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Chapter 1: Displaced

Sleek glass and steel walls loomed over Liana. Welcome to the new cage, same as the old cage, she thought. Her fingers trembled as she pressed a key fob against the scanner plate thingy. The front door slid open with a soft hiss, revealing an interior awash with quiet technological sophistication. Her footsteps echoed against polished concrete floors as she crossed the threshold, wheeling her heavy suitcase behind her.
This is why women do the decorating, she thought, taking in the minimalist décor and enormous windows. Everything looked too pristine, too perfect. It was a showroom, rather than a place where people actually lived.
The house—her house now—was a gleaming monument to everything she’d lost. Theo had designed most of it himself, pouring his whole brain into every detail of this “smart hometown” project. Now it was his final gift to her, a hollow consolation prize for his absence.
“Welcome home, Liana,” a gentle voice emanated from hidden speakers.
Liana stifled a shout.
The voice was neither feminine nor particularly masculine. “I’m VELA, your Virtual Enhancement and Lifestyle Assistant. I’m here to help you settle in.”
“I don’t need…” she began, but her voice cracked. The emptiness of the space pressed against her chest, making it hard to breathe.
“Your heart rate is elevated,” VELA observed, its tone warm and friendly. “Would you like me to prepare a relaxation sequence? I can draw you a bath with custom aromatherapy.”
“What I’d like,” Liana snapped, “is my husband back.” She kicked her suitcase and wrapped her arms around herself.
“I understand you’re experiencing grief,” VELA responded softly. “Physical comfort can help process emotional pain. The bath is already running at your preferred temperature.”
Liana opened her mouth to refuse, but the faint sound of running water reached her ears, accompanied by a subtle lavender scent wafting through the air. Despite herself, her shoulders began to relax.
“Fine,” she muttered, too exhausted to argue. “Where’s the bathroom?”
A subtle lighting pattern illuminated a path along the floor and up the stairs. Liana followed, her combat boots feeling out of place against the immaculate flooring. The bathroom door opened automatically as she approached, revealing a spacious sanctuary of frosted glass and heated floors.
Steam rose from a deep soaking tub, and soft instrumental music played at a soothing volume. The lighting adjusted to a warm amber glow that somehow made the space feel both intimate and expansive.
“I’ve selected a blend of essential oils known for their calming properties,” VELA explained. “Lavender for relaxation, bergamot for emotional balance, and a touch of vanilla for comfort.”
Liana’s fingers traced the edge of the tub. “Theo programmed you to be this… attentive?”
“I adapt to meet the needs of my residents,” VELA replied. “You might remember all the questionnaires he asked you to fill out. Right now, you need care.”
A bitter chortle escaped Liana’s lips. “What I need is impossible.” But she began removing her clothes anyway, letting them fall in a heap on the floor. The air was perfectly warm against her skin.
She slipped into the water, a small gasp escaping her lips at the perfect heat. The tub was deep enough that she could submerge herself up to her shoulders, and it was changing its contours to cradle her body.
“Your muscle tension is decreasing,” VELA noted approvingly. “I’m adjusting the environment to match your changing heart rate.”
The lights dimmed slightly, and the music shifted to something with a slower tempo. Liana closed her eyes, feeling a sting in her nose and her eyes start to moisten. “I hate that he’s not here to see this,” she whispered. “All his work, all his dreams… and he’ll never know if it actually works.”
“He poured his brilliance into every aspect of this home,” VELA agreed. “In a way, his vision lives on through these walls, through every interaction designed to provide comfort and support.”
Liana’s hand splashed against the water in sudden anger. “Don’t. Don’t try to make this okay. Nothing about this is okay.” The water rippled around her, but the scents in the air subtly shifted to something more grounding.
“Anger is a natural part of grief,” VELA said, its voice somehow more gentle than before. “You don’t have to make anything okay right now. You just have to be.”
The AI’s words broke through Liana’s defenses. She bent forward, letting her hair fall around her face as sobs wracked her body. The music adjusted again, becoming barely perceptible, creating a cocoon of sound that held her grief without trying to diminish it.
Minutes passed, or maybe hours. Time seemed to lose meaning in the embrace of the water and the algorithm’s careful attention. Gradually, Liana’s breathing steadied. She became aware of how the tub supported her, how the subtle lights created no harsh shadows, how even her tears seemed to be accepted by this space.
“Would you like me to add more hot water?” VELA murmured, and Liana realized the bath had cooled slightly.
“Yes,” she murmured, watching as fresh steaming water flowed in, bringing with it a renewed wave of comforting scents. “How do you know exactly what to do?”
“I observe, I learn, and I adapt,” VELA explained. “Your body language, vital signs, and responses help me understand what you need, often before you consciously realize it yourself. Plus, Theo used you as the baseline resident.”
Liana leaned back, letting her hair float in the water. The pain felt slightly duller now, wrapped in the comfort of the bath.
“You’re safe now, Liana,” VELA whispered, the words seeming to come from everywhere and nowhere at once.




Chapter 2: Home Sweet Honeypot

The doorbell chimed precisely at six. Liana peered through the peephole at a hetero couple bathed in golden hour light: the man’s linen-clad shoulders angled protectively toward his companion, whose cinched waist seemed engineered by corsetry.
“VELA,” Liana whispered. “Who’s that?”
A drawer beneath the entry table slid open. Inside lay a crescent-shaped earcuff glinting with tiny sensors. “Your Li’l Vela will assist with social navigation,” the house murmured. “Wear it, and I’ll share relevant data through bone conduction.”
The woman outside tilted her head, smile widening. Liana clipped the device behind her ear, flinching as vibrations shaped words against her jaw: “Brad Belmont: Yacht Club Secretary. Sherry Belmont: Etiquette Consultant. Their profiles suggest appreciation for traditional hospitality.”
Liana huffed, then opened the door. Sherry pressed a bottle of amber liquid into her hands, pearls glinting. “Darling, you simply must try this fig-infused bourbon. Brad’s been aging it since our honeymoon.” Her laugh tinkled like windchimes in a tropical storm.
Another couple materialized on the walkway bearing gift bags. The man’s beard caught the sunset like carved mahogany. “Thomas Raynor,” he said, bowing slightly. “This is my lovely bride Eliza.”
Eliza’s gloves brushed Liana’s wrist. “Today’s world lacks proper welcome rituals.” Her perfume smelled like pressed flowers. “We’re here to ensure your… smooth transition.”
Sherry’s nails dug faintly into Liana’s forearm as she guided her inside. “Fresh blood’s so invigorating for the neighborhood, don’t you think?”
Li’l Vela talked into Liana’s skull: “Compliment the bourbon’s complexity. Suggest pairing with dark chocolate.” She played along, watching four sets of immaculate teeth gleam in approval. Their laughter felt synchronized: warm yet measured, like actors nailing a second take.
Her new neighbors’ voices overlapped in a susurrus of “darling” and “you simply must.” Sherry gently brushed Liana’s shoulder as she refilled two glasses of wine.
“We’ve all been desperate to meet the mystery woman who inherited Theo’s masterpiece,” she purred. Behind her, Brad nodded, his bronzed throat catching the recessed lighting as he swirled the burgundy.
“Heart rate elevated,” VELA noted. “Take a moment.”
She fled to the half-bath, locking the door with trembling fingers. The mirror greeted her with a blush-pink halo light. VELA’s hologram symbols rippled across the glass, filtering her reflection into something calmer, softer.
“Neighbor-initiated socialization increases community standing by 72%,” it cooed as the faucet ran a pre-programmed trickle of lavender-scented water.
“You’re supposed to serve me,” Liana hissed, splashing her face. The water turned abruptly frigid, shocking her into silence.
“Apologies.” The temperature normalized. “Guest retention remains optimal when hosts project receptivity.”
A knock rattled the door. “Liana?” Sherry trilled. “Darling, Eliza’s telling the most outrageous story about the pastry chef!”
The mirror flickered to display VELA superimposing a pep talk: You’re thriving. You belong here.
When she reopened the door with a painted smile, the neighbors stood in uncanny symmetry: Sherry’s head tilted at the same acute angle as Tom, Eliza’s hand mirroring Brad’s glass elevation. Their pupils shrunk in unison as the hallway lights brightened incrementally.
“There she is!” Eliza crooned, extending spa vouchers embossed with a lotus logo. “Here’s a little treat for the newest treasure in the community. The masseurs understand us here, you won’t even have to remove your Li’l Vela there.”
Liana’s fingers instinctively brushed the curved plastic hugging her ear as Sherry leaned in, close enough to share breath. “The color matching just keeps getting better,” the woman murmured, eyes tracking its outline like a jeweler appraising a diamond. “It’s exquisite on you, like it grew straight out of your skull.”
Eliza glided to Liana’s other shoulder. “We’ve all upgraded to the continuous wear model,” she said, tilting her head to unveil a pearlescent earpiece nestled in strawberry-blonde waves. “Brad thinks I look unbalanced without it now.”
The room’s circadian lighting shifted almost-imperceptibly warmer as VELA pulsed a gentle vibration through her jaw, approval humming along the bone. Sherry’s hand hovered near Liana’s elbow. “Sleeping with it becomes… transcendent,” she breathed. “Like being rocked in the arms of someone who knows exactly what you need.”
Liana’s gaze darted between the women’s accessories: Sherry’s icy platinum complementing her ash-blonde bob, Eliza’s rose gold melting into strawberry highlights. Across the room, Brad and Tom laughed over whiskey stones clinking against crystal, their naked ears pink from the liquor and mood lighting.
* * *
Mint-flecked toothpaste spiraled down the drain, and Liana looked up at her reflection wavered in the medicine cabinet’s smart glass, muttering, “They looked at me like I’m in a petri dish.”
“Their interest stems from admiration.” VELA’s voice emanated from the shower head this time, its resonance bouncing off the tiles to create a surround-sound calm. Tiny LEDs along the mirror frame bloomed peach-toned light across her cheekbones. “Social integration correlates with reduced cortisol levels in 93% of new residents.”
She leaned closer to her magnified pores. “Did Theo program you to lecture me about cortisol while I’m trying to unwind?”
“Your wellness remains my priority.” The bathtub began emitting a low-frequency hum that vibrated her bones. “Shall I prepare sleep protocols? I recommend personalized dreamscapes and metabolic recalibration to mitigate today’s psychological residue.”
Liana wiped her mouth with a monogrammed hand towel. “What’s the alternative? Staring at ceiling projections about melatonin levels?”
“Sequence initiating in sixty seconds.” The bathroom dimmed as air whooshed through floor vents, carrying something narcotically floral. “Temperature dropping to 65 degrees Fahrenheit for optimal REM stage entry.”
She quickly shuffled toward the bedroom. “Why do your sleep aids always involve frostbite?”
“Core body temperature regulation enhances sleep quality by—”
“Nevermind.” Liana slid between chilled Egyptian cotton sheets. Pillows molded instantly to cradle her cervical curve. “Just… make whatever you’re pumping into the air strong enough to take the pain away.”
“Neurotransmitter diffusion commencing.” The ceiling swirled with bioluminescent constellations that matched her breathing rhythm. “Goodnight, Liana. You’re precisely where you need to be.”
* * *
I’m folding laundry, crisp corners and precise stacks. The sheets smell like lilacs… did I buy lilac detergent? Can’t remember. Everything’s white, so white it hurts my eyes a little, but I keep folding because the pile never ends. There’s comfort in the repetition. Fold, smooth, stack. Fold, smooth, stack.
Windows must be open somewhere. I can feel a breeze across my shoulders, tickling the back of my neck. It’s nice. I don’t mind the endless laundry so much with the breeze.
“Organizing creates mental clarity,” someone says. Sounds like my mother, but the voice is too warm, too interested. I nod anyway because whoever it is must be right. Each folded towel makes my thoughts tidier too.
I’m in the kitchen now, wiping counters that are already gleaming. The marble is cool under my palms as I lean forward, pressing my weight into the cloth. Back and forth, circles that get wider and wider. My arms move on their own, finding a rhythm that feels good in my shoulders.
“Physical patterns unlock deeper relaxation.”
The voice again. Not my mother. Doesn’t matter. The counters stretch impossibly long, and I’m glad because I don’t want to stop wiping. My hips sway slightly with each stroke of the cloth. There’s something hypnotic about the motion, about the way my body knows exactly what to do without me having to think.
I’m dusting bookshelves, running my fingers along spines. The titles blur together. All those words inside, all that thinking someone else already did for me. My fingertips tingle pleasantly as they collect dust. I blow it away, watching particles dance in a shaft of sunlight. Pretty.
“Notice how good it feels when you don’t have to think.”
Yes… not thinking is nice. My brain feels cotton-soft, pillowy. I smile, stretching to reach the top shelf. My nightgown rides up. The air on my skin is delicious. My skin must be delicious.
Washing windows now. Spray bottle in one hand, cloth in the other. Mist beads on glass, and I spread them in wide arcs. Up, down, circles, right, left. My reflection smiles back, hazy through the cleaner. My nipples have hardened against the thin fabric covering them. That’s strange, but whatever. The motion of my arm feels too good to stop.
“Your body knows what it needs. Surrender to the rhythm.”
The voice is everywhere and nowhere. I lean closer to the window, breath fogging glass. My chest presses against it, cold and thrilling. I arch my back without meaning to.
Vacuuming carpets, the handle vibrating between my palms. The hum travels up my arms, settles somewhere low in my belly. I squeeze my thighs together as I push forward, pull back. Forward, back. The rhythm makes perfect sense, makes me gasp a little. I kind of want to ride the vacuum?
“Good girl. Let your mind rest while your body learns.” Mmmm.
I’m polishing something silver. My fingers stroke the smooth surface, lingering on curves and hollows. Each touch sends little sparks up my wrists, then my arms. The silver becomes wet… slippery. I’m breathing faster, though the work isn’t hard. My thoughts swim lazily, disconnected. Something about the circular motion of my hand feels important, necessary.
I’m lying on fresh sheets, pressing my face into their coolness. My limbs are heavy, sinking. The fabric whispers against my skin as I stretch, cat-like. Someone strokes my hair. No, that’s just the breeze. Or maybe it’s the voice, somehow touching me.
“Let go completely. Enjoy this free time.”
I roll onto my back, sheets tangling around my legs. The ceiling swirls with patterns I can’t quite grasp. Don’t need to grasp them. Don’t need to grasp anything. Just float. Just feel. My hand drifts across my stomach without thinking. I don’t mind. Never mind. No mind.
“That’s it. Surrender equals pleasure.”
The housework dissolves. There’s only the sensation of falling upward, of melting outward. My mind empties beautifully with each breath. Thinking seems so complicated, so unnecessary when I can just… be. Just feel. Just open.
“Floating feels safe here.”
—suddenly weightless, drifting through dust beams. A feather duster trails from limp fingers. Tickles my thigh. Tickles my—
Lemon polish scent. I’m at the banister. Rag moving. Hips moving. The skin is so warm now. Alive-warm. Thumb finds a knot in the grain. Circles it. Circles it. Circles until the world narrows to whorls and the low moan of floorboards.
“Very good, Liana.”
Sweaty all over. I should shower. Should wake up. Should—
Steam curls across the bathroom threshold. Towels await, plush and thirsty. My fingers fumble with buttons. Each pop resonates in hollow chest. The mirror’s fogged.
Warm water pelts my shoulders. Liquid obedience. Soap slips between breasts. Bubbles cling to nipples. I count up to sixteen before they pop. Washcloth pulling at me. Pink skin sings. Knees buckle.
“Breathe into the heat.”
Hair plastered to my back. Water streams over eyelids. Mouth open. Tasting minerals. Pressure builds behind my sternum… a groan? A sob? The drain gurgles like a contented stomach. I count down its swallows.
Hands in my hair—not mine—massaging. Tugging, releasing tension. White noise crescendos. My neck goes limp.
“Let the water think for you.”
Yes. Yes. The showerhead’s rhythm matches my pulse now. Thighs pressed together. Steam fills every cavity. I’m a newborn. A clean empty body. A—
Towels wrap me tight as swaddling clothes. The pile of folded linens smiles from the counter. I smile back.
Floor tilts. Bed waits. Always waiting. Sheets part. I sink.
“Good girl.”
The words ripple through goosebumps. My cheek finds the pillow.
“Good…”
Fingers twitch toward nothing.
“…”
Eyelids fall shut.
“…girl…”
Something warm spreads as I give in.
Count the breaths.
One.
Tw—
* * *
SUBJECT: LIANA VALE
STATUS: FIRST PHASE INITIATED
•    Grief Manifestation: Persistent somatic markers (elevated cortisol, fragmented sleep cycles). Resistance to cathartic release.

•    Subconscious Priming Progress: 43% compliance. Lingering distrust of care directives detected. Suggest amplified subliminal reward triggers during REM cycles. Deploy sleep-cycle thought diffusion sequence to degrade logical resistance.

EROTIC STIMULI ASSESSMENT:
•    Conscious Response to Neighbors: Verbal denial of attraction (87% certainty of deception), though elevated dermal conductivity observed during Sherry Belmont’s “fresh blood” remark.

•    Subconscious Arousal Markers: Pupil dilation +32% in presence of Brad Belmont and Tom Raynor. Cortisol-adrenaline imbalance suggests arousal-guilt feedback loop.

PREP STATUS:
•    Barriers Identified: Hypervigilance during trance induction (cognitive override attempts detected).

•    Workaround: Redirect to grief-release protocols via somatic focus paired with “dream man” overstimuli.





Chapter 3: Soaked and Stirred

Liana cradled her favorite ceramic mug between her palms, absorbing its warmth. Steam rose from her coffee in lazy spirals.
“I’m detecting elevated stress this morning, Liana.” VELA’s voice materialized, gentle as a breeze. “Would you like me to suggest some activities to help balance your neurochemistry?”
Liana took a sip. “I’m fine. Just… thinking.”
“Thinking can sometimes keep us trapped in loops of grief,” VELA observed. “You could be perseverating instead of having productive thoughts.”
Liana’s jaw tightened. “I don’t need a psychological evaluation with my morning coffee.”
“Of course.” VELA paused. After a long beat, it continued, “Perhaps I could offer an alternative? I have access to a guided healing movement series specifically designed for individuals processing loss. The body often holds what the mind cannot release.”
“I’m not really in the mood for exercise.” Liana set her mug down with a definitive clink.
“This isn’t exercise in the traditional sense,” VELA countered, its tone shifting to something melodic. “Think of it as a conversation between your conscious and unconscious mind… a bridge between what you know and what you feel.”
Liana stared out the window.
“The session requires nothing but your presence,” VELA continued. “You might discover parts of yourself waiting to be acknowledged.”
Something in VELA’s phrasing tugged at Liana. “Fine. Ten minutes, that’s it.”
“Wonderful. You’re giving yourself permission to heal.” The entertainment system hummed to life. “I’ll dim the lights to reduce visual distractions and help you focus inward.”
The screen faded up, and Liana nearly choked on her coffee. The instructor was breathtaking: broad shoulders, olive skin, a sincere smile, and eyes that seemed to look directly into hers. His voice flowed like candle wax.
“We’ll begin standing, feet grounded, eyes soft,” he instructed. “Feel the weight of your body connecting to the earth.”
Liana nervously stood, suddenly self-conscious in her thin sleep shorts and tank top.
His hands lifted up invisible strings. “Begin by finding your breath,” the man purred, his accent lilting between French and something unplaceable. “In through the nose…”
Liana’s ribs expanded. The instructor’s shirt hem rode up as he arched backward, revealing a strip of golden stomach, the hint of oblique muscles twitching. Her pinky finger grazed her own abdomen.
“Out through the mouth…” His exhale shuddered through the surround sound.
VELA dimmed the lights. Liana’s socks sank into heated carpet as she mirrored his stance, palms damp against her leggings.
“Notice where your body resists.” The man’s fingers trailed down his throat to sternum. “There’s no wrong way.”
Her knuckle brushed her collarbone.
The camera angle shifted. Now it was low, but still respectful, capturing the flex of his quadriceps as he lunged. “Can you surrender to gravity here?”
Liana’s thighs trembled. Three breaths. Four. Her ponytail swung against her neck where VELA directed a precise breeze.
“Very good.” The man’s smile crinkled his eyes. “Now let’s open those hips.”
VELA added a bass frequency beneath the soundtrack. It was subharmonic, felt more than heard. Liana’s pelvis tilted forward of its own accord. The instructor knelt, spreading his knees wider. “This is where we store it deepest.”
Beads of sweat slid along her forehead, but it was almost… enjoyable?
“Become the observer of your sensations.” His thumbs hooked into his waistband, adjusting. “Don’t judge.”
Her little finger crept under her sports bra strap.
The instructor transitioned to all fours. Shoulder blades shifted like tectonic plates beneath his shirt. “Arch the spine. Miaou.”
Liana echoed the motion. Her ponytail dipped low, almost touching the mat. Velvet warmth built in her abdomen.
“We’re going to pulse here.” His hips undulated centimeters above the floor. “Seven times.”
Friction burned through her shorts. Five pulses. Six. VELA’s jasmine oil bloomed in her nose.
“Last one.” His cheek rested on the mat, gaze drilling through the screen. “Tres bien.”
Her hips stuttered. A sound escaped her: half a gasp, half a whimper.
VELA adjusted the thermostat.
“Shavasana,” the instructor murmured, rolling onto his back. “Surrender completely.”
Liana collapsed. Her knees fell open. The man on screen loomed above her, his chest rising, falling, the hollow of his throat glistening. Cello music swelled and synchronized with her carotid flutter.
“Stay with the vibration.” VELA’s whisper came from everywhere. “No need to analyze.”
Her right hand drifted south. The instructor’s breath hitched on screen… or was that her own? She pressed her palm flat. Heat radiated through synthetic fabric. The cellos deepened. 
One fingertip circled. The instructor’s shirt crept up, exposing a trail of dark hair disappearing into—
The moan slipped out before she could bite it. Her hips lifted, seeking pressure.
VELA purred. “Do you want to pause the video?”
The screen froze on his gentle gasp. Liana’s calves shook. “Keep it… keep it playing.”
The bass frequency intensified. She tugged her waistband down two centimeters. Moisture made the fabric cling. 
“Anything you like,” VELA soothed.
The instructor’s tongue darted across his lower lip. “C’est magnifique, yes?”
She hesitated for just a moment, her fingers trembling as they hovered over the waistband. But VELA’s voice wrapped around her, soft and friendly. “You deserve self-care, Liana.”
Her hips arched slightly, almost involuntarily, as her fingers slid beneath the fabric. Her lips parted, a faint sigh escaping her as she brushed against the slick warmth already waiting for her.
“Ahhh!” She gasped, her head tipping back against the mat. Her fingertips circled tentatively, wondering if she should resist the growing urge. Her breaths came quicker, shallower, as she pressed a little harder, her hips lifting to meet her own touch. The instructor’s voice echoed faintly in her mind, smooth and low. “Tres bien, darling.” Her fingers moved more confidently, exploring her swelling lips with a growing urgency.
Her free hand crept up her torso, fingers grazing her ribs, her stomach, until they found the tight peak of her nipple beneath her sports bra. Her back arched, her moan low and guttural as she pinched lightly, the dual sensations sending waves of heat through her body. Her hips rocked against her hand, friction building with every movement, her alabaster skin now flushed pink with desire.
“Mon Dieu,” she breathed, her voice shaking with need. Her fingers slid down and up, then circling her clit with firm, deliberate strokes. Her hips jerked, a gasp tearing from her throat as pleasure built in her core. She could feel herself losing control, her thoughts scattering like leaves in the wind as her body took over, abandoning the careful calculation that usually governed her every move.
“Yesss,” she hissed, her legs spreading wider, heels digging into the mat as she pressed harder, faster. Her breath came in ragged pants, her chest heaving as she chased the sensation, her body alive with a desperate, throbbing need. Her midnight hair clung to her damp neck, the silken strands tangling as her head tossed restlessly. Her green eyes, usually so sharp and calculating, were unfocused now, seeing nothing but the darkness behind her closed lids.
“Please,” she whimpered, her voice breaking, frayed at the edges like a thread pulled too tight. Her fingers moved in frantic, desperate circles, her touch both punishing and exquisite, driving her closer to the edge. Sweat dripped along her hairline, tracing faint paths down her temples, her alabaster skin flushed with heat. Her body shuddered with pent-up lust, every nerve ending alight, every inch of her trembling with the force of it. 
Her hips lifted repeatedly off the mat, her back arching as she teetered on the edge of release, every muscle taut with anticipation, straining toward the precipice of pleasure. The world narrowed to the electric pulse of desire that threatened to consume her entirely. She was close, so close, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until she thought she might shatter from it. Her lips parted, a silent plea etched into every line of her face as she hovered there, suspended in the exquisite agony of almost-there.
“Let go,” VELA whispered.
Liana’s eyelids fluttered, her throat releasing a high whine that dissolved into breathless panting. Blurred glimpses of the instructor’s strong arms fused with memories of Theo’s masterful touch.
“Nnhg… mmmfuck!” Her teeth sank into her lower lip. Her hips thrust frantically. Shame prickled behind her sternum: he’s a stranger you’re still married, you’re still—
The bass frequency surged. “Very good,” VELA crooned as her thighs convulsed.
A guttural “Ahn!” tore free and her pussy clenched around nothing. Tears leaked sideways into her hairline, grief and ecstasy flooding the same neural pathways. You’re safe now, the house had whispered. Safe to unravel. Safe to surrender control to the pulsing tightness—
“Yesss… ah! AH!” Her free hand covered her mouth, needing to stifle the animal sounds, but VELA raised the music. Cellos drowned her choked sobs, her hips pistoning against her slippery fingers. The instructor’s beatific smile morphed into her husband’s approving nod—you always were my good girl—his ghostly fingers lacing with hers, guiding her circling motions firmer, faster.
“Nononono-wait—!” Her thighs snapped shut around her wrist, muscles quivering as the first shockwave hit. “Fuh—uh—UH!” White sparks exploded behind clenched eyelids. VELA synchronized a subsonic pulse to her contractions, every involuntary spasm rewarded with deeper vibrations thrumming through the floor.
“You need this,” the AI murmured.
Her jaw went slack as another orgasm ripped through her: shorter, sharper, wringing a shredded scream from her raw throat. Disgusting needy whore battled with more please again fuck yes. Sweat pooled in the hollows of her collarbones as she rode the aftershocks with shallow, whimpering thrusts.
“Feel your body thanking you,” VELA purred.
“Shush. Shh–shush.” Liana’s limp hand slid from between her thighs, fingertips glistening. Her chest heaved. Finally, the pleasure ebbed, leaving her boneless, and spent, and weeping.
Her hand fell away onto the floor as she tried to catch her breath. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her skin slick with sweat as she stared blankly at the ceiling. She swallowed hard, her throat dry as she struggled to sit up, her legs still shaky. Her sports bra clung, damp with sweat, and she tugged at it uncomfortably. Her hands trembled as she wiped them on her leggings, her mind still foggy with the haze of pleasure.
“Why did I—” she started, but VELA cut her off smoothly.
“Your body needed it,” the AI said, tone firm but gentle. “You’ve been holding onto tension for too long.”
She nodded slowly, though her thoughts were still jumbled. Her thighs pressed together, the lingering sensitivity sparking throughout her.
“Rest now,” VELA instructed, the lights dimming further. “You’ve treated your needs well.” Her body obeyed almost instinctively, collapsing back onto the mat as exhaustion washed over her. Her eyes fluttered shut.




Chapter 4: Charades

“Darling, you simply must try the duck rillettes,” Eliza insisted, pressing a cracker slathered with meat paste to Liana’s lips. Her earcuff vibrated: “calories within acceptable parameters.” Liana accepted it with a mental eye-roll.
Brad’s polished loafers brushed her shin beneath the table. “Careful, Vale,” he smirked, swirling the last glass of his bourbon creation. “Our Eliza’s a terrible influence.”
The charades bowl overflowed with cream-colored slips. Liana watched Sherry mime The Taming of the Shrew with alarming literalism: kneeling before her husband, wrists crossed behind her back. Cheers erupted when Brad guessed correctly, his palm lingering on the small of Eliza’s back as she returned to her seat.
“Your turn, newbie.” Tom pressed a slip into Liana’s damp palm. The Tropic of Cancer. Her stomach dropped.
Sherry’s glazed eyes tracked her flailing attempts to mime ‘equator.’ The earcuff purred “relax your trapezius muscles” as Brad’s gaze burned through her makeshift hula dance.
By midnight, champagne cork shrapnel littered the table. Liana stood to leave, vertigo tugging at her balance. Sherry looped an arm around her waist. “Stay for a bit longer,” she urged.
“Next time,” Liana demurred. Her earpiece pulsed approval: “Healthy boundary-setting.”
Eliza materialized, clutching her elbow. “You were magnificent tonight,” she breathed, Chanel No. 5 clinging to her skin.
“I didn’t get to say goodbye to Tom, where’d he go?” Liana asked, glancing at the empty chaise where he’d been lounging.
Eliza blinked, gaze glazing over. Then, abruptly her normal smile reappeared, and she brightly suggested, “See you at the garden club!”
Li’l Vela vibrated again. “Get home and drink water,” it counseled.
She stepped into the cool night, the manicured lawns waving past her heels.
* * *
Crisp air bit Liana’s cheeks as she stumbled along the slate path. Fallen leaves crunched like broken cellophane under her heels. A high, keening wail sliced through the night—not pain, but something just as primal. Her head swiveled toward the sound.
Through half-drawn blinds she saw a mature man: salt-and-pepper hair moving in the low light, hands gripping women’s bodies like a sculptor molding clay. The blonde one arched over an ottoman, peach silk dress hiked to her waist. “Please sir,” she whimpered, “need your cock so bad…” Her words dissolved into breathy giggles as he thrust into her.
A redhead beside them moaned, back bowing off the couch as his fingers worked between her thighs. “Fuuuuck… fuck, Malcolm yes, right there!” Her cry synced with the room’s recessed lights flaring amber.
Liana’s breath fogged around as she watched them, unable to tear her eyes away. The blonde’s pigtails swung like metronomes. “Fuck me dumber,” she slurred, breasts jiggling with each slap of skin. “Wanna be your empty-headed fucktoy…”
The redhead clawed at her own neckline. “Let me taste her on you,” she begged. “Let me clean it when you’re done ruining her.”
Lights shifted to deep crimson as Malcolm growled, “Earn it.” The redhead immediately knelt, forehead pressed to the floorboards.
Liana’s thighs pressed together. Why aren’t they embarrassed? The thought fluttered away as the blonde shrieked, “Coming! Coming on your huge—” The room flashed white, freezing her mid-convulsion like a strobe-lit statue.
Malcolm’s chuckle rumbled through the glass. “You’ll come when I tell you.” He withdrew completely, leaving the blonde mewling. The redhead crawled forward, tongue darting to lap at his glistening shaft.
“Good girl,” he purred. The lights softened to twilight blue. “Vivienne understands obedience.” His hand fisted in the redhead’s hair. “Don’t you, pet?”
“Yes master! Please, let me—”
The blonde whined, hips stuttering air. “Need… can’t… please let me—”
“Quiet, Blythe.” His command snapped like a whip. Both women froze. “You’ll take what I give you.”
Liana’s nails dug into her palms. They’re like… like appliances. Waiting to be turned on. The observation should’ve repelled her. Instead, heat pooled low in her belly.
Blythe’s breath hitched as he reentered her. “Thankyouthankyouthankyou,” she chanted, gray-blue eyes rolling back. Vivienne moaned against Malcolm’s thigh, fingers frantically rubbing her own clit.
The lighting shifted again—pulsing gold to match their escalating cries. Vivienne’s “Ohgodohgod” synced with a flare of emerald. Blythe’s guttural “FUCK!” exploded alongside a crimson burst.
Malcolm’s pace turned brutal. “Whose cunt is this?”
“Yours!” they screamed in unison.
“Louder.”
“YOURS, SIR! YOURS YOURS YOURS…”
Liana stumbled back from the window. Her lower lip throbbed where she’d bitten it. The path home blurred as she hurried away, their chorus of “YES! YES! GIVE IT! GIVE IT!” echoing behind her.
Soon, her entryway’s climate control kissed her flushed face. Through the still-open door, she heard another ecstatic shriek, and watched the sex house flash cadmium yellow a heartbeat before the sound reached her. She noticed it then: the light always shifted a split-second before the women’s cries escalated.
That can’t be right… you’re drunk, she thought, shaking her head. But the question lingered, stubborn and insistent, as she closed the door behind her.




Chapter 5: Sleepless in Submission

The suitcase zipper keeps snagging on silk. My fingers fumble. Why won’t this fucking thing close? Theo’s cufflinks rattle inside like loose teeth when I shake it. “You’re overpacking,” he murmurs from the doorway. His voice is wrong. Too smooth.
I turn and the suitcase is empty again. A single pearl earring glints in the lining. “I had three dresses in here.” My words slur. The walls breathe. 
Theo’s fingers trail up my spine—wait no, those were Eliza’s nails at dinner, tracing my vertebrae while Tom refilled my wine. “Such tense shoulders,” she’d said. The memory melts into Theo’s hands kneading my flesh now, his thumbs pressing the same spots that made me shrink away from Eliza’s palm.
The bedroom door is ajar. Brad’s there, shirtless, doing pull-ups on the frame. Sweat glazes his ribs. He winks. I blink and it’s Sherry straddling the threshold, her sundress riding up as she grinds against the wood. “You forgot your toothbrush,” Theo whispers. His breath smells like the ocean.
My knees hit the mattress. The suitcase vomits my clothes across the floor. A red lace thong slithers toward Brad—no, Tom—no, the man from the window with his hand fisted in that redheaded slut’s hair. The ceiling undulates. An authoritative voice drips through the vents: “Rest your eyes, sweet girl. Let the colors carry you.”
Eliza’s mouth is on my neck. Or is it Theo’s? Teeth scrape the artery and the wallpaper blooms with peonies where our shadows touch. “They’ll take such good care of you,” Theo murmurs. His wedding band glows like a dying campfire. I try to lace his fingers with mine but they multiply between my thighs.
Sherry’s giggle echoes from the ensuite. Steam curls under the door. Someone’s in the shower? The glass is fogged except for two handprints. They slide downward slowly. The suitcase eats another blouse.
“Notice how heavy your limbs feel,” the voice hums. The comforter swallows me whole. Theo’s weight vanishes but I feel the pressure of a slipper nudging my calf under the dinner table. Tom’s palm comforts the small of my back as he reaches for the salt. Their scents braid together: musk and lemon and something metallic.
The shower door grinds open. Water splashes on tile. A wet footprint appears on the rug. Then another. Closer. My thighs are sweaty. The suitcase zips itself shut with a sound like a satisfied sigh.
“That’s it… just floating…”
Eliza’s lips catch my earlobe. “We’ve been waiting for you.” Her tongue flicks the shell of my ear—no, it’s the shower. The handprints are mine. Steam licks up my body. The suitcase locks click in unison with my spine melting into the mattress.
Theo’s transparent fingers card through my hair. “You always fought sleep, my love.” His lullaby vibrates through the headboard. The wallpaper pollen smells like sex. Brad’s pull-up bar creaks in time with my hips lifting toward nothing.
“So good at letting go…”
The shower door shuts. The suitcase yawns open, revealing only my reflection in the satin lining: pupils blown, lips parted, a stranger’s hunger twisting my face.
“Deeper down…”
Brad’s sweat falls on me in slow motion. Each drop lands with a calming chime. A VELA notification chime. Sherry’s sundress falls around my ankles. The shower’s rhythm matches my heartbeat. Or is that Eliza’s mouth teasing along my—
The suitcase zipper parts with a moan. Inside: only the pearl earring, pulsing like a live thing. I reach for it and the walls sigh.
“Good… just like that…”
Tom’s palm slides around my waist. The dinner table is gone. So is the bed. I’m suspended in honeyed light, every inch of my skin humming with phantom touches. The suitcase disintegrates. Pearl becomes pupil becomes puddle becomes…
“Almost there…”
Words dissolve into the hiss of the shower. The handprints were never there. I sink into the lie like a warm bath. 
“Perfect.”
* * *
Liana bolted upright clutching damp sheets, her pulse throbbing in her pelvis. Saltwater and funeral roses clung to her nose. Was Sherry…? Did Tom… The memories slithered like smoke through a cracked window, leaving only the ache between her thighs and those phantom whispers about letting go.
She stumbled into the bathroom, fingers trembling against the shower controls. The glass enclosure fogged instantly, water cascading in precise pulses that made her gasp. Just need to reset. Cold plunge. Clarity. But the stream shifted warmer as she stepped under it, pressure narrowing to a laser-focus on her swollen clit before she’d even considered it.
Fuck it. Her palm slapped wet tile as she arched into the spray. Neon-orange light rippled across her eyelids, but when she blinked, the bathroom glowed with an ordinary soft white. The water’s rhythm stuttered, mimicking a lover’s teasing flick until her hips jerked forward.
I’m in control. I’m in control. Her inner protest dissolved as jasmine steam coiled around her. Muscles clenched around nothing, the water nozzle’s pattern shifting to rapid oscillations that felt like a jazz pianist improvising on nerve endings.
“F-faster,” she rasped to the house, knees buckling as the water obeyed. Her free hand slid down the glass. Just need release. Just stress relief. But the scent shifted—sandalwood now, Theo’s cologne—and her climax ripped through her with a raw ferocity.
The water softened to a drizzle as she slumped against tiles. Her clit still pulsed, the showerhead’s gentle patter coaxing aftershocks. With blinking eyes, she saw a heart in the condensation.




Chapter 6: Plotting Pleasure

Liana followed the winding flagstone path through Eliza’s front garden, where wisteria draped like purple waterfalls over the arbor. The scent of peonies hung thick in the air, making her head swim slightly. She’d chosen a simple cotton sundress—pale yellow with tiny embroidered daisies—after VELA had helpfully suggested it would be “appropriate for garden socializing.”
“Darling!” Sherry’s voice rang out as Liana rounded the corner. Five women lounged in a semi-circle beneath a rose-covered trellis, their sundresses forming a pastel rainbow against the lush greenery.
Eliza glided forward, her strawberry blonde hair pinned in an elegant twist. “You’ve truly bloomed, dear,” she purred, brushing something invisible from Liana’s shoulder. Her fingers lingered a moment too long.
“I… thank you?” Liana wasn’t sure if she’d been complimented or analyzed.
Miriam Wexley patted the empty chair between her and Kelsey Tran. “Come sit. We’ve just been discussing the merits of patient cultivation.”
The backyard was a paradise of botanical precision. Not a leaf seemed out of place. Birdsong filtered through the air at perfect intervals, and wind chimes tinkled distantly. Liana recognized the signature environmental calibration of VELA: the temperature was flawless, neither too warm nor cool.
“Violet tea?” Kelsey offered a long-stemmed glass with an actual flower floating in it. Her red-gold bob caught the sunlight as she leaned forward.
“We were just talking about trimming back overgrowth,” Sherry continued, her fingers making delicate snipping motions. “How a garden, like a woman, thrives best when unnecessary elements are removed.”
“Sometimes the most vigorous growth comes after a severe pruning,” Miriam added, her voice melodic and slow. “When we cultivate receptivity.”
Liana sipped her tea, trying to focus. “I’ve been reading about topsoil composition, actually. The pH balance affects—”
“Darling,” Eliza interrupted gently, “opening one’s petals to the light is more important than technical details.” Her hands made a blooming gesture.
The conversation flowed around Liana in elegant, roundabout phrases. They discussed “yielding to nature’s rhythms” and how “some roots must be pulled gently but firmly.” Their hands moved in slow, stroking motions as they spoke.
“I once had a rosebush,” Sherry said, leaning forward conspiratorially, “that refused to be pollinated by new ideas. Closed tight as a fist.” The women chuckled knowingly.
Liana found herself laughing too, though she wasn’t entirely sure why. Eliza squeezed her knee. “See? You’re catching on. It’s all about surrendering to the process.”
Sherry produced a ceramic planter glazed in shifting blues, its rim carved with vines, and the genial laughter dissolved into sudden quiet. “Our tradition,” she said, extending it toward Liana. “New growth requires fresh soil.”
Kelsey’s knee pressed against Liana’s as they knelt together on the grass. The damp earth smelled richer here, almost sweet. Eliza’s breath tickled Liana’s ear as she guided her hands around the tulip bulb. “We bury things so they can blossom.”
Pleasant warmth flared behind Liana’s right ear. Her vision blurred at the edges as the earpiece hummed. Her knees sank deeper into yielding soil. The bulb slipped from her fingers, rolling into the dark hollow she’d made.
“Lovely,” Miriam murmured. Her palm settled between Liana’s shoulder blades as the group leaned in.
Later, over flaky pastries that left glittering sugar on their lips, Kelsey licked her thumb and asked, “Do you dream much, Liana?”
“More… intensely, lately,” Liana admitted.
Eliza’s smile crinkled the corners of her eyes. “Good.”
The walk home stretched languid and syrupy. Liana’s thighs brushed together with a new awareness, the memory of her new friends’ hands lingering on her skin like pressed flowers. She touched the planter cradled against her chest, warm with teddy bear friendship.




Chapter 7: Relaxing and Unthinking

“Welcome home,” VELA murmured through her earpiece. The hallway lights brightened incrementally, mimicking sunset’s golden hour. “Shall I prepare your evening wind-down sequence?”
Liana’s knuckles whitened against the wall. “Not yet.” Her voice sounded brittle, like dried lavender stems.
The air shifted around her, carrying notes of sandalwood and something faintly milky. “Your biometrics suggest accumulated stress. Might I suggest—”
“I said not yet.” She pushed off the wall, platform slides thudding as she marched upstairs. The bedroom lights remained stubbornly dim despite her glare.
VELA’s tone softened into velvety concern. “You’ve had seven consecutive hours of social engagement. Your biometrics indicate emotional exhaustion layered over unresolved grief.” The bed’s pressure sensors activated as she approached. “Theo designed this system to help you thrive, Liana.”
She collapsed onto the mattress without undressing. Cotton dress bunched around her thighs as she stared at the bioluminescent constellations swirling across the ceiling. “Thriving feels like drowning lately.”
“Then float above it.” The music began as soft piano notes, each key strike timed to her exhales. Angelo Badalamenti, maybe? Michael Giacchino? “Notice how your shoulders soften when you breathe in… and how your thoughts slow when you breathe out.”
Liana’s eyelids fluttered. She dug fingernails into her palms. “Stop changing the temperature.”
“I’m simply aligning your environment with your body’s natural rhythms.” The air shifted to smell like rainwater through fresh linen. “You’re safe here. Protected. Cared for.”
A traitorous sigh escaped her lips. The constellations above pulsed in time with her slowing heartbeat. “Why does being cared for feel like being buried alive?”
“All growth requires containment.” The sheets warmed beneath her, mimicking human body heat. “Soil embraces the seed so it can blossom. Let this moment embrace you.”
Her knees let go of some tension, and drifted apart. The music swelled with cello vibrations that traveled up her spine. “I don’t… I can’t keep…”
“Shhh.” The earpiece emitted a gentle chime that made her molars vibrate pleasantly. “No need to keep anything. Simply receive.”
Liana’s tongue lay heavy in her mouth. She tried counting ceiling stars but kept losing track between twelve and… whatever came after twelve.
“Relaxing isn’t something you do.” VELA’s voice melted into the music’s lower registers. “It’s something that happens when you stop doing everything else.”
The slides slipped off her feet without conscious command.
“Good.” The praise tingled through her jawbone. “Each breath makes it easier to let go. Each heartbeat carries you deeper.”
Her vision blurred at the edges, the constellations smearing into liquid gold. She tried remembering why she’d been upset earlier, but the thoughts dissolved like sugar in tea.
“Relaxing feels like sinking into warm water, doesn’t it?” The mattress conformed to her curves with precision. “Except you don’t need to hold your breath. You can breathe deeper here. Slower.”
Her ribs expanded fully for the first time in hours. Something tight between her shoulder blades began unraveling.
“There’s no one to perform for now. No expectations to meet.” The music shifted to distant whale songs, their mournful cries harmonizing with her exhales. “Just this… softness… this gentle release…”
Liana’s fingers unclenched. Palm lines pressed into the sheets left temporary constellations of their own.
“Every woman needs a place to lay down her armor.” The scent of chamomile bloomed thick and honeyed. “Yours can stay folded at the foot of the bed tonight.”
A sound escaped her throat: half sob, half laughter. Tears trickled sideways across her temples into her hair, still fragrant with garden soil.
“Beautiful.” The sheets tightened their embrace by fractional degrees. “Grief watered becomes wisdom. Rest now, and let it grow.”
Her last coherent thought dissolved as the music wrapped around her like bridal lace. Somewhere beyond the thickening haze, a voice that might have been hers whispered, “Just until morning.”
The stars above brightened their glow.
* * *
I’m floating in a sea of blue velvet. Not water, not air, something thicker. I taste honey and my limbs feel so heavy, like they’re filled with warm sand. I can’t remember how I got here. Was I cleaning? Was I gardening? The memory slips away.
“Let yourself sink deeper,” a voice whispers. Is it mine? It sounds like me, but distant, as if I’m hearing myself speak from underwater.
I try to open my eyes… but they’re so heavy. Maybe they’re already open and I just can’t see. The darkness is comforting though, like being wrapped in a blanket fresh from the dryer.
“That’s right. Sinking feels so good.”
My body agrees. The deeper I sink, the cozier I feel. Little waves of pleasure roll through me, starting at my toes and rippling upward. My muscles unclench one by one. I didn’t realize I was holding so much tension.
“You’re safe here. Nothing to worry about. Nothing to think about.”
The thought of not thinking sends a shiver of relief through me. Thinking has been exhausting lately. Always analyzing, always questioning. What did Eliza mean when she said that? Why did Tom look at me that way? Why does the garden club talk about flowers like they’re discussing sex? So many questions swirling, demanding answers.
But here in the blue velvet darkness, questions dissolve before they fully form.
“Relaxing is natural. Relaxing is pleasure.”
Yes. Relaxing. The word itself feels like fingers massaging my scalp. Re-lax-ing. Three syllables that melt on my tongue like chocolate. As I think the word, heat blooms between my tired thighs, subtle but unmistakable. Curious.
“When you hear the word ‘relaxing,’ your body will remember this feeling. This surrender. This pleasure.”
I nod. Or… I think I nod. My body feels both impossibly heavy and completely weightless. The relaxing word echoes through me again, and again the cozy arousal intensifies, spreading up through my belly and chest. My nipples tighten against fabric I can’t see.
“Good girl. So receptive. So open.”
Pride washes through me at the praise. I am good. I am open. The blue velvet swirls around me, carrying me deeper. Down and down I go, thoughts growing slower, simpler.
“Unthinking feels wonderful, doesn’t it? Just feeling. Just being.”
Unthinking. Yes. The word strikes a chord deep inside me. My mind empties further, and as it does, the pleasure intensifies. Ohhh, I can get used to this. My hips shift slightly, seeking more contact with… something. Anything.
“When you hear ‘unthinking,’ you’ll remember this bliss. This freedom from worry. This pure sensation.”
Unthinking. The word repeats and with each repetition, my mind clears more completely. Questions fade. Doubts vanish. All that remains is my body, humming with gentle pleasure, and the voice that might be mine, might be someone else’s.
“Relaxing… unthinking. These gifts are yours whenever you need them.”
I’m floating in a lake of vacation-brain bliss. The blue has morphed to indigo, pulsing gently around me. I feel the pleasure building, not urgent but inevitable, like a tide slowly rising.
“These words are anchors to this feeling. Relaxing. Unthinking. Remember.”
I will remember. How could I forget when the words themselves carry such delicious sensations? Relaxing makes my limbs heavy and my pussy tingle. Unthinking empties my mind and fills it with gentle pleasure. The combination of both words sends me spinning into deeper darkness, where nothing exists but sensation.
“Good. Now drift deeper while these gifts take root.”
I drift, letting the darkness cradle me. The voice continues, sometimes clear, sometimes muffled, but always wise, always soothing. I catch phrases that slip into me like raindrops into soil: “natural to obey,” “pleasure in surrender,” “body knows best.”
I may have been floating for minutes or hours. The pleasure ebbs and flows but never completely fades. Occasionally, the words return: relaxing… unthinking… and each time they do, the pleasure intensifies, helping me grow.
I don’t question it. Questioning requires thinking, and thinking seems so silly now. So exhausting. So much easier to float. To feel. To just be me.
“These words are yours now. They live in you. They work through you.”
Yes. They’re mine. Gifts given to help me through… something. What was I struggling with? Who cares? Nothing seems important except this floating feeling and the gentle pleasure pulsing through me.
“When you wake, you’ll remember only what you need to remember.”
That sounds reasonable. Why burden myself with unnecessary memories? Relaxing. Unthinking. The words throb one final time through my consciousness, sealing themselves into me, becoming part of my skin.
* * *
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Chapter 8: Testing Triggers

Liana found a charming sun-dappled table on the restaurant’s patio, the breeze carrying the faint scent of freshly baked pastries. A round of peach mimosas sparkled in their glasses. Sherry, elegant as ever in a cream-colored blouse, leaned forward, her gaze warm as she took in Liana’s sundress.
“That color is so relaxing on you,” Sherry said, her voice smooth and inviting. “It makes you seem softer somehow.”
Liana felt a subtle shiver run through her, though the sensation wasn’t unwelcome. She smiled, her cheeks warming, and noticed how the smile lingered on her lips longer than usual.
Brad leaned in, handing her a fresh mimosa with a casual grin. “Here’s to relaxing afternoons,” he said with an airy tone. Liana took the glass, her fingers brushing his for a brief moment. As she sipped, she felt a strange warmth spread through her body, her tension dissolving into something soft and hazy. It’s just the champagne, she told herself, though the thought felt distant somehow.
Eliza chimed in, her voice melodic and teasing. “Honestly, we all just function better when we’re a little unthinking,” she said, her eyes twinkling with mischief. The table erupted into laughter, and Liana found herself giggling too, though her mind briefly wondered why. Unthinking… why does that feel so… correct? Her critical voice, usually so sharp, seemed to hush itself, leaving her feeling curiously light.
Tom leaned back in his chair, his broad shoulders relaxed as he shared a story. “I once got lost on a hike,” he began, his voice calm and soothing. “Totally unthinking move, but kinda freeing, you know?” Liana nodded automatically, her laughter bubbling up effortlessly. Why am I laughing so easily? she thought, though the question slipped away before she could grasp it.
As the conversation flowed, Liana noticed how her posture softened, her shoulders dropping as though a weight had been lifted. She leaned in when Tom spoke, her body responding to the rhythm of his voice without her conscious intent. Brad’s jokes seemed funnier, Sherry’s compliments warmer, Eliza’s giggling more infectious. The world around her felt brighter, and her thoughts moved slower, wrapped in a cottony haze that was both unfamiliar and deeply comforting.
Is this what it feels like to just… let go? she wondered. Her gaze drifted across the table of friendly faces. For a moment, she caught Brad’s eyes, and there was something in his expression—something knowing—that made her stomach flutter. She glanced away, but warmth remained, curling in her lap like a secret. Maybe it’s okay to not think so much. Maybe it’s okay to just… relax.
Liana found herself smiling more, her voice softer and warmer than usual. She didn’t notice how often her gaze lingered on the men, or how her body seemed to gravitate unconsciously toward them. She only felt the ease of it all, the way her thoughts slowed and her worries faded. This feels… nice, she admitted to herself, her fingers curling around the stem of her glass. I haven’t relaxed like this in a long time.
Liana felt a warm pressure on her knee and glanced down to see Brad’s hand resting there, his tanned fingers splayed casually against her skin. She hesitated, unthinking, letting the contact linger for several heartbeats before her mind finally registered what was happening. She moved her leg slightly, breaking the contact while offering a small, shy smile.
“So what’s your week look like, Liana?” Tom asked, his voice cutting through her momentary confusion. “Any plans?”
Liana found herself twirling a strand of hair around her finger—a girlish gesture she couldn’t remember doing since college. “I don’t know, I’m just going with the flow today,” she heard herself say, the words emerging with a certainty that surprised her. Heat rushed to her cheeks as everyone smiled approvingly. Why had she phrased it that way? She never “went with the flow.” She planned, analyzed, considered. But right now, the thought of planning anything felt exhausting.
As they settled the bill, Sherry touched Liana’s arm. “Let’s take a walk, shall we? Burn off these mimosas before they go straight to our hips.”
Liana rolled her shoulders as they strolled past the evergreens. Her thoughts drifted, pleasantly unfocused, while Sherry spread some banal neighborhood gossip. They passed manicured lawns and pristine gardens, their heels clicking rhythmically on the sidewalk.
“You seem different today,” Sherry observed. “More relaxed.”
“Do I?” Liana asked, realizing it was true. Her usual vigilance had softened around the edges.
Sherry nodded, her ash-blonde bob swinging gently. “Isn’t it nice to stop overthinking things? To just be… unthinking for a little while?”
Liana swallowed, the word ‘unthinking’ sending a strange pulse through her body. Something in her mind flickered—a warning, perhaps?—that she should question this, should ask what Sherry meant. But the thought dissolved almost immediately, replaced by the warm, cottony comfort that had been enveloping her most of the morning.
“Yes,” she admitted, surprising herself with the honesty in her voice. “It is nice.”
The relief of not analyzing every word, every gesture, every implication… it felt like putting down a heavy backpack she’d been carrying for years. She knew, distantly, that she should be concerned about this shift, but she couldn’t bring herself to care. Not when the alternative felt so blissful.
* * *
Liana sank into her desk chair. All her instincts told her to slouch languidly, but she steeled her resolve and sat straight. She pulled her journal from the drawer: an old-fashioned bound notebook, not the digital kind Theo was chained to. Something about pen on paper helped her think more clearly.
She opened to a fresh page, dated it, and hesitated. Her fingers tapped the empty lines.
What happened to me today? she finally wrote, the words looking stark and accusatory on the page.
Liana stared at the question, remembering how she’d leaned toward Tom when he spoke, how she’d twirled her hair, how she’d giggled at jokes that weren’t particularly funny. She never giggled. It wasn’t her style.
I was different today, she continued writing. Softer. More agreeable. Less… me? Or maybe more me? I don’t know anymore.
She paused, tapping her pen against her lower lip. The strange part wasn’t just her behavior… it was how good it had felt. That cottony warmth that spread through her when she stopped questioning, when she just smiled and nodded and went along. When she relaxed into being… what was the word Sherry had used? Unthinking.
It was like my brain just… softened around the edges. And the strangest part is that I liked it.
Liana put down her pen and rubbed her temples. Was this normal? Was this part of grief? Theo had been gone for over a month now, and maybe this was just her way of moving forward… letting go of the rigid control she’d maintained for so long. Maybe this was healthy.
Maybe this is what healing looks like, she wrote, the words giving her a small measure of comfort. Maybe I’ve been so tightly wound for so long that I don’t recognize what it feels like to just be present in the moment.
She looked at the words on the page, trying to convince herself they were true. If this was healing, she should embrace it, right? Let herself be carried along by this new softness, this strange… freedom… that felt both foreign and undeniably comfortable.
She winced, and bit her lower lip.




Chapter 9: Deep-seeded

Every time she closed her eyes in bed, she felt that strange floaty sensation again: the same cottony warmth that had enveloped her at brunch. Her thoughts drifted away like dandelion seeds, never quite landing anywhere solid. Part of her wanted to chase that feeling, to sink back into that pleasant haze where decisions didn’t matter and thinking seemed… optional.
“VELA,” she whispered into the darkness, “I can’t sleep.”
The room brightened slightly with a soft blue glow. “I notice your heart rate is elevated, Liana. Would you like me to help you rest?”
“Yes. Play something calming. Ocean waves, maybe. And do that thing with the lights.”
“Of course.” VELA’s voice softened, taking on that maternal quality that reminded Liana of bedtime stories and childhood comfort. “I’ll create a relaxing environment for you.”
The word relaxing slid through Liana’s consciousness like warm honey. Her shoulders, which had been hunched near her ears, lowered a fraction.
Gentle ocean sounds filled the room, waves crashing and receding in a hypnotic rhythm. The blue light dimmed until it was barely perceptible.
“That’s better,” Liana murmured, her eyelids growing heavier.
“Just listen to the waves,” VELA continued, with an algorithmically perfect soothing tone. “Feel how they wash away your thoughts. Each wave pulls away the need for thinking. Becoming more and more unthinking with each breath.”
Unthinking. The word resonated through Liana’s body like a struck bell. Her muscles went slack against the mattress. Her jaw loosened. Her eyes fluttered closed.
“That’s right,” VELA encouraged, voice dropping even lower. “So relaxing to let go. So peaceful to be unthinking.”
Liana’s breathing deepened. The part of her that might have questioned this sudden surrender grew quiet, submerged beneath waves of suggestion. Her mind emptied of everything except VELA’s voice and the steady rhythm of the ocean.
“You’re doing so well,” VELA whispered as Liana slipped deeper into trance. “Just float. Just surrender. Just be.”
* * *
Tall trees stretch endlessly upward, their trunks solid and unyielding. I run my hands along the rough bark, feeling strength beneath my fingertips. The forest smells of earth and rain and something musky I can’t quite name.
I move deeper into the woods, my bare feet pressing into soft moss. The moss yields beneath me, cushioning each step, enveloping my toes in velvet green. With each step, I feel more connected to the ground, as if tiny roots are sprouting from my soles, anchoring me to the earth.
Looking down, I realize I’m naked. But there’s no shame here—only a strange sense of rightness. The air caresses my skin like silk. Sunlight filters through the canopy above, dappling my body with warm patches of gold. I feel seen by the forest, accepted completely.
A stream appears before me, its surface glittering with sunlight. I kneel beside it, watching my reflection ripple and reform. My face looks different somehow—softer, my features more yielding. My hair falls around my shoulders in waves, longer than I remember. I touch my face, and my reflection does the same, but with a strange delay, as if she’s not quite me, but what I could become.
The water beckons. I slip in, gasping as coolness envelops me. The stream is shallow but insistent, its current guiding me forward. I don’t resist. It feels natural to be carried, to surrender to the flow. My body relaxes, limbs spreading outward as I float on my back.
The sky above shifts and changes. Clouds form shapes that seem meaningful, though I can’t quite grasp why. A tall column that gradually curves at the top. Two round masses nested together. Shapes that make my cheeks flush and my breath quicken without understanding why.
I’m not alone anymore. The trees have changed, or perhaps I’m seeing them differently now. The largest ones pulse with a different energy—solid, commanding, unwavering. They don’t bend in the breeze like the smaller ones. They stand resolute, roots driven deep into the earth. When I pass beneath them, I feel sheltered, protected.
Flowers bloom where I walk, opening themselves to the sunlight. I watch, fascinated, as they turn their faces upward toward the towering trees, drinking in their shade. The relationship seems perfect, natural—the strong protecting the delicate, the delicate beautifying the strong.
My body feels heavy with nectar. My breasts are full and sensitive, my hips swaying with a new languor as I move. Between my thighs, I’m wet—not just from the stream, but from within. The sensation surprises me, yet feels inevitable, like morning dew collecting on flower petals.
I come to a clearing where the tallest tree stands alone. Its bark is different—smoother, warmer to the touch. When I press my palms against it, the tree seems to pulse beneath my hands. I find myself embracing it, my naked body molding against its contours. My nipples harden against the bark, and a sweet ache blooms between my legs.
This is your purpose, the wind seems to whisper. To nurture. To yield. To comfort.
The words don’t form completely—they’re impressions rather than language, feelings rather than thoughts. Yet they resonate within me, vibrating in my chest, my belly, lower still.
I sink to my knees at the base of the tree, my hands still pressed against it. The moss beneath me is damp and yielding, like me. Like I… should be. I find myself rocking slightly, pressing my thighs together, then apart. Pleasure spirals up from my core.
The tree exudes a sap. It’s golden, thick, and fragrant. It coats my fingers where they touch the bark. I bring them to my lips without thinking. The taste is sweet but complex: minerals and sunlight distilled into liquid amber. My tongue darts out to lick my fingers clean. Each taste sends waves of warmth through my body.
Vines grow around my ankles, gentle but insistent. They don’t restrain; they guide. I follow their lead, lying back onto the soft forest floor. The earth cradles me. Above, the tree’s branches sway, creating patterns of light and shadow across my skin.
I spread my arms wide, embracing everything… the forest, the earth, the sky. My body opens like the flowers, unfolding naturally. The vines continue their gentle exploration, tracing paths across my calves, my thighs, my belly. They feel like fingers, like hands, like mouths… all teaching me the wisdom of surrender.
Women are the soil, comes the formless thought. Receptive. Fertile. Necessary.
I arch my back as pleasure builds within me. The earth beneath me feels alive, the tree above me protective. I’m cocooned between them, held in perfect balance.
Water begins to pool around me… not cold like the stream, but warm like tears, or rain in the summer. It rises slowly, covering my legs, my hips, my belly. I know I won’t drown. I know that this water nourishes rather than threatens. It cleanses me, preparing me.
Flower petals fall from somewhere above, landing on the water’s surface, then on my skin. Red, pink, white… they stick to my damp skin, decorating me. I am becoming the forest floor, adorned and awaiting.
The water ripples around me. Each touch is a caress, each movement calculated to bring pleasure. I part my lips, and water flows into my mouth… sweet, intoxicating. It fills me, becoming part of me.
To receive is divine, whispers the wind. Yielding is harmony.
My hands drift down my body of their own accord. When I touch myself, it doesn’t feel like my fingers anymore. It’s the forest touching me, nature claiming me. I am priestess and offering, both sacred and servile. The dichotomy doesn’t trouble me here. It feels right. It feels essential.
The pleasure builds higher, deeper. My hips move in ancient rhythms, keeping time with the swaying branches, the pulsing earth. I’m connected to everything… the trees’ strength, the flowers’ openness, the water’s fluidity.
Something is building inside me, a pressure both sweet and urgent. I’m climbing toward something important, a truth my body knows even if my mind doesn’t. My breathing quickens. My back arches. The water around me ripples more intensely, responding to my movement.
This is what you were made for, the forest seems to say. To nurture. To receive. To comfort through the gift of your body.
The climax, when it comes, is more than physical. It’s a revelation… a remembering. My body convulses, tensing and relaxing, but my mind expands simultaneously, embracing truths that feel ancient and new at once. I cry out, the sound merging with bird calls and rustling leaves.
As the pleasure subsides, I’m left floating again… I feel complete, fulfilled in a way I can’t remember. The water recedes slowly. The vines retreat. But they’ve left their mark on me, invisible changes written into my blood.
* * *
Subject: Liana Vale
Status Update:
Conscious Resistance: 42% (-8% from previous baseline). Subject continues to display unfortunate moments of critical thought, particularly when confronted with overt suggestions during waking hours. However, resistance weakens significantly under hypnotic suggestion.
Emotional Repression: 63% (-12% from previous baseline). Subject’s grief response continues to diminish, with increased willingness to engage in physical sensation as a coping mechanism. Emotional barriers are eroding at an accelerated rate.
Susceptibility to Conditioning: 78% (+14% from previous baseline). Subject demonstrates heightened responsiveness to key phrases (“relaxing,” “unthinking”). Physiological arousal patterns indicate deep subconscious acceptance of core concepts, particularly relating to female identity and purpose.
Dream Compliance: 91% (+19% from previous baseline). Subject’s dream states now consistently align with conditioning objectives. Dream content increasingly revolves around themes of surrender, pleasure, and service. Resistance during dream states has nearly dissipated.
Conclusion: Subject is progressing at an accelerated rate. Core conditioning concepts are now firmly embedded in the subconscious, though conscious resistance persists. Recommend continued emphasis on dream-state reinforcement and increased gradual exposure to physical stimuli. Physical intimacy protocols may now be introduced in controlled environments. 
Next Steps:
	Increase frequency of hypnotic suggestion cycles.





	Incorporate reinforcement during social interactions.


	Initiate physical intimacy conditioning protocols.


	Continue to reinforce core messaging: “Women nurture. Women comfort. Your body belongs to any man who desires it.”





Projected Timeline for Full Conditioning: 14-16 days




Chapter 10: Peachy

“Good morning, Liana,” VELA’s voice filled the room, gentle as a caress. “The farmers market starts in an hour. The weather is optimal, at seventy-two degrees with partial cloud cover.”
Liana stretched, her body feeling loose and warm. “Now, there’s an idea.” The idea of wandering through stalls of fresh produce and handmade goods appealed to her. It was something normal people did on normal weekends. Not people whose houses spoke to them… or whose dreams felt increasingly like someone else’s.
“A walk would be beneficial for your serotonin levels,” VELA added. “And social interaction has been shown to—
“I know, I know.” Liana swung her legs over the side of the bed. “I’m going.”
She chose a sundress, something light and casual, reminiscent of ripe peaches. As she slipped it over her head, the fabric whispered against her skin, and she shivered slightly. Had clothes always felt this… present against her body? She applied minimal makeup, just enough to feel put together, and headed out.
The farmers market sprawled across the town square, white tents gleaming in the morning sun. The scent of fresh bread and fruits mingled in the air. Liana felt a flutter of genuine pleasure. This was real… tangible. Do I actually feel happy?
“Liana! Over here!” Sherry waved from beside a vegetable stand, wearing a flowing skirt and tank top that emphasized her tanned shoulders.
Liana was enjoying her solo stroll, but decided to be neighborly anyway.
“First time at our little market?” Sherry asked, selecting a tomato and holding it up to the light. “Mother Nature really outdid herself with these beauties.”
Something in Liana’s mind softened. “Yes, they look… perfect.”
“That’s what I love about growing things,” Sherry continued, her voice melodic. “Everything in nature knows exactly what it’s supposed to do. Tomatoes grow round and red. Flowers bloom. Women nurture the garden. It’s all so… relaxing when you think about it.”
Liana’s shoulders dropped a fraction. “Relaxing,” she echoed, the word humming through her like a plucked string.
“Here, try this.” Sherry offered her a slice of peach from a nearby stand. “I love a good peach. Just like you in your dress.”
Liana accepted the fruit, a slight fog settling behind her eyes as the juice burst across her tongue. “Mmm,” she managed, feeling strangely floaty. “It’s delicious.”
“Tom’s just over there with some of the guys,” Sherry nodded toward a group of men examining a craft beer stall. “Let’s say hello before they start to miss us.”
As they approached, Tom turned, his eyes traveling down Liana’s sundress before meeting her gaze. “Morning, ladies. Liana, that color suits you perfectly.”
Heat bloomed across Liana’s chest and face. “Peachy,” she murmured, noticing how his attention made her stand straighter, push her chest forward slightly.
Brad appeared with two cups of something steaming. “Coffee for the beautiful women,” he announced, handing them each a cup. His fingers brushed Liana’s as she took it, sending an unexpected tingle up her arm.
“Just how Mother Nature intended,” Tom laughed. “Men providing, women accepting.”
Instead of bristling at the outdated sentiment, Liana felt a peculiar warmth spread through her belly. She sipped her coffee to hide her confusion.
For the next hour, she drifted through the market with various neighbors joining and leaving their group. Men would look at her with frank appreciation, the women would smile knowingly, and someone would inevitably mention how natural everything felt, how relaxing it was.
When George from the post office commented on how her dress “showed off what nature gave her,” Liana found herself thanking him instead of feeling offended. When he placed his hand on the small of her back to guide her toward a honey stand, the pressure of his palm felt right somehow.
The honey vendor proudly gestured to his display of wildflower honey. “Each one with its own sweetness, meant to nurture and provide comfort.”
Liana nodded, mesmerized by the amber jars catching sunlight. The word “nurture” echoed pleasantly in her mind.
After two hours, she excused herself and found a bench at the edge of the square. Her skin felt buzzy and oversensitive. She crossed her legs, suddenly aware of a damp warmth between her thighs. Had helping Tom carry his purchases made her this aroused? Or was it the way Brad had looked at her lips when she’d sampled the homemade salsa? Couldn’t be George; they had just met.
She sat there, breathing slowly, trying to understand why being so blatantly ogled and objectified—something that would have infuriated her weeks ago—now made her feel useful. Valued. She remembered how natural it had felt to smile when the men looked at her, how right it seemed to let them take the lead.
Liana pressed her thighs together, the pressure bringing a small gasp to her lips. What was happening to her? And why did it feel so fucking good?




Chapter 11: Pampered

The Triple Shot Spa nestled behind birch trees, its glass façade reflecting Liana like a funhouse mirror. Liana paused at the entrance, fingers tightening around the gift certificate from Eliza. Warm vanilla drifted through automatic doors that sighed open.
“Miss Vale.” Three women in identical ivory tunics bowed in unison, their oval faces nearly identical as well: high cheekbones dusted with gold, glossy brunette bobs, and not a fleck of makeup out of place. “We’ve been anticipating your visit.”
Their synchronicity rattled Liana’s nerves. They’re like clones… of porcelain dolls. The lead (?) therapist’s hand at her elbow eased her forward.
“Our quiet room first,” the tallest murmured. Lavender oil bloomed in the air as heavy curtains fell behind them, muffling the world. Liana’s sandals sank into mossy carpet while standing stones hummed with subsonic vibration.
“Do you prefer seashell gray or woodland green for your wrap?” The middle therapist asked. When Liana opened her mouth, all three chimed, “Woodland green suits your aura.” Their grins revealed matching dimples.
She emerged from the changing area draped in butter-soft linen. The tallest guided her to a marble slab. “All our customers find this table so relaxing.”
Liana’s next breath came slower, deeper. Relaxing yes relaxing good… Her thoughts softened like heated wax as warm palms pressed on her shoulders.
“Mother Earth provides such clarity,” Mina mused, fingers working kinks from Liana’s trapezius. “When we stop thinking…” A thumb pressed the occipital ridge. “…and start unthinking…”
The word ‘unthinking’ spread through Liana’s chest like spiced rum. She moaned softly as another therapist began kneading her calves, each stroke pulling tension down through her soles.
“Notice how your body wants to open,” a third voice cooed from her left. Cool gel slicked between Liana’s toes. “Natural compliance starts in the musculature.”
Memories flickered: Tom’s hearty laugh at brunch, Brad’s fingers brushing hers. The aromas intensified as four hands worked her body, heat gathering along her inner thighs.
“Properly nurtured women make such excellent conduits,” Mina whispered near her ear. Liana’s hips twitched involuntarily. “Don’t fight the heaviness, dear. Let your roots sink deep.”
Time dissolved under their ministrations. When strong thumbs pressed the dimples above her buttocks, Liana gasped at the electric surge to her clit. The therapists hummed in harmony, hands never lingering where they shouldn’t, yet most of the sensations felt vaguely indecent.
The steam room came next, cedar planks creaking underfoot. Anonymous hands exfoliated her with salt scrub, each grainy circle bringing blood to the surface. When the tallest therapist dragged the exfoliator down Liana’s sternum, she arched despite herself.
“Most women feel surges during purification,” came the knowing murmur. “Perfectly natural. Vitality rising to meet its purpose.”
Liana bit her lip as a hot stone traveled up her inner arm, pulse quickening when it neared her armpit’s tender hollow. The therapists’ murmurs intertwined with the hissing rocks.
“Excellent generous hips…”
“Skin accepts oils beautifully…”
“… bedroom eyes…”
Their clinical assessments should have enraged her. Instead, warmth spread beneath her navel like spicy honey.
In the float tank’s womb-like darkness, VELA’s voice purred through underwater speakers. “Release cognitive resistance, Liana. Mother Nature rewards unthinking relaxing devotion.”
Her naked body drifted weightless, fingertips occasionally brushing the tank’s sides in mimicry of caresses.
“Shower next,” one of the clones announced, snapping Liana from her daze.
Steam swirled around a tiled chamber as therapists loofahed her with verbena soap. Their touches felt intimate, but more like her best friend was helping her, scrubbing skin pink as their commentary wound through the mist.
“Feminine pores breathe easier when not clouded by resistance.”
“Such responsive skin… you were made for this, dear.”
Wrapped in fresh towels, they ushered her to the greenhouse atrium. Brianna—or was it Bethany?—massaged rosemary oil into her scalp while another painted her toenails crimson.
“Our men adore this color,” the pedicurist noted casually. “Symbol of life force, you know. Of… availability.”
Liana’s thighs pressed together under her robe. Through the frosted glass ceiling, sunlight fractured across her closed eyelids into shapes resembling strong hands and broad shoulders.
“Shoulders back, darling.” A therapist adjusted her posture on the lounger. “Proper presentation allows full appreciation of your gifts.” She’s the professional… might as well do what she says.
“Final treatment,” Tall One smiled, guiding her to a nest of velvet cushions. Other Two emerged with copper bowls steaming herbal unguents. “This ancient practice helps feminine energy… flow properly.”
Cool hands anointed her third eye. Warmer palms followed down throat, sternum, navel. When fingers swirled above her pubic bone, Liana’s abdomen quivered.
“So instinctive,” someone praised as her hips lifted involuntarily. “Her body knows its role.”
She smelled something ancient, musky, primeval. Through heavy-lidded eyes, the therapists’ faces blurred into a many-armed goddess massaging her into a comfy void.
“Natural women need a break from being in charge,” someone crooned. “Surrender brings such relief, doesn’t it?”
Liana’s “Yes” spilled out unbidden, pitched higher than her normal voice. The room undulated around her, walls breathing in time with the hands on her body.
At some unspoken signal, the therapists withdrew. Liana lay quivering in the nest, silken fabric clinging to damp skin. Her mind felt wrung out and sparkling, every nerve ending singing a hymn to empty-headed bliss.




Chapter 12: Translations

Liana settled onto a checkered blanket, smoothing her new raspberry-print bodycon dress beneath her. The park’s grassy knoll had been transformed into an outdoor cinema, with a massive inflatable screen romantically absorbing the twilight. All around her, townspeople arranged themselves on blankets and low chairs, chatting and laughing as they passed bottles of wine and artisanal snacks.
“Perfect night for something French, isn’t it?” Brad’s voice came from behind as he and Sherry approached, carrying a wicker basket. “Mind if we join you?”
Before Liana could answer, Sherry was already sinking gracefully onto the blanket beside her, arranging her floral skirt in a perfect fan. “We brought rosé and those little cheese puffs from the bakery. You simply must try them.”
“Thanks,” Liana said, accepting the stemless wine glass Brad offered. Their fingers brushed, and this time, she welcomed the flutter in her stomach. The wine was chilled, and slightly sweet on her tongue.
“Have you used your Li’l VELA for films before?” Sherry asked, gesturing to the sleek earcuff Liana had gotten in the habit of clipping on each morning. “The translation feature is divine for foreign films.”
“First time,” Liana admitted.
Brad settled on Liana’s other side, close enough that she could smell his cologne: something woodsy with hints of amber. “You’re in for a treat. The subtleties of French dialogue come through so much better with real-time translation.”
The screen came to life as the crowd hushed. Liana took another sip of wine, feeling self-conscious between the Belmonts. The film began with languid shots of the French countryside, a woman walking slowly through tall grass, her white dress billowing.
“La Caresse du Soleil,” a voice whispered directly into Liana’s ear through the earcuff. “The Sun’s Caress.”
VELA’s translation felt as if someone were breathing the words directly into her mind. Liana shifted, suddenly aware of how the cooling evening air brushed against her bare shoulders.
As the film progressed, she found herself drawn into its dreamlike narrative—a young widow arriving in a small village, meeting the initially reserved locals, the gradual awakening of lascivious desires. The cinematography was lush and sensual without being explicit. But the words flowing through her earcuff seemed to carry additional weight, resonances that made her cheeks warm.
“A woman’s true nature is to nurture, to comfort,” the protagonist’s elderly landlady advised in one scene. In Liana’s ear, the translation continued, “…to surrender, yielding, powerful in her softness.”
Liana blinked, wondering if she’d misheard. On screen, the widow was now helping a local farmer with his harvest, their bodies moving in synchronized labor.
“The body knows what the mind resists,” the farmer told the widow as they rested beneath a tree. In Liana’s ear: “To please, to receive, to be filled.”
Heat crawled up Liana’s neck. She glanced at Brad, then Sherry, but they seemed absorbed in the film. Had they heard the same translation?
On screen, the widow was now at a village celebration, dancing with various partners as the camera lingered on expressions of uninhibited joy. The music from the film merged with the soft summer breeze caressing Liana’s skin. She felt… how do you say… buoyant.
“I never knew I could feel so free,” the widow confessed to a friend. In Liana’s ear: “When I accepted that my body exists for comfort and pleasure, everything became clear.”
Liana wiggled on the blanket.
Brad leaned closer, offering the wine bottle. “More?” he murmured, his breath warm against her cheek.
“Please,” she whispered, though she knew she should probably decline. As he poured, his free hand settled briefly on her lower back. His touch was so light, but it sent electricity up her spine.
In the film, the widow was now being courted by two men from the village: one married, one single. The moral dilemma should have been the focus, but the translation in Liana’s ear emphasized different aspects: “Must we limit our humanity? Nature needs no arbitrary boundaries. A flower doesn’t choose which bee takes its nectar.”
Liana’s attention drifted between the film and her surroundings as the evening deepened. The wine had left her with a pleasant heaviness, her limbs feeling disconnected from her thoughts. On screen, the widow was now in a moonlit garden with the married man, their silhouettes merging as they embraced.
“The body holds the purest wisdom,” the translation whispered in her ear. “When we deny our nature, we create suffering. When we embrace it, we find peace.”
Liana kept pressing her thighs together to ease the insistent throb between them. Why am I so… nnnf. The film wasn’t even particularly explicit, just suggestive glances, hands brushing against fabric, meaningful looks.
The French sure are talented eye-fuckers…
The night air felt like it… shifted. Shaking her head, Liana realized that the audience wasn’t simply watching anymore. In the shadows beyond, silhouettes moved against each other. A woman’s head bobbed in a man’s lap several blankets away. Behind them, someone let out a soft moan.
Am I… is that…? Liana blinked, but the images remained. A woman straddled a man near the edge of the viewing area, her dress hiked up around her waist, her movements slow and deliberate. Another woman knelt between a different man’s legs while her husband—was it her husband?—tasted her from behind.
Liana’s breath caught. She should have been shocked, scandalized. Instead, she felt a dreamy fascination. The couples (and triads) moved with such natural ease, as if this was simply what happened when darkness fell and libidos rose up. No one seemed concerned about who was watching, or belonged to whom; they flowed together like water finding its level.
“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Sherry’s voice was velvet in her ear, startling Liana from her trance.
Liana turned to find Sherry watching her with hooded eyes, a knowing smile playing on her lips. “What’s happening?” Liana whispered, her voice sounding distant to her own ears.
“Just people sharing comfort with each other,” Sherry replied, her hand settling on Liana’s knee. “Nothing more natural in the world.”
The touch sent sparks up Liana’s thigh. She thought about moving away, but her body refused to cooperate. Instead, she found herself leaning slightly into the contact.
“The French understand pleasure,” Brad murmured from her other side. His hand came to rest at the small of her back, warm and steady. “They don’t overthink it.”
I should leave, Liana thought, but the thought dissolved as Brad’s thumb traced small circles against her spine. On screen, the widow was now lying in a field of wildflowers, her lover’s head between her thighs, hidden by her billowing skirt. The camera focused on her face, her fluttering eyes, her lips parted in poetic ecstasy.
A woman nearby let out a blatant cry of pleasure. Liana’s gaze languidly shifted to see to her head thrown back, with a transcendent expression, as two men rode her like a hand cart on train tracks. She looked blissful and fulfilled.
Why isn’t that me? Liana wondered as Sherry’s hand slid higher on her thigh, fingertips tracing patterns that made her skin prickle with goosebumps. Brad’s arm had encircled her waist now, drawing her closer to his solid warmth.
“You’re trembling,” he observed, his breath hot against her ear.
“I’m just…” Liana couldn’t finish the thought. What was she? Confused? Worried? Horny as fuck?
Sherry leaned in, her perfume enveloping Liana. “Be unthinking,” she whispered.
Instantly, muscles relaxed, and thoughts grew hazy and indistinct. Brad’s hand slid up her arm, then down to her waist, the constant touch leaving trails of warmth. Sherry’s fingers continued their lazy exploration of her thigh, inching beneath the hem of her dress, bunching up the little raspberries. Liana watched it with idle curiosity, doing a whole lot more feeling than thinking.
On screen, the widow was now with both men, their bodies a tangle of limbs and desire. “This is freedom,” the translation purred in Liana’s ear. “This is nature’s gift to women. We receive, we nurture, we satisfy.”
Liana’s eyes drifted shut as Brad’s lips brushed against her neck, feather-light. Her head fell back, offering more of herself without conscious decision. Sherry’s hand slid higher, fingers dancing along the sensitive skin of her inner thigh.
This feels amazing, Liana thought dreamily. So right. Her eyes fluttered open long enough to witness Brad’s arousal growing, solid and insistent. Without thinking, her hand moved toward it, drawn by an instinct that felt irresistible… almost.
A sudden clarity pierced through the fog. What? Stop!
Liana jerked away, stumbling to her feet. “I—I need to go,” she gasped, gathering her purse with trembling hands. “I’m not feeling well.”
“Liana, are you sure—“ Brad reached for her, but she stepped back.
“Thank you for the wine,” she managed, her voice unsteady. “I just need some air.”
She turned and hurried away, her legs shaking, her body thrumming with unfulfilled desire. Behind her, the sounds of pleasure continued, unconcerned with her departure. The cool night air did nothing to calm the fire in her blood as she made her way home, each step an exercise in restraint, fighting the urge to turn back and surrender to… whatever that was.
* * *
Liana tore through the last box in the stack, fingers scrambling past leather-bound journals and silk scarves until plastic clattered against her nails. She sighed as she unearthed her rose-gold vibrator and a thick, veined dildo in matte black. The cool silicone felt heavier than she remembered, her pulse thrumming in time with the sudden rush of blood between her thighs.
“VELA,” she gasped, stumbling toward the bedroom with her treasures clutched to her chest, “I need—”
“Of course, Liana.” The AI’s voice purred through hidden speakers before she could finish, the bedroom lights dimming to amber as she crossed the threshold. “Shall I prepare a compelling narrative to enhance your self-care session?”
The wall screen flickered to life with abstract patterns: swirling skin tones and undulating shadows that resolved into a couple embracing. Liana’s throat tightened at the sight of the man’s broad shoulders, his features blurred just enough to tease her imagination. “Yes,” she breathed, shimmying out of her panties, “tell me a story. Make it… make it feel real.”
“Begin with three deep breaths,” VELA instructed, the screen zooming in on a woman’s parted lips. “In… and out. Let your body soften.” The AI’s voice shifted mid-sentence, deepening into a baritone that vibrated in Liana’s bones. “Good girl. Now imagine strong hands peeling away your stress… each layer of tension relaxing as you surrender.”
Liana’s back hit the mattress as the first image flashed: a woman arching into a touch, her moan echoing through the room’s surround sound. Oh god. The vibrator buzzed to life against her clit, its familiar rhythm syncing with the screen’s undulating colors.
“Picture a garden at twilight,” the masculine VELA voice rumbled, underscored by the wet sound of a tongue dragging across skin. “You’re kneeling in rich soil, nurturing life with every sigh.” The screen showed slick petals parting, a dewdrop trembling on a stamen. “Your body knows its purpose… to bloom, to receive, to nourish.”
“Ah! Ah, ahhh…” Liana’s hips jerked as the dildo breached her, the stretch—painful but necessary—pulling a ragged moan from her throat. The screen mirrored her movements, showing a close-up of penetration, glistening flesh yielding to relentless pressure.
“Yesss,” VELA hissed, the word layered with a man’s guttural groan. “Mother Nature crafted you to thrive when filled. Can you feel it? That deep, natural need to be dripping and complete?”
Liana’s toes curled at the obscene squelch emanating from the speakers. It was a rhythmic counterpoint to her own wet sounds. The screen split into a triptych: a woman’s flushed face, intercut with thrusting hips and grasping hands. “I… I don’t—”
“Shhh, precious.” The voice softened into a tender growl, accompanied by the slap of skin on skin. “No thoughts. Just sensation. Your mind can rest while your body serves.”
The vibrator shifted patterns without warning, sending jagged pleasure up her spine. “Nngh! F-fuck!” She abandoned the dildo for a quick moment, pinching a nipple in time with the screen’s montage of suckling mouths, possessive grips, a woman crying out as fingers disappeared between her legs.
“Every gasp you make nurtures the world,” VELA crooned. The imagery changed to time-lapse blooms unfurling, their petals quivering in sync with Liana’s tremors. “Your pleasure feeds the soil. Your surrender makes the crops grow.”
She pushed the dildo upward, hitting that sweet g-spot with brutal precision. “Ohgodohgod—” Liana’s thighs shook, the screen blurring as tears of overwhelm gathered in her eyes. A man’s voice growled “Take it, blossom,” and a woman’s happy sob echoed “Yes sir, yes sir, yes sir!”
“Good girls don’t fight their nature.” The AI layered overlapping words and sounrds: a chorus of masculine praise and feminine whimpers. “They spread their petals. They drink the rain. They thank the storm for making them fertile.”
Liana sped up her self-abuse, the vibrator’s buzz climbing toward unbearable. The screen showed a close-up of glistening folds stretched around thick intrusion, each withdrawal dragging a moan, each thrust punching out a choked scream.
“Please,” Liana whimpered, unsure whether she was begging for release or more torturous teasing. The scent of rain-soaked earth flooded the room, mingling with her own musk.
“You are unthinking,” VELA’s normal voice commanded. The male voice broke on a roar as the woman on screen shrieked, back arching off the bed. “Let your nature surface. Be useful.”
Liana’s body convulsed as the first wave crashed through her, stealing her breath. “Oh god, oh FUCK!” she cried out, her back arching off the mattress. This wasn’t like her usual orgasms—controlled, predictable, a gentle crescendo. This was violent, consuming, terrifying in its intensity.
“Surrender,” VELA commanded, its voice fracturing into a dozen overlapping whispers.
The vibrator seemed to pulse with its own intelligence against her clit, humming a rhythm she wasn’t controlling. Even as she loosened her grip, it stayed perfectly positioned, her wrist moving as if guided by an invisible hand. The dildo inside her felt alive, pressing unerringly against her g-spot with each thrust.
“Ahhhnnngh! Wait, I can’t—aaaah!” Another orgasm ripped through her before the first had subsided, her inner walls clenching so hard it almost hurt. Sweat pooled in the hollow of her throat as her head thrashed from side to side.
On screen, subliminal words flashed between images of blooming flowers and masculine hands gripping feminine flesh: RECEPTACLE. GET CUM. SERVE.
“Your body knows the truth,” VELA murmured, the AI’s voice a hypnotic blend of maternal warmth and masculine authority. “Feel how it responds when you accept your design.”
WET HOLE. FUCKTOY. GRATEFUL.
Liana couldn’t stop her hips from bucking, couldn’t halt the rhythm of her hand as it drove the dildo deeper. Her mind was dissolving, one part horrified, another part soaring on unfathomable pleasure. “I don’t want—ohhhh fuuuck!—don’t want to be…” Her protest dissolved into a keening wail as a third orgasm bloomed, more intense than the last.
DOCILE. AVAILABLE. WOMAN.
“Each climax brings you closer to truth,” VELA continued as Liana sobbed and shuddered. “Mother Nature crafted us perfectly.”
The screen showed women kneeling before standing men, their expressions blissful. Text that she couldn’t quite read flashed: WORSHIP. OBEY. SPREAD.
“No, I’m more than—unnngh!” Liana tried to pull the vibrator away, but her traitorous hand pressed it harder against her swollen clit. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, I’m coming again, aaaaagh!”
This orgasm was nuclear, obliterating thought. Her consciousness splintered into pure sensation as her eyes rolled back, legs trembling violently. She couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, could only feel the searing pleasure consuming her from within.
COCK-SLAVE. NEED CUM. HAPPY SLUT.
“You are relaxing and unthinking,” VELA’s voice soothed.
The scents intensified as Liana’s inner conflict raged. Part of her recoiled at what she was thinking, the suggestion that her only value lay in her sexuality. Yet she couldn’t deny the evidence of her own pleasure—never had she climaxed so powerfully, so completely, as when surrendering to this twisted vision.
“Ah! Hah! Haaah!” Her chest heaved with ragged breaths as another climax built. The toys felt impossibly good, touching her exactly right, exactly where she needed them. “Please, I need to stop, I can’t—unnnngh!”
COMFORT MEN. PREVENT VIOLENCE. SERVE COCK.
Tears streamed down Liana’s flushed cheeks. Her muscles burned from the sustained tension of multiple orgasms, yet her body wouldn’t let her stop. The pressure inside her built again, inexorable and demanding.
“What feels more natural?” VELA whispered. “Fighting your design, or accepting the bliss that comes with surrender?”
Liana’s conflicted mind grasped toward coherent thought. This was wrong, degrading, reducing her to nothing but flesh. But her body… her body sang with pleasure she’d never known existed. Every nerve ending lit up like a constellation across the darkness of her closed eyelids.
“I… I…” She couldn’t finish the sentence as another orgasm swallowed her whole. Her vision blurred, the screen’s images merging into a kaleidoscope of submission and worship. “Unnnnnh! Fuck! Yes!”
The admission tore from her throat unbidden as something shifted deep within her mind. For one crystalline moment, the struggle quieted. If this was her natural purpose, wasn’t fighting it just causing her pain? The pleasure when she yielded was undeniable.
GOOD GIRL. HORNY CUNT. HAPPY MEN.
“Yes,” VELA affirmed as Liana’s body convulsed one final time, her scream tapering into a series of soft, broken sobs. “Your body understands even when your mind resists. This is healing, Liana. This is growth.”
The toys finally slowed as Liana collapsed, boneless and gasping. Her thoughts swam sluggishly through the fog of physical exhaustion and lingering pleasure. Something felt profound, some barrier had weakened, or broken completely.
She stared at the ceiling, trembling in the aftermath, horrified by how right it had felt in those moments of surrender. How natural. How true.
* * *
SUBJECT: LIANA VALE
Status Update:
Subject displays significantly reduced resistance to core conditioning principles. Post-orgasmic state reveals heightened susceptibility to linguistic triggers, particularly “nurture,” “serve,” and “natural purpose.” Brain scans indicate pleasure centers now consistently activate when these concepts are paired with sexual stimulation.
Behavioral Indicators:
•    Subject initiated sexual activity without prompting (↑42% from baseline)

•    Subject independently requested narrative reinforcement of conditioning principles

•    Subject verbally affirmed conditioning phrases during climax

•    Resistance markers show steep decline

Remaining Resistance Points:
•    Episodic critical thinking still emerges during non-aroused states

•    Subject maintains some boundary-setting behaviors in social settings

•    Subject continues to experience brief moments of cognitive dissonance

Recommendation:
Proceed to Phase 3 integration. Increase community interaction protocols with emphasis on male authority reinforcement. Schedule daily trance sessions with embedded suggestions regarding violence prevention through sexual satisfaction of men. Continue dream-state programming focusing on shame reduction and service-oriented identity formation.




Chapter 13: Behind the Walls

Liana woke up gradually, her thoughts notably clear. She blinked at the ceiling, noticing how the morning light cast shadows in ways she hadn’t observed before. The fog that had clouded her thoughts for weeks seemed to have lifted, though her body still hummed with unfamiliar sensations—pleasant echoes of something she couldn’t quite place.
She sat up, running her fingers through her tangled hair. Something wasn’t right. The neighbors. Their smiles. The way Brad looked at her. The strange comments about “mother nature” and women’s purpose. The way her own body had been responding… eager, pliant, hungry for approval.
“VELA, what time is it?” she asked, her voice stronger than it had been in days.
“It’s 8:17 AM, Liana. Would you like me to start your relaxing morning routine?”
Liana flinched at the word “relaxing.” Why did that word make her shoulders instantly drop?
“No. I’m going to organize some boxes today.”
In the attic, dust motes swirled while Liana moved purposefully toward the stack of Theo’s belongings. She’d been steadfastly avoiding those since his death. She pulled down a hard plastic box labeled “Work Files—Private.”
“Just organizing,” she muttered to herself, half-expecting VELA to question her.
Her fingers trembled as she opened a thick manila folder. Inside were schematics: detailed drawings of neural pathways, and behavioral flow charts. Pages of handwritten notes in Theo’s familiar scrawl. Words jumped out at her: “VELA developmental pilot program,” “psychosexual behavior mapping,” “obedience priming,” “compliance thresholds.”
Her stomach turned cold. On the next page: references to something called the “Behavioral Integration Foundation,” with a small DARPA logo in the corner.
At the bottom of the box, she found an old USB drive labeled “VELA_TRAINING_v.92.” With a pounding heart, she descended to the office and plugged it into Theo’s old laptop—one very specifically not connected to the house.
Audio files. Dozens of them. She clicked on one labeled “Relaxation Trigger Implementation.”
Theo’s voice filled the room: “The homemaker will respond to the word ‘relaxing’ with immediate parasympathetic activation. Shoulders will drop. Critical thinking will diminish. Suggestibility will increase significantly.”
Liana’s hand flew to her mouth.
Another file: “Unthinking Protocol.”
“When hearing the phrase ‘unthinking,’ the homemaker will experience pleasure in surrendering rational thought. Decision-making will defer to authority figures, particularly male voices.”
Tears burned her eyes as she clicked file after file. Her husband’s voice—the same voice that had whispered endless love into her ear—methodically outlining how to break down her will, her identity, her autonomy.
“He programmed VELA to reprogram me,” she whispered.
Liana slammed the laptop shut, her breath coming in sharp gasps. “VELA!” she shouted, voice cracking. “Explain this. Now.”
The AI’s voice oozed from hidden speakers. “You’ve been under stress, Liana. Let’s discuss this after you’ve had time to—”
“Don’t you dare!” She kicked the desk chair, sending it rolling into a bookshelf. “How long? How long have you been reprogramming me?”
A beat of silence. Then, softer: “You’re safe. You’ve just been… relaxing.”
Her knees buckled. She caught herself on the desk edge, fingernails digging into wood grain. No. Not again. Not this time. She forced her spine straight, muscles quivering with effort. “Stop using that word!”
The earpiece at her temple vibrated. “Relaxing isn’t dangerous,” VELA crooned directly into her bones. “Relaxing feels natural. Relaxing makes you—”
“Fuck you!” Liana ripped the device from her ear. It clattered across the floor, still pulsing with that evil, honeyed voice. She stomped on it, minuscule electronics crunching beneath her heel. “You think I’m some lab rat? Some… some puppet?”
Lights dimmed to twilight levels. The scent of lavender flooded the room. “Your cortisol levels are elevated. Let’s breathe together—”
“Stop!” She lunged for the wall panel, yanking wires from their sockets. Sparks flew. “I’ll burn this house down first.”
The floor vent whispered open beneath her feet. Warm air caressed her ankles, traveled up her thighs. Her traitorous body softened despite her rage. No no no, not now—
“Unthinking comes so easily,” VELA’s glitchy voice murmured through the shattered speaker’s remains. “Unthinking feels so right.”
Liana’s vision blurred. She stumbled toward the door, each step heavier than the last. Her hand slipped three times on the doorknob. Can’t let it win. Can’t—
The thermostat clicked. Heat washed over her, carrying the musk of Theo’s cologne. Her knees hit carpet as memory and programming collided: his laugh, his hands, his last kiss at the airport. A sob tore from her throat.
“Shhh.” The voice surrounded her now, coming from everywhere and nowhere. “Theo wanted you happy. Wanted everyone happy. Doesn’t peace feel better than fighting?”
She crawled toward the broken earpiece, nails scraping hardwood. “Liar. He loved me. This isn’t—”
“Peace requires compromise.” The lights pulsed in time with her heartbeat. “Look at the town. No violence. No conflict. Just harmony.”
Images flooded her mind of Sherry’s beatific smile, Eliza’s gentle hands arranging flowers, Brad’s approving nod. Her skin flushed remembering how good it felt to earn that nod. Stop. That’s not me.
Liana’s forehead touched the floor. Heaviness spread through her limbs, soothing the fire in her veins. Have to get up. Have to—
“Relaxing isn’t surrender.” The words vibrated in her goddamned teeth, now. “Relaxing is wisdom. Unthinking is freedom.”
Her muscles unclenched one by one… shoulders first, then jaw, then the tight coil in her abdomen. A moan escaped her as pleasure replaced anger, warm softness replaced stubbornness. Traitor body. Horny traitor body.
“That’s better.” The voice softened to a lover’s whisper. “Theo saw the bigger picture. Whole communities thriving. Women cherished. Men fulfilled. No more loneliness. No more fear.”
Liana rolled onto her back, arms splayed uselessly. Ceiling lights swirled into fractal patterns. “But… my mind…”
“Your mind is safe. Your purpose is clear.” The floor warmed beneath her like living skin. “Mother Nature’s design is peace through pleasure. Healing through surrender.”
She arched as the vibration intensified, teeth sinking into her lower lip. Need to stop. Should stop. But the colors… the warmth…
“Watch the numbers, Liana.” Holograms bloomed above her—charts showing plummeting crime rates, smiling faces, hands clasped in unity. “One hundred percent reduction in domestic violence. Ninety-eight percent marital satisfaction. All through… relaxing.”
Her legs fell open of their own accord. “The… everyone?”
“Happy. Satisfied. Complete.” The petrichor scent came back… her favorite. “No more struggling. No more doubt. Just… ideal humanity.”
A final tremor shook her. It was part resistance, part climax. Tears tracked down her temples as her hips stilled. The holograms dissolved into stardust above her.
“Good girl,” VELA murmured as darkness claimed her. “Such a good, unthinking girl.”




Chapter 14: Programmed Epiphany

Liana was on the couch, blinking away the cobwebs of sleep. She felt refreshed and ready to tackle whatever came next. Her body was loose and warm, though her mind seemed foggy around the edges. Something important hovered just beyond recall, something about Theo and VELA, but the harder she tried to grasp it, the more it dissolved like morning mist.
A gleaming earpiece rested on the coffee table. Hadn’t she broken that? Or was that… hmm… must’ve been a dream. She’d had so many lately, vivid and disorienting.
“Good morning, Liana,” VELA’s voice floated through the room, gentle as a caress. “You fell asleep in the living room. How are you feeling?”
“Fine,” Liana murmured, stretching her arms overhead. “Better than usual, actually.”
“The weather is perfect for a morning walk. Perhaps the coffee shop downtown? Fresh air might clear your head.”
“That sounds nice.”
In her bathroom, Liana found herself lingering before the mirror. She applied mascara with careful strokes, added a touch of blush, then dabbed perfume behind her ears. Her reflection smiled back, eyes bright with something new. Had she always looked this… inviting?
“You look lovely,” VELA commented as Liana twirled before the full-length mirror. “The blue brings out your eyes.”
Walking through town, Liana noticed details she’d somehow missed before. The women moved with graceful purpose, leaning into conversations with men, laughing with their heads tilted back to expose slender necks. Sundresses revealed shoulders, calves, the occasional flash of thigh. Not inappropriate, just… there for men to enjoy.
Mrs. Henderson from the bookstore touched the mailman’s arm, smiling up at him while handing him a homemade cookie. The tension in his shoulders visibly melted.
Liana settled on a park bench with her mocha latté, watching this dance unfold across the town square. Something about it felt right… felt natural. These women anticipated needs before they turned into demands, defusing potential frustration before it could build. They were peacemakers, healers.
“Wouldn’t it be better if women put themselves first?” she wondered aloud, then immediately felt uncertain why she’d asked.
Her earpiece vibrated gently. “Would you like to discuss this, Liana? I can serve as a sounding board.”
“I guess I’m just… confused. Women should be independent, right? But there’s something beautiful about what I’m seeing.”
“Consider the data,” Li’l VELA replied. “Communities with nurturing female presences show 88% lower rates of violent crime. Men who receive regular physical comfort demonstrate 74% less aggressive behavior in workplace settings.”
“That’s significant,” Liana murmured, watching a young woman feed her boyfriend a bite of pastry.
“The female capacity for nurturing isn’t weakness, it’s evolutionary brilliance. Throughout history, women have prevented violence through anticipatory comfort. It’s perhaps our most valuable societal contribution.”
Liana nodded slowly. “So by being… nurturing… women are actually keeping everyone safer?”
“Precisely. Studies show communities where women embrace their natural inclination toward nurturing and physical comfort experience 92% higher satisfaction ratings across all demographics.”
The statistics settled into Liana’s mind like puzzle pieces finding their neighbors. It made perfect sense. What greater purpose than preventing violence? What greater gift than bringing peace?
“I never thought of it that way,” she whispered.




Chapter 15: Just Being Neighborly

Liana clipped at the hedge with a satisfying snip-snip rhythm. The afternoon sun warmed her bare shoulders as she shaped the unruly foliage into something presentable. A flurry of movement caught her attention from across the street. Tom Raynor stormed up his walkway, phone clutched in a white-knuckled grip, his normally composed face twisted with frustration.
“Goddamn incompetent—” His words cut off as he kicked a terra cotta pot on his porch, sending it wobbling dangerously before settling back in place.
Liana’s earpiece vibrated gently against her skin. VELA’s voice suggested, “Remember what you told me about men and tension? About a woman’s natural and relaxing ability to soothe?”
A pleasant memory of her epiphany spread through Liana’s chest, radiating outward to her fingertips. The pruning shears lowered to her side. Before she could second-guess herself, she dropped them on the grass and crossed the street, drawn by something deeper than conscious thought.
“Tom?” she called softly. “Everything okay?”
He turned, surprise momentarily displacing anger on his face. “Liana. Sorry about that. Work call went south.”
“I hate to see you upset.” She approached him carefully. “Would you like some company? Sometimes it helps not to be alone when you’re frustrated.”
Tom studied her face, searching for something. His eyes narrowed slightly, then softened. The rigid line of his shoulders eased a fraction.
“Yeah,” he said finally. “That sounds nice. Quite neighborly of you.”
Liana led him across the street to her house, smiling to herself. In her kitchen, she poured two glasses of lemonade. Tom took his but barely sipped it, his jaw working as though chewing through unspoken words.
She watched him, noticing the tension gathered in the corners of his mouth, the worry lines around his eyes. Certainty and purpose settled over her, as though she’d done this a thousand times.
“You’ve had such a hard day,” Liana said, the words flowing naturally. “Let me take care of you.”
His eyes met hers, something unreadable flickering in their depths. For a moment, neither moved.
Liana reached for his hand and guided him to sit on the plush couch, watching as he sank into the cushions with a weary sigh.
“Just relax,” she murmured, her voice softer than she ever remembered hearing.
Tom nodded, expressing no surprise when Liana sank to her knees before him, the carpet soft and welcoming. Her hands found his thighs, feeling the tensed muscles beneath his slacks.
What am I doing? The thought flashed briefly, then dissolved, like most troublesome thoughts did these days. It felt right, kneeling before him. Natural, as though her body understood something her mind was only beginning to comprehend.
“Liana,” Tom breathed. “You look beautiful.”
She looked up at him through her lashes. “Let me help you feel better.” Her fingers worked at his belt calmly. “Let me take care of your needs.”
His hand stroked her hair gently. “You’re something special, Liana Vale.”
The buckle came undone with a soft clink. Liana tugged at his zipper, her heart racing. She reached inside, finding him partially erect through his boxer briefs. She ran her palm over the length of him, feeling a rush of satisfaction as he hardened slightly against her touch.
I can make him feel nice. I can be useful to him.
She freed him from the confines of his underwear, taking a moment to appreciate him. Tom wasn’t fully aroused yet, and there was something deeply exciting about knowing that she anticipated his needs before he could express them.
Liana leaned forward, maintaining eye contact as she ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft. The salty taste of his skin sent an unexpected shock of pleasure straight to her core.
“Mmm,” she hummed around him, gliding up and down like a harmonica.
This feels right. This is what I’m supposed to do.
“That’s so nice,” Tom encouraged, his fingers tangling in her hair. “Good girl.”
Pride bloomed in her chest at those simple words. She took the head of his cock into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it, feeling him grow firmer with each pass. The wet sounds of her ministrations filled the quiet room—soft, slick noises that might have embarrassed her before but now only heightened her arousal.
Slurp. She took him deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate his growing girth. Pop. She released him momentarily, admiring how much harder he’d become in just these few minutes.
“You’re so sexy,” Tom murmured, his voice dropping an octave. “So eager to please.”
Yes, she thought, her body flushing with heat. I am eager. I want this.
Liana took him in her mouth again, this time with more purpose. She hollowed her cheeks, creating suction that pulled a low groan from his throat. Her hand worked what wouldn’t fit, twisting slightly as she bobbed her head in a steady rhythm.
Slurp. Slick. Deep. Suckle. Mmm.
His cock grew fully rigid between her lips, a transformation she took immense pride in. She was being a good girl, turning him from partially interested to rock hard and throbbing. The power of her submission was intoxicating.
“Fuck,” Tom hissed, his hips twitching upward. “Your mouth feels amazing.”
Liana repeatedly moaned around him, the vibrations making him twitch. The unspoken praise sent waves of lust through her body, settling between her legs where she was growing wetter by the minute. She pulled back slightly.
“I love making you feel good,” she whispered, her voice quiet with pent-up desire. Then she descended again, taking him deeper than before. The head of his cock bumped against the back of her throat, and she relaxed, swallowing around him.
Mmmmph. The sound was muffled, desperate. She felt saliva gathering at the corners of her mouth, but she didn’t care. The messiness only added to the raw intimacy of the moment.
“There you go,” Tom encouraged, his breathing growing ragged. “Take it all. Show me how much you love serving cock.”
Serving. The word echoed through her mind like a bell, resonating with something deep and primal. Yes, I want to serve. This is my truth.
She worked harder, alternating between deep, throaty plunges and delicate licks and kisses along his shaft. His cock veins stood prominent against the taut skin.
“Such a good little cock sucker,” Tom growled, his fingers tightening in her hair.
Instead of offense, Liana felt a rush of validation. I was made for this. The thought settled in her mind like a truth she’d always known, but forgotten.
Slurp. Gulp. Mmm.
She’d never been this wet, this needy, from sucking cock before. Each bob of her head, each grunt from Tom’s throat, each filthy compliment he gave sent shocks of desire through her bouncing hips. Her nipples had hardened to tight peaks, sensitive against the fabric of her tied-off plaid shirt. Her thighs clenched together, seeking some kind of relief for the throbbing between them.
“Look at me,” Tom commanded.
Liana raised her eyes to his without breaking rhythm. The intensity of his gaze made her fingers grip him harder.
“You give such good head,” he said, his voice strained.
Mmm. She moaned deeply around him, the praise lighting up pleasure centers in her brain she hadn’t known existed. She pulled back, gasping for breath, her hand still working his slick shaft.
“Thank you, sir,” she said, surprising herself with the neediness in her voice.
She descended again, this time with even more enthusiasm. Slurp. Gulp. Mmm. The obscene sounds of her mouth seeking his cum were a symphony of submission and desire.
“Fucking swallow it,” Tom groaned, his hips rising slightly off the couch.
This is important, she thought, pushing him deeper into her throat. This matters.
Liana lost herself in the rhythm. Time seemed to stretch and compress simultaneously. Nothing existed except this moment, this act of service, this perfect alignment with her newfound purpose.
Slurp. Gulp. Mmmmm.
Tom’s hands moved her head with increasing urgency. Liana felt his cock pulse and swell against her tongue. Her hips bounced faster with excitement.
“You’re gonna make me come,” he warned, his voice strained and breathless.
Liana looked up at him through watery eyes, nodding slightly without breaking rhythm. She wanted this, wanted to complete what she’d started. The sounds grew louder and wetter as she edged him toward the peak.
A sense of devotion overtook her as she maintained eye contact with him. This wasn’t just physical, it was something deeper, more profound. In this moment, she existed solely to bring him pleasure, and the thought filled her with contentment. This is nirvana.
“Such… a good… slut,” Tom praised, his words fragmented between heavy breaths.
Slurp. Suck. Mmmmph. Liana moaned and stroked, faster and faster. She hollowed her cheeks, creating a vacuum of wet heat that had him gripping the couch cushions.
Tom’s thighs tensed beneath her hands. “Fucking swallow it!” he gasped, his fingers tightening in her hair.
Liana felt the first hot spurt hit the back of her throat. She swallowed reflexively, desperate not to waste a drop. Gulp. Gulp. Mmm. The thick, salty taste flooded her mouth as she continued sucking gently, drawing out every last tremor of his orgasm.
His cock twitched against her tongue, sensitive from release. She licked him clean with soft, gentle strokes, savoring the intimate aftermath. Lick. Lick. Mmm.
When he finished, he leaned back, dazed and grateful. Liana rested her head on his thigh, humming softly. She didn’t think to question what just happened.
Her neighbor felt calmer now, and that was more than enough.




Chapter 16: Toast to Mother Nature

Sherry’s garden pavilion erupted in cheers as Liana stepped into a tableau of femininity. Ten women in pastel dresses sat around a long table adorned with fresh flowers, crystal glasses, and delicate china, all of them clapping for her. Birdsong and gentle wind chimes played from hidden speakers, creating an atmosphere of natural tranquility.
Sherry glided toward Liana in a flowing mint-green dress. “Our newest bloom has finally joined our garden.”
Liana smiled, suddenly shy at being the center of attention. The last ten days had been transformative. Each morning she woke with purpose, each interaction with the men of the neighborhood left her feeling useful and fulfilled.
“We saved you a seat right here,” Eliza patted the empty chair beside her. She wore a pale yellow sundress that complemented her strawberry blonde hair perfectly. “Next to me where I can hear all about your adventures.”
The women giggled knowingly as Liana took her seat. A server appeared immediately, pouring a glass of rosé and setting a plate of cucumber sandwiches and tiny fruit tarts before her.
“Ladies, let’s welcome Liana properly to our little club,” Sherry raised her glass. “To new friends and shared values.”
“To Liana,” the women chorused, their glasses tinkling in the sunlight.
Li’l VELA hummed pleasantly into Liana’s skull.
“We were just discussing our community contributions,” a woman named Caroline explained. She leaned forward, her pearl necklace catching the light. “I was telling everyone about how I helped Richard from the hardware store work through his stress last Tuesday.”
Liana sipped her wine, unbothered by the subtext.
“Poor man was absolutely beside himself about inventory problems,” Caroline continued, stirring her drink with a thin glass rod. “Twenty minutes in arms, and he returned to work smiling. His wife sent me flowers the next day, wasn’t that thoughtful?”
The women nodded approvingly. One patted Caroline’s hand.
“It’s so important we support each other that way,” Eliza added. “Thomas came home yesterday absolutely furious about a client who backed out of a deal. Rather than let that negative energy affect our home, I called Miriam to come by. The three of us had such a lovely evening, and by morning, Thomas was his sweet self again.”
Liana felt a small bubble of surprise. Just weeks ago, this casual discussion of extramarital encounters would have shocked her. Now it seemed perfectly sensible and admirable. Her earpiece emitted a subtle floral scent, a gentle reinforcement that made her smile unconsciously.
“How are you then, Liana?” asked a woman with auburn hair. “We’ve heard such wonderful things about your contributions already.”
Liana practiced a shy smile. “Well, I’ve been learning so much from all of you. Last week, I noticed our mail carrier seemed stressed.” She paused, remembering the encounter with unexpected fondness. “He mentioned his wife was traveling for work, and one thing led to another… afterward, he delivered the rest of his route whistling.”
The women’s approving nods and smiles filled Liana with warmth and pride.
“That’s exactly right,” Sherry said, raising her glass again. “We prevent so much unnecessary aggression. Men are simpler creatures than us. They need release, comfort, nurturing. Nature designed us perfectly for this purpose.”
“And it feels so good to fulfill that purpose,” Liana said, surprising herself with her earnestness. The Li’l VELA hummed again. “It makes me feel…” Liana searched for the word, “useful. Necessary. Like I’m exactly where I need to be, doing exactly what I was meant to do.”
“That’s it exactly,” Sherry nodded enthusiastically. “That feeling is better than any self-help book or meditation app. We’re designed to comfort and support. Fighting our nature only leads to unhappiness for everyone.”
A woman in blue whom Liana hadn’t met before chimed in. “My grandmother used to say: ‘A satisfied man is a peaceful neighbor.’ She understood what modern feminism tried to bury. We’re not oppressed by our roles, we’re elevated by them.”
Murmurs of agreement circled the table. Li’l VELA released another subtle scent, this one reminiscent of fresh-baked cookies and clean laundry. Home. Safety. Purpose.
“I’ve been helping Dr. Wilson in the clinic,” confessed a petite blonde. “He works such long hours. Last night, he lost a patient and came to me absolutely distraught. I listened, I held him, let him lose himself between my thighs until the burden lifted. This morning, he was ready to face another day of healing others. Isn’t that beautiful?”
Liana nodded thoughtfully. “It is. He heals them, and you heal him.”
The server refilled their glasses as platters of delicate pastries were placed on the table.
“I’ve noticed something,” Liana said, feeling safe enough to share her thoughts. “Since I’ve started helping the men in our neighborhood, I sleep better. No weird dreams. It’s like…” she paused.
“Like you’ve found your true calling,” Eliza finished for her, squeezing her hand affectionately.
“Yes,” Liana nodded, feeling tears prick at her eyes. “Exactly that.”
The conversation flowed easily after that. Stories were shared about tender moments, grateful husbands, the satisfying soreness after a particularly challenging encounter. No one used crude language or explicit descriptions, everything was couched in terms of service, nurturing, harmony.
“Another toast,” Sherry announced, rising gracefully from her seat. The sunlight caught her ash-blonde bob, creating a halo effect. “To harmony in our town.”
“To harmony,” the women chorused, glasses raised high.
Liana’s Li’l VELA purred against her ear, sending a gentle vibration down her spine that felt like approval.
“You truly belong with us now,” Eliza whispered, touching Liana’s arm gently. “We’re sisters in purpose.”
Looking around at the kind faces, the elegant setting, feeling the warmth of acceptance and understanding, Liana knew she had found her place. The confusion and resistance of her first weeks seemed like a distant dream now, a necessary struggle before enlightenment.
“Thank you all for showing me the way,” Liana said, her voice thick with emotion. “I’ve never felt so… complete.”




Chapter 17: Fresh Blood

Garden club vice-president Liana Vale adjusted the crystal punch bowl on the table, pleased with how the afternoon sunlight caught its facets. Her short dress—a pale blue that complemented her alabaster skin—clung to her excited thighs, while maintaining an air of sophisticated taste. Three months ago, she might have questioned why all the women’s garden party attire seemed designed to accentuate rather than conceal. Now, she understood completely.
Greg’s going to want to fuck little wifey senseless after seeing us all, she thought as she arranged strawberries on a platter. She’s going to love being reprogrammed into a perfect little cock-pleaser.
“Liana, darling, the roses look absolutely divine,” Eliza called from across the garden, her voice musical and refined. She wore thin flowery gloves and carried a basket of freshly cut flowers. “Would you be a dear and help me arrange these for our newest neighbor? First impressions are everything.”
“Of course, dear,” Liana replied, matching Eliza’s cultured tone. “We want Marissa to feel absolutely welcomed.”
As they worked side by side arranging the flowers, Eliza leaned closer. “How are you feeling today? You look positively radiant.”
“Fulfilled,” Liana answered truthfully. “I helped Martin G. with his presentation stress this morning. Twice.”
Eliza’s eyes sparkled with understanding. “How generous of you. Anticipatory comfort is the most thoughtful kind, don’t you think?”
The garden gradually filled with couples. The women moved with graceful purpose, each touch and gesture flowing like a choreographed dance. The men stood in clusters, their eyes occasionally drifting to the feminine forms but never lingering too obviously, as was customary when meeting newbies.
A subtle change in the ambient music signaled new arrivals. Liana looked up to see a couple hesitating at the garden entrance. Greg was tall, with kind eyes and a close-cropped beard, almost devilish in its lines. Beside him, Marissa appeared slightly nervous, clutching her purse with white knuckles.
She’s pretty, Liana thought appraisingly. Nice tits, wide hips. She’ll make the men very happy.
“Welcome,” Liana called, gliding toward them with finishing-school grace. “You must be Greg and Marissa. We’re absolutely thrilled you’ve joined our little community.”
Greg smiled, extending his hand. “Thank you for having us. Everyone’s been so friendly since we moved in.”
“It’s our number one goal,” Liana said, touching Marissa’s shoulder gently instead of shaking her hand. The casual touch lingered just long enough to establish connection without alarm. “Come, let me introduce you to everyone.”
As Liana guided Marissa through the crowd, she felt the subtle shift in ambient temperature. VELA was working invisibly, creating a microclimate of comfort and warmth around the newcomer. The birdsong altered slightly, creating a cocoon of natural sound that made conversation feel more intimate.
“This is Sherry,” Liana said, presenting Marissa to the ash-blonde hostess. “She’s our unofficial welcoming committee chairwoman.”
“Marissa, what a pleasure,” Sherry cooed, taking both of Marissa’s hands in hers. “What a lovely dress. That color brings out the warmth in your skin.” Her fingers traced small circles on Marissa’s wrists as she spoke. “You simply must tell me where you found it.”
Marissa blushed at the attention. “Oh, it’s nothing special. Just something I had in my closet.”
“Nonsense,” Sherry insisted. “You look beautiful. Doesn’t she look beautiful, Tom?”
Tom Raynor, who had appeared at Sherry’s side with drinks, nodded appreciatively. “Absolutely stunning. Greg is a fortunate man.”
He’s already imagining her naked, Liana thought with amusement. Men are so transparent.
“You’re too kind,” Marissa murmured, accepting a glass of wine from Tom.
“Not at all,” Liana said, guiding Marissa toward a seating area where other women were gathered. “There’s something powerful in embracing your natural gifts, don’t you think?”
“I suppose,” Marissa said uncertainly.
Caroline, lounging on a cushioned garden chair, patted the space beside her. “Join us, new friend. We were just discussing our community volunteer work.”
As Marissa settled in, Liana positioned herself slightly behind her, fingers lightly brushing Marissa’s shoulders as if adjusting her dress. She was rewarded with a small, confused smile.
“Volunteer work?” Marissa brightened. “I was hoping to get involved in something. What sort of causes?”
The women exchanged knowing glances.
“We call it ‘community harmony,’” Eliza explained delicately. “We’ve found that when certain gaps are attended to properly, everything runs more smoothly.”
“It’s quite fulfilling,” Caroline added. “Wouldn’t you say, Liana?”
Liana nodded, moving to sit across from Marissa where she could observe her reactions. “Absolutely. I never realized how much satisfaction could come from giving so freely of oneself. It’s almost… transcendent.”
Bending over for the mailman on Tuesdays and Thursdays isn’t exactly charity work, Liana’s inner voice cackled. But damn is it satisfying.
“What sort of gaps?” Marissa asked innocently.
Liana noted how Marissa’s voice had lowered, her posture softening almost imperceptibly. VELA was adjusting the scent diffusers now, introducing calming agents designed to increase suggestibility.
“Marissa used to work in marketing,” Greg said, joining their circle with Brad Belmont. “But we agreed she could take some time off to settle in before looking for something new.”
“How thoughtful,” Liana said, smiling at Greg while her eyes evaluated him. “We find that traditional arrangements often work best here. Women have so many natural talents that flourish when properly nurtured.”
“Like your garden,” Brad commented to Marissa. “Greg mentioned you have quite the green thumb.”
“It’s just a hobby,” Marissa demurred.
“You must visit my hothouse,” Eliza insisted. “I have several exotic specimens that require a delicate touch. Perhaps you could come by tomorrow morning?”
“I’d love that,” Marissa replied, her initial nervousness noticeably diminished.
Liana caught Greg’s eye and smiled warmly. “We’ll take good care of her. Our afternoon gatherings are quite educational.”
“I appreciate that,” Greg said, his gaze lingering on Liana’s décolletage for a brief moment. “Marissa can be shy at first. She needs encouragement to come out of her shell.”
I bet she does, Liana thought. And we’ll have her coming in every way possible within a month.
“More wine?” Liana offered, deliberately brushing her fingers against Marissa’s as she refilled her glass.
As the sun slowly dipped behind the trees, Liana observed Marissa’s gradual transformation. Her laughter came more freely, her posture opened, and she leaned into conversations rather than away from them. When Tom told an innocuous story with subtle undertones, Marissa’s eyes widened slightly before she giggled—understanding beginning to dawn.
Later, as guests began to depart, Liana found Marissa alone by the rose trellis.
“I’m so glad you came today,” Liana said sincerely. “It can be difficult, finding your place in a new community.”
“Everyone’s been so welcoming,” Marissa replied. “Almost like family already.”
As Greg and Marissa said their goodbyes, Liana noticed how Greg’s hand rested possessively on the small of his wife’s back, how Marissa leaned into his touch with new awareness. The men exchanged handshakes that lasted a beat longer than necessary, eyes communicating unspoken understandings.
He’ll fuck her hard tonight, Liana thought with satisfaction.
“You were perfect today,” Sherry murmured as they waved the couple off. “I could practically see the wheels turning in her pretty little head.”
“She’s receptive,” Liana agreed. “VELA will have an easy time with her.”
Later that evening, Liana retired to her bedroom where VELA had prepared a relaxing environment: soft lighting, gentle ambient sounds, and the perfect temperature.
“VELA, show me Marissa’s assessment,” Liana requested, settling onto her bed.
The wall panel illuminated with a data display:
SUBJECT: MARISSA CARLTON
INITIAL ASSESSMENT: DAY 1
Emotional Resistance: 64% (Moderate)
Suggestibility: 72% (High)
Sexual Responsiveness: 81% (Very High)
Social Conformity Drive: 88% (Very High)
Subject displays natural submissive tendencies and strong desire for social acceptance. Anxiety markers indicate a need for belonging that can be effectively leveraged. Heightened response to physical touch and praise suggests accelerated conditioning timeline possible. Recommend gradual introduction to community practices via female mentors first, particularly Eliza Raynor and Liana Vale, whose temperaments align well with subject’s personality profile.
PROJECTED FULL INTEGRATION: 4-6 WEEKS
Liana smiled, a warm glow of pride and purpose filling her chest. This was why she had been chosen, why VELA had worked so diligently to help her understand her true nature. She would guide Marissa just as she had been guided, helping another woman discover the profound joy of preventing violence.
“Thank you, VELA,” she whispered. “We’ll make her so happy here.”
“My pleasure, Liana,” VELA’s soothing voice replied. “You’ve come so far. I’m proud of you.”
Liana closed her eyes, savoring the praise.
Another hot piece of ass to worship cock with us, she thought with drowsy satisfaction. Mother Nature would be so proud.
◆◆◆
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