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Introduction




Hotline is a short story by Alexis Monroe, a writer of darkly erotic fiction exploring identity, desire, and the surreal spaces in between. Set in a moody 1980s New York, the story begins with a late-night phone call to a sex line—and spirals into something far stranger. Each night, Claudia picks up the receiver. Each night, a new man describes her in the same outfit: tight pink denim, white leather boots, a voice that knows too much. What starts as fantasy begins to feel like fate.

Part psychological thriller, part fetish dreamscape, Hotline is a story of voices crossing wires, lives slipping out of shape, and the seductive power of an outfit you never chose… but somehow always wore.
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Chapter One: The Voice




The red light blinked once more.
 

Line 3. Late shift.

Claudia reached for the receiver with two fingers, careful not to tip her gin. A cigarette burned in the ashtray beside her, its ash long and trembling — like the fuse of something waiting to go off.

“Venus After Dark. This is Claudia. Talk to me.”

Silence. Then a breath — male, tentative. Probably new.

“Uh… hi. First time caller. Not sure how this works.”

She smiled.

“It works like this. You tell me what you want. I tell you how to get it.”

He laughed, nervous.

“I guess I just wanted to hear a sexy voice.”

“Well, congratulations — you got the best one on the line.”

She leaned back, letting her tone drop half an octave.

“Why don’t you close your eyes and imagine what I’m wearing?”

She said it without thinking. Just the rhythm. The script.

But his answer stopped her.

“Pink denim.”

“Tight. Buttons straining at the chest.”

“And boots. White. Soft. Slouched.”
 

“You're standing at the window like you're waiting for me.”

She didn’t laugh.
 

Didn’t tease.

She just listened.

He finished quickly—awkward, rushed, the way first-timers always did. Then the line went dead.

She hung up, blinking at the receiver — like it might blink back.

That was new.


Chapter Two: Repeat Pattern




Claudia didn’t think about the pink denim again. Not until the next night.

“Venus After Dark. This is Claudia.”

It was a different voice—older, steadier. Mark.

He didn’t need warming up. He needed presence. A woman to press against the edges of his grief and remind him his body still worked.

“You're wearing a pink jumpsuit,” he said quietly.

“Denim. I can feel the texture just hearing your voice.”

Her hand froze on the cigarette.

“White boots, too. The leather creaks when you cross your legs. You’re not saying anything. You just look at me like I’ve already failed.”

Claudia leaned forward. The ash fell from her cigarette, unnoticed.

She hadn’t led him there. Hadn’t said a word about clothes.

And yet—there it was. Again.

The same fantasy. Same colour. Same boots.

And just like the last caller… he seemed so certain.

“Claudia?”
 

“Are you still there?”

Yes, she wanted to say. I’m here.

But suddenly she wasn’t sure where “here” even was.


Chapter Three: Beg




The red light blinked.
 

Line 2 this time.

Claudia stubbed out her cigarette, ran her fingers along the spiral cord, and picked up.

“Venus After Dark. This is Claudia.”

“Thought I’d missed you.”

She smiled.
 

Jay.

Regular. Married. Filthy in a charming way. The kind of man who made dominance sound like flirting.

“Long day?” she asked.

“Long week. Long marriage.”

“Then let me shorten something for you.”

He laughed—a low, breathy sound already tipped toward arousal.

“You’re cruel.”

“Only when asked.”

“I’ve been thinking about you.”

“Oh?”

“Not your voice this time. Your outfit.”

She said nothing. Just let him speak.

“Pink catsuit. Denim, not latex. Tight. Snatched at the waist. You’re leaning against a sink like you’re waiting for me to crawl.”

“And do you?”

“Every time.”

Claudia leaned back, receiver balanced on her shoulder, hands free to light another cigarette.

“What else?”

“White boots. Leather. Slouched. The kind you wear all day without losing the power.”
 

“You don’t say anything. You just tilt your head and lift one foot onto the counter. Boot in my face.”
 

“And then you say…”

“Beg for it.”

The line crackled with his breath.

She let silence fall — deliberate, taut, like a leash he didn’t know he was wearing.

“Please,” he whispered.

“Louder.”

“Please, Claudia. Please let me.”

“Touch yourself?”

“God, yes.”

“I didn’t say you could.”

A long pause. She could hear his restraint fraying.

“You said that last time,” he murmured. “Same boots. Same pose. Same voice. You said that exact line.”

Claudia blinked.

I didn’t.

“And after I begged, you let me. Just with your voice.”

“I think you’re remembering someone else.”

“No. It was you.”

“Then I suppose you’re lucky I’m predictable.”

“You're not,” he said. “That's what scares me.”

He groaned. Quietly. Shuddering over the line.

Claudia waited until his breath steadied.

“Jay?”

“Yeah?”

“Do me a favour.”

“Anything.”

“Next time you picture me in that outfit…”

She lowered her voice until it was almost a whisper.

“Ask yourself who told you what I was wearing.”

She hung up before he could answer.


Chapter Four: Echo




The red light blinked. Line 1.

Claudia reached for the receiver, cigarette lit between two fingers. She didn’t recognise the number.

“Venus After Dark. This is Claudia.”

A voice. Breathless. Male.

“Sorry,” he said. “I’m late.”

She smiled faintly. “I wasn’t watching the clock.”

“I was out driving. Couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

“Tell me where.”

He hesitated. Then: “By the gas station on West End Avenue. Near 72nd. You were just… standing there. Lit by the pumps. Like you were waiting for someone.”

She paused, cigarette hovering.

“And what was I wearing?”

Silence.

She let it breathe. Drew the moment out, slow and soft.

“Let me guess,” she said, her voice dropping. “Pink denim catsuit. Tight. Buttons straining across the chest. And white boots. Slouched. Just high enough to ruin you.”

Dead air.

Then: “How the fuck did you know that?”

“Lucky guess.”

“No,” he said. “That’s exactly it. The boots squeaked when you walked. You didn’t say anything. You just looked at me like I’d already done something wrong.”

She flicked ash into the tray.

“And had you, Dylan?”

He didn’t answer right away. Then, softer: “Yeah. I think so.”

“So do I.”

He let that sit. His breath caught the line.

Then: “Claudia… has anyone else described that outfit to you?”

She exhaled into the receiver. Smoke spiralled in the dark.

“Why would they?”

“Because it doesn’t feel like my fantasy anymore. It feels… borrowed. Like I’m stepping into something that was already there.”

She leaned back, voice barely a whisper.

“Maybe you are.”


Chapter Five: The Route




He couldn’t sleep.

After the call, Dylan sat on the edge of his bed, still hard, still dizzy, still wondering how she knew.

Pink denim catsuit. White boots. Not latex. Not lingerie.

Not some obvious porn thing. Pink denim.
 

She had said it like she was remembering, not guessing.

He lit a cigarette he didn’t really want. Watched the orange glow reflect in the windowpane, beside the blur of traffic. She hadn’t said yes or no. Hadn’t even sounded surprised.

“Maybe you’re borrowing someone else’s dream.”

He couldn’t shake that line. It looped in his head like a tape. He checked the clock: 2:53AM.

He started driving at 3:12AM.

No destination. Just… routes.

He passed the petrol station first—of course he did.

Where else would you go when you’re chasing a fantasy you may have hallucinated? It looked the same. Cold light. Empty. But she wasn’t there. Of course she wasn’t.

He turned left. Followed instinct, not memory.

West End Avenue. Near 72nd. He wasn’t thinking.

He was looking.

She had to live somewhere. The woman who made men lose their grip with just a voice. Who knew what you were going to say before you did. Who could describe your own dream before you dreamed it.

At 4:09AM, he parked outside an apartment block.

He didn’t know why.
 

Didn’t know anyone who lived there.

But something about it felt… right. Like a pull. A hunch he didn’t understand.

There were lights on in a third-floor window. A faint shadow moved past.

He got out of the car. Walked to the entryway. Checked the names on the buzzers.

No “Claudia.”

He didn’t press any of them. He just stood there.

It was cold. His breath hung in the air like steam.

Then he saw it—on the pavement beside the bins.

A single white cigarette butt.
 

Flattened heel print beside it.
 

And next to that:
a thread.

Dylan stood in front of the door buzzer, heart rattling against his ribs like it knew something he didn’t.

Apartment 3C.
 

No name on the label — just worn plastic and a strip of nicotine-brown tape. The only one with light behind it. He lifted his hand.

About to press.

“Wait!”

The voice behind him was urgent. Older. Breathless.

Running.

Dylan turned.

A man in his fifties—tired face, coat too warm for the night, eyes that hadn’t slept properly in days. He slowed, hands on his knees, then looked up and stared at Dylan like he’d seen a ghost.

“You—what are you doing here?” the man asked.

Dylan narrowed his eyes. “What’s it to you?”

The man looked up at the buzzer. Then back at him.

Then, without asking, stepped forward and pressed it.

Apartment 3C.
 

The tone buzzed sharp, then stopped.

He leaned into the speaker.
 

“Claudia. Please. I just need to talk to you. I know you’re there.”

Dylan’s stomach dropped.

He said her name.

The man turned back to him slowly. “You’re not supposed to be here.”

Dylan blinked. “Neither are you.”

Dylan’s breath hung in the cold air as more footsteps approached—soft but certain.

He turned just as a man stepped into the pale glow of a nearby streetlamp. Jay’s eyes met his for a brief moment, a flicker of recognition passing between them.

Jay glanced down at the buzzer panel and muttered, “3C.”

No words were spoken beyond that. The night folded them both into the tense stillness surrounding Apartment 3C, as if they’d been summoned by the same silent call.The speaker crackled.

Silence.

Then a voice.

Low. Calm. Familiar.

“One at a time, boys.”

The lock clicked.

The door opened.


Chapter Six: Becoming


The apartment is hush and lamplight — the kind that thickens, like velvet curtains being drawn across the city. Something has changed—changed utterly—though no one admits it aloud.
Mark feels it first: the faint pinch of a seam sliding up the inside of his thigh, the way a hidden zipper seems to tighten on its own, nudging his spine straighter, coaxing his shoulders back. The fabric hugs him with impossible precision, moulding rib-cage, hip, and waist into a single, smooth line.
Dylan’s awareness arrives by sound. A small creak of leather escorts each breath—softer than a sigh, lower than a purr. He shifts his weight and hears it again: the supple fold of a boot where calf meets knee, the secret whisper of a stiletto heel adjusting its claim on the floorboards.
Jay notices scent. An unfamiliar note of cheap musk and lipstick wax drifts beneath the lamplight: warm, sweet, vaguely dangerous, like perfume left to age in a crushed velvet purse. It settles on his skin; it belongs to him now.
None of them speaks. None needs to. A pulse of intuition passes among them—silent, electric, more intimate than any confession.




One


Mark moves first. A single step: heel–toe, confident—but it isn’t Mark’s confidence. His hips fall into an elegant slant, one hand resting on the curve newly carved at his waist. The other hand grazes a zipper hidden by pink weave. He feels the resisting tug of metal teeth, the gentle release of tension, the breath of cool air on moist skin as the neckline eases open an inch, then two. Not modest, not brazen—just perfectly, knowingly undone.




Two


Dylan mirrors without meaning to. His chin tilts, bringing a lock of hair—blonde, soft, impossible—forward against his cheek. It smells of aerosol and faint cigarette smoke. He inhales, and the aroma welds to his exhale, as though his lungs have always carried it. His hands, freshly manicured by some unseen grace, slide down his flanks—palms meeting smooth denim stretched tight over abdomen and hip, slipping into the shallow dip of a pocket that wasn’t a pocket a moment ago.
A small shiver: he realises the fabric buffers his heartbeat, echoing it back. His pulse isn’t racing; it is purring.




Three


Jay remains still—at first. But his eyes are not. They roam the room, drinking everything at once: Mark’s slight sway, Dylan’s gentle preen, the shimmer of lamplight sliding across blush-tinted threads that hug shoulders and thighs. He becomes acutely aware of a new centre of gravity—higher, more forward, as though each vertebra has clipped into a different chassis.He licks his lips and tastes strawberry balm he does not recall applying. He parts them, fascinated by the unseen gloss stretching between lower lip and teeth. Without decision, he lifts a hand and presses two fingers just beneath the fold of his collarbone, tracing the downward V where the zip now rests open. Flesh yields; denim resists. The pressure is strangely thrilling—like pushing a fingertip against softened wax.




Collective


All three pause in the centre of the room, close enough for perfume and breath to mingle, far enough for each to admire the others’ silhouettes. In the hush, the boots begin a slow, unconscious choreography—weight rolls from heel to toe, hips rock, a knee bends, fabric pulls, leather sighs. They do not dance, but they drift into alignment, a trifocal reflection of the same unmistakable stance: one hip angled, chin lifted, shoulders elastic and bold.
A shimmer of pink light seems to gather around them—or perhaps it’s just the lamp flaring briefly, as if enjoying the sight.
A minute passes, or an hour; in such rooms, time forgets itself.
The phone rang
The red light blinked.
 
Line 2 this time.
They speak in that perfect, three-part harmony:
“Venus After Dark.”
 
“This is Claudia.”
 
“Talk to me.”
A beat of charged silence follows—then a male voice slips through the crackling line, tentative and rough with need:
“Claudia… are you wearing the outfit?”
Pink denim brushes ribcage as three identical chests rise.
 
Leather creaks under shifting weight—three boots adjusting, claiming the floor.
A zipper murmurs half an inch downward, baring the faint heat of skin.
None of them answers.
 
The smile that spreads across three mouths is answer enough.



Epilogue




The apartment stayed quiet long after the line went dead. Cigarette smoke curled lazily toward the ceiling, though no ashtray sat beneath it. Three pairs of boots rested against the floorboards, their weight indistinguishable from the silence itself.

When morning broke, it did not arrive through the window. It arrived in the telephone’s plastic shell — a faint hum, like a body still warm long after the pulse has gone. The cord stretched across the room, slack yet heavy, as though something else still gripped it on the other end.

Dylan tried to speak first, but the sound that left his mouth was not his own. Mark placed a hand on the window frame, watching the city below for signs of ordinary life, and saw only reflections: three versions of the same blonde figure staring back at him, each with the same amused tilt of the head. Jay reached for the gin glass and found it full again, the ice unmelted, the lipstick print on its rim freshly made.

They didn’t question it. Couldn’t.

Instead, they waited — because waiting was part of it now. Waiting for the ring, for the voice, for the next man to stumble into the same current they had stepped into. They weren’t callers anymore. They weren’t listeners. They were something else entirely.

And somewhere in the tangle of the city’s phone lines, Claudia’s voice lingered, stretched thin but unbroken. Not a woman, not a fantasy, but a signal: unfinished, untraceable, undeniable.

The line would ring again.

It always did.
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