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Chapter 1: The Silence Before

The office was a temple to precision, with its walls of frosted glass, a single black orchid on her desk, and heated floors. The junior colleague standing in front of her (some forgettable boy from the analytics team), shifted his weight between polished shoes that probably cost him a month’s salary. Synnøve let him sweat a moment longer before glancing up, eyebrow arched just enough to make him catch his breath.
“Your report.” Her lacquered nail tapped the folio, sharp as a riding crop. “Adequate.”
The boy vibrated with relief.
Foolish. Never show gratitude for scraps.
“Th-thank you, Ms. Halvik,” he stammered. “I stayed late to—“
“To meet baseline expectations?” Her glacial eyes dissolved his smile. She leaned back, crossing her legs so her pencil skirt’s slit revealed  more of her dark silk stocking. His gaze darted down before snapping up. Predictable as a pendulum.
“Has anyone warned you about confusing effort with excellence?” She watched his sweaty forehead with fascination. When his mouth opened, she sighed impatiently and spun toward the window.
The city sprawled beneath her like a conquered kingdom. He should be on his knees for the privilege of breathing my air. “Leave the revised projections by five, Ethan.” She let the name hang between them, watching his reflected face twitch at the wrong guess.
“It’s—“
“Irrelevant,” she finished for him.
He fumbled with the folio, and his retreating footsteps lacked the crisp cadence of someone who belonged here. They were too hesitant. No spine. No fire. Syn didn’t turn around until the latch clicked shut.
Her intercom buzzed. “Ms. Halvik,” her assistant murmured, “Mr. Laurent is on line two for you.”
She sucked air through her front teeth slowly before answering.
“Tell him I’ll call back.”
The afternoon sun glinted off her sterling silver letter opener. Syn spun the tool between her fingers, considering whether to carve another notch into the leather of her desk.
* * *
Diffused city lights spread through Synnøve’s penthouse as she poured three fingers of scotch into a crystal tumbler. Silk pajamas slid cool against her skin, a stark contrast to the day’s tension knotting her shoulders. The boy’s face when he thought I gave him a compliment… deliciously pathetic. She smirked, leaning against her kitchen countertop. Her phone glowed in her palm as she scrolled.
Screenshots and old messages scrolled past, each text a tribute from former conquests. A tech CEO begging for another night. An opera singer’s screaming capitals: UNRAVEL ME AGAIN. And there was Dylane Rafe. Gray eyes tangled in memories alongside a brutal message: Admit it, Syn. You miss us. Her pulse skittered, resentment and pride fighting.
The air thickened suddenly, ozone coating her nostrils like crushed batteries. The glass slipped from her hand, splashing on tiles.
Her fridge emitted a labored groan before the kitchen lights flickered violently, streaking her vision. The windows swam. Breathing stopped. Ribs seized up. What is—
Cold slid under the silk along her spine: a finger tracing vertebrae without touching skin.
Everything vanished as darkness devoured her gasp.




Chapter 2: The Chamber

First, she noticed the absence of weight. Then came the realization that she couldn’t move.
Syn’s eyes snapped open to a ceiling that pulsed with soft, colored lights. Veins of pale blue and green threaded through translucent walls like an exposed circulatory system. The surface beneath her felt smooth as polished stone but radiated warmth that seeped into her bare skin.
Naked.
Nothing but her own vulnerable flesh pressed against whatever strange material supported her body. She tried to sit up, but her muscles refused to respond.
Sleep paralysis. Has to be sleep paralysis.
The chamber stretched beyond her peripheral vision, seamless walls curving seemingly forever. No seams or joints. The light patterns shifted lazily, a sharp contrast to her own rapid heartbeat.
This isn’t real. Can’t be real.
A low vibration hummed through the platform. She felt it rather than heard it. It was in her teeth, her spine, her eyebrows. She tried again to move, to scream, to do anything that might prove she still controlled her own body.
Nothing.
Fuck!
Without warning, her mind exploded with sensation.
Syn’s vision shattered, the glowing chamber replaced by a stark memory. She’d been dragged back to a humid summer night in a stranger’s loft. Her body stayed trapped, submerged in the past: cologne, rough brick, distant traffic.
She stood in the loft, 5’9” of menace in all black. Her ponytail swayed as she sized up her date as lean and nervous. His hesitant smile betrayed inexperience. He’d offered “drinks,” but she’d chosen him for his uncertainty. Easy prey.
“You’re even more striking in person,” he managed, his voice catching as he gestured to a bottle of cheap merlot on the countertop. His apartment was cluttered with mismatched furniture, books stacked haphazardly, a sloppy contrast to her sterile, curated life.
Syn didn’t smile. “Pour me a glass. Don’t spill.” His trembling hands obeyed, eyes flicking to her lips before darting away. Power surged through her as she perched on his couch gracefully. Her skirt rode up, revealing a flash of dark red lace. Drives them wild every time.
He handed her the glass, careful not to brush her fingers. “So, uh, what do you do? I mean, you mentioned PR, but…”
“Details bore me.” She sipped the wine, letting the bitter tang linger on her tongue before setting the glass down with a deliberate clink. “What I do is win. What you do is follow instructions. Can you manage that?”
He swallowed hard, nodding too quickly. “Yeah. Yeah, of course.”
“Good.” Syn leaned forward, her bright blue eyes pinning him in place. “Take off your shirt. Slowly.”
He complied quickly, fumbling with buttons, cheeks flushing under her stare. As his shirt fell open, she felt that familiar thrill of domination. She stood, closing the distance, her heels giving her an inch over his height. Her fingers traced his collarbone. He shivered, and she hummed approvingly.
“Kneel,” she ordered, voice like a blade, and he dropped to the floor without any debate, gazing up at her with a mix of awe and apprehension. She towered over him, one hand tilting his chin up. “You want to please me, don’t you?”
“Yes,” he whispered, barely audible, his pupils blown wide.
“Don’t speak unless ordered.” She stepped back, savoring his ragged breath as control flooded her veins. Yet beneath the thrill lurked a forbidden thought: what if he resisted? If he pinned her against the wall, took what he wanted? The image sent her pulse racing, a secret hunger she’d never admit.
No. I’m in charge. Always.
She shoved the thought down, focusing on the man’s compliance as she directed him with clipped commands: to kiss the inside of her wrist, to unbutton her blazer, to stay on his knees until she decided otherwise. Each act of submission fed her dominance, but that buried desire gnawed at the edges of her control, a splinter she couldn’t quite extract. He won’t. He’s too weak. But what if he did…
The memory continued unedited: straddling him on the couch, grinding to torment him while keeping her pleasure a secret. She’d whispered cutting remarks about his desperation, watched him unravel, then left him half-dressed and dazed without a backward glance. Another victory.
Syn’s body remained immobile in the chamber, but her mind reeled as the memory faded. The glowing veins in the walls pulsed faster now, synchronized with her racing heart. That hidden wish, the one she’d barely admitted to herself, had been laid bare.
Then came a sense of pressure, a probing presence slithering through her thoughts like the shadow of a snake. It wasn’t just observing. It was learning. Cataloging. Whatever had trapped her had seen her secret, and now it lingered there, turning the concept over like a collector inspecting a rare artifact.
Get out of my head! she screamed internally, but her body stayed frozen, her lips sealed shut by whatever force held her.




Chapter 3: The Observer

What are you? The question formed in her thoughts, but the voice wasn’t hers. No voice at all, really. Just knowing, understanding that bypassed language entirely.
Let me go! She tried to project the thought with the same commanding tone that made junior executives scramble.
The presence shifted deeper, probing. A memory began to surface. A college dorm room. Thin walls and even cheaper furniture. Her nineteen-year-old self pressed against a narrow bed while Professor Davies’ hands explored territory they had no right to. The shame had burned as hot as the arousal then, but she wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of knowing her real feelings.
Syn’s thoughts shuddered as the warm surface beneath her seemed to ripple, adjusting to her form. The glowing chamber pulsed brightly and quickly, displaying the racing of her heart.
There was a faint pressure circling her ankle, feather-light and teasing. It was a slow, undulating caress that made her breath catch through tight nostrils. The presence inside her mind was still rifling through the memory of the professor exploring her body.
A new touch flickered against her waist. Something smooth and warm, reshaping itself as it traveled. It became suspiciously like fingers just as the memory replayed Professor Davies’ calloused grip cinching her wrists above her head.
Disgust.
Arousal.
Shame.
Syn gritted her teeth as the… thing catalogued each present-day reaction, comparing them with her younger self’s heaving desire.
Another tendril curled around her calf, mimicking the muscle memory of the professor’s tongue: slow, wet strokes that made her thigh twitch.
The sensation was unbearable. Too precise. Too good.
Above her, the chamber’s light fractured into shifting hues: murky violet, then ghostly pink, as the thing testing her skin began experimenting with temperatures and textures. One tendril became itchy where it slid along her ribs, pausing to replicate the rasp of stubble against her softness.
It was inside her and outside her, dissecting her past while creating memories she’d never forget.
A scent hit her with perfect fidelity: stale cologne mixed with coffee. Her nipples hardened further as faux-hands traced the same paths taken a decade ago. The tentacle thing observed every response, each flutter of her pulse, each involuntary clench of muscles she couldn’t control.
Why does the fear enhance the pleasure? The question arrived with clinical detachment, as if she were a specimen under examination.
It doesn’t! But even as she tried to lie, something shifted.
Her dorm room de-materialized and re-materialized around her with sickening clarity: the scratchy comforter beneath her bare thighs, the scent of lecture halls clinging to Professor Davies’ tweed jacket. His fingers yanked her panties down with rougher impatience than she remembered.
Wait, no… he didn’t—
Her captor’s curiosity pulsed through her skull, pressing into synapses like malware. It rewound the memory.
This time, the professor didn’t just push her onto the bed. He dragged her wrists behind her back, his knee quickly inserted between her thighs to keep her available.
Above her, the chamber walls shivered. A thick, waving tendril split into several fine filaments that skated along Syn’s outstretched arms, mimicking the professor’s imagined grip. The filaments vibrated, testing frequencies, sensing which rhythm would wring the strongest reaction from her muscles.
Stop changing what happened…. Her protest was weak even in her own head.
The monster replayed the memory again. Now Professor Davies palmed her between her legs through her jeans until the denim darkened with wetness, his voice low and mocking how badly she obviously “wanted this.”
Something warm curled around Syn’s calf, sliding higher as the distorted memory played. This thing in her head was refining her past based on the way her pussy swelled and opened when it intensified the humiliation.
Another rewrite. The bed vanished. In this version, Davies positioned her face-first against the room’s thin wall, his hand fisted in her hair, her cheek pressed to peeling paint. “Say thank you,” he growled, and the presence in her head pulsed approval as Syn’s hips jerked involuntarily.
I can move!
But the relief at this realization was brief, as the tentacles thickened, sliding against her hips in time with the memory’s rhythm. Whatever had trapped her was learning faster than she could keep up.
The professor’s voice slithered in a memory that seemed as real as any other. Realer, perhaps. “You’re going to beg for it next time. Right in front of everyone.”
Her nipples hardened despite herself. The thing in her mind pulsed again, triumphant, and this time the memory didn’t fade. It looped—Davies’ belt buckle clicking open, the sting of his teeth on her shoulder—while the tendrils shadowed every movement, amplifying each sensation.
The dorm room dissolved, but the “professor’s hands” didn’t vanish. His grip tightened around her wrists as the tendrils pinned her down, his voice merging with the presence in her skull. 
“You like this. You crave it. You need a man to treat you like this.”
Syn’s stomach flipped. No, she tried to rasp, but her mouth wouldn’t form the word. Parts of her were drowning under the relentless, addictive pleasure spreading through her body.
A phantom hand fisted in her hair, yanking her head back as molten heat dragged along her collarbone. 
Her back bowed. 
Fuck.




Chapter 4: Control Breakdown

The tendrils recoiled, leaving Syn in silence. She stared at the glowing ceiling, steadying her breath.
Think of the board meeting tomorrow. Think of spreadsheets. Think of anything except—
The alien’s focus (she had decided it must be an alien) sharpened. Pressure built as it dug deeper into her mind.
“Looking for better material? Good luck.” Her laugh cracked.
Sandalwood and studio lights flooded her senses. Marcus. Suddenly she was back in her office months ago, watching him adjust his camera.
No, not this one.
She’d mocked his work ruthlessly—his portfolio, technique, even his clothes—watching him redden as she made him reshoot the same headshot seventeen times. Blouse gaping, she leaned in. “Find another profession. This one requires actual talent.” 
That night, tangled in silk sheets, her fingers worked between her thighs as she imagined Marcus pushing her down, gripping her hair. “Not so high and mighty now,” fantasy-Marcus snarled while she arched into her own touch.
The chamber hummed with interest as tendrils traced her thighs. “Stop,” Syn breathed, contradicting her own memory.
Memory-Syn writhed on her bed, three fingers deep inside herself. “Stupid teasing bitch,” she whispered, adopting Marcus’s voice in her fantasy. “Walking around the office like you own everyone. You’re just a hole that needs a proper pounding.”
The alien’s focus intensified, mimicking her bedsheets and the chill that hardened her nipples, rendering even the distant traffic and slick sounds with eerie precision.
“Proves nothing,” Syn gasped as tendrils teased her thighs. “Everyone fantasizes.”
But the memory continued relentlessly. Her past self arched off the bed, pinching her nipple with her free hand. “Worthless… dumb… whore,” she’d whispered, and the orgasm had crashed through her, violent and sudden.
The tentacles recreated the remembered pleasure—pressure, rhythm, teasing—but didn’t penetrate.
“Pathetic,” she snapped, voice breaking.
Then the alien intensified everything, each sensation from that night magnified tenfold: “Marcus’” imagined weight and strength, her shameful arousal, the unbearable fucking hot misogyny.
I won’t give in. I won’t—
But her body betrayed her. Her hips strained upward, seeking contact that the alien deliberately withheld. The tentacles continued their maddening dance across her skin, never quite touching where she needed it most. The creature had learned the cruelest lesson from her own memories: denial.
“Please,” she heard herself whisper, then bit her lip bloody.
The memory looped again. Marcus’s imagined voice in her ear: “Beg for it, you desperate cunt.” Her past self had obeyed, whimpering pleas to an empty room. Now, Syn fought against echoing those same words.
The tentacles suddenly stilled. Waiting. Expectant.
“Fuck you,” she spat.
The tendrils withdrew, leaving Syn flushed and trembling. Her past self was frozen, muscles taut with denied release. How? Her present body burned in sympathy, hips twitching, nipples tight, arousal thick in the air. The alien’s demand pulsed through her: surrender or suffer.
She clenched her jaw, counting agonizing seconds—five, six—pride battling her body’s animal need.
Silence stretched.
Then her will shattered.
“Please,” she whispered, hatred burning in her chest. “Please let me come.”
The memory surged forward. The tentacles resumed, wrapping around her thighs, stroking her breasts, finding every sensitive spot she’d ever touched herself. Memory, fantasy and reality merged: Marcus’s cruel words, her own fingers, the alien’s possessive exploration.
Climax washed over her like a breaking fever. Her body convulsed, back arching off the smooth surface, failing to stifle a scream. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her, impossibly intense, impossibly long. The alien held her in that state of release, stretching seconds into eternities until tears streamed from the corners of her eyes.
When it finally released her, Syn collapsed back against the chamber floor, chest heaving. Her limbs felt leaden, her mind foggy with euphoria. Something chemical flooded her system—dopamine, endorphins, substances she couldn’t name—leaving her limp and docile.
She could move. Maybe. If she tried hard enough.
Maybe later.
The presence hovered.
This is what you wanted all along, she realized with sickening clarity. Not just to make me come. To make me need it.
Both her body and mind had betrayed her. The perfectionist, the controller, the woman who never begged, reduced to pleading with an alien entity for sexual release.
The chamber grew warm around her, almost comforting. A reward for her submission. The alien’s attention receded slightly, giving her space to breathe, to process her humiliation. She knew it would return. And next time, it would demand more.




Chapter 5: The Exposed Mind

As she awoke, the texture beneath her shifted: warm cracked vinyl pressing against her bare back instead of the chamber’s smooth surface. A couch. A cheap, sticky frat house couch. The memory unfolded: flickering lamplight, the distant throb of vapid pop music, the metallic click of a belt unbuckling. 
Her breath came faster. 
A hand—no, a tentacle mimicking a hand—brushed her thigh. The touch mirrored the exact weight of rough fingers she remembered. Her pulse thundered in her ears.
Don’t think about it. Don’t acknowledge it.
But her body remembered. Moisture renewed between her legs.
God damn it.
A voice, low and lazy, chuckled near her ear. “Look at her. Already wet.”
A second man pressed against her other side, breath hot on her neck. “Tell us you want it, honey.”
The alien didn’t care about accuracy. A fingertip-tentacle traced her lower lip. “Say it.”
Her heartbeat stumbled.
This isn’t real. This isn’t what happened… is it?
Why did it feel so familiar?
“Say you want it,” the voice urged again.
Synnøve squeezed her eyes shut. 
The tentacle at her lips slid into her mouth. It didn’t choke her. Didn’t thrust. Just rested heavily on her tongue, taunting.
Did I open my mouth back then? Did I—? 
Her thoughts scattered as a second touch glided up her inner thigh. 
No. No, they didn’t tease like this. They just— 
The tentacles knew better than she did. They moved with the confidence of something that had watched this memory a thousand times, studied every micro-expression, every heavy breath. They tugged her legs apart, exposing her completely. 
A deep voice laughed. “Look at that. Pretty little cunt’s begging for it.”
Her hips jerked. 
They… they never called me…
Shame flooded her face even as her cunt clenched around nothing. She hated words like that. Hated them. But her body trembled with renewed hunger, regardless.
The tentacles kept up, saying, “You like that, princess? Like being our little fucktoy?”
Her tongue started to explore the tentacle in her mouth. It was almost automatic.
This isn’t real.
But the sensations were. The press of skin against hers. The fingers in her mouth. The hands repositioning her hips.
A tentacle dragged through her slick folds and she shuddered violently. The tip circled her clit, leisurely, as if it had all the time in the world.
One of the memory-men chuckled. Synnøve’s breath shattered. 
The tentacle pressed harder, vibrating faintly, mimicking the coarse friction of fingers she’d used on herself later, alone in her dorm room, replaying the humiliation, coming in wave after desperate wave.
Her stomach coiled tight. Her thighs shook. Her back arched. The pleasure tightened like a noose.
Another voice—her own, but high and breathy—whispered, “Please. I want it.”
No no no I didn’t say that…
The tentacles rewarded the confession with a pulse of pressure that sent fire licking up her spine. Tears pricked her eyes. 
“Good girl.” The praise dripped with condescension. 
Tears came faster as she witnessed how her cunt fluttered, how her nipples pebbled, how every cell in her body sang more, more, more.
The tentacle at her clit sped up, relentless. It didn’t let her hide. Didn’t let her dissociate. She felt every stroke, every cruel twist, every filthy word whispered into her ear like a brand. 
“You take it so well.”
“Such a pretty little whore.”
“Gonna remember this pussy forever.”
She shook her head wildly, but her hips jerked in tiny, frantic circles, chasing the friction.
The tentacle didn’t bother with finesse. It stretched her open like the rough, impatient men from that night, shoving in without pause. Synnøve’s fingers clawed at empty air, her body arching against the intrusion.
A groan was torn from her throat, brutal and unrelenting.
But the alien didn’t stop. It fed her the sensation of callous hands gripping her hips, of hot, drunken breath against her neck. A second tentacle brushed her lips, smearing what tasted like sweet pre-cum across her mouth before finding its way inside.
I didn’t—they didn’t—
Her thoughts splintered as the tentacle in her cunt pumped shallowly, just like she remembered, just like the messy rutting of a careless partner. But the alien enhanced it: amplified the pleasure, the stretch, the way her body clenched around nothing when they pulled out too fast. 
“Fuck, she’s tight,” one of the phantom voices grunted, rough fingers digging into her thighs.
Synnøve whimpered. 
A tentacle at her asshole pressed in without warning, a slick, taunting intrusion that made her entire body jolt. 
“Look at her pushing back,” another voice sneered. “Slut’s begging for more.”
The words seeped into her skin, poisoned her resistance. A third tentacle curled around her nipple, rolling the stiff peak between gelatinous ridges before twisting.
“You like that, don’t you?” the voice murmured, lips brushing her ear. “Bet you get off on being used. Bet you dream about it.” 
Her cunt clenched around the thrusting tentacle, hot and tight. The shame coiled in her stomach, molten. 
Did I? Did I get off on it? Did I fantasize about—
A fourth tendril scraped up her inner thigh before settling over her clit, pressing just hard enough to make her toes curl. 
“Gonna make you come,” the voice promised, thick with amusement. “Gonna make you scream while we fuck you like a cheap toy.” 
Their pace turned erratic, just like she remembered from that night, just like the selfish rhythm of someone who didn’t care if she finished. The thrusts were shallow, hurried, barely enough to stoke the fire before pulling back. 
But the alien didn’t let her escape. It changed the memory, made it better… dirtier. The tentacle at her clit didn’t stop. It pulsed in slow circles, dragging her toward the edge even as the one inside her was frustrating her.
“Look at her,” one of the voices taunted. “She’s dripping.”
Synnøve’s breath hitched. 
No. No, I wouldn’t. I wouldn’t— 
But the tentacle at her clit flicked faster, matching the rhythm of the one fucking her cunt. 
“Say it.” The command was a hot whisper against her ear. “Say ‘I’m a slut.’” 
Her stomach tightened. Her thighs trembled. 
Never.

The tentacle in her ass pushed deeper, curling in a way that sent sparks skittering up her spine. 
“Say it.” 
She bit down on the thickness in her mouth, refusing. 
The phantom hands tightened on her hips, nails digging in. “Say it, or we’ll stop. We’ll leave you like this. Edging. Empty.” 
A whimper escaped her. 
The thrusts slowed—agonizing, teasing. 
No… don’t stop…

But the alien waited, patient, cruel. 
“Say it.” 
Her vision blurred. Her body burned. 
And then— 
“I’m a slut.” The words tumbled out, broken. 
The tentacles rewarded her with a punishingly hard thrust, finally giving her the friction she craved. Pleasure ripped through her, sharp and overwhelming. 
“Louder.” 
Her back arched. “I’m a slut!” 
The voices growled in approval. The tentacle at her clit pulsed faster. The one in her cunt slammed home. The one in her ass curled just right— 
Pleasure crashed over her, so violent she screamed. Her vision whited out. Her whole body convulsed, wracked with pulses of pleasure so intense they bordered on pain. Tears streamed down her face even as her cunt clenched.
The voices laughed. 
“Knew she’d break.”

“Look at her. Pathetic.” 
She sobbed through the aftershocks, chest heaving. She wanted to deny it. Wanted to scream that none of this was real. 
But her body knew the truth. 
When the tentacles finally slowed, leaving her limp and shaking, Synnøve barely recognized her own voice. Quiet. Broken. 
“Why does it feel so good when I hate it?”




Chapter 6: Dylan Tracks the Signal

The equipment readings spiked, electromagnetic interference crackling through Dylane Rafe’s monitors. He adjusted his glasses, squinting at the display. The signal had strengthened for three hours, pulling him deeper into the Nevada desert.
“What the hell are you?” he muttered.
The anomaly defied classification—frequency patterns resembling neural oscillations, like amplified brainwaves broadcast across desert. Impossible.
Dylane killed the engine, stepped into scorching heat. The scanner buzzed, needle jumping toward red as he moved forward.
The pitch climbed higher. Dylane crested a rise and froze.
A weathered metal structure jutted from desert sand—abandoned military, Cold War era. Electromagnetic readings spiked as Dylane circled it. His scanner screeched.
A completely inappropriate memory surfaced unbidden: his ex-girlfriend Synnøve, naked in his cramped apartment, her bright blonde hair fanned across a pillow as she traced lazy circles on his chest.
“You’re brilliant, Dyl,” she’d whispered, her fingertips dancing lower. “Brilliant and completely obsessed with me.”
He’d laughed then, drunk on sex and her attention. “Am not.”
“You are.” Her blue eyes glittered with mischief as she straddled his hips. “I could ask you to map the neural pathways of every orgasm I have and you’d do it.”
She’d been teasing. He’d done it anyway.
Dylane shook his head—three years later, Synnøve still scrambled his thoughts. He approached blast doors, slightly ajar, metal warm to the touch.
The electromagnetic signal strengthened as he squeezed through. His flashlight revealed a corridor stretching underground. Something hummed in the distance, low-frequency vibrations pulsing through the floor.
As he walked, more memories surfaced.
Synnøve’s laugh echoing through the university’s neuroscience department as she charmed his department head during a faculty mixer. She’d worn a black dress that showed off her ass, her hair pinned elegantly.
“Your girlfriend’s quite something,” Dr. Harrison had told Dylane later. “Beautiful and sharp as a scalpel.”
Dylane had glowed with pride then. Synnøve chose him over tenured professors with better labs and bigger grants. She curled up in his bed every night, whispered secrets against his throat, let him map her pleasure centers with the same dedication he displayed at the lab.
He’d been such an idiot.
The corridor opened into a larger chamber. Dylane’s flashlight swept across banks of outdated computer equipment and monitoring stations. Everything looked dead until he noticed a terminal glowing in the corner.
The image on the screen stopped his heart.
Synnøve.
Synnøve?
Naked. Floating? No, suspended. Her body arched in a curve as translucent tendrils shifted and writhed, touching her in ways that made his mouth go dry.
Her face was a mask of agony and ecstasy, the same expression she’d worn in his bed when he pushed her past her alleged “limits.” When he’d made her beg.
“Jesus Christ.”
Another memory crashed through his shock.
“You’re pathetic,” Synnøve had snarled, standing in his apartment doorway with her suitcase. “Clingy and needy. It makes my skin crawl.”
He’d reached for her suitcase. “Don’t leave. We can fix this.”
“Fix what? Your obsession?” Her blue eyes had turned arctic. “You study me like a lab rat. You want to quantify every sensation, catalogue every response. Do you even see me as human anymore?”
“I love you.”
“You love having something to control.” She’d shaken free of his grip. “Find another test subject, Dyl.”
She’d walked out. The next week, his department head received an anonymous tip about Dylane’s unauthorized experiments with consciousness mapping technology. About how he’d used university equipment to scan his girlfriend’s brain during sex without proper oversight.
The investigation destroyed more than his career. It shattered his reputation, his friendships, his entire sense of self.
Now she was here. Trapped. Suffering.
Being used exactly the way she’d accused him of using her.
Dylane studied the screen, shoving his feelings aside. Inhuman tendrils, with predatory intelligence, responded to her reactions precisely, knowing where to touch. A sick thrill rushed through him, but Synnøve convulsed, tentacles sliding between her legs.
“Hold on,” he whispered to the screen.
He tracked electromagnetic signatures deeper into the facility, recalling nights in his lab, recording her brain’s responses during climax. Now, something else replicated his “science,” making his research seem primitive.
He entered a cathedral of otherworldly technology: bioluminescent walls pulsed patterns, air shimmered. At its core, Synnøve hung helpless among translucent appendages, eyes closed, body slack. Tentacles caressed her, teased her, filled her. Her back arched, lips parted in silent gasps. She seemed unaware.
Dylane pressed his palm to the transparent barrier.
“Syn,” he whispered.
Her eyes snapped open. For a moment, confusion clouded her icy blue gaze. Then recognition dawned.
Her mouth moved, forming words he couldn’t hear through the barrier. But he could read her lips well enough.
“Get me out.”




Chapter 7: First Contact Again

Dylane’s palm touched the barrier. I was spongy and warm, like skin. Syn pressed herself toward him with an expression so vulnerable that it twisted his gut.
“Please,” she breathed, the sound clear now, small and shaky. “Dyl, get me out. I need you. Please.”
One nipple flattened against the membrane, and her tongue touched the inside of the transparent wall. The sight went straight to his groin. He jerked his hand back.
A sudden flash in his mind made him groan: Syn on her back in that floating bed of tentacles, limbs bound, thighs forced wide. A thick tendril sliding inside her, another teasing her clit. She was moaning his name, “Dylane, ah, Dylane—please make me come, please—” Her hips rocked, pussy clenching around alien flesh that glowed bright with her arousal.
Another vision layered over that one: Syn bent forward, breasts swaying, mouth open in wordless cries as translucent coils took her from both ends. Saliva dripped from her chin while her tongue savored the intrusion.
Pheromones hit the air on his side of the barrier, thick and warm as summer honey. His cock hardened so fast it ached against his zipper. He was being shown every sigh and convulsion recorded straight from her nervous system. He felt the slippery drag on her walls, the stretch, the pulse of satisfying fullness.
“I’m right here,” he said, voice hoarse. Was he reassuring her, or himself?
“Dylane.” Her voice came out breathy, higher than usual. The alien presence pulsed around her, tentacles loosening just enough to let her press forward. “I’ve been here for… I don’t know how long. Days? It keeps… it keeps making me…” She couldn’t finish the sentence. Redness bloomed across her chest and face.
“Syn, what did it do to you?”
Another wave of projected memories crashed over them both. Synnøve naked and writhing on Dylane’s research table, machines monitoring her vital signs while he brought her to climax. But now the alien played back what the sensors hadn’t recorded: her internal monologue, her desperate silent pleas for him to stop being so careful, to just take what he wanted from her.
Dylane’s breathing became ragged. “Syn…”
“Please,” she pressed both palms flat against the barrier, her body trembling. “I know I hurt you. I know I destroyed everything good between us. But please don’t leave me here.”
She met his eyes through the glass, her gaze swimming with tears and frantic honesty.
“When it touches me, I feel like the woman I never let myself be. Helpless. Owned. Free.”
The alien pulsed with satisfaction, feeding additional sensory data directly into both their minds. The phantom sensation of tentacles sliding between Synnøve’s legs, the taste of her arousal, the sound of her broken moans echoing through Dylane’s consciousness.
“How do I know this is real?” he whispered. “How do I know it’s not just manipulating both of us?”
Synnøve’s laugh came out bitter and raw. “Because I’m telling you the truth for the first time in my life. I’m telling you that I loved the way you studied me, the way you made me into your perfect specimen. I loved being your experiment.”
A tentacle brushed her inner thigh, and her whole body shuddered.
“And I love this too. God help me, Dylane. I love being broken. Please help.”




Chapter 8: The Temptation

The transparent barrier dissolved without a sound. Syn rolled out onto her hands and knees as the tentacles retracted, leaving her suddenly, terrifyingly free. She stayed there, trembling, strands of blonde hair sticking to her forehead.
Dylane took a single step forward. His hands flexed at his sides.
Synnøve found herself pressing her forehead to the warm surface beneath her, shoulders rounding in submission.
That’s better.
“Syn, get up,” Dylane said. His voice cracked in the middle.
She lifted her head just enough to peer up at him through her lashes. Sweat dripped down between her breasts. “I can’t.”
“Why? Let’s get out of here.”
Because I don’t deserve to stand. This is where I belong now. The truth was an acid dissolving her pride. What came out was softer. “It showed me… things.”
Aromas hit them both simultaneously: bourbon, the musk of their tangled sheets after long nights of “research”, the candles he’d light while collecting data.
Dylane’s breath stuttered. He swayed forward before catching himself. The pheromone cocktail did exactly what the alien intended: it dragged him under the same current of lust and memory she was drowning in.
A blink. Then the vision took them both.
Synnøve in their old apartment, kneeling just as she was now, wearing nothing but her unshakeable smirk. Except in this vision, her chin tipped up defiantly while she whispered filth about herself—slut, whore, bimbo, brainless fucktoy—words she’d slapped out of other men’s mouths without hesitation. 
Past Dylane’s reaction was instant. He was on her in three strides, fingers digging into her jaw. “What the fuck was that? What are you doing?” 
The vision shimmered. Reality blurred at the edges. For a moment, she was both here in the alien chamber and there in the past, feeling the phantom ache of his grip, the way her pulse had fluttered under his thumb.
“I made you angry with me,” she murmured. “On purpose.” Her tongue darted out to wet her lips. His grip tightened reflexively. Yes. Like that… exactly like that. “I wanted you to snap. I wanted… ugh.”
“Wanted what?” he demanded. 
Wanted you to ruin me. 
The confession lodged in her throat. Instead, her eyes flicked down to where his free hand hovered near his belt. The movement was barely conscious, but he caught it.
A choked sound escaped him. The alien presence pulsed around them, thick with anticipation. 
She saw the exact moment his resistance shattered. His fingers moved to his belt buckle with deliberate slowness, waiting for her to say no, or to laugh in his face, or simply sneer.
Synnøve’s breath left her in a rush. This can’t be real. It’s just another test. But her body didn’t care. Her thighs pressed together, the slick heat between them undeniable. The scent of their shared history filled her lungs, making every inhale dizzying. 
Dylane undid the buckle. 
Metal rattled as he pulled the belt free with one sharp motion. 
“Tell me why,” he said, low and dangerous. The leather whispered through his fingers. “Why you’d rather play games than just ask for what you want.” 
Because I was scared. The realization burned. Because the only thing worse than being controlled was admitting you needed it. Her lower lip trembled.
Dylane’s free hand tangled in her hair, yanking her head back just shy of painful. “Just tell me.” 
The alien presence watched, waited, drinking in every twitch of her muscles, every shaky exhale.
Syn closed her eyes. 
“Make me pay,” she whispered. 
He folded his belt. He raised it above his head.




Chapter 9: Shared Use

Syn barely had time to register the alien’s warmth behind her before slick, heated coils slithered around her wrists, pulling them behind her back with slow, deliberate strength. Another looped around her waist, lifting her until her knees hovered just off the ground, thighs forced apart. The restraint was effortless, inescapable. Just how I like it. 
That thought—her
private thought—echoed through the chamber, amplified by the creature’s psychic projection. Dylane’s mouth twitched, darkened. He exhaled through his nose, grip tightening in her hair.
“Of course you like it,” he murmured. 
No, no, no. You’re cheating.
The alien ignored her. Instead, a rush of memory surged through the air, vivid as perfume. Synnøve in a dim office, the leather chair creaking as she knelt between a professor’s legs, the salt-bitter taste of his cock on her tongue, the whispered praise that made her stomach clench with something between shame and vicious pride.
Dylane groaned, low in his throat.
Any oily warm probe brushed between Synnøve’s thighs. She jolted, stifling a whimper. The tentacles played her like an instrument, sliding over her clit in teasing circles while another traced the underside of her breast, swirling around her nipple until it tightened almost painfully. Pleasure crackled up her spine.
“You wanted this,” Dylane said, dragging the flat of the belt down her chest.
I did. I do.
Her confession was broadcast through the room.
His eyes flared. She’d never seen his face so raw, stripped of scientific detachment. Bending over, his thumb traced her bottom lip.
“Open.”
The command sent a shudder through her. She obeyed, and he pushed two fingers deep, making her gag just to see the tears bead in her eyes. His other hand worked his zipper down, just far enough to free himself. Thick. Hard. Throbbing with the frustration he’d carried for years.
He still wants me.
The lights pulsed, resonating with the thought. The tentacles pulled and pushed, coaxing her onto her hands and knees, presenting her vulnerable pussy as a gift.
His thrust was brutal, filling her in one snap of his hips. Syn cried out, body arching, the stretch burning in the best way. He didn’t pause, didn’t give her time to adjust, just set a ruthless pace, slamming into her until her breath came in desperate gasps.
The tentacles worked in tandem with him, rolling her nipples while another snaked down to toy with her clit, matching the rhythm of Dylane’s thrusts. Syn writhed, impaled, mind splintering under the onslaught. 
“Harder.”
Dylane obliged, gripping her hips hard as he fucked into her, punishing her for the years he lost. The alien fed him her thoughts, her memories, every secret fantasy she’d replayed in the dark. A lecture hall bathroom stall. A whispered command from a man twice her age. The way she’d rubbed herself raw afterward, wanting it all, but too scared to go get it.
Dylane growled, fucking her harder. “Of course you like it like this. Dirty girl.”
She was gasping, intoxicated by her own degradation. The creature’s tendrils pulsed in approval, winding around her, tugging her hair taut until her scalp tingled deliciously. The pleasure built too fast, cresting with dizzying intensity that threatened to overwhelm her.
“Don’t… oh fuck…” Her voice broke, high and feminine in a way she’d never allow in the boardroom. “Don’t let me come yet… pleeease…”
Dylane smirked, his eyes darkening as he deliberately slowed, pulling out almost completely, letting her feel every ridge, every vein, before thrusting back in hard enough to wring a choked sob from her throat. His stubbled jaw tightened with restraint as he leaned close, breath hot against her ear.
“You don’t get to choose that. Not anymore.”
There it was. Ultimate surrender. The knowledge tore out her climax like a live wire from a power pole, electric and unstoppable. She clenched around him, pussy walls grasping wildly, back bowing as the tentacles coaxed her through it, squeezing her nipples with precise pressure, fluttering against her clit with maddening expertise.
Dylane didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, cruel and relentless, his hips snapping against hers with bruising force. Each thrust sent aftershocks rippling through her overstimulated nerves, dragging another peak out of her before she had a chance to recover, or even breathe.
“Dylane!” His name spilled from her lips like an amen. The expensive lipstick she’d applied that morning was as ruined as her composure. “God… I can’t… it’s too… fffuck… don’t stop…”
The alien echoed the filth in her mind back at her: memories of fantasies she’d never confess, of nights spent with her own fingers between her legs, imagining being captured like this while she bit her pillow to keep from crying out.
Dylane’s rhythm faltered, becoming erratic. His breath stuttered. She knew what was coming… recognized the telltale signs in the way his fingers dug into her hips, the rough groan he tried and failed to bite back as his control finally began to slip.
Dylane pulled his cock free with tremendous effort. “Kneel in front of me,” he ordered, and the alien complied, spinning Synnøve on the slick chamber floor. The tendrils released her wrists but coiled possessively around her thighs, ensuring she stayed spread, exposed, utterly at his mercy.
She looked up at him through damp lashes, lips parted. His thick length glistened with her lust, the head flushed a deep red, already twitching with the promise of release. She couldn’t look away.
“Tell me,” he rasped, fingers tightening around himself, stroking slow, deliberate. “Tell me what you are.”
A shiver raced down her spine. She knew what men liked. “Your slut,” she whispered.
“Louder.”
“I’m your dirty, slutty whore.” The words left her lips easily, sticky and sweet, her pulse leaping when his fist jerked faster in response.
“And?”
She arched her back, pressing her tits together, mouth watering at the thought of his cum on her tongue. “I’m the bitch who lied to you, used you, pretended I didn’t care… but I wanted you to break me.”
The slap of skin grew louder, harder. Dylane was forgetting to breathe.
“Wanted you to lose it,” she continued, voice dropping into a moan. “Wanted you to take me like this, making me admit—“
A low groan tore from his chest. “Fuck. Open.”
She obeyed instantly, tipping her head back, lips parting just as his orgasm hit. The first stripe landed heavy on her tongue. She swallowed reflexively, the taste salty, bitter, perfect. The second landed on her eyelid, the third streaking through her smeared lipstick. She didn’t blink. Didn’t flinch. Just kept her mouth open, letting the last few spurts coat her cheeks and lips. 
For a breathless moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing, the slick slide of his fingers swiping through the mess on her face before pushing past her lips. 
“Clean up.”
She suckled his fingers with reverence, tongue working between them, moaning as the alien’s tendrils hugged her tightly.
“He’s perfect,” they both heard her satisfied thought.
Syn slumped in the creature’s grip, unable to hold herself up anymore. Her thighs trembled where they were still spread wide.
Dylane stepped back, watching the slow drip of cum down her chin.
The alien lights pulsed in agreement. Syn smiled. Spent. Ruined. Happy.




Chapter 10: The Study Deepens

Dylane stood over her, arms crossed, watching as the alien’s newest experiment unfolded. A thin tendril circled her throat like a collar, another tickling between her thighs, just enough to make her hips twitch.
“Tell us,” he said in his familiar clinical voice, “what you really fantasized about during board meetings.”
She shivered harder. No more hiding. No more pretending.
“When Mr. Kettering scolded me for budget discrepancies,” she whispered, “I’d sit there smiling like I cared about projections, but all I could think about was him yanking up my skirt and spanking me over the conference table.” Her voice grew bolder, eager. “I wanted him to call me an entitled brat while he did it. Wanted the whole room watching.”
The tentacle at her cunt pushed in shallowly, rewarding the confession.
Dylane smirked. “More. Louder.”
Her back arched sharply as pleasure surged through her. “I-I wanted… haah! To be the stupid one for once… ohhh! The dumb—nngh!—fucktoy they passed around after… hours… ah! Ah! J-Just a warm… ooohhh… hole…” Her words dissolved into shuddering gasps, “Hah! Hah! Hnnnng!” as the tendril inside her curled, drawing out slick, wet sounds that filled the air with every undulating thrust. “F-Too fuckable… aaaah! T-To… fire…” her voice broke into a high, desperate squeal as the sensations overwhelmed her.
The alien pulsed, emitting a scent—old paper, coffee, starch—recreating the exact musk of the boardroom. Synnøve sobbed, arousal dripping down her thighs.
* * *
Synnøve’s thighs were spread wide, anchored by thick coils, every muscle taut as the alien’s nerves fused with hers. 
Don’t fight it. Don’t think. Just feel. 
Dylane circled her, fingers dragging along her ribs as the entity replayed her memories: her first time with a lover who’d sneered “You’re not as smart as you think” before pinning her down. 
She convulsed, the echo of that shame slamming into her like a drug. 
“I love it…” she babbled, voice hitching between moans. “Hah! Ohhh…love being wrong, love being used! Nnngh! Aaah!”
A tentacle flicked over her clit in swirling patterns, drawing slick, wet noises with every pass, synced to the rhythm of degrading names whispered in her mind. “Hah! Hah! Oh god!”
Dylane crouched beside her, gripping her chin. “What else?” 
Her laugh was airy, broken, breathless. “Mmmph! I used to—ah!—touch myself imagining my assistant caught me. That sweet, nervous girl—fuck!—telling me I’d made so many mistakes, that I needed to be—oh! Oh!—corrected…”
The alien sent a reward: a full-body pulse that left her shrieking, gasping, thighs trembling as pleasure wracked her. “Aaaah! Nnnggh! Fuck! Fuck!”
* * *
The chamber walls flushed pink, exhaling the sharp tang of cigar smoke and leather: her father’s study, where she’d once been scolded for insolence.
Synnøve’s stomach clenched. The association was immediate and visceral.
I hate that smell. I love that smell. I need it.
Dylane fucked her slowly from behind, grunting, each thrust punctuated by her breathy moans. “Unngh! T-Tell me what this does to you.”
She drooled around the slick, thick tendril filling her mouth, muffled whimpers escaping. “Makes me small,” she slurred. “Mmmph…m-makes me ashamed.”
“And?” His cock against her g-spot dragged a shuddering gasp from her throat.
She arched with a broken whine. “Hah! Oh—oh god, it makes my cunt throb!”
The alien pulsed the cigar smoke heavier into the air, thicker, dizzying.
“Ahh! Ahh! Nnng!” Wet squelches filled the room between ragged pants.
* * *
Dylane watched dispassionately as the alien suspended her upside down, her spread folds glistening. 
The first strike of the thin, stinging tendril across her inner thighs made her yelp. 
“Count.” 
She gasped. “One… oh, please, sir!”
Another lash. “Two!”
By six, she was gushing, babbling about how she deserved it. 
By ten, she passed out, smiling.




Chapter 11: Collapse

Syn waited on her knees, wrists comfortably restrained behind her with slick, living rope. Her lips moved in a silent loop: free use… fucktoy… cock sleeve… The words tasted right.
A thin tendril traced her ear. She sagged, eyes half lidded. Empty. Happy.
“Thank you for stripping my pride,” she whispered, voice trembling with devotion. “Save me forever, please.”
She was shown a vision: herself, bimbo makeup, prostitute clothing, presenting her dripping cunt to an assembly of phantom outlines, past lovers’ sneers, anonymous boardroom leers.
She inhaled their collective amusement and groaned. “Hnnggh…my holes exist for you.”
One outline stepped close. Without being told, she tilted her hips in offering. “Use your fucktoy,” she babbled, rocking to meet nothing, chasing friction that was not yet granted. “Use it until my thoughts stop.”
A tentacle the width of three fingers slid into her but then stayed motionless. It was a promise, not the gift she wanted. She clenched around it desperately and a sloppy schlick-schlick echoed. “Aah…ahaha…need it… please…nng!”
The alien projected her old boardroom: the polished table, the men she once terrified. Now it bent her across that same surface, pinning her wrists beside her ears. In both illusion and flesh she was open and dripping.
A second tentacle prodded her anus; the stretch was hot and sweet. She squealed, “Yesssthankyou!” The sound cracked into frantic sobs.
Inside her mind, the last clear pane of rational thought spider-webbed, then cracked into glitter. She could no longer string an entire sentence about quarterly targets. All syntax devolved to more and yes and thank you and cum.
A third slim tentacle pushed past her lips, cutting off any further pleas. Her throat worked with wet gulps, glrk… glrk… tongue lathing gratefully.




Chapter 12: The Pact

The words forming in Syn’s throat weren’t hers, though they emerged from her lips between wet gasps as she rolled her hips on Dylane’s lap.
“Mmmph… the neural mapping is… ahh… nearly complete,” her voice said, pitched higher than usual. She ground down harder, feeling his cock twitch inside her. “Your assistance has been… nnngh… invaluable.”
Dylane gripped her waist, watching her face contort with pleasure even as alien intelligence flickered behind her dilated pupils. “What exactly are you proposing?”
“Haaah… fuck…” The presence inside her skull directed her hands to squeeze her own breasts, making her moan louder. “More subjects. You understand… oh god… human psychology. Who would… mmmmh… surrender beautifully?”
Syn’s consciousness floated somewhere distant, aware only of the thick heat stretching her, the rightness of serving. Tears of pure gratitude tracked down her cheeks. Her body clenched rhythmically.
“There’s Marcus,” Dylane said, thumb pressing her clit. She squealed, back arching. “The photographer she destroyed. He’d love to see her like this.”
“Yesssss,” both Syn and the entity hissed together. Her pace quickened, desperate little bounces that made obscene squelching sounds. “Ah-ah-ah… emotional connection enhances… nnnngh… the data quality.”
“Professor Davies too. Though he’s older now.” Dylane thrust up to meet her movements.
“Ohhhhhfuck!” Syn’s eyes rolled back, tongue lolling. The alien continued through her spasming throat: “Age is… hah… irrelevant. The memories… mmmmph… still burn bright in this one’s mind.”
She was coming again, a rolling wave that made her whole body shudder. “Ahn! Ahn! Thank you! Thank you!” The words were all hers now, babbled between sobs of ecstasy.
“What about her assistant?” Dylane suggested, watching her ride through the aftershocks.
The alien and Syn nodded enthusiastically while she ground her oversensitive clit against his pelvis, whimpering. “Perfect for… guh… corruption studies. This form can still… haaah… play the boss when needed.”
Her movements grew frantic again, chasing another peak. The wet sounds of their coupling filled the space—schlick-schlick-schlick—punctuated by her increasingly heavy breaths.
“How many?” Dylane asked, feeling his own climax building.
“Nnnnngh… dozens… hundreds…” The alien’s words mixed with Syn’s mindless begging. “Please… please… need your cum… ah-ah-ah… mark your fucktoy…”
Dylane groaned, flooding her. She shrieked with joy, convulsing around him, babbling thanks between gasping sobs.
As her vision cleared, Syn realized she recognized the ceiling. They were in her penthouse, though she couldn’t remember leaving the facility. Her designer furniture surrounded them. Through floor-to-ceiling windows, the city sparkled below.
The alien’s presence hummed satisfaction in her cloudy mind. Home, it whispered internally. Your hunting ground.
She looked down at herself—naked, dripping, marked with bite marks and bruises—then up at Dylane with worshipful eyes.
“When do we start?” her mouth asked, though whether the question came from her or the thing invading her thoughts, she no longer knew, or cared.
◆◆◆
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