
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER 1: The Discovery

The lab smelled like antiseptic and something darker—copper mixed with the faint sweetness of decomposition that never quite left the tile grout no matter how many times Mira Solakov scrubbed. She hunched over the microscope, her black hair falling loose from its bun, one strand catching in the corner of her mouth as she adjusted the focus with trembling fingers. The overhead fluorescents buzzed in that maddening frequency that made her teeth ache, but she barely noticed. All her attention was fixed on the sample slide.

The pheromone cluster glowed faintly under the fluorescent stain, concentrated in the epithelial cells scraped from Subject 47's perianal tissue. Each luminescent node pulsed like a tiny star, forming constellations that spelled out everything Mira had suspected for three years but could never prove.

Until now.

"Jesus fucking Christ," Mira whispered, pulling back from the eyepiece. Her hands were shaking so badly she had to grip the edge of the lab bench to steady herself. Sweat had gathered at her hairline, trickling down her temple despite the November chill seeping through the single-pane windows. Her heart hammered against her ribs—not with scientific excitement, though that was there too, but with something far more primal. Pure, animal hunger.

Because she knew what this meant. She knew what she'd found.

Compound Artemis. Her baby. Her obsession. Her ruin.

Mira's thighs clenched together involuntarily, pussy already slick just from looking at the cells under magnification, from knowing what they represented. She'd been chasing this ghost for three years—ever since that night at the Duchess Club when she'd been grinding against some woman on the dance floor and caught a whiff of something that made her knees buckle, made her mouth water, made every rational thought in her head dissolve into pure, animal hunger.

She'd followed that scent into the bathroom, dropped to her knees in the grimy stall, and buried her face between the stranger's ass cheeks like a woman possessed. The taste had been transcendent. The high had lasted for six hours. And when it wore off, the craving that replaced it was so intense Mira had nearly driven back to the club at 4 AM to hunt the woman down again.

That's when she knew she was fucked.

He's going to think I've lost my mind, Mira thought, already reaching for her phone with slick fingers. She'd been touching herself through her jeans while staring at the microscope—hadn't even realized she was doing it until her clit started throbbing with neglect. But I'm right. I know I'm right.

The compound she'd isolated—Compound Artemis in her research notes, though she'd started calling it "liquid gold" in her head—didn't just attract. It addicted. One exposure and the neural pathways lit up like Christmas, dopamine flooding the system in waves that made heroin look like chamomile tea. The brain's pleasure centers went into overdrive, creating an association so powerful that just thinking about the scent could trigger physical arousal.

And it was produced naturally, spontaneously, in approximately one in every fifty thousand women, concentrated in the apoeccrine and sebaceous glands surrounding the anus.

Mira had found twelve confirmed cases in three years. Twelve women who had no idea they were walking around with the biological equivalent of cocaine seeping from their assholes. Most of them had noticed they attracted unusual attention—people wanting to stand close to them, finding excuses to hug them, following them down the street. But none of them understood why until Mira explained it.

And then, once they knew what they had, things got complicated.

Two of the twelve had disappeared into the underground network Mira was only beginning to understand existed—a black market for Compound Artemis, where Carriers (as they were called) could sell access to their bodies for thousands of dollars per session. Three had tried to monetize it themselves, starting private "tasting clubs" that operated out of expensive penthouses and charged membership fees that would make a hedge fund manager weep.

The rest had simply vanished. Changed their numbers. Moved to new cities. Terrified of what they'd become—not victims, but products.

Mira didn't blame them. She understood the fear. Because she'd also become something she didn't recognize: an addict who happened to have a PhD in biochemistry and access to a research lab.

Her phone buzzed. Text from Yuki Tanaka, her partner in both research and depravity: Got another one. Williamsburg. She doesn't know yet. Scent is INSANE. You coming?

Mira's pulse kicked up. Her clit throbbed. She grabbed her leather jacket from the back of the chair, checking the inner pocket for the small glass vial and the cotton swabs. The collection kit. She'd gotten good at this part over the past three years—the approach, the seduction, the careful negotiation that led to a private room where she could finally, finally, press her face between those perfect cheeks and inhale deep, taking in the scent that would flood her brain with euphoria for hours afterward.

She wasn't proud of what she'd become. A predator in scientist's clothing, hunting women who had no idea they were prey.

But she also couldn't stop. Wouldn't stop. The craving was too strong.

On my way, she texted back with shaking fingers. Then, before she could overthink it: How strong?

The reply came immediately: Strongest I've ever found. Mira, I've been tracking her for two weeks and I can smell her from across the street. It's like fucking pheromone napalm.

Mira's pussy clenched so hard she gasped. She had to brace herself against the lab bench, breathing through the wave of arousal that crashed over her. Her nipples had hardened to painful points beneath her bra. Slick was soaking through her underwear, probably staining her jeans.

Fuck, she thought. I need this. I need this so bad I can barely think straight.

She locked up the lab with trembling hands and headed out into the November night.



The subway ride to Williamsburg took thirty-two minutes. Mira spent all thirty-two of them trying not to touch herself.

It didn't work.

By the time she surfaced at the Bedford Avenue stop, she'd had her hand down her jeans twice, rubbing her clit through her soaked underwear while the other passengers studiously ignored her. New York City. Where you could finger yourself on the L train and no one would even glance up from their phones.

The cold air hit her face like a slap when she climbed the stairs to street level. November in Brooklyn—that particular kind of cold that smelled like car exhaust and roasting chestnuts from the street vendors, mixed with the yeasty smell of the brewery a few blocks over. Mira pulled her jacket tighter and started walking, her boots clicking against the sidewalk.

She found Yuki leaning against the brick facade of a four-story walk-up, exactly where she'd said she'd be. Yuki was small and compact, all lean muscle and sharp edges. Her hair was buzzed on the sides and long on top, bleached platinum white and falling into her eyes. Septum piercing glinting in the streetlight. Full sleeve of tattoos on her left arm depicting various phases of the moon—new, waxing, full, waning, back to darkness.

She looked up when Mira approached, and the expression on her face made Mira's stomach drop.

Pure, desperate hunger.

"Jesus, Yuki," Mira breathed. "You look like you haven't eaten in days."

"I feel like I haven't eaten in days." Yuki's voice was rough, strained. "I've been sitting out here for an hour trying not to break down her fucking door. The scent is coming through the walls, Mira. Through the walls. I've never—" She broke off, running a hand through her hair. "I've never craved anything this badly in my life."

They stared at each other for a long moment. Two addicts on the edge of relapse, trying to maintain some veneer of control.

Then Yuki laughed, short and bitter. "Remember when we said we'd keep this professional? That we wouldn't let the compound control us?"

"I remember," Mira said quietly. "That lasted about three weeks."

"Yeah." Yuki lit a cigarette with shaking hands, took a long drag. "You want to know the fucked up part? I don't even feel bad about it anymore. I used to feel guilty—like I was taking advantage of these women. But now..." She exhaled smoke into the cold air. "Now I just want what I want. And I want to bury my face in Paloma Reyes' ass until I forget my own fucking name."

Mira felt her pussy clench again at the casual brutality of the statement. "Tell me about her."

"Twenty-six. Barista at that hipster place on Bedford—you know the one, with the exposed brick and the

$8 cortados. She moved here from San Diego about six months ago. Works four days a week, mostly morning shifts. Lives alone in apartment 4B." Yuki gestured up at the building. "No boyfriend. No girlfriend. As far as I can tell, no idea that she's walking around with liquid gold dripping from her asshole."

"How'd you find her?"

"Pure luck. I was getting coffee last Tuesday and caught the scent when she walked past me. Nearly dropped my fucking cup. I followed her for three blocks before I realized what I was doing." Yuki took another drag. "Been tracking her routine ever since. She's perfect, Mira. Young, naive, desperate for connection in the big city. She'll say yes if we approach it right."

There was something almost clinical in Yuki's tone that made Mira's stomach twist. Like they were discussing a research subject instead of a person. But then again, wasn't that what Paloma was? What all the Carriers were? Data points in Mira's research, sources of the compound she craved more than air.

I'm a monster, Mira thought distantly. We both are.

But the thought didn't stop her from nodding. "What's the approach?"

"The study. Same thing we've been using. Tell her we're researching pheromones, that she fits the profile, that we'd like to run some tests. Most women are curious enough to say yes, especially when we promise compensation." Yuki stubbed out her cigarette. "Once we're inside, once she understands what she has... the rest usually takes care of itself."

Mira remembered the others. Subject 23, whose name had been Keiko. Subject 31—Maritza. Subject 47, just yesterday. Rebecca. Each one had gone through the same progression: confusion, disbelief, dawning understanding, and then—almost universally—arousal. Because knowing you had power was intoxicating. Knowing you could make women drop to their knees just by existing was a heady drug all its own.

"You ready?" Yuki asked.

Mira's hands were shaking. Her pussy was throbbing. She could already imagine the taste, the scent, the feeling of surrendering to the compound's pull.

"Yeah," she said. "Let's go."

They climbed the stairs to the fourth floor, Yuki knocking in a specific pattern—three quick, two slow. A signal Paloma was expecting, apparently.

The door opened immediately.

And Mira forgot how to breathe.

Paloma Reyes was stunning in an effortless way that made Mira's chest tighten with something that was equal parts lust and jealousy. Long dark hair in loose waves that cascaded past her shoulders, golden-brown skin that caught the warm light from inside the apartment, wide-set hazel eyes framed by thick black lashes. High cheekbones. Full lips painted a nude pink. She wore a cropped white tank top that showed off toned arms and the smooth curve of her belly, and high-waisted jeans that hugged her hips like a second skin.

But it was her ass that made Mira's knees go weak.

Round. Full. Perfectly shaped. The kind of ass that made people turn around on the street, that inspired poetry and violence in equal measure. The jeans were so tight Mira could see every curve, every contour. And underneath the denim, she knew, was the source of the compound that was going to ruin her life just a little bit more.

"Yuki!" Paloma smiled, nervous but eager. Her voice was slightly accented—Spanish, maybe Cuban—musical and warm. "Come in. Both of you."

The apartment was small but carefully decorated in that way young women did when they were trying to make a space feel like home. Plants on every surface—succulents on the windowsill, a trailing pothos in a macramé hanger, a fiddle-leaf fig in the corner that was definitely fake but looked real enough. String lights draped along the walls. A vintage velvet couch the color of red wine. Framed prints from local artists. A stack of books on the coffee table, mostly contemporary fiction with the occasional self-help title mixed in.

But Mira barely registered any of it. Because the scent—

Oh god, the scent.

It hit her the moment she stepped inside. Faint but unmistakable, threading through the smell of incense and coffee and the lavender candle burning on the bookshelf. Compound Artemis. Her drug. Her obsession. Her ruin.

Mira's knees actually buckled. She had to grab the doorframe to keep from falling.

"You okay?" Paloma asked, concerned, reaching out to steady her.

The touch of Paloma's hand on her arm sent electricity straight to Mira's clit. She bit back a moan. "Fine. Just—low blood sugar. Haven't eaten all day."

Liar, her brain supplied helpfully. You're just desperate to eat her ass.

Yuki closed the door behind them and moved smoothly into the conversation, playing her part perfectly. "Thanks for agreeing to meet with us, Paloma. I know this is kind of weird."

"No, it's—it's interesting." Paloma gestured to the couch. "Sit. Can I get you anything? Water? Coffee?"

"We're good." Mira forced herself to move, to sit on the couch beside Yuki while Paloma took the armchair across from them. Professional. Controlled. Not at all like a junkie who was minutes away from begging.

This close, the scent was stronger. Mira's mouth flooded with saliva. Her clit was throbbing so hard it was almost painful. Between her legs, she was soaked—slick dripping down her thighs, probably visible through her jeans if anyone looked.

Focus, she told herself. Build trust first. Then feast.

"So Yuki mentioned you've been experiencing some... unusual attention lately?" Mira kept her voice steady, professional.

Paloma laughed, a nervous sound, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. The movement made her tank top ride up slightly, exposing more of her toned stomach. "That's one way to put it. Like, people have always been friendly, you know? But the past few months it's been intense. Random women coming up to me on the street, wanting to talk, wanting my number. My manager at work keeps finding excuses to stand close to me—like, uncomfortably close. And it's not just women. Everyone. It's like I'm giving off some kind of signal."

"You are," Yuki said bluntly, leaning forward with her elbows on her knees. "It's a pheromone. A specific compound that triggers a neurological response in people who are exposed to it."

Paloma's eyebrows rose. "Like... I smell?"

"Not smell in a bad way," Mira interjected quickly. "It's not body odor. It's something else entirely. A biological marker. Extremely rare—we're talking one in fifty thousand people. It concentrates in specific glands and acts as a powerful attractant."

Paloma stared at them. "That sounds like bullshit."

"I know how it sounds," Mira said. She pulled a folder from her bag—one of the research packets she'd prepared, full of scientific jargon and charts and testimonials from previous Carriers who'd agreed to be documented. "But I can prove it. I've been studying this compound for three years. I have twelve confirmed cases. All of them women. All of them experiencing exactly what you're describing."

Paloma took the folder, flipping through it with growing interest. Her hazel eyes scanned the pages, lingering on the chemical diagrams, the brain scans showing dopamine flooding the pleasure centers. "This is real?"

"Completely real," Yuki said. "And if you are a Carrier—which, based on what I've been experiencing around you, I'm ninety-nine percent sure you are—then you're sitting on something extremely valuable."

"Valuable how?"

"There's a market for it," Mira said carefully. "People—mostly women, but some men—who've been exposed to the compound become... dependent on it. They crave it. Need it. And they'll pay for access."

Paloma's face went through several expressions—disbelief, embarrassment, confusion, and then something else. Something that looked almost like arousal. Her pupils had dilated. Her breathing had quickened, chest rising and falling visibly beneath the thin fabric of her tank top.

"Wait," she said slowly. "When you say 'pay for access'... what does that mean?"

"It means," Yuki said, her voice dropping lower, more intimate, "that you could make a lot of money letting people experience your pheromones directly. There are clubs. Private sessions. A whole underground network. Some Carriers charge thousands per hour."

"Jesus." Paloma set the folder down on her lap, running a hand through her hair. "That's insane."

"It is," Mira agreed. "But first we need to confirm you're a Carrier. With your consent, I'd like to take a sample. From the source."

There it was. The moment of truth.

Paloma's eyes darted between them. "The source being...?"

"Your ass," Yuki said bluntly. No point dancing around it. "The compound concentrates in the glands around your anus. We need to swab the area, run tests. If I'm right—if we're right—then you have something extraordinary."

The silence that followed was thick enough to cut. Mira could hear her own heartbeat, the hum of the refrigerator in the tiny kitchen, the distant sound of traffic from the street below. And underneath it all, faint but unmistakable, the scent of Compound Artemis driving her slowly insane.

"You want to... swab my asshole," Paloma said flatly.

"Yes," Mira said. And then, because she was a terrible liar and an even worse actress: "But I should be honest with you about something else. The compound is... addictive. To those of us who've been exposed. Once you've experienced it, you crave it. Need it. So this isn't entirely altruistic. I want to help you understand what you have. But I also..." She swallowed hard. "I also want to taste it."

The word hung in the air like a confession.

Paloma's breath hitched. Her pupils were blown wide now, almost completely black. "You want to lick my ass."

"Yes," Mira breathed. "Desperately."

"I do too," Yuki added, her voice rough with need. "I've been thinking about it for two weeks. I can smell you from here, Paloma. And it's driving me out of my fucking mind."

Another beat of silence.

Then Paloma stood up.

Slowly. Deliberately. Her hands went to the button of her jeans.

"Okay," she whispered. "Show me."


CHAPTER 2: The First Taste

Paloma's hands trembled as she worked the button of her jeans. The metal was cold against her fingers, slick with the nervous sweat that had gathered on her palms. She could feel both women watching her—Mira with her wild dark hair and desperate eyes, Yuki with that predatory stillness that reminded Paloma of a cat about to pounce.

The button popped free. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet apartment.

Paloma hooked her thumbs into the waistband and began to slide the denim down over her hips. Slowly. So slowly. Because some part of her—the part that had spent twenty-six years being normal, being invisible, being just another pretty girl in a big city—knew that once these jeans came off, everything would change.

The fabric whispered against her thighs as she pushed it lower. She wasn't wearing underwear. Hadn't been all day, because laundry day was tomorrow and she'd run out of clean pairs and fuck, she hadn't expected to be stripping in front of two strangers who claimed they wanted to lick her asshole.

This is insane, Paloma thought. This is absolutely fucking insane.

But she didn't stop.

The jeans pooled around her ankles. She stepped out of them carefully, one foot and then the other, and when she straightened up she was naked from the waist down. The apartment's heating was shit—the radiator in the corner clanked and hissed but barely produced warmth—and goosebumps erupted across her thighs, her belly, the curve of her ass.

"Jesus Christ," Yuki breathed. She was still sitting on the couch, but her knuckles were white where they gripped the cushions, like she was physically restraining herself from lunging forward. "Paloma. Fuck."

Mira didn't say anything. She just stared, her chest rising and falling rapidly, pupils blown so wide her eyes looked black.

Paloma felt heat flood through her despite the cold. She'd been looked at before—of course she had, she wasn't blind to her own attractiveness—but this was different. This was hunger. Raw and desperate and almost frightening in its intensity.

"Should I—" Paloma's voice came out rough. She cleared her throat, tried again. "Should I bend over or something?"

"Yes," Mira whispered. "Please."

Paloma turned around slowly, presenting her back to them. She braced her hands on the armrests of the chair she'd been sitting in, the same chair her grandmother had given her when she moved to New York, upholstered in soft gray fabric that was now going to witness something her abuela would probably disown her for.

She bent forward.

The position arched her back, pushed her ass out. She could feel the air on her exposed skin, cool and slightly damp from the humidifier she kept running in the winter. Could feel her pussy lips parting slightly, slick already gathering even though she wasn't sure if it was arousal or just nervous anticipation or some fucked-up combination of both.

Behind her, she heard movement. The rustle of fabric. Footsteps on the hardwood floor.

Then nothing.

Just silence.

And the scent—something sweet and sharp and indefinable that she'd never noticed before but now seemed to fill the entire apartment, thick enough to taste.

"Mira." Yuki's voice was strained. "Mira, I can't—I need—"

"I know." Mira sounded like she was in pain. "Me too."

More footsteps. Closer now. Paloma could feel the heat of their bodies behind her, so close but not touching, like they were afraid that one wrong move would shatter whatever fragile spell had been cast.

"Paloma." Mira's hands settled on her hips, warm and steady. "I'm going to spread you now. Is that okay?"

Paloma's breath caught. Her whole body felt like a live wire, every nerve ending sparking. "Yes."

Mira's thumbs slid into the cleft of her ass, gently pulling the cheeks apart.

The exposure was intense. Paloma had never been this vulnerable, this displayed. She could feel everything—the air on her most intimate places, the slight stretch as Mira pulled her open, the way her asshole clenched involuntarily in response.

"Oh my god," Yuki breathed, and there was something almost reverent in her voice. "Mira. Look at it. It's perfect."

"I know," Mira whispered. Her breath was hot against Paloma's skin, so close Paloma could feel the warmth ghosting over her exposed asshole. "I know, I know, I—fuck, I can't wait anymore—"

Then Mira's tongue made contact.

The sensation short-circuited every coherent thought in Paloma's brain.

It was warm and wet and impossibly soft, dragging slowly from her taint all the way up, following the cleft of her ass until it reached the tight ring of muscle and then—

—circling—

—swirling—

—pressing gently against the center—

"AHHHH!" Paloma cried out, her hands clenching on the armrests so hard her knuckles went white. "Oh my—oh fuck—"

The feeling was indescribable. Not painful, not exactly pleasurable in the way she understood pleasure, but something else entirely. Something that made her whole body light up like a Christmas tree, synapses firing in patterns she didn't know existed.

And then Yuki's tongue joined Mira's.

Two mouths. Two sets of lips. Two tongues working in tandem, one on each side of her rim, licking and sucking and worshipping her asshole with a desperation that bordered on violence.

"Mmmmore!" Paloma heard herself beg, her voice high and thready. "Don't stop! Please don't—aaahhh!"

Mira sealed her lips around Paloma's asshole and sucked.

The sensation was so intense Paloma actually screamed. Her legs nearly buckled. Only Mira's hands on her hips kept her upright, held her in place while that wicked mouth worked her over, tongue pushing inside now, breaching the tight ring of muscle and sliding into the heat beyond.

"Yesyesyes—" Paloma chanted, tears streaming down her face from the overwhelming sensation. "Oh god oh fuck oh—"

Beside Mira, Yuki was making sounds that were barely human—desperate whimpers and moans as she licked frantically at whatever parts of Paloma's asshole Mira's mouth wasn't covering. Her hands had come up to grip Paloma's ass cheeks, spreading them wider, kneading the flesh with bruising force.

And the smell—that sweet, sharp scent was overwhelming now, flooding the apartment, making Paloma's head spin. She could taste it on her own tongue, could feel it settling into her lungs with every gasping breath.

This is what they meant, Paloma thought distantly, through the haze of sensation. This is the compound. This is what I am.

Mira pulled back just long enough to gasp, "Paloma—your taste—it's incredible—" before diving back in, her tongue plunging deep, fucking Paloma's asshole with long, deliberate strokes.

Yuki had moved lower, her mouth finding Paloma's pussy, tongue dragging through the slick that was literally dripping down Paloma's thighs now. "So wet," Yuki groaned against her flesh. "You're so fucking wet, does this turn you on? Does it make your pussy throb knowing we're addicted to your ass?"

"Yes!" Paloma sobbed. Because it did. God help her, it did. The knowledge that these two beautiful, desperate women were on their knees behind her, lost in their need for something only she could provide—it was intoxicating. Powerful. It made her feel like a goddess.

Mira's tongue had found some kind of rhythm now, thrusting in and out of Paloma's ass in time with Yuki's mouth on her clit, and the dual stimulation was building something massive inside Paloma's core. Something that felt like an orgasm but bigger, deeper, more all-consuming.

"I'm gonna—" Paloma gasped. "I think I'm—oh fuck oh fuck—"

It hit her like a freight train.

Her whole body seized, back arching impossibly further, thighs shaking so violently she would have collapsed if Mira and Yuki hadn't been holding her up. The orgasm ripped through her in waves, each one stronger than the last, pulling sounds from her throat that she didn't recognize as her own voice.

"AAAAAAHHHHHHH!"

Through it all, Mira and Yuki didn't stop. They kept licking, kept sucking, kept worshipping her ass and pussy like women possessed, drawing out Paloma's climax until she was sobbing, begging them to stop, to keep going, to never stop.

Finally—finally—the waves began to subside. Paloma's body went limp, boneless. She would have slid to the floor if Mira hadn't caught her, strong arms wrapping around her waist and guiding her carefully to the couch.

Paloma collapsed onto the velvet cushions, chest heaving, skin slick with sweat despite the cold apartment. Her legs were still trembling. Her asshole felt swollen, sensitized, like Mira's tongue had awakened every nerve ending it touched.

She looked up through tear-blurred vision to see Mira and Yuki still on their knees on the floor, staring at each other with wild eyes. Their faces were flushed, lips swollen and shiny with Paloma's taste.

And they looked high.

"Holy shit," Yuki breathed. Her pupils were completely dilated, hands shaking as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. "Holy shit, Mira. That was—I've never—"

"I know." Mira's voice was distant, dreamy. A slow smile spread across her face. "Strongest I've ever tasted. By far."

They turned to look at Paloma simultaneously, and the expression on their faces made something twist low in Paloma's belly. A mix of gratitude and hunger and something that looked almost like worship.

"How do you feel?" Mira asked softly, crawling over to kneel beside the couch. Her hand found Paloma's, fingers intertwining. "Are you okay?"

Paloma laughed, a breathless sound. "I just came so hard I saw god. So yeah. I'm okay."

"Good." Mira squeezed her hand. "Because we need to talk about what happens next."



They moved to the floor, forming a loose triangle with Paloma still mostly naked except for her tank top, Mira and Yuki fully clothed but disheveled. The string lights cast soft shadows across their faces. The lavender candle had burned down to almost nothing, wax pooling in the glass holder.

"So," Paloma said, trying to process everything that had just happened. "That compound you were talking about. Compound Artemis. I have it."

"You have it," Mira confirmed. "In concentrations I've never seen before. What we just experienced—the high we're feeling right now—that's the dopamine flood the compound triggers. It's... addictive doesn't even begin to cover it."

Paloma looked between them. "And you've both been exposed before. To other women like me."

"Twelve others," Yuki said. "Over three years. But none of them were like you. Your compound is strong, Paloma. Dangerously strong."

"Dangerously?"

"For us, not for you." Mira's thumb was stroking circles on the back of Paloma's hand, an absent gesture that felt intimate despite everything they'd just done. "The addiction potential is extreme. There are people—mostly women, some men—who've tried the compound once and then spent thousands of dollars chasing that high again. There's a whole underground market."

"That's what you meant about me being valuable."

"Yes." Yuki leaned back on her hands, watching Paloma with those dark, assessing eyes. "You could make a fortune if you wanted to. There are clubs in Manhattan, private venues where Carriers like you can work. Memberships start at ten thousand a month just for the chance to book a session. And sessions themselves? Can run anywhere from five hundred to five thousand dollars, depending on the Carrier's strength and exclusivity."

Paloma's mind reeled. "Five thousand dollars? To lick someone's ass?"

"To lick your ass," Mira corrected gently. "To experience something that's better than any drug, any orgasm, anything else they've ever felt. Yes."

The silence that followed was heavy with implications.

"I'm a barista," Paloma said finally. "I make twelve dollars an hour plus tips. My rent is twenty-two hundred a month for this shoebox. I have forty thousand in student loans. And you're telling me I could solve all of that by... letting people do what you just did?"

"Yes," Yuki said bluntly. "But it's not that simple. Once you start, it's hard to stop. The money is addictive too. And the power—knowing you can make people literally drop to their knees just by existing—that does things to you. Changes you."

"Some Carriers love it," Mira added. "They thrive on the control, the worship. Others find it degrading. Some just see it as a job. There's no right way to feel about it."

Paloma pulled her knees up to her chest, wrapping her arms around them. Her asshole still tingled from the attention it had received, a constant reminder of what had just happened. "And if I say no? If I just want to go back to my normal life?"

Mira and Yuki exchanged a look.

"You can't," Yuki said quietly. "I mean, you can. You can walk away right now, ask us to leave, never see us again. But the compound doesn't just go away. You'll keep attracting people. More and more as word spreads, as people catch your scent and follow you home. Eventually someone will figure out what you are. And they might not be as ethical as we're trying to be."

As ethical as we're trying to be, Paloma repeated mentally. The phrase was almost funny. They'd just eaten her ass without permission based on a pheromone high, and they were claiming to be ethical.

But she also understood what Yuki meant. Because she'd felt it, hadn't she? That pull. The way people had been acting around her for months. The unwanted attention that was only going to get worse.

"What if I wanted to work with you?" Paloma asked slowly. "Not the clubs. Not strangers. Just... you two. Research partners or whatever."

Mira's expression softened. "We'd like that. We'd like that a lot."

"How would it work?"

"Sessions," Yuki said, sitting up straighter now, businesslike. "Maybe twice a week to start. We'd compensate you—not club rates, but fairly. And we'd help you understand your compound, teach you how to control when you produce it, how to protect yourself."

"And in exchange?"

"In exchange," Mira said quietly, "we get access. To you. To your taste. To the high we need to function."

There it was. The raw truth. They weren't interested in helping her out of altruism. They needed her. Were addicted to something her body produced without her even trying.

It should have felt exploitative. Should have made Paloma angry.

Instead, it made her feel powerful.

"Okay," she said. "Let's do it."



They set up the first official session for the following Thursday. Mira gave Paloma a burner phone—"For sessions only, keep your regular number private"—and Yuki transferred two thousand dollars into Paloma's Venmo account as a signing bonus.

"For tonight," Yuki explained. "Retroactive payment for the discovery session."

Paloma stared at the notification on her phone. Two thousand dollars. A month and a half of rent. Just for letting them lick her ass for twenty minutes.

This is insane, she thought again. This is absolutely fucking insane.

But she didn't send the money back.

They were getting ready to leave—pulling on jackets, gathering their research materials—when Mira paused at the door.

"Paloma," she said quietly. "I know this is a lot. And I know what we did tonight probably crossed about fifty ethical lines. But I want you to know... you're in control here. Always. If you ever want to stop, just say the word."

Paloma nodded, not trusting herself to speak.

After they left, she locked the door and leaned against it, sliding down to sit on the floor. Her apartment smelled different now—like them, like the compound, like sex and sweat and something indefinable.

She pulled out her regular phone and opened her banking app. The two thousand was already there, sitting in her account like proof that tonight had actually happened.

Then she opened Instagram, scrolling through her carefully curated feed of coffee art and sunset photos and casual selfies. Three hundred and forty-seven followers. Most of them people she barely knew.

None of them had any idea what she was.

Paloma stood up, walked to the bathroom, and looked at herself in the mirror. Same face. Same hair. Same body.

But everything had changed.

She reached behind herself, fingers finding the curve of her ass, remembering the sensation of two tongues working her over, two mouths desperate for something only she could give.

Power, she thought. I have power.

And for the first time in twenty-six years of feeling invisible in a city that chewed people up and spat them out, Paloma Reyes smiled.


CHAPTER 3: The Addiction

The apartment smelled different on Thursday night. Paloma had spent the afternoon cleaning—scrubbing the bathroom until the tiles gleamed, lighting candles in every room, changing the sheets on her bed even though she doubted they'd make it that far. Jasmine and sandalwood mixed with the faint metallic scent of the radiator finally kicking into gear, creating an atmosphere that was equal parts spa and something darker, more primal.

She'd been nervous all day. Her shift at the coffee shop had been a disaster—she'd dropped two cups, given someone oat milk when they'd asked for almond, completely blanked on a regular's usual order. Her manager had pulled her aside around noon, concerned, asking if everything was okay at home.

Everything's fine, Paloma had lied. Just tired.

What she couldn't say was that she'd been thinking about tonight since the moment Mira and Yuki had left her apartment four days ago. Thinking about the way they'd looked at her—like she was water in a desert, like she was the only thing keeping them alive. Thinking about the two thousand dollars sitting in her bank account, more money than she'd ever had at once in her entire life.

Thinking about the power.

Now she sat on her velvet couch in nothing but a black silk robe she'd bought specifically for this occasion—sixty dollars at a boutique in SoHo, money she probably shouldn't have spent but fuck it, if she was going to do this she was going to do it right. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, still damp from the shower. She'd shaved everywhere—legs, pussy, even around her asshole, which had been an interesting experience that involved a lot of careful maneuvering with a hand mirror and her good razor.

The burner phone Mira had given her buzzed.

Outside. Ready when you are.

Paloma's stomach flipped. Her hands were shaking as she typed back: Come up.

She stood, checked herself in the mirror by the door. The robe hit mid-thigh, showing off her legs. The neckline was low enough to hint at cleavage. She looked... expensive. Powerful. Not at all like a barista who made twelve dollars an hour.

This is who I am now, she thought, and the idea sent a thrill down her spine that settled hot and electric between her legs.

Three quick knocks, two slow.

Paloma opened the door.

Mira and Yuki stood in the hallway looking like they'd been through hell. Mira's hair was wild, dark circles under her eyes like she hadn't slept in days. Yuki's hands were shoved deep in her jacket pockets, jaw clenched tight, a muscle jumping in her cheek.

They looked like addicts four days into withdrawal.

Which, Paloma supposed, they were.

"Hi," she said softly, stepping aside to let them in.

They entered without a word, and Paloma caught the smell rolling off them—stale coffee and cigarettes and something sharp and desperate. Sweat. Need. The kind of scent that comes from bodies pushed past their limits.

Mira turned to face her once the door was closed. "We should talk about payment first. Terms."

Always the professional, even when she looked ready to crawl out of her own skin.

"Okay," Paloma said, gesturing to the couch. "Sit."

They sat. Paloma remained standing, and she could see the effect it had—both women's eyes tracking up her bare legs, lingering on where the robe ended, pupils dilating despite the warm light from the string lights and candles.

"Two thousand per session," Mira said, her voice rough. "Two hours maximum. We'll bring our own supplies—swabs for testing, gloves if you want them, anything else you might need. And we'll respect your boundaries. If you say stop, we stop immediately."

Paloma nodded slowly. "What if I want to change the terms?"

Yuki's eyes sharpened. "What do you mean?"

"I mean..." Paloma walked over to the armchair, sat down carefully with her legs crossed, the robe falling open just enough to show the curve of her inner thigh. "What if I want more? Not money. Control."

The silence that followed was thick enough to cut.

"Explain," Mira said quietly.

Paloma took a breath, committing. "You said I have power. That my compound is the strongest you've found. So I want to use it. I want to decide when you get access, how you get it, what you have to do to earn it." She leaned forward, letting the robe gape open at the neckline. "I want you to beg for it."

Yuki made a sound low in her throat—half laugh, half whimper. "Fuck. Fuck. Mira, did you hear—"

"I heard." Mira's hands were clenched on her knees, knuckles white. Her eyes hadn't left Paloma's face. "You want to be in charge."

"Yes."

"And if we don't agree?"

Paloma shrugged, the gesture deliberate. Casual. "Then I find someone else who will. You said there's an underground network. Clubs. I'm sure they'd be interested in the strongest Carrier you've ever found."

It was a bluff. Mostly. Paloma had no idea how to access that network, didn't even know if Mira and Yuki had been telling the truth about it.

But the way Mira's face went pale told her everything she needed to know.

"We agree," Mira said immediately. Too fast. Desperate. "Whatever you want. Just—please. We haven't had a taste since Sunday night and it's been—" Her voice cracked. "—it's been so hard."

The raw need in those words sent heat flooding through Paloma's body. Her pussy clenched, slick already gathering. She uncrossed her legs slowly, watching both women's eyes track the movement, and when she let her thighs fall open just slightly—just enough to show she wasn't wearing anything under the robe—Yuki actually moaned out loud.

"Please," Yuki breathed. "Paloma. Please."

There it was. The begging she'd asked for.

And god, it felt incredible.

"Take off your clothes," Paloma said softly. "Both of you."

They moved like they'd been electrocuted. Mira shrugged out of her leather jacket, pulled her sweater over her head, fumbled with the button of her jeans. Beside her, Yuki was faster—jacket gone, shirt gone, sports bra yanked off in one smooth motion.

Mira's body was softer than Paloma expected—full breasts with dark nipples, a slight curve to her belly, strong thighs. Yuki was all lean muscle and sharp edges, small breasts with pierced nipples, the moon tattoos on her arm extending up over her shoulder and down across her ribs.

They stood before her naked, shaking, and the power Paloma felt in that moment was dizzying.

"On your knees," she said.

They dropped.

Paloma stood slowly, untying the robe and letting it fall open. She didn't take it off—not yet—just let it frame her body like a curtain revealing a stage. Her breasts were full and round, nipples already hard from arousal and the cool air. Her stomach was soft, curved. And between her legs, freshly shaved, her pussy lips were already glistening with arousal.

But she knew that wasn't what they wanted.

"Turn around," Mira whispered, and there was so much desperate hope in her voice it made Paloma's breath catch.

She turned. Slowly. Letting them see her back, her shoulders, the curve of her waist. And then her ass—round and full and perfect, the smooth skin interrupted only by the tight pink ring of her asshole, freshly washed and shaved and waiting.

Behind her, someone whimpered.

"Closer," Yuki begged. "Please let us get closer."

Paloma walked backward until she was standing directly in front of them, close enough that she could feel the heat of their bodies, the desperate panting of their breath on her skin.

"You can smell it, can't you?" Paloma asked, surprised by how steady her voice was. "The compound. It's stronger when I'm turned on."

"Yes," Mira gasped. "God yes, it's—it's everywhere, I can taste it on my tongue and you're not even—"

"What do you want?" Paloma interrupted.

"Your ass," Mira said immediately. "Please. Please let us taste your ass."

"Both of you?"

"Yes—"

"Then ask nicely."

There was a beat of silence. Then:

"Please, Paloma." Mira's voice was shaking. "Please let me put my mouth on your asshole. Let me lick you. Let me worship you. I need it. I need it so badly I can't think about anything else. Please."

"Me too," Yuki added desperately. "Please, Paloma. I'll do anything. Anything. Just let me taste you."

Paloma felt her pussy clench hard, more slick dripping down her inner thigh. The begging was doing things to her she hadn't expected—making her feel powerful and aroused and almost cruel in the best possible way.

"Okay," she said softly. "You can start."

The first touch of Mira's hands on her ass cheeks made Paloma gasp. Warm palms sliding over her skin, thumbs pressing into the cleft, gently pulling her open. And then—

—oh god—

Mira's tongue, hot and wet and desperate, dragging up the crack of her ass from bottom to top, swirling around her rim with the kind of reverence usually reserved for religious experiences.

"Mmmm—" Paloma moaned, bracing her hands on the back of the armchair. "Yes—"

Yuki's mouth joined on the other side, and together they worked her over with licks and kisses and gentle sucks that made Paloma's knees go weak. Their tongues met at the center of her asshole, tangling together briefly before separating to work opposite sides of the tight ring of muscle.

The sensation was indescribable. Not just physical pleasure—though there was plenty of that—but something deeper. The knowledge that these two women were on their knees behind her, lost in their addiction to something only she could provide, worshipping her body like it was the only thing keeping them alive.

"Harder," Paloma heard herself demand. "Lick me harder."

Mira responded immediately, sealing her lips around Paloma's asshole and sucking while her tongue pushed inside, breaching the tight ring of muscle and sliding into the heat beyond. The invasion was intense—not painful, but overwhelming, stretching her in ways she'd never been stretched before.

"AHHH!" Paloma cried out, her back arching. "Oh fuck—yes—"

Beside Mira, Yuki had moved lower, her mouth finding Paloma's pussy, tongue dragging through the slick that was literally dripping now. "So wet," Yuki mumbled against her flesh, the words vibrating through Paloma's core. "Your cunt is so fucking wet, does this turn you on? Making us beg?"

"Yes!" Paloma sobbed. Because it did. God help her, it absolutely did.

Mira's tongue was fucking her ass now in long, deliberate strokes—in and out, in and out, finding a rhythm that matched Yuki's mouth on her clit. The dual stimulation was building something massive inside Paloma's core, something that felt volcanic, ready to erupt.

But she didn't want to come yet. She wanted to drag this out, wanted to feel every second of this power, this control.

"Stop," she gasped.

Both women pulled back immediately, and Paloma could hear their desperate whimpering at the loss of contact.

She turned around, looking down at them. Their faces were flushed, lips swollen and shiny with her taste. Mira's eyes were completely black, pupils blown so wide they'd swallowed the iris. Yuki was shaking, hands clenched into fists on her thighs like she was physically restraining herself from reaching for Paloma.

"Stand up," Paloma commanded.

They obeyed, movements jerky with need.

Paloma walked past them to her bedroom, not bothering to check if they were following. She could hear their footsteps behind her—eager, desperate.

The bedroom smelled like lavender and clean sheets. Paloma had spent an hour making the bed that afternoon, smoothing out every wrinkle, arranging the pillows just so. String lights were draped around the window, casting soft golden light across the space.

She climbed onto the bed, positioning herself on her hands and knees with her ass facing the door.

"Mira," she said without looking back. "I want you to eat my ass. Really eat it. Like your life depends on it."

"Yes," Mira breathed, and Paloma heard her practically sprint across the room.

The bed dipped as Mira climbed on behind her. Hands on her hips, steadying. And then that blessed tongue again, this time without restraint. Mira licked her from taint to tailbone, over and over, coating Paloma's ass crack with saliva before zeroing in on her asshole with focused intensity.

"Oooohhh—" Paloma moaned, dropping down to her elbows, pushing her ass back into Mira's face. "Yes—just like that—"

Mira's tongue pushed inside and Paloma felt her asshole stretch around it, that tight ring of muscle clenching and releasing as Mira fucked her with long strokes that went deep, deeper than should be possible, like Mira was trying to crawl inside her.

"Yuki," Paloma gasped. "Under me. I want—ahhh—want your mouth on my pussy—"

Yuki slid beneath her immediately, positioning herself on her back with her face directly under Paloma's cunt. And then that wicked mouth was on her, tongue pushing between her pussy lips, finding her clit and sucking hard.

"FUCK!" Paloma screamed, her whole body shaking. "Oh god oh fuck oh—"

They had her now. Completely. Mira's tongue deep in her ass, Yuki's mouth sealed around her clit, two sets of hands gripping her body—her hips, her thighs, her ass cheeks—holding her in place while they devoured her.

The smell in the room had changed. That sweet, sharp scent of Compound Artemis was overwhelming now, mixing with the musk of arousal and sweat and something darker. Pure, animal sex. The kind that made rational thought impossible.

Paloma could feel it building again—that massive pressure in her core, spreading outward like a supernova about to explode. Her asshole was clenching rhythmically around Mira's tongue, her clit throbbing under Yuki's relentless sucking, and the sounds she was making didn't even sound human anymore.

"Mmmmore—" she begged. "More—harder—don't stop don't ever—AHHHH!"

It hit her like a truck.

Her whole body seized, every muscle locking up as the orgasm tore through her. She felt her asshole clamp down hard on Mira's tongue, felt gush of slick flood from her pussy into Yuki's mouth, felt her vision white out completely as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

"AAAAAAHHHHHHH!"

Through it all, Mira and Yuki didn't stop. They kept licking, kept sucking, drawing out her orgasm until Paloma was sobbing with it, tears streaming down her face, her voice hoarse from screaming.

Finally—finally—the waves began to subside. Paloma collapsed onto the bed, boneless, her whole body trembling with aftershocks.

She barely registered Mira and Yuki moving, but suddenly they were beside her, curled around her like cats seeking warmth. Their faces were blissed out, high out of their minds on the compound they'd just consumed.

"Thank you," Mira whispered against Paloma's shoulder. "Thank you thank you thank you—"

Yuki was making sounds that weren't quite words, just contented humming as she nuzzled into Paloma's neck.

They lay there for long minutes, breathing together, hearts gradually slowing.

Then Paloma's burner phone buzzed from somewhere in the other room.

"Ignore it," Mira mumbled, already half-asleep.

But Paloma was curious. She extracted herself carefully from their embrace—both women whimpering at the loss of contact—and padded naked back to the living room.

The phone was on the coffee table, screen glowing.

Unknown number.

Paloma picked it up, hesitated, then opened the message.

Heard you're the new Carrier everyone's talking about. Strongest compound in the city. I'm interested in booking a session. Name your price. —V

Paloma stared at the text, her heart starting to pound again.

Someone else knew about her. Someone who wasn't Mira or Yuki.

And they wanted a taste.

She looked back toward the bedroom, where she could hear the soft sounds of Mira and Yuki sleeping off their high.

Then she looked back at the phone.

How did you get this number? she typed.

The response came immediately: I have my ways. I run The Artemis Club. Exclusive membership, vetted clients only. You'd make a fortune. Think about it.

Another message followed with an address. Manhattan. Upper East Side. The kind of neighborhood where Paloma had never been invited, where her barista salary would barely cover one night's worth of cocktails.

First session is on the house, the message continued. Come see what we offer. Tomorrow night, 9 PM. The password is "Golden Hour."

Paloma's hands were shaking as she set the phone down.

The Artemis Club.

A whole new world was opening up in front of her, full of possibilities and dangers she couldn't even imagine.

She walked back to the bedroom, climbed into bed between Mira and Yuki, pulled the sheets up over all three of them.

But sleep didn't come.

Because Paloma Reyes was already planning her next move.


CHAPTER 4: The Artemis Club

The address led to a brownstone on East 73rd Street, the kind of building where old money whispered through the walls and the doorman knew your name before you'd even moved in. Paloma stood on the sidewalk outside, smoothing down her dress for the third time in as many minutes. She'd bought it that afternoon—black, fitted, with a neckline that plunged low enough to be interesting but not so low it screamed desperate. Three hundred dollars she definitely couldn't afford, charged to a credit card that was already maxed out.

But after tomorrow, after whatever happened tonight, money wouldn't be a problem anymore.

The November cold bit through the thin fabric. Frost was forming on the wrought-iron railings, catching the amber glow from the streetlights. The air smelled like car exhaust and roasted chestnuts from a vendor two blocks over, mixing with something else—expensive perfume, maybe, or the particular scent of wealth that clung to this neighborhood like cologne.

Paloma climbed the steps and pressed the buzzer.

A camera above the door swiveled to focus on her face. For a long moment, nothing happened. Then a voice crackled through the intercom—female, cultured, with the kind of accent that came from expensive boarding schools and summers in the Hamptons.

"Password?"

"Golden Hour," Paloma said, proud that her voice didn't shake.

The lock clicked open.

Inside, the foyer was breathtaking. Marble floors in a black and white checkerboard pattern, crystal chandelier dripping light like liquid diamonds, walls painted a deep burgundy and covered in gilt-framed oil paintings of women in various states of undress. Classical music played softly from hidden speakers—something by Chopin, melancholy and beautiful.

A woman appeared from a doorway to the left. She was tall—nearly six feet in her heels—with platinum blonde hair pulled back in a severe bun that emphasized the sharp angles of her face. High cheekbones. Narrow nose. Lips painted blood red. She wore a tailored black suit that probably cost more than Paloma's entire wardrobe, the jacket nipped in at the waist to show off an hourglass figure, the pants falling in perfect lines to expensive Italian leather shoes.

"Paloma Reyes," the woman said, and it wasn't a question. Her eyes—ice blue, calculating—swept over Paloma from head to toe, lingering on her breasts, her hips, the curve of her ass. "I'm Vivienne Archambault. I run The Artemis Club. Welcome."

She extended a hand. Her nails were perfectly manicured, painted the same blood red as her lips.

Paloma shook it, feeling the cool confidence in Vivienne's grip. "Thank you for the invitation."

"I don't extend invitations lightly." Vivienne's smile was sharp enough to cut. "When I heard about you—the strongest Carrier to emerge in years—I knew I had to meet you in person. Come. Let me show you what we offer."

She turned and walked down a hallway lined with more paintings, her heels clicking against the marble. Paloma followed, taking in every detail. The scent of the place was intoxicating—jasmine and vanilla and something darker underneath, something that smelled like sex and money and power all mixed together.

They passed several closed doors. Behind one, Paloma heard sounds—moaning, the wet sounds of mouths on flesh, someone crying out in pleasure. Behind another, music and laughter. The third was silent, but light spilled from under the door in a golden strip.

"The Artemis Club has been operating for fifteen years," Vivienne said without looking back. "We started in Paris, expanded to London, then New York five years ago. We cater to an exclusive clientele—mostly women, though we have some male members—who are seeking experiences they can't find anywhere else."

"Experiences with Carriers," Paloma said.

"Precisely." Vivienne stopped at a pair of double doors at the end of the hall, her hand on the brass handle. "But we're not just about the compound, Paloma. We're about artistry. About creating an environment where Carriers can explore their power safely, where clients can surrender to their cravings without judgment. What you experienced with Mira and Yuki—that was amateur hour. Child's play."

She pushed the doors open.

The room beyond was massive, taking up what must have been the entire back half of the brownstone. The ceiling soared twenty feet overhead, painted midnight blue with tiny lights embedded to look like stars. The floor was covered in plush rugs in deep jewel tones—emerald, sapphire, ruby. Low couches and chaise lounges were scattered throughout the space, upholstered in velvet and silk. And everywhere—everywhere—were women.

Some were fully clothed, sipping champagne and talking in low voices. Others were naked or nearly so, bodies on display like living sculptures. Paloma saw a woman on her hands and knees in the center of the room, three other women kneeling around her, taking turns burying their faces between her ass cheeks while she moaned and shook.

Another woman was bent over the arm of a couch, her ass in the air, while two more women worked her over—one with her mouth sealed around the woman's asshole, the other with three fingers buried knuckle-deep in her pussy.

In the corner, a woman lay on her back on a low table, legs spread wide, while a line of five other women waited their turn to taste her. The woman currently between her legs was older—maybe fifty—with gray streaks in her dark hair and the kind of desperation in her movements that spoke of deep addiction.

The smell in the room was overwhelming. Compound Artemis mixed with arousal and sweat and expensive perfume, creating a heady cocktail that made Paloma's head spin and her pussy clench with sudden, unexpected need.

"Holy shit," Paloma breathed.

"Indeed." Vivienne's hand settled on the small of Paloma's back, guiding her further into the room. "The women you see being worshipped are all Carriers. We have eight currently on our roster. Each has their own regulars, their own style, their own rules. Some prefer to dominate completely. Others enjoy a more collaborative experience. And the clients..." She gestured to the women doing the worshipping. "They pay dearly for the privilege."

"How much?"

"Base membership is fifteen thousand per year. That gets you access to the club three nights per week and one thirty-minute session per month with a Carrier of your choice. Premium membership is fifty thousand per year—unlimited access, priority booking, private rooms. And then there are the individual session fees, which vary by Carrier but start at two thousand for thirty minutes."

Paloma's mind reeled trying to do the math. Eight Carriers, each probably doing multiple sessions per night, three nights per week...

"That's millions," she said faintly.

"Per year, yes." Vivienne's smile widened. "And the Carriers receive seventy percent of session fees. The club takes thirty to cover overhead—security, medical screening, the space itself. But seventy percent of millions is still..."

"Life-changing."

"Exactly." Vivienne's hand slid lower on Paloma's back, fingers splaying across the curve of her ass. The touch was possessive, claiming. "I want you here, Paloma. I want you to be the crown jewel of The Artemis Club. With your compound strength, you could easily earn half a million in your first year. Possibly more."

Half a million dollars.

Paloma's student loans were forty thousand. Her rent was twenty-six thousand per year. She'd never had more than three thousand in her bank account at any one time in her entire life.

"What's the catch?" she asked, because there was always a catch.

"Smart girl." Vivienne's fingers traced the curve of Paloma's ass through the thin fabric of her dress. "The catch is exclusivity. If you join us, you can't work independently. All sessions go through the club. We handle screening, scheduling, payment. And..." Her hand slid lower, cupping Paloma's ass cheek firmly. "...you'd need to prove yourself first. Show me—show everyone here—that you're worth what I'm offering to pay you."

"How?"

Vivienne's eyes glittered in the starlight from above. "By letting them taste you. Right here. Right now. All of them."

Paloma's breath caught. She looked around the room again, counting. There had to be twenty, maybe twenty-five women here. And Vivienne wanted her to let all of them...

"If you can handle it," Vivienne continued, her voice dropping to a purr, "if you can maintain control while that many addicts are desperate for your ass, then you're exactly what I'm looking for. If you can't..." She shrugged elegantly. "Then perhaps The Artemis Club isn't the right fit."

It was a test. A gauntlet thrown down.

Paloma thought about Mira and Yuki, about how powerful she'd felt making them beg. About the two thousand dollars sitting in her account and the knowledge that she could make so much more.

About the fact that she'd discovered something about herself these past few days—something dark and hungry that craved the worship, the desperate need in other women's eyes when they looked at her.

"Okay," Paloma said. "I'll do it."

Vivienne's smile was triumphant. "Excellent. Let's begin."



The music changed—something lower, more primal, with a bass beat that thrummed through the floorboards and into Paloma's bones. Vivienne clapped her hands twice, the sharp sound cutting through the ambient moans and wet noises.

"Ladies," she announced, her voice carrying effortlessly across the space. "We have a very special treat tonight. I'd like to introduce Paloma Reyes—the strongest Carrier I've found in over a decade. She's agreed to let you experience her compound. All of you."

The reaction was immediate. Every head turned. Every conversation stopped. The women who'd been in the middle of their own sessions pulled away from their Carriers, turning to stare at Paloma with eyes gone wide and hungry.

One woman—small, maybe five-foot-two, with short black hair and delicate features—actually started drooling.

"Oh my god," someone whispered. "I can smell her from here."

"Please," another voice begged. "Please let me taste her."

Paloma felt power surge through her veins like lightning. This was what she'd been craving. This moment. This acknowledgment of what she was.

She reached behind herself and slowly unzipped her dress. The sound was obscenely loud in the suddenly silent room. She shimmied her hips, letting the fabric slide down over her curves, pooling at her feet in a puddle of black silk.

Underneath, she was completely naked.

She'd left her apartment without underwear, without a bra, just her body and the dress and the knowledge that she was walking into something that would change her life forever.

Her breasts were full and round, nipples already hard from the cool air and the arousal thrumming through her system. Her belly was soft, curved. And between her legs, her pussy was already glistening with slick, lips parted slightly.

But it was her ass that drew every eye in the room. Round and full and perfect, smooth golden-brown skin leading down to the tight pink ring of her asshole that was already starting to produce the compound in response to her arousal.

The smell hit the room like a bomb.

Paloma heard gasps, moans, someone actually crying. The women closest to her swayed on their feet, pupils dilating until their eyes were almost completely black.

"Form a line," Vivienne commanded, her own voice slightly breathless. "*You'll each get two minutes. No more. And Paloma..." She turned to face her, eyes blazing with something that looked almost like lust. "...you're in control. If anyone gets too rough, if you want to stop, just say the word."

Paloma walked to the center of the room, where a padded table had been set up. She climbed onto it, positioning herself on her hands and knees with her ass facing the line that was already forming behind her.

The first woman approached slowly, reverently. She was older—mid-forties, maybe—with auburn hair shot through with gray and laugh lines around her green eyes. She wore an expensive silk blouse and slacks, the kind of outfit that screamed corporate executive.

"Thank you," the woman whispered, her hands trembling as they settled on Paloma's ass cheeks. "Oh god, thank you—"

Then her mouth was on Paloma's asshole, tongue lapping frantically at the rim like she was dying of thirst and Paloma's ass was the only water source for miles.

The sensation made Paloma gasp. Not just the physical pleasure—though that was there, intense and immediate—but the knowledge that this woman, this powerful executive with her expensive clothes and her cultured voice, was on her knees behind her, lost in desperate need for something only Paloma could provide.

"Mmmm," Paloma moaned, pushing her ass back into the woman's face. "Yes—lick me—"

The woman obeyed with enthusiasm, her tongue working Paloma's rim in tight circles before pushing inside, breaching that tight ring of muscle and sliding into the heat beyond.

God, she's eager, the woman thought, her mind already starting to flood with dopamine. I'd pay anything for this. Anything at all.

"Time," Vivienne called after what felt like seconds.

The woman pulled away with a desperate whimper, and immediately the next woman took her place.

This one was younger—maybe thirty—with platinum blonde hair in a high ponytail and the kind of body that came from expensive personal trainers and strict diets. She was already naked, her small breasts topped with pierced nipples, her pussy completely bare and dripping wet.

She didn't waste time with reverence. She just attacked, sealing her lips around Paloma's asshole and sucking so hard Paloma actually cried out.

"AHHH! Fuck!"

The blonde's tongue fucked into her ass with brutal efficiency, no finesse, just raw desperate hunger. Her hands gripped Paloma's ass cheeks hard enough to bruise, spreading her wider, giving her better access.

Best thing I've ever tasted, the blonde thought, her whole body shaking. Better than any drug. Better than any orgasm. I need more. Need more need more need—

"Time."

The blonde was literally dragged away by two other women, still reaching for Paloma's ass, begging for just one more taste.

The third woman was different. Older—sixty, maybe—with silver hair in an elegant twist and the kind of grace that spoke of ballet training in youth. She approached slowly, her movements deliberate, and when her tongue made contact it was with the kind of skill that came from decades of experience.

She licked Paloma's asshole with long, luxurious strokes, taking her time, savoring every moment. Her tongue traced patterns—circles, figure-eights, spirals—that made Paloma's whole body light up with pleasure.

"Oh god," Paloma gasped. "That's—that's incredible—"

She's exquisite, the older woman thought, her eyes closed in bliss. Like tasting sunlight. I could die happy right now.

"Time."

One after another they came. A butch woman with short-cropped hair and tattoos covering her arms, who ate Paloma's ass like she was starving. A femme in a cocktail dress and pearls, who moaned and touched herself while her tongue worked Paloma's rim. Twins—identical, with matching black bob haircuts—who both wanted a taste and ended up sharing, their tongues tangling together as they licked opposite sides of Paloma's asshole simultaneously.

Each one left her mark. Each one worshipped Paloma's body like it was a religious experience. Each one walked away high out of their minds, already planning when they could book their next session.

And through it all, Paloma felt herself changing. Felt the power settling into her bones, becoming part of her identity. She wasn't just Paloma Reyes, barista and student loan debtor, anymore.

She was a goddess.

By the time the twentieth woman had finished—a tiny Asian woman with a tongue piercing that felt incredible against Paloma's sensitive rim—Paloma was shaking with the effort of holding herself up. Her asshole was swollen, oversensitized, clenching rhythmically even without stimulation. Her pussy was dripping slick down her thighs, forming a small puddle on the padded table beneath her.

But she hadn't come.

She'd held back, maintained control through all twenty tongue-lashings, refused to give them the satisfaction of seeing her break.

"Impressive," Vivienne said, appearing beside the table. Her hand stroked down Paloma's spine, possessive and approving. "Very impressive. I think you've earned a reward."

She snapped her fingers, and two women appeared—both stunning, both naked. The first was tall and willowy, with skin like polished ebony and hair in long braids that fell to her waist. The second was curvier, with olive skin and dark eyes and the kind of lush mouth that was made for sin.

"These are two of my best Carriers," Vivienne explained. "Zahara and Giuliana. And they're going to take very good care of you."

Zahara climbed onto the table in front of Paloma, positioning herself on her back with her legs spread wide. Her pussy was beautiful—dark outer lips surrounding pink inner folds, already glistening with arousal. And beneath it, her asshole was tight and perfect, the skin around it several shades lighter than the rest of her.

"Eat her," Vivienne commanded. "Show me what you learned from being worshipped."

Paloma didn't hesitate. She dove forward, burying her face between Zahara's ass cheeks, her tongue finding that tight ring of muscle and licking with all the enthusiasm that had been directed at her own ass for the past hour.

The taste was incredible. Sweet and musky and slightly bitter, with an underlying flavor that made Paloma's head spin. Compound Artemis. Zahara was a Carrier too, and tasting another Carrier's compound was like—

—like coming home—

—like finding something she'd been missing her whole life—

Paloma's tongue pushed inside Zahara's ass, and the tall woman arched off the table, crying out in pleasure.

"AHHH! Yes! Fuck, your tongue—"

Behind Paloma, Giuliana had climbed onto the table and was positioning herself between Paloma's legs. And then that wicked mouth was on Paloma's pussy, tongue dragging through her slick before finding her clit and sucking hard.

"MMMPH!" Paloma moaned into Zahara's ass, the sound muffled but desperate.

She was trapped now. Mouth buried in Zahara's perfect asshole, Giuliana's mouth working her pussy, her own ass still exposed to the room full of women who were watching with hungry eyes, some of them touching themselves, others simply staring in awe.

This was what power felt like. This was what it meant to be a Carrier.

Paloma sealed her lips around Zahara's asshole and sucked, her tongue fucking deep, finding a rhythm that matched Giuliana's mouth on her clit.

"Oh god oh fuck oh—" Zahara was babbling now, her hands fisted in Paloma's hair, holding her in place. "Don't stop don't stop don't—AHHHHH!"

Zahara came with a scream, her whole body seizing, her asshole clenching tight around Paloma's tongue.

The sensation—feeling another Carrier come from having her ass eaten—pushed Paloma over the edge.

Her orgasm hit like a tsunami, ripping through her body with such force she actually saw stars. Her pussy clenched and gushed, flooding Giuliana's mouth with slick. Her asshole spasmed, still swollen and sensitive from being worshipped by twenty desperate women.

"AAAHHH!" she screamed into Zahara's ass, the sound raw and primal.

Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. She could feel her compound producing in overdrive, the smell flooding the room, making every woman present moan in sympathetic arousal.

Finally—finally—the orgasm subsided. Paloma collapsed onto the table, boneless, every muscle trembling.

Around her, she could hear applause. Slow, appreciative clapping that gradually built into something louder, more enthusiastic.

Vivienne appeared beside her, helping her sit up. "Welcome to The Artemis Club, Paloma. I think you're going to fit in perfectly here."

Paloma looked around the room—at the faces watching her with a mix of awe and hunger and desperate hope, at the luxury surrounding her, at the life she was about to step into.

"When do I start?" she asked.

Vivienne's smile was sharp and satisfied. "Tomorrow night. We already have a waiting list."


CHAPTER 5: The Queen

The private room Vivienne had assigned to Paloma was obscene in its luxury. Walls covered in burgundy velvet, a king-sized bed with silk sheets the color of champagne, ambient lighting that could be adjusted from soft gold to deep crimson depending on the mood. There was a full bathroom en suite with a rainfall shower and a bidet—because of course there was a bidet, Paloma thought with dark amusement. A mini-fridge stocked with champagne and sparkling water. A sound system that currently played something low and thrumming that made her pulse quicken.

And in the corner, a digital screen showing her schedule for the night.

9:30 PM - Client A (Margaret Chen, 52, Premium Member) - 30 minutes 10:15 PM - Client B (Sophia Volkov, 29, Base Member) - 30 minutes
11:00 PM - Client C (Dr. Patricia Hayes, 44, Premium Member) - 60 minutes 12:15 AM - Client D (Twins: Emma & Lily Rodriguez, both 31, Premium Members) - 60 minutes

Four sessions. Three and a half hours of having her ass worshipped by desperate women who'd paid thousands of dollars for the privilege.

Paloma stood in front of the full-length mirror, studying herself. She wore nothing but a black silk robe—the same one from her apartment, because it made her feel powerful. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, still damp from the shower she'd taken an hour ago. She'd shaved everywhere again, moisturized with expensive lotion Vivienne had provided that smelled like jasmine and vanilla.

She looked like money. Like power. Like a woman who knew exactly what she was worth.

The burner phone buzzed. A text from Mira: Where are you? You weren't at your apartment. We had a session scheduled for tonight.

Guilt twisted in Paloma's stomach, brief but sharp. She'd ghosted them. Had accepted Vivienne's offer without telling them, without even saying goodbye to the two women who'd discovered what she was.

But the guilt faded quickly, replaced by something colder. More practical.

Mira and Yuki had used her too, hadn't they? Had approached her not out of altruism but because they were addicts desperate for a fix. At least Vivienne was honest about the transaction—money for access, clean and simple.

Paloma didn't respond to the text.

At exactly 9:30 PM, there was a soft knock on the door.

"Come in," Paloma called, settling herself on the edge of the bed with her legs crossed.

The door opened and Margaret Chen entered. She was exactly as her profile had described—fifty-two, Chinese-American, with shoulder-length black hair shot through with silver and the kind of elegant bone structure that only became more striking with age. She wore a tailored gray suit that probably cost five thousand dollars, diamond studs in her ears, wedding ring glinting on her left hand.

Rich. Married. Desperate, Paloma cataloged immediately.

"Ms. Reyes," Margaret said, her voice cultured, slightly accented. "Thank you for seeing me."

"Call me Paloma." She stood, letting the robe fall open slightly to show the curve of her breasts, the smooth expanse of her belly. "And you're Margaret?"

"Yes." Margaret's eyes were already dilating, pupils expanding as she caught the scent of Compound Artemis that was always present around Paloma now, stronger when she was aroused. "I've been... I've been waiting for this for three weeks. Since Vivienne told me about you."

"Three weeks is a long time to wait." Paloma walked closer, watching Margaret's breathing quicken. "You must be very eager."

"Yes," Margaret breathed. Her hands were shaking. "I've been a member here for two years. I see Zahara usually, but when Vivienne said there was someone new, someone stronger..." She trailed off, swaying slightly on her expensive heels.

She's already feeling it, Paloma thought with satisfaction. Just from being in the same room.

"What do you do, Margaret?" Paloma asked, circling her slowly. "When you're not here?"

"I'm a federal judge. Southern District of New York."

A federal judge. Holy shit. This woman probably sentenced people to prison, made decisions that affected thousands of lives. And here she was, trembling with need, ready to drop to her knees for a twenty-six-year-old barista.

The power trip was intoxicating.

"And your husband?" Paloma gestured to the wedding ring. "Does he know you're here?"

"No." Margaret's voice was barely a whisper. "He thinks I'm at a conference. He doesn't understand about the compound, about what I need."

"But you need it." It wasn't a question.

"God yes." Margaret's composure was cracking, the cultured facade giving way to raw desperation. "Please. I've been dreaming about this for weeks. I'll do anything. Anything."

Paloma felt her pussy clench, slick already gathering. The begging never got old.

"Strip," she commanded.

Margaret obeyed immediately, fingers fumbling with the buttons of her suit jacket. The jacket fell to the floor, followed by her silk blouse, her slacks, her expensive lingerie. Underneath, her body was exactly what Paloma expected—maintained through personal trainers and nutritionists, small breasts with large nipples, narrow waist, strong thighs. The body of a woman who had the money and discipline to stay fit despite being in her fifties.

"On your knees."

Margaret dropped gracefully, her hands clasped in front of her like she was praying.

She is praying, Paloma realized. Praying to me. To my ass.

Paloma turned around slowly, untying the robe and letting it slide off her shoulders. She was completely naked underneath, and she heard Margaret's sharp intake of breath as her ass was revealed—round and perfect and already producing the compound in response to her own arousal.

"You have thirty minutes," Paloma said, glancing at the digital clock on the wall. "Use them well."

Margaret crawled forward—actually crawled—closing the distance between them. Her hands settled on Paloma's hips, and when she spread Paloma's ass cheeks and buried her face between them, the moan that escaped her was almost religious in its fervor.

"Ohhhhh god—" Margaret's tongue found Paloma's rim immediately, lapping at it with long, desperate strokes. "So good—tastes so good—"

This is incredible, Margaret thought, her mind already flooding with dopamine. Better than Zahara. Better than anyone. I'd give up everything for this. My career, my marriage, everything—

Paloma braced her hands on the edge of the bed and pushed her ass back into Margaret's face, encouraging her. "Deeper. Get your tongue inside me."

Margaret obeyed instantly, sealing her lips around Paloma's asshole and pushing her tongue through the tight ring of muscle. The sensation made Paloma gasp—Margaret's tongue was skilled, precise, finding angles that sent sparks of pleasure racing up her spine.

"Yesss—" Paloma hissed. "Just like that—fuck—"

Margaret worked her over with the kind of focused intensity that probably made her excellent at her job. Her tongue fucked into Paloma's ass in steady, rhythmic strokes, occasionally pulling out to lap at the rim before plunging back in. One of her hands snaked around to find Paloma's pussy, fingers sliding through the slick that was already dripping down her thighs.

"So wet," Margaret mumbled against Paloma's asshole. "Does it turn you on? Knowing I'd destroy my life for this?"

"Yes," Paloma moaned honestly. Because it did. The power was addictive in its own way.

They stayed like that for the full thirty minutes—Margaret on her knees, tongue buried in Paloma's ass, fingers working Paloma's clit in tight circles. Paloma came twice, her asshole clenching around Margaret's tongue each time, flooding the judge's mouth with more of the compound she was so desperately addicted to.

When the timer finally chimed, Margaret pulled away with a sob of genuine grief.

"No—please—just five more minutes—"

"Your time is up," Paloma said firmly, even though her own body was still trembling with aftershocks. "You'll have to book another session."

Margaret stood on shaking legs, her face wet with Paloma's taste, pupils blown so wide her eyes looked black. "When?"

"Talk to Vivienne." Paloma retrieved her robe, tying it closed. "She handles scheduling."

Margaret dressed quickly, fumbling with buttons and zippers, and Paloma could see the high settling over her—that blissed-out expression that said the dopamine was doing its job. She'd be riding that high for hours, maybe days.

And then she'll come back, Paloma thought. They always come back.

After Margaret left, Paloma had fifteen minutes to clean up before her next client. She used the bidet, freshened her makeup, reapplied the expensive lotion. Made sure she looked perfect.

At 10:15 PM exactly, there was another knock.

"Come in."

Sophia Volkov was twenty-nine but looked younger—baby-faced, with white-blonde hair in a pixie cut and pale blue eyes that were already hungry before she even fully entered the room. She was tiny—maybe five-foot-one—with a dancer's body, all lean muscle and graceful movements. She wore ripped jeans and a leather jacket over a vintage band t-shirt. Doc Martens on her feet.

The contrast with Margaret couldn't have been more stark.

"Holy shit," Sophia breathed, staring at Paloma. "You're even more beautiful than Vivienne said."

"And you're Sophia." Paloma stayed seated on the bed, letting Sophia come to her. "What do you do?"

"Tattoo artist. I have a shop in Bushwick." Sophia's Russian accent was faint but present, softening her consonants. "I've been saving for three months to afford this session."

Three months of savings for thirty minutes. Paloma felt a pang of something—not quite guilt, but close.

"Then let's make sure it's worth it," she said, standing and letting the robe fall away.

Sophia's reaction was immediate and visceral. She actually swayed on her feet, catching herself against the wall. "Bozhe moy—" she whispered in Russian. "The smell—"

"Come here," Paloma commanded.

Sophia closed the distance between them in three quick strides. Her hands went immediately to Paloma's ass, gripping hard enough to bruise. "Can I—please—"

"You can do whatever you want for thirty minutes," Paloma said. "But if you waste time asking permission, that's on you."

Sophia didn't need to be told twice. She spun Paloma around, bent her over the bed, and dropped to her knees in one fluid motion. And then her mouth was on Paloma's asshole, tongue lapping frantically, desperately, like she was afraid Paloma might disappear if she slowed down even for a second.

"Mmmmm—" Paloma moaned into the silk sheets. Sophia's enthusiasm more than made up for any lack of technique. Her tongue was everywhere at once—circling the rim, pushing inside, licking down to Paloma's taint and back up again.

Three months of saving, Sophia thought, her mind already starting to flood with the high. Three months of eating ramen and skipping drinks with friends and it was worth it. So worth it. I'd do it again tomorrow.

Paloma reached back and spread her own ass cheeks wider, giving Sophia better access. "Deeper. I want your tongue as deep as it'll go."

Sophia made a sound that was half-moan, half-whimper, and then her tongue was pushing inside, breaching Paloma's asshole and sliding into the tight heat. The sensation made Paloma's toes curl, her pussy clenching on nothing.

"Fuck yes—" Paloma gasped. "Just like that—don't stop—"

Sophia didn't stop. Her tongue fucked into Paloma's ass with desperate enthusiasm, occasionally pulling out to catch her breath before diving back in. Her hands gripped Paloma's ass cheeks so hard Paloma knew there would be marks tomorrow.

Good, Paloma thought. I want marks. Want reminders of this.

The thirty minutes flew by. Paloma came once—hard and sudden, her asshole clamping down on Sophia's tongue while she screamed into the sheets. When the timer chimed, Sophia was practically sobbing.

"No—not yet—please—"

"Your time is up," Paloma said, pulling away and standing. Her legs were shaking.

Sophia stayed on her knees, tears actually streaming down her face. "When can I come back? Please. I'll save faster. I'll—I'll sell my motorcycle. Whatever it takes."

Don't sell your motorcycle, Paloma almost said, but she caught herself. This wasn't friendship. This was business.

"Talk to Vivienne," she said instead.

After Sophia left—reluctantly, looking back over her shoulder three times—Paloma had another fifteen-minute break. She cleaned up again, drank some water, checked her phone.

Three more texts from Mira, increasingly desperate: Paloma where are you? Are you okay? Please just let us know you're safe.

One text from Yuki: If you found another source, just tell us. We can handle it.

Paloma stared at the messages for a long moment. Then she typed: I'm fine. I'm working. Don't contact this number again.

She blocked them both before she could second-guess herself.

At 11:00 PM, Dr. Patricia Hayes arrived.

She was forty-four, with auburn hair pulled back in a severe bun and sharp green eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses. She wore a white button-down and black slacks—professional, almost clinical. She carried herself with the kind of confidence that spoke of advanced degrees and high-pressure careers.

"I'm a neurosurgeon," Patricia said without preamble. "At Mount Sinai. I perform maybe two hundred surgeries a year, and I'm very good at what I do."

"Okay," Paloma said, unsure where this was going.

"I'm telling you this because I need you to understand what I'm risking being here." Patricia's voice was steady, controlled. "If anyone found out—colleagues, administrators, patients—my career would be over. I'd lose my medical license. Everything I've worked for."

"Then why are you here?"

Patricia's composure cracked just slightly. "Because I tried to stop. After I discovered Compound Artemis two years ago, I tried to quit. Cold turkey. I lasted six days before I had a complete breakdown in the OR. Nearly killed a patient because I couldn't focus, couldn't think about anything except getting another taste."

Addiction, Paloma thought. Real, clinical addiction.

"So I'm here," Patricia continued, "because I've accepted that I can't function without this. And because Vivienne assured me you're the strongest Carrier she's ever found. I need that. I need something strong enough to keep me satisfied for more than a day or two."

Paloma studied her. This woman was brilliant, accomplished, probably saved lives on a regular basis. And she was completely, utterly enslaved to a compound produced by Paloma's asshole.

The power should have felt wrong. Exploitative.

Instead, it felt incredible.

"You have sixty minutes," Paloma said, untying her robe. "Make them count."

Patricia's control shattered immediately. She was on her knees before the robe even hit the floor, her hands already reaching for Paloma's ass.

"Thank you," she breathed. "Thank you thank you—"

Then her mouth was on Paloma's asshole and there was nothing clinical about it. She ate ass like a woman starving, her tongue working Paloma's rim with desperate fervor, sealing her lips around the tight ring and sucking so hard Paloma actually saw stars.

"AHHH!" Paloma cried out, bracing herself against the bed. "Fuck—Patricia—"

I need this more than I need air, Patricia thought, her brilliant mind already dissolving into dopamine-soaked bliss. More than I need sleep or food or anything else. This is what keeps me alive.

Paloma let Patricia work her over for ten minutes before pulling away. "On the bed. On your back."

Patricia obeyed immediately, scrambling onto the silk sheets and positioning herself in the center of the mattress.

"I'm going to sit on your face," Paloma said, climbing up after her. "And you're going to eat my ass until I come. Understood?"

"Yes—please—"

Paloma straddled Patricia's face, facing toward her feet, and slowly lowered herself until her asshole was directly over Patricia's mouth. The position was commanding, powerful—she could see herself in the full-length mirror across the room, could see Patricia's legs spread beneath her, could see the way the surgeon's hands came up to grip her thighs.

Then Patricia's tongue found her rim and Paloma threw her head back with a moan.

"Yesss—"

Patricia ate her ass like it was her job—because in this moment, it was. Her tongue fucked into Paloma's asshole with clinical precision, finding angles and rhythms that made Paloma's whole body light up. One of her hands reached up to find Paloma's pussy, two fingers sliding inside while her thumb worked her clit.

The dual stimulation was overwhelming. Paloma rode Patricia's face shamelessly, grinding down, chasing her pleasure, using this brilliant surgeon like a sex toy.

"Harder—" she demanded. "Fuck me harder with your tongue—"

Patricia obeyed, her tongue pushing deeper, her fingers curling inside Paloma's pussy to find her g-spot. The combination was explosive.

Paloma came with a scream, her whole body seizing, her asshole clenching tight around Patricia's tongue. She felt more of the compound flooding out, coating Patricia's mouth, and the surgeon moaned like she'd been given a gift.

But Patricia didn't stop. She kept licking, kept fucking Paloma with her tongue and fingers, drawing out the orgasm until Paloma was shaking, sobbing, begging her to stop and also never stop.

Finally, Paloma pulled away, collapsing onto the bed beside Patricia. Both of them were panting, sweating, trembling.

"Incredible," Patricia breathed, her eyes closed, a blissed-out smile on her face. "You're incredible."

They stayed like that for the rest of the hour—Paloma recovering, Patricia basking in her high. When the timer finally chimed, Patricia dressed slowly, reluctantly.

"Same time next week?" she asked.

"If you book it," Paloma said.

After Patricia left, Paloma had another break. But she was exhausted now, her ass sore from three straight hours of attention. She checked the clock: 12:10 AM. Five more minutes until her last clients of the night.

The twins.

At exactly 12:15 AM, Emma and Lily Rodriguez knocked in unison—two quick raps, perfectly synchronized.

"Come in," Paloma called.

They entered together, and Paloma's breath caught.

They were identical. Completely, perfectly identical. Long black hair falling in waves past their shoulders, golden-brown skin, dark eyes framed by thick lashes, full lips painted the same shade of nude pink. They wore matching outfits—black silk camisoles and high-waisted jeans that showed off their curves.

Both had the same body type: hourglass figures with full breasts, narrow waists, wide hips, and asses that made Paloma's mouth water.

"Paloma," they said in unison, their voices perfectly matched. "We're Emma and Lily."

"I can see that," Paloma said faintly. "Which one is which?"

"Emma," the one on the left said, smiling.

"Lily," the one on the right added.

"We've been members here for six months," Emma continued. "We always book our sessions together. We're inseparable."

Twins who share everything, Paloma thought. Including their addiction.

"Vivienne said you're the strongest she's ever found," Lily said, taking a step forward. "Is that true?"

Paloma stood, letting her robe fall open. "Why don't you come find out?"

Both twins inhaled sharply, their pupils dilating simultaneously. And then they were moving, crossing the room in perfect synchronization, their hands reaching for Paloma's body like they'd rehearsed this.

Emma's mouth found Paloma's left breast, sucking her nipple while Lily kissed down her stomach, her belly, dropping to her knees to nuzzle between Paloma's legs.

"Oh fuck—" Paloma gasped.

They worked her over with terrifying efficiency—Emma's mouth and hands on her upper body, Lily's tongue finding her pussy, licking through her slick with long, luxurious strokes. And the whole time they were making sounds, synchronized moans and gasps that created a harmony that was almost musical.

"Turn around," Emma breathed against Paloma's ear. "We want to taste what everyone's been talking about."

Paloma turned, bending slightly, and immediately both twins were behind her. Four hands spreading her ass cheeks wide. Two mouths descending on her rim simultaneously.

The sensation was insane. Two tongues working opposite sides of her asshole, occasionally meeting in the middle to tangle together before separating again. They had rhythm, coordination, like they'd done this a thousand times before.

They probably have, Paloma realized. They've probably shared other Carriers exactly like this.

"Ohhhhh god—" Paloma moaned, her knees going weak. "That's—that's so good—"

Emma's tongue pushed inside first, breaching Paloma's asshole and sliding deep. Then she pulled out and Lily took her turn, her tongue following the same path. They alternated like that—one tongue inside, one tongue working the rim, switching back and forth in perfect rhythm.

I could do this forever, Emma thought, lost in the high. Just share her with Lily forever.

She tastes like heaven, Lily thought, mirroring her sister's devotion. We'll do anything to keep coming back.

Paloma was barely coherent now, reduced to moaning and gasping as the twins worshipped her ass with synchronized precision. They moved her to the bed, positioning her on her hands and knees, and then they were underneath her—one twin eating her ass from below, the other eating her pussy, and Paloma didn't even know who was where anymore, just knew that she was drowning in pleasure.

She came three times in the sixty minutes they had—each orgasm more intense than the last, until she was screaming into the pillows, her whole body shaking so violently she thought she might break apart.

When the timer finally, finally chimed, the twins pulled away reluctantly.

"We're booking you every week," Emma said, her voice dreamy with the high. "Every single week."

"For the rest of our lives," Lily added.

After they left, Paloma collapsed on the bed, completely spent. Her asshole was swollen, oversensitized, clenching rhythmically even without stimulation. Her pussy was sore. Her whole body felt like it had been through a marathon.

But when she checked her phone and saw the notification from Vivienne—$8,400 transferred to your account. Excellent work tonight.—she smiled.

Eight thousand dollars. In one night. For four hours of having her ass licked by desperate women.

She was never going back to making coffee.



Paloma stumbled into her apartment at nearly 3 AM, every muscle aching. She'd taken an Uber from The Artemis Club—forty dollars she hadn't even blinked at spending because fuck it, she'd just made eight thousand in one night.

She was fumbling with her keys when she noticed the light was on inside.

Her stomach dropped.

She'd locked the door when she left. She was sure she'd locked it.

Paloma pushed the door open slowly, her heart hammering.

Mira and Yuki were sitting on her velvet couch. Waiting.

"How did you get in?" Paloma demanded.

"You gave us a spare key," Mira said quietly. "Remember? After our first session."

Fuck. She had. Had completely forgotten about it in her rush to join The Artemis Club.

"You blocked us," Yuki said, and there was hurt in her voice. Real, genuine hurt. "You ghosted us without even explaining why."

Guilt twisted in Paloma's stomach, but she pushed it down. "I don't owe you an explanation. We had a business arrangement. I found a better one."

"Better?" Mira stood, and Paloma could see the dark circles under her eyes, the way her hands were shaking. "Better than us?"

"Yes," Paloma said flatly. "The Artemis Club pays me eight thousand dollars a night. You were paying me two thousand per session twice a week. Do the math."

"This isn't about money," Yuki said, standing too. "This is about—" She gestured between the three of them. "—this. What we had. We discovered you, Paloma. We helped you understand what you were. And you just... threw us away."

"I didn't throw you away. I made a business decision."

"Bullshit." Mira's voice was sharp now, cutting. "You're using that club as an excuse because you're afraid. Afraid of what it means that we care about you. That we want more than just your compound."

Paloma laughed, bitter. "You don't want me. You want what I produce. You're addicts, and I'm your drug. That's all this has ever been."

The words hung in the air between them.

Then Mira closed the distance between them in three quick strides. Her hand shot out, gripping Paloma's jaw, forcing her to meet her eyes.

"You think I don't know that?" Mira said, her voice low and dangerous. "You think I'm not aware of what I am? What we are? I'm a neuroscientist, Paloma. I understand addiction better than anyone. And yes, we're addicted to your compound. But that doesn't mean we don't care about you."

"Let go of me," Paloma said, but her voice lacked conviction.

"No." Mira's grip tightened. "Not until you listen. You can work at that club. You can make your money. But you don't get to pretend this meant nothing. You don't get to act like we're just another transaction."

Paloma felt tears pricking at her eyes, and she hated herself for it. "What do you want from me?"

"Let us worship you," Yuki said, moving closer. "One last time. Let us show you what you mean to us. And then... if you still want us gone, we'll go."

Paloma looked between them—at Mira's desperate hope, at Yuki's raw need. At the two women who'd discovered her, who'd introduced her to this world, who'd been the first to make her feel powerful.

"Okay," she whispered. "One last time."



They descended on her like starving animals.

Mira's mouth found hers, kissing her with a desperation that tasted like three days of withdrawal. Yuki's hands were already working Paloma's clothes off, pulling at her dress, her bra, leaving her naked in the middle of her living room.

"Bedroom," Paloma gasped between kisses.

They half-carried, half-dragged her to the bed. Mira stripped out of her clothes with jerky, desperate movements. Yuki was faster, already naked, already climbing onto the bed.

"I need you," Mira breathed, positioning Paloma on all fours. "I need you so fucking badly."

Her mouth found Paloma's asshole immediately, and the familiar sensation made Paloma cry out. Mira ate her ass like she was dying, her tongue pushing deep, fucking into her with long strokes that hit depths no one at the club had reached.

Because she knows me, Paloma realized. She's learned my body. Knows exactly what I need.

Yuki slid underneath her, positioning herself between Paloma's legs, and then her mouth was on Paloma's pussy, tongue finding her clit and sucking with practiced expertise.

"AHHH!" Paloma screamed. "Oh fuck—yes—"

They worked her over with desperate intensity—Mira's tongue in her ass, Yuki's mouth on her clit, four hands gripping her body, holding her in place, owning her completely.

And despite everything—despite the club, despite the money, despite her attempts to convince herself this was just business—Paloma felt something crack open inside her chest.

I missed this, she admitted to herself. I missed them.

She came harder than she had all night, her whole body convulsing, her asshole clenching around Mira's tongue while Yuki drank down the flood of slick from her pussy.

"FUCK!"

But they didn't stop. They kept going, kept licking, kept worshipping her until she came again. And again. And again.

By the time the sun started creeping through her bedroom window, Paloma had lost count of her orgasms. She lay boneless on the bed, Mira and Yuki curled around her, all three of them sweaty and exhausted and sated.

"You can go to your club," Mira whispered against her shoulder. "Make your money. Build your empire. But you're ours too. Understand?"

Paloma didn't answer. Couldn't answer. Because the truth was complicated and messy and she didn't have words for it yet.

Instead, she just pulled them closer and let herself fall asleep.



Three weeks later, Paloma stood in her new apartment—a loft in SoHo with floor-to-ceiling windows, exposed brick, and rent that cost more per month than she used to make in six months.

She'd quit her barista job after her second week at The Artemis Club. Had paid off her student loans in full. Had bought a new wardrobe, new furniture, a new life.

Her phone buzzed with notifications:

	$47,000 transferred from The Artemis Club 
	Next week's schedule: 8 sessions booked 
	Waiting list: 23 clients 


She'd become exactly what Vivienne had promised—the crown jewel of the club. Women flew in from other cities just for a session with her. Premium members paid ten thousand dollars for an hour. Her compound was so strong some women claimed they stayed high for a week after just thirty minutes with her.

But twice a week—Monday and Thursday nights—Paloma went back to her old apartment in Williamsburg. Back to Mira and Yuki. Back to sessions that weren't about money or power or building an empire.

Back to something that felt almost like love, even if none of them would say it out loud.

She was looking at herself in the full-length mirror—wearing the black silk robe that had become her uniform, her hair loose around her shoulders, her face carefully made up—when her burner phone buzzed.

Unknown number.

Heard you're the best. Willing to pay $50,000 for one night. Interested? - Anonymous

Fifty thousand dollars. For one night.

Paloma stared at the message for a long moment.

Then she typed back: Send details.

Because this was who she was now. Paloma Reyes. The strongest Carrier in New York City. The woman who could make federal judges and neurosurgeons drop to their knees. The woman who'd taken a biological accident and turned it into an empire.

The woman who'd learned that power tasted better than anything else in the world.

She looked at herself in the mirror one more time—at the goddess staring back at her, confident and beautiful and absolutely ruthless.

And she smiled.

This was only the beginning.
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