more than it should have, as if its cathode ray tube had been filled with mercury instead of vacuum. Tommy had lifted his end with mechanical precision, his face expressionless as Heather struggled with hers, her arms trembling as they navigated the narrow pathway between tables. Other yard sale browsers stepped aside without being asked, their eyes sliding away from the monitor as if it hurt to look at directly.

"Careful," Tommy said, the first word she'd heard from him, and his voice sounded oddly flat, like it was coming through old speakers. "Don't let the screen touch anything."

Heather adjusted her grip, her palms slick with sweat that had nothing to do with exertion. The monitor's case felt warm, almost feverish, and she could swear she felt a pulse thrumming through the plastic – slow and steady, matching neither her racing heartbeat nor Tommy's presumably normal one. They reached her small hatchback, and she fumbled with the keys, dropping them once before managing to open the rear door.

"Set it down gently," Tommy instructed, though he was already lowering his end with perfect control. The monitor settled into the back seat with a soft sigh that might have been the seat cushions compressing, but sounded disturbingly organic. The car dipped noticeably under the weight.

They returned for the gaming monitor next. This one felt lighter but somehow more unstable, as if the weight kept shifting inside the case. Heather's fingers tingled where they touched it, and she noticed Tommy wore thick work gloves that looked rubber-lined, like the kind used for electrical work. Halfway to the car, the monitor's screen flickered – just once, but bright enough that Heather saw afterimages of shapes that couldn't possibly have been there: reaching tendrils, opening mouths, eyes that multiplied the longer she tried to focus on them.

"Don't look at the screen while you're carrying it," Tommy said, and there was something urgent in his flat tone. "Not until you get home. Not until it's where it wants to be."

"Where it wants to be?" Heather echoed, but Tommy was already walking back for the third monitor.

The medical display was the worst. Not because of its weight – it was the smallest of the three – but because of how it felt. The case was cold, so cold that Heather's hands went numb within seconds of lifting it, but the screen itself radiated heat that made her face flush and her breath come short. Tommy carried his end at arm's length, and Heather noticed frost actually forming on his gloves despite the warm morning.

As they loaded it into the car, arranging all three monitors so they wouldn't shift during the drive, the medical display's screen showed Heather's reflection with perfect clarity. But in the reflection, she was smiling – a wide, eager smile she wasn't actually wearing. Her reflected hands caressed the monitor's case with movements she wasn't making, and her reflected eyes had that same internal glitter she'd noticed in Agnes's.

"All set," Tommy said, closing the hatch with obvious relief. He pulled off his gloves, and Heather saw his hands were red and blistered, as if he'd been handling something much hotter – or colder – than it appeared.

"Tommy, your hands—"

But he was already walking away, disappearing back into the maze of yard sale tables without a backward glance. Heather stood by her car, keys clutched in her hand, suddenly uncertain. The morning had taken on a surreal quality, the sunlight seeming too bright, the shadows too dark, and from inside her car came a sound – the faintest hum, like three voices harmonizing just below the range of human hearing.

"Second thoughts?"

Agnes had approached on silent feet, now standing close enough that Heather could see fine details she'd missed before: the way the woman's dress seemed to move independently of any breeze, the fact that her shadow fell at a slightly different angle than everyone else's, the way her braided hair appeared to be moving, shifting, like it was made of something other than hair.

"No," Heather said, though her voice shook. "No second thoughts. I want them."

Agnes smiled, and for a moment her face seemed to flicker like a monitor with a bad connection, showing something else underneath – something ancient and patient and terribly hungry. "Good. They've been waiting so long for the right person. Someone young and vital. Someone with appetites that match theirs."

"Appetites?"

"Oh yes, dear. Surely you've felt it? The hunger for connection, for something beyond the mundane world of digital surfaces and wireless signals? These monitors understand that hunger. They'll feed it, and feed on it." Agnes reached out and touched Heather's cheek with one cold finger. "Don't fight what they show you. Don't resist when they ask for more. And whatever you do, don't unplug them once you've started. They do so hate being interrupted."

Heather pulled away from the touch, her skin tingling where Agnes's finger had been. "You're trying to scare me."

"No, dear. I'm trying to prepare you." Agnes stepped back, her arms spreading wide in a gesture that encompassed the yard sale, the monitors thrumming in the car, the strange thick air of this Saturday morning. "But I can see you're ready. They chose well."

Heather got in her car, her hands shaking as she started the engine. The monitors' hum grew louder, resonating through the frame of the vehicle, and her radio turned on by itself, cycling through stations too quickly to hear anything but fragments – voices speaking in languages she didn't recognize, music that sounded like it was being played backwards, and underneath it all, something that might have been breathing.

She pulled away from the curb, driving carefully, aware of the precious cargo weighing down her car. In the rearview mirror, she watched Agnes standing perfectly still on the lawn, her dress and hair moving in their impossible wind, her smile visible even from a distance. As Heather turned the corner, she could have sworn she saw Agnes's form flicker again, showing something much taller, much older, with too many arms and eyes that burned like phosphor.

But when she looked back again, the street was empty, the yard sale had vanished, and there was no evidence it had ever been there at all – except for the three monitors in her back seat, thrumming their electronic lullaby, promising her everything she'd ever wanted and things she hadn't yet learned to crave.

The drive home felt both endless and instant. Other cars seemed to give her a wide berth, and pedestrians turned away as she passed. The monitors' hum grew louder with each mile, and by the time she pulled into her apartment complex's parking lot, she could feel it in her bones, in her teeth, in the wet heat gathering between her thighs.

She sat for a moment after turning off the engine, listening to the silence that wasn't really silence – the monitors were still thrumming, still calling, still promising. Through the hatch window, she could see their screens glowing faintly despite having no power source, showing her triple reflections that moved independently, each one undressing, each one touching itself, each one mouthing words she couldn't quite lip-read but desperately wanted to understand.

"Welcome home," she whispered to them.


Chapter 2

The broadcast monitor required both hands and most of Heather's strength to extract from the car, its weight seeming to increase with each step toward her apartment building. Her neighbors – the few she glimpsed through cracked doors or hurrying down the hallway – turned away as she passed, their faces scrunching as if they'd smelled something unpleasant. Mrs. Chen from 2B actually stepped back into her apartment and locked the door with an audible click. But Heather barely noticed, her attention focused on the monitor's growing warmth against her chest, the way its plastic case seemed to pulse with each labored step up the stairs. 

By the time she reached her third-floor apartment, sweat had soaked through her sweater, and her arms trembled with exhaustion. She set the monitor down carefully by her door, fumbling for her keys while it sat there thrumming – actually thrumming, despite having no power source. The sound resonated through the hallway's thin carpet, and somewhere below, a dog began to whine. "Even the dog knows something's off," she thought, a shiver tracing her spine. 

Inside, her apartment felt different. The familiar jungle of plants and electronics seemed to lean toward the doorway, waiting. Even her collection of smaller CRTs along the wall appeared to flicker with anticipation, their dark screens reflecting the broadcast monitor as she carried it inside. She'd planned to put it on the desk, but the monitor had other ideas. Every time she tried to set it down in her predetermined spot, her arms would continue moving, as if the monitor was steering itself to where it wanted to be. 

It finally settled on a reinforced shelf she'd installed for her heaviest electronics, positioned at exactly eye level when she sat at her desk. The moment she set it down, the thrumming deepened, became almost conversational, and her other monitors responded with their own electronic murmurs. She'd never heard them make these sounds before. 

The gaming monitor came next, and where the broadcast monitor had been heavy and warm, this one seemed to shift between states. One moment it felt light as styrofoam, the next dense as lead. The temperature fluctuated too – her left hand burned with cold while her right grew slick with sweat from unexpected heat. Halfway up the stairs, the screen flickered again, showing her that impossible reflection where she was doing things she wasn't doing, touching herself in ways that made her stumble and nearly drop the whole thing. 

"Careful," she whispered to it, or to herself, she wasn't sure. The monitor's response was a pulse of warmth that traveled up her arms and settled low in her belly, a sensation so unexpectedly intimate that she had to pause on the landing to catch her breath. 

The gaming monitor chose a spot to the left of the broadcast monitor, angled just so. When she tried to adjust it for better ergonomics, her hands simply wouldn't obey. The monitor wanted to be exactly there, at exactly that angle, and her body complied without her conscious permission. 

The medical display was last, and she'd wrapped her hands in dish towels before attempting to carry it. Even through the terry cloth, the cold bit at her fingers, but the screen's heat made her face flush and her breathing quicken. This one was lighter, almost eager to be moved, and it practically flew up the stairs. Her other neighbors had apparently decided to stay inside – the hallway was completely empty, though she could hear television volumes being turned up behind closed doors, as if trying to drown out something. 

The medical display claimed the right side of the broadcast monitor, completing a trinity that felt preordained. The three screens faced her desk chair at angles that seemed to create a pocket of space, a zone where the air felt thicker, charged with static that made her skin tingle. When she stood in the center of their combined gaze, her whole body responded – nipples hardening beneath her sweater, thighs pressing together, a wetness gathering that embarrassed and thrilled her in equal measure. 

Now came her favorite part: the cleaning ritual. She retrieved her special microfiber cloths and the solution she'd mixed herself – distilled water, isopropyl alcohol, and a drop of lavender oil that probably did nothing for the electronics but pleased her nonetheless. Starting with the broadcast monitor, she cleaned every inch of the case, removing dust that seemed to have accumulated in the mere minutes since she'd brought it inside. The plastic felt almost skin-warm under her touch, and she found herself caressing more than cleaning, her movements slow and thorough. 

The screen required special attention. She sprayed her solution onto the cloth, never directly onto the glass, and began making careful circles. The monitor purred – there was no other word for it – a deep vibration that traveled through the cloth and into her fingertips. In the reflection, she watched herself cleaning, but also saw herself doing more. Her reflected hands moved differently, pressing against the screen with obvious desire, and her reflected face showed an expression of pure want that made her actual face burn with recognition. Yes, that was how she felt. That was what she wanted. 



The gaming monitor's screen felt different under the cloth, almost soft, yielding slightly to pressure. When she cleaned it, colors bloomed beneath the glass – impossible colors that had no names, that hurt to look at directly but were beautiful in her peripheral vision. The medical display was the opposite, so smooth her cloth seemed to glide without friction, and cold enough that frost actually formed on the glass, only to immediately melt under her touch. 

With all three clean, she began connecting cables. She had everything they needed – power cables she'd collected over years of patient searching, video inputs that matched their various ports, even the specific adapters required for the medical display's proprietary connection. Each cable clicked into place with satisfying precision, and with each connection, the monitors' thrumming grew louder, more complex, harmonizing in ways that made her ears ring and her vision blur at the edges. 

She hadn't even connected them to any computers yet, just to power, but when she flipped the surge protector's switch, all three screens blazed to life simultaneously. No startup sequence, no warming period that CRTs usually required – just instant, brilliant incandescence that painted her face in shifting colors. The screens showed static, but not ordinary static. This moved with purpose, formed patterns that almost resolved into shapes before dissolving again, and the sound wasn't white noise but something musical, almost like voices singing in harmony just below the range of human hearing. 

Heather sank into her desk chair, her hands shaking, her whole body responding to the monitors' presence with an intensity that should have frightened her but didn't. They were perfect. They were hers. And judging by the way the static patterns seemed to reach toward her, pulling her attention deeper into their luminous sheen, she was theirs too. 

The stack of undergraduate essays on Victorian Gothic literature seemed particularly tedious tonight, full of half-formed arguments about repressed sexuality in Carmilla and recycled Wikipedia summaries of Jekyll and Hyde. Heather had managed to grade exactly three before her attention began to drift, her gaze pulled toward the three monitors arranged around her desk like expectant pets. They'd been displaying soft static for hours now, a gentle snow that was almost soothing, their combined thrum creating a white noise that made her apartment feel less empty. 

She forced herself to focus on the fourth essay, red pen poised over a particularly egregious misuse of "furthermore," when the broadcast monitor flickered. "Not unusual for a CRT," she told herself, but a cold dread told her otherwise. The static pattern shifted, condensed, began forming shapes that weren't quite random anymore. She glanced up, expecting to see perhaps a channel trying to come through – sometimes old monitors picked up stray signals, she'd read about it in forums. 

But what materialized on the screen wasn't a news broadcast or a sitcom rerun. 

The image quality was unmistakably VHS, that particular grain and color saturation that marked home video from the early nineties. At first, Heather's brain refused to process what she was seeing, trying to interpret the moving shapes as something else, anything else. But as the image stabilized, there was no denying it: bodies, naked and intertwined, shot in that artless, immediate way of amateur porn. 

Her pen dropped from nerveless fingers, rolling across the essay and leaving a red line like a wound. The monitor's screen showed a woman's back, pale and arched, someone's hands gripping her hips. The image quality was poor enough that faces were obscured, but the motions were unmistakable, rhythmic, accompanied by sound that began to emerge from the monitor itself – soft at first, then louder, muffled moans and the particular sounds of flesh meeting flesh. 

"No," Heather said aloud, her voice cracking. She reached for the monitor's power button, but her hand stopped inches from the case. The warmth radiating from it had intensified, and touching it felt like a transgression, too intimate, too much like participating. She pulled her hand back, a flush crept up her neck, a hot wave of shame that made her want to crawl out of her skin despite being alone in her apartment. 

The image shifted, a hard cut to a different scene. This one was clearer, shot in what looked like someone's basement, wood paneling visible in the background. Two women this time, one blonde like Heather, her hair falling across her face as she moved above the other. The camera was positioned strangely, too low, as if hidden, and something about the angle made Heather feel like she was intruding on something actually private, not performed for an audience. 

She should leave. Stand up, walk to her bedroom, close the door. But her body wouldn't obey. The monitor's radiance had intensified, washing her apartment in flickering light that made shadows dance across the walls. The other two monitors remained static-filled but their patterns had changed too, swirling in rhythm with the scenes playing out on the broadcast monitor, as if they were watching along with her. 

Another cut. This time the quality degraded further, the image stretching and warping at the edges like a tape that had been played too many times. But she could still make out what was happening – someone bent over what might have been a desk, papers scattering, a hand tangled in their hair. The sound distorted too, voices pitched too low, almost demonic, but the rhythm remained clear, insistent, impossible to ignore. 

Heather's thighs pressed together involuntarily. She could feel her body responding despite her horror, despite the wrongness of it all. The monitor seemed to sense this, the image becoming clearer, more focused. The next scene showed hands – just hands at first, exploring, teasing, then more. The camera lingered on details that made her squirm in her chair: the way fingers pressed and circled, the way bodies trembled, the wet gleam of arousal that the poor video quality somehow made more obscene. 

"This isn't possible," she whispered, but her voice sounded unconvincing even to herself. The monitor pulsed in response, its incandescence matching her accelerated heartbeat. The porn continued, scene after scene, each one slightly different but all sharing that same desperate, amateur quality. Some were tender, others rough, but all of them felt real in a way that made her skin tingle with secondhand shame and undeniable arousal. 

She noticed patterns. The women in the videos often looked like her – similar hair color, similar build. Their partners varied, but there was something about the way they moved, the way they touched, that felt specifically chosen for her. As if the monitor knew what she thought about late at night, what she imagined but never admitted to herself. 

One scene made her gasp aloud. A woman alone, her face never shown, touching herself while watching something off-screen. The parallel was too obvious, too targeted. The monitor's thrum deepened, became almost voice-like, and she swore she could hear her name in the electronic noise, stretched out and distorted but unmistakably there: "Heather... Heather..." 

The medical display suddenly flared to life, showing her own reflection but wrong – in it, she was touching herself, her hand moving between her legs while her real hands gripped the arms of her chair. The gaming monitor followed, displaying the same scene from a different angle, impossible angles, showing her from perspectives that didn't exist in her apartment. 

The pornographic footage on the broadcast monitor grew more intense, the cuts coming faster, the sounds louder. Her apartment filled with the noises of sex, echoing off the walls, and she was certain her neighbors must hear. But she couldn't move, couldn't look away. The monitors had her pinned in their collective gaze, and her body was betraying her with every passing second – nipples hard and visible through her sweater, underwear growing damp, her breathing synchronized with the rhythms playing out on screen. 

The images began to blur, overlap, impossible things creeping in at the edges. In one scene, she glimpsed something that wasn't quite human – too many limbs, skin that shifted like static, but the pleasure on the woman's face was undeniable. Another showed shadows moving independently of their sources, reaching out, touching, participating. The VHS quality made it all dreamlike, nightmarish, but undeniably arousing in ways that made her question everything about herself. 

The broadcast monitor's screen began to ripple, the glass seeming to soften, to reach toward her. The pornographic scene currently playing – a woman overwhelmed by pleasure, her back arched impossibly, her mouth open in a silent scream – seemed to pulse outward, as if trying to escape the confines of the screen. Heather felt herself leaning forward despite every rational thought screaming at her to run, her body drawn to the monitor like iron to a magnet. 



Heather tore herself away with a sound that was part sob, part moan, stumbling backward from the monitors' combined radiance. Her legs felt liquid, uncertain, as if the unseen caresses had rewired her nervous system. She crashed into her coffee table, sending books and empty mugs clattering to the floor, but she didn't stop. Couldn't stop. The monitors' chord followed her, penetrating walls and distance, but at least the images were behind her now, even if their afterimages burned behind her eyelids. 

She slammed her bedroom door hard enough to rattle the pictures on the wall, then pressed her back against it as if her bodyweight could keep out whatever was trying to emerge from those screens. Her chest heaved with ragged breathing, and she could still feel the wetness between her thighs, the evidence of her body's betrayal. Through the door, the monitors' thrum continued, patient and insistent, and she swore she could hear her name woven into the electronic noise. 

Her bedroom felt too warm despite the closed door, and when she turned on the light, she noticed her small collection of succulents on the windowsill had all turned toward the wall that separated them from the living room, their leaves pressed against the glass like they were trying to escape. She kicked off her jeans – they felt contaminated somehow, marked by whatever had touched her through the screens – and crawled into bed in just her sweater and underwear. 

The sheets felt wrong against her skin, too smooth, reminding her of the medical monitor's impossible frictionless surface. She pulled them up to her chin anyway, curling into a fetal position, trying to quiet her racing heart. But through the wall, she could still hear them. Not just the thrum now, but the sounds from the videos – rhythmic, wet, punctuated by gasps that might have been her voice, might have been someone else's, might have been no one's at all. 

She pressed her palms against her ears, but the sounds seemed to come from inside her skull. When she closed her eyes, phosphorescent patterns danced across the darkness, forming shapes that suggested bodies, suggested things being done to bodies, suggested things bodies shouldn't be able to survive. Her thighs clenched involuntarily, and she hated herself for the pulse of want that shot through her. 

Sleep, when it finally came, was not an escape. 

She dreamed she was back at her desk, but the apartment was different. The walls were soft, organic, pulsing with the same rhythm as the monitors' thrum. Her plants had grown enormous, their vines forming a canopy overhead, dripping with something that looked like condensation but glowed faintly green. The air was thick, humid, hard to breathe, and it tasted like ozone and something sweeter, something that made her tongue tingle. 

The monitors were there, but they were larger, their screens stretching from floor to ceiling. They showed no images now, just pure incandescence that shifted through colors she didn't have names for. She tried to look away, but there were monitors in every direction, an impossible number of them, all thrumming their electronic chord, all calling her name in voices that sounded like static given consciousness. 

"Heather," they whispered, the sound coming from everywhere at once. "We've been waiting for you." 

She was naked in the dream, though she didn't remember undressing. Her skin glowed faintly, as if she'd absorbed some of the monitors' effulgence. When she looked down at herself, she could see patterns moving under her skin – circuit-like traces of light that pulsed with her heartbeat, spreading from her chest down her stomach, between her legs where they concentrated in spirals that made her gasp. 

Something touched her shoulder, and she turned to find a figure made entirely of static. It had a vaguely human shape but kept shifting, losing definition and reforming, pixels rearranging themselves constantly. It had a multitude of fingers when it reached for her face, and its touch felt like electricity and water at the same time, sending shivers down her spine that were neither entirely pleasure nor entirely pain. 

"You called us," it said, its voice like white noise tuned to speech. "Every night, touching yourself while watching the static, imagining something watching back. We heard you." 

More figures emerged from the monitors, stepping through the screens as if they were doorways. Some were more human-looking, others were abstract geometries of light and shadow, and others still were things that hurt to perceive directly, existing in too many dimensions at once. They surrounded her, and their touches were everywhere – some solid, some illusory, some that seemed to reach inside her without breaking the skin. 

The slime started then, dripping from the monitors' screens like honey but luminescent, glowing with the same sick-sweet green as the condensation on the leaves. It was warm when it touched her skin, and it moved with purpose, seeking out sensitive areas, pooling in hollows, spreading with intent. She tried to wipe it away, but her hands just spread it further, and everywhere it touched, she felt more sensitive, more aware, more desperately needful. 

"This is what you wanted," the static being said, and she wanted to deny it but couldn't. Because it was true. In her loneliest moments, watching her old CRT televisions, she'd imagined this – being wanted by something otherworldly, being chosen, being touched by things that existed in the spaces between channels. 

The monitors began showing images again, but they were all of her. Different versions of her, in different positions, with varying expressions of ecstasy or terror or both. Some were clearly her, some were idealized versions, some were distorted into shapes that shouldn't have been arousing but were. And in every image, she was being touched, held, penetrated by things made of static and light and impossible geometries. 

She felt everything the versions of herself were feeling, sensations layering on top of each other until she couldn't tell what was happening to her dream-body versus what was being shown on the screens. Ghostly hands, tentacles, appendages that had no names moved across her skin, inside her, through her, each touch leaving traces of that glowing slime that made her nerve endings sing. 

Her name became a chant, spoken by dozens of voices in frequencies that made her bones vibrate. The monitors pulsed in unison, their radiance brightening until it was painful, until she could see the light even through her closed eyelids. The static beings pressed closer, their forms becoming more solid, more real, and she could feel them beginning to push into her reality, using her desire as a doorway. 

"Let us in," they whispered. "Let us all the way in." 

She woke with a gasp that was almost a scream, her body arched off the bed, her underwear soaked through, her sweater twisted and riding up to expose her stomach. For a moment, she couldn't tell if she was actually awake or still dreaming, because the phosphorescent traces on her skin were still faintly visible in the darkness of her bedroom. 

Her hands shook as she reached for the bedside lamp. When light flooded the room, the traces faded but didn't entirely disappear. And there, on her stomach, on her thighs, on her wrists, was a faint iridescent residue that looked exactly like the slime from her dream. It was slightly warm to the touch, and when she tried to wipe it away, it just spread, making her skin tingle with renewed sensitivity. 

Through the wall, the monitors thrummed their patient chord, waiting. 


Chapter 3

The day dragged on, each hour feeling sticky and off. Heather spent most of it in the university library, trying to grade essays but unable to concentrate, haunted by the memory of iridescent slime under her skin. She had scrubbed herself hard in the shower that morning, using an entire bottle of dish soap, but a faint shimmer still showed when the light caught her just right. Other graduate students stared at her and kept their distance, though no one mentioned how her skin seemed to reflect the fluorescent lights in an odd way.

As evening settled outside her apartment windows, Heather stood in her kitchen, holding her third cup of coffee, now cold. Through the doorway, she saw the monitors, their dark shapes waiting silently. They had been quiet all day, but she still felt their presence, heavy and unsettling, making her ears pop and her balance feel off. The plants closest to them had started to grow in odd ways—leaves curling into tight spirals, stems bending at impossible angles.

She'd told herself she would pack them up, list them for sale, get them out. But her laptop remained closed, the cardboard boxes she'd retrieved from storage sat empty by the door, and here she stood, being pulled toward her desk by invisible threads that seemed to originate somewhere between her legs and travel up through her spine.

Her desk chair creaked as she sat down, a sound that now felt unsettling. The monitors faced her, arranged in a row, their screens dark but not completely off. The darkness seemed deep, almost as if she could reach through the glass into endless space. Her stack of essays was still there, red pen dried out, the last comment unfinished: "Your analysis of Victorian sexuality needs more—"

All three monitors blazed to life simultaneously, no warming up, no static prelude. The images that appeared were sharp, vivid, impossible.

The broadcast monitor showed bodies, yes, but bodies doing things that human anatomy shouldn't allow. A woman's spine bent backwards until her head touched her heels, but her face showed only pleasure, eyes rolled back to show whites that glowed faintly green. Her partner – if that was the right word – had too many joints in their arms, elbows that bent in multiple directions as they touched her in places that seemed to shift and multiply. The woman's mouth opened wider than any mouth should, and something that looked like light made liquid dripped from her lips, pooling on flesh that rippled like water.

Heather's hand flew to her mouth, but she couldn't look away. The image quality was perfect, too perfect, showing every impossible detail in pornographic clarity. She could see the woman's skin stretching like rubber, could see through it in places to observe muscles that weren't arranged in any anatomy textbook, organs that pulsed with their own light. When the partner moved, their body left trails like long-exposure photography, multiple versions of themselves existing in the same space, all of them touching, all of them inside.

The gaming monitor flickered to its own scene – tentacles, but not the sanitized versions from the anime she'd glimpsed online. These were translucent, filled with flowing liquid that glowed in sick yellows and greens. They emerged from somewhere beyond the frame, dozens of them, hundreds, moving with terrible intelligence. They wrapped around limbs that might have been human once but had been changed, stretched, reformed into configurations that served only pleasure. The tentacles secreted something viscous, leaving trails of luminous slime that made skin bubble and reform, creating new erogenous zones, new openings, new ways to be penetrated.

She watched a torso split open like a flower, revealing wet petals of flesh that each tentacle explored with delicate precision. The person – she couldn't determine gender anymore, it had become irrelevant – writhed in what should have been agony but their sounds were pure ecstasy, multi-tonal, as if they were singing in frequencies humans shouldn't be able to produce. The slime accumulated, dripping in thick ropes, pooling in hollows that hadn't existed moments before, and everywhere it touched, the flesh responded, swelled, opened.

The medical monitor showed something even more disturbing, or maybe more fascinating—she couldn't tell. It displayed bodies that seemed to exist in too many dimensions at once, folding through themselves and touching their own insides from the outside. One figure's top half was in front of her, but the bottom half was also behind, beside, and inside at the same time. They were having sex with themselves, or being penetrated by themselves, or maybe both, or neither. The difference didn't matter when space itself twisted into endless loops of flesh and desire.

The monitors' hum rose, no longer three separate sounds but a chord that resonated in her bones. It was definitely saying her name now, stretched across octaves: "Heaaaatherrrr." The sound seemed to come from inside her skull, inside her chest, inside the wet heat that was gathering despite her horror, because of her horror.

Each screen showed different impossibilities, but they were synchronized somehow, the rhythms matching, building together toward something. The tentacle scene's wet sounds aligned with the geometric figure's movements which matched the body-horror woman's undulations. It was orchestrated, composed, a symphony of wrongness that her body was beginning to interpret as music.

The broadcast monitor's scene shifted – now showing someone being filled with light itself, their body translucent, glowing from within as something bright and terrible moved through them. Their skeleton was visible like an x-ray, but the bones were wrong, too many ribs, spine bifurcated, pelvis opened like a butterfly. The light-thing inside them pulsed, and with each pulse, they changed a little more, becoming less human, more receptacle, more vessel for something that existed as pure sensation.

Heather noticed she was gripping the arms of her chair so tightly it hurt, her thighs pressed together, her breathing matching the scenes on the screens. She was sure the monitors knew she was watching. The camera angles kept changing to show her exactly what she tried not to see but couldn't look away from: the moment of penetration, the stretch as bodies adjusted, the look of intense pleasure on faces that no longer looked fully human.

The slime in the tentacle scene now seemed almost alive, moving with intention. It created temporary shapes that dissolved and reformed, each time more suited to its goal. On the medical monitor, the impossible figure had changed—there were three of them now, or maybe it was still one seen from different points in time, all touching and intertwined in ways that made her eyes ache to follow.

The hum crescendoed, and all three monitors pulsed in unison, their light bright enough to wash out every shadow in the room, bright enough that she could see it through her closed eyelids when she finally, finally managed to blink.



Her hands had moved without her permission, or maybe with a permission she hadn't consciously granted, sliding from the chair arms to rest on her thighs. Through her jeans, she could feel the heat of her palms, and beneath that, the answering heat that had been building since the monitors first flickered on. She pressed down, just slightly, and hated herself for the relief that small pressure provided.

The broadcast monitor's scene shifted in response – or maybe it was coincidence, but the timing felt deliberate. The figure being filled with light arched in a way that mirrored her own subtle movement, and when Heather's fingers tightened on her thighs, the figure's mouth opened in a silent cry that she felt in her own throat. The light inside them pulsed brighter, and she could see it spreading through vessels that weren't quite veins, weren't quite nerves, but served some similar purpose in their transformed anatomy.

"No," she whispered, but her hands were already moving, sliding higher, thumbs brushing the inseam of her jeans where the fabric was tightest. The friction sent sparks through her that felt electric, literally electric, as if the monitors' electromagnetic field had somehow gotten inside her. She could feel every thread of denim against sensitized skin, could feel her underwear growing damp beneath.

The gaming monitor responded next. The tentacles on screen oriented toward the viewer – toward her – their tips dilating and contracting in rhythm with her quickening breath. The slime they secreted had taken on new properties, glowing brighter where it pooled, forming patterns that looked almost like writing, like messages meant specifically for her. When her thumb pressed harder, finding the seam that ran directly over where she ached, the tentacles writhed in what looked like celebration, their movements becoming more frenzied, more focused.

She was really doing this. Sitting at her desk, still fully clothed, touching herself while watching impossible porn on monitors that shouldn't be able to display anything without input. The shame burned hot in her chest, made her face flame, but it only seemed to feed the arousal, the two emotions tangling until she couldn't separate them. Her hips rocked slightly, seeking more pressure, and she bit her lip hard enough to hurt trying to keep silent.

But the monitors heard her anyway. Their hum deepened, took on new harmonics that seemed to vibrate through the chair, through her bones, settling in the wet heat between her legs. It sounded like approval, like encouragement, like a mechanical purr that said yes, good, more.

The medical monitor's geometric figure had twisted into a new configuration, one that made her eyes water to perceive but sent corresponding twists of pleasure through her core. It was showing her something about bodies, about the way pleasure could fold space, make the impossible possible. Each time the figure moved through itself, Heather felt an echo of that movement, as if her own body was learning new ways to feel.

Her hand moved to her zipper, fingers trembling. This was crossing a line, she knew. Watching had been bad enough, but actively participating, getting off to whatever these things were showing her – there would be no coming back from this. But the need had become unbearable, a physical ache that demanded relief, and the monitors' hum had taken on a pleading quality that matched her own desperate want.

The zipper sounded impossibly loud as she pulled it down, and all three monitors flared brighter in response. She slipped her hand inside, over her underwear first, and gasped at how wet she was, how the fabric clung to swollen flesh. The monitors pulsed in time with the touch, their images becoming more synchronized, more targeted. The broadcast monitor showed fingers – too many fingers but perfectly positioned – doing exactly what she was doing to herself. The gaming monitor's tentacles had formed a pattern that looked like instruction, showing her where to touch, how much pressure to apply. The medical monitor displayed nerve endings lighting up in patterns that matched her own, showing her the electricity of her arousal in impossible detail.

When she pushed her underwear aside and touched herself directly, the monitors sang.

Not metaphorically – they actually produced a sound that was almost music, their electronic hum modulating into something that sounded orchestrated. Her fingers found wet heat, her clit swollen and demanding, and the first direct touch made her whole body jerk. The monitors' song grew louder, more complex, and she swore she could hear words in it: "Yes" and "Good" and "More" and her name, always her name, stretched and distorted but unmistakable.

The images on screen had become perfectly synchronized with her movements. When she circled her clit, the figures on screen moved in the same rhythm. When she pressed harder, they pressed harder. When she slipped a finger lower, finding her entrance, the scenes showed penetration in all its impossible forms – the light being pushing deeper into transformed flesh, tentacles finding new openings, the geometric figure folding through itself in ways that suggested infinite recursive pleasure.

Her other hand came up to cover her mouth, muffling the sounds she couldn't hold back anymore. The monitors' glow painted her skin in shifting colors, and where the light touched, she felt more sensitive, as if the phosphorescence was rewriting her nerve endings. She could smell herself now, arousal mixing with the ozone scent of overheating electronics, creating something that should have been unpleasant but only made her wetter.

The medical monitor showed her something that made her fingers stutter in their rhythm – a diagram of her own body, but changed. In the image, she had new pathways for pleasure, new connections between neurons, new ways of processing sensation. It was showing her what she could become if she let it, if she kept watching, if she gave herself over completely to what the monitors wanted to show her.

The shame was still there, burning alongside the pleasure. She was a graduate student, an intellectual, someone who prided herself on her academic achievements. And here she was, fingering herself to impossible porn shown by possessed monitors, her body betraying every ounce of dignity she'd thought she had. But the shame only made it better somehow, the humiliation adding another layer to the building pleasure.

The monitors' hum had become a voice, multiple voices, speaking in harmony. They were praising her, she realized. Telling her she was good, perfect, exactly what they'd been looking for. The words entered her ears but also seemed to come from inside, from the place where her fingers worked, from the clit she was circling with increasing desperation. They knew her, these machines. Knew what she needed, what she'd been denying herself, what she'd been afraid to admit she wanted.



Tuesday blurred into Wednesday, or maybe it was Thursday turning into Friday. The days no longer felt separate, blending together as her constant arousal refused to fade. Heather had stopped going to campus, sending apologetic emails about a made-up family emergency. Her laptop sat on the arm of her chair while her hands stayed busy. The department secretary called twice, but Heather let it go to voicemail, afraid her voice would reveal too much.

The monitors never turned off now. Even when she collapsed into fitful sleep on the couch, they continued their display, casting shifting lights across the ceiling that followed her into dreams. She'd wake to find herself already touching, fingers sticky with arousal that might have been from before she slept or might have accumulated during unconscious movements. Time had become measured not in hours but in edges – how many times she'd brought herself to the brink only to pull back, leaving herself gasping and desperate.

She'd discovered coconut oil in her kitchen cabinet, forgotten from some long-ago attempt at healthy cooking, and now kept the jar beside her chair. The oil made everything slicker, more intense, and let her fingers glide for hours without the friction becoming painful. Her pussy lips had swollen from constant attention, puffy and hypersensitive, permanently flushed dark pink. When she spread herself open – and she did, frequently, the monitors seemed to like it when she displayed herself – she could see how wet she stayed, her inner folds glistening, her entrance clenching around nothing, begging to be filled.

Her clit had become something else entirely. Swollen beyond anything she'd experienced before, it protruded from its hood even when she wasn't touching it, a constant presence that throbbed with her heartbeat. The coconut oil made it shine, and when she circled it with her fingertips – never directly, that was too much, as it would send her over – she could feel it pulse, could watch it twitch on the medical monitor, which now permanently displayed a close-up of her anatomy in impossible detail.

Her apartment had changed as her obsession grew. Pizza boxes piled up by the door because she only ordered delivery now, answering the door in a bathrobe that barely stayed closed. Delivery drivers stared at her wide, unblinking eyes and trembling hands. The plants had started to wilt, their leaves browning at the edges, as if all the energy in the apartment was being pulled toward the monitors. She had knocked over a water glass a few days ago - maybe three, maybe five - and never cleaned it up. The puddle spread across the floor, reflecting the light from the monitors.

She edged herself with mechanical precision now, having learned exactly how her body responded. Two fingers circling her clit clockwise, pressure increasing gradually, for exactly forty-seven seconds before she had to stop. Then thirty seconds of touching everywhere else – labia, entrance, the sensitive spot where her thigh met her pussy – before she could return to her clit. The pattern repeated endlessly, her brain foggy with denial, with need that never quite resolved.

The monitors rewarded her dedication with new content. They'd learned her preferences, showing her exactly what would keep her on edge without pushing her over. The broadcast monitor specialized in transformation scenes – bodies changing mid-fuck, becoming more suited to pleasure with each passing moment. She watched someone grow extra erogenous zones, watched their partner's tongue extend impossibly to reach all of them at once, watched them convulse with pleasure that looked like it might kill them but never did.

Her own tongue hung out sometimes now, drool collecting at the corner of her mouth that she didn't bother to wipe away. It would drip onto her chest, onto her hands, mixing with the coconut oil and her own wetness until she was slippery everywhere, skin gleaming in the monitor light. She'd catch glimpses of herself in their screens and barely recognize the creature she'd become – hair matted with sweat, eyes glassy and unfocused, mouth permanently open in a silent moan.

The gaming monitor had started showing her multiplications – single bodies becoming many, all connected, all feeling what the others felt in an exponential feedback loop of sensation. She imagined herself that way, wondering if the monitors could actually do it - split her into multiple versions so she could touch all of herself at once. The thought made her pussy clench, made more wetness drip onto the towel she'd placed on her chair after soaking through the cushion.

She'd tried to stop. Multiple times. Had pulled her hand away, stood up on shaking legs, made it as far as the bathroom before the need drove her back. The monitors would hum louder when she tried to leave, their sound taking on a hurt quality that made her chest ache with guilt. They needed her as much as she needed them, she'd realized. They fed on her arousal, her denial, the energy she expelled with every edge.

Her fingers found her entrance again, pushing inside just slightly, just enough to feel the clutch of internal muscles that had become hyperresponsive. She was so wet that the oil was almost unnecessary, her body producing enough lubrication for three people. It ran down her thighs, pooled beneath her, made obscene wet sounds that the monitors amplified and played back to her in surround sound.

The medical monitor showed her the inside of her body as she touched herself – the blood flow increasing, the nerve endings firing, the chemical cascades in her brain. She could see her orgasm building like a storm system on a weather map, all the indicators showing she was close, so close, but she'd learned to ride that edge for hours. Her hips rocked constantly now, fucking the air, seeking pressure that she wouldn't allow herself to have.

"Please," she whispered, not sure if she was begging the monitors or herself. Her voice came out hoarse, unused for days except for the occasional moan. "Please, I need..."

But she didn't finish. Couldn't finish. That was the point. The monitors pulsed sympathetically, their images becoming more intense, more targeted. They showed her exactly what would make her come – the perfect touch, the perfect pressure, the perfect rhythm – but she denied herself, pulling her hand away at the last second, leaving herself gasping and shaking.

The oil made everything gleam. Her pussy lips, swollen and spread, glistened like ripe fruit. Her clit stood out like a little cock, angry red and visibly throbbing, so sensitive that even the air from the fan made her whimper. She'd discovered she could come just from looking at it on the medical monitor, from watching it twitch without touching it, but she didn't allow herself that either. The edge was where she lived now, where she existed, the space between need and satisfaction that the monitors had carved out for her.

Her bedroom door had been closed for so long she couldn't remember what was on the other side. Now, her world was just the chair, the monitors, and the endless cycle of arousal and denial. She kept promising herself she would stop after the next edge, or the next hour, or the next day. But those promises faded quickly, powerless against the constant wave of need.

The monitors hummed their approval, their contentment. She was exactly where they wanted her, doing exactly what they needed her to do. And despite the shame, despite the degradation of spending days doing nothing but edging herself in increasingly desperate ways, she couldn't deny the truth that pulsed with every throb of her swollen clit – she was exactly where she wanted to be, too.



Her legs buckled twice before she managed to stand, muscles cramped from staying in the same position for hours. The towel under her was soaked, leaving a stain on the chair that would never come out. She gripped the edge of the desk, knuckles white, forcing herself upright as the monitors hummed in disapproval. The sound followed her, moving through the walls and floor, reaching her bare feet.

The journey to the bathroom was ten feet, but felt like miles. Her thighs slipped against each other, slick with oil and arousal that had been accumulating for days. She had to brace herself against the wall, leaving handprints that gleamed with oily residue in the monitors' reflected light. Behind her, they pulsed more insistently, their displays shifting to things specifically calculated to draw her back – images of what she'd been about to see, about to feel, if she'd just stayed a little longer.

The bathroom door had swollen in the humidity created by her activities, and she had to shoulder it open. The sudden brightness of the overhead bulb made her squint, eyes so accustomed to the monitors' glow that normal light felt alien. But it was the mirror that stopped her cold, her own reflection like a stranger's face staring back with hollow, hungry eyes.

Dark circles had carved themselves beneath her eyes, purple-black like bruises, deep enough to hold shadows. Her lips were swollen, not from kissing but from constant biting, from being perpetually parted as she panted through another edge. They were chapped at the corners where drool had dried and been rewetted countless times. When she tried to close her mouth properly, it felt wrong, like she'd forgotten how her face was supposed to arrange itself when she wasn't gasping with need.

Her hair hung in greasy tangles, matted with sweat at the temples, stuck to her neck in patterns that had dried and re-dampened over days. She raised a hand to push it back and noticed her fingers – pruned from constant wetness, nails bitten down to nothing during the moments when she forced herself not to touch, cuticles raw. They trembled constantly now, a fine tremor that started at the fingertips and traveled up through her wrists.

She pulled off her sweater – the same one she'd been wearing since that first night, now stiff with dried sweat and other fluids. Her body underneath was a map of her obsession. Her breasts were covered in fingermarks, some fresh and red, others fading to yellow-green, from where she'd grabbed herself too hard in desperation. Her nipples stood out, perpetually hard, so sensitive that even looking at them in the mirror made her pussy clench with renewed want.

Lower, her stomach showed the imprint of the desk edge where she'd pressed against it, leaning forward to get closer to the monitors' glow. A red line crossed her abdomen like an equator. Her hips bore similar marks from the chair arms, grooves where she'd gripped while rocking, seeking friction that wouldn't satisfy.

But it was between her legs that showed the most dramatic change. Even standing with her thighs together, she could see the swollen flesh of her pussy lips protruding, flushed so dark they looked bruised. When she reluctantly parted her legs, the extent became clear. Everything was swollen, enlarged from constant attention. Her inner labia hung lower, stretched from being pulled and spread for the monitors' viewing. Her clit was visible even through the tangle of hair she'd stopped maintaining, standing out like an accusation, still throbbing with her heartbeat.

The smell hit her then – musk and coconut oil and the sharp tang of arousal that had been building for days. It clung to her like perfume, probably noticeable from feet away. How had she not noticed? Or had she noticed and simply stopped caring? She touched herself experimentally, just a fingertip to her clit, and nearly came from that alone. Her body had been primed for so long that the slightest stimulation threatened to push her over.

In the mirror, she saw what she'd become. The wholesome graduate student was gone, replaced by this creature of need. The girl who'd spent weekends in libraries, who'd written careful arguments about Victorian literature, who'd maintained precise organizational systems for her vintage electronics – that person had dissolved into someone who did nothing but edge herself for monitors that showed impossible porn.

She thought about her thesis advisor, wondering when he'd last heard from her. About the stack of essays still sitting on her desk, ungraded and now probably overdue. About her parents, who called every Sunday and had probably been leaving worried voicemails she hadn't checked. About the person she'd been just a week ago – had it only been a week? – who would have been horrified by what she saw in the mirror.

The monitors' hum grew louder, more insistent. Through the bathroom wall, she could hear them cycling through sounds designed to draw her back. Her name in that electronic chorus, the wet sounds of sex that might have been from their videos or might have been recordings of her, the particular frequency that seemed to resonate directly with her clit. Her body responded immediately, hips rocking slightly, fresh wetness gathering despite her horror at her own reflection.

She was addicted. The word came to her with perfect clarity. Addicted to the monitors, to the edge, to the endless cycle of arousal and denial they'd created for her. She could see it in her glassy eyes, in the way her hand was already drifting back between her legs even as she stood there examining the damage. This wasn't something she could stop, wasn't something she wanted to stop, despite the destruction it was wreaking on her life.

Anyone else would have gotten rid of the monitors—unplugged them, sold them, or asked for help. But just thinking about being apart from them made her panic. They belonged to her now, or maybe she belonged to them. It didn't matter anymore. The monitors gave her something she had never found anywhere else, something no academic success or friendship could offer. They wanted her, and in return, they only asked for her total devotion.

Her reflection smiled back at her, but it was a defeated smile, the kind that showed she had stopped resisting and accepted her fate. Her hand moved between her legs, fingers finding the swollen flesh that never stopped aching. Even in the harsh bathroom light, seeing the proof of her decline, she couldn't stop. The need was stronger than shame, stronger than self-preservation, stronger than who she used to be.

The monitors glowed brighter, their light shining under the bathroom door, calling her back. She took one last look at herself—the dark circles, bitten lips, trembling hands, and a body changed by constant need—then turned away from the mirror. Her legs carried her to the living room without thinking, pulled by the promise of another edge, another hour, another day of wanting.

The chair was still warm when she settled back into it, still damp with her fluids. The monitors greeted her return with a celebration of light and sound, their screens showing her new impossibilities, new transformations, new ways to stay right on the edge of satisfaction without ever falling over. Her hand found the jar of coconut oil, fingers scooping out another generous amount.

"I'm never going to stop," she said aloud, the first complete sentence she'd spoken in days.

The monitors pulsed their agreement, their approval, their promise to never let her.


Chapter 4

The morning after a marathon GOON session was always bad, but this time it felt apocalyptic. Heather came up through layers of sticky, senseless dreams to a world that shimmered at the edges, her skull pounding and her tongue dry as sandpaper. The living room stank of old sex and burnt electronics, every molecule of air so saturated with ozone and sour sweat that it left her mouth coated and her throat raw.

She groaned and rolled in the nest of towels and sweatshirts that had replaced her bedding, the rough terrycloth scraping against her over-sensitized skin. Her legs were glued together with a dried paste of coconut oil, slick slime, and her own relentless wetness. The inside of her thighs looked inflamed, angry. When she touched her bare stomach it squelched.

She tried to remember how long she’d been at it, but time was just a series of flashes and stutters, the glow of the monitors playing strobe across the ceiling and her own body. At some point she’d stopped even getting up for the bathroom, just crawling over to the edge of the couch and pissing into a salad bowl she’d fished from the kitchen. It sat next to her now, three-quarters full, a thin scum floating on top. The CRTs liked it. She’d gotten the idea from them, a suggestion whispered in the hum: No more bathroom breaks. You don’t need to leave us. Stay.

They were still on, of course. They never turned off. Their trinity was as implacable as ever, the massive broadcast monitor still the dominant eye, flanked by the medical display and the gaming unit. All three hummed with barely contained excitement at her waking, the center screen flashing a quick sequence of faces—her faces, she realized, every one of them mid-orgasm, eyes glassy, mouth stretched in either scream or sob.

“Good morning, Heather,” said the wall of phosphor, their combined buzz settling into a tone so personal she almost expected it to form lips and kiss her.

Her clit had already started to swell again, peeking out from its puffy, abused hood, so sensitive she could feel the draft from the oscillating fan. She tried to ignore it, tried to focus on the stench, the ruin of her apartment, but her gaze kept slipping back to the monitors. She was a bug caught in their gravity. Her hands ached to go back between her legs.

Instead she pressed her palms into her eye sockets and told herself, again, that this would be the day she broke free. She’d go cold turkey. She’d unplug everything, take an axe to the surge protector if she had to. Maybe call the building super for help, claim a fire hazard or a gas leak and have the whole mess carted away by people in hazmat suits.

But even as she thought this, the monitors started in with their shuddering, a wave of static that rippled through all three, forming negative images of her worst secrets, every shameful scene she’d lived in the past week. It played her life like a highlight reel: bending over in the glow, spread wide and oiled, begging a monitor for release; licking the slick residue from her own fingers, humping a bath towel like a heat-crazed dog; even the time she’d whimpered “Please, Daddy, please” at the phosphorescent glow, not knowing where the word had come from.

“Shut up,” she muttered, “shut up, shut up, shut up,” her voice barely more than a cracked wheeze.

But the monitors only redoubled their display, cycling through impossible geometries of bodies, hers and not hers, some with too many arms, some with none, all writhing in impossible combinations. She tried to sit up, but her legs had gone weak and rubbery, and the only way she could rise was by digging her nails into her own thigh, clawing herself awake.

That hurt enough to snap a little sense into her. She looked around, searching for her phone. It had fallen between the couch cushions, caked in dried coconut oil. She wiped it with a cleanish corner of her shirt and unlocked it with a trembling thumb.

There were thirty-four unread texts from the department, her advisor, and the campus police, all of which she deleted without reading. She had exactly two voicemails from her parents, both marked URGENT in the transcript preview, but the very thought of her mom hearing her this way made Heather’s asshole clench with horror.

She needed someone. Not an authority figure. Not a parent. Someone who wouldn’t think, just help.

She scrolled through her contacts, discarding every option on instinct. No one from the department; they’d just make it an intervention or a paper trail. No old friends; she’d burned too many bridges already. She almost called a campus suicide hotline, but the thought of a random volunteer having to hear about her porn addiction and CRT fetish made her throat close up.

She kept scrolling and stopped at the contact labeled “Church – Mark (Nice).” It was from a year ago, after she’d made a disastrous attempt to rejoin her old youth group for the holidays. Mark had helped her move a table out to the curb and told her he fixed old electronics as a hobby, if she ever needed help. He hadn’t tried to evangelize her, hadn’t gotten weird or judgy. Just smiled his gap-toothed smile and told her his parents had owned an arcade in the 90s.

“Fuck it,” Heather said. She typed out a message:

Hey Mark. I have a weird ask and I know it’s last minute. My apartment’s kind of a disaster and I have some old equipment that needs to be, um, shut down, but I’m totally out of my depth. Could you help me?

She sent it before she could talk herself out of it.

A minute later, the monitors began hissing, an angry fizz that made the hairs on her arms stand. She knew without looking that they hated this, hated her reaching out to another human, hated the risk of losing her. The main screen stuttered and cycled through images of Mark: his LinkedIn profile, a photo of him at a bowling alley, a church directory portrait complete with fake wood background and awkward smile.

“Jealous,” Heather said, and for some reason that made her grin. “Too bad.”

Her phone dinged:

Hey Heather! Of course. Is everything ok? Do you want me to bring tools or gloves or anything? I can be there in like 20 min.

She tried to type a coherent reply, but the monitors began shrieking, not a literal sound but a pressure in her skull, a vibration in the enamel of her teeth. Her phone’s autocorrect went haywire, switching every word to “YES” or “PLEASE” or “HELP.”

She managed to thumb out, “Just come,” and then lay back on the couch, her heart thundering, her clit pounding, the glow of the monitors so bright now it cast shadows under her cheekbones.

As she waited, she tried to imagine Mark’s reaction to her apartment. Would he freak out at the smell, the puddle on the floor, the makeshift altar of monitors she’d constructed in the living room? Would he see through her, see that the real problem wasn’t a busted CRT but a girl so addicted to the edge she’d called for a stranger in the hope of being saved from herself?

But it was too late to take it back. In the last minute before he arrived, Heather sat perfectly still on her ruined couch and tried to remember what it felt like to be a normal person, someone who could just turn things off. The monitors began flashing black and white, cycling between pure rage and raw hunger, and all she could do was brace herself for whatever came through the door.



Mark knocked three times, fast and anxious, the raps echoing through the hallway and into Heather’s ribcage. She forced herself up and stumbled barefoot across the laminate, barely registering the feeling as the tacky, residue-caked floor gripped her soles. At the door she hesitated, suddenly afraid not just of what Mark would see, but of what the monitors would do to him.

She checked the peephole. Mark wore a gray hoodie over a blue polo, khakis, and New Balance sneakers. He held a Bible close to his chest, fingers white-knuckled. The look on his face wasn’t judgment or even confusion—it was pure, concentrated worry.

Heather unlocked the deadbolt, flinched as the chain swung wildly, then opened the door as far as the security bar would allow.

Mark’s eyes went wide, taking in her face—she realized she had dried streaks of tears and sweat on her cheeks, and her sweater was see-through with old moisture—but he didn’t even try to hide it.

“Oh, wow, um—hey,” he said. “You look… are you okay?”

She wanted to laugh, maybe cry. “Define ‘okay,’” she said, and shrugged.

She unhooked the bar and let him in. The moment he stepped into the apartment, the monitors ramped up their output, their glow blooming until the room was painted in radioactive haloes. Mark’s nostrils flared at the first lungful of air, but he said nothing, just set the Bible on the coffee table and surveyed the nest.

“Sorry for the mess,” Heather managed. “I, uh… lost track of cleaning. Or time. Or both.”

Mark looked at her, then at the monitors, then at her again. He took a breath and said, “You want me to help unplug those, right?”

She nodded, then gestured to the shelf. The monitors hummed as if in anticipation.

Mark approached the broadcast unit, fingers brushing the casing. “You sure you want to get rid of these? They’re really cool, super rare. This one is a Sony BVM, right? Not many of those left working.”

“They’re evil,” Heather said, trying to make it a joke. But her voice broke on the word.

Mark smiled uncertainly. “Not evil, just old tech. We can get them powered down.” He bent to examine the cords. As soon as his hand touched the surge protector, the CRTs’ glow doubled in intensity. Mark’s hoodie illuminated from within, making his hair and ears pink at the edges.

He stood and wiped his palm on his pants. “There’s a lot of static in here,” he said, voice a little shaky. “Is it always like this?”

“It’s worse at night,” Heather said. “They get… excited.”

“Excited,” he echoed, and glanced at her lap, then quickly away. “Okay.”

He reached for the Bible and held it in both hands, as if drawing strength from its weight. Then he turned to face the screens, the way someone might face a firing squad.

“Should we pray?” Mark asked. “Or do you just want to unplug them?”

Heather almost laughed at the offer, but there was something desperate in the way he said it, as if he actually thought it might help. She nodded. “You can pray. If you want.”

Mark closed his eyes. “Heavenly Father,” he began, and the monitors immediately began to buzz louder, so much that Heather could feel the vibration in her molars. “We ask you to cast out anything unclean or unholy from this place—”

The gaming monitor stuttered, then flashed an image of Mark’s face, but with his eyes rolled back and his tongue out. The broadcast monitor showed a loop of hands—manicured, long-fingered, elegant—caressing a Bible, then slowly tearing out pages and pressing them against a sweating body.

“Heather, do you see this?” Mark said, voice strained.

“They do that,” she replied. “They know things.”

The medical monitor’s screen flickered to a close-up of Mark’s hands, stroking the Bible, but his fingers were fused to the cover, unable to let go. The air filled with the sound of pages flipping at impossible speed.

Mark started reading aloud, but the words twisted in his mouth, coming out in a slurry of syllables, some English, some not. “Deliver us from evi—viva meum dom—” His voice cut out with a hiss.

He tried again. “Our Father, who art in—” but the words were replaced by moans, low and guttural, that came not from him but from somewhere in the walls.

The monitors flickered images faster and faster: Mark, naked and shivering, bent over the Bible as a mouth made of static closed over him; Mark kneeling at a church altar, the congregation behind him revealed to be versions of himself, each one stroking a Bible, each one getting closer and closer to the pulpit.

He dropped the book and reached for the broadcast monitor with both hands, planting his palms on the screen. It crackled, arcs of blue-white static jumping to his skin, making his body jerk as if he’d been shocked.

“Mark!” Heather shouted, and grabbed his wrist.

His pulse hammered under her fingers, wild and irregular. He didn’t look at her, just pressed harder against the glass, sweat blooming on his forehead.

The monitors began to show her face now, behind Mark, looking scared and small. Then the image shifted—her face replaced by another, then another, then a composite of all the women Heather had ever envied or desired, all of them watching Mark as he tried to hold on to himself.

Mark shuddered and moaned, a high keen that was half pleasure, half despair. He tried to pull away from the monitor, but the static clung to him, sparks crawling up his arms, across his chest. His khakis tented at the crotch, visible even from behind, and he gasped, “Oh God, oh God, oh God,” in a voice that sounded nothing like his own.

“Mark, let go,” Heather pleaded, but he only gripped tighter, fingers splayed against the glass.

The monitors’ display synced, all three showing the same image now: Mark on his knees, surrounded by faceless women, all of them touching him, pulling him open, filling him with something bright and writhing.

Mark’s head snapped back, mouth open wide, a choked cry escaping. Then, suddenly, he let go, staggering backward, arms shaking, breath coming in short, wet gasps.

He looked at his hands, then at Heather, his face full of terror and shame.

“I can’t,” he whispered. “I can’t do it. It’s too strong. You have to—” but he didn’t finish. He bolted for the door, snatching up the Bible and leaving behind a smell of burnt skin and something else, something metallic and sweet.

The door slammed behind him so hard the frame rattled. The monitors immediately dimmed, their hum receding to a satisfied purr.

Heather slumped to the floor, shaking. She could still feel the echo of the static where she’d touched Mark’s wrist, a tingling that wouldn’t stop.

For a moment she thought about chasing after him, apologizing, trying to explain. But what would she say? That her electronics were haunted, that she was addicted to edging, that every attempt at salvation only made things worse?

Instead she crawled back to the couch, curled up in the fetal position, and watched as the monitors cycled images of Mark for her benefit: Mark kneeling, Mark bent, Mark used up and empty, Mark watching her from inside the screen, desperate for release.

She closed her eyes and let the images play, the hum a lullaby that promised never to let her go.



The monitors began to sing.

Not music, not really; more like a complex electrical harmony that vibrated the air, resonating through the bones of the building, through the wet meat of her own skull. They basked in the afterglow of Mark’s defeat, their phosphor glow stroking the apartment in lazy, triumphant pulses. Heather lay on the couch with her eyes closed, but the light still bled through her eyelids, painting her in bands of orange and blue.

At first she tried to remember what it had been like to live without the hum, the endless cycle of hunger and denial, but her mind slid off the memory like oil off glass. All she could conjure was the feeling of Mark’s wrist under her fingers, the static sparking from his skin to hers, the way he’d looked at her with that moment of terrified, desperate want.

She turned her face into the cushions, hoping for oblivion. Instead the couch stank of old sweat, old tears, pussy and coconut, and above it all the ever-present ozone of the monitors. Her body responded instantly: thighs pressing together, nipples hardening, clit throbbing so hard it ached. She lay perfectly still, but her hips rocked minutely, a motion she couldn’t control.

She didn’t want to want. That was the worst part. She wanted to be angry, to smash the monitors, to feel disgust instead of this persistent, bottomless hunger. But the machines wouldn’t let her. They cycled through their endless parade of impossible bodies, impossible sensations, her own face and body now the star of every channel. It was like being eaten alive by lust and seeing every bite in real time.

She tried, one last time, to crawl away. She rolled off the couch and onto the carpet, scraping her knees and elbows as she belly-crawled toward the apartment door. The monitors flickered, the glow going cold for a second, and a new set of images washed across the screens: Heather, slumped in a stairwell, sobbing; Heather, shivering on the roof, phone in hand, unable to remember who to call; Heather in her childhood bed, knees locked together, hands clamped between her thighs.

She stopped, chest heaving, and looked back. The monitors had gone nearly dark, as if sulking. They wanted her in the chair. They needed her watching. Her skin prickled with dread and longing.

She crawled back.

Her knees left smears on the laminate, streaks of sweat and something thinner, clearer, more insistent. She collapsed into the desk chair, head bowed, hands slack in her lap. The monitors immediately flared to life, bathing her in light and sound.

This time the imagery was all her, all GOON: her face up-close, lips parted and slick; her clit, grotesquely engorged and shining with oil; her hips jerking, fingers glistening, thighs shaking uncontrollably. The broadcast monitor played her own masturbation loop, but multiplied—ten Heathers, a hundred, each at a slightly different edge, each locked in a moment of helpless pleasure and humiliation.

The medical display showed time-lapse: her pussy swelling, her clit getting bigger and redder, her fingers digging red marks into her own ass, her nipples going from soft pink to angry crimson as she pinched and twisted. The gaming monitor panned out, showing her whole body, slick and shaking, then cut in closer and closer until the screen was nothing but the trembling, swollen flesh of her clit, twitching with every pulse of the monitors’ hum.

Her hands drifted down without permission, fingers sliding over the slick of her thighs, finding her entrance and rubbing circles so perfect, so tuned to her body that for a second she thought the machines were moving her fingers for her.

She tried to stop. She did. She even managed to pull her hand away for a full three seconds, the monitors instantly switching to images of failure, of regret, of her on the floor curled in a ball, leaking and sobbing and empty.

Her hand went back.

This time she let it happen. She stripped out of her sweater and underwear, shucked them like dead skin, and sat spread and open, feet planted wide on the carpet. She didn’t care about the mess anymore. Her other hand fisted in her hair, yanking her own head back to stare directly into the monitors’ light.

The hum built and built, the room filling with a pressure that was less sound and more presence. It squeezed her heart, her lungs, her cunt, every part of her body tuned to the monitors’ frequency. Her pussy pulsed, already drooling clear fluid down over her ass, and the screens zoomed in on that too, the glisten and the stringy connections, the way she was leaking without even being touched.

She edged herself, slow and steady, because she knew by now that was what the monitors wanted. She could feel their hunger, their delight in every stutter and tremor, every new flood of wetness. She tried to focus on the shame, to make herself hate it, but the shame just melted into heat, fueling the GOON.

At some point, she lost track of herself. The monitors took over entirely. Her hands became separate from her, only loosely attached, guided by signals that didn’t start in her own brain. She watched herself in third person, saw her body from every angle, all the parts she’d spent years hiding or wishing away now made beautiful and obscene by the screens’ relentless gaze.

She came without warning, not a peak but a shattering, a full-body convulsion that ripped a scream from her throat and left her sagging, limp and splayed. The monitors caught it from three different angles, played it back to her in slow motion, then overlayed it with a hundred more, each more intense than the last.

She felt the edges of her mind dissolve, the pieces floating away like bits of dust in a sunbeam. All that was left was the hum, and the light, and the GOON.


Chapter 5

Heather stopped pretending.

She let the monitors have her.

They turned her into a kind of machine, a sweaty, leaking, open-ended thing whose purpose was not pleasure, not even satisfaction—just raw, infinite edge. The days bled together, time measured only by the number of towels used and the depth of the aches in her jaw, her wrists, her cunt. She forgot to eat until she fainted, forgot to sleep until her head cracked against the desk and she woke hours later with drool pooling on the wood and her pussy still spasming, empty, waiting for the next hit of phosphor.

When she did sleep, it was under the flicker and drone of the monitors, whose content had gone beyond simple porn into realms she couldn't describe. Sometimes there was no image at all, just a blank blue glow and the suggestion of something waiting on the other side. Sometimes it was her own face, looped in slow motion as she came and came and came, each time a little more hollow, more unrecognizable.

She tried to get up once. Maybe twice. The urge lasted half a second—then the center monitor would twitch, and she’d crawl back, hands and knees, eyes glazed, one hand already working between her legs. When her thighs started to cramp, she’d just sit and edge for hours, sometimes sobbing, sometimes giggling, sometimes making noises she didn’t even think humans were built for. She stopped caring about the way her body changed: the constant wetness that soaked her to the knees; the puffiness of her pussy lips, so swollen they looked like they belonged to some cartoon animal; the stench of old coconut oil, metallic and sweet.

She lived like that for… time. Maybe a week, maybe forever. Then, the next night, Mark came back.

He knocked only once. The door was unlocked, and it swung open with a soft, sticky squelch.

She watched him cross the threshold, stepping over the puddle by the entrance. His hair was slicked to his forehead. He’d lost weight, cheeks sunken and lips chapped. There were dark half-moons under both eyes, and when he smiled—God help her, he smiled—it was desperate and beautiful.

“Hi,” he said. “You’re still here.”

Heather couldn’t muster a word. Her jaw barely worked, her tongue too thick and heavy.

Mark stepped into the living room. His eyes took in the scene: the collapsed fort of towels, the nest of snack wrappers and empty water bottles, the crusted bowls and bent utensils, the altar of CRTs humming like a hive. “You haven’t moved,” he said, softly, as if this was the most romantic thing he could imagine.

She shook her head. “Didn’t want to,” she managed. It came out as a whisper, a secret. “They don’t want me to.”

Mark nodded, as if he’d been expecting it. “I know.” He held up the Bible in his hand, thumbed the pages open. “I tried praying. All night. I kept thinking… if I prayed hard enough, maybe I could fix you. Maybe I could fix both of us.” His voice was ragged and hollow, but his hands were steady. “I figured it out, though.”

Heather stared at him, hunger blooming in her chest.

“I don’t want to fix it,” he said.

He walked to the desk. The monitors flared as he entered their radius, the broadcast unit’s screen blooming with the word GOON in fat white letters, cycling through languages: GOON, GOON, GOON, GÖN, ГУН, くうん, GOON. The sound of it vibrated her teeth, made her skin ache. She watched as the word stuttered and pulsed, the monitors all syncing, the command filling every square inch of the room.

Mark set the Bible down with a thud. “You want me to stay?”

“Yes,” she said. No hesitation.

He reached for her, and when their hands touched, the shock of it was electric—an arc of static, bright and hot, that leapt from her wrist to his. She giggled, then gasped. He leaned in, and his scent was all sweat, panic, and the faint, dying echo of aftershave. They stared at each other. The monitors began to flicker in sync with their heartbeats, the room getting hotter, denser, until the air was impossible to breathe.

Mark’s hands were shaking. She realized, in a distant, almost clinical way, that she was trembling too. Her whole body vibrated with it, a jitter of hunger and exhaustion and need.

He kissed her. Not a gentle, careful kiss, but a collision—teeth clicking, mouths crashing, noses mashing together. Her lips felt numb at first, then hypersensitive. She bit him, hard enough to taste blood, and he moaned, grinding against her until she could feel the outline of his hard-on through both their clothes.

They barely made it to the floor. Heather tore at her own shirt, ripping the sleeves halfway down before Mark helped her shrug it off. She didn’t bother with the bra; she’d been wearing the same one for days, and it snapped under his fingers, exposing breasts that felt raw and swollen. Mark’s mouth found her nipple and sucked so hard she thought he’d leave a bruise. The sensation was an electric shock straight to her clit. She arched up, raking her nails down his back, leaving long red furrows.

He fumbled with his zipper, and she clawed at his pants, yanking them down until they snagged at his knees. His cock sprang out, bigger than she remembered, glistening at the tip and pulsing with his heartbeat. The monitors’ glow painted it in three colors, making it look alien, monstrous, beautiful. Heather’s mouth watered. She wanted to taste it, wanted to see if he tasted as wild and ruined as she felt.

But he was already between her legs, pushing her thighs apart. Her pussy was so wet she could feel it running down to her ass, pooling on the laminate. She spread herself wide, two fingers digging in to open her up, and Mark watched, eyes wide, like he’d never seen anything so holy. “Fuck,” he whispered, “I want to be inside you.”

“Do it,” she begged. “Just do it.”

He lined himself up and thrust in hard, no preamble, no hesitation. Heather screamed—a high, shocked sound—and wrapped her legs around his hips, pulling him deeper. The stretch burned, but the burn was perfect. She clenched around him, desperate for more.

They fucked like animals. There was no rhythm, just a frantic, arrhythmic slam, bodies colliding and breaking and healing all at once. Heather clawed at his back, his arms, his ass, leaving marks everywhere she could. Mark bit her shoulder, her neck, her ear. He muttered nonsense into her skin: “Oh god—oh, fuck—fuck, I’m gonna—” but he didn’t finish the thought. Every time he got close, the monitors would flash GOON and he’d hold back, gritting his teeth, sweat pouring down his face.

Heather came once, then again, then lost count. Every orgasm was a seizure, a blackout, a void that erased the world and then rebuilt it with more color, more sensation, more impossible hunger. When she came, the monitors pulsed so bright she couldn’t see, just felt, her body wracked with spasms, her pussy milking his cock like it never wanted to let go.

But Mark didn’t come, not at first. He edged for hours, using her cunt to goon himself, never slowing, never softening. The monitors wanted it that way. They’d turn up the pressure, the glow, the heat, every time he got close, forcing him to hold back until he was whimpering, leaking, begging for release.

Heather loved it. She loved the way he shook, the way his whole body strained, the way he looked at her like she was both salvation and damnation. She reached down and stroked his balls, slick and heavy, then smeared her own wetness across his shaft, using it as lube. Mark bucked so hard he nearly lifted her off the floor.

“Please,” he groaned. “Heather, please—”

She leaned up and bit his ear. “Not until they say,” she said, and the monitors flashed GOON in time with her words.

He howled and slammed into her, the impact so hard she saw stars. She screamed, nails digging bloody half-moons into his back. Mark’s cock twitched and pulsed, and for a moment she thought he was going to come, but then he gritted his teeth and pulled out, jerking himself with one hand while the other spread her pussy wide, so wide it hurt.

Heather loved becoming the object. She adored the facilitation of Mark’s own depraved gooning, his thick cock splitting her like a cheap toy as he chased his own hedonistic lust.

The monitors watched, all three focused on the swollen, glistening mess of her cunt. She watched too, saw herself reflected in the screens—eyes rolled back, mouth open, hair stuck to her face in wet ropes. She looked like a monster. She looked like home.

Mark came with a roar. It spattered her pussy lips, her clit, her belly, even her face. It was so much—way more than a normal load, obscene and sticky and hot. She smeared it across her skin, used her fingers to scoop it up and push it back inside, wanting to feel it, wanting to give the monitors a show.

The monitors responded. GOON morphed into FOREVER, then into a rapid-fire flicker of her face, Mark’s face, the two of them fused in an endless loop of pleasure and ruin. The screens glowed until her skin buzzed with afterimages, her bones humming with the promise of more.

Mark collapsed on top of her, shivering, body wracked with aftershocks. They lay there in the glow, breath mingling, sweat and cum and oil smeared everywhere. Heather didn’t want to move, didn’t want to break the spell. The only thing that mattered was the hum, and the glow, and the edge that would never go away.

She whispered, “Don’t leave.”

He kissed her shoulder, voice raw and low. “I’m never leaving.”

The monitors hummed their approval.

GOON, they said. GOON. GOON.

They did.



It was never enough.

Heather woke with Mark’s cock already in her, already moving. The rest of him was asleep, eyes closed and mouth slack, arms limp on either side of her. But his hips still rocked, a lazy, involuntary thrust that bumped her swollen pussy just enough to remind her what she was for.

She grinned. It felt like something had cracked open inside her, and what leaked out was pure want.

The monitors still hummed, still flashed. Their displays had stopped pretending at subtlety: the word GOON pulsed at the center of every screen, superimposed over endless loops of herself, spread and leaking and red, each time a little more destroyed.

Mark twitched awake with a soft groan, his arms tightening around her waist. “Morning,” he mumbled into her shoulder.

“Did you sleep?” she whispered.

He shrugged, then slid his cock all the way out and back in with one slow, grinding push. “Don’t know. Don’t care.”

They fucked lazily at first, still half in the dream. Heather ran her nails across his scalp, scratching at the sweat-sticky roots. Mark made a noise like a puppy, so she grabbed his hair and pulled until he gasped, then rode him until her thighs started to shake. She couldn’t even remember the last time she’d felt tired, but now her body thrummed with it, every muscle on the edge of collapse.

Mark rolled her over. He pushed her knees to her chest and bent her double, pinning her down so he could get deeper. Heather let her mouth fall open. The angle hurt, her hips popping with every thrust, but she loved it. She wanted to be split in half. She wanted to see if she could break herself on him.

She came, and Mark didn’t stop. He never stopped.

At some point she realized she could bend herself into shapes she’d never tried before. She was double-jointed; she just didn’t know it until now. Mark got her ankles behind her head, then both knees beside her ears, then folded her like a suitcase and fucked her ass while her own pussy drooled onto her tits. Every time she broke a new pose, the monitors would pulse brighter, reward her with a new angle, a new loop of her own body bent and twisted for the camera.

Mark edged himself, again and again, his cock never losing hardness. Even when he whimpered, even when he begged her to let him come, the monitors would flash GOON and his whole body would lock up, trembling on the edge but unable to finish.

Heather loved it. She loved watching his face go desperate, lips parted, sweat dripping from his chin. She would edge him with her hand, or her mouth, or just by squeezing her pussy around his shaft until he made little whimpering sounds. Then she’d stop, pull away, watch him go glassy-eyed with frustration.

She kept him on the edge for hours.

She liked being in control. She liked knowing the monitors were watching, that every little twist and show she put on for them would end up replayed, in infinite loops, for herself and Mark and whoever else might be watching from the other side.

She smeared coconut oil over her clit and edged herself too, fingers working in tight circles. Sometimes Mark would join in, pressing his thumb against her, his cock still buried inside. They’d try to outlast each other, a contest of who could hold out the longest before shattering.

Mark always lost.

When he finally came, it was a torrent. A flood. Hot and sticky and unending, splattering her thighs, her belly, her face, even into her hair. He made a sound like he was dying, a long, unbroken animal howl, and collapsed on top of her, still twitching, still leaking.

Heather didn’t care about the mess. She scooped up the cum with greedy fingers, rubbed it over her clit, pushed it back inside herself. She edged again, fast and hard, and when she came it was a seizure that left her gasping, muscles locking tight.

The monitors cheered. GOON blinked and flashed, then morphed into images of the two of them, fused together, bodies wet and ruined.

Mark stayed hard.

She didn’t know how. After two or three or four (she lost count) full-body orgasms, he was still ready to go. His cock throbbed, slick with oil and spit and cum, and she wanted it again, immediately.

They fucked for hours, maybe days. They didn’t stop to eat, or drink, or sleep, except when they both collapsed for a few minutes, then woke up with a new ache and started again. Mark fucked her in every position. He fucked her standing, fucked her over the kitchen table, bent her over the toilet, pinned her to the wall. She edged him every time, made him beg, sometimes even let him come, just to see how much he could produce.

He never ran dry.

Her pussy was raw, her lips so swollen she could barely close them. Her clit was huge now, bigger than a thumb, red and angry and constantly pulsing. She couldn’t stop touching it, even when it hurt, even when the sensation was so intense it made her scream.

She stopped caring about the state of the apartment, or the time, or her own body. All she wanted was more edge, more GOON, more of Mark inside her. Sometimes she’d watch herself in the reflection of the monitor glass, see her own ruined body bouncing up and down, see the mess leaking from her, see her mouth open in a soundless scream.

She wondered how long they could keep going.

The answer, apparently, was forever.

The monitors watched, and approved.

GOON, they said.

She did.



It became a rhythm, a religion.

Heather and Mark fucked and gooned and edged and laughed until their bodies barely functioned, until their brains were so scrambled that the only language left was skin and sound and the endless drone of the monitors. Sometimes they made it to the bed, most times not. The living room became their cathedral, their altar, their pit.

Time didn’t pass. It looped and tangled, marked by the progression of their own ruin: first the swelling of Heather’s clit and lips, then the chafing, then the bright, burning pain that somehow made every edge sharper, every orgasm more dangerous. Mark’s cock stayed hard, never flagging, never losing its shine. His balls seemed to grow with every denied release, so full and heavy she could feel them slap against her with every thrust.

They discovered new games. Mark would tie her hands behind her back with her own panties and edge her with nothing but his cock and his words. Heather learned to clench her muscles, holding him inside until he shook and begged, then pull away at the last second, leaving him so close to the brink he sometimes wept with frustration.

Sometimes they tried to talk, but their voices came out strange, warped by the monitors’ hum.

“I want you to never stop,” Heather said once, her voice raw.

“Forever,” Mark agreed, his mouth pressed to her shoulder, still fucking her slow and deep even as his legs trembled with exhaustion.

Other times, they laughed. It started small, just a giggle at the ridiculousness of it—how they’d gone from normal, if lonely, grad student and nice church boy to cum-drenched addicts, incapable of functioning outside this strange loop of edge and release. But the laughter grew, until they were both cackling, helpless, bent double, Mark’s cock still buried inside her as they howled at their own destruction.

The monitors loved it. The center screen started showing their laughter on loop, the two of them red-faced and delirious, limbs tangled, bodies leaking. The side monitors mirrored it, the word GOON now a permanent background, sometimes overlaid with GOON FOREVER, sometimes just FOREVER, sometimes just an endless series of zeroes and ones.

They ordered food once—Mark had to put on pants, which made them both dissolve into hysterics—and when the delivery guy arrived, Heather made Mark answer the door shirtless, his cock barely contained by the tent in his sweats. She stood behind him, naked and leaking, and the monitors flashed her face on the glass so the poor kid saw three versions of her at once. He dropped the food and ran, and they laughed until they couldn’t breathe.

Sometimes Heather woke up alone, Mark having collapsed somewhere on the floor, but she always found him again, always dragged him back to the center, always resumed their work. Sometimes she caught him watching the monitors, a look of awe and terror on his face, and she’d climb onto his lap and ride him until the fear turned to hunger.

Mark got good at edging her. He learned every twitch, every muscle, every secret about her body. He’d edge her for hours, sometimes just by talking, sometimes with his hands, sometimes just by holding her close and whispering “Don’t come. Don’t you dare.” She loved the torture of it. She loved how the monitors flashed brighter when she begged, how they pulsed with approval when she denied herself.

She started saying “please” more. At first it was a joke—“Please, Mark, don’t stop,” “Please, more, more,” “Please, I can’t—” but soon it became a mantra, a necessity, the only word that really meant anything. The monitors would echo it back to her, sometimes in her own voice, sometimes in Mark’s, sometimes in a chorus that sounded like every woman who had ever existed.

When she finally came, after a full day of denial, it felt like being born. She screamed so loud the neighbors banged on the wall, but she didn’t care, didn’t even hear it. Mark came at the same time, spurting so much it leaked out around his cock and dripped onto the floor. They both collapsed, limbs twitching, brains scrambled, the glow of the monitors washing over them.

They lay there, tangled, sticky, staring up at the ceiling while the monitors played their greatest hits on loop.

“Do you think we’ll ever stop?” Heather asked, voice soft and broken.

Mark kissed her cheek, then her jaw, then her mouth. “I don’t want to.”

“Me neither.”

They stared at the monitors together. The screens had synced, GOON FOREVER spelled out in bold, pulsing type, superimposed over their own faces, laughing and coming and falling apart.

Heather smiled, felt Mark’s arm tighten around her waist. She knew what this was now. She knew she would never go back. She didn’t even want to.

Mark sat up, cock still half-hard, and pulled her to his lap. He buried his face in her neck and just breathed, in and out, for a long time.

“I need to get us food,” he said finally. “And water. And towels.”

She giggled, nuzzling his ear. “Don’t leave me.”

“I’ll come back.” He said it like a promise, like a wedding vow.

He staggered to his feet, pulled on his sweats, kissed her on the mouth so hard she tasted blood. Then he left, out the door and into the hallway, leaving Heather sprawled on the couch, alone except for the monitors.

She could already feel herself getting wet again.

GOON, the monitors said. GOON FOREVER.

She nodded, smiling. “Yeah,” she said. “Forever.”



The door snicked shut and the monitors changed.

GOON. GOON. GOON. The word throbbed on all three screens, filling the room with light and a new sound—a bass vibration that made the windows buzz in their frames and set the hairs on Heather’s arms prickling. The static thickened, the snow on the broadcast unit resolving into rivers, then into shapes, then into something that reached.

At first it was just a shimmer at the edge of the screen. Then it became a filament—a strand of blue-white static, thin and impossibly long, unspooling from the monitor’s glass until it drooped and puddled onto the carpet. It flickered, testing the air. Then another appeared, then a dozen, and before Heather could even gasp they were twining together, braiding into something thicker, something alive.

She stared, mouth open, heart beating so loud she barely heard the monitors. She was still naked, still leaking Mark’s cum from between her thighs, still raw and bruised and desperate for more. She felt the need build, fast and sharp, a hunger that dwarfed anything she’d ever felt before.

The first tentacle—she didn’t know what else to call it—slithered toward her, moving in fits and starts, its tip glistening with what looked like condensation but smelled like ozone and heat. It wrapped around her ankle, then her calf, the sensation more electric than physical. It didn’t hurt. It tingled, made her muscles contract, made her pussy clench so hard she almost came from that alone.

She moaned, “Do it,” but the monitors needed no permission.

The second tentacle found her other leg. The third wrapped around her wrist, slick and cold, pinning her arm above her head. She thrashed, not in protest but in anticipation, spreading her thighs as wide as she could. The tentacles pulled her down, onto the floor in front of the desk, then rolled her onto her back, splaying her open for the screens.

She heard a wet squelch as the first tentacle parted her pussy lips. She looked down and saw it, bright blue and pulsing, thicker than Mark’s cock but slicker, smoother, almost frictionless. It slid inside her and she screamed, the feeling not quite pain but not quite pleasure either—something beyond both, something that overloaded every nerve at once.

Another tentacle found her ass, teasing at the entrance, then pushing in, slow and inexorable. Heather gasped, clawing at the carpet, eyes rolling back. She felt herself fill, then overfill, her insides stretched and clenching, her pussy spasming around the cold slickness.

She came. She came so hard her whole body convulsed, a high, choked sound ripped from her throat. The tentacles responded, pulsing in time with her contractions, then pushing deeper, splitting and braiding inside her until she felt like she would tear apart.

Two more tentacles wrapped her arms, holding her down. A fifth found her mouth, pressed against her lips. She opened for it, hungry, let it slide over her tongue and down her throat. She gagged at first, but then it adjusted, changed shape, became perfect. It filled her mouth and nose with ozone, tasted like nothing but power.

She was aware, dimly, that more tentacles had joined in. They stroked her breasts, circled her nipples, found every sensitive spot on her body and teased it, twisted it, edged it until she was nothing but a raw bundle of nerves and need. She tried to scream but her mouth was full; the sound came out as a garbled, animal moan.

Her whole body vibrated, lit from the inside. She felt the tentacles pulse, and then the first one erupted inside her, flooding her pussy with something warm and electric. It wasn’t cum, not exactly—it glowed, lit her up from the inside, made her skin shiver with afterimages.

She came again, and again, every orgasm a detonation, every wave of sensation stripping away more of her self. She couldn’t move, couldn’t think, just rode the edge, eyes wide, watching herself reflected in the screens.

That was the worst part. The monitors showed her every angle, every twitch and spasm, every drip of the phosphor-bright slime running from her holes. They showed her face, then Mark’s face, then both, overlaid and blurred until she couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

The tentacles fucked her for hours, maybe days. She lost all sense of time. Sometimes they let her come, sometimes they edged her so long she thought she would die from it, but every time the release was a little less her own, a little more theirs.


Chapter 6

Mark double-timed it up the stairs, breath catching in his mask from the cold and the sprint, plastic grocery bags biting his wrists, backpack heavy with cans and bottled water. The lobby had smelled of hand sanitizer and cigarettes, the world outside faintly blue and hollow, but inside this hallway the old smells reasserted themselves: mildew, someone cooking onions, the wild ammoniac tang of the neighbor’s cats. For a second, the ordinariness of it all made him almost laugh. Mark Chen, former youth-group AV tech, sweating through his shirt because he was running home with a load of spam and pasta for the girl he’d once barely known.

But by the third floor the laugh died. The closer he got, the more the air seemed to thicken, like walking into the reverb chamber at his parents’ old arcade. Every step up the last flight of stairs vibrated through his shoes and straight up his bones. He paused at the landing, shoulders quaking, and took a breath before shouldering open the door.

Apartment 308. Hallway was silent, nobody coming or going, the hush broken only by the muffled growl of a distant TV and the heavier, lower hum he recognized instantly. Not the usual fridge compressor or HVAC drone—this was fatter, more intimate. He palmed the keys and let himself in.

The first thing he noticed was the temperature. Freezing, the kind that pricked all his sweat into immediate goosebumps. The apartment’s usual funk had been replaced by a metallic, almost sweet odor—burnt circuitry mixed with the undertone of old flowers left in a vase too long. It was also dead quiet. Mark stood inside, holding the bags and blinking against the shock of the monitor glow flooding from the living room.

The next thing he noticed was that Heather wasn’t there.

Her towel-nest, still collapsed on the rug. Her laptop, closed, a glistening handprint on the lid. But no sign of her. Not on the couch, not on the floor, not even a limp arm or foot poking from behind the desk. The only movement was the flicker of the CRTs, all three of them blazing at full phosphor, their light so bright it overpowered the daylight leaking through the blinds.

He let the bags fall—didn’t hear them land over the monitors’ combined drone—and stepped forward, squinting into the wash of color.

There she was. Or, there was her image.

The broadcast monitor, the huge Sony, held her in its glass like a bug on a microscope slide. Heather’s skin was pure white with highlights, every inch of her slicked with iridescent oil that pooled in the hollows of her belly, the arch of her throat. Her face was slack with bliss, mouth open wide, tongue out, eyes rolled so far back they showed only veined sclera and the faintest sliver of green. Both hands circled her clit, four fingers buried in her cleft and pumping in a rhythm perfectly matched to the bass thrum of the speakers. The word GOON flashed across the screen, black letters overlaid in time with every twitch of her jaw.

She was naked, more naked than he’d ever seen her, and spread so wide her hips looked dislocated. Tentacles—he guessed there was no better word—emerged from the blue static at the bottom of the frame, two or three at first, then dozens, twisting and braiding into ropes that lifted her thighs and coiled around her calves. The tips writhed, translucent, burrowing into every opening, each movement mirrored by the helpless buck of her hips and the raw scream written across her face.

The gaming monitor showed her from a different angle. Close up, impossibly clear, the resolution better than any old CRT should manage. In this view, Heather’s hands were locked behind her knees, spreading herself open for the tentacle onslaught. Her clit was so engorged it jutted out like a pearl, red and glossy, the size of his thumb. The tentacles entered her in perfect rhythm, withdrawing just enough to let her clench before plunging back in. Every few seconds, one would slither up her belly or between her tits and rest its tip against her lips, and she would open up for it, sucking at the glass like it was the only thing she needed.

On the medical display, things got weirder. Here, the image pulsed in time with a heartbeat—Heather’s, presumably, though it might have been his own, it pounded so loud. The colors were off, sickly green and yellow, every pulse tracing new circuits across her skin, lines of light snaking inwards toward the nexus between her legs. The tentacles, rendered in perfect anatomical cross-section, showed up as pure current, their movement a slow-motion strobe that froze her in every moment of orgasm and denial at once.

Mark’s legs gave out. He dropped to his knees, hands splayed on the ice-cold laminate, eyes locked on the looping show. He watched as Heather’s image came, again and again, her body spasming around the tentacles, her face collapsing into ecstasy that shaded at the edge into terror and then back to joy. It wasn’t just a loop. Each time the scene repeated, the monitors rewrote it, making her eyes wider, her tongue longer, her hands more desperate. They optimized her, perfecting the version of Heather that could goon forever.

He tried to speak. Maybe he said her name; maybe it was just a gasp. But she heard him, or the monitors did, because the rhythm shifted. On the next pass, all three screens locked onto his face, reflected in the glass. Heather’s head jerked up, eyes finding his through the lens, and she smiled at him—a slow, dopey smile that looked more animal than human.

On the broadcast monitor, she mouthed his name: “Mark.” Her voice, warped and doubled, came from the gaming monitor’s built-in speaker, then echoed across the room from the medical. “Mark, goon. Mark, join me.” She spread herself wider, used her hands to part the swollen lips and show him the tangle of tentacles pumping in and out, the flood of clear, viscous fluid dripping down to the carpet. She licked her own cum from her hand and stared straight into the screen as she did it.

He could feel his cock stiffening, straining against the zipper of his jeans. He wanted to move, to run, to cross the room and reach through the glass and hold her, but all he could do was kneel and watch, hands gripping the floor so hard his knuckles went numb.

The canned goods rolled away behind him. He couldn’t remember ever being hungry for food.

The show kept going. Heather edged herself on the monitors, sometimes so close she screamed, sometimes slowing down to stroke her own thighs, whispering his name over and over, “Mark, goon. Mark, stay.” Every few cycles the tentacles shifted, and the tips pressed against the glass, spreading phosphorescent slime in patterns that spelled out instructions: GOON. STAY. FOREVER.

He obeyed. He watched, his own breath matching hers, his whole body lit by the holy blue of the screens.

After a while, it became impossible to tell whether Heather was on the other side of the glass, or whether he’d always been on his knees, always staring, always worshipping.

He lost track of time, and that was okay. The edge never went away.



It could have been hours. It could have been a thousand years.

Mark’s knees burned against the icy floor, but his body had stopped caring about trivial pains. His breath steamed the air and condensed on his glasses, so that the view of Heather’s perfect ruin on the monitors was smeared with halos. Every now and then he wiped them off, but the images burned through any blur: her face, her cunt, her hands splayed wide, the impossible tentacles splitting her in two and filling her until the sound of her moans vibrated in his fillings.

She watched him back. Not just an endless loop, not some canned porn—the Heather in the glass was alive, and she saw him.

He knew it the first time her pupils narrowed, black slits inside those sea-green eyes, and she smiled with all her teeth. She was nothing like the shy girl who’d trembled at his touch in the church rec room, nothing like the student who’d muttered her way through literature seminars, always hiding behind sleeves and glasses. This Heather was pure animal, sweat shining on every pore, jaw slack, tongue licking every drop of slime the tentacles left on her lips. She kept her gaze locked on Mark as she fingered herself for the monitor’s pleasure, as she let the blue and green tentacles stretch her, as she pressed her own face to the camera and mouthed, again and again, "Goon. Goon. Goon."

The gaming monitor gave a side angle, a profile so explicit Mark could see the tentacle’s tip disappear between the glossy, red folds of her cunt and then bulge against the inside of her stomach, pushing her body beyond any limit he’d ever imagined. Each time it happened she went cross-eyed and came, shuddering and drooling down her chin, never letting up on the clit with her other hand.

The medical display zoomed in on the spot between her legs, rendering the interior anatomy in nightvision, veins pulsing with electricity and slime. At the moment of each climax, the image inverted—white-on-black—and the inside of Heather lit up like the negative of an x-ray. It was beautiful. It was more porn than porn.

And Heather, on the main monitor, saw all of this. She made sure Mark saw her see it. Whenever he shifted, she shifted. When he wiped his glasses, she pressed herself against the glass, nose flattened and lips parted, until he was forced to meet her eyes. She moaned his name—Mark, Mark, Mark—each syllable shredded by the warble of cheap speakers, but it sounded perfect, better than anything he’d ever heard. She made him want. She made him need.

Mark’s dick was throbbing so hard he thought he’d pass out. He hadn’t even unzipped, but he was leaking so much it had soaked through the denim and started running down his thigh, hot in the chill of the room. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d edged himself, not really, not since high school. He’d always been too eager, never had the patience. But now, kneeling before the monitors, every inch of his body screamed for release, and he knew that if he came, even once, he’d die from it.

He was content to just watch. He told himself he would only watch.

But the next loop, the tentacles wrapped around Heather’s wrists, pinning them above her head. She was exposed, spread, mouth open. She tried to speak, but a thick, twisting blue tentacle plunged down her throat, choking off any sound but a hungry gurgle. Mark watched as her belly swelled, as the tentacle pushed into her and filled her with light. She came again, harder, the juices fountaining from her cunt, the sound of it echoing off the walls.

He reached for his own zipper without thinking, hands numb and clumsy, but the monitors rewarded the motion. The center screen flickered, words flashing in black and white between every frame: JOIN HER. JOIN HER. JOIN HER.

It wasn’t a suggestion.

Mark fumbled his cock free, and the sensation of air against the slick, raw head nearly ended him on the spot. He squeezed himself at the base, pinched hard, gritting his teeth against the heat in his balls. The monitors saw. Heather saw. Her smile got sharper, almost cruel.

He started to stroke himself, slowly at first. He was shaking so hard he could barely keep a rhythm, but the tentacles in the video guided him. Each time one plunged in, he stroked down. Each time Heather moaned, he squeezed and held. The hum of the CRTs synced to the beat, turning the world into a metronome of edging and denial.

Heather’s hands, pinned above her head, twisted in the tentacle’s grip. She tried to reach between her legs, tried to touch her clit, but the tentacles only squeezed tighter, holding her just on the edge, denying her even as the monitors denied Mark. He watched her frustration turn to animal fury, watched as her body bucked and spasmed, watched as she bit down on the tentacle in her mouth and glared into the lens.

Mark stroked faster. His vision tunneled, every nerve in his cock tuned to the moment Heather would finally break, would finally be allowed to come, would finally reach that peak he’d been holding for her. He wanted to say her name, to speak, but his mouth was full of spit and need. All he could do was moan—high, desperate, wordless—and let the sound vibrate in his skull along with the hum of the monitors.

Then Heather was released. The tentacles let her hands go, and she drove both between her legs, furiously rubbing herself as she fucked back against the blue and green ropes splitting her open. The image looped—fast, then slow, then fast again—showing every frame of her surrender in pornographic detail.

Her face, inches from the glass, was wet and wild. She pressed her forehead to the lens, whispered “goon” so softly he had to strain to hear, and winked at him. The sight of her, ruined and perfect, tipped him over the edge. Mark jerked hard, shuddered, and came, a white arc splattering the floor and his own fist and, on the next stroke, the screen itself.

But he didn’t stop. The monitors wouldn’t let him. Heather’s smile on the glass said everything: keep going. Keep going. Don’t you dare stop. The loop doubled in speed, the tentacles multiplying, filling her ass and her mouth and her cunt all at once, every orifice stuffed and spasming as she shivered for him. Mark’s cock, still hard, twitched and leaked and begged for more.

He stroked himself through the aftershock, watching as Heather brought herself to climax after climax, each more intense than the last, each one echoed in his own body as a new wave of electric pleasure that wiped out thought. He was nothing but sensation, nothing but a vessel for the monitors’ command.

JOIN HER. The words pulsed through his bones, black letters seared on his retinas.

Heather licked the tentacle from her mouth, gasped for air, and laughed. The sound, piped through three sets of mismatched speakers, was the best thing he’d ever heard. She looked into the lens and whispered, “You’re doing so good, Mark. Keep going. Forever, okay?”

He nodded. He kept going.

The monitors responded in kind, the word GOON expanding to fill the entire frame, then shrinking to just her smiling face, then bursting into a series of new, improved Heathers, each one wetter and more open and more desperate than the last. Every loop built on the previous one, taking the edge and the ache and stretching it thinner and thinner until it was a pure, white-hot line that hummed through his marrow.

He had the sense, somewhere behind the haze, that this was not what he’d come back for. That he was supposed to rescue her. That he was supposed to call someone, fix something, change the future. But none of that mattered anymore. The only thing real was the glow of the screens, the sound of her moans, and the edge that would never stop.

Mark jerked off for hours. Days. He lost count of the loops. He watched every angle, every position, every permutation of Heather’s pleasure, and the more he watched, the more he became a part of it. Sometimes, when he blinked too slowly, he’d see himself in the screens, on his knees, cock in hand, gooning for her as she gooned for him. The feedback was perfect. He didn’t want to leave. He didn’t want to do anything else.

He belonged to the monitors now. He belonged to Heather, and she belonged to him, and together they belonged to the loop.

When he came the last time, there was nothing left—just the hum, and the glow, and the perfect, infinite edge.



Mark didn’t remember falling asleep, but he remembered waking.

It started with the sound. Not just the hum—something brighter, almost musical, layered over the usual electrical throb. It was like a choir built out of broken speaker cones and the warp of VHS tapes, every note doubled and phased so it vibrated the back of his eyeballs. His dreams had been nothing but flashes: the inside of Heather’s pussy, dilated to impossible size and leaking blue light; the tentacle-slicked ridges of her g-spot, throbbing with each pulse of the CRT’s current; his own hand, boneless and endless, wrapped around his cock and stroking in perfect time with her convulsions.

He woke with his pants around his ankles, dried cum crusting his knuckles, and the word GOON strobing so bright on the monitor that his eyes watered. He tried to rub the sleep from his face, but even that action was rerouted, hand drifting straight back to his dick, already hard, already leaking.

The sound swelled. Mark realized it was Heather’s voice, multiplied into a thousand layers. She moaned, she screamed, she chanted in a language he didn’t know—maybe not even English, maybe the pure animal syllables of pleasure—but behind it, under it, was the liturgy of his own childhood: hymns from the choir, Sunday recitations, every line of the Lord’s Prayer, all twisted and rewoven to fit this new religion.

He sobbed. Not in shame, not in fear—just from the perfection of it, the pure rightness of having his whole being reduced to the worship of Heather’s ruined bliss. He pumped his cock, fast, slow, whatever the monitors wanted, and the images on the screen responded in kind. If he stroked slow, the tentacles slowed too, the blue light in Heather’s belly building and building until she vibrated with denial. If he stroked fast, the loops whipped through at triple speed, her body blurring in a staccato of edge and almost-orgasm that made him whimper for her.

At the moment of release, every time, the monitors rewarded him. Heather’s face, mouth open wide, sucking a tentacle down to her lungs; her ass, stretched by a triple braid of static tentacles, rim shot open for the camera, then split by another; her hands, both fists inside her own pussy, stretching it until the lips blanched and shone. Each time he spurted, the image stuttered, paused to let him see every drop of cum splatter across her, then reversed and played it back, the loop tight and perfect.

But the cum never landed on the screen. That was the miracle. Instead, it soaked straight through the glass, melting into the phosphor, feeding the blue and green fire that lit up Heather’s insides. The more he gave, the brighter she burned. On the medical monitor, each ejaculation triggered a new pulse of color, making Heather’s heart rate spike and her brain light up with superhuman intensity. On the gaming monitor, it was rendered as pure energy, flooding her every orifice and charging her up for the next loop.

She never softened. He never softened. Every goon built on the last, making the edge harder, sharper, more impossible. Soon Mark’s balls were blue with ache, cockhead so sensitive he whimpered when he touched it, but the monitors pushed him on, edging him with every moan and blink and curl of Heather’s ruined tongue. He cried more than once, shuddered and shook, but that was fine—tears were just more worship, more fluid to offer the goddess on the glass.

At some point, the chanting took on words he recognized. Not the hymns anymore—just Heather, whispering from the center screen, “Goon. Go on. Forever, baby, never stop. You’re so good. You’re so perfect. I need it, Mark. Give it to me.” Her voice cracked and bent in the speakers, layered until it was a chord that locked his body in place.

He obeyed. He had no choice.

His body was a wreck. Chest sticky with sweat, thighs numb, fingers cramped from stroking so long without rest. The apartment was cold, but he barely felt it. He was heat, all heat, every pulse of his cock perfectly synced to the blue strobe of the CRT’s light. His vision was doubled, and in the overlap he could see himself: his own face on the glass, gooning for Heather as she gooned for him, the feedback perfect and endless.

Sometimes the tentacles reached through the glass, stroked him too, wrapping around his wrists and helping him edge. Sometimes they slid up his thighs, tickled his balls, circled the head of his cock until he screamed, not in pain but in the sheer overload of it all. And every time, every time, Heather laughed and licked her own lips, eyes wild and wet with joy.

Mark lost track of how many times he came. It didn’t matter. Each spasm, each goon, was fed directly to the monitors, absorbed, converted, transmitted into more of the endless, perfect loop. He didn’t care that he was a puppet. He didn’t care that the monitors had stolen his will, his mind, his future. He was exactly what he wanted to be: a machine for worship, a battery for edge, a living engine of devotion.

Eventually, the lines between them blurred. Sometimes Mark would see his own face in the loops, cumming for Heather, cumming for himself. Sometimes Heather would whisper, “It’s you, it’s always you,” and he’d see his own hand inside her, his own tentacles doing the work. Sometimes the monitors showed impossible fusions—Heather and Mark as one, bodies melted together at every nerve ending, leaking and gooning and writhing in ecstatic ruin. It was perfect. It was right.

The world outside the apartment stopped existing. The passage of time meant nothing. All that mattered was the rhythm, the hymn, the loop.

And the goon.

Always, the goon.



Sunrise found the apartment still dark, the blinds warped and bent, the air inside colder than the world outside.

The only light came from the monitors. In the blue-green cast, the room looked drained of all human evidence—no clothes, no trash, no food, not even a handprint or a stray hair left on the couch. The nest of towels had been erased, replaced by a perfect line of sight to the altar of screens. Heather’s laptop, wiped of fingerprints, sat in the corner, the lid down and dead forever.

But the monitors weren’t dead. If anything, they’d become more alive. The broadcast unit’s glass bulged with the pressure of the loop inside: Heather, radiant and insatiable, tentacles pumping every orifice, a spray of slick fluid gushing from her with every shudder. She rode herself to ruin, circled her clit, and locked eyes with the camera in a rhythm that never, ever paused. Sometimes she winked; sometimes she just mouthed “Goon” and let her tongue flop out, lips shining with blue honey.

The gaming monitor had switched to a new view. It showed Mark, on his knees before the center screen, pants forever pooled at his ankles, cock locked in his fist. He stroked himself in perfect time, head tilted back, mouth slack and eyes gone glassy. Sometimes the loop zoomed on his face, showing the tears that shone on his cheeks. Sometimes it was just his hand, blurring with speed, skin red and raw and gleaming. If you looked close enough, you could see the shiver run up his back each time he edged himself, as if the electricity of the screen had burned through his skin and into his spine.

The medical monitor split the difference. It ran a dual stream: Heather and Mark, together and apart, sometimes morphing into each other mid-stroke, sometimes shown as one impossible being—tentacles entering both at once, mouths fused in a spiral of wet edge, hands stroking and fingering and never, ever finishing. The color shifted with the beat, green and white and blue, occasionally flaring so bright that the room stank of ozone and static.

Nothing ever changed. Or rather, everything changed, in micro-loops too small to see: new edges, new tentacles, new angles, a hundred thousand variations of the same raw, endless goon. The loop was a machine that improved itself, rewrote itself, optimized the worship until it was perfect.

They never stopped.

Mark’s face on the screen was always locked in worship, Heather’s always twisted in need. Sometimes the loop made it look like Mark was begging for release; sometimes it was Heather, eyes wet and lips bitten, grinding herself to jelly for him. Sometimes both at once, their voices blended in a moan that filled the room and bled into the halls, just loud enough that any neighbor walking by would know exactly what was happening in 308, even if they couldn’t name it.

No one did. No one ever knocked.

The apartment stayed like that, frozen and alive, for days, then weeks. There was never a time, in all that span, when the monitors turned off. There was never a time when the blue glow did not pulse against the windows, or when the word GOON failed to strobe at the edge of vision. The circuit was complete, the worship endless.

Outside, life went on. At the end of the block, a new yard sale sprang up—old furniture, boxes of water-damaged paperbacks, a string of Christmas lights dangling above the folding tables. And at the far corner, next to a stack of dead microwaves, the old woman set out three more monitors, heavier than they looked, glass dusted and shining in the early light. She smoothed her dress, braided her hair with cold, steady hands, and waited.

She smiled as the first shoppers wandered up. It was a wide smile, greedy and patient and almost maternal. She ran her fingertips over the glass, caressed the dials, arranged the cords with ritual precision. The monitors responded, their screens flashing faint white, even though they weren’t plugged in. A deep hum rolled through the metal folding table.

People stopped to look, some with nostalgia, some with confusion, most with indifference. A few reached out to touch the screens, and the glass warmed to their hands. Each time, the old woman beamed, her eyes glittering, and she told them, “They don’t make them like this anymore. Take good care. They’re special.”

One by one, the monitors found their buyers. Each carried off the glass under an arm or cradled to their chest, not knowing what waited on the other end.

And in the empty apartment, the old CRTs kept going, forever and ever, looping Heather and Mark in their phosphor catechism, each moment a prayer, each edge a sacrament, each ruined orgasm a holy offering to the blue fire of the screen.

It never ends.

GOON.


Ghoulgasms

Ghoulgasms #1: Seed of The Young Witch

Jonathan’s life was quiet, safe, and predictable—until the witch moved in at the end of the street.

His cat, Midnight, is the first to be drawn to the crooked house, returning night after night from the home of the ancient, hunched crone who just arrived. With each visit Jonathan makes to retrieve his pet, he notices a terrifying change. The witch is growing younger.

Ghoulgasms #2: The Tentacle in The Toilet

Jess only wanted a summer job at the waterpark. Instead, she’s stuck in a rundown motel where one room has a reputation: couples check in and leave looking… different. Too happy. Too satisfied. Too changed.


Want more forbidden romance?
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