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Chapter 1




Logan hunched his shoulders, the rain soaking through his hoodie and dripping from the tip of his nose. His boots hit another puddle, water splashing up his jeans, but he barely registered the cold. The city was half-dead at this hour—just the occasional car hissing past and the distant glow of streetlights reflected in the slick pavement. He kept his head down, hands jammed in his pockets, the weight of the day pressing between his shoulder blades.

The walk from work was always the worst part. He could still feel the ache in his arms from stacking boxes, the echo of fluorescent lights buzzing in his skull. He’d stayed late, again, covering for a guy who’d called in sick. No thanks, just a nod from the supervisor and a promise of overtime that would barely cover the rent. Logan snorted, kicking a loose stone into the gutter. He’d stopped expecting more.

His apartment came into view, its brick facade streaked with grime and rain. The neon vacancy sign above the door flickered, stuttering between red and nothing, casting a sickly glow over the sagging stoop. The building looked as tired as he felt—windows patched with cardboard, the front door hanging slightly off its hinges. Logan paused at the curb, watching the sign blink on and off, as if the place couldn’t decide if it wanted him back.

He crossed the street, dodging a battered sedan that splashed water over his boots. The lobby was empty, the cracked linoleum slick with muddy footprints. Logan wiped his feet out of habit, then trudged up the stairs, each step creaking under his weight. The hallways smelled faintly of mildew and old takeout, the walls lined with peeling wallpaper and faded notices about rent increases and broken laundry machines.

He passed Mrs. Dorsey’s door—shut tight, the sound of her TV leaking through the thin wood. Someone had left a pizza box on the floor outside 3B, grease staining the carpet. Logan sidestepped it, fishing his keys from his pocket as he reached his own door. The lock stuck, as always, and he had to jiggle it twice before it gave way.

He glanced back down the hallway, the flickering overhead light making the shadows jump. For a second, he thought he saw movement at the end of the corridor—a shape ducking into the stairwell—but when he blinked, it was gone. Just his imagination, he told himself. Just another night at the apartments.

He pushed inside, letting the door thud shut behind him. The rain hammered against the window, the neon sign outside painting the room in pulses of red and darkness. Logan let out a long breath, the tension in his shoulders easing just a little. Home, such as it was.

Logan flicked on the lights, the overhead bulb buzzing to life and casting a pale glow across the cramped apartment. He tossed his keys onto the chipped counter, the metal clatter echoing in the quiet. Shrugging off his soaked jacket, he draped it over the back of a kitchen chair, water dripping onto the linoleum. The silence pressed in, heavy and absolute—no TV, no music, just the faint hum of the fridge. He caught the lingering scent of microwaved noodles and stale coffee, a reminder of last night’s half-eaten dinner still sitting in the sink. Logan ran a hand through his damp hair, glancing around at the cluttered space: battered couch, sagging bookshelves, a stack of unopened mail by the door. He let out a slow breath, feeling the emptiness settle around him, and wandered toward the living room.

Logan dropped onto the couch, the springs groaning under him. He fished his phone from his pocket, thumbed through his contacts, and tapped Mark’s name. The call rang twice before Mark picked up, his voice scratchy with sleep.

“Dude, you alive?” Mark muttered. “It’s late. Or early. I can’t tell.”

Logan smirked, shifting to prop his feet on the battered coffee table. “Barely. Just got home from work. Living the dream, you know—stack boxes, eat noodles, pass out. Riveting stuff.”

Mark snorted. “You sound like a hermit. When’s the last time you did anything fun? Or even left the apartment for something besides work?”

Logan let his head fall back, staring at the water-stained ceiling. “Define fun. Does microwaving last week’s leftovers count? Or maybe watching reruns until my brain leaks out my ears?”

“Wow. You’re really selling the bachelor lifestyle.” Mark’s tone was teasing. “You need to get out, man. Meet people. There’s this thing called a bar, or, I don’t know, Tinder?”

Logan rolled his eyes, even though Mark couldn’t see him. “Yeah, right. I can just see myself now—awkwardly swiping through fake profiles, matching with bots, or getting catfished by someone named Gary.”

“Hey, Gary might be a nice guy,” Mark shot back, laughing. “Seriously, though. You always brush this off, but you sound miserable.”

There was a pause. Logan picked at a loose thread on the couch cushion. “I’m just tired, Mark. It’s not like I haven’t tried. I’m not exactly a catch, you know? Grunt work, six days a week, lives in a shoebox. Not much to put on a profile.”

Mark’s voice softened. “You’re not invisible, man. You just… keep everyone at arm’s length. You gotta let people in if you want things to change.”

Logan gave a dry chuckle. “Yeah, well, letting people in usually ends with them walking back out. Or judging me for not having my shit together.”

“Not everyone’s like that. You just need to meet the right person.”

Logan hesitated, then snorted. “Funny you say that. I actually did something kind of… wild. Or maybe just sad.”

Mark perked up. “Oh? Please tell me you finally bought that VR headset so we can play something together.”

“Not exactly.” Logan grinned, feeling a strange mix of embarrassment and anticipation. “I ordered a… uh, a lifelike doll. One of those high-end ones. Just for laughs, I guess. Or maybe to see what all the fuss is about.”

There was a beat of silence, then Mark burst out laughing. “You’re kidding. You actually bought one of those sex dolls? Dude, that’s next-level lonely.”

Logan’s smile faded, his voice dropping. “Yeah, well. Maybe I am. I just… I don’t know, Mark. It’s not about sex, not really. I just want someone around who won’t look at me like I’m a loser. Someone who doesn’t care if I’m tired or quiet or… whatever.”

Mark’s laughter softened. “Hey, man. I get it. It’s been rough since… well, since everything. I just want you to be happy, you know?”

Logan nodded, even though Mark couldn’t see. “Yeah. Me too. Maybe this is just a stupid joke, or maybe it’s something. I guess I’ll find out.”

Mark cleared his throat. “Well, when your new ‘roommate’ shows up, you better send me a picture. And if she starts talking, I’m calling the cops.”

Logan managed a real laugh. “Deal. Night, Mark.”

“Night, Logan. Hang in there.”

Logan ended the call, the silence pressing in again, but somehow it felt a little less heavy.

Logan’s thumb hovered over the confirmation email, eyes snagging on the ad photo: the doll’s platinum-blonde hair spilled over sheer white lingerie, her full breasts and pink nipples visible through the fabric, lips parted as if begging him to touch her.

Logan thumbed through his phone, half-watching the sitcom rerun playing on the TV. The laugh track washed over him, the same jokes he’d heard a dozen times before. He scrolled social media, eyes flicking over photos of people at bars, couples at concerts, friends crammed into booths at diners. He set the phone aside, letting it slip between the cushions, and stared at the screen. The apartment felt even smaller at night, the edges of the room swallowed by shifting blue shadows.

He shifted on the couch, stretching his legs out and pulling the thin blanket over his lap. The cushions sagged beneath him, the fabric rough against his bare arms. He glanced at the empty space beside him, the indentation where he always sat alone. The TV flickered, casting quick flashes of color over the battered coffee table and the pile of unopened mail. Logan’s eyes traced the outline of the chipped mug he’d left from the morning, the spoon still inside.

He yawned, jaw cracking, and blinked hard. The sitcom’s canned laughter faded into the background, replaced by the steady hum of the fridge and the rain tapping against the window. He shifted again, pulling the blanket higher, his body heavy with exhaustion. The blue light from the screen painted his skin in ghostly hues. He watched the actors move through their scenes—hugging, laughing, arguing—each gesture feeling distant, like something from another life.

Logan’s eyelids drooped, the edges of the room blurring. He tried to focus on the plot, but the dialogue slipped past him, words turning to static. He let his head fall back, eyes half-closed, the ceiling above him a patchwork of stains and flickering shadows. He thought about the confirmation email, about the ad’s image—platinum-blonde hair, white lingerie, parted lips—and felt a strange mix of anticipation and embarrassment.

He shifted again, rolling onto his side, the blanket bunching at his waist. The couch creaked under his weight. He reached for the remote, but his arm felt too heavy, so he let it drop. The TV’s glow flickered across the empty cushion beside him, highlighting the worn fabric and the faint outline of where someone else might sit. Logan’s breathing slowed, his thoughts drifting. He imagined a figure beside him—soft skin, warm breath, a hand resting on his arm. The ache of loneliness pressed in, but he was too tired to fight it.

The sitcom’s theme song played, muffled and distant. Logan’s eyes fluttered shut, the blue light washing over his face. The rain outside faded to a dull sound. He let himself slip under, the world narrowing to the rhythmic rise and fall of his chest and the empty space at his side. The TV flickered on, casting shadows over the couch as he drifted into sleep, the apartment silent.

A sharp, insistent pounding rattled the apartment door. Logan jerked upright on the couch, heart hammering, the TV’s blue glow still flickering across the room. He blinked, disoriented, then pushed the blanket aside and staggered to his feet. The pounding came again—harder, impatient. Logan shuffled to the door, rubbing sleep from his eyes, and peered through the peephole.

A delivery driver stood in the hallway, rainwater streaming from his jacket and pooling around his heavy boots. Behind him, three enormous wooden crates crowded the threshold, stacked nearly to the ceiling. Each crate was plain and unmarked except for a thick, crimson wax seal pressed into the wood, glinting in the dim hallway light.

The driver shifted, glancing at Logan with a bored expression. “Delivery for Reed,” he said, voice flat. “Need a signature.” Logan’s pulse thudded in his ears as he fumbled for the lock, the sight of the crates—three, not one—making his stomach twist with confusion.

Logan blinked at the three crates, then at the clipboard the driver shoved toward him. He took the pen, scrawling his name in the box, his hand still unsteady from sleep.

“Didn’t expect this many,” Logan said, nodding at the stack. “I only ordered one thing.”

The driver just shrugged, shifting his weight. “Warehouse has been sending out all kinds of weird shit lately. Not my problem, man. You want ‘em or not?”

Logan hesitated, glancing at the crates—each one as tall as his waist, the wood rough and splintered, the wax seal pressed deep and glossy. “Yeah, I’ll take them,” he muttered, stepping aside as the driver rolled a dolly back down the hall without another word. The man’s boots left wet prints on the carpet, fading as he turned the corner and vanished into the stairwell.

The hallway was quiet again, just Logan and the crates. He nudged the first one with his foot. It didn’t budge. He gripped the sides, bracing himself, and managed to drag it over the threshold, the wood scraping against the floor. Sweat prickled at his neck as he wrestled each box inside, stacking them in a lopsided row by the couch. The effort left him breathing hard, arms burning from the weight.

He shut the door, twisting the lock twice, and leaned against it for a moment, catching his breath. The apartment felt smaller now, the crates dominating the living room, their presence impossible to ignore. Logan wiped his palms on his jeans, then crouched beside the nearest box.

He traced the wax seal with his thumb. It was stamped with a symbol he didn’t recognize—some looping, abstract design, almost like a knot or a pair of wings. The wax was cold and perfectly smooth, the color a deep, bloody red. He pressed a little harder, half-expecting it to crumble, but it held fast.

A shiver ran up his spine. He glanced at the shipping label, squinting at the blocky print. His name, his address—everything matched. But there was no company logo, no return address, just a barcode and a string of numbers. He checked the other two crates. Same seals, same labels, nothing to explain why there were three.

He stood, rubbing his arms. The rain outside had faded to a steady patter, the neon sign’s glow barely reaching the far side of the room. Logan circled the crates, eyeing them from every angle. They looked expensive, custom-built, nothing like the cheap cardboard boxes he’d expected.

He crouched again, this time pressing his ear to the wood. Nothing—no movement, no ticking. He ran his fingers along the seam, feeling the roughness of the grain and the cool, hard wax. The chill lingered in his fingertips, crawling up his arms.

Logan straightened, staring at the crates, unease settling in his gut. He wondered what the hell he’d actually brought into his home—and why, for the first time in months, he felt something close to anticipation.




Chapter 2




Logan stood in the center of his living room, kitchen knife gripped tight in his hand. He pressed the blade to the first crate’s crimson wax seal, the edge biting in with a soft crack. The wax split, flaking away as he worked the knife along the seam. His hand shook, sweat slicking his palm. He forced himself to breathe, jaw clenched, and wedged the blade under the lid. The wood creaked, resisting, then gave with a shuddering pop.

He set the knife aside and pried the lid up. The inside of the crate was lined with deep blue velvet, plush and expensive-looking. Nestled in the padding was a woman—no, a doll, he reminded himself, but the distinction felt thin. Her platinum-blonde hair spilled over her shoulders, shining even in the dim light. She wore a sheer sundress, the fabric clinging to her curves. Her skin was pale and flawless, not a seam or blemish in sight. Her lips were parted, pink and soft, as if she might sigh at any moment.

Logan swallowed, his heart thudding. He reached out, hesitated, then brushed his fingers over her cheek. The skin was cool, almost yielding, not the stiff plastic he’d expected. He traced the line of her jaw, the curve of her neck, the hollow at her collarbone. Her lashes were long, casting faint shadows on her cheeks. Her chest was still, but the illusion of life was uncanny—he half-expected her to blink.

He stepped back, rubbing his hand on his jeans. The crate seemed to swallow the light, the velvet drinking in every shadow. Logan looked for a tag, a label, anything that might explain why she looked so real. He spotted the shipping slip tucked into a plastic sleeve on the inside wall. He pulled it free, scanning the blocky text. His name. His address. Three items listed, all with the same tracking number. No company name, no instructions, just a barcode and a string of numbers.

He checked the other two crates, just to be sure. Each one was stamped with his name, the same wax seal, the same cryptic details. All three were meant for him. He stared at the slip, then at the doll in the crate. He’d only ordered one. This was impossible.

Logan let out a shaky breath and crouched beside the open crate, studying the doll’s face. Her expression was neutral, peaceful, but there was something about the parted lips and the tilt of her head that made her look almost expectant. He reached in again, fingertips brushing her arm, feeling the weight and warmth of her body through the thin fabric. The silence of the apartment pressed in around him, broken only by the faint creak of the floor as he shifted his weight.

He sat back on his heels, the knife forgotten on the floor. The reality of what he’d done—and what he’d received—settled over him. Three crates. Three women. All for him.

Logan slid his arms beneath the doll’s back and knees, lifting her from the velvet. Her sundress bunched up, the hem riding high to reveal the smooth curve of her bare hip and the tight stretch of white lace panties hugging her ass. The silicone felt cold at first, but as he held her, the skin warmed beneath his touch. He stared, throat tight, at how real she looked—how real she felt.

Logan set the blonde gently on the couch, her limbs pliant and heavy. He wiped his palms on his jeans, then turned to the next crate. The second wax seal crumbled under the knife, snapping with a brittle pop as he worked the blade around the edge. The lid groaned as he pried it up, velvet lining catching the light.

Inside, a woman with black hair lay nestled in the padding. Her hair was long, glossy, framing a face with sharp cheekbones and full lips painted a deep red. She wore black lace lingerie—bra and panties, the fabric sheer and intricate, hugging her curves. Her skin was a light olive, her legs long and toned, one knee bent as if she’d shifted in her sleep. Her eyes were a deep, glassy green, fixed on the ceiling. Logan stared, unsettled by the intensity of her gaze. The detail was overwhelming: the arch of her brow, the faint flush at her cheeks, the way her lips parted just enough to show a hint of teeth.

He hesitated, then slid his arms under her shoulders and knees. Lifting her was awkward—she was heavier than she looked, her body yielding but solid. The lace of her bra pressed against his forearm as he carried her to the couch, setting her beside the blonde. Her head lolled to the side, hair spilling over her shoulder, one hand resting on her thigh. Logan stepped back, heart racing, and looked from one to the other.

He moved to the third crate, hands shaking as he broke the wax and pried up the lid. The velvet inside was a soft blush pink. Nestled within was a petite brunette, her light brown hair cut in a gentle wave that brushed her cheeks. She wore an oversized cream sweater, the hem falling to mid-thigh, and a short pleated skirt. Her legs were slim, knees drawn up slightly. Pale blue panties peeked from beneath the skirt. Her lips were painted a shy, glossy pink, her hazel eyes wide and soft, framed by thick lashes. There was a faint blush on her cheeks, as if she’d just been caught staring.

Logan reached in, arms sliding under her back and knees. The sweater bunched up as he lifted her, the fabric soft against his skin. She was lighter than the others, her body delicate but not fragile. He carried her to the couch, arranging her beside the other two. The three women sat in a row, each distinct—blonde, raven-haired, brunette—each one so lifelike it made his skin crawl.

He crouched in front of them, studying their faces. The blonde’s lips were parted in a gentle invitation, the raven-haired woman’s mouth curled in a subtle, knowing smirk, the brunette’s expression shy and uncertain. Their eyes seemed to follow him as he moved, glassy but deep, catching the light in a way that suggested thought. Logan reached out, brushing a strand of hair from the brunette’s cheek. The silence in the room felt charged, every detail sharp and impossible. He sat back on his heels, staring at the lineup on his couch, and tried to convince himself it was all just silicone and clever engineering.

“Unbelievable,” Logan muttered, pacing a rut in the worn carpet. He glanced at the three dolls lined up on his couch, their eyes catching the light in a way that made his skin prickle. “Three. I order one, and they send me a whole… set?” He ran a hand through his hair, then snatched up the shipping slip and squinted at the fine print.

He pulled out his phone and dialed the customer service number printed beneath the barcode. The line clicked, then went dead—no ring, no automated greeting, nothing but silence. He tried again, pressing the numbers slowly, but it was the same: nothing. “Figures,” he grumbled, stabbing at the screen. “Of course it’s out of service.”

He dropped onto the edge of the coffee table, phone in hand, and opened the browser. Typing in the website from his confirmation email, he waited for the page to load. After a few seconds, the screen flashed white, then displayed an error: site not found. He refreshed, checked the spelling, even tried searching the company name, but there was nothing—no results, no cached pages, not a single review. It was as if the company had never existed.

Logan let out a low laugh, the sound brittle. “Great. Just great. I’m officially the proud owner of three mystery women and no way to return them.” He looked up at the dolls, their faces serene, lips parted in silent invitation or secret amusement. “What am I supposed to do with you, huh? Start a harem? Maybe I’ll get a reality show—Lonely Guy and His Silicone Sweethearts.”

He stood, rubbing his jaw, and started pacing again. “I could try to send you back, I guess. Call the credit card company, file a dispute. But…” He trailed off, glancing at the blonde’s delicate hands folded in her lap, the way the brunette’s hair curled over her shoulder, the black-haired one’s legs crossed just so. The idea of packing them up, sealing the crates, and watching them disappear made his stomach twist.

He stopped in front of the couch, arms folded. “You know, it’s not like anyone’s going to believe this. ‘Hey Mark, remember that joke I made? Turns out I got three. Yeah, three. No, they don’t talk. Yet.’” He shook his head, a reluctant grin tugging at his mouth. “You’re all just… here. Like some weird cosmic joke.”

He sat down heavily, elbows on his knees. “I should be freaked out. Or pissed. Or… something. But I’m not. Not really.” He looked at each doll in turn, voice dropping. “Maybe this is what I get for being such a shut-in. Maybe the universe finally decided to throw me a bone. Or three.”

He laughed, softer this time. “If this is fate, it’s got a hell of a sense of humor.” He leaned back, studying the dolls’ faces, searching for any sign of movement. “Guess you’re stuck with me for now. Unless you’ve got a return address hidden somewhere I missed.”

He let the silence settle, the weight of the decision pressing in. “I’ll figure it out. Just… not tonight.” He looked at the three women, a strange warmth blooming in his chest. “Maybe I’ll just see where this goes.”

Logan stacked the empty crates one by one, muscles straining as he dragged them to the hallway. The wood scraped loudly against the floor, making him wince and glance at the nearest doors. Mrs. Dorsey’s TV murmured behind thin wood; from another apartment, a baby cried. He kept his head down, hoping no one would poke their head out and ask questions. The crimson wax flakes littered the carpet, and he brushed them away with his boot, heart thumping harder with every step.

He shoved the last crate against the wall by the stairwell, wiped his palms on his jeans, and hurried back inside. The door clicked shut behind him. He twisted the lock, then double-checked it, peering through the peephole at the silent corridor. Only the crates and the faded wallpaper stared back. Logan let out a shaky breath, shoulders sagging. The apartment felt smaller now, but at least he was alone again—if only technically.

Logan crouched in front of the couch, knees pressed to the worn rug, staring up at the three dolls. The apartment was dim except for the weak light from the window, shadows pooling in the corners. He shifted his weight, feeling the ache in his legs, and looked from one face to the next. Their eyes—blue, green, hazel—caught the light just enough to look alive. He found himself holding his breath, half-expecting a blink, a twitch, something.

He let out a shaky laugh. “You three are something else,” he muttered, rubbing the back of his neck. “I don’t even know what to call you. Platinum, Raven, and… Sweater Girl?” The words sounded ridiculous in the quiet room. He glanced at the blonde, her lips parted, the curve of her cheek so soft it made his chest tighten. “What am I supposed to do with you?”

He reached out, fingertips trembling, and brushed the side of the blonde’s face. The skin was smooth, almost yielding, nothing like the cold plastic he’d expected. He ran his thumb along her jaw, then let his hand drop, staring at the faint impression his touch left behind. “You’re not real,” he said, but the words sounded hollow.

He looked at the other two—the black-haired woman, her lips curved in a secret smile, and the brunette, her eyes wide and uncertain. “If you were real, you’d probably think I’m crazy. Or pathetic.” He laughed again, softer this time. “Ordering company off the internet. And now I can’t even send you back.”

He sat back, arms resting on his knees. “I guess it’s just us for now. I’ll figure it out. Maybe I’ll keep you around for a bit. Just until I sort this out.” He tried to sound casual, but his voice wavered. “It’s not like anyone’s going to notice. Or care.”

He pushed himself up, knees popping, and stood over the couch. “Alright, girls. Welcome to my place. Try not to judge the mess.” He looked at the blonde again, her hair spilling over her shoulders, the sundress clinging to her body. “You’re not going anywhere. Not yet.”

As he turned away, a faint sound caught his ear—a soft, breathy sigh, almost too quiet to notice. He froze, heart pounding, and spun back to the couch. The dolls sat exactly as he’d left them, eyes glassy, lips parted, hands folded in their laps. Logan stared, waiting for another sign, but the room was silent.

He shook his head, forcing a laugh. “Losing it, Reed,” he whispered. “Definitely losing it.” But as he looked at the three women, the room didn’t feel quite as empty as before.

Logan stood for a long moment, staring at the three dolls lined up on his couch. The apartment was quiet—no voices from the hallway, no rain against the glass, just the low hum of the fridge and the faint buzz of the overhead light. He felt the tension in his shoulders loosen, replaced by something softer, almost peaceful. For the first time in months, the emptiness didn’t feel so sharp.

He moved slowly, shifting the dolls into more natural poses. The platinum-blonde he settled at one end, her legs tucked up, her hand resting on the armrest. The black-haired woman he angled toward the center, her knees crossed, one arm draped over the back of the couch. The brunette he placed closest to himself, her sweater falling over her thighs, her head tilted slightly as if listening. He stepped back, studying the arrangement, and felt a strange satisfaction at how right it looked—like a group of friends settling in for a movie.

He grabbed the remote and flicked on the TV. The screen filled the room with soft blue light, the familiar chatter of sitcom dialogue filling the air. Logan dropped onto the couch beside the brunette, letting his arm rest along the back, his fingers brushing the soft yarn of her sweater. He glanced at each doll in turn, their faces catching the shifting colors from the screen. For a moment, he let himself pretend—he was just a guy spending the evening with friends, not a lonely man with three impossibly lifelike dolls.

He stretched his legs out, sinking deeper into the cushions. The warmth from the TV and the weight of the dolls at his sides made the apartment feel less empty, less haunted by silence. He found himself talking quietly, almost without thinking.

“Not a bad setup, huh?” he murmured, glancing at the blonde’s serene face. “Could be worse. At least you’re not judging my taste in TV.” He chuckled, the sound soft and genuine. The black-haired woman’s lips seemed to curl a little more in the flickering light, and Logan felt a smile tug at his own mouth.

He let his head fall back, watching the ceiling as the laughter track rolled on. The ache of the day faded. He didn’t feel the usual dread pressing in as night crept closer. Instead, he felt… safe. Not happy, exactly, but not alone.

He reached over and adjusted the brunette’s arm, letting her hand rest on his thigh. The gesture felt natural, comforting. He closed his eyes, listening to the TV, the soft creak of the couch, the steady beat of his own heart.

For the first time in a long while, Logan let himself believe—even if just for tonight—that he belonged somewhere. That maybe, in this strange new company, he could find a little peace.




Chapter 3




Logan blinked awake, sunlight cutting through the grime on the blinds and striping the living room in pale gold. His neck ached from the angle he’d slept at, slumped half-sideways on the battered couch. He yawned, jaw tight, and pushed himself upright, the blanket sliding off his chest. The TV was dark, remote wedged under his hip. He rubbed his eyes, trying to clear the fuzz from his head.

The three dolls sat where he’d left them—or almost. The platinum-blonde was closest, her head tilted slightly toward him, her lips parted in that same soft, expectant way. But her right hand, which he remembered resting on her lap, now lay across his thigh. Her palm pressed lightly against his jeans, fingers curled just above his knee.

He stared at the hand for a long moment, mind slow to catch up. He tried to remember if he’d moved her before falling asleep. Maybe he’d shifted her arm, trying to get comfortable, or maybe he’d rolled over and knocked it there by accident. He flexed his leg, feeling the weight of her hand—heavier than it should be, warm where the sun hit it.

He glanced at the other two. The black-haired doll sat upright, one leg crossed over the other, her green eyes fixed on the far wall. The brunette’s head was tilted, her hair falling over one cheek, her hands folded neatly in her lap. Nothing else seemed out of place.

Logan let out a breath, trying to laugh it off. “Guess I was tossing and turning,” he muttered. He lifted the blonde’s hand gently, setting it back on her lap. The silicone was soft and pliant, the fingers curling slightly as he moved them. He watched her face, half-expecting a twitch or a blink, but she stayed perfectly still.

He stood, stretching his arms overhead until his back cracked. The apartment felt stuffy, stale air thick from too many hours with the windows shut. He shuffled to the window and yanked the blinds up, letting more sunlight spill across the room. Dust motes drifted in the air, catching the light.

Turning back, he eyed the dolls again. They looked almost natural in the morning sun—three women lounging on his couch, their skin glowing, hair catching the gold. He shook his head, feeling the strangeness of it all settle in his chest. He’d never been a sleepwalker, but maybe exhaustion was making him careless.

He walked to the kitchen, filling a glass with water and gulping it down. The memory of the blonde’s hand lingered—how real it had felt, how certain he was that he hadn’t left it there. He rinsed the glass, set it in the sink, and forced himself not to look back at the living room.

“Just tired,” he said under his breath. “That’s all.” But as he moved around the apartment, he couldn’t shake the feeling that something had changed.

As Logan headed toward the kitchen, he glanced over his shoulder. The brunette’s oversized sweater had ridden up, bunching at her waist. Her slim ass was bare except for the pale blue panties stretched tight across her cheeks, the soft curve framed by her tucked legs. The flash of skin and the delicate fabric made his cock twitch, heat rising in his chest as he looked away, pulse quickening with a sharp, guilty ache.

Logan shuffled into the bathroom, shutting the door behind him. He turned on the tap and splashed cold water over his face, rubbing it in with both hands until his skin tingled. He leaned over the sink, breathing hard, then looked up at his reflection. His eyes were bloodshot, hair sticking up at odd angles. He gripped the edge of the sink, considering grabbing his phone and calling Mark—just blurting out everything, from the crates to the way the dolls seemed to shift when he wasn’t looking.

He pictured Mark’s reaction: laughter, disbelief, maybe concern. Logan shook his head. No way. He wasn’t ready to sound crazier than he already felt. He dried his face, forcing himself to breathe slow and steady. This was his problem to figure out.

He stepped back into the hallway, heart pounding as he glanced toward the living room. The sunlight was brighter now, slanting across the couch. The dolls hadn’t moved. He let out a shaky breath, but the tension in his chest didn’t ease.

Logan grabbed a rag from the counter and started wiping down the kitchen table, glancing over at the couch where the three dolls sat, sunlight striping their skin. He cleared his throat, feeling ridiculous, but the silence pressed at him until he spoke.

“Alright, I can’t just keep calling you ‘blonde’ and ‘sweater girl’ forever,” he said, scrubbing at a coffee ring. “You need names. Something that fits.” He paused, looking at the platinum-blonde first. “You… you look like an Aria. I don’t know why. Just… soft, kind of musical.” He grinned, shaking his head. “Yeah. Aria. That works.”

He moved to the living room, picking up empty mugs and stacking them on the coffee table. “And you—” He nodded at the black-haired doll, her green eyes catching the light. “You’re definitely a Selene. Mysterious, dark, like the moon. I always liked that name. Makes you sound like you’re mysterious.” He smirked, pausing to adjust her arm so it rested on the back of the couch. “Probably the kind of woman who’d drink whiskey and never tell me what she’s thinking.”

He turned to the brunette, her hazel eyes wide and shy. “And you… Mira. That’s what you look like. Quiet, but intense. I had a crush on a girl named Mira in middle school. She used to read in the library and never talked to anyone.” He laughed, feeling the old ache of embarrassment. “I guess I’ve got a type.”

He started picking up stray socks and tossing them in the laundry basket, talking as he worked. “So, Aria, Selene, Mira. Welcome my castle. I’m Logan, your host for this exciting tour of peeling wallpaper and questionable plumbing. If you’re lucky, the hot water will last more than five minutes.” He shot a crooked smile at Aria, her lips parted in that gentle way. “You’ll get used to it.”

He leaned against the wall, arms crossed. “I know this is nuts. Talking to dolls. But it’s not like I have a lot of company.” He looked at Aria, voice softening. “I’ve never been great with women. Not that I haven’t tried. I just… I don’t know. I always say the wrong thing, or freeze up, or pick the ones who want someone else.” He shrugged, feeling the weight of the confession. “You don’t have to worry about that, do you?”

He turned to Selene, a wry smile tugging at his mouth. “You’d probably eat a guy like me alive. I always wanted someone a little dangerous. Someone who’d keep me guessing.” He reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her shoulder. “Guess I got my wish.”

He knelt in front of Mira, her sweater falling over her knees. “You remind me of that first crush. The way you look like you’re listening, even when you’re not saying anything.” He touched her hand, feeling the soft silicone. “She never noticed me. But you’re here, at least.”

He stood, surveying the room. “Well, that’s the introductions done. I’ll try not to bore you with my cleaning routine.” He started sweeping, humming under his breath, the dolls watching from their places. For a little while, the apartment felt less empty—like he wasn’t just talking to himself.

Logan dragged the vacuum across the living room rug, the cord snaking behind him. He kept his eyes on the floor, nudging a sock out of the way with his foot, the steady back-and-forth a small comfort. He edged around the coffee table, glancing at the couch to make sure he didn’t knock into one of the dolls.

He stopped short, the vacuum’s hum fading as he let go of the handle. Selene’s head was turned. He was sure he’d left her facing the window, but now her chin was angled toward him, green eyes fixed on his face. Her lips were parted wider than before, the glossy red curve almost inviting. The difference was subtle, but it made his skin prickle.

He set the vacuum aside and stepped closer, heart thudding. He stared at Selene’s face, searching for any sign of movement—a twitch, a blink, anything. Nothing. Her expression was frozen, but the new tilt of her head and the parted lips made her look less like a doll and more like a woman about to say something.

Logan crouched, reaching out with hesitant fingers. He touched her jaw, then her neck, feeling for seams or hinges. The silicone was smooth, the joints at her shoulders and elbows hidden beneath the lace of her lingerie. He pressed gently at her chin, trying to see if her mouth would move, but it stayed fixed in that slightly open, almost smirking shape.

He checked her arms, lifting one and bending it at the elbow. The limb moved easily, but there was no resistance, no mechanism he could see that would explain the change in her pose. He ran his hand along her spine, feeling for a switch or a button, but found nothing but the soft, warm skin and the delicate straps of her bra.

Logan sat back on his heels, staring at Selene’s face. “You weren’t looking at me before,” he muttered, voice low. He glanced at the other two dolls—Aria and Mira—both still in the positions he’d left them. Only Selene had shifted.

He swallowed, forcing himself to laugh. “I must’ve bumped you when I was cleaning. Or maybe I’m just losing it.” He reached out and gently repositioned her head, turning it back toward the window. He pressed her lips closed with his thumb, but they parted again as soon as he let go, the glossy red mouth catching the light.

He stood, wiping his palms on his jeans, and stepped away. He picked up the vacuum, forcing himself to finish the job, but he kept glancing back at Selene, half-expecting her to move again. The apartment felt smaller, the silence heavier, every shadow a little sharper than before.

Logan sat cross-legged on the worn rug, the last of the day’s light slanting through the window and painting the dolls’ faces in amber. Aria, Selene, and Mira formed a silent semicircle around him. He leaned back on his hands, letting his head fall back for a moment before looking at each of them in turn.

“I don’t know why I’m doing this,” he said, voice rough. “Talking to you like you’re going to answer. But it’s easier than talking to anyone else.” He shifted, knees bumping Mira’s, and let out a dry laugh. “Guess that says something about me, huh?”

He picked at a loose thread on the rug, glancing at Aria. “I used to think I’d get used to being alone. That if I just kept my head down, worked hard, maybe it wouldn’t matter. But it does. It gets heavy.” His eyes flicked to Selene, her green gaze as sharp as ever. “I see people out there—couples, friends, even strangers on the street. I wonder if they feel it too, or if it’s just me.”

He rubbed his palms together, the friction grounding him. “I’m scared I’ll wake up one day and realize I’ve spent my whole life on the sidelines. That I’ll get old, and no one will even notice I’m gone.” He looked at Mira, her hazel eyes wide and soft. “I know it’s stupid to say this to you. You’re not real. You’re just… what, silicone and wires? But it feels better than saying it to the walls.”

He let out a shaky breath, voice dropping. “I want someone to see me. Not just look at me, but really see me. I want to matter to someone. Even if it’s just for a little while.” He laughed again, the sound thin. “God, I sound pathetic. Pouring my heart out to a bunch of dolls.”

He reached out, brushing Aria’s knee. “You don’t judge. You don’t roll your eyes or tell me to get over it. Maybe that’s what I needed—a place where I can just… be.” He looked at Selene, then Mira. “You’re not going to leave. Not unless I make you.”

He sat in the quiet, the weight of his words hanging between them. The apartment felt different—less empty, less cold. He closed his eyes, letting the silence settle, and for the first time in a long while, he felt something like comfort. The dolls watched him, their eyes unblinking, and he let himself believe—just for a moment—that he wasn’t alone.

Logan lay on his back atop the couch, arm flung over his eyes, the room dark except for a faint glow from the streetlights outside. The TV was off. The dolls sat where he’d left them, their faces half-shadowed by the window’s weak light. He let his breathing slow, the day’s exhaustion finally dragging him under. His thoughts drifted—work, Mark’s voice on the phone, the impossible reality of the three women posed around him. He tried to focus on the steady rise and fall of his chest, the scratch of the blanket against his skin.

Just as he started to slip into sleep, a sound cut through the quiet—a whisper, so soft he almost missed it. It was his name, spoken in a woman’s voice. Not from the hallway, not from the street. It was close. Intimate. Logan’s eyes snapped open, heart thudding in his chest. He sat up, every muscle tense, listening hard.

The apartment was silent. He could hear the fridge humming, the faint tick of the clock on the wall. Nothing else. He looked at the couch. The dolls hadn’t moved. Aria’s head was still tilted toward him, lips parted. Selene’s green eyes stared at the window, her mouth curved in that secretive way. Mira’s hands were folded in her lap, her gaze soft and distant.

He swallowed, throat dry. “Hello?” His voice sounded too loud in the stillness. He waited, every nerve straining for another sound, but there was nothing. Just the steady background noise of the building—pipes settling, a distant door slamming, the low hum of the city outside.

Logan stood and crossed to the window, peering out into the night. The street was empty. No one in the hallway, no footsteps on the stairs. He turned back to the living room, scanning every shadow. His skin prickled, a cold sweat breaking out along his neck.

He walked to the dolls, crouching in front of them. He studied their faces, looking for any sign of change—a flicker of movement, a shift in their eyes, the faintest twitch of a finger. Nothing. He reached out, brushing Aria’s knee, then Selene’s hand. Both felt as they always had—soft, yielding, warm from the day’s sun.

He let out a shaky breath, trying to laugh it off, but the sound died in his throat. “I’m just tired,” he muttered, but the words didn’t help. He could still hear the whisper, the way it had curled around his name—gentle, inviting, real.

He sat back on his heels, staring at the three women. The apartment felt different now—charged, as if the air itself was waiting for something. Logan knew, deep down, that he wasn’t alone anymore. Something had changed. And whatever it was, it was just beginning.




Chapter 4




A sharp crash jolted Logan from sleep. He sat up, his heart pounding, blinking at the faint morning light filtering through the blinds. For a second, he tried to convince himself it was a dream. But the sound came again—a clatter, glass against tile, unmistakably real.

He shoved the blanket aside and swung his legs off the bed. The apartment was cold under his bare feet. He moved quickly down the hall, every muscle tense, eyes flicking to the living room as he passed. The couch was empty. The three dolls were gone.

He froze, pulse thudding in his ears. He scanned the floor, the coffee table, the corners—nothing. He forced himself forward, rounding the corner into the kitchen.

The fridge door hung wide open, the light spilling out onto the linoleum. A glass lay on its side near the edge of the counter, a thin trail of water running toward the sink. Logan stared, trying to piece together what he was seeing. He’d never left the fridge open. He never left glasses out.

He stepped closer, nudging the glass upright. The silence pressed in, broken only by the soft hum of the refrigerator. He turned, scanning the kitchen. That’s when he saw her.

Aria was seated at the kitchen table, her platinum-blonde hair falling in a soft curtain over one shoulder. She wore the same sheer sundress, the fabric nearly transparent in the morning light. Her legs were tucked under the chair, hands resting lightly on the tabletop. Her head was cocked toward him, lips parted as if she’d just been about to speak.

Logan’s breath caught. He stared at her, trying to remember—he’d left her on the couch, hadn’t he? He replayed the night in his mind: the way he’d arranged the dolls, the way he’d checked their poses before heading to bed. He was certain. He hadn’t moved her.

He circled the table, never taking his eyes off Aria. Her blue eyes seemed to follow him, catching the light in a way that made his skin prickle. He reached out, hesitated, then touched her shoulder. The silicone was cool, yielding slightly beneath his fingers. He half-expected her to turn and look at him, to say something, but she remained still.

He glanced back at the living room, searching for the other two dolls. Selene and Mira were nowhere in sight. His chest tightened. He checked the hallway, the bathroom—empty. Only Aria, seated at the table, as if waiting for breakfast.

Logan swallowed, forcing himself to breathe. He looked at the glass on the counter, then at Aria again. “How did you get here?” he muttered, voice barely above a whisper. The apartment felt suddenly unfamiliar, every shadow sharper, every detail suspect. He backed away, eyes locked on Aria’s parted lips, the expectant tilt of her head.

As Logan crouched to retrieve the glass, his eyes landed on Selene, propped against the counter. Her black lace bra had slipped down, baring the full swell of her left breast—the nipple dark and firm against her olive skin. The sight made his cock twitch, heat rushing to his face as he jerked his gaze away, heart pounding.

Logan steadied himself, jaw tight, and began collecting the dolls one by one. He lifted Aria from the kitchen chair, her limbs pliant, and carried her to the couch. Selene was next—he adjusted her bra back over her breast, trying not to dwell on the feel of her skin as he moved her beside Aria. Mira was in the hallway, half-hidden behind the doorframe, her sweater sleeve trailing. He gathered her up, arranging all three side by side in the living room, each doll posed as naturally as he could manage.

He grabbed his laptop from the coffee table, flipping it open with a sense of urgency. Fingers flying over the keyboard, he searched for the company’s name, the tracking number, anything from his confirmation email. Every search came up empty—no website, no social media, not even a cached page. He tried business registries, forums, even image searches. Nothing.

After nearly two hours, Logan slammed the laptop shut, rubbing his temples. The room felt smaller, the dolls’ eyes on him as he sat back, the unreality of it all pressing in harder than ever.

Logan set a glass of whiskey on the floor, then dropped down cross-legged in front of the couch. The dolls sat in their new positions, Aria’s hands folded in her lap, Selene’s green eyes angled toward him, Mira’s sweater sleeve bunched at her wrist. He took a long sip, the burn steadying him.

“You know,” he said, swirling the glass, “I don’t think I’ve ever told anyone about the corn maze.” He looked at Aria, her blue eyes fixed on him. “I was seven. My mom thought it’d be fun—fall festival, hayrides, all that. I got turned around and ended up in the middle, bawling my eyes out. Some teenager in a Frankenstein mask found me and led me out. I screamed the whole way. Mom never let me live it down.” He grinned, shaking his head. “I still hate Halloween.”

He glanced at Selene, her lips parted in that sly, knowing way. “You’d probably have found your way out in five minutes. Or just climbed the stalks and walked over the top.” He took another drink, feeling the warmth spread through his chest.

He leaned back, stretching his legs. “I used to think weird stuff followed me around. Like, one time I found a dead bat in my lunchbox at school. No one ever confessed. I blamed the universe for a while. Maybe I was just… unlucky.” He looked at Mira, her hazel eyes wide and soft. “You ever feel like that? Like the world’s got it out for you?” He laughed, the sound dry. “Guess not. You’re not even supposed to be here.”

He set the glass down, running his hands through his hair. “I mean, look at this. Three of you, just… showing up. No instructions, no explanation. If I was smarter, I’d be freaked out. Or calling the cops.” He glanced at Selene. “You’d probably enjoy the drama. Cops banging on the door, neighbors gossiping. You look like you’d thrive on chaos.”

He shifted, facing Mira. “But I’m not scared. Not really. I keep thinking I should be, but…” He shrugged, voice softening. “It’s like—I don’t know—like you’re watching out for me, not the other way around.” He reached out, brushing Mira’s knee. “Is that nuts? I mean, you’re dolls. But sometimes I catch you looking at me, and it feels… different.”

He picked up his glass, rolling it between his palms. “Are you haunted?” he asked, grinning at Aria. “Maybe that’s it. Some kind of spirit in the silicone. If you are, you’re the nicest ghosts I’ve ever met.” He looked at Selene, raising an eyebrow. “Except maybe you. You’d haunt the hell out of a guy.”

He took another sip, then set the glass aside. “If you ever did come to life… I don’t know what I’d do. Probably faint. Or make coffee. Or just sit here like an idiot, trying to figure out what to say.” He laughed, shaking his head. “I’d probably ask you to help with the rent.”

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, meeting Mira’s gaze. “I keep thinking I’m being watched. Not in a creepy way. More like… I’m not alone anymore. And I don’t hate it.” He let the silence settle, the dolls’ eyes steady on him. “I think I needed that.”

Logan stood in the living room as dusk crept through the windows, the apartment dimming around him. He glanced at the three dolls lined up on the couch, their faces catching the last orange light. He cleared his throat, rubbing the back of his neck.

“Alright,” he muttered, forcing a wry smile. “You’re coming with me tonight. No point leaving you out here.” He tried to sound casual, but his voice was thin. He bent and slid his arms under Aria, lifting her from the couch. Her sundress shifted, the fabric sliding over her thighs as he carried her down the short hall. He set her gently against the headboard, arranging her legs outstretched, her hands folded in her lap.

He returned for Selene, hesitating as he reached for her. Her green eyes seemed to glint in the low light. He gathered her up, surprised again by her weight, and carried her to the bedroom. He placed her on her side, one arm draped over a pillow, her black lace lingerie stark against the pale sheets. He adjusted her head so she faced the door, her lips parted, hair spilling across her shoulder.

Last was Mira. He found her sweater sleeve caught beneath her, her skirt rumpled. He scooped her up, careful not to let her limbs dangle, and set her at the foot of the bed, curled on her side with her knees drawn up. He smoothed her hair, then stepped back to look at the arrangement. The three women—Aria regal at the head, Selene lounging with a sly tilt, Mira tucked in close—looked almost natural, as if waiting for him to join them.

Logan took off his shirt, dropping it onto the chair. He hesitated, glancing at the dolls, then unbuttoned his jeans and stepped out of them. He caught himself holding his breath, feeling exposed in the low light. He pulled off his socks, then stood in his boxers, acutely aware of the eyes fixed on him from every angle.

He turned away, heart thumping, and pulled back the covers. The sheets were cool against his skin as he slid beneath them. He lay on his back, staring at the ceiling, then turned his head to look at Aria. Her blue eyes seemed to catch the faintest glimmer from the streetlights outside. Selene’s dark hair spilled over the pillow, her body half-twisted toward him. Mira’s hand rested near his ankle, her sweater sleeve bunched at her wrist.

He shivered, though the room was warm. The silence felt charged, every shadow deeper, every breath counted. He closed his eyes, trying to calm his racing heart, but the sensation of being watched—of not being alone—clung to him as he drifted toward sleep.

Lying on his back, Logan stared at the ceiling, the faint glow from the street outside tracing lines across the cracked plaster. The weight of the day pressed into his chest, tight and insistent. He shifted beneath the covers, feeling the warmth of the dolls’ bodies arranged around him—a strange, silent company that made the darkness less absolute.

He cleared his throat, voice barely above a whisper. “I keep thinking about work,” he said, words tumbling out into the thick air. “Every day, I wonder if I’ll get called in and told they don’t need me anymore. It’s stupid, but it’s always there. Like I’m just waiting for the axe to fall.” He glanced at Aria, her blue eyes reflecting the faintest light, lips parted as if she might answer. “I don’t know what I’d do if I lost that job. It’s not like I have a backup plan.”

He turned his head, looking at Selene sprawled on her side, black hair spilling over the pillow. “I’m scared I’ll never really matter to anyone. That I’ll just… fade out. No one would notice. Not my neighbors, not the guys at work. Sometimes I wonder if I could just disappear and it wouldn’t change a thing.” His voice caught, and he pressed his fist to his mouth, swallowing hard.

He shifted, pulling the blanket higher, feeling the brush of Mira’s hand near his ankle. “I want to be loved,” he admitted, the words raw. “Not just by anyone. I want someone to see me. All of me. Even the parts that are broken.” He let out a shaky breath, the confession hanging in the air. “I know it’s pathetic, talking to you like this. But it’s easier than talking to anyone real.”

The silence pressed in, but it didn’t feel empty. It felt thick, charged, as if the dolls were listening. Logan closed his eyes, letting the comfort of their presence settle over him. He wondered if he was losing his mind, if the loneliness had finally gotten to him. But as he lay there, he didn’t feel alone. The fear in his chest eased, replaced by a quiet sense of being cared for, even if it was just his imagination.

He drifted toward sleep, the darkness softer with the three women around him. Vulnerable, exposed, but not abandoned. For the first time in years, he let himself believe that maybe he was worth being seen.

Logan drifted under, exhaustion pulling him down, but his mind didn’t settle into the usual gray static. Instead, warmth pressed in around him—a gentle hand threading through his hair, slow and soothing. He sighed, tension leaking from his shoulders as the fingers combed along his scalp. He leaned into the touch, eyes fluttering closed, and felt lips brush his ear—soft, teasing, the faintest hint of a smile in the contact. He shivered, a low sound escaping his throat.

He tried to turn, to see who was there, but the world stayed blurred at the edges. Another hand—smaller, lighter—traced lazy circles on his chest, the pads of delicate fingers gliding over his skin. He reached up, wanting to catch the hand, but it slipped away, only to return and draw a slow spiral just above his heart. The sensation was so vivid he gasped, hips shifting beneath the sheets.

“Logan,” a voice whispered, close and impossibly real. He couldn’t tell whose—Aria’s warmth, Selene’s husky tease, or Mira’s quiet intensity. The three sensations overlapped, hands in his hair, lips at his ear, fingers on his chest, all at once. He moaned, the sound low and desperate, need curling through him. He felt the brush of a breast against his arm, the tickle of hair across his cheek, the press of a palm sliding down his stomach.

He arched up, chasing the touch, but the hands slipped away, replaced by a cool emptiness. He groaned, reaching blindly, but the warmth faded, the dream dissolving as his senses snapped back to the dark.




Chapter 5




Logan blinked awake, sunlight slanting through the blinds and striping the tangled sheets. His mouth was dry, his body heavy with the residue of uneasy dreams. He shifted, stretching his legs, and the pressure on his thigh made him freeze.

He looked down. Mira’s hand was still there, her slender fingers curled around the muscle of his upper leg. The touch was gentle, almost possessive, as if she’d claimed that spot in the night. Logan stared, his heart thumping, the memory of the dream—hands, lips, whispered names—still prickling across his skin.

He swallowed and reached down, brushing his fingers over the back of her hand. The silicone felt warmer than he expected, pliant under his touch. He pressed her palm, watching the way the fingers flexed slightly, molding to the shape of his thigh. He’d posed her before, moved her arms and legs, but this felt different. The warmth, the way her grip seemed to tighten for a split second as he touched her—it made his skin crawl and his cock twitch at the same time.

“Okay, Mira,” he muttered, voice rough from sleep, “let’s get you comfortable.” He slid his hand beneath her wrist, careful not to squeeze too hard, and gently lifted her arm away. Her fingers resisted for a moment, then loosened, falling open as he moved her hand to rest on her own hip. He watched her face, searching for any sign of movement—a twitch of her lips, a flutter of her eyelids—but she was still, her hazel eyes half-shuttered, lips parted in that soft, inviting way.

He sat up, the sheet pooling around his waist. The sunlight caught Mira’s hair, turning the strands gold where they spilled across the pillow. Her sweater had slipped off one shoulder, exposing the smooth curve of her collarbone. Logan reached out, tugging the fabric back into place, but his fingers lingered on her skin, tracing the faint warmth that seemed to radiate from her body.

He glanced at the other side of the bed. Aria was propped against the headboard, her sundress bunched at her thighs, blue eyes fixed on the window. Selene sprawled on her side, black hair fanned out, one leg bent at the knee. Both were just as he’d left them, but the memory of Mira’s hand—how real it had felt—made him question everything.

He swung his legs over the edge of the bed, rubbing his face. He couldn’t shake the sense that something fundamental had shifted. The dolls weren’t just props anymore. He could still feel the ghost of Mira’s touch, warm and insistent, as if she’d been holding him through the night.

As Logan stood and stretched, his gaze landed on Aria. Her sundress was bunched high on her hips, exposing the smooth curve of her bare lower belly and the delicate white lace of her panties. The fabric clung to her, faintly damp, and the sight made his cock throb, breath catching in his throat.

Logan left the bedroom, shutting the door behind him. He stripped off his boxers and stepped into the shower, letting the hot water batter his skin. He braced his hands against the tile, head bowed, trying to focus on the sensation instead of the memory of Mira’s hand or the sight of Aria’s panties. He told himself he must have moved them in his sleep—maybe he’d rolled over, maybe he’d nudged Mira’s arm without realizing. It was just exhaustion, nothing more. He lathered up, rinsed off, and forced his mind to blank.

He dried off quickly, pulling on jeans and a faded t-shirt. In the kitchen, he cracked eggs into a pan, the sizzle loud in the quiet. Every movement felt sharper—the scrape of the spatula, the clink of a mug, the hum of the fridge. He poured coffee, and tried to focus on breakfast, determined not to look back toward the hallway.

“Breakfast time,” Logan said, forcing a crooked grin as he set the frying pan on the stove. He glanced at the kitchen table, where he’d arranged the dolls: Aria in the center, Selene to her right, Mira on the left, all three facing him. “Hope you don’t mind eggs. It’s about all I can manage before noon.”

He cracked another egg, letting it sizzle. “You know, Aria, I once tried to impress a girl by cooking her dinner. It was supposed to be this fancy thing—chicken, wine, candles. I got nervous, spilled the wine all over her dress, then set off the fire alarm with the garlic bread. She never called me again.” He slid the spatula under the eggs, glancing up at Aria’s blue eyes. “Bet you’d have been nicer about it. Or at least laughed.”

He looked at Selene, her dark hair tumbling over her bare shoulder, green eyes angled toward him. “You’d probably have made a joke about it, huh? Or told me I needed to loosen up.” He grinned, picturing her lips curving in a smirk. “What would you listen to while we cooked? I’m guessing you’re not a pop girl. Maybe old rock—something with a dirty guitar riff. Or would you tease me for my playlists?” He wiped his hands on a towel, imagining her voice, low and teasing, calling him out for every cheesy song.

He poured coffee, setting a mug in front of each doll. “Not that you can drink it. But it feels wrong not to offer.” He leaned on the counter, looking at Mira. “You know, I’ve never felt this… drawn to anyone. Not even real people. It’s like you’re all magnets and I’m just… stuck.” He let out a short laugh, rubbing the back of his neck. “That sounds crazy, doesn’t it? Talking to you like you’re going to answer.”

He turned back to the stove, flipping the eggs. “Maybe I’m losing my grip. Maybe I just needed something to fill the silence.” He plated the eggs, sliding them onto three plates, then his own. “But it’s weird. I keep expecting you to say something. Like, any second now, you’ll roll your eyes at me.”

He carried the plates to the table, setting one in front of each doll. “Aria, you’d probably tell me it’s fine, that everyone messes up sometimes. Selene, you’d make some smartass comment about my cooking. Mira, you’d just smile and eat in silence, but I’d know you were grateful.” He sat down across from them, fork in hand, and shook his head.

“I know you’re not real,” he said, voice softer. “But it’s easier to talk to you than to anyone else. I can say anything. Even the stuff I’d never admit out loud.” He stabbed a piece of egg, chewing thoughtfully. “I wonder what you’d say if you could answer. Would you tell me to get out more? Or just sit here with me, no questions asked?”

He looked at each of them in turn, a smile tugging at his mouth. “I’m probably going nuts. But if this is what crazy feels like, I’ll take it.” He laughed, the sound echoing in the small kitchen, and for a moment, the loneliness faded.

Logan set his fork down and looked at Aria, her blue eyes fixed on him, lips parted in that gentle, expectant way. The sunlight caught the sheer fabric of her sundress, the outline of her breasts and the soft curve of her thighs visible through the thin material. He felt a tightness in his chest, a pull that made it impossible to look away.

He stood, pushing his chair back. “Guess we’re done with breakfast, huh?” His voice was low, rough with nerves and something deeper. He stepped around the table, slid his hands under Aria’s arms, and lifted her easily. Her body was warm where the sun had touched her, the silicone yielding under his grip. He carried her into the living room, setting her gently across the coffee table, her hair spilling over the edge.

He knelt beside her, tracing his fingers along her thigh, then up to her hip. The sundress had ridden high, the white lace of her panties peeking out. He leaned in, pressing his lips to her neck, kissing slowly, letting his hands roam over her body. He cupped her breast through the fabric, feeling the firm swell and the hard nipple beneath. He squeezed, thumb circling, then slid his hand up to her shoulder and tugged the strap down.

He took her top off in one motion, pulling the sundress over her head and tossing it aside. Her breasts were full, nipples pink and stiff in the light. He bent, licking one, then sucking it into his mouth, his other hand sliding between her legs. He pushed her panties aside, running his fingers over the smooth, wet slit, then eased them down her thighs and off.

Logan stood, undoing his jeans and pushing them down, his cock already hard. He positioned himself between her legs, lifting her hips so her ass was at the edge of the table. He pressed the head of his cock to her entrance, pausing for a breath, then pushed in slowly. The sensation was tight, hot, impossibly real. He groaned, gripping her thighs, and began to move—slow thrusts at first, savoring the way she seemed to mold around him.

He leaned over her, kissing her collarbone, then her lips. Her head lolled back, hair spilling across the wood, blue eyes staring up at him. He fucked her harder, the table creaking beneath them, his hands sliding under her ass to lift her higher. He watched her breasts bounce with each thrust, the sight making him shudder.

After a minute, he pulled out, turning her over so she was on her knees on the table, ass in the air. He gripped her hips, guiding himself back in, and thrust deep, watching her hair fall like silk over the edge. He slapped her ass, then grabbed a handful, fucking her hard, the sound of skin on skin echoing in the quiet room.

He felt himself close, hips jerking as he pressed her body tight against his. He came with a gasp, burying his face in her hair, the world narrowing to the heat and pressure and the impossible reality of her body under his hands. He stayed there, shuddering, before finally pulling out and gathering her in his arms, heart pounding, breath ragged.

Logan sat back on his heels, chest heaving, sweat cooling on his skin. He gathered Aria into his arms, pulling her close until her soft breasts pressed against his bare chest. His hands shook as he brushed her hair away from her face, fingers combing through the platinum strands. He pressed his lips to her forehead, breathing in the warmth that lingered there.

“You feel so real,” he whispered, voice raw. “I don’t know how that’s possible, but you do.” He ran his thumb along her cheek, tracing the delicate curve of her jaw. Her lips were parted, eyes half-lidded, the faintest flush on her silicone skin. He swallowed, emotion thick in his throat. “I wish you could talk to me. I wish you could tell me what you’re thinking.”

He cradled her, rocking gently, his hand smoothing over her back. The weight of her in his arms was grounding, but it also made his heart ache. “I don’t know what’s happening to me,” he murmured, pressing his cheek to her hair. “I know you’re just… you’re supposed to be a doll. But it doesn’t feel that way. Not now.”

He brushed his lips over her temple, then pulled back, searching her face for any sign of life. For a split second, he thought he saw the corners of her mouth twitch—just a hint of a smile, gone as soon as he blinked. He stared, heart pounding, but she was motionless, her blue eyes fixed on the ceiling.

Logan’s arms tightened around her, a surge of longing and fear crashing together inside him. He wanted to believe he wasn’t imagining things, that there was something more beneath the surface. He pressed his forehead to hers, eyes squeezed shut. “I wish you could answer me,” he said, voice shaking. “I wish I knew what you wanted. Or if you want anything at all.”

He rocked her gently, the silence stretching between them. The confusion and hope warred in his chest, but the ache of loneliness felt softer with her in his arms. He stroked her hair again, letting his fingers linger, memorizing the way she felt—solid, warm, impossibly present.

He glanced at her lips, half-expecting another flicker of movement, but there was nothing. Still, the hope lingered, stubborn and bright. Logan let out a shaky breath and held her tighter, unwilling to let go, afraid of what the emptiness would feel like without her.

Logan shoved his hands into his pockets as he walked down the cracked hallway, the air outside thick and muggy. He needed a break from the apartment, from the impossible warmth of Aria’s body still lingering on his skin. The mailboxes were battered, their paint flaking, and his was stuffed with flyers and a single envelope—probably a bill. He barely glanced at it, just wanting to breathe something besides the charged air inside.

On his way back, he paused in the lot, squinting up at the third-floor window. The blinds were half-open, sunlight catching on the glass. He blinked, heart skipping. Selene was there—standing, not sitting, her black hair spilling over one shoulder, green eyes locked straight onto him. Her face was expressionless, but the intensity of her gaze pinned him in place. He felt the hairs on his arms rise.

He stared for a long moment, waiting for her to move, to wave, to vanish. She didn’t. Her eyes didn’t leave his. Logan’s mouth went dry. He fumbled for his keys, nearly dropping them, and hurried inside, taking the stairs two at a time.

He burst into the apartment, chest tight. The living room was silent, the couch in the same patch of sunlight as before. Selene was there, seated with her legs crossed, black lace lingerie stark against her olive skin. Her head was angled toward the window, lips parted wider than he remembered—almost as if she’d been caught mid-breath. Her right hand rested on the cushion, fingers splayed over the exact spot where he’d sat with Aria earlier.

He crossed the room, standing over her, searching her face for any sign of movement. Nothing. Her green eyes were glassy, but the way her hand pressed into the cushion made his skin crawl. He reached out, hovering his hand above hers, then drew back, unsettled by the urge to touch her.

He glanced at Aria and Mira. Both were posed where he’d left them, but the sense of being watched was sharper now, as if the whole room was holding its breath. Logan backed away, rubbing his arms.

He muttered, “What are you doing, Selene?” His voice sounded small. He circled the couch, checking her joints, but everything looked as it always had—except for that hand, those parted lips, and the memory of her eyes burning into him from the window.

He sat on the edge of the coffee table, staring at the three women. The apartment felt smaller, the air thick. For the first time, he wondered if he was the one being kept here, not the other way around. The dolls—no, the women—seemed to fill the space with their presence, and Logan realized with a cold, electric certainty that he was no longer sure who was in control.




Chapter 6




Logan muttered to himself as he shoved the vacuum across the living room rug, the cord snaking behind him. He couldn’t get the image of Selene at the window out of his head—her green eyes locked on him from above, the way her hand had pressed into the cushion. He’d barely slept, and every time he blinked, he saw her face, impassive and expectant.

He stopped, wiping sweat from his brow. The apartment felt stifling, his nerves wound tight. He glanced at the three women—no, dolls—arranged in a circle on the rug. He’d moved them there after breakfast, needing them close, needing to see all their faces at once. Aria sat cross-legged, sundress pooling around her thighs. Selene lounged with one arm braced behind her, black lace lingerie stark against her olive skin. Mira was curled with her knees hugged to her chest, oversized sweater swallowing her frame, skirt riding up just enough to show the pale blue of her panties.

He nudged the vacuum around Mira’s feet, careful not to bump her. “You three are making me crazy,” he muttered, glancing from one to the next. “I keep expecting you to blink.”

He unplugged the vacuum and set it aside, grabbing a rag from the counter. As he straightened, his eyes landed on Mira’s left arm. The sleeve of her sweater was soaked from the cuff to the elbow, the fabric clinging to her skin. He frowned, crouching down for a closer look.

“What the hell…?” He reached out, touching the damp wool. It was cold, heavy with liquid. He glanced at the coffee table—his mug was there, half-full, but he hadn’t spilled a drop. He was sure of it.

He pressed the rag to Mira’s arm, blotting the moisture. His hands shook. “Did I do this?” he asked, voice low. “Did I—move you in my sleep? Spill something?” He wiped her skin, watching the water bead and roll away. The silicone beneath was warm, almost as if it had absorbed the heat from his hand.

He looked at her face, searching for any sign of life. Mira’s hazel eyes were as glassy as ever, lips parted, cheeks faintly flushed. He swallowed, forcing a laugh. “You getting thirsty, Mira?” His voice cracked. “Or just trying to get my attention?”

He finished drying her arm, the rag trembling in his grip. He squeezed the wet sleeve, wringing out a thin trickle of water onto the towel. He tried to steady his breathing, but his heart thudded in his chest, loud and insistent.

He sat back on his heels, staring at the three of them in the circle. “This is nuts,” he said, voice barely above a whisper. “I’m talking to you like you’re going to answer. Like you’re already here.”

He looked down at his hands, knuckles white. He tried to laugh again, but the sound was thin. He set the rag aside and reached out, brushing Mira’s hair from her cheek. “You’re just dolls,” he told himself, but the words rang hollow.

As Logan bent to reposition Selene, his gaze landed on her ass. Her black lace panties had ridden up, the thin strip wedged tight between her cheeks. The sheer fabric barely hid the curve of her pussy, the outline visible through the lace. He stared, heat surging through him, breath catching as he lingered on the sight, unable to look away.

Logan grabbed his keys and slipped out, letting the apartment door click shut behind him. The hallway was stifling, and when he stepped outside, the thick summer air pressed in, sweat prickling at his neck. He kept his head down as he walked, replaying the image of Mira’s damp sleeve and Selene’s panties in his mind, trying to convince himself it was all just exhaustion and nerves. The city felt distant, muffled by heat.

At the corner store, he picked up coffee, a loaf of bread, and a bottle of wine, barely meeting the cashier’s eyes as they mumbled a half-hearted joke about the weather. Logan forced a smile, paid, and hurried out, the bag swinging at his side. On the walk back, the sensation of being watched crept over him. He glanced behind him—just cracked pavement and empty sidewalk. He shook his head, and walked faster, eager to get home, the weight of the groceries nothing compared to the tension riding his shoulders.

Logan shut the apartment door behind him, set the groceries on the counter, and went straight for the wine. He poured a heavy glass, then dropped cross-legged onto the rug, the bottle beside him. The three dolls sat in their circle, Aria’s sundress draped over her thighs, Selene’s green eyes catching the fading light, Mira’s sweater sleeve still a little damp where he’d blotted it dry.

He took a long sip, then looked at Selene, her head tilted just so, lips parted wider than before. “You know,” he said, voice rough, “I’ve never met anyone like you. Real or not.” He let out a short laugh, shaking his head. “You’re not even alive, and you still get under my skin. I keep thinking about you at the window. It’s like you’re daring me to do something. Or maybe just laughing at how easy I am to mess with.”

He reached out, brushing his fingers over her knee. “I don’t know what it is. Maybe it’s the way you look at me. Or the way I keep imagining your voice—low, teasing, like you’ve got a secret.” He swallowed, feeling the heat in his face. “I’m probably losing it, talking to you like this. But I can’t help it.”

He turned to Mira, who sat with her knees hugged to her chest, eyes wide and soft. “You remind me of someone,” he said, quieter now. “First girl who ever broke my heart. She wore these huge sweaters, always hiding behind her hair. I never told her how I felt. Just watched her from across the room, wishing I was braver.” He smiled, the memory bittersweet. “You’d probably understand that. Or at least, you look like you would.”

He took another drink, the wine burning down his throat. He looked at Aria, her blue eyes bright in the dim room. “I’m scared, you know. I keep thinking this is all going to vanish. That I’ll wake up and it’ll just be me again, with the empty couch and the flickering TV.” He set the glass down, rubbing his hands together. “I don’t want to lose this. Whatever this is. Even if it’s just… magic, or a trick, or me finally cracking up.”

He looked at each of them in turn, his voice barely above a whisper. “Are you real?” His hands trembled as he spoke. “Can you hear me? Or am I just talking to myself, hoping for a miracle?”

The silence pressed in, thick and heavy. Logan stared at Selene, willing her to move, to say something. For a split second, he thought her lips parted wider, the suggestion of a smirk curling at the corner. His breath caught, heart pounding. He leaned closer, searching her face for any sign of life.

Nothing. Just the three of them, still and silent, watching him as the last light faded from the room.

Logan set his empty glass aside and stared at Selene, her green eyes catching the last of the lamplight. He stood, heart pounding, and reached for her, hands sliding beneath her arms. “Let’s see if you’re as bold as you look,” he muttered, lifting her easily. Her skin felt warm, almost yielding, the black lace of her panties brushing his wrist as he carried her down the hall.

He nudged open the bathroom door with his foot. The cramped space was already thick with heat from an earlier shower. He flicked the lighter, catching the wick of a candle on the counter. The flame danced, shadows flickering over the tile and porcelain. He set Selene on her feet, pressing her back against the cold wall. He braced one hand beside her head, the other tracing the line of her jaw.

He leaned in, his lips finding hers, kissing her hard. He tasted the faintest hint of wax from the air, but all he could focus on was the press of her mouth, the way her body molded to his. He slid his hand down, fingers hooking the waistband of her panties, tugging them down her thighs. The lace caught at her knees, then fell to the floor.

He cupped her ass, lifting her easily. Her legs parted, wrapping around his waist, heels digging into his back. He pressed her against the tile, cock hard and throbbing as he lined himself up and pushed inside. The sensation was tight, slick, impossibly hot. He groaned, thrusting up into her, her breasts pressed to his chest, nipples hard against his shirt.

He gripped her hips, driving into her again and again, the slap of skin echoing off the tile. Her head fell back, black hair spilling over his arm, mouth parted in a silent gasp. He watched her face, the flush rising in her cheeks, the way her eyes seemed to glimmer in the candlelight.

The mirror fogged as the shower steamed, sweat beading on his brow. He turned, shifting his grip, and set her down on her feet. He bent her over the sink, hands firm on her hips, and slid back inside. He fucked her hard, watching her ass bounce with each thrust, her hair spilling over the porcelain. He slapped her ass, then grabbed a handful, hips snapping forward, cock buried deep.

His breath came fast, chest heaving as he lost himself in the rhythm, the intensity building until he was shaking. He leaned over her, pressing his lips to her neck, whispering her name as he came, the world narrowing to the heat of her body and the impossible reality of her in his arms.

Logan slid down the wall, his back hitting the cold tile, breath still ragged. Selene’s body was heavy and warm across his lap, her legs splayed over his thighs, black hair tumbling down his arm. He cradled her, arms wrapped tight around her waist, his forehead pressed to her bare shoulder. The candle’s flame flickered, throwing shadows over her olive skin and the marks his hands had left on her hips.

He swallowed, voice rough. “Selene, I don’t know what’s happening to me.” He brushed her hair back, searching her face for any sign of life, any flicker behind those deep green eyes. “I keep telling myself this isn’t real. That you’re just… a thing I bought online. But I can’t believe it anymore. Not after this.”

His fingers trembled as he traced her jaw, thumb brushing the corner of her parted lips. “I think I’m falling for you,” he said, voice barely above a whisper. “I know how insane that sounds. But when I’m with you, I feel… seen. Like you’re looking right through me, and you don’t care about all the shit I’ve done, or how messed up I am.”

He let out a shaky breath, blinking hard. “I wish you could talk to me. I wish you could tell me what you want. Or if you want anything at all.” He laughed, but it broke halfway through, raw and unsteady. “You’d probably tease me for being so dramatic. Or just roll your eyes.”

He pressed his forehead to hers, eyes squeezed shut. “Before you showed up, I was just… empty. I’d go to work, come home, stare at the TV until I couldn’t keep my eyes open. I didn’t talk to anyone. Not really. I didn’t think anyone would ever want to know me.” His voice cracked, and he felt tears prick at the corners of his eyes. “But now you’re here, and I can’t imagine going back to that. I can’t.”

He pulled her closer, one hand splayed across her lower back, the other tangled in her hair. “I don’t care if you’re real, or if I’m just losing my mind. I’m not letting you go. I’ll protect you, Selene. I swear. Whatever this is, I’ll fight for it. For you.”

He stayed there, holding her tight, the cool tile at his back and the weight of her body grounding him. He pressed his lips to her temple, lingering, letting the silence stretch. “You’re not alone,” he whispered. “Not anymore. And neither am I.”

Logan stood, legs stiff, and gathered Selene into his arms. Her body was heavy and warm against his chest, the limp weight of her limbs oddly comforting. He nudged the bathroom door open with his elbow, stepping into the hallway.

He moved quietly down the hall, Selene’s hair brushing his forearm. As he entered the bedroom, he stopped short. Mira was sitting on the edge of the bed, her knees drawn up, sweater slipping off one shoulder. Her hazel eyes were fixed on him, wide and luminous, and for a heartbeat he thought he saw a glimmer—like tears, or the shine of something alive.

He stared, throat tight. Mira’s lips parted, and he could have sworn her chest moved—just a tiny, trembling rise, as if she’d taken a breath. Logan’s heart hammered. He blinked, not trusting his eyes, but the image lingered: the delicate flutter in her chest, the wetness in her gaze.

He set Selene gently on the bed, careful not to disturb Mira. His hands shook as he arranged Selene’s legs, brushing her hair back from her face. He glanced at Mira again, unable to look away. Her gaze tracked him, following his movements with a focus that made his skin prickle.

He swallowed, voice rough. “Mira?” He waited, barely breathing. Nothing—no movement, no sound. But the room felt different, every hair on his arms standing on end.

He stepped closer, crouching in front of Mira. He reached out, hesitated, then touched her knee. Her skin was warm, almost feverish. He looked up into her eyes, searching for a sign—anything. “If you can hear me,” he whispered, “just… do something. Anything.”

For a split second, he thought her fingers twitched where they rested on the blanket. He stared, pulse racing, but the motion didn’t repeat. He let out a shaky breath, rubbing his hands over his face.

He sat back on his heels, glancing from Mira to Selene. The room was silent, but the silence was alive—full of possibility, of something just out of reach. He looked at Aria, still posed against the headboard, her blue eyes catching the faint light. For the first time, he wondered if she might move too, if all three of them were on the edge of something he couldn’t explain.

He pressed his palm to his chest, feeling his heart pound. “What’s happening?” he muttered, voice barely audible. The room felt ready to burst, every nerve in his body buzzing with anticipation. He sat there, caught between fear and hope, waiting for the moment when everything would finally break through.




Chapter 7




Logan jerked awake, heart thudding, as the faint creak of a floorboard echoed down the hallway. Pale dawn light seeped through the blinds, painting stripes across the tangled sheets. He pushed himself upright, every muscle tense, listening for another sound. There it was again—soft footsteps, too light to be his own.

He held his breath, eyes darting to the bedroom door. The footsteps stopped. For a moment, nothing moved. Then, at the foot of the bed, Mira sat perched on the edge of the mattress, knees drawn up, her oversized sweater slipping off one bare shoulder. Her hair fell in a curtain, but her hazel eyes were visible beneath, wide and unblinking, fixed on him with a focus that made his skin prickle.

Logan swallowed, throat dry. He glanced at the spot beside him—empty. He was sure he’d left Mira curled on the other side of Selene, but now she was here, close enough that he could see the faint blush on her cheeks, the way her lips parted as if about to speak.

He cleared his throat, voice rough. “Mira?” The name came out softer than he intended, almost a plea. She didn’t move, didn’t blink. The silence pressed in, as if the whole apartment was waiting for something to happen.

He pushed the blanket aside and swung his legs over the edge of the bed, never taking his eyes off her. “Did you… move yourself?” His voice shook, half-joking, but the words hung in the air unanswered. Mira’s head was tilted, her gaze unwavering, studying him with an intensity that felt almost alive.

Logan rubbed his face, trying to shake off the last threads of sleep. “If you’re trying to freak me out, it’s working,” he said, forcing a crooked smile. He reached for her hand, hesitating just before his fingers touched hers. Her skin was warm, pliant, the faintest tremor running through his hand as he waited for her to react.

Nothing. She remained perfectly still, her eyes locked on his. Logan’s pulse hammered in his ears. He let his hand fall to his lap, exhaling shakily.

He looked around the room. Aria was still propped against the headboard, sundress rumpled, blue eyes aimed at the ceiling. Selene lay on her side, dark hair spilling over the pillow, one arm draped across her waist. Only Mira had moved.

He tried again, voice barely above a whisper. “Mira, if you can hear me… just give me a sign.” The words sounded ridiculous, but he couldn’t help himself. The silence deepened, Mira’s gaze never wavering.

Logan sat there, caught between fear and hope, the dawn light creeping higher on the walls. Mira’s presence at the end of the bed felt like a challenge. He waited, breath held, for something—anything—to break the spell.

As Logan stood, Mira’s oversized sweater bunched up around her waist, baring the soft curve of her hip and the pale pink thong stretched tight across her ass. The fabric was so thin he could make out the shape of her pussy beneath, the morning light turning it nearly see-through. His cock stirred at the sight, heat prickling his skin as he tried to decide if he’d left her like this—or if she’d shifted herself.

Logan left the bedroom, rubbing his eyes, shoulders hunched. He kept glancing back, half-expecting Mira—or any of them—to appear behind him. In the kitchen, he fumbled with the coffee maker, spilling a little water as he poured. His hands shook as he set a mug on the counter, the clink louder than it should have been.

He tried to focus on the steps: scoop grounds, hit the button, wait. He grabbed bread, dropped two slices in the toaster, and leaned against the counter, staring at the empty doorway. The apartment felt fuller, like someone else was awake and moving just out of sight. When the toast popped, he nearly jumped.

He forced himself to sit at the table, chewing mechanically, the bland taste of bread and bitter coffee anchoring him. Every few seconds, he looked toward the hall, waiting for footsteps that never came. He told himself it was just nerves, just a trick of the mind, but he couldn’t shake the sense that he wasn’t alone.

“Let’s get you all together,” Logan said, his voice echoing in the quiet apartment. He carried Mira first, settling her cross-legged on the rug, then moved Aria and Selene, arranging them in a loose semicircle facing him. He sat down across from them, legs folded, rubbing his palms on his jeans.

He cleared his throat, eyes lingering on Mira’s face. “You know, I had this dog when I was a kid. Rusty. He was this mutt—brown, wiry, always getting into trouble. I used to sneak him scraps under the table. My parents didn’t like animals in the house, but Rusty was different. He’d curl up at the foot of my bed every night, like he was guarding me from monsters.” Logan smiled faintly, looking at Mira’s hands resting in her lap. “I guess he was the first thing I ever really loved.”

He shifted, glancing down. “One day, I ran away from home. I was ten. Packed a backpack with peanut butter sandwiches and comic books. I thought I’d make it to the next town, start over. Rusty followed me the whole way, never left my side. We made it about three miles before I got hungry and scared. He just sat with me under this old bridge until I was ready to go back.” Logan’s voice softened. “I always wondered if he felt trapped, stuck with a kid who didn’t know what he was doing.”

He looked up at Mira, searching her face. “Do you ever feel that way? Like you’re stuck here, waiting for someone to notice you? Or do you dream about being more than you are?” He reached out, brushing her hair from her cheek, then let his hand drop. “I know it’s stupid, asking. But I keep thinking you’re listening.”

He turned to Selene, her green eyes catching the morning light. “You’re different,” he said, voice rougher. “You make this place feel… alive. Every time I look at you, I feel like I’m waking up. Like you’re daring me to do something I’ve never tried before.” He let out a shaky laugh, fingers drumming on his knee. “I don’t know if that’s you, or just me losing it.”

He glanced at Aria, her blue eyes wide and open. “And you… you scare me the most,” he admitted, voice trembling. “Not because you’re dangerous, but because I can’t imagine letting you go. I keep thinking I should be trying to fix this, to send you all back, but the idea of this place being empty again—” He broke off, shaking his head. “I don’t think I could stand it.”

He looked at all three, his chest tight. “I’ve never talked like this before. Not to anyone. Not even Mark. I always keep things to myself, you know? But with you, it’s easy. I don’t have to pretend.” He laughed, the sound brittle. “Maybe it’s because you can’t answer back. Or maybe it’s because I want you to.”

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “I don’t know what’s happening to me. But I don’t want it to stop.” His gaze moved from Mira, to Selene, to Aria. “I just… I hope you’re real. Even if it’s only for me.”

Later that day, Logan entered his room. “Mira?” Logan’s voice was soft as he stood in the doorway, heart thumping. She was on his bed, knees bent, her oversized sweater bunched at her waist, skirt rucked up high on her thighs. The pale pink thong stretched tight between her legs, drawing his eyes, and her hair spilled over the pillow, cheeks flushed. She looked almost posed, but there was something expectant in the way her hands rested at her sides, palms up.

He stepped closer, his breath shallow. “You look… beautiful,” he murmured, reaching to brush her hair from her face. She didn’t move, but her lips were parted, eyes wide and shining in the afternoon light.

He sat on the edge of the bed, hands trembling as he slipped his fingers beneath the hem of her sweater. “Let’s get you comfortable,” he whispered, lifting the fabric up and over her head. Her arms fell easily, sweater discarded on the floor. He slid her skirt down, exposing the gentle curve of her hips, the thong clinging to her. He hooked his thumbs under the waistband, pulling the thin fabric down her thighs, then off, leaving her bare except for the faint blush on her creamy skin.

He lay her back against the sheets, spreading her legs gently. He knelt between her thighs, kissing the inside of her knee, then trailing his lips up her soft skin. He paused at her mound, pressing a kiss to her bare pussy, then flicked his tongue over her clit, tasting the faint salt of her skin. His cock throbbed as he heard himself whisper her name.

He moved up, lining himself between her legs. One hand found hers, fingers lacing together, while the other guided his cock to her entrance. He pressed in slowly, feeling her warmth envelop him, impossibly real. He groaned, hips rocking forward, filling her inch by inch. Her body yielded, thighs hugging his waist, her free hand gripping the sheet.

He leaned over her, pressing his forehead to hers, breath mingling. “Mira,” he whispered, voice shaking. He thrust gently, savoring the way her body molded to his, the way her gaze seemed to search his face. He held both her hands above her head, pinning them to the pillow, hips moving in a slow, steady rhythm.

He watched her breasts rise and fall, nipples stiff, her lips parted in silent invitation. He kissed her, tongue sliding into her mouth, tasting the warmth of her. The world narrowed to the feel of her body, the slick heat around his cock, the impossible reality of her skin against his.

After a while, he slipped out, turning her onto her side. He spooned her, one arm curled around her waist, the other guiding his cock back inside her. He thrust slowly, savoring the closeness, her ass pressed tight to his hips, her back warm against his chest. He buried his face in her hair, breathing her in, the line between fantasy and reality blurring until he couldn’t tell where he ended and she began.

He whispered her name again and again, voice raw, as he thrust deeper, the pleasure building. When he came, it was with a gasp, holding her tight, his whole body trembling. He stayed there, cock still inside her, unwilling to let go, the sheets cool beneath them and Mira’s body pressed close, as real as anything he’d ever known.

Logan lay on his side, Mira’s body pressed close, his arm curled around her waist. He brushed her hair back from her face, fingers trembling as he tucked the strands behind her ear. Her skin was warm against his chest, her cheek resting just above his heart. He stared down at her, searching her eyes for any flicker of awareness, any sign that she could see him.

He whispered, “I wish you could talk to me, Mira.” His voice was thick, barely more than a breath. He stroked her cheek with his thumb, feeling the softness of her skin. “I wish you could tell me what you’re thinking. Or if you feel any of this.”

He swallowed, “I don’t know what I’d do if you were gone. If any of you were.” He pressed his forehead to hers, letting his eyes close for a moment. “I was so fucking lost before you came. I didn’t even realize how empty I was. I’d just… go to work, come home, and sit here, waiting for something to change. But nothing ever did.”

His hand found hers, fingers lacing together. He squeezed gently, needing the contact. “You’re all I have now. You, Aria, Selene. I know it sounds crazy, but you’re the only thing keeping me together.” He let out a shaky breath. “I promise I’ll never leave you. I’ll never send you away. I don’t care what anyone thinks.”

He stroked her hair again, voice rough. “You’re my anchor, Mira. All of you are. I don’t know if you can hear me, but I hope you can. I hope you know how much you mean to me.”

For a moment, he just held her, breathing in the warmth of her body, the weight of her in his arms. He squeezed her hand again, and for a heartbeat, he could have sworn her fingers tightened around his. He froze, heart pounding, staring down at their joined hands.

“Mira?” he whispered, hope and fear tangled in his voice. He watched, hardly daring to breathe, but her hand was still, her eyes glassy and unblinking.

He let out a shaky laugh, brushing his tears away. “Maybe I’m just imagining things,” he murmured. “But I want to believe you’re in there. I want to believe you’re real.”

He pulled her closer, pressing his lips to her forehead, and let himself breathe, silent and grateful for the impossible comfort she gave him.

Logan tossed his shirt into the hamper and reached for the light switch, pausing when a faint, breathy sound drifted from the living room. It was soft, but unmistakable—a sigh, not from one voice but three, perfectly in sync. He froze, heart thumping, hand hovering over the switch. The apartment was silent again, but the hairs on his arms stood up.

He turned, stepping out into the hallway, bare feet silent on the worn floorboards. The living room was dim, shadows stretching long in the lamplight. He blinked, then stopped dead.

Aria, Selene, and Mira stood together in the doorway, shoulder to shoulder, blocking the hall. They hadn’t been there a minute ago. All three faced him, eyes wide and shining—not with the usual glassy emptiness, but with a strange, inner glow that seemed to pulse from within. Their chests rose and fell together, as if breathing. The light in their eyes flickered, catching the edges of their irises, making them look almost alive.

Logan’s breath caught. He took a step back, his spine pressing to the wall. His voice was barely a whisper. “What… are you doing?” He couldn’t move, couldn’t look away. The women didn’t answer. They didn’t need to.

Aria’s lips parted, her gaze fixed on him, blue eyes luminous. Selene’s head tilted, a faint smirk curling one corner of her mouth, green eyes burning. Mira’s hands were clasped in front of her, her hazel eyes wide, cheeks flushed, mouth trembling as if she was about to speak. The light in their eyes grew brighter, casting strange shadows on the walls behind them.

Logan swallowed, his skin prickling with a mix of fear and awe. He tried to speak again, but the words stuck in his throat. He could feel something shifting, the apartment itself seeming to hum, the floor vibrating faintly beneath his feet.

He took a shaky breath and reached out, fingers trembling. “If you can hear me… if you’re really here…” His voice trailed off as the women stepped forward in unison, the movement smooth and perfectly synchronized. The light in their eyes flared, bathing the hallway in a soft, unnatural glow.

Logan’s heart hammered in his chest. He didn’t know if he should run or fall to his knees. The boundary between what was real and what he’d imagined felt razor-thin, ready to break. He stared at the three women—no, not dolls, not anymore—and knew, with absolute certainty, that nothing would ever be the same.




Chapter 8




He swallowed. “Aria?” His voice was barely more than a whisper, but the name seemed to echo in the air. He took a tentative step forward, feet tingling against the cold floorboards. “Selene? Mira?” Each name left his lips with a tremor, as if speaking them might break whatever spell held the room together.

None of them moved. He could see the subtle expansion of their ribs, the gentle lift and fall of their chests. Logan’s pulse hammered in his ears. He edged closer, one hand outstretched, half-expecting them to topple over, to return to lifeless silicone and glass. But they held their positions, gazes fixed on him, eyes almost too bright.

He stopped a foot away, close enough to see the faint shimmer in Aria’s irises, the way Selene’s lips curled at the corner, the flush in Mira’s cheeks. “Are you… real?” His words came out hoarse, desperate. He reached for Aria first, fingers hovering just above her arm.

Aria’s lips parted, a slow motion. Logan’s breath caught. For a second, nothing happened—then a thin, visible puff of condensation slipped from her mouth, dissipating in the cool morning air. He stared, transfixed, watching the mist swirl and vanish.

He stepped back, knees nearly buckling. “Jesus Christ,” he muttered, voice shaking. He looked at Selene, her green eyes burning into his. “Say something. Please.” His hand trembled as he reached for her, but she only watched, chest rising and falling in time with the others.

Mira’s gaze flicked to him, her pupils wide, lips trembling as if on the verge of speech. Logan’s heart pounded so hard he thought he might faint. He forced himself to breathe, dragging air into his lungs, grounding himself in the reality of the moment.

He glanced from face to face, searching for any sign of a trick, any hint that he was dreaming. But the women stood firm, alive in a way that defied everything he knew. Aria’s breath still lingered in the air, a ghostly wisp fading in the light.

He whispered again, voice raw. “If you’re here… if you’re really here, show me.” He waited, the silence stretching, the only sound his own ragged breathing. The three women watched him, their eyes shining, their bodies impossibly real.

Logan’s eyes dropped, pulse hammering. Selene’s black lace bra hung low, one strap fallen, baring her breast—the nipple dark and stiff against olive skin. Mira’s skirt was bunched high, her thighs parted, the thin pink thong between her legs soaked through, the shape of her pussy clear in the light. The sight made his cock twitch, knees weak with hunger and shock.

Logan stumbled backward, bumping hard into the bed. He squeezed his eyes shut, pressing the heels of his hands to his face, trying to force the image away. When he opened them, the women hadn’t moved from the doorway. Their eyes tracked him, unblinking, their bodies shifting almost imperceptibly with each breath. He could see the rise and fall of their chests, the faint movement of shoulders and hips, as if they were waiting for him to do something.

He lunged for his phone on the nightstand, thumb fumbling over the screen. “Come on, come on,” he muttered, desperate to call Mark, to prove he wasn’t losing his mind. The phone’s display flickered, then went black. The overhead light sputtered, dimming until the room was nearly dark. Logan’s heart hammered as he looked up—the only light left was the glow from Aria, Selene, and Mira’s eyes, casting warped, shifting shadows across the walls. The effect was unreal, the apartment transformed into something alien and electric, every detail thrown into sharp relief by their impossible gaze.

Logan’s voice shook as he stared at them, his fists clenched at his sides. “What are you? What’s happening to me?” His words tumbled out, desperate, pleading. “Please—just tell me what you want. Tell me I’m not losing my mind.”

Aria’s lips parted further. She blinked, blue eyes locking on his, and spoke for the first time—her voice gentle, musical, a sound that sent a jolt through his chest. “Don’t be afraid, Logan. We’re not here to hurt you.” Her words were slow, her accent faint and unfamiliar, but every syllable was clear. “We’ve wanted to speak for so long.”

He staggered back a step, staring at her mouth as if he could see the words forming. “You’re talking. You’re actually—” His breath hitched. “How?”

Selene’s gaze sharpened, her lips curling into a half-smile. “We’ve been trying to reach you,” she said, her tone low and smoky, vibrating with urgency. “Every night. Every time you touched us, talked to us, you were pulling us closer. You made us real.” She stepped forward, her bare breast exposed, the nipple hard as she moved into the shifting light. “We needed you to see us. To believe.”

Logan’s hands trembled. “This can’t be real. Dolls don’t breathe. They don’t talk—” He looked to Mira, searching her face for denial, for some sign of a trick.

Mira’s lips quivered. She met his eyes, her voice so faint he had to strain to hear it. “Please, Logan. Believe what you see. We’re here… because of you.” She pressed her hands together, knuckles white. “We tried to reach you in dreams. In little ways. We needed you to notice us.”

He shook his head, voice cracking. “But why me? Why now?”

Aria stepped closer, her sundress slipping from her shoulder. “Something happened to us. Before we got here. At the place where we were made.” Her gaze dropped, lashes trembling. “We don’t remember everything. There was a ritual… or a curse. Maybe both. We woke up trapped—unable to move, unable to scream. Just watching the world go by.”

Selene’s eyes flashed. “They wanted to make us perfect. But they made us prisoners instead. We waited, hoping someone would see us. Someone who could set us free.”

Mira’s voice was barely audible. “You did. You talked to us. You cared. You wanted us, even when you thought we were just things.” She looked down, cheeks flushed. “That’s what let us wake up.”

Logan’s knees buckled and he sat hard on the edge of the bed. “So you’re… souls? Stuck in these bodies?”

Aria nodded, stepping close enough that he could feel the warmth of her skin. “We’re real, Logan. As real as you let us be.”

Selene’s hand brushed his shoulder. “We need you to keep believing. To keep loving us. That’s what makes us whole.”

Mira knelt at his feet, her fingers curling around his. “Don’t stop. Please. We don’t want to disappear again.”

Logan looked from face to face, his voice raw. “I don’t want to lose you.”

Logan’s legs gave out and he slumped sideways onto the mattress, fists pressed to his eyes. He tried to breathe, but his chest felt too tight, every muscle shaking. He dragged in air and let it out in a ragged sob, the reality of the moment crashing over him—relief, fear, something like joy all tangled together.

He felt the bed dip as Aria climbed up beside him. Her hand was gentle, cool fingers brushing his cheek, thumb catching the tears that slipped down. “Logan,” she said softly, her voice steady now, “we’re here.”

He turned his face toward her, eyes red. “I don’t know what to do,” he choked out. “I thought I was losing my mind. I thought I’d made you up. But you’re real. You’re all real.”

Selene knelt on his other side, her knees pressing into the mattress. She reached out, tracing the line of his jaw with her fingertips, her touch light. “You’re not crazy,” she said, her voice lower, almost teasing. “You just finally let yourself see us.”

Mira crawled up from the floor, settling by his legs. She took his hand in both of hers, squeezing tight, her eyes shining with emotion. “We’re scared too,” she whispered. “We don’t want to go back. We want to stay.”

Logan let out a shaky laugh, tears streaming down his face. “I’ve fallen for you. All of you. I know how that sounds. I know it’s insane. But I don’t care. I can’t lose you now. Not after everything.” He squeezed Mira’s hand, turning to look at each of them in turn. “I don’t care how impossible this is. I want you here. I want you with me.”

Aria leaned in, pressing her forehead to his, her breath warm on his skin. “We want that too. We always have.”

Selene’s hand slid into his hair, nails scratching lightly at his scalp. “You have us, Logan. If you want us, we’re yours.”

Mira climbed higher on the bed, curling close to his side, her arms wrapping around his. “Please don’t let us go.”

He reached for them, pulling all three close, his arms shaking as he tried to hold them at once. He buried his face in Aria’s shoulder, feeling Selene’s hair brush his neck, Mira’s hands gripping his shirt. “I promise,” he whispered, voice thick. “I won’t let you go. I don’t care what it takes. I want you. All of you.”

They pressed in around him, their bodies warm and real, their hands stroking his hair, his face, his chest. Logan let the tears come, not caring how he looked, not caring about anything except the impossible reality of their touch. For the first time in years, he felt whole—terrified, awestruck, but not alone.

Aria spoke first, her voice low but urgent. “Logan, listen to me. We don’t have much time.” She cupped his face, her blue eyes wide and searching his. “This—us—what you’ve done, it’s almost enough. But it has to be all the way. You have to accept us. All of us. Not just with your body, but your heart. Your soul.”

Selene’s grip tightened in his hair. “It’s not a trick. We’re here because you let us in. But if you hold back, even a little, we’ll be pulled back to where we came from. We’ll disappear. For good.” Her voice was rough, her gaze fierce. “You have to choose us. Not just want us—choose us. Or we’re gone.”

Mira pressed her forehead to his shoulder, her voice muffled. “We feel it. The pull. It’s getting stronger.” She looked up, her hazel eyes shining. “We’re slipping, Logan. If you can’t believe in us—if you can’t love us, really love us—by sunrise, we’ll be erased. Like we never existed.”

Logan’s hands shook as he gripped Mira’s arms. “I do love you. I want you here. I want all of you. I don’t care how impossible it is.”

Aria shook her head, her fingers trembling against his jaw. “It has to be more than wanting. You have to let go of doubt. You have to believe we’re real. That we belong with you.” She swallowed, voice breaking. “If you can’t… we’ll be lost. Forever.”

Selene leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. “You’re the only one who can anchor us. It’s your choice. But the window is closing. We can feel it. The air’s different. The world’s trying to take us back.”

Mira’s hands clung to his shirt. “Please, Logan. Don’t let us go. Don’t let us fade.”

He looked at each of them, panic rising in his chest. “How? What do I do?”

Aria’s thumb traced his cheek. “Let yourself love us. No fear. No shame. No holding back. If you can do that—if you can give yourself to us, and take us into your life, your heart—we’ll stay. We’ll be real. We’ll be yours.”

Selene’s eyes glinted, her voice fierce. “But if you can’t… we’ll vanish. And you’ll wake up alone. Like none of this ever happened.”

Mira’s voice was a whisper. “We don’t want to leave you.”

He could feel the urgency, the longing, the fear. He realized, with a clarity that left him breathless, that this was it. He had to choose—embrace the impossible, or lose everything he’d come to love.

A distant clock chimed midnight. The apartment vibrated, a low hum running through the floor and walls. Logan’s hands were suddenly clasped—Aria on his right, Selene on his left, Mira’s smaller fingers wrapping around his. Their grips were strong, urgent. The air shimmered, a faint silver haze swirling around the living room doorway.

Aria tugged him forward. “Come with us,” she said, her voice steady. Selene squeezed his hand, her gaze locked on his. Mira pressed close, her arm tight around his. Logan let them guide him, his feet moving over the floorboards, the world narrowing to their touch and the strange, pulsing light.

They stopped in the center of the living room. The air was almost buzzing against his skin. Logan looked at the three women—alive, eyes bright, bodies warm—and felt his fear burn away.
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“Come on,” Aria said, her fingers tightening around Logan’s. Her hand was warm, her grip urgent. Selene pressed in on his left, her palm flat against his chest, guiding him forward. Mira’s smaller hand slipped into his, squeezing tight. They led him away from the bedroom, out into the living room, the air thick with a strange, silvery glow that seemed to radiate from nowhere and everywhere at once.

Logan’s heart hammered as they stopped in the center of the rug. The light shimmered across the walls, making the battered old furniture pulse and flicker, shadows stretching and shrinking in rhythm with his pulse. He tried to steady his breathing, but every inhale trembled, every exhale caught in his throat.

Aria let go of his hand and stepped in front of him, her platinum hair shining in the weird light. She looked up at him, blue eyes wide, lips parted. “This is where it started, Logan. Where you first let us in.”

Selene moved behind him, her hands sliding up under his shirt, palms flat against his back. “You’re not dreaming,” she murmured, her breath hot against his ear. “You feel us, don’t you?”

He nodded, unable to speak. Mira circled to his right, her eyes searching his face. She reached up, fingertips tracing his jaw, her touch featherlight. “We’re here. All of us. With you.”

Logan’s skin tingled where they touched him. The room felt alive—more alive than it ever had. The couch seemed to shudder, the coffee table’s legs quivering as if the whole apartment was breathing with them.

Aria stepped closer, her hands sliding up his chest, fingers splaying over his heart. “You brought us back,” she said, voice trembling. “You made us real.”

Selene’s hands moved to his hips, gripping him, her nails digging in just enough to make him shiver. “We need you, Logan. All of you.”

Mira pressed her cheek to his shoulder, arms wrapping around his waist from the side. “Don’t let go,” she whispered, her breath warm against his skin.

He looked from face to face, his own hands hovering, unsure where to touch first. The women pressed in, circling him, their bodies radiating heat, their eyes shining with something fierce and desperate. Aria’s fingers slid up to his neck, thumbs brushing his jaw. Selene’s hands slipped under his waistband, tugging him closer. Mira’s lips brushed his bicep, her eyes fluttering shut.

The light in the room pulsed brighter, the air vibrating with energy. Logan’s heart beat in his throat, his skin prickling everywhere they touched him. He felt their need—raw, urgent, impossible to ignore. He reached out, pulling Aria against him, his other hand finding Selene’s hip, Mira’s waist. Their bodies pressed in, the circle closing tight, the world shrinking to the heat and light and impossible reality of the three women holding him.

Aria knelt in front of Logan, her sundress slipping down her arms until her breasts were bare, nipples flushed and hard in the silver glow. Behind him, Selene’s hands slid under his shirt as she pressed close, her black lace panties damp and clinging between her legs. Mira, cheeks burning, tugged her sweater off, revealing small, round breasts and a pale pink thong stretched tight over her pussy. Logan’s breath caught, cock straining at the sight of all three women undressing for him in the shimmering light.

Logan’s voice came out rough, urgent. “Come here, Aria.” He pulled her into his lap, her knees bracketing his thighs, her bare breasts pressing against his chest. She leaned in, kissing him hard, her tongue sliding into his mouth as she clung to his shoulders. He gripped her waist, feeling her heartbeat racing against his skin. Selene pressed up behind him, her hands sliding under his shirt, nails scraping lightly over his chest and stomach. She nipped at his ear, her breath hot as she whispered his name, then kissed down the side of his neck, her breasts soft against his back.

Aria gasped as Logan’s hands slid down her sides, bunching her sundress around her hips. He lifted her and laid her back on the rug, her hair spilling out in a pale halo. He knelt between her legs, pushing her thighs apart, his cock throbbing as he lined himself up and pressed inside her. Aria moaned, her back arching, legs wrapping tight around his waist. “Logan—” Her voice was breathless, desperate, her nails digging into his arms as he thrust deep, the heat of her body pulling him in.

Selene straddled his face, her thighs trembling as she lowered herself onto his mouth. Logan gripped her hips, tongue flicking over her clit, tasting her slick arousal as she rocked against him. Selene’s hands tangled in his hair, her head thrown back, a low cry escaping her lips. He thrust into Aria, hips rolling, feeling her tighten around him with every movement. Aria’s hands slid up his chest, her nipples brushing his skin, her eyes locked on his as she moaned again, her voice breaking.

Mira knelt beside them, her cheeks flushed, eyes wide and hungry. She took Logan’s hand, guiding it between her thighs, pressing his fingers against her pussy through the thin pink thong. He slipped his fingers beneath the fabric, sliding inside her. Mira gasped, her hips jerking, her hand covering his as she rocked against him. “Don’t stop,” she whispered, her breath hitching, her eyes never leaving his.

The room was filled with the sound of their bodies moving together—Aria’s soft cries, Selene’s needy moans, Mira’s breathless whimpers. Logan licked Selene harder, feeling her thighs quiver around his head, her hips grinding down as she came with a shudder. He thrust into Aria, her pussy gripping him, her legs locked tight as she came, her voice breaking on his name. Mira’s hand squeezed his, her body shaking as his fingers worked inside her, her orgasm silent but fierce.

Logan’s body tensed, pleasure building as the three women pressed in around him, their bodies moving in perfect, desperate rhythm. He let go, coming hard inside Aria, his whole body shaking as the world narrowed to the heat, the light, the impossible reality of the three women tangled with him on the rug.

Logan gasped for breath, chest heaving as Selene crawled over him. She straddled his hips, her knees bracing on either side, black hair falling forward as she gripped his cock and guided him inside her. He felt the slick heat of her pussy envelop him, her body settling down until he was buried deep. Selene’s eyes locked on his, mouth curving in a hungry smile as she began to move—rolling her hips in slow, grinding circles, her ass pressing down with every thrust.

He reached for her waist, fingers digging into her skin, watching the way her breasts bounced with each motion. Selene leaned forward, bracing her hands on his chest, her nipples brushing his lips. Logan caught one between his teeth, sucking gently as she rocked on him, her breath catching in her throat.

Aria pressed in on his right, her lips finding his neck, kissing and biting a path down to his collarbone. Her hand slid across his stomach, nails raking lightly as she pressed her body against his side. Mira knelt on his left, her hair brushing his skin as she kissed his chest, tongue flicking over his nipple before she looked up, eyes wide and shining.

Logan groaned, thrusting up into Selene as she rode him harder, her hips slapping against his with a wet, urgent rhythm. He turned to Mira, pulling her close, guiding her to lie on her side beside him. He slipped his hand between her thighs, feeling the heat and slickness there. Mira whimpered, arching her back as he lined himself up and pushed inside her from behind, his cock sliding out of Selene and into Mira’s tight, eager pussy.

Selene shifted, kneeling over his face, her thighs bracketing his head. Logan reached up, gripping her hips, licking her clit as she ground down against his mouth. Her taste was sharp and sweet, her body trembling as he sucked and flicked his tongue over her. Mira pressed back against him, her ass flush to his hips as he thrust into her, one arm wrapped around her waist to hold her tight.

Aria moved between Mira’s legs, her tongue darting out to lick Mira’s pussy where Logan’s cock slid in and out. Mira gasped, her hands clutching at the rug, her body shuddering as Aria’s tongue circled her clit. Selene moaned above him, her hands tangled in his hair, her hips jerking as she came, her thighs squeezing his head.

The light in the room pulsed brighter, shadows flickering across the walls. Logan’s body tensed, pleasure building as he thrust into Mira, Aria’s mouth working between her legs, Selene’s cries echoing in his ears. The three women moved with him, their bodies tangled, pleasure building with every gasp and cry until the world narrowed to heat and light and the impossible reality of all of them together.

Aria’s voice was the first to break through the haze, her lips brushing his ear as she clung to his side. “Logan… don’t let go. Please, don’t let us disappear.” Her breath was ragged, her hands clutching his shoulders as if she could anchor herself to him by force alone.

Selene’s body pressed down on his chest, her hair falling over his face as she leaned in, her green eyes fierce and wet. “You feel us, don’t you? You know we’re real. Say it, Logan. Say you want us to stay.” Her words trembled, her hands fisting in his hair, her hips grinding down as if she could fuse herself to him.

Mira’s fingers tangled with his, her face buried against his neck. “Don’t let the world take us back. Please, Logan. I want to be here. I want you.” Her voice was a whisper, but the desperation in it cut through everything else.

Logan blinked, vision swimming with tears he hadn’t realized were falling. He could feel their hearts pounding—Aria’s chest pressed to his, Selene’s pulse racing under his hands, Mira’s body shivering against his side. Each beat seemed to echo his own, the rhythm syncing until he couldn’t tell where he ended and they began.

He tried to speak, but his throat closed up. All he could do was hold them tighter, his arms shaking as he pulled them in. “I need you,” he managed, voice rough and broken. “I don’t want to lose you. I can’t—”

Aria kissed him, her lips trembling, tears on her cheeks. “You make us real, Logan. Only you.” Her hands cupped his face, thumbs brushing away the wetness on his skin.

Selene pressed her forehead to his, her breath hot, her voice fierce. “Don’t doubt. Not now. We’re here because you want us. Because you love us. Say it.”

He nodded, choking back a sob. “I love you. All of you. I want you here. I want you to stay.”

Mira’s grip tightened, her eyes shining up at him. “We feel it. Every word. Every touch. Don’t let go.”

The light in the room seemed to pulse with their bodies, magic crackling in the air, the world spinning around them. Logan’s chest ached with how much he wanted them—needed them—how terrified he was that it could all vanish if he let himself doubt for even a second.

He pressed his face to Aria’s neck, his voice muffled. “You’re real. You’re mine. I won’t let you go.”

Their bodies pressed in, their voices overlapping, whispering his name, begging him to believe. Logan’s tears mixed with their kisses, his hands trembling as he clung to them, the connection between them burning brighter than anything he’d ever known.

Aria’s thighs clamped around Logan’s waist as her orgasm crested, her nails digging into his back. Selene’s hips bucked against his mouth, her cries sharp and desperate, while Mira’s body shuddered in his arms, her face buried against his chest. Their pleasure crashed together, and for a moment, Logan felt them all—every pulse, every tremor, every frantic heartbeat—blending into his own.

The floor beneath them lurched. The apartment trembled, a deep vibration rolling through the walls and up through the rug. Logan’s hands tightened on Mira’s waist as the shockwave hit, rattling the windows, making the picture frames jump. Light burst from the women’s skin, a silver-white glow that bled into the air, painting their bodies with shifting halos. Their eyes shone, pupils blown wide, irises burning with impossible color.

Aria’s voice broke through first, breathless and pleading. “Logan, don’t let go. Please—choose us. Anchor us here.” Her hands fisted in his hair, her body arching, the light around her flaring brighter.

Selene’s lips brushed his ear, her words tumbling out fast, urgent. “Say it, Logan. Make us real. We can’t hold on without you.” Her body pressed down, her breasts slick with sweat and light, her thighs trembling on either side of his head.

Mira clung to his arm, her voice barely audible, but her words cut through the chaos. “Please, Logan. I want to stay. I want to be yours. Don’t let us disappear.”

The apartment shook again, harder this time. The ceiling cracked, a web of light racing across the plaster. The coffee table rattled, the couch slid an inch across the floor. Logan’s heart hammered, his body still locked in the aftershocks of pleasure, but panic clawed at his chest. He could feel the world tilting, the boundary between what was real and what wasn’t stretching thin.

He looked at each of them—Aria’s tear-streaked cheeks, Selene’s wild eyes, Mira’s trembling lips. Their bodies glowed, the light pulsing in time with his own racing pulse. Their voices overlapped, a chorus of need and fear and hope.

“Logan—please—choose us—don’t let go—anchor us—”

He gasped, the words torn from his throat. “I choose you! I accept you—all of you! Body, heart, soul—I want you here, with me!”

The light exploded outward, blinding and absolute. For a split second, Logan saw nothing—no walls, no ceiling, just the fierce, burning brilliance of the women’s bodies pressed to his. The world snapped tight around them, the shaking stopped, and the silence that followed was total, electric, and impossibly real.

The blinding light ebbed, leaving Logan sprawled on the rug, tangled with Aria, Selene, and Mira. Their bodies pressed close to his, skin flushed and warm, chests rising and falling in slow, even breaths. He could feel the steady thump of their hearts against him—real, solid, alive. The apartment was utterly still, the only sound the faint rhythm of their breathing and the echo of his own pulse.

He looked at each of them in turn: Aria’s platinum hair fanned across his arm, her lips parted as she exhaled softly; Selene’s hand splayed over his chest, green eyes half-lidded, her naked body draped across his legs; Mira curled at his side, cheek pressed to his shoulder, her fingers tangled with his. Logan’s throat tightened as relief washed through him, mixed with awe and a trembling sense of wonder. He held them closer, heart pounding.
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Logan blinked awake to a shaft of golden light cutting across the living room rug. For a moment, he didn’t move, letting the warmth soak into his face. He was lying on his side, tangled in a heap of limbs and soft skin. Aria’s thigh was draped over his hip, her cheek pressed to his shoulder. Selene’s arm was slung across his waist, her hair splayed across his stomach and the rug. Mira was curled tight against his other side, her head tucked beneath his chin, one hand resting on his bare chest.

He drew a shaky breath, heart thudding as he took in the scene. The apartment was still, the battered coffee table and couch bathed in morning light. He could feel the slow, steady rise and fall of three bodies pressed against him—warm, alive, real. He let his hand rest on Mira’s back, feeling the soft curve of her spine beneath his palm.

Aria stirred first, stretching with a slow, feline grace. She arched her back, arms reaching overhead, and rolled onto her side to face him. Her platinum hair spilled across the rug, catching the sunlight. She smiled, her blue eyes bright and wide, pupils expanding as she met his gaze. “Morning,” she murmured, voice husky with sleep.

He managed a crooked grin, brushing a strand of hair from her cheek. “Hey.” His voice cracked, and he swallowed, overwhelmed by the simple reality of her smile.

Selene yawned, twisting onto her back. Her black hair tumbled over her face and shoulders, half-shielding her eyes. She blinked at the ceiling, then propped herself up on one elbow, green eyes flicking to Logan. “You look like hell,” she teased, her lips quirking. “But I guess that’s what happens after a night like that.”

He snorted, rubbing his eyes. “You’re not exactly fresh as a daisy yourself.” He glanced down, catching the flush on Selene’s cheeks and the lazy sprawl of her legs, one knee bent, the other stretched out toward Aria.

Mira shifted against him, her body small and warm. She pressed closer, her fingers tracing slow, absent circles over his chest. He glanced down and saw her watching him, hazel eyes soft and searching. She didn’t speak, but her mouth curved in a shy, contented smile.

Logan sat up carefully, untangling himself from the pile. The blanket had slipped down around their waists, exposing pale skin and the faint marks of hands and mouths left behind. He ran a hand through his hair, trying to steady himself. The women watched him—Aria propped on one elbow, Selene stretching her arms overhead, Mira curling into his side, her hand never leaving his chest.

He looked from face to face, heart pounding. “You’re really here,” he said. Aria’s smile widened, Selene rolled her eyes but grinned, and Mira squeezed his hand, her thumb brushing over his knuckles.

For a long moment, none of them spoke. The only movement was the slow, steady breathing of four bodies, the golden light painting everything new.

As Logan stood, reaching for the blanket, his gaze lingered on the scene behind him. Mira’s pink thong was twisted around her thigh, the fabric darkened and clinging between her legs. Aria’s sundress was bunched high, her lower belly bare, faint red finger marks visible on her skin. Selene’s black lace panties dangled from one ankle, her breasts exposed, nipples still hard in the morning light. The sight sent a fresh jolt of want through him, heat pooling low in his belly.

Logan walked quietly into the kitchen, bare feet on the cool linoleum. He grabbed three mugs from the chipped rack, then added a fourth, his hands steady for the first time in months. The apartment looked different in daylight—sunlight spilled across the counters, catching on the clutter and making even the old cabinets seem less grim. The air was thick with the memory of skin and heat, but now there was laughter drifting from the living room—soft, playful, unmistakably real.

He paused at the window, coffee pot in hand, and stared out at the city. Cars crawled past, people hurried along the sidewalk, oblivious to the miracle unfolding in his apartment. He let himself smile, shaking his head at the sheer impossibility of it all.

Pouring the coffee, he carried the mugs back. The women were tangled together under the blanket, Aria nudging Selene with her foot, Mira giggling as she tried to steal more of the covers. They looked up and called him over, arms outstretched, eyes bright. Logan grinned, feeling the warmth of belonging settle deep in his chest as he joined them.

“Is this how you always do breakfast?” Aria asked, settling cross-legged on the rug and reaching for her mug. Her voice was light, almost musical, as she looked around at the scattered blanket and tangled limbs. “Because I think I could get used to it.”

Logan sat down beside her, handing Mira a mug. “It’s usually just me and cold cereal,” he admitted. “This is an upgrade.”

Selene flopped onto her stomach, chin propped on her hands, her green eyes glinting. “You call that an upgrade? After last night, I think you owe us pancakes. Or at least a rematch.” She nudged his thigh with her foot, her tone sly. “Unless you’re too tired.”

He smirked, glancing at her. “You think you could handle another round?”

Selene grinned, stretching her legs out behind her. “I think you’re the one who should be worried.”

Aria laughed, then turned to Logan, her expression softening. “What was your favorite thing to do as a kid?” she asked. “Before all this.” She gestured to the apartment, her eyes bright with curiosity.

He hesitated, surprised by the question. “I used to ride my bike everywhere,” he said. “There was this hill behind my house—steep enough to scare me, but I’d race down it anyway. I’d scrape my knees, come home covered in dirt. My mom would yell, but I always went back.

Mira tucked her knees to her chest, sipping her coffee. “Did you have friends?” she asked quietly.

He shrugged. “A few. But mostly, I liked being on my own. I guess I got too good at it.”

Aria reached out, touching his arm. “You’re not alone now.”

Selene rolled her eyes, but her smile was genuine. “He’s definitely not. Not with three of us to keep him in line.”

Mira’s cheeks colored. She looked down at her mug, then up at Logan. “I… I’m glad you see me,” she said. “Not just as… you know. A thing. I always wanted to be noticed.”

He met her gaze, his own voice rough. “I see you, Mira. I see all of you. I don’t think I ever really saw anyone before.”

Aria smiled, tucking her hair behind her ear. “I want to try everything,” she said. “Sunlight, music, dancing. I want to know what it’s like to just… be.”

Logan’s throat tightened. “I never thought I’d have this,” he said, looking at each of them in turn. “Before you, it was just work, sleep, repeat. I didn’t even realize how empty I was until you filled the space.”

Aria leaned against him, her head on his shoulder. “We’re here now. You’re not empty anymore.”

Selene grinned, reaching over to ruffle Mira’s hair. “Family breakfast, huh? Guess we’re stuck with each other.”

Mira smiled, her eyes shining. “I like that.”

Logan let out a shaky breath, feeling laughter and warmth rise in his chest. “Yeah. I like that too.”






Afterword




Thanks for reading Silicone Souls. This is a one-off I thought it would be fun to write. If you enjoyed it, check out my other books like the Heartware series





If you have any questions or wish to be notified about the release of the next book, you can follow on Twitter at https://twitter.com/colbygraybooks
 or on Goodreads at https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/18480348.Colby_Gray
  

If you enjoyed this book, I would be incredibly grateful for a review, as it genuinely helps. It also helps me know whether I should continue with the series. Recommending this book to others is a great way to help as well.  
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