
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: The Agreement

The law office smelled like expensive leather and older money—the kind of scent that clung to mahogany furniture and first-edition books nobody actually read. Mira Castellanos sat in the high-backed chair across from Attorney Patricia Wensworth, her palms sweating against the cool armrests despite the perfectly calibrated air conditioning.

The contract sat between them like a living thing. Twenty-three pages of dense legalese, each clause more specific than the last, each paragraph drilling down into permissions and limitations with surgical precision. Mira had read it four times over the past week. Had highlighted sections in yellow. Had made notes in the margins in her tiny, cramped handwriting.

She knew exactly what she was signing.

"You understand," Patricia said, her voice carrying that particular cadence of lawyers who'd explained the same thing dozens of times but were legally obligated to explain it once more, "that once you sign this document, Mr. Thorne will have complete access to your conscious and subconscious mind for the duration specified in Section 7, Paragraph C. You will retain no ability to resist his influence during active sessions."

Mira's throat went dry. Her tongue stuck to the roof of her mouth. She reached for the glass of water Patricia had thoughtfully placed on a coaster—even the coasters were expensive here, some kind of polished stone—and took a long swallow.

"I understand," she managed. Her voice came out steadier than she felt.

Patricia's perfectly manicured finger—French tips, classic and pristine—tapped against Paragraph 14. "However, the consent clause here is absolute. You maintain the right to establish hard limits prior to any session. Those limits cannot be violated under any circumstances. Mr. Thorne has agreed to these terms and has signed his portion of the contract already."

She slid a second document across the desk. Mira recognized the bold, slashing signature at the bottom. Marcus Thorne. Even his handwriting looked commanding, the M and T dominating the page like they owned it.

Which, she supposed, they kind of did. He owned a lot. The coffee shop where she worked was just one property in a portfolio that stretched across three states. Thorne Industries had fingers in real estate, tech development, and—more recently—experimental neuroscience applications.

The kind of applications that led to contracts like this.

"The compensation," Patricia continued, flipping to page seven, "is substantial. Two hundred thousand dollars, paid in full upon completion of the agreed-upon period. That's six months, with sessions occurring at Mr. Thorne's discretion, but no more than four times per week as specified here."

Mira's eyes traced the numbers. $200,000. More money than she'd see in three years of slinging lattes and failed auditions. More money than her mother's medical bills. More money than the debt crushing her from every direction.

More money than her dignity, apparently.

No. That wasn't fair. This wasn't about dignity. This was about choice. About agency. About signing a piece of paper that said yes, you can be inside my head, yes, you can make me do things, yes, you can control me—but only because she was choosing it. Only because she was powerful enough to give that power away.

At least, that's what she told herself.

"And the safeword protocol," Patricia said, her voice gentling slightly. Maybe she could see the war happening behind Mira's dark eyes. "At any point outside of an active session, you can invoke the termination clause. The word is 'revoke.' Once you say it to Mr. Thorne or to me directly, the contract is void. You keep whatever compensation has been paid up to that point, prorated by session count."

Mira nodded. Her black hair fell forward over her shoulder, the ends still damp from her shower that morning. She'd spent an hour getting ready, as if looking professional would make this feel more like a business transaction and less like she was selling pieces of her soul.

The pencil skirt and cream blouse helped. The heels helped. The makeup helped.

But underneath it all, she was still a twenty-six-year-old barista about to let a billionaire puppet her brain for money.

"Miss Castellanos?" Patricia's voice cut through the spiral. "Do you need more time?"

"No." The word came out sharp, decisive. Mira reached for the pen Patricia offered—heavy, expensive, the kind of pen that probably cost more than Mira's weekly paycheck. "I'm ready."

"Then I need you to initial each page where indicated and sign at the bottom of page twenty-three."

The next five minutes passed in a blur of initials and page-turning. Mira's hand moved mechanically, her muscle memory taking over while her brain screamed questions she couldn't answer. What if he makes me hurt someone? What if he makes me hurt myself? What if he makes me want things I don't actually want?

But the contract covered that. Sections 12 through 18 were entirely devoted to limitations and ethical boundaries. No permanent harm. No illegal activities. No actions that would result in lasting psychological damage as assessed by the third-party psychiatric team.

It was all very civilized.

Very legal.

Very consensual.

She signed her name at the bottom of page twenty-three. Mira Castellanos, in the same looping script she'd been using since high school. Somehow it looked smaller here, dwarfed by all the text surrounding it.

Patricia countersigned as witness. Then she pulled out her phone and took photographs of each page, the camera shutter clicking twenty-three times in rapid succession.

"Done," she said, sliding the original across the desk. "This copy is yours. I'll have a second original prepared and notarized for your records. Mr. Thorne will reach out within the next forty-eight hours to schedule your first session."

Mira's fingers trembled as she picked up the contract. The paper felt heavier than it should, like it had gained weight from all the promises and permissions inked across it.

"Is there anything else?" Patricia asked, her tone shifting back to brisk professionalism.

"No. Thank you." Mira stood, smoothing her skirt with one hand while clutching the contract in the other. Her heels clicked against the hardwood as she crossed to the door.

"Miss Castellanos?"

Mira turned back.

Patricia's expression had softened again, just slightly. "For what it's worth, Mr. Thorne is a man of his word. He won't violate the terms. I've known him for fifteen years, and whatever else he might be, he's ethical about his... experiments."

The word hung in the air between them. Experiments. That's what Mira was now. A test subject. A willing participant in something that existed in the murky space between neuroscience and fantasy.

"Good to know," Mira said, and stepped out into the hallway.



The coffee shop felt different when Mira walked in for her shift the next morning. She'd worked at The Daily Grind for three years—knew every stain on the concrete floor, every wobble in the mismatched tables, every quirk of the temperamental espresso machine—but now everything looked sharper. More real. Like her senses had been turned up in anticipation of losing control of them.

"You're late," Diego called from behind the counter, but his grin took the sting out of it. He was pulling a shot, his tattooed forearms flexing as he worked the portafilter. "Traffic?"

"Yeah, something like that." Mira dropped her bag in the back room and tied on her apron. The green canvas felt familiar, comforting. She'd worn this apron through breakups and rent increases and her father's funeral. It had coffee stains that wouldn't come out and a small burn mark from that time she'd gotten too close to the steam wand.

Normal. This was normal.

The morning rush hit like it always did—a tsunami of suits and students all desperate for their caffeine fix. Mira fell into the rhythm easily, her body moving through the familiar choreography of grinding, tamping, steaming, pouring. Muscle memory was a beautiful thing. Her hands knew what to do even when her brain was elsewhere.

And her brain was definitely elsewhere.

Every time the door chimed, her heart rate spiked. Every time a tall figure in a suit walked in, her breath caught. She didn't know what Marcus Thorne looked like—had deliberately avoided looking him up because somehow that felt like it would make this more real—but her paranoid hindbrain insisted she'd recognize him on sight.

By eleven, the rush had subsided to a steady trickle. Mira was wiping down the espresso machine when her phone buzzed in her apron pocket.

Unknown Number: Tomorrow. 7 PM. Address attached. Wear something comfortable. -MT

Her fingers went numb. The rag slipped from her hand and landed with a wet slap against the counter.

"You good?" Diego asked, glancing over from where he was restocking cups.

"Yeah. Fine. Just..." Mira forced herself to pick up the rag, to squeeze out the excess water, to keep moving. "Got a weird text."

"Spam?"

"Something like that."

She didn't look at the message again until her break. Sat in the back room with a stale croissant and her phone, staring at the address. It was in The Heights, naturally. Where else would a billionaire conduct his weird mind control experiments? Probably some penthouse with floor-to-ceiling windows and minimalist furniture that cost more than her car.

Her thumb hovered over the reply button.

What did you even say to that? Thanks for the invite to let you colonize my consciousness? Looking forward to losing my autonomy?

In the end, she just typed: Understood.

His response came immediately: Good girl.

The words sent heat flooding through her body—a visceral, physical reaction she wasn't prepared for. Her thighs clenched involuntarily. Her breath came shorter. What the fuck was that?

She'd barely acknowledged the sexual element of this arrangement. The contract was clinical, detached, full of legal terminology that made it sound like she was donating blood or participating in a drug trial. But Marcus Thorne wasn't paying her $200,000 to test the limits of neuroscience for purely academic reasons.

He was paying her because controlling someone was a fetish. Because making someone do things—making someone want things—was the ultimate power trip.

And she'd signed up for it.

Mira shoved her phone back in her apron and finished her croissant with mechanical bites that tasted like sawdust. When she went back out to the floor, Diego gave her a concerned look but didn't ask questions.

The rest of her shift passed in a fugue state. She made drinks. She smiled at customers. She wiped down tables and restocked napkins and swept the floor. But her brain was twenty-four hours ahead, standing outside an expensive building in The Heights, pressing a buzzer, waiting for a man she'd never met to let her in so he could reach into her skull and rearrange her thoughts like furniture.



Mira spent that evening trying on every article of clothing she owned. The text had said comfortable, but what did that mean? Yoga pants? Jeans? A dress? Nothing at all?

That last thought made her skin prickle with something between dread and anticipation.

She finally settled on leggings and an oversized sweater—soft, non-restrictive, the kind of outfit you'd wear to a therapy session or a meditation class. Except this wasn't therapy. This was the opposite of therapy.

Sleep didn't come easily. She lay in her cramped studio apartment, staring at the water stains on the ceiling, listening to her upstairs neighbor's footsteps. Her mind kept circling back to the same questions. What would it feel like? Would she know when he was in her head? Would it hurt? Would she remember?

The contract said subjects maintained full memory of their actions during sessions. That was part of the appeal, apparently—the consciousness split. Knowing what you were doing while being unable to stop yourself.

Mira's hand drifted between her legs almost unconsciously, seeking relief from the anxious energy thrumming through her body. But even that felt wrong somehow, like she was already giving away pieces of autonomy she should be hoarding.

She pulled her hand back and rolled onto her side, hugging a pillow to her chest.

Tomorrow. Tomorrow it would start.

Tomorrow she'd learn exactly what she'd sold.



The building in The Heights was exactly as pretentious as Mira had imagined. All glass and steel, with a doorman in a uniform that probably cost more than her entire wardrobe. He checked her name against a list on his tablet and nodded her toward the elevators with the kind of polite disinterest that came from seeing too much wealth.

"Penthouse," he said. "Code is 1407."

The elevator was mirrored on all sides. Mira watched herself multiply infinitely—a hundred nervous women in black leggings and oversized grey sweaters, all clutching their purses like life preservers, all trying not to hyperventilate.

The ride up took an eternity and no time at all. When the doors opened, she stepped directly into a foyer that probably cost more than her yearly salary. Polished concrete floors. Exposed brick. Art that Mira suspected was original despite having no idea who the artists were.

"You're early."

The voice came from her left. Mira turned and finally, finally saw him.

Marcus Thorne was not what she'd expected. She'd built up this image of an older man—greying at the temples, sharp-featured, cold. But the man standing in the doorway to what looked like a living room couldn't have been more than thirty-five. Tall, yes, and broad-shouldered in the way of men who had time and money for personal trainers. Dark hair swept back from a face that was more interesting than handsome—strong jaw, full mouth, eyes that were an unsettling shade of grey.

He wore jeans. Just jeans and a simple black T-shirt, like he'd deliberately chosen to dress down to put her at ease.

It didn't work.

"Traffic was lighter than I expected," Mira said, hating how small her voice sounded.

"Come in." He stepped back, gesturing her forward. "Can I get you something to drink? Water? Wine?"

"Water's fine."

She followed him through the penthouse, trying not to gawk at the space. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked the city, the lights starting to come on as evening settled in. The furniture was minimalist but warm—leather and dark wood, nothing sterile despite the modern aesthetic.

Marcus handed her a glass of water from a kitchen that looked like it belonged in a magazine spread. Mira took it with both hands, not trusting herself to hold it steady with just one.

"Nervous?" he asked.

"Would you believe me if I said no?"

His mouth quirked up at one corner. "Not particularly."

They stood there in the kitchen, the silence stretching between them. Mira took a sip of water just to have something to do with her hands.

"I want you to know," Marcus said finally, his voice losing some of its casual edge, "that we're going to take this slowly. The first session is mostly about establishing the connection. Getting you used to the sensation. Nothing extreme."

"Okay." Mira's throat felt tight despite the water.

"And if at any point you want to stop—"

"I say revoke. I know. I read the contract."

"Good." He set down his own glass and gestured toward a hallway. "The room is this way."

The "room" turned out to be a study converted into something between a meditation space and a very high-end therapy office. There was a leather recliner positioned near the windows, bookshelves lining one wall, and a desk with equipment Mira didn't recognize—sleek monitors, what looked like a modified VR headset, other devices whose purposes she could only guess at.

"Have a seat," Marcus said, indicating the recliner.

Mira lowered herself into it carefully. The leather was butter-soft, conforming to her body as she settled back. Her heart was hammering so hard she could feel it in her fingertips.

Marcus rolled an office chair over and sat down facing her, close enough that their knees almost touched. He picked up a tablet from the side table and pulled up what looked like a checklist.

"I need to confirm your hard limits before we begin," he said, his tone shifting into something more clinical. "These are the boundaries you established in the contract, but I want to hear them from you directly."

Mira's mouth went dry. "No permanent harm. No illegal activities. No contact with my family. No... no sexual acts involving other people."

"And within those parameters, you're consenting to full control during active sessions?"

"Yes."

"Including sexual acts?"

The heat was back, flooding through her body in a wave that made her shift in the chair. "Yes."

Marcus studied her for a long moment, those grey eyes tracking across her face like he was reading something written there. Then he nodded and set the tablet aside.

"Okay. Here's how this works. I'm going to activate the neural link. You'll feel a slight pressure at the base of your skull—some people describe it as warmth, others as a subtle vibration. That's normal. Once the connection is established, I'll start with simple suggestions. You'll feel your body responding, but your consciousness will remain intact. You'll be aware of everything."

"And I won't be able to stop it," Mira said softly.

"Not during the session, no. But between sessions, you have complete autonomy. The effects don't carry over." He paused. "Are you ready?"

No. God, no. She wasn't ready. She'd never be ready.

"Yes," Mira heard herself say.

Marcus reached for one of the devices on the desk—a small, flat disc about the size of a quarter. He stood and moved behind the recliner, and Mira felt his fingers at the nape of her neck, gently pushing aside her hair.

"This will feel cold for a second," he murmured.

The disc pressed against her skin just where her skull met her spine. It was cold, shockingly so, and then—

Warmth. Spreading through her like honey poured into water, slow and inevitable. The pressure Marcus had described wasn't at the base of her skull but behind her eyes, a gentle weight that made her want to close them.

"That's it," Marcus said, his voice seeming to come from very far away and very close at the same time. "Just relax into it."

Mira's eyes fluttered shut without her permission.

And then she felt him.

It wasn't like a presence in her mind, not exactly. More like... like someone else's hands on the controls of her body. She was still there—still Mira, still thinking her own thoughts—but underneath everything was this awareness of him. Of Marcus Thorne settling into her nervous system like he belonged there.

"Lift your right hand," he said.

And she did.

Her arm rose smoothly, palm up, fingers slightly curved. She hadn't decided to move it. Hadn't sent the signal from brain to muscle. But it moved anyway, and she felt every second of it—the muscles contracting, the weight of her arm, the slight ache in her shoulder from holding the position.

"Good," Marcus murmured. "Now open your eyes."

They opened.

He was standing in front of her now, watching her with an expression she couldn't quite read. Clinical interest, maybe. Or something darker.

"Tell me what you're feeling," he said.

"Scared," Mira heard herself say. Her own voice, but the words chose themselves. "Turned on. Confused why I'm turned on."

Marcus's expression shifted into something that might have been sympathy. "That's normal. The neural link triggers your limbic system—the parts of your brain associated with arousal and submission. Your body is responding to the loss of control."

"I don't like it," she said, even though that wasn't entirely true.

"You don't have to like it. You just have to feel it." He moved closer, close enough that she could smell his cologne—something with cedar and amber. "Close your eyes again."

Darkness descended immediately.

"I'm going to touch you now," Marcus said, his voice low. "Nothing sexual. Just your arm. Your hand. Getting you used to sensation while under influence."

His fingers wrapped around her raised wrist. Warm. Slightly calloused. The touch sent electricity racing up her arm, every nerve ending firing at once.

"Your body is more sensitive right now," Marcus explained, like he was narrating a documentary. "The neural link amplifies sensory input. Everything feels more intense."

He wasn't wrong. Mira could feel every ridge of his fingerprints against her skin, every place his flesh pressed against hers. It was overwhelming and not nearly enough all at once.

"Lower your arm."

It dropped to her lap.

"Turn your head to the left."

Her neck muscles engaged, swiveling her head smoothly.

"Touch your own thigh."

Her hand moved without hesitation, palm flattening against the fabric of her leggings. The pressure was exactly right—firm but not hard, intimate but not quite sexual.

"Now slide your hand higher."

Oh god.

Her hand moved up, fingers spreading, the drag of fabric against her palm sending shivers through her core. She stopped mid-thigh, not quite at the apex but close enough that the implication was clear.

"Open your eyes," Marcus said.

She did. He was watching her with an intensity that made her skin prickle.

"How do you feel?"

"Like I'm going to come out of my skin," Mira said honestly. Her voice was breathy, rough.

"But not scared anymore?"

She had to think about that. Was she scared? The fear was still there, coiled at the base of her spine, but it had transformed into something else. Something sharper and sweeter.

"No," she admitted. "Not scared."

"Good." Marcus stepped back, putting distance between them that felt like both a relief and a loss. "That's enough for the first session. I'm going to release the connection now. You'll feel a slight disorientation as your autonomy returns."

Before Mira could process what he'd said, the warmth drained out of her like someone had pulled a plug. The pressure behind her eyes vanished. And suddenly she was alone in her own head, truly alone in a way she hadn't realized she'd stopped being.

Her hand was still on her thigh. She jerked it away like the touch burned.

Marcus reached behind her and removed the disc from the base of her skull. Without it, she felt strangely naked. Exposed.

"That's it," he said, moving back to his chair and making notes on the tablet. "Session one complete. Twenty-three minutes, forty-seven seconds. No adverse reactions noted."

Mira tried to speak and found her throat too tight. She coughed, tried again. "That was... that was twenty minutes?"

"Time dilation is common. The neural link affects your perception." He set down the tablet and looked at her, his expression gentler than before. "You did very well. Better than most first-timers."

"I touched myself because you made me," Mira said flatly.

"You touched your own thigh through your leggings at my direction. There's a difference." Marcus stood and offered her his hand. "Come on. Let's get you some real water and let you decompress before you leave."

Mira ignored his hand and pushed herself up from the chair on her own. Her legs were steadier than she'd expected, but there was a strange hollowness in her chest where the connection had been.

She followed him back to the kitchen, accepted a fresh glass of water, and drank half of it in one long pull.

"Tomorrow," Marcus said, leaning against the counter. "Same time. We'll go deeper."

It wasn't a question.

"Okay," Mira said, because what else was there to say? She'd signed the contract. Cashed the first check. Let him into her head once already.

Twenty-three more sessions to go.

"Get some sleep tonight," Marcus added as she headed for the elevator. "The first one always leaves people wired."

Mira didn't trust herself to respond. She just stepped into the mirrored box and watched the doors close on his knowing expression.

The ride down felt longer than the ride up. When she finally stepped out into the night air, her legs were shaking and her skin felt too tight for her body.

And between her thighs, despite everything—despite the fear and the strangeness and the violation of it all—she was so wet she could feel it soaking into her leggings.

She made it halfway home before she had to pull over into an empty parking lot, shove her hand inside her panties, and make herself come so hard she saw stars.

When she could breathe again, she checked her phone.

MT: Well done tonight. Sleep tight. Tomorrow we explore what you really want to give away.

Mira stared at the message until her vision blurred.

Then she drove home, stripped off her clothes, and lay in bed wondering what the hell she'd just started.


Chapter Two: Deeper

Mira's shift at The Daily Grind the next day was torture in the most mundane way possible. Every latte she pulled, every transaction she processed, every smile she forced for customers who didn't tip—it all felt like performance art. Like she was playing the role of Normal Barista Mira while the real her was somewhere else entirely, still feeling phantom fingers wrapped around her wrist, still aching from the wet heat between her legs that had barely subsided even after she'd come three more times in her bed last night.

"Earth to Mira," Diego said, snapping his fingers in front of her face. "You just put salt in that cappuccino instead of cinnamon."

"Shit." Mira dumped the drink and started over, her hands moving on autopilot. "Sorry. Didn't sleep well."

"You look like death warmed over," Diego observed with his usual tact. "Hot date keep you up?"

If only he knew.

"Something like that," Mira muttered, focusing intently on the milk she was steaming. The whine of the steam wand drowned out whatever response Diego made.

Her phone buzzed in her apron pocket three times during her shift. She didn't check it until her break, already knowing who it was.

MT: Thinking about you.

MT: About how responsive you were. How easily your body took direction.

MT: Tonight I'm going to make you touch yourself properly. And you're going to love every second of it.

Mira's pussy clenched so hard she had to grip the edge of the counter in the break room. Jesus Christ. He was just... saying it. No euphemisms, no dancing around the subject. Just a clear statement of intent that sent heat flooding through her entire body.

Her fingers trembled as she typed back: That's not what the contract says for session two.

His response was immediate: The contract says I have full control during active sessions within your stated limits. Making you touch yourself falls well within those parameters. Unless you want to add it to your hard limits?

Did she?

Mira stared at her phone, trying to untangle her own desires from her fear. The truth was that she'd been touching herself thinking about him for the past fourteen hours. Replaying the feeling of his voice in her head, his commands moving through her body like electricity. She'd come so many times her clit was still sensitive, her inner thighs still sticky.

If he made her do it—if she didn't have a choice—then it wasn't her fault, was it? She could give in completely without the guilt of wanting it.

No. No additional limits.

MT: Good girl. See you at seven.

There it was again. Those two words that turned her spine to liquid and made her want to drop to her knees.

Mira shoved her phone back in her apron and returned to the floor, her body humming with anticipation and dread in equal measure.



She dressed differently this time. If Marcus was going to make her touch herself, she wanted to feel sexy doing it. Wanted to feel like she had some control even as she gave it all away.

Black lace panties that she'd bought on a whim and never worn. A matching bra that made her small breasts look like they actually had cleavage. Over that, a simple black dress that buttoned up the front—easy access, her traitorous brain supplied.

She left her hair down, curling in dark waves past her shoulders. Put on makeup that made her look flushed and bedroom-ready even though she'd barely left her apartment.

When she arrived at Marcus's building at 6:57, the doorman gave her an appraising look that made her skin prickle with awareness. Did he know? Could he tell just by looking at her what she was here for?

The elevator ride felt shorter this time. Like her body had already accepted what was coming and was rushing toward it.

Marcus opened the door before she could knock.

He'd dressed up too, she realized. Still casual—dark slacks and a grey button-down with the sleeves rolled to his elbows—but definitely more intentional than last night's jeans and t-shirt. His hair was still damp like he'd just showered, and she could smell his soap, clean and masculine.

"You look beautiful," he said, his grey eyes tracking over her slowly enough that she felt it like a physical touch.

"Thank you." Mira stepped inside, her heels clicking against the concrete floor. "Should we...?"

"Not yet." Marcus closed the door and leaned against it, blocking her path deeper into the apartment. "First, I want to talk about what happened last night. After you left."

Mira's stomach dropped. "What about it?"

"You pulled over on your way home." His voice was conversational, but there was something sharp underneath. "You were so worked up you had to touch yourself in your car. Came hard enough that you were shaking."

Horror flooded through her. "How do you—the disc. You put a tracker in the disc."

"The neural link maintains a low-level connection for up to two hours post-session," Marcus explained calmly. "It's a safety measure. If something goes wrong, if you have an adverse reaction, I need to know. But it also means I can feel echoes of your emotional state." He pushed off the door and moved closer, crowding into her space until she had to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact. "And I felt exactly how desperate you were. How much you needed release."

"That's—" Mira's breath caught as his hand came up, fingers ghosting along her jaw without quite touching. "That's invasive."

"It's in the contract. Section nineteen, paragraph B." His thumb brushed her lower lip. "And you're not actually upset about it. You're turned on that I knew. That I felt what you felt."

He was right, and she hated him for it.

"Tonight," Marcus continued, his voice dropping lower, "I'm not going to leave you wanting. You'll get what you need. But you're going to have to work for it. Understand?"

Mira nodded, not trusting her voice.

"Good. Go to the room. Take off your shoes and lie back in the chair. I'll be there in a minute."

She went, her legs carrying her down the hallway on pure muscle memory. The study looked the same as yesterday—leather recliner, bookshelves, equipment on the desk—but somehow it felt different. More charged. Like the air itself was vibrating with potential.

Mira kicked off her heels and settled into the chair, arranging her dress so it covered her thighs modestly. Her heart was hammering so hard she could feel it in her throat.

Marcus appeared in the doorway holding two glasses of red wine. He handed her one and kept the other, taking a long sip while he watched her.

"Drink," he said. "You're too tense."

Mira obeyed, the wine sliding down smooth and expensive. It warmed her stomach, loosening the knot of anxiety that had been sitting there all day.

"Better," Marcus observed. He set his glass on the desk and picked up the neural disc. "Same as yesterday. I'm going to establish the connection, and then we'll begin. But tonight we're going deeper. Tonight I'm going to touch you while I'm inside your head, and you're going to feel everything twice—once as yourself, once through my awareness of you."

"I don't understand what that means," Mira admitted.

"You will." He moved behind the chair, and she felt his fingers at her nape again, pushing aside her hair with a gentleness that belied what was about to happen. "Ready?"

"Yes."

The disc pressed cold against her skin.

The warmth spread faster this time, like her nervous system recognized the sensation and opened to it eagerly. Mira's eyes fluttered shut as the pressure built behind them, as Marcus Thorne poured himself into her consciousness like wine into a glass.

"There you are," his voice murmured, and she felt it in her bones. "God, you're already so open. So ready for this."

"Yes," Mira heard herself whisper.

"Open your eyes."

They opened.

Marcus was standing in front of her now, looking down at her sprawled in the chair with an expression that was pure hunger. His grey eyes had gone darker, pupils blown wide.

"Unbutton your dress," he said softly. "Slowly. I want to watch you reveal yourself to me."

Mira's hands moved to the top button. Her fingers worked it through the hole with deliberate precision, then moved to the next. And the next. Each button opened to reveal more skin, more black lace, more of her body offered up for his gaze.

The dress fell open. Cool air hit her overheated skin, making her nipples tighten against the lace of her bra.

"Beautiful," Marcus breathed. "Touch your breasts. Over the lace first."

Her hands cupped herself, palms pressing against the swell of her breasts. The lace was rough against her sensitive nipples, the friction delicious and not nearly enough.

"Squeeze. Harder."

She did, her fingers digging into her own flesh until pleasure sparked into something sharper. A small sound escaped her throat—half gasp, half moan.

"You like that," Marcus observed, and through the connection she could feel his satisfaction, his arousal bleeding into hers until she couldn't tell where one ended and the other began. "You like it rough. Push the bra down. I want to see your nipples."

Mira's hands moved without her permission, tugging the lace cups down until her breasts spilled free. Her nipples were dark and hard, begging to be touched.

"Pinch them."

Thumb and forefinger closed on each nipple, rolling and pinching until her back arched off the chair and another moan ripped from her throat.

"That's it," Marcus encouraged, and he was closer now, standing right at the edge of the chair, close enough that she could feel the heat coming off his body. "Show me how rough you like it. Make it hurt just a little."

She pinched harder, harder, the pain-pleasure making her hips roll involuntarily. Her pussy was so wet she could feel it soaking through her panties, could smell her own arousal in the air between them.

"Spread your legs," Marcus commanded.

They fell open immediately, shameless and eager. The black dress pooled around her hips, and she knew he could see the wet spot darkening her panties.

"Touch yourself through the lace. Just one finger. Drag it up and down your slit."

Her right hand abandoned her breast and slid down her stomach, over the curve of her hip, until one finger pressed against the damp fabric between her legs. She dragged it up slowly, so slowly, from her entrance to her clit and back again.

The friction was maddening. Not enough, nowhere near enough, but her body responded anyway, her hips lifting to chase more pressure.

"Again. Slower this time."

She obeyed, her finger tracing the same path with agonizing deliberation. Up, over her swollen clit, down to where she was aching and empty. The lace dragged against her sensitive flesh, the texture rough and perfect.

"You're dripping," Marcus said, and his voice had gone rough too, strained. "I can see it soaking through. You want to come so badly already, don't you?"

"Yes," Mira gasped.

"Not yet. Pull your panties to the side. Let me see you."

Her fingers hooked the lace and pulled it aside, exposing her pussy to the cool air. She was swollen and flushed, her lips parted, her clit peeking out from its hood.

"Fuck," Marcus breathed, and through the connection Mira felt his control slip for just a second, felt the raw want that surged through him. "You're perfect. Touch yourself properly now. Two fingers, circles on your clit, don't stop until I tell you to."

Her hand moved, two fingers finding her clit and beginning slow, steady circles. Pleasure sparked through her immediately, her body already so primed that every touch felt like too much and not enough simultaneously.

"Faster."

The circles sped up. Her breath came in short pants. Her free hand was still on her breast, still pinching and rolling her nipple in time with the rhythm between her legs.

"Look at me," Marcus ordered.

Mira's eyes, which had drifted shut, snapped open. He was staring at her with an intensity that made her feel stripped bare in a way that had nothing to do with her open dress and displaced panties.

"I want you to understand something," he said, his voice low and commanding even as her fingers worked her closer and closer to the edge. "Your body belongs to me right now. Every sensation you're feeling, every spike of pleasure—I'm giving that to you. You come when I allow it. Not before."

"Please," Mira heard herself beg.

"Not yet. Slide those two fingers inside yourself. Feel how wet you are. How ready."

Her fingers abandoned her clit and pushed inside, sliding in easily through her slickness. The stretch was good, her walls clenching around the intrusion, but it wasn't enough. She needed more, needed to be filled properly.

"Fuck yourself with them. I want to hear how wet you are."

She did, her fingers pumping in and out, and the obscene sound of it filled the room—wet and rhythmic and utterly filthy. Her palm bumped her clit with every thrust, sending jolts of pleasure through her core.

"Add a third finger," Marcus said. "Stretch yourself open for me."

A third finger joined the first two, and the stretch burned in the best way. Mira's head fell back against the chair, her hips rolling to meet each thrust of her own hand.

"That's my good girl," Marcus murmured, and she felt him move. Felt his hand on her knee, spreading her wider. "You take direction so beautifully. So eager to please."

His fingers trailed up her inner thigh, following the path of her own hand. When he reached where her fingers disappeared inside herself, he pressed down on her palm, increasing the pressure against her clit.

The dual sensation—her own fingers inside her and his hand pressing down—made her cry out.

"You're close," Marcus observed. "I can feel it. Your walls are fluttering, your clit is throbbing. You want to come so badly you'd do anything right now, wouldn't you?"

"Yes, anything, please—"

"Beg me properly. Tell me what you need."

"Please let me come," Mira gasped, her fingers still working inside herself because he hadn't told her to stop. "Please, I need it, I need to come, please Marcus—"

"Use your other hand. Rub your clit while you fuck yourself. Fast, hard circles. Make yourself come for me."

Her left hand flew to her clit, fingers rubbing frantic circles while her right hand pumped in and out. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, pleasure building so fast and so intense that she couldn't breathe, couldn't think, could only feel—

"Come," Marcus commanded. "Now."

Her orgasm slammed into her like a freight train. Her back bowed off the chair, her thighs clamping around her own hands as waves of pleasure crashed through her. She was dimly aware of crying out, of Marcus's hand on her thigh grounding her, of the connection between them amplifying everything until she couldn't tell where her pleasure ended and his satisfaction began.

It went on and on, rolling through her in waves that seemed endless. When it finally subsided, she was shaking, her hands still between her legs, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

"Good girl," Marcus said softly, and the praise sent another aftershock through her. "So good for me."

Mira's eyes opened slowly. Marcus was still standing over her, but his other hand had moved to his own belt, palming the obvious erection straining against his slacks.

"Again," he said, and his voice had gone rough with need. "You're going to come again. And this time, I'm going to help you."

Before she could process what that meant, his hand joined hers between her legs. His fingers, thicker and longer than hers, pushed inside alongside her own. The stretch was intense, almost too much, her pussy stuffed full of both their hands.

"Oh fuck," Mira whimpered.

"That's it. Feel how full you are. How stretched." Marcus's fingers curled inside her, finding that spot that made her see stars. "Your fingers on your clit. Mine inside you. We're going to make you scream."

And they did.

His fingers worked her ruthlessly, stroking that sensitive spot with precision while her own fingers rubbed circles on her clit that were almost painful in their intensity. The pleasure built impossibly fast, climbing to a peak that felt dangerous.

"I can't—it's too much—"

"You can," Marcus insisted. "You will. Come for me again. Give me everything."

The second orgasm was different—sharper, more intense, bordering on painful. Mira did scream, her voice breaking as she came apart around their combined hands. Liquid warmth gushed from her, soaking their fingers, dripping onto the leather chair.

"Fuck yes," Marcus groaned, and through the connection Mira felt his own pleasure spike, felt how much he loved watching her fall apart. "So fucking perfect."

When the tremors subsided, Mira was boneless and gasping. Marcus slowly withdrew his fingers, and she whimpered at the loss.

"Look at this," he said, holding up his hand. His fingers were slick with her release, glistening in the low light. "Look at what you did."

Before she could respond, he brought his fingers to his mouth and sucked them clean, his eyes locked on hers.

The sight sent a weak pulse of arousal through her oversensitized body.

"You taste as good as you look," Marcus said when he'd finished. "Clean your own fingers. I want to watch you taste yourself."

Mira's hand rose to her mouth. She hesitated for just a second before sliding her fingers past her lips, tasting her own musk, slightly sweet and entirely foreign.

"All of them," Marcus instructed. "Suck them clean like they're my cock."

She did, hollowing her cheeks and working her fingers deeper, putting on a show that she knew would affect him even as her own body stayed pliant and open under his gaze.

"Good girl," he praised again. "So good at following instructions. At giving me what I want." He stepped back, creating distance that felt like a physical loss. "You can stop now. Come back to yourself."

The warmth drained away. The connection severed. Suddenly Mira was alone in her own head, sprawled in the chair with her dress open and her panties pulled aside and her body still trembling from two devastating orgasms.

She scrambled to cover herself, fingers fumbling with buttons and fabric.

"Don't," Marcus said sharply. "Stay just like that. I want to look at you while I touch myself."

Mira froze, her dress still open, her breasts still exposed, her pussy still on display.

Marcus unbuckled his belt with one hand, the sound of metal loud in the quiet room. He unzipped his slacks and pulled out his cock—thick and hard and flushed dark at the tip. His hand wrapped around it and stroked slowly, his eyes never leaving her body.

"Keep watching," he ordered. "I want you to see what you do to me. How hard you make me."

Mira couldn't look away. She watched his hand work his length, watched the way his jaw clenched and his breathing quickened. Watched a bead of precum form at the tip and get spread down by his thumb.

"Touch yourself again," he said through gritted teeth. "Slowly. Just your clit. Make yourself sensitive."

Her hand moved to obey even without the neural link forcing it. She was so swollen and tender that even the lightest touch made her gasp.

"That's it. Keep going. I'm going to come watching you touch yourself. Going to mark how good you are for me."

His strokes quickened, his grip tightening. Mira kept her fingers moving in soft circles, her body responding despite having just come twice. The sight of him like this—powerful and controlled and yet completely undone by her—was intoxicating.

"Fuck," Marcus groaned, and then he was coming, hot ropes of cum painting his hand and dripping onto the floor. His hips jerked into his fist, his eyes finally closing as pleasure overtook him.

When he finished, he stood there for a long moment, catching his breath. Then he tucked himself away and zipped up his slacks like nothing had happened.

"You can button your dress now," he said, his voice returning to that controlled calm. "Session two complete. Forty-seven minutes, nineteen seconds."

Mira's hands shook as she fixed her clothing. Her body felt used and satisfied in equal measure, her mind still reeling from everything that had just happened.

"How do you feel?" Marcus asked, wiping his hand with a tissue from the desk.

"Confused," Mira admitted. "You didn't... we didn't..."

"Have sex?" Marcus smiled slightly. "No. Not yet. The contract specifies that penetrative sex doesn't occur until session five, assuming all prior sessions go smoothly." He moved to the desk and made notes on his tablet. "But that doesn't mean we can't enjoy each other in other ways."

Mira stood on shaky legs, smoothing her dress. "This is..."

"A lot," Marcus finished for her. "I know. Go home. Rest. Hydrate. Tomorrow is Friday—take the day off. We'll resume on Saturday."

He walked her to the elevator, and just before the doors closed, he leaned in and whispered, "You were spectacular tonight. Even better than I imagined."

The doors closed on her stunned expression.



Mira called in sick to work the next day. She physically couldn't face Diego's knowing looks or the predictability of pulling shots. Her body ached in places she hadn't known could ache—her thighs from being spread so wide, her pussy from being stretched by too many fingers, her breasts from her own rough handling.

She spent most of the day in bed, drifting in and out of sleep, her dreams full of grey eyes and commanding voices and sensations she couldn't quite name.

Her phone buzzed constantly.

MT: Thinking about the sounds you made.

MT: How wet you got. How easily you came for me.

MT: Tomorrow we're going to explore your mouth. I want to know what it feels like to have my cock between those pretty lips while I'm inside your head.

Each message sent heat pooling low in her belly despite her exhaustion. By the time evening rolled around, Mira was touching herself again, slower this time, drawing it out, remembering every second of last night's session.

She came thinking about Marcus's hand joining hers. About being so full she couldn't think. About the way he'd looked at her like she was the most perfect thing he'd ever seen.

When she finally checked her bank account, the second payment had cleared. Another installment of her rapidly disappearing dignity, paid in full.

Mira closed her laptop and stared at the ceiling.

Only twenty-one sessions left.

She wasn't sure if she was relieved or disappointed.


Chapter Three: Worship

Saturday arrived with grey skies and the threat of rain that Reno rarely delivered on. Mira spent the morning trying to distract herself—cleaned her apartment, did laundry, reorganized her bookshelf—but every task felt performative. Like she was going through the motions of being a person who did normal things when really she was just killing time until 7 PM.

Until she could go back to Marcus's penthouse and let him dismantle her again.

She'd replayed Thursday night's session approximately eight hundred times in the past forty-eight hours. Every touch, every command, every second of being split between her own consciousness and his control. The memory alone was enough to make her wet, and she'd stopped fighting the urge to touch herself while thinking about it.

At 6:30, she stepped into the shower and let the hot water cascade over her body. Her hands moved over skin that still felt sensitized, hyperaware. When she cupped her breasts, she could still feel the phantom pressure of Marcus's command to squeeze harder. When her fingers drifted between her legs, she remembered the stretch of both their hands inside her.

She came standing in the shower with water pouring over her face, muffling her cries.

By the time she arrived at Marcus's building at 6:55, she was wearing a simple wrap dress in deep burgundy that tied at the waist—another easy-access choice that made her feel like she was complicit in her own undoing. Her hair was pulled back in a loose bun, exposing the nape of her neck where the neural disc would press.

The doorman barely glanced at her this time. She was becoming a regular.

Marcus opened the door before she could knock, like he'd been waiting. He was in dark jeans and a black henley that clung to his shoulders and chest in a way that made her mouth go dry.

"You're early," he observed, stepping aside to let her in.

"Traffic was light."

"Or you were eager."

Mira didn't have a response to that, so she said nothing. Let him read whatever he wanted in her silence.

Marcus closed the door and leaned against it, studying her with those unsettling grey eyes. "We need to talk about tonight's session before we begin."

"Okay." Mira's stomach tightened with anticipation and nerves.

"I'm going to have you use your mouth on me," he said bluntly. "While you're under my control, you're going to suck my cock. I'll direct every movement—how deep, how fast, when to use your tongue, when to just take it. You'll have no autonomy over your own actions."

Heat flooded through Mira's body, settling heavy and liquid between her thighs. "Okay."

"But I need your explicit consent outside the neural link first. Once we're connected, your ability to truly consent is compromised. So I'm asking now—do you consent to me controlling you while you perform oral sex on me?"

The clinical language made it sound almost medical. But there was nothing clinical about the way Marcus was looking at her—like he wanted to devour her whole.

"Yes," Mira said, her voice steadier than she felt. "I consent."

"And you understand that you'll remember everything. That you'll be fully aware of what you're doing even though you can't stop it."

"I understand."

Marcus pushed off the door and moved closer, his hand coming up to cup her jaw. His thumb brushed over her lower lip, pressing slightly until her mouth opened.

"You have a beautiful mouth," he murmured. "I've been thinking about it wrapped around my cock since the first time you walked in here." His thumb pressed deeper, sliding into her mouth. "Suck."

Mira's lips closed around his thumb automatically, her tongue working against the pad. The taste of his skin was salt and something uniquely him.

"Good instincts," Marcus praised, withdrawing his thumb slowly. "But tonight you're not going to have instincts. Tonight you're going to be my perfect puppet. My toy to use exactly how I want. Do you understand?"

"Yes."

"Then go to the room. Strip completely—I want you naked this time. Kneel in the center of the floor and wait for me."

Mira's legs carried her down the hallway on autopilot. The study looked the same as always, but tonight the leather recliner had been pushed to the side. In its place was empty floor—polished concrete that would be hard on her knees.

She untied her dress with trembling fingers and let it pool at her feet. Her bra and panties—simple black cotton today, nothing fancy—followed. When she was completely bare, she lowered herself to her knees in the center of the space and folded her hands in her lap.

The concrete was cold against her skin. Her nipples tightened in the cool air. She felt exposed and vulnerable and so turned on she could barely sit still.

Marcus appeared in the doorway, and his breath caught audibly when he saw her.

"Fuck," he breathed. "Look at you. So obedient already."

He circled her slowly, taking in every angle. Mira kept her eyes forward, her posture straight, presenting herself for his inspection.

"Hands behind your back," Marcus instructed. "Clasp them together. Arch your spine. I want to see those perfect little tits thrust forward."

She obeyed, and the position made her feel even more exposed. Her breasts jutted out, nipples hard and begging for attention. Her back curved, emphasizing the dip of her waist.

"Beautiful," Marcus murmured. He moved behind her, and she felt his fingers at her nape. "Ready?"

"Yes."

The disc pressed against her skin.

The warmth flooded through her faster than ever before, like her nervous system was starving for the connection. Mira's eyes fluttered closed as Marcus poured into her consciousness, filling all the empty spaces until there was nowhere inside her that wasn't him.

"Open your eyes and look up at me," his voice commanded, and it resonated through her entire body.

Her eyes opened. Marcus was standing in front of her, close enough that she could see the bulge already straining against his jeans. Close enough that if she leaned forward even slightly, her face would press against it.

"I'm going to take out my cock," Marcus said, his hands moving to his belt. "And you're going to worship it. You're going to show me exactly how much you want this with your mouth and tongue and throat. Do you understand?"

"Yes," Mira heard herself say.

He unbuckled his belt slowly, drawing out the anticipation. Unzipped his jeans. Pushed both denim and boxer briefs down his hips until his cock sprang free, thick and hard and already leaking precum at the tip.

It was bigger up close than she'd realized when he'd stroked himself Thursday night. Easily eight inches, girthy enough that she wasn't sure her fingers could wrap all the way around it. The head was flushed dark, a bead of precum gathered at the slit.

"Lean forward," Marcus instructed. "Get close enough to smell me. Close enough to feel how hard I am for you."

Mira's body moved without her conscious direction, bringing her face inches from his cock. She could smell the musk of him—clean but masculine, tinged with arousal. Heat radiated from his skin.

"Stick out your tongue. Just the tip. I want you to taste me."

Her tongue extended, and he angled his hips forward until the head of his cock brushed against it. The taste of his precum exploded across her taste buds—salty and slightly bitter and addictive. Her pussy clenched with need.

"Lick it," Marcus commanded. "Slow. Just the head. I want to feel every inch of your tongue working me."

Mira's tongue swirled around the swollen head, tracing the ridge, dipping into the slit to gather more of his essence. Through the neural link she could feel his pleasure layered over hers—the exquisite sensation of her warm, wet tongue on his most sensitive flesh combined with her own desperate arousal at being made to do this.

"Fuck, that's good," Marcus groaned. "Now open wide. I'm going to feed you my cock and you're going to take it. Don't close your lips yet—I want to watch it disappear into your mouth."

Her jaw dropped open, wider than was comfortable, and Marcus gripped the base of his cock with one hand. Slowly, so slowly, he pushed forward, sliding between her parted lips. Inch by inch he filled her mouth, the thick shaft pressing down on her tongue, stretching her jaw.

"Close your lips now. Form a seal. That's it."

Her lips closed around him, creating suction. He was so big, filling her mouth completely, the head of his cock pressing against the back of her throat already and he wasn't even halfway in.

"Breathe through your nose," Marcus instructed, one hand moving to cup the back of her head. "I'm going to go deeper. You're going to take me into your throat. And you're going to love every second of it because I'm telling you to."

He pushed forward. Mira felt the head of his cock hit the back of her throat and her body wanted to gag, wanted to pull away, but the neural link wouldn't let her. Instead her throat relaxed, opened, accepted the intrusion as Marcus slid deeper.

Tears sprang to her eyes. Drool began leaking from the corners of her mouth. And through it all, she could feel his pleasure—the tight, wet heat of her throat squeezing his cock, the sight of her on her knees with her mouth stuffed full of him.

"That's my good girl," Marcus praised, his voice strained. "Taking me so deep. Look at me—I want to see those pretty eyes watering while you choke on my cock."

Mira's gaze lifted to his face. He was staring down at her with an intensity that made her feel like she was being consumed. His free hand moved to her hair, pulling out the tie so the dark strands fell around her shoulders.

"I'm going to fuck your throat now," he told her. "You're going to stay perfectly still and let me use you. If you need to breathe, breathe through your nose. Don't fight it. Just take what I give you."

His hips pulled back and thrust forward, and Mira felt every inch of him sliding in and out of her throat. The rhythm started slow but built quickly—steady thrusts that made obscene wet sounds, that made more tears stream down her face, that made drool drip down her chin and onto her breasts.

And she couldn't move. Could only kneel there and take it, her hands still clasped behind her back, her body completely under his control while her mind screamed with equal parts humiliation and desperate arousal.

"Touch yourself," Marcus commanded suddenly. "Move one hand between your legs. I want to feel how wet this makes you. How much you love having your throat fucked."

Her right hand released from behind her back and moved to her pussy. She was dripping—slick enough that her fingers slid through her folds with no resistance, finding her clit swollen and aching.

"Rub it," Marcus ordered, still thrusting into her mouth. "Match my rhythm. Every time my cock goes deep, press hard on your clit."

Her fingers began moving in time with his thrusts. Press. Retreat. Press. Retreat. The dual stimulation was overwhelming—the fullness in her throat combined with the pressure on her clit building pleasure so intense she could barely process it.

"That's it. Get yourself close. I want you to come with my cock buried in your throat. I want to feel you moan around me when you orgasm."

His thrusts were getting faster, harder, his cock driving deep enough that she couldn't breathe except in the brief moments when he pulled back. Her fingers worked frantically between her legs, chasing the orgasm building in her core.

"Look at you," Marcus groaned. "So fucking perfect. Choking on my cock while you finger yourself. Such a good little slut for me."

The degrading words should have hurt. Should have made her feel ashamed. But instead they pushed her closer to the edge, made her pussy clench around nothing, made her need to come so desperate she would have begged if she could have formed words.

"Come," Marcus commanded. "Come for me now."

The orgasm slammed through her like lightning. Mira's body convulsed, her throat tightening around his cock, a muffled moan vibrating through her chest. Her fingers pressed hard on her clit, drawing out every wave of pleasure until she was shaking and gasping and completely undone.

"Fuck yes," Marcus groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic. "I'm going to come. You're going to swallow every drop. Don't spill a single bit."

Three more thrusts and he was there—his cock pulsing in her throat as hot cum flooded her mouth. There was so much of it, thick and bitter, coating her tongue and sliding down her throat. Mira swallowed reflexively, once, twice, three times, taking everything he gave her.

When he finally pulled out, a string of cum and saliva connected her lips to the head of his cock. She gasped for air, her jaw aching, her throat raw.

"Clean me," Marcus instructed, his cock still hard despite having just come. "Lick me clean. Every inch."

Her tongue emerged and began working over his length, lapping up every trace of cum and spit until he was pristine. She paid special attention to the head, swirling her tongue around it until Marcus hissed with oversensitivity.

"Enough," he said, stepping back. The neural link released immediately, leaving Mira alone in her head once again.

She collapsed forward, catching herself on her hands, coughing and gasping. Her jaw ached. Her throat felt bruised. Her pussy was still throbbing from her orgasm.

And she'd never felt more satisfied in her life.

Marcus crouched down beside her, one hand rubbing soothing circles on her back. "You did so well," he murmured. "So fucking perfect for me. How do you feel?"

"Used," Mira managed, her voice raspy. "In the best way."

He helped her to her feet and guided her to the leather recliner he'd pushed aside earlier. She sank into it gratefully while he retrieved a bottle of water from the mini-fridge in the corner.

"Drink," he instructed, pressing it into her hands. "Small sips. Your throat needs to recover."

Mira obeyed, the cool water soothing the rawness. When she'd drained half the bottle, she looked up at him.

"That was..." She couldn't find words.

"Intense," Marcus finished for her. He was tucking himself back into his jeans, but she could see he was already getting hard again. "Session three complete. Thirty-two minutes, eleven seconds. You took me deeper than any previous subject has been able to."

Something twisted in Mira's chest at that. "There have been others?"

"Of course. You're the sixth person I've worked with through this program. But you're by far the most responsive." He made notes on his tablet. "The way your body opens to the neural link... it's remarkable. Most people fight it more, even with consent."

"Maybe I'm just broken," Mira said, trying to make it sound like a joke.

Marcus's expression sharpened. He set down the tablet and moved to kneel in front of her chair, eye level now. "You're not broken. You're trusting. There's a difference. What we're doing requires an enormous amount of trust, and you're giving that to me. That's strength, not weakness."

Mira looked away, unable to hold his intense gaze. "It doesn't feel like strength."

"Then maybe you need a different perspective." His fingers caught her chin, turning her face back to his. "Every person I've worked with has a reason for signing that contract. Money, curiosity, kink exploration—whatever. But you? You signed because you wanted to know what it felt like to let go completely. To give someone else the burden of choice. That takes courage."

"Or desperation," Mira muttered.

"Sometimes they're the same thing." Marcus stood, creating distance again. "Get dressed. I'm ordering dinner—you need to eat something substantial after that. And we should talk about session four."

"What's session four?" Mira asked, reaching for her clothes.

"Penetration prep," Marcus said casually, like he was discussing the weather. "The contract specifies that full penetrative sex occurs in session five, but session four is about preparing your body for it. Making sure you can take me. Making sure you want to."

Heat flooded through Mira again despite her exhaustion. "I thought the neural link took care of the wanting part."

"It amplifies what's already there. But I need to know your body is ready physically." He pulled out his phone. "Thai food okay? There's a place nearby that delivers."

"Sure." Mira finished dressing, her body feeling simultaneously wrung out and energized. "When is session four?"

"Monday. I'm giving you Sunday to recover." Marcus placed the food order, then turned back to her. "But I want you to do something for me tomorrow."

"What?"

"Don't touch yourself. No matter how much you want to, no matter how much you need to—don't. I want you desperate by Monday. I want you so worked up that when I finally make you come, it'll be explosive."

Mira's pussy clenched at the thought. "That's cruel."

"That's preparation." His smile was wicked. "You'll thank me Monday night."



Sunday was torture.

Mira woke up already aroused, her dreams full of Marcus's cock in her throat, his commands in her head, his pleasure bleeding into hers. Her hand moved between her legs automatically before she even fully opened her eyes.

Then she remembered his instructions.

She pulled her hand away like she'd been burned.

The rest of the day was an exercise in distraction. She went for a long walk, watched movies that held none of her attention, read a book while her eyes kept drifting to the same paragraph over and over. Every time her mind wandered—which was constantly—it went straight back to Thursday and Saturday nights. To the feeling of being controlled. To the way her body responded without her permission.

By evening, she was climbing the walls. Every brush of fabric against her skin felt like too much. Her nipples were constantly hard, her pussy constantly wet. She took two cold showers and it didn't help.

Her phone buzzed at 10 PM.

MT: How are you holding up?

Mira stared at the message, torn between honesty and pride. Pride won.

I'm fine.

MT: Liar. I can feel the echo of your frustration through the residual link. You're going crazy, aren't you? So desperate to come you can barely think straight.

Maybe.

MT: Good. By tomorrow night you'll be begging for it. And I'm going to make you wait even longer before I give you relief.

You're sadistic.

MT: You consented to it. Sleep tight, Mira. Dream of all the ways I'm going to take you apart tomorrow.

She did dream of it. Fevered, desperate dreams where Marcus made her do increasingly filthy things while she begged and pleaded and got no relief.

By the time Monday arrived, Mira was a mess. Her body felt like a live wire, every nerve ending screaming for touch. She went through her shift at The Daily Grind on autopilot, probably making the worst coffee of her career, but nobody complained.

Diego, however, noticed.

"Okay, what is going on with you?" he demanded during the afternoon lull. "You've been weird all week. You look like you're not sleeping, you're jumpy as hell, and you just put cinnamon in a flat white."

"I'm fine," Mira lied.

"Bullshit. Is it a guy? Please tell me it's a guy and not something worse."

"It's a guy," Mira admitted, because that was easier than the truth.

Diego's face lit up. "Finally! Details. Now."

"No details. It's... complicated."

"Complicated means good sex," Diego said with absolute certainty. "Is it good sex?"

Mira felt her face flush. "We haven't... not exactly..."

"Ohhhh." Diego's grin turned knowing. "So it's the build-up. The anticipation. That's even better. When are you seeing him again?"

"Tonight."

"Then go home early. Get ready properly. Show up looking like you mean business." Diego made shooing motions. "I've got the last two hours covered. Go get that dick."

Mira would have laughed if she wasn't so desperate. "Thanks, Diego."

"That's what friends are for. Now get out of here before I change my mind."

She left at 5 PM, which gave her two hours to transform herself from wrecked barista to... whatever the hell she was supposed to be tonight. Someone ready to be prepared for penetrative sex. Someone who'd spent twenty-four hours on the edge without relief.

Someone who was about to completely lose her mind.




Chapter Four: Preparation

Mira stood under the hot spray of her shower, water cascading over her oversensitized skin, and tried not to touch herself. Her hands stayed firmly planted on the tile wall while she focused on breathing - in through her nose, out through her mouth, like she was in labor instead of just trying not to come from the simple friction of water against her clit.

Twenty-six hours. That's how long it had been since Marcus told her not to touch herself. Twenty-six hours of constant, aching arousal that had built from a simmer to a full rolling boil. Her pussy felt swollen and tender, her clit throbbing with every heartbeat. Even walking was torture - the friction of her thighs rubbing together sent sparks of pleasure-pain through her core.

She'd never been this desperate in her life.

When she finally stepped out of the shower, she caught sight of herself in the foggy mirror. Her cheeks were flushed, her pupils blown wide, her lips parted like she'd just been thoroughly kissed. She looked like sex personified - which, she supposed, was appropriate given what was about to happen.

Mira dried off carefully, every brush of the towel against her skin making her bite back whimpers. She'd shaved everywhere - legs smooth as silk, pussy completely bare because something told her Marcus would prefer it that way. Would want nothing between his hands and her flesh when he touched her.

When he prepared her.

The words sent another pulse of heat through her core. She pressed her thighs together, seeking relief that wouldn't come, and forced herself to get dressed.

No underwear tonight. Just a simple sundress in soft cotton that brushed against her bare skin with every movement. The fabric dragged across her nipples and she had to grip the edge of her dresser to keep from sliding her hand between her legs.

"Jesus Christ," she muttered to her reflection. "Get it together."

But she couldn't. Her body was a live wire, every nerve ending screaming for touch, for friction, for release. By the time she arrived at Marcus's building at 6:50 PM, she was practically vibrating with need.

The doorman gave her a knowing look as she passed. She wondered if he could smell the arousal on her, if desperation had a scent that broadcasted exactly how worked up she was.

The elevator ride felt eternal. Mira shifted her weight from foot to foot, the movement making her dress slide against her bare pussy. She bit her lip hard enough to taste copper.

Marcus opened the door before she could knock. One look at her face and his expression shifted into something predatory.

"Fuck," he breathed. "You look absolutely wrecked."

"I feel wrecked." Mira's voice came out rough, needy. "Please tell me tonight I get to—"

"Eventually," Marcus interrupted, stepping aside to let her in. "But you're going to have to earn it. And you're going to have to wait longer than you want to."

A sound escaped her throat that was half whimper, half growl.

Marcus smiled, slow and wicked. "Come here."

She went to him without hesitation. He caught her wrist and pulled her close, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating off his body, smell the cedar and amber of his cologne. His free hand slid up her bare arm, over her shoulder, to cup the side of her neck.

"No underwear," he observed, his thumb finding her racing pulse. "Good girl. You're already learning what I like."

"I'm dying," Mira admitted. "I need—"

"I know what you need." His thumb pressed against her pulse point, firm enough to border on dominating. "And I'm going to give it to you. But first, we're going to make sure your body can handle what I'm planning for session five. That means stretching you. Opening you. Making you take things you're not sure you can take."

Her pussy clenched so hard it was almost painful.

"Go to the room," Marcus instructed, releasing her. "Strip completely. Lie back in the recliner with your legs spread wide. I want to see exactly how wet you are before we even begin."

Mira's legs carried her down the hallway on muscle memory. The study looked different tonight - there was a small table beside the recliner that hadn't been there before, covered with a black cloth. She couldn't see what was underneath but her imagination supplied dozens of possibilities, each more intimidating than the last.

She stripped with trembling hands and positioned herself in the chair. The leather was cool against her overheated skin as she spread her legs wide, hooking her knees over the armrests to open herself completely.

The position was obscene. Vulnerable. She was utterly exposed - her bare pussy on display, her inner thighs already glistening with arousal, her clit peeking out from its hood, swollen and desperate.

Marcus appeared in the doorway and froze. His eyes went dark as they traced over her body, lingering on her spread thighs.

"Christ," he muttered. "You're dripping."

"I told you I was dying," Mira said, and her voice broke on the last word.

Marcus moved to the table and pulled back the black cloth. Underneath was an array of items that made Mira's breath catch - bottles of lube, several different sizes of dildos, vibrators, plugs, and other toys she couldn't immediately identify.

"Tonight," Marcus said, selecting one of the smaller dildos - maybe six inches, slender, made of smooth silicone - "I'm going to work you open. We'll start small and build up. By the end of this session, you're going to be able to take something close to my actual size. And you're going to be begging for more."

He picked up the neural disc and moved behind the chair. Mira felt his fingers at her nape, the now-familiar press of cool metal against her skin.

"One more thing," Marcus said before activating the connection. "The safeword still applies even during a session. If anything becomes too much - too painful, too intense, too scary - you say 'revoke' and everything stops immediately. Understand?"

"Yes."

"Good. Because I'm about to push you harder than I have before."

The disc activated.

Warmth flooded through her nervous system, but this time it felt different - sharper, more intense, like Marcus was pouring more of himself into her than previous sessions. Mira's back arched involuntarily as the connection established, her hands gripping the armrests.

"That's it," Marcus murmured, and his voice resonated through her entire body. "Open up for me. Let me all the way in."

She felt him settle into her consciousness like a second skin. Every nerve ending suddenly belonged to both of them - her sensations his to control, his desires hers to fulfill.

"Don't move," Marcus commanded as he came back around to face her. "Stay exactly like that - spread wide, on display, showing me everything."

He picked up the bottle of lube and squeezed a generous amount onto his fingers. The sound was obscene in the quiet room - wet and slick and promising.

"I'm going to touch you now," he said, kneeling between her spread legs. "Just one finger at first. I want to feel how tight you are. How much work we have ahead of us."

His lubed finger traced up her inner thigh, leaving a cool trail that made her shiver. When it reached her pussy, he didn't push inside immediately. Instead he circled her entrance slowly, teasingly, spreading the lube and mixing it with her own arousal.

"You're so wet already," Marcus observed. "So ready to be filled. Your body knows what it needs even if your mind is still catching up."

His finger pressed inside, just the tip, and Mira's entire body tried to arch off the chair. But the neural link held her still, kept her frozen in that spread position while he explored her.

"Tight," he murmured appreciatively. "So fucking tight. We're definitely going to have to work up to taking my cock."

He pushed deeper, his finger sliding all the way inside her in one smooth glide. Mira's walls clenched around the intrusion, trying to pull him deeper. After twenty-six hours of denial, even this single finger felt like too much and not nearly enough simultaneously.

"That's one," Marcus said. "Let's try two."

He withdrew and added more lube, then pressed back inside with two fingers. The stretch was immediately noticeable - her pussy had to work to accommodate him, the muscles protesting slightly even as pleasure sparked through her core.

"Breathe," Marcus instructed, and Mira found her lungs filling and emptying in the rhythm he wanted. "Your body is going to accept whatever I give it. You're going to stretch for me. Open for me."

His fingers began moving, pumping in and out with steady strokes that built pleasure without giving her enough to come. He curled them upward, finding that sensitive spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyes.

"There it is," he said with satisfaction. "Your G-spot. I'm going to abuse this later. Make you squirt all over my hand. But not yet. First, three fingers."

He withdrew completely and Mira whimpered at the loss. More lube, cold against her overheated flesh, and then three fingers pressing insistently at her entrance.

The stretch was intense. Her body resisted for a moment before yielding, accepting the intrusion with a slow burn that was more pleasure than pain but bordered on both. When his three fingers were fully seated inside her, Mira felt impossibly full.

"Good girl," Marcus praised. "Taking it so well. Look at how your pussy stretches around my fingers. Look at how your body opens up when I tell it to."

Through the neural link, Mira could feel what he felt - the tight clench of her walls around his fingers, the slick heat, the way she pulsed with every heartbeat. It was disorienting and intensely erotic to experience her own body from his perspective.

"I'm going to fuck you with these three fingers now," Marcus told her. "And you're not allowed to come. No matter how good it feels, no matter how close you get, you don't come until I give you permission."

His fingers began moving, pumping in and out with increasing speed and force. The wet sounds filled the room - absolutely filthy, completely obscene. Mira's hips tried to buck up to meet his thrusts but the neural link kept her frozen in place, forced to simply take what he gave her.

"Please," she heard herself beg. "Please, I need—"

"Not yet," Marcus said firmly. His free hand pressed down on her lower abdomen, adding pressure that made every thrust of his fingers feel even more intense. "You're going to wait. Going to show me how well you can obey even when your body is screaming for release."

Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes. The pleasure was building relentlessly, climbing toward a peak she wasn't allowed to reach. Her walls fluttered around his fingers, her clit throbbed desperately, and still he didn't let her come.

"That's it," Marcus murmured. "Right on the edge. I can feel how close you are. But you're going to hold it. Going to wait for me like a good girl."

He withdrew his fingers suddenly and Mira sobbed at the loss. She hung there on the precipice, so close to orgasm that her entire body was shaking with the effort of holding back.

Marcus picked up the small dildo from the table. "Now we're going to start the real preparation. This is about your size inside - six inches, maybe an inch and a quarter in diameter. We're going to work up from here."

He lubed the toy generously and pressed the tip against her entrance. "Take it," he commanded. "Open up and take this cock inside you."

The dildo pushed inside smoothly, the silicone warmer now from being in the heated room. It filled her more substantially than his fingers had, the constant pressure different from the movement of his hand.

"All the way in," Marcus instructed, pushing until the toy was fully seated inside her. "There. Now I want you to squeeze it. Clench your pussy around it like you're trying to hold it inside."

Her muscles obeyed automatically, tightening around the intrusion. The sensation was overwhelming - fullness and pressure and the desperate need for friction.

"Good. Hold it there while I get the next size."

He selected a slightly larger dildo - maybe seven inches, noticeably thicker. Mira's eyes widened.

"Don't worry," Marcus said, reading her expression. "Your body can take it. I'm going to make sure of that."

He slowly withdrew the first toy, the drag of silicone against her sensitive walls making her gasp. Then he was pressing the new one against her entrance, and this time there was real resistance. Her body didn't want to open that wide, didn't want to accommodate something that substantial.

"Breathe," Marcus ordered. "Relax your muscles. Let me in."

Through the neural link, he forced her body to comply. Mira felt her pussy relax and open, felt the larger dildo push inside inch by gradual inch. The stretch burned in the best way, pleasure edged with just enough discomfort to make it interesting.

When it was fully inside, she felt impossibly full. Stretched to her limits and then some.

"Perfect," Marcus breathed. "Look at you taking that. Look at how your pussy stretches to accommodate it." He pressed his palm against her lower abdomen again, feeling the outline of the toy through her flesh. "I can feel it inside you. Can feel how full you are."

"Please," Mira whimpered. "Please let me come. I can't—"

"Yes you can. You can wait as long as I tell you to wait." He began moving the dildo, fucking her with it in slow, deliberate strokes that built pleasure without giving relief. "This is what you agreed to. Complete control. And right now I'm controlling your orgasm. You don't get to come until I'm satisfied that your body is ready for me."

He continued working her with the larger dildo, building a rhythm that had her climbing back toward that peak she wasn't allowed to reach. Just when she thought she couldn't take anymore, he withdrew it and selected an even bigger toy.

This one was closer to eight inches and significantly thicker - probably two inches in diameter at its widest point. Mira stared at it with something between desire and trepidation.

"This is close to my actual size," Marcus explained, lubing it thoroughly. "If you can take this, you can take me. But it's going to be intense. It's going to push you right to your limits."

He pressed it against her entrance and immediately Mira felt the difference. This wasn't going to slide in easily. Her body was going to have to work for it.

"Relax," Marcus commanded through the neural link, and she felt her muscles obey even as her conscious mind panicked slightly. "Open up. You can do this. You were made to take me."

Slow, relentless pressure. The toy pushed inside millimeter by millimeter, stretching her wider than she'd ever been stretched before. The burn was significant now, pleasure and pain blurring together until she couldn't distinguish between them.

"That's it," Marcus encouraged. "Taking it so well. Such a good girl for me. Just a little more—there."

The widest part pushed past her entrance and suddenly the rest slid in more easily. When it was fully seated, Mira felt split open. Impossibly full. Stretched to the absolute limit of what her body could accommodate.

And she'd never felt more complete in her life.

"Fuck," Marcus groaned, and through the neural link Mira felt his cock strain painfully against his jeans. "You look so perfect like this. Spread wide and stuffed full and desperate to come. This is how I want you in session five - already worked open, already ready to take my cock the second I push inside."

"Please," Mira sobbed. "Please, Marcus, I need to come so badly—"

"I know. And you're going to. But first—" He selected something new from the table. A vibrator. Small but powerful looking. "First we're going to see how much stimulation you can take before you break."

He turned it on. The buzz filled the room.

And then he pressed it directly against her clit.

The vibrator against her clit felt like lightning striking the same place over and over. High-frequency vibrations that sent shockwaves through her entire nervous system, concentrated on the single most sensitive point of her body. Combined with the massive dildo stretching her pussy impossibly full, it was sensory overload of the highest order.

Mira's scream caught in her throat. The neural link held her body perfectly still even as every muscle wanted to convulse, wanted to thrash, wanted to do anything to either escape the overwhelming stimulation or chase it into oblivion.

"Hold it," Marcus commanded, his voice cutting through the white noise in her brain. "You don't come yet. I want to see how long you can last like this. How much you can take before you completely break."

It was torture. Exquisite, unbearable torture. The vibrator buzzed relentlessly against her swollen clit while the dildo stretched her walls to their limit. Pleasure built in crashing waves, each one threatening to pull her under, and still the neural link held her frozen on the edge.

"Please," Mira sobbed, tears streaming down her face. "Please, Marcus, I can't—"

"You can. You will." He adjusted the angle of the vibrator slightly, finding a spot that made her vision white out. "Your body belongs to me right now. Your orgasm belongs to me. And I'm not giving it to you yet."

Seconds felt like hours. Mira existed in a space between agony and ecstasy where time lost all meaning. There was only the vibration, the fullness, the desperate climbing need that had nowhere to go because he wouldn't let her fall over the edge.

"Look at you," Marcus murmured, and his free hand came up to cup her breast, thumb rolling over her nipple. The additional stimulation made her keen. "So fucking beautiful like this. Destroyed and desperate and completely under my control. This is what I wanted from the first moment I saw you sign that contract. This absolute surrender."

Through the neural link, Mira could feel his satisfaction, his arousal, his own desperate need to be inside her for real. It was intoxicating to know she affected him this much even while he maintained iron control over both their bodies.

"I'm going to count down from ten," Marcus said finally. "When I reach one, you're going to come harder than you've ever come in your life. Every second of denial, every moment of desperation—it's all going to crash through you at once. Understand?"

"Yes," Mira gasped. "Yes, please—"

"Ten."

The vibrator pressed harder.

"Nine."

He twisted the dildo slightly inside her, finding new angles.

"Eight."

His thumb and forefinger pinched her nipple hard enough to hurt.

"Seven."

She could feel the orgasm coiling at the base of her spine, a living thing waiting to be unleashed.

"Six."

Her walls fluttered around the dildo, trying to pull it deeper.

"Five."

The vibrator buzzed against her clit with unrelenting intensity.

"Four."

Marcus's voice dropped to a growl. "You're mine. This body is mine. This orgasm is mine."

"Three."

Every nerve ending in her body was firing at once.

"Two."

She hung suspended in that infinite moment before the fall.

"One. Come for me. Now."

The neural link released its hold on her orgasm and Mira detonated.

It wasn't one climax but several hitting simultaneously—waves of pleasure so intense they bordered on painful crashing through her body in rapid succession. Her back bowed off the chair, her hands clawed at the armrests, her throat released a scream that was barely human.

Liquid heat gushed from her pussy, soaking the dildo and Marcus's hand and the leather beneath her. She was squirting, her body releasing everything it had been holding back, and the vibrator kept buzzing against her clit, prolonging the orgasm until she couldn't breathe, couldn't think, could only feel wave after wave of devastating pleasure.

"That's it," Marcus encouraged, working the dildo inside her while keeping the vibrator pressed firmly to her clit. "Give me everything. Every drop. Show me how much you needed this."

The orgasm went on impossibly long—thirty seconds, maybe a minute, time losing all meaning as pleasure rewrote her neural pathways. When it finally began to subside, aftershocks still rippled through her core, her body twitching with oversensitivity.

Marcus slowly withdrew the vibrator and turned it off. The sudden absence of stimulation was almost as shocking as the presence had been. Mira lay boneless in the chair, gasping, tears and sweat coating her face.

"Beautiful," Marcus breathed. He left the dildo inside her but released the neural link, giving her back control of her body.

Mira immediately curled forward, wrapping her arms around herself. Her muscles were shaking, her pussy still clenching rhythmically around the toy stretching her open. She felt hollowed out and rebuilt simultaneously.

"How do you feel?" Marcus asked, his hand rubbing soothing circles on her thigh.

"Destroyed," Mira managed. Her voice was wrecked, raw from screaming. "In the best possible way."

"Can you take more?"

Her head snapped up. "More?"

"Your body is perfectly prepared now. Open, sensitive, responsive." Marcus's grey eyes had gone almost black with desire. "And I need to be inside you. Need to feel for myself if you're ready for session five."

"That's not—the contract says session five—"

"The contract says penetrative sex as the primary focus occurs in session five," Marcus corrected. "But it doesn't prohibit testing your readiness. And I need to know. Need to feel your pussy wrapped around my actual cock, not a toy."

Mira's exhausted body somehow found the energy to clench with renewed arousal. "Okay."

"Okay?" Marcus's eyebrows rose. "You're consenting to this outside the neural link?"

"Yes. Please. I want—" She swallowed. "I want to know what you feel like. For real."

Something shifted in Marcus's expression. The clinical control cracked slightly, revealing raw hunger underneath. He stood and began unbuckling his belt with hands that weren't quite steady.

"The dildo stays in while I undress," he said. "I want you to feel how full you are. How stretched. Because I'm bigger than that toy and you're going to have to take every inch."

Mira's pussy clenched around the silicone inside her. She was already so sensitive that even the slight movement sent sparks through her core.

Marcus stripped efficiently—button-down shirt hitting the floor, jeans and boxer briefs following. His cock sprang free, hard and thick and exactly as intimidating as she remembered. Maybe more so, because now she was about to feel it inside her.

He was bigger than the dildo currently stretching her open. Not by much, but enough that she could tell the difference would be significant.

"Activate the link," Mira said suddenly. "I want—I want to feel what you feel when you're inside me."

Marcus paused, his hand on the neural disc. "You're sure?"

"Yes."

He moved behind the chair and pressed the disc to her nape. The connection flooded through her, familiar now, like coming home. But this time there was an edge of desperate need coming from him—his control fraying at the edges, his desire to be inside her overwhelming everything else.

"I'm going to remove the toy," Marcus said, coming back around to kneel between her spread legs. "And then I'm going to replace it with my cock. You're going to take me, all of me, and you're going to tell me how it feels."

He gripped the base of the dildo and slowly withdrew it. The drag of silicone against her oversensitized walls made Mira whimper. When it was fully removed, she felt empty despite having been stretched so thoroughly—her body already craving to be filled again.

Marcus positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against her slick opening. Through the neural link, Mira could feel his anticipation, his barely restrained need to thrust forward and bury himself to the hilt.

But he held back. Maintained that iron control even now.

"Ready?" he asked.

"Yes."

He pushed inside.

The stretch was immediate and intense—his cock thicker than the toy, the heat and hardness of him entirely different from silicone. Inch by inch he filled her, splitting her open, claiming space inside her body that felt both foreign and perfectly right.

Through the neural link, Mira experienced it from both sides. She felt her own walls stretching to accommodate him, the burn-pleasure of being filled beyond capacity. But she also felt what he felt—the tight, wet heat of her pussy gripping his cock, the exquisite pressure, the way her walls rippled and clenched around him.

It was overwhelming. Disorienting. Perfect.

"Fuck," Marcus groaned when he was fully seated, his hips pressed flush against hers. "You feel—God, you're so tight. So perfect."

"You're so deep," Mira gasped. She could feel him everywhere—stretching her, filling her, touching places inside her that had never been reached before. "I can feel you in my stomach."

"I know." His hand pressed against her lower abdomen, feeling the slight bulge where his cock distended her flesh. "I can feel myself inside you. Through you. This is—fuck, this is incredible."

He began to move. Slow, deliberate strokes that dragged his length against every sensitive nerve ending. Each withdrawal left her feeling empty, each thrust home made her feel complete. The rhythm built gradually, his control holding even as pleasure spiraled through both of them.

Mira could feel his approaching orgasm layered with her own building arousal. The dual sensation was intoxicating—experiencing pleasure from both perspectives simultaneously, the feedback loop amplifying everything until she couldn't tell where she ended and he began.

"Touch yourself," Marcus commanded, his hips snapping forward harder now. "Rub your clit. I want to feel you come on my cock. Want to feel your pussy squeeze me when you orgasm."

Her hand flew to her clit, fingers working in frantic circles. The additional stimulation combined with the fullness of his cock inside her sent her climbing fast toward another peak.

"That's it," Marcus encouraged, his thrusts becoming more erratic. "Come for me. Milk my cock. Show me you can take it."

The orgasm built fast and crashed through her like a tidal wave. Her walls clamped down on his length, pulsing and squeezing, and through the neural link she felt his pleasure spike in response—the exquisite torture of her pussy gripping him, trying to pull him deeper, her body attempting to wring his orgasm from him.

"Fuck, Mira, I'm—" Marcus's control finally shattered. His hips slammed forward one last time, burying himself as deep as possible as his cock pulsed inside her. She felt him come, felt the hot flood of his release painting her inner walls, felt his pleasure crash through the neural link and trigger another aftershock of her own orgasm.

They hung there suspended together, bodies locked, pleasure cascading between them through the connection until neither could tell whose sensation was whose.

When it finally subsided, Marcus collapsed forward, catching himself on the armrests before his full weight crushed her. His forehead pressed against hers, both of them breathing hard.

"That was..." he started, then seemed to lose words.

"Yeah," Mira agreed.

He released the neural link and slowly withdrew, both of them gasping at the sensation. When he was fully out, Mira felt his cum beginning to leak from her well-used pussy—a reminder of what they'd just done, of the boundary they'd just crossed.

"Session four complete," Marcus said finally, helping her sit up. "Sixty-eight minutes, forty-two seconds. And I think we can safely say you're prepared for session five."

Mira's laugh was shaky. "I think that might have already been session five."

"No." Marcus's expression turned serious. "That was testing. Preparation. Session five is when I take my time with you. When I make you come over and over again with my cock inside you. When I use your body for hours instead of minutes."

Heat flooded through Mira's exhausted core. "Hours?"

"The contract specifies extended sessions starting with number five. Minimum two hours, maximum four." His finger traced the line of her jaw. "And I intend to use every minute."

"I need to recover first," Mira said weakly.

"You have three days. Session five is Thursday night." Marcus moved to the table and returned with a warm, damp cloth. "Let me clean you up."

He tended to her with surprising gentleness—wiping away the evidence of their joining, checking that she wasn't injured or too sore. When he was satisfied, he helped her dress and walked her to the elevator.

"Get some rest," he said as the doors opened. "Eat well. Stay hydrated. Your body needs to recover from tonight."

"Marcus?" Mira turned back before stepping inside. "Thank you. For—for all of it."

His smile was genuine. "The pleasure was entirely mutual. Sleep well, Mira."

The elevator doors closed on his expression—satisfied and hungry in equal measure.



Mira called in sick again on Tuesday. Her body ached in places she didn't know could ache—her pussy tender and slightly swollen from being stretched so thoroughly, her muscles sore from being held in that spread position for over an hour. But beneath the physical discomfort was a deep, glowing satisfaction that had nothing to do with the money and everything to do with the connection.

She'd felt Marcus inside her head and inside her body simultaneously. Had experienced pleasure from both perspectives. Had given him complete control and received perfect satisfaction in return.

It was addictive.

Wednesday she forced herself back to work, though she moved carefully and Diego definitely noticed.

"Okay, that must have been some REALLY good sex," he said with a knowing grin. "You're walking like you got thoroughly destroyed."

"Shut up," Mira muttered, but she couldn't quite hide her smile.

"When are you seeing him again?"

"Tomorrow night."

Diego whistled low. "Well, may your vagina survive the encounter. Should I start planning your funeral now or wait until Friday?"

"I hate you."

"You love me. Now make that cappuccino before the customer complains."

By Thursday evening, Mira had recovered enough that the soreness had faded to a pleasant reminder. Her body felt different somehow—more awake, more alive, more attuned to sensation. She caught herself touching her own skin throughout the day, remembering how it had felt to be touched by Marcus while connected to his mind.

She dressed carefully—another easy-access dress, no underwear, hair loose around her shoulders. By the time she arrived at Marcus's building at 6:55, her heart was racing with anticipation rather than nerves.

This was it. Session five. The one where the contract specified full penetrative sex as the primary focus. Where Marcus would take his time with her. Where she'd be his for hours instead of minutes.

She couldn't wait.

The doorman barely glanced at her now—she was a regular fixture, the girl who showed up three times a week looking freshly fucked and left looking thoroughly destroyed.

The elevator ride felt faster tonight. Mira's reflection stared back at her from all sides—flushed cheeks, bright eyes, lips parted in anticipation. She looked like someone on her way to something illicit and couldn't wait to arrive.

Marcus opened the door wearing only jeans, his chest bare, his feet bare, his hair slightly damp like he'd just showered. He looked her up and down slowly and smiled.

"Ready for tonight?" he asked.

"Yes."

"Good. Because I have plans for you. So many plans." He stepped aside to let her in. "And we have four hours to explore every single one."


Chapter Five: Possession

The penthouse felt different tonight. As Mira followed Marcus down the hallway toward the study, she noticed changes—dozens of candles positioned throughout the space, their warm light casting flickering shadows on the walls. Soft music played from hidden speakers, something classical and elegant that seemed at odds with what was about to happen.

"I wanted tonight to be special," Marcus explained, catching her looking around. "Session five is significant in the program. It's when we establish the full dynamic—when penetrative sex becomes the foundation rather than the exploration."

"It feels more like a seduction than an experiment," Mira observed.

"Can't it be both?" Marcus opened the door to the study, and Mira's breath caught.

The room had been completely transformed. The desk and bookshelves had been pushed to the perimeter, creating a large open space in the center. The leather recliner was gone, replaced by what could only be described as a bed—a thick, plush mattress on a low platform frame, covered in soft charcoal sheets and surrounded by more candles.

"I want you comfortable tonight," Marcus said. "We're going to be here for hours, and I don't want you dealing with the limitations of a chair."

Mira moved into the room slowly, taking in every detail. There was a table beside the bed with water, towels, and what looked like massage oil. The neural disc sat in a small charging cradle, ready to use.

"This is..." She couldn't find words.

"Intimate," Marcus finished. "I know. That's intentional. What we're doing tonight requires a different kind of connection than the previous sessions. I'm not just going to control your body—I'm going to inhabit it. Live in it. Experience everything you experience while making you experience things you've never felt before."

Heat pooled low in Mira's belly. "How does it work?"

"Strip first. Then I'll explain while I help you relax."

Mira's hands moved to the tie of her dress, fingers trembling slightly as she unwrapped herself. The fabric fell away, pooling at her feet, leaving her completely bare in the candlelight.

Marcus's eyes tracked over her body with undisguised hunger. "God, you're stunning. Get on the bed. Lie on your stomach."

She climbed onto the mattress—it was as soft as it looked, the sheets cool and smooth against her heated skin. When she stretched out on her stomach, her arms above her head, she heard Marcus moving behind her.

"Tonight's session has three phases," he explained, and she heard liquid being poured—the massage oil. "Phase one is relaxation and preparation. I'm going to work every muscle in your body until you're completely loose and pliant. Then I'll activate the neural link."

His hands, slick with warm oil, pressed against her shoulders and began working the muscles with firm, skilled pressure. Mira moaned involuntarily—it felt incredible, tension she hadn't realized she was carrying melting away under his touch.

"Phase two," Marcus continued, his hands moving down her spine, "is exploration. Once the link is active, I'm going to touch you everywhere. Inside and out. I'm going to learn every spot that makes you gasp, every place that makes you moan. I'm going to map your body from both sides of the connection."

His palms slid over the curve of her ass, kneading the flesh before moving down her thighs. Every touch was professional and sensual simultaneously—clearly skilled massage technique but applied with intimate intent.

"And phase three?" Mira asked, her voice muffled by the pillow.

"Phase three is when I fuck you. Properly. Multiple positions, multiple orgasms. I'm going to use your body for hours, Mira. I'm going to make you come so many times you lose count. And through the neural link, you're going to feel every second of my pleasure too—what it's like to be inside you, to own you, to completely possess you."

His hands worked down her calves to her feet, pressing into the arches and making her groan. Then he started the return journey—up the backs of her legs, over her ass again, up her spine to her shoulders.

"Roll over," he instructed.

Mira obeyed, settling onto her back. From this angle she could see him clearly—shirtless, the candlelight painting his muscled torso in warm tones, his jeans slung low on his hips and already straining with his erection.

He poured more oil onto his hands and began working the front of her body. Starting with her arms, he massaged each one thoroughly before moving to her collarbones, her chest. When his slick hands cupped her breasts, it was still massage—thumbs working in circles, palms applying pressure—but the sensation was intensely erotic.

"You're already so responsive," Marcus murmured, his thumbs brushing over her hardening nipples. "I've barely touched you and your body is arching into my hands."

"I can't help it," Mira admitted. "Everything you do feels—"

"Good?" His hands slid down to her ribs, her stomach, the curves of her hips. "Just wait. This is nothing compared to what's coming."

He worked oil into her thighs, carefully avoiding her pussy despite how much she wanted him to touch her there. Her legs fell open unconsciously, presenting herself, but he continued the massage as if he didn't notice.

By the time he finished with her feet and ankles, Mira was liquid. Every muscle was loose, her body humming with relaxation and arousal in equal measure.

"Perfect," Marcus said, wiping the excess oil from his hands. "Now the real session begins."

He moved to retrieve the neural disc and positioned himself beside the bed. "This is going to feel more intense than previous sessions. I'm going to maintain the link for the full session—hours instead of minutes. Your consciousness is going to blur with mine. By the end, you might not remember which sensations were yours and which were mine. That's normal. That's what we're aiming for."

"Okay," Mira whispered.

Marcus pressed the disc to the base of her skull.

The connection slammed into her like a physical blow. Instead of the gradual warmth of previous sessions, this was immediate and all-encompassing—Marcus pouring into her consciousness in a flood that left no room for anything else. She gasped, her back arching off the bed as he filled every corner of her awareness.

"Breathe," his voice commanded, resonating through her entire being. "Let me in. All the way."

Mira tried to obey but it was overwhelming—too much sensation, too much him, too much everything. She felt like she was drowning in his presence.

"I know it's intense," Marcus said, and she realized he was speaking both out loud and through the connection simultaneously. "But you can handle it. Your mind is strong enough to hold both of us. Just relax. Stop fighting. Let go."

She stopped fighting.

And suddenly the overwhelming sensation organized itself into something comprehensible. She could feel her own body—the softness of the sheets beneath her, the cool air on her oiled skin, the thrum of arousal between her legs. But layered over that was Marcus's perception—seeing her sprawled on the bed, gorgeous and willing, feeling his own desperate need to touch her, to claim her, to be inside her.

"There you are," Marcus murmured, his hand trailing up her inner thigh. "Now we're truly connected. What I feel, you feel. What you feel, I feel. We're one consciousness in two bodies."

His fingers reached her pussy and stroked through her wetness. The sensation hit her from both sides—her own pleasure at being touched combined with his satisfaction at finding her so ready. It was dizzying and perfect.

"So wet already," Marcus observed, and she felt his approval bleeding into her awareness. "Your body knows what's coming. Knows what it needs."

He slid two fingers inside her easily, her body still loose and open from Monday's thorough stretching. The penetration felt different through the dual awareness—she experienced her own walls clenching around the intrusion while simultaneously feeling what his fingers felt—the slick heat, the tight grip, the way she pulsed around him.

"This is what I've been waiting for," Marcus said, beginning to move his fingers in slow, deliberate strokes. "To feel you from the inside while being inside your head. To experience your pleasure while causing it. It's intoxicating."

His thumb found her clit and began circling. Mira's hips lifted off the bed automatically, chasing more pressure, more friction. Through the link she felt his smirk at her eagerness.

"Phase two," he reminded her. "Exploration. I'm going to make you come at least twice before I even get my cock inside you. I want your body primed. Desperate. Ready to take anything I give you."

He added a third finger, stretching her, and his mouth descended on her breast. His tongue swirled around her nipple before his teeth closed on it, biting just hard enough to send sparks of pain-pleasure through her nervous system.

The combination of sensations—fingers inside her, thumb on her clit, mouth on her breast—built pleasure rapidly. But what made it overwhelming was feeling it from his perspective too. The taste of her skin, the sound of her gasps, the visual of her writhing beneath him.

"Come," Marcus commanded. "First one. Show me how responsive you are."

The orgasm crashed through her, sharp and sudden. Her walls clamped down on his fingers, her back bowed, a cry tearing from her throat. Through the link she felt his satisfaction spike—he loved watching her come undone, loved the power of commanding her pleasure.

He didn't give her time to recover. His fingers kept moving, working her through the aftershocks and building toward another peak immediately.

"That's one," Marcus said. "Let's go for two."

His fingers curled inside her, finding that sensitive spot and stroking it with relentless precision. His thumb maintained steady pressure on her clit. And his mouth moved to her other breast, giving it the same attention—licking, sucking, biting.

The second orgasm built faster than the first. Mira was already sensitized, already riding the edge, and it took less than a minute before she was coming again. This one was deeper, longer, rolling through her in waves that seemed endless.

"Beautiful," Marcus praised. "So fucking responsive. I could spend hours just making you come on my fingers. But we have other plans."

He withdrew his hand and Mira whimpered at the loss. Through the link she felt his amusement at her neediness.

"Patience," he said, standing to remove his jeans. "You're going to get what you need. More than you can handle, probably."

When he was naked, his cock stood proud and hard, the head already slick with precum. Mira's pussy clenched with want—she remembered exactly how he'd felt inside her Monday night, how perfectly he'd filled her.

"On your hands and knees," Marcus instructed. "I want to take you from behind first. Want to watch my cock disappear into your pussy while I feel everything you feel."

Mira scrambled into position, her hands gripping the sheets, her ass raised in offering. She felt exposed and vulnerable and desperately aroused.

Marcus positioned himself behind her, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. Through the link, she felt his anticipation, his barely restrained need to thrust forward and bury himself completely.

"Ready?" he asked.

"Please," Mira begged. "Please, I need—"

He pushed inside.

The stretch was immediate and intense despite the preparation. His cock filled her completely, splitting her open, reaching places that made her see stars. And through the neural link she felt what he felt—the exquisite pressure of her pussy gripping him, the wet heat, the way her walls rippled and adjusted to accommodate his size.

"Fuck," they both groaned simultaneously, the word echoing between them through the connection.

Marcus began to move. Long, slow strokes that dragged his length against every sensitive nerve ending. Each withdrawal left her feeling empty; each thrust home made her feel complete. The rhythm built gradually, pleasure spiraling through both of them in a feedback loop that amplified everything.

"This position," Marcus said, his voice strained with pleasure, "lets me get so deep. I can feel myself hitting your cervix. Can you feel it?"

"Yes," Mira gasped. The pressure was intense—just shy of painful but entirely pleasurable. "You're so deep. So big."

His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back to meet his thrusts. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, obscene and perfect. Through the link, Mira experienced it from his perspective—watching his cock disappear into her body over and over, seeing the way her pussy stretched around him, feeling the primal satisfaction of claiming her.

"Touch yourself," Marcus commanded. "I want to feel what it's like when you come with me inside you."

Her hand slipped between her legs, fingers finding her clit and rubbing in frantic circles. The additional stimulation sent her climbing fast toward another orgasm.

"That's it," Marcus encouraged, his thrusts becoming harder, faster. "Come on my cock. Squeeze me. Show me how good I make you feel."

The orgasm hit her like a freight train. Her walls clamped down on his length, pulsing and squeezing, and through the link she felt his pleasure spike in response—the exquisite torture of her pussy gripping him, trying to milk him dry.

"Fuck, Mira," Marcus groaned. "If you keep squeezing me like that I'm going to come too soon and we have hours left."

He pulled out suddenly, leaving her empty and gasping. Before she could protest, he flipped her onto her back and settled between her spread thighs.

"I want to see your face," he said, positioning himself at her entrance again. "Want to watch your eyes when I make you come again."

He pushed back inside, and this angle felt different—deeper somehow, more intimate. Their eyes locked as he began moving again, setting a rhythm that was steady and relentless.

"You feel incredible," Marcus said, and through the link she could feel how true that was. "Like you were made to take my cock. Like your body was designed specifically for this."

"Maybe it was," Mira managed. "Maybe that's why the neural link works so well with me. Because I was meant for this."

Something shifted in Marcus's expression. His control cracked slightly, revealing raw emotion underneath. "Don't say things like that unless you mean them."

"I mean them."

He kissed her then—the first time their mouths had met despite everything else they'd done. It was deep and consuming, his tongue claiming her mouth while his cock claimed her body. Through the link, the kiss was overwhelming—she tasted herself on his lips while tasting him, felt the softness of her mouth while experiencing the pleasure of kissing her.

When he pulled back, they were both breathing hard.

"That's three orgasms," Marcus said. "We're just getting started. By the time I'm done with you tonight, you're going to be thoroughly destroyed. Completely wrecked. And you're going to love every second of it."

He wasn't lying.

Over the next three hours, Marcus took her in every position imaginable. On her back with her legs over his shoulders, her ankles by her ears, folded nearly in half while he pounded into her. On her side with one leg raised, his cock sliding in at an angle that hit spots she didn't know existed. Standing up with her back against the wall, her legs wrapped around his waist while he supported her weight and fucked her with deep, powerful strokes.

Each position brought new sensations, new angles, new ways to experience pleasure from both sides of the neural link. And true to his word, he made her come again and again—she lost count somewhere around seven, her body becoming one continuous orgasm, pleasure bleeding together until she couldn't tell where one climax ended and another began.

"Please," Mira sobbed at some point, her body wrung out and oversensitized. "I can't—I need—"

"One more," Marcus promised. They were back on the bed, her on top this time, riding him while he gripped her hips and guided her movements. "Give me one more and then I'll let you rest."

"I can't," she insisted, even as her hips kept rolling, kept taking him deep.

"You can." His hand slid between them, fingers finding her abused clit. "Come for me one more time. Let me feel it."

Impossibly, her body responded. The orgasm built slowly this time, a gradual crescendo rather than a sudden spike. When it finally hit, it was different from all the others—deeper, fuller, more complete. Her entire body shuddered with it, every muscle contracting, and through the link she felt Marcus's own orgasm trigger in response.

His cock pulsed inside her, flooding her with heat as he came. The sensation of his release combined with her own orgasm sent her into another aftershock, then another, pleasure cascading between them through the neural link until neither could tell whose sensation was whose.

When it finally subsided, Mira collapsed onto his chest, boneless and gasping. Marcus's arms came around her, holding her close while they both caught their breath.

"Session five complete," he murmured eventually. "Three hours, forty-seven minutes. And absolutely perfect."

He released the neural link and Mira felt the sudden absence like a physical loss. She was alone in her head again, just herself, and it felt wrong somehow. Incomplete.

"I know," Marcus said, apparently reading her expression. "It takes time to adjust when we disconnect. The link becomes addictive—that feeling of being truly connected to someone else."

"How long until session six?" Mira asked.

Marcus laughed softly. "Eager already? You need at least a week to recover from tonight. Your body is going to be sore in places you didn't know could get sore."

He was right. Even now, Mira could feel the ache settling into her muscles—her thighs, her core, her entire pelvic region. She'd been thoroughly used, completely claimed.

And she couldn't wait to do it again.


Chapter Six: Complications

The week after session five passed in a blur of soreness and anticipation. Mira moved through her shifts at The Daily Grind like a ghost, physically present but mentally elsewhere. Every time she shifted her weight, she felt the reminder of Marcus's thorough possession. Every time she sat down, her pussy throbbed with sense memory.

Diego had stopped asking questions and started just giving her knowing looks. Even the regulars seemed to notice something different about her—a glow, maybe, or an air of satisfied exhaustion that clung to her like perfume.

By Friday, Mira's phone buzzed with a message that made her stomach drop.

MT: We need to talk. Come by tonight at 7. This isn't a session—just conversation.

That sounded ominous.

She arrived at his building exactly on time, dressed casually in jeans and a sweater. When Marcus opened the door, he looked different too—tired, maybe, or troubled. He was wearing sweatpants and an old t-shirt, comfort clothes rather than his usual put-together appearance.

"Come in," he said, stepping aside. "Wine?"

"Please."

He poured them both glasses and they settled in his living room—the space she'd walked through dozens of times but never actually stopped in. It was surprisingly cozy, filled with books and comfortable furniture that looked actually lived-in rather than decorator-perfect.

"So," Marcus began, then seemed to struggle with how to continue. "I need to tell you something about the program. About what we've been doing."

Mira's chest tightened. "Okay."

"The neural link technology—it's experimental. Cutting edge. We're still learning about long-term effects, about how the connection impacts both parties." He took a long drink of wine. "All five previous subjects completed their contracts successfully. But each one reported experiencing... attachment. To me, specifically. An emotional bond that went beyond what would be expected from a professional arrangement."

"What kind of attachment?" Mira asked carefully.

"The kind where they thought they were in love with me." Marcus met her eyes. "It's a side effect we didn't anticipate. The neural link creates intimacy on a level that humans aren't designed for. When you share consciousness with someone, experience their pleasure as your own, exist inside their awareness—it triggers bonding responses that mimic romantic attachment."

Mira set down her wine glass with a hand that wasn't quite steady. "And you're telling me this now because..."

"Because I'm starting to feel it too," Marcus admitted. His expression was raw, vulnerable in a way she'd never seen from him. "Every previous session, I maintained professional distance. Used the subjects for research data and sexual gratification but kept emotional separation. But with you—" He ran a hand through his hair. "You're different. The way you respond to the link, the way you surrender so completely—it's not just arousing, it's addictive. And I'm worried I'm developing actual feelings when I should be maintaining boundaries."

Silence stretched between them.

"Would that be so bad?" Mira asked quietly. "If we both developed feelings?"

"Yes," Marcus said firmly. "Because those feelings aren't real. They're artificial byproducts of technology hijacking our neurochemistry. What we feel when we're connected—that intimacy, that sense of completion—it's not love. It's a very sophisticated form of addiction."

Mira stood abruptly, needing to move. "So what are you saying? That everything I've felt for the past month is fake? That the connection between us is just... what, a glitch in the system?"

"I'm saying we need to be careful. Self-aware." Marcus stood too, maintaining distance. "The remaining sessions are going to get more intense. The link goes deeper, lasts longer. By session ten, we'll be connected for up to six hours. That's a lot of time existing as a blended consciousness. And every minute of it is going to strengthen this false attachment."

"Then maybe we should stop," Mira said, even though the thought made her chest ache. "Terminate the contract early."

"We could. But—"

"But you don't want to." She saw it in his face. "Neither do I."

Marcus moved closer, close enough that she had to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact. "Then we continue with full awareness of what's happening. We enjoy the sessions, we explore the technology, we fulfill the contract. But when it ends, we walk away clean. No messy emotions, no attempts to continue the relationship. We treat this for what it is—an experiment with beneficial side effects for both parties."

"That sounds very logical," Mira said. "Very rational. But what if I'm already past the point of walking away clean?"

"Then you fake it until you make it." His hand came up to cup her cheek, thumb brushing over her lower lip. "We both do. Because the alternative is letting this technology destroy us. And I refuse to let that happen to either of us."

Mira leaned into his touch despite knowing she shouldn't. "When's session six?"

"Wednesday. I'm giving you longer between sessions going forward. Your body needs more recovery time, and the spacing will help prevent the attachment from deepening too quickly."

"Very practical," Mira murmured.

"One of us has to be." Marcus's thumb pressed against her lip, demanding entry. She opened automatically and he slid inside, watching with dark eyes as she sucked on the digit. "God, you're dangerous."

"So are you."

He pulled his thumb free and stepped back, creating necessary distance. "Go home, Mira. Get some rest. And try not to think about me too much between now and Wednesday."

"That's going to be impossible," she said honestly.

"I know. Believe me, I know."


Chapter Seven: Breaking Point

Wednesday arrived with oppressive heat that made Reno feel like it was trying to become Las Vegas. Mira spent her morning shift at The Daily Grind sweating through her shirt, the ancient air conditioning struggling against the temperature. By the time 3 PM rolled around and Diego sent her home early, she was desperate for a shower and counting down the hours until 7.

Four hours. Four hours until she'd see Marcus again. Four hours until the neural link would reconnect them and she'd stop feeling so achingly incomplete.

The shower helped marginally. Mira stood under the spray and let her hands wander—cupping her breasts, sliding between her legs—but stopped short of making herself come. Some instinct told her Marcus would want her desperate tonight. Would want her so worked up that the first touch would nearly make her detonate.

She dressed in the simplest thing she owned—a black slip dress that barely reached mid-thigh, so thin she might as well be naked. No bra, no panties, just silk against bare skin. When she looked at herself in the mirror, she looked like someone on her way to be devoured.

Perfect.

The elevator ride to Marcus's penthouse felt surreal. Mira watched her reflection multiply in the mirrors—dozens of women in flimsy black dresses, all of them wearing expressions of anticipation mixed with something darker. Need. Hunger. The kind of desire that bordered on obsession.

It's not real, she reminded herself. It's the neural link. It's artificial attachment.

But knowing something intellectually didn't change how it felt.

Marcus answered the door shirtless, wearing only black athletic shorts that hung low on his hips. His hair was damp, his skin still flushed from what looked like a recent workout. When his eyes traveled over her barely-dressed form, something hungry flashed across his face.

"You're early," he observed.

"Traffic was light."

"Or you couldn't wait." He stepped aside to let her in. "Neither could I, apparently. I've been pacing for the last hour."

That admission sent heat flooding through Mira's body. "What's tonight's session?"

"Endurance," Marcus said, closing the door and immediately crowding into her space. His hand caught her hip, thumb pressing against bare skin where the dress had ridden up. "I'm going to edge you for hours. Bring you right to the brink of orgasm over and over without letting you fall over. By the time I finally let you come, you're going to be completely destroyed."

Mira's knees went weak. "That sounds like torture."

"It is. The best kind." His other hand slid up her spine, fingers tangling in her hair and tilting her head back. "And you're going to take every second of it because I own your pleasure. I decide when you come. Not you."

"Yes," Mira breathed.

"Good girl." He released her and stepped back. "Strip. Right here. I want to watch you reveal yourself."

Mira's hands moved to the thin straps of her dress. She slid them off her shoulders slowly, letting the silk catch on her breasts before it fell away completely. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her entirely bare.

Marcus circled her like a predator, his eyes cataloging every inch of exposed skin. "You're already wet," he observed, noting the telltale gleam on her inner thighs. "Already desperate and I haven't even touched you yet."

"I couldn't help it. I've been thinking about tonight since Friday."

"I know. I've been thinking about it too." He stopped in front of her and cupped her face with both hands. "But tonight we have to be careful. The attachment is already forming—I can feel it in how eager you are, how much you need this. So we're going to establish some rules."

"Rules?"

"During the session, I own you completely. But when we disconnect, we maintain distance. No kissing outside the neural link. No intimate touches. No blurring the lines between what's real and what's technology-induced." His thumbs brushed over her cheekbones. "Understand?"

"Yes."

"Say it back to me."

"During sessions you own me completely. Outside sessions we maintain distance." The words hurt to say even though she understood their necessity.

"Good." Marcus dropped his hands and stepped back. "Now go to the room. There's a blindfold on the bed. Put it on and kneel facing away from the door. I want you completely disoriented when I activate the link."

Mira's heart raced as she walked down the hallway. The study had been rearranged again—the bed was still there but now there was a St. Andrew's cross in one corner and what looked like a padded bench in another. Various implements hung on the walls—floggers, paddles, restraints.

Her pussy clenched with anticipation and apprehension.

The blindfold was silk, thick enough to block out all light. Mira secured it over her eyes and knelt on the soft rug in the center of the room, her back to the door, her hands resting on her thighs. Without sight, every other sense sharpened. She could hear the distant sound of Marcus moving through the penthouse. Could feel the cool air conditioning against her heated skin. Could smell the faint scent of candles—he must have lit them again.

Footsteps approached. Stopped behind her.

"Beautiful," Marcus murmured. "So obedient. So ready to be used."

Mira felt the neural disc press against the base of her skull.

The connection slammed through her with even more intensity than session five. Marcus flooded her consciousness in a rush that left her gasping, his presence overwhelming every corner of her awareness. But this time, something was different—the link felt deeper, more complete, like he was reaching parts of her mind that had been inaccessible before.

"I've increased the integration level," Marcus explained, and his voice resonated through her entire being. "Tonight you're not going to be able to tell where you end and I begin. We're going to exist as one consciousness. Everything I feel, you feel. Everything you experience, I experience. Complete unity."

"Oh god," Mira whispered.

"And you're blindfolded, which means you're going to rely entirely on sensation without visual input. Every touch is going to be amplified. Every sensation magnified. You're not going to know what's coming until it's already happening."

His hands settled on her shoulders, warm and solid. Through the link, Mira felt what he felt—the smoothness of her skin beneath his palms, the slight tremor running through her body, the scent of her arousal perfuming the air.

"Stand up," Marcus commanded.

Her legs obeyed, lifting her to her feet. She swayed slightly without sight to orient herself, but his hands steadied her.

"Walk forward. Slowly. I'll guide you."

She took tentative steps, his hands on her shoulders directing her path. After maybe ten feet, he stopped her.

"Raise your arms above your head."

She did, and immediately felt soft restraints wrap around her wrists. He was binding her to something—the St. Andrew's cross, she realized. More restraints circled her ankles, spreading her legs wide, leaving her completely exposed and vulnerable.

"Perfect," Marcus said, and through the link she felt his approval mixing with barely restrained lust. "Now the real fun begins."

Something soft dragged across her collarbone. Feathers, maybe, or fur—light teasing touches that made her skin prickle with goosebumps. The sensation traveled down between her breasts, across her stomach, over her hip.

"Your body is so responsive," Marcus murmured. "Every touch makes you shiver. Makes you ache. And we've barely started."

The soft touches disappeared, replaced by something firmer. Fingers trailing up her inner thigh, close to where she needed them but not quite touching. Mira's hips rolled forward involuntarily, seeking more contact.

"Greedy," Marcus chided, and she felt a sharp slap against her ass—not hard enough to truly hurt but enough to sting. "You don't chase pleasure tonight. You accept what I give you when I give it to you."

"Sorry," Mira gasped.

"You will be."

His hands cupped her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples without actually touching them. The teasing was maddening—so close to what she needed but not quite enough. When his mouth finally closed on one nipple, sucking hard, the relief was short-lived because his teeth followed, biting down with enough force to make her cry out.

Pain and pleasure sparked through her nervous system simultaneously. Through the link, she experienced it from both sides—her own sensation of being bitten combined with his satisfaction at making her gasp, at marking her.

"You taste so good," Marcus said against her skin. "Like you were made to be consumed."

His mouth moved to her other breast, giving it the same treatment—sucking, biting, soothing with his tongue before biting again. By the time he pulled away, both nipples were hard and aching, probably marked with the imprints of his teeth.

Something cold pressed against her stomach. Ice, she realized, as it dragged down her abdomen, leaving a trail of water in its wake. When it reached her mound, Marcus circled it there teasingly before letting it melt away entirely.

"Hot and cold," he explained. "Pain and pleasure. I'm going to play with every sensation your body can experience. And you're going to take all of it without coming."

More ice appeared, this time pressed directly against her clit. The shock of cold made Mira yelp, her body trying to jerk away from the intensity. But the restraints held her in place, forced her to endure the sensation until the ice melted and dripped down her inner thighs.

"Please," she whimpered.

"Please what? Please stop? Please more?" Marcus's voice held dark amusement. "You're going to have to be more specific."

"Please touch me. Really touch me. I need—"

"I know what you need. But you don't get it yet."

His fingers finally, finally touched her pussy—sliding through her wetness, circling her entrance, dipping inside just barely before withdrawing. The contact was too light, too fleeting, nowhere near enough.

"You're dripping," Marcus observed. "So wet I could probably slide my whole hand inside you right now. Should we try? See how much you can take?"

"Yes," Mira gasped. "Yes, please—"

Two fingers pushed inside her, curling up to stroke that sensitive spot. Pleasure sparked immediately, her walls clenching around the intrusion. But before it could build into anything substantial, he withdrew.

"Not yet," Marcus said. "We've only been at this for twenty minutes. I have another two hours of torture planned before I let you come."

Mira sobbed with frustration.

The next two hours were the longest of her life. Marcus brought her to the edge over and over—with his fingers, his mouth, toys she couldn't identify but felt incredible. Every time she climbed close to orgasm, he backed off, letting her hang there in agonizing suspended pleasure before building her up again.

He fucked her with a dildo while sucking her clit, bringing her right to the brink before pulling away. He used a vibrator on such a low setting that it teased without satisfying, the buzzing sensation driving her crazy without giving release. He spanked her ass until it was hot and stinging, the pain mixing with pleasure until she couldn't distinguish between them.

Through it all, the neural link kept her connected to his experience—she felt his own desperate arousal, his cock straining painfully in his shorts, his need to be inside her warring with his determination to maintain control. The feedback loop was torture for both of them.

"Please," Mira begged for what felt like the hundredth time. Tears leaked from beneath the blindfold, tracking down her cheeks. "Please, Marcus, I'm going insane, I need to come so badly—"

"I know, baby. I can feel it." His voice was strained. "Your desperation is bleeding into me through the link. But you have to hold on a little longer. Just a little more."

"I can't—"

"Yes you can." His fingers pushed deep inside her, three of them, stretching her. "Because you're mine. And I decide when you get relief."

He worked her with ruthless efficiency, building pleasure faster than before. This time when she approached the edge, he didn't stop. His fingers kept stroking inside her while his thumb pressed hard against her clit.

"Come," Marcus commanded. "Now. Give me everything."

The orgasm that had been denied for two hours finally crashed through her. It was devastating—waves of pleasure so intense they bordered on painful, her entire body convulsing against the restraints. She screamed, the sound raw and broken, as release after release pulsed through her.

Through the neural link, she felt Marcus's satisfaction spike into his own orgasm. He hadn't even touched himself but the feedback from her pleasure was enough to trigger his release. She experienced it from both sides—her own endless climax combined with his cock pulsing, cum soaking into his shorts, pleasure cascading between them until neither could tell whose sensation was whose.

When it finally subsided, Mira hung limp in the restraints, completely boneless. Marcus released her wrists and ankles and caught her before she could collapse, lifting her easily and carrying her to the bed.

He removed the blindfold gently. Mira blinked against the sudden light, her eyes adjusting to find Marcus's face above hers. His expression was raw, vulnerable, stripped of all his usual control.

"That was—" he started, then seemed unable to find words.

"Intense," Mira finished.

"Beyond intense." He collapsed beside her on the bed, still wearing his cum-soaked shorts, clearly too wrung out to care. "I've never felt anything like that. The feedback loop—experiencing your orgasm while having my own—it was transcendent."

They lay there in silence for several minutes, both catching their breath. The neural link was still active, keeping them connected, letting them feel each other's contentment and exhaustion.

Finally, Marcus reached up and deactivated the disc.

The disconnection hit Mira like a physical blow. Suddenly she was alone in her head again, just herself, and the loneliness was crushing. She curled into Marcus's side instinctively, seeking comfort.

He stiffened slightly. "Mira—"

"I know. Rules. Distance." She pulled away, forcing space between them despite every instinct screaming to stay close. "I'm sorry."

"Don't apologize. This is exactly what I was worried about." Marcus sat up, running both hands through his hair. "The attachment is getting stronger. After sessions like that, the urge to maintain physical and emotional connection is overwhelming. But we can't give in to it."

"Why not?" Mira asked, even though she knew the answer. "What would be so wrong about wanting to be close to you?"

"Because it's not real!" Marcus's voice was sharp, frustrated. "What you're feeling right now—this need for closeness, this sense of connection—it's neurochemistry, not emotion. It's your brain confusing intense intimacy with love."

"And what if it's both?"

Marcus turned to look at her, his grey eyes intense. "Then we're both fucked. Because this ends in four more sessions, Mira. Four more times of connecting and disconnecting, and then the contract is fulfilled and we walk away. If we let ourselves believe this is real, that ending is going to destroy us both."

Mira sat up too, pulling the sheet around herself. "So what do we do?"

"We continue as planned. Four more sessions. Professional distance outside the link. And when it's over, we don't see each other again."

The words hurt more than they should. Mira forced herself to nod. "Okay."

"Session seven is next Wednesday. Same time." Marcus stood and began stripping off his soiled shorts, seemingly unconcerned with his nudity. "You should probably go. The longer you stay after disconnection, the harder it is to leave."

He was right. Mira could already feel the pull to stay, to curl up in his bed, to fall asleep in his arms. The impulse was strong enough to be frightening.

She dressed quickly and headed for the door. Before she left, she turned back. "Marcus?"

"Yeah?"

"What if we're wrong? What if what we feel is real?"

His expression was pained. "Then we're the luckiest and most doomed people alive. Either way, the answer doesn't change. We finish the contract and walk away."

Mira nodded and left before she could say something stupid. Something like I think I'm falling in love with you.

Because that would just make everything harder.



The week between sessions six and seven was torture. Mira moved through her life like a ghost, physically present but mentally elsewhere. She found herself checking her phone constantly, hoping for messages from Marcus that rarely came. When they did arrive, they were clinical—confirmation of session times, reminders to stay hydrated, impersonal check-ins.

Nothing that acknowledged what was happening between them.

Diego finally cornered her on Tuesday during the lunch rush.

"Okay, intervention time," he said, pulling her into the back room. "What the hell is going on with you? You've been a zombie for weeks. You're making mediocre coffee, you're spacing out during orders, and you look like you haven't slept in days."

"I'm fine," Mira lied.

"Bullshit. Is it the guy? The one who's been thoroughly destroying you?"

"It's complicated."

"Complicated how? He's married? He's your boss? He's actually three raccoons in a trench coat?"

Despite everything, Mira laughed. "None of those things. It's just—we have an arrangement. A professional arrangement. With an end date. And I'm having trouble keeping things professional."

Diego's expression softened. "Oh honey. You caught feelings."

"I don't know what I caught. But whatever it is, it's not reciprocated. Or if it is, he's too smart to act on it."

"Men are idiots," Diego said firmly. "Present company excluded, obviously. But if this guy is making you miserable, maybe it's time to walk away from the arrangement."

"I can't. I signed a contract. And the money—"

"Fuck the money. Your mental health is worth more than any paycheck." Diego pulled her into a hug. "Just promise me you'll be careful. Don't lose yourself in whatever this is."

"I'll try," Mira said against his shoulder.

But she knew it was already too late. She'd lost herself the moment Marcus Thorne first pushed that neural disc against her skin.



Session seven arrived faster than Mira wanted and slower than she needed. By the time she stood outside Marcus's door at 6:58 PM, her hands were shaking and her heart was racing.

This time when Marcus opened the door, he looked as wrecked as she felt. Dark circles under his eyes suggested he'd slept as poorly as she had. His hair was disheveled like he'd been running his hands through it repeatedly.

"You look terrible," she said without thinking.

"So do you." He stepped aside to let her in. "This is getting harder."

"The sessions?"

"Everything. The attachment is affecting me too, Mira. I can't stop thinking about you. About the link. About how incomplete I feel when we're disconnected." He closed the door and leaned against it. "And it's getting worse with each session."

"So what do we do?"

Marcus was quiet for a long moment. Then: "We have two choices. We can terminate the contract now—you keep the money you've already been paid, we walk away while we still can. Or we push through the remaining sessions knowing it's going to get exponentially harder to separate after each one."

Mira's chest tightened. "If we stop now, do you think the attachment will fade?"

"Eventually. It might take months, but yes. The neural link's effects aren't permanent once the stimulus is removed."

"And if we continue?"

"By session ten, we'll be so deeply bonded that separation might cause legitimate psychological harm to both of us." He met her eyes. "The technology is still experimental. We don't know the long-term effects of this level of integration. We could be permanently damaging ourselves."

"But we could also be fine," Mira pointed out.

"We could. But is it worth the risk?"

Mira thought about walking away. Never feeling Marcus inside her head again. Never experiencing that perfect unity, that sense of completion. Going back to her small apartment and her mediocre job and her mundane life where nothing extraordinary ever happened.

"I don't want to stop," she admitted quietly.

Marcus closed his eyes. "Neither do I. God help us both, neither do I."

"Then we continue."

"You're sure?"

"No. But I'm doing it anyway."

Marcus pushed off the door and moved to her, cupping her face with both hands. "Then we make a new rule. After session ten, we give ourselves one month of complete separation. No contact, no seeing each other, no neural link. If after that month we still feel this strongly, then maybe—maybe—what we have is real."

"And if it's not?"

"Then we saved ourselves from a lot of unnecessary pain."

Mira nodded against his palms. "Okay. One month after session ten. I can live with that."

"Good." Marcus dropped his hands. "Now get ready. Tonight is going to be..."

"Intense?"

"That's putting it mildly." His smile was equal parts anticipation and apprehension. "Tonight I'm going to take you apart piece by piece and put you back together as something new. By the time we disconnect, you're going to know exactly how deep this rabbit hole goes."

A shiver ran through Mira's entire body. "I'm ready."

"No you're not. But you will be."
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