
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sunset on Miracle Island
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The fifth episode in The Fertility Games.

Her new boss is watching. And she's getting turned on.
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The Fertility Games

It starts with a single, stolen bottle of pills. A good deed of misguided kindness. It ends with a breeding program for the ageing elite.

Billionaire Grant Whitmore wants to live forever. Of course, he does.

But he needs somewhere to test his experimental drugs. Welcome to the Green Acres Senior Care Home.

When hot young nurse Carolina sets out to steal a new arthritis drug for three old Black men, she makes a mistake. She takes a miracle virility drug instead.

The results are bigger, harder, and more overwhelming than she could ever have imagined them to be ... and once it begins, there’s no going back.

Pinned in closets and bent over beds, she becomes the old men's free-use toy.

And that's only the start.

Because when Whitmore discovers the theft of his drug, he comes to investigate, personally.

From her secret shame in the nursing home to a secret clinic on a billionaire's private island, Carolina's life is no longer her own.

Series Themes include:

	Interracial Power Dynamics: White female submission to dominant Black men
	Age Gap: Older Men / Younger Woman
	Billionaire Domination
	Free Use
	Nurse Patient Fantasy
	Medical Clinical Fetish
	Breeding Impregnation Fantasy
	Humiliation, degradation, and psychological surrender
	No return to “normal”. Not ever


The Fertility Games is a continuation of stories in the First Time Blacked series, beginning with Nurse and Triage. You should probably read them first.


Sunset on Miracle Island

Her new boss is watching. And she's getting turned on.

After two weeks of rest and recuperation on the beach, Jessica Taylor is aching for something to do.

Pampered, healed, and bored, the former legal shark is desperate to prove her worth.

So when her boss, Carolina, assigns Jessica her first solo task—coaxing a climax from a near-dead billionaire—Jess is determined to go all the extra miles.

While Carolina watches her every move, closely and with repeated use of the rewind.

When another client demands a performance from them both, the tension between the two women is set to explode.

Sunset on Miracle Island (15,000 words) is a story of voyeurism, forbidden desire, and a first kiss that changes everything. Expect the cold humiliation of a clinical intake, the brutal reality of a shared M/F/F session with a monstrous billionaire, and the desperate, hungry heat of a first-time girl-on-girl encounter that starts on a dark beach and ends with a taste of total surrender.

This is a new chapter. It's darker, deeper, and much more intimate. It's a game-changer forged in the shadow of shocking discoveries. The endless medical tests, the focus on fertility, the plans to build a nursery—it all points to Grant Whitmore's true endgame.

Molly Pike

January 2026


Jessica

The ice in my crystal glass clinked softly as I lifted it to my lips, the condensation cool against my fingertips. I took a sip. The water was crisp and clean. It tasted faintly of cucumber and mint.

I lay back on the teak sun lounger, closing my eyes against the brilliant, white-hot glare of the Caribbean sun. The cushion beneath me was thick, plush, and covered in a towel that was softer than any bedding I had owned in my previous life.

Two full weeks.

It had been two full weeks since I stepped off that transport van at the goods entrance. Two full weeks since Dr. Albrecht’s cold hands and Daniel’s clumsy fingers. Two full weeks since a feeble old billionaire called Warren Crane had clawed at my breasts while Caroline jerked his pitiful cock during his intake assessment. And two full weeks since I had been used repeatedly by old man Snow, a revitalized sadist celebrating the end of his treatment.

And since then, silence.

Well, not silence. Not exactly. There had been the soft music of the spa, where silent women with strong hands massaged the soreness from my muscles using oils that smelled of lemongrass and ginger. There had been the quiet murmur of the nutritionists who brought me meals designed to make my hair shine and my skin glow. There had been the rhythmic crash of the waves against the pristine white sand of the private cove.

I opened my eyes and looked down at my body.

I was wearing a white string bikini that Carolina—Ms. Brooks—had requisitioned for me. It was little more than scraps of expensive fabric held together by gold clasps. Against my olive skin, which had deepened to a rich, golden bronze in the island sun, the white was stark, almost blinding. My stomach was flat, toned. My legs were smooth, the bruises from the Green Acres floor and Marcus’s grip faded to memory.

I looked perfect. Expensive. I looked like someone’s trophy wife on a holiday she hadn't paid for. Yet.

I picked up my book, a dense legal thriller I had found in the library and tried to read. But the words swam on the page. Arguments. Precedents. Motions. It all seemed so... trivial. So distant.

I snapped the book shut and tossed it onto the side table.

I was bored.

The realization sat heavy in my gut, a stone dropped in a calm pool. I was in utopia, pampered and preened, living a life most people would kill for. And I was climbing the walls.

I looked out towards the turquoise horizon. Another perfect day in paradise. It felt like a life sentence.

I shifted on the lounger, a restless energy buzzing under my skin. I needed something more.

I needed the adrenaline. I needed the fear. I needed the moment of total, blank surrender when a powerful man took me and I ceased to be Jessica Taylor and simply became his whore.

I sat up, swinging my legs over the side of the lounger. I pulled my long dark hair out of its ponytail and let it fall down my back, shaking it out.


Carolina

On the high-definition monitor in my office, Jessica Taylor looked like a work of art.

I zoomed in the camera feed. The resolution was crystal clear. I traced the line of her spine as she sat up on the lounger. I noted the way her dark hair cascaded over her olive shoulders, a stark, beautiful contrast to the gleaming white of the bikini I’d picked out for her.

She was healthy now. She had healed. The physical damage wreaked on her at Green Acres was gone. Her skin was flawless. Her muscle tone had improved. She was ready now.

I leaned back in my chair, steepled my fingers, and watched her face. She looked restless to me. She looked ready. She had acclimated faster than I expected her to.

"Good," I murmured to the empty room.

A soft chime sounded from my desktop console. An intake alert. Arthur Kincaid had arrived.

I tapped the screen. His file opened.

Client: Arthur Kincaid.

Age: 88.

Status: New Arrival. Pre-Treatment.

Notes: Severe mobility issues. Impotence. Anxiety.

I sighed. The "baseline" intakes were the hardest work. Grueling, unglamorous, and physically exhausting. It required patience, a strong stomach, and a very, very skilled mouth.

I looked back at the monitor. Jessica was staring out at the ocean.

It was time to put her to work.

I pressed the comms button.

"Jessica," I said, cool and authoritative.

On the screen, I saw her jump. She grabbed her communicator instantly, her posture straightening, her face lighting up with a mix of fear and relief.

"Yes, Ms. Brooks?"

"Vacation's over," I said. "Report to Medical Intake 3 immediately. We have a new client."

I watched her stand up. She didn't hesitate. She didn't look back at the ocean. She grabbed her cover-up and started walking toward the facility with a brisk, determined stride.


Jessica

I changed in the locker room with the efficiency of a soldier putting on armor. The bikini went into the laundry chute. The white tunic and pants slid onto my body, the cool, synthetic fabric a familiar second skin. I pulled my hair back into a tight, severe ponytail. No distractions.

I walked to Intake 3. The door hissed shut behind me, sealing me in with the silence and the smell. It was a cocktail of high-grade antiseptic, old lavender potpourri, and beneath it all, the sour, unmistakable scent of elderly decay.

I stood beneath the Ac and drew in a deep breath, letting the familiar, processed, sterile air fill my lungs. It centered me. This was my office now.

I approached the bed. Mr. Kincaid was a wraith, a landscape of old bones under a thin sheet. Eighty-eight years old and looking every minute of it. His chest rattled with every shallow breath. His eyes, milky and terrified, tracked my movement like a trapped animal.

"Hello, Mr. Kincaid," I said. My voice was a tool I had refined throughout my career. I made myself sound low and calm, devoid of any edge. "I'm Jessica. I'm going to help you with your baseline assessment."

He didn't speak. He just stared at me, his mouth slightly open, a string of saliva pooling at the corner.

I pulled on the latex gloves. Snap. The sound was crisp and final.

I eased the sheet down below his hips. He was naked, his body a map of blue veins and translucent skin stretched over a fragile skeleton. His penis lay dormant, a shriveled, pale thing that looked like it hadn't known blood in a decade or more.

My stomach gave a small, involuntary lurch. Not disgust—I had trained that out of myself—but a weary anticipation of the labor ahead. This wasn't sex or healthcare. This was archeology, a careful excavation.

"I apologize, but we do need a sample, sir," I murmured. “If we can get one.” I picked up the bottle of warming lube and poured a heavy dollop into my palm. The gel felt cool and slick through the latex glove. "Just relax, sir. Let me do the work."

I wrapped my hand around him. He was cold. Soft as marshmallow. I began the rhythm. Stroke up. Stroke down. Massage the base.

My mind detached, floating a few inches above my body. I watched my own hand moving, a disembodied instrument. Pressure is good. Rhythm is steady. Watch the friction.

Five minutes passed. Ten. My shoulder began to burn. The squelching sound of the lube was loud and almost obscene in the quiet room. Mr. Kincaid groaned, a sound of frustration and discomfort.

"I can't," he wheezed. "I haven’t for years."

"Shh," I soothed him, my other hand stroking his thin, papery thigh. "It's just sleeping. We'll soon wake it up."

I glanced at the camera overhead. The red eye stared back. I knew Carolina was watching. I imagined her cool, critical gaze dissecting my technique. Was I too fast? Too rough?

Either way, I had to escalate. My hand wasn't enough.

I lowered the bed with the foot pedal, the motor humming a low note in the quiet room. I dropped to my knees on the hard tiled floor. The cold seeped through my thin pants, biting into my skin.

"I'm going to use my mouth now, Mr. Kincaid," I told him, looking up into his watery eyes. "Is that okay?"

He nodded, a jerky, desperate motion.

I leaned forward. The smell of him—urine, old skin, and the chemical tang of the lube—filled my nose. I forced myself to inhale it deeply. This was the job. This was what I was for.

I took him into my mouth.

He was soft, formless. It was like trying to suck on a piece of raw dough. I had to use my tongue to create shape, to find the head, to stimulate the nerve endings that were buried deep under layers of age and atrophy. I swirled. I sucked. I used the back of my throat to create a vacuum, pulling at him, trying to drag the blood into the tissue by sheer force of will.

My mind drifted as I worked. A year ago, I would have been in a boardroom right now. I would have been wearing a tailored suit, arguing a merger, terrifying a junior associate with a single glance. I had been Jessica Taylor. I had been a shark.

Now? Now I was on my knees in a secret clinic, nursing a billionaire’s limp cock with my mouth.

The thought should have humiliated me. Should have made me retch. But instead, it sent a strange, dark thrill through my belly. The shark was gone. The predator was dead. In her place was this... creature, instead. This useful, obedient thing. There was a peace in it. A profound, silent relief in knowing that my only purpose in the universe right now was to make this old man come.

But he wasn't responding fast enough. My jaw ached. My neck cramped. I remembered what Carolina had done to me while she was servicing that decrepit old man, Warren Crane. How she had used my tits to get his blood flowing.

I pulled back, gasping for air. He whimpered at the loss of contact.

"Shh," I whispered. "I'm still here. I just want you to see."

I sat back on my heels. My hands went to the hem of my tunic.

"Look at me, Mr. Kincaid," I told him softly.

I pulled the tunic up and over my head, letting it drop to the floor. I wasn't wearing a bra. My breasts, heavy and pale, swung free. I saw his eyes widen, the milky haze clearing for a second as he focused on my nipples, which were hardening in the cool air.

"Do you like them?" I asked, leaning forward, pressing my chest against his thigh. I took one of my breasts in my hand, squeezing it, offering it to him. "They're for you. Touch them."

His hand, trembling like a leaf, reached out. His dry, papery fingers brushed my skin. He pinched my nipple, harder than I expected, a flash of the man he used to be—or the man he would become.

I winced, but I leaned into it anyway. "Yes," I groaned, faking the pleasure, or maybe finding a twisted version of it in his need. "That's it. Use me. Hurt me, if you like."

I went back down on him, but this time I kept my chest pressed against his leg, letting him feel the softness, the heat of my breasts. I let him knead my flesh while I worked his cock.

The combination—the visual, the tactile, the suction—finally triggered something. He began to swell. Not much, but enough.

And as he hardened in my mouth, a chill went through me. I remembered Wallace. I remembered Harris. I remembered the sheer, monstrous power the drug gave them. Right now, Mr. Kincaid was a frail old man. But in a week? In a week, he would be a titan too. He would be like them. Capable of breaking me and laughing as he did.

That thought terrified me.

And god help me, it made my pussy clench.

"That's it," I murmured around him, feeling the pulse begin. "Give it to me, sir."

He shuddered. A full-body convulsion that racked his frail frame.

I pulled back instantly, grabbing the sterile cup with the practiced speed I had learned at Green Acres. I held it under him, my hand moving to milk the drops from him.

A few spurts. Cloudy. Thin.

I watched them trickle into the cup. One. Two. Three.

It was pathetic. Gross.

And it was a total triumph for me.

I capped the cup, my hands steady. I stood up, my knees cracking, my back stiff. I wiped a smear of lube from my chin.

"You did wonderfully well, Mr. Kincaid," I whispered, pulling the sheet back up over his trembling body.

He looked at me with gratitude so raw it hurt to see. "Thank you," he whispered. "Thank you, miss."

I turned away to label the sample. I felt drained. Empty. But also... clean. In a twisted way. I had taken his pain, his failure, and I had turned it into a success. I had served.

The comms buzzed.

"Jessica. Good work. Report to the Control Room tomorrow at 0900 for your debriefing."

I looked at the camera one last time. I didn't smile. I just nodded.


Carolina

The Control Room was my sanctuary. It was kept at a precise sixty-eight degrees, the air filtered and silent save for the hum of the servers and the soft click of my nails on the console.

I sat in the ergonomic leather chair, surrounded by walls of light. The Island was a panopticon, and I was the eye. I could see the kitchen staff prepping dinner. I could see the groundskeepers manicuring the golf course.

But my attention was fixed on Monitor 3.

Jessica Taylor.

She was on her knees. The resolution was 4K; I could see the sheen of sweat on her forehead, the way her tunic stuck to her back. She was working hard. Too hard.

"Relax the jaw, Jessica," I murmured to the empty room, my eyes tracking the movement of her head. "You're fighting it. Don't fight the meat."

She was struggling. Kincaid was a difficult intake—I knew that. He was practically a corpse. But watching Jessica labor over him was fascinating. I remembered her file. The accolades. The fierce reputation. Seeing that intellect, that drive, channeled entirely into fluffing a geriatric penis was deeply satisfying.

I considered intervening. I could buzz her earpiece. Use more lube. Slow down. But I held back. She needed to learn the rhythm on her own. She needed to hit the wall of frustration and break through it.

Then, she moved.

She sat back on her heels. I saw her hesitate, her hand going to the hem of her tunic.

I leaned forward, my interest piquing. What are you doing, Jessica?

She pulled the tunic over her head. She had remembered a lesson I taught her.

The image on the screen was arresting. Her olive skin glowed under the harsh medical lights. Her breasts were full, heavy, nipples dark and hard in the cool air. She looked like a pagan offering on a sterile altar.

I zoomed in.

The contrast was exquisite. The dying, gray flesh of the old man against the vibrant, golden vitality of her body. She pressed her chest against his leg. I saw his hand—that withered claw—reach out and grasp her breast.

My breath hitched. A phantom sensation ghosted over my own chest. I watched her wince, then lean into it. I saw her lips move, whispering lies to him.

"Good girl," I whispered. "Use whatever you have."

It wasn't just approval I felt. It was a sharp, hot spike of desire. I watched her breasts sway as she bobbed her head. I imagined what they would feel like in my hands. Heavy. Soft. I imagined pulling that dark ponytail back, exposing her throat.

She was magnificent. A perfect, broken thing.

When she finally milked the sample out of him, I felt my own vicarious shudder of release. She stood up, wiping her mouth, looking exhausted and triumphant.

She looked at the camera. At me. Her eyes were dark, hollowed out.

I shivered.

A chime sounded on my console, breaking the trance.

VIP ARRIVAL ALERT.

Client: Crane, Warren.

ETA: 1200 Hours Tomorrow.

Status: Treatment Cycle Complete.

Priority Request: Final Assessment. Graduation Package. Duet Protocol.

I stared at the alert. Crane. The frail old man Jessica and I had nursed through his intake several weeks ago. The man she had first shown her breasts to. He was coming back, fully treated, fully charged. And he wanted a duet.

A duet. That meant me and Jessica.

My heart gave a strange, unexpected little flutter.

I looked back at the live monitor. Jessica was labeling the vial, her head bowed, a strand of dark hair falling across her cheek. She looked so... tired. So vulnerable. And yet, there was a strength in her posture, a resilience that tugged at something deep inside me.

I pressed the intercom button.

"Jessica. Good work. Report to the Control Room tomorrow at 0900 for your debriefing."

She nodded and walked out of the frame.

I didn't turn off the monitor. Instead, my fingers, acting almost on their own, tapped the screen. I pulled up the recording of the last twenty minutes.

I rewound to the moment she took off her tunic.

I watched it again. Not as a boss inspecting an employee, but... as a woman watching another woman. The way the fabric slid up her torso, revealing the smooth, golden expanse of her skin. The way her breasts spilled free, heavy and soft.

I paused the image. I zoomed in on her face. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted in a silent gasp as the old man touched her.

I suddenly felt a sharp ache in my chest. It wasn't just arousal—though god, she was beautiful. It was a strange, confusing mix of envy and tenderness. I wanted to reach through the screen and brush that hair away from her face. I wanted to know what her skin felt like—not to grade it, but just to... feel it.

I replayed the moment Kincaid grasped her breast. I winced in sympathy. I found my own hand drifting to my chest, my fingers brushing the stiff fabric of my uniform. Why did I want to be in that room with her tomorrow? Why did the thought of being next to her, of sharing the burden of Warren Crane's demands, make my pulse race?

There was something about her surrender. Something about the way she gave herself over to the task that was mesmerizing. It called to the part of me that remembered what it was like to be the one on her knees.

I imagined tomorrow. The two of us in the suite. Her dark skin against my paleness. Her full soft mouth and mine.

The thought made me flush hot. I shook my head, trying to clear the fog. This was unprofessional. This was... dangerous.

But as I watched the recording again, watched Jessica work as she took the old man into her mouth, I couldn't look away.

I rewound again. To the moment she lowered herself. The moment she pressed her breast against the old man's withered leg.

The contrast was jarring, almost violent—her soft, golden flesh against his gray, dying skin. I watched her breath hitch, her chest rising and falling rapidly. I watched her eyelids flutter. Was she faking it? Or was she, in some twisted, desperate way, finding a rhythm in the degradation?

I stared at her mouth. It was wet, open, working. I imagined what it would taste like. Not that old withered cock—but her. The salt on her skin. The sweetness of her breath.

My own breathing deepened, matching hers on the screen. I felt a confusing, heavy warmth pooling in my belly. Watching Jessica... it felt like looking into a mirror that showed me something about myself that I had forgotten. Her neediness. Her absolute, naked vulnerability. It was magnetic. I had been just like that.

I sat back, my heart hammering a frantic rhythm against my ribs. Tomorrow. Crane wanted a duet. He wanted us to perform together.


Jessica

I stood outside Carolina’s office at 0900 sharp. My knuckles were white where I gripped the strap of my bag. I was wearing a fresh white tunic, my hair pulled back so tight it pulled at my scalp. I felt like a student waiting to be called into the principal’s office to explain a C-minus.

Yesterday... yesterday had been a blur of sensation and effort. I knew I had gotten the sample. I knew I had technically succeeded. But had I been good? Had I been the amenity they needed?

The door hissed open.

"Come in, Jessica."

Carolina was standing by the window, looking out at the ocean. She turned as I entered. She looked impeccable, as always. Her uniform was a brilliant, starched white. Her hair was a blonde halo of control.

But there was something different in her eyes today. A softness? Or maybe a sharper kind of focus. She looked at me, really looked at me, her gaze lingering on my face, my throat, my hands. It made my skin prickle with a nervous heat.

"Good morning, Ms. Brooks," I said, sounding very small.

"Good morning," she replied. She walked to her desk and picked up a tablet. "I reviewed the footage from the Kincaid intake."

I held my breath.

"You were effective," she said. "The visual stimulation... removing the tunic... that was a smart escalation. Risky with a cardiac patient, but smart."

The breath whooshed out of me. Praise. Actual praise. A warm glow started in my chest.

"However," she continued, looking up from the screen, "your technique was a little... frantic. You were fighting for the result instead of flowing with the client's needs."

She stepped closer, her scent—clean linen and expensive soap—filling my senses.

"Tell me," she asked quietly. "What do you think you could have done better?"

I swallowed. This was a test. "I... I could have been slower. More patient. I let my own anxiety dictate the pace. I should have..." I hesitated, looking at her shoes. "I should have made him feel like he was in charge."

Carolina nodded slowly. "Insightful. Very good."

She stopped right in front of me. She was close enough that I could see the flecks of gold in her eyes. Close enough that I wanted to lean in, to be absorbed by her calm authority.

"You did well, Jessica," she said, her voice dropping to a lower register. "Better than I expected. Which is why..."

She paused, letting the silence stretch. My heart rate spiked. Was this it? Was I being sent away?

"Mr. Crane is returning today," she said. "For his final treatment. His graduation."

Crane. The frail old man. I nodded, confused.

"He's requested a special package," she continued. "A duet."

"A duet?" I repeated stupidly.

"Yes. The two of us working in tandem." She looked me dead in the eye. "That’s right, Jessica, he wants you and he wants me."

My brain short-circuited. Me? And Carolina? Together?

The thought was a shock of cold water and hot fire. "You mean..." I stammered. "We... us… together?"

"Yes," she said. Her gaze didn't waver. If anything, it intensified. "Does that frighten you?"

"Yes," I whispered honestly. "I don't want to disappoint you. Or him."

"You won't," she said. "Because I'll be right there. Guiding you."

She reached out and touched my arm. Her fingers were warm. The contact sent a jolt through me that had nothing to do with fear. It felt like... a promise.

"Go get ready," she ordered, but her voice was softer now. "Shower. Prepare yourself. We start at midday. Meet me in the lounge at ten minutes to."

"Yes, Ms. Brooks."

I turned to leave, my mind racing. And as I reached the door, I felt her eyes on my back. Burning into me.


Carolina

The door clicked shut behind Jessica, and my mask fell.

I leaned back against my desk, letting out a long, shaky breath. My hand, the one that had touched her arm, felt hot. Tingling.

What are you doing, Carolina?

I wasn't supposed to be doing this. I was management. I was supposed to be recruiting other girls. I was meant to be right here in the Control Room, issuing orders through an earpiece, detached and clinical. But the moment I saw the request—Duet Protocol—I hadn't even paused.

I walked to my private bathroom, my heels clicking a restless rhythm on the floor. I stripped off my uniform with efficient, practiced movements. The white jacket. The skirt. The sensible underwear.

I stepped into the shower. The water was hot, scalding. I let it run over my face, trying to wash away the confusion.

I had been here for months. I had survived. I had survived Whitmore and his clients. I had built a fortress around myself made of rules, protocols, and absolute control. I didn't feel anymore. I executed.

But Jessica...

When she looked at me with those big, dark, terrified eyes, begging for approval... it did something to me. It woke up a part of me I thought was dead. The part that remembered what it was like to be new. To be scared. To be desperate for someone, anyone, to tell you that you were doing a good job.

I turned off the water and stepped out, wrapping a towel around myself. I looked in the mirror. My reflection was familiar—pale, blonde, composed. But my eyes looked brighter. Feverish.

I went to my closet. Usually, I wore something simple when I was fucking a client. Something functional. But today... today I hesitated.

My hand hovered over the rack of lingerie. Black lace? Too aggressive. Red? Too cliché.

I chose white. Pure, stark white lace. It would match Jessica's tunic, but it would be softer. More... innocent. The thought made me laugh, a harsh, humorless sound. Innocent. You're going to service an old billionaire, Carolina. Get a grip.

I dressed slowly. The lace felt cool against my skin. I applied a light layer of oil, making my skin gleam. I checked my makeup. Perfect. I pulled on a white uniform.

I was ready.

Or was I?

My heart was hammering a frantic rhythm against my ribs. I wasn't nervous about Crane. Crane was a known quantity. He was just meat and money. I could handle him in my sleep.

I was nervous about her.

About being next to her. About touching her. About the inevitable moment when the performance would slip, and we would just be two women, naked and vulnerable, trying to survive together.

I took a deep breath, smoothing my hair. I needed to be the boss. The mentor. The rock she could cling to. If I faltered, Jessica might drown.

I walked out of my suite and headed for the employee lounge.

She was already there. Standing by the window, looking out at the ocean. She was wearing her white tunic, but she had let her hair down. It cascaded over her shoulders in a dark, glossy wave.

She turned as I entered.

"Ms. Brooks?" she said.

"Carolina," I corrected, my voice softer than I intended. "When we're in the room... it's just Carolina."

I walked toward her. I could smell her anxiety. It smelled like rain.

"Are you ready?" I asked.

She nodded, a small, jerky movement. "I think so."

"Don't think," I said, reaching out to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear. My fingers lingered on her cheek. "Just feel. Follow my lead. We're a team today."

Her skin was warm. Soft. Electric.

"A team," she repeated, tasting the word.

"Come on," I said, dropping my hand before I did something stupid like kiss her right there in the lounge. "Mr. Crane doesn't like to wait. None of these old bastards do"

I turned and led the way, my heart pounding in my throat.


Jessica

I followed Carolina down the plush, carpeted hallway of the VIP wing. The silence here was different from the clinical quiet of the intake ward. It was heavy. Expensive. It smelled of old money and secrets.

My heart was beating fast. I watched Carolina's back, the way her hips moved under her crisp white uniform. She walked with such purpose, such calm authority. I felt like a child trailing after a parent, terrified of the monster under the bed but trusting that she knew how to deal with it.

We stopped outside the double mahogany doors of the Presidential Suite. Carolina paused, checking her appearance in the reflection of a brass sconce. She smoothed her skirt, took a deep breath, and scanned her hand.

The doors hissed open.

The suite was vast. It made my own luxurious room look like a closet. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a panoramic view of the ocean, but the heavy velvet drapes were drawn, casting the room in a dim, golden twilight. The air conditioning was set to a deep chill.

Sitting in a massive leather armchair in the center of the room, wearing a silk robe that looked like it cost more than my law degree, was Mr. Crane.

My breath hitched.

This wasn't the man I had helped Carolina service weeks ago. That man had been a husk, a collection of dry bones and fear. This man, well...

He was sitting forward, elbows on his knees, radiating a dark, potent energy. His skin, which had been gray and papery, was now flushed with a deep, unnatural ruddiness. His eyes, no longer milky and wandering, were sharp, blue, and terrifyingly focused.

He looked at us as we entered, a slow, wolfish grin spreading across his face.

"Ah," he rumbled, his voice a deep baritone that vibrated in my chest. "The angels have arrived."

The transformation was shocking. Impossible. But I recognized it. I had seen it before.

I felt a phantom ache in my jaw. A throb between my legs.

He reminded me of them. Of Wallace, Harris, Coleman. The three old men who had taken me apart and put me back together wrong. He had that same chemically-fueled vitality, that same predatory hunger that seemed too big for an aged body to contain. The drug hadn't just healed him; it had weaponized him.

I shrank back slightly, hiding behind Carolina's shoulder. The fear I had pushed down came roaring back.

"Mr. Crane," Carolina said, her tone both smooth and deferential. She stepped forward, confident in her role. "We are here for your graduation session."

"I can see that," he growled, standing up. He moved with a startling fluidity, the robe falling open to reveal a glimpse of pale, thick flesh. "And you brought your little helper along again."

His gaze landed on me. It felt physical. Like a hand grabbing my throat.

"Jessica," he said, testing the name. "The lawyer."

He walked toward us. He didn't shuffle. He strode. He stopped in front of me, towering over me just as Wallace had. He smelled of musk and expensive scotch and the metallic tang of the drug.

"You look scared, girl," he whispered, reaching out to touch my cheek. His fingers were hot, strong. Not the claws I remembered. "Good. Fear makes the meat sweeter."

I shivered, unable to look away.

"Ms. Brooks," he said, not taking his eyes off me. "Undress her. And make it look good."

The command hung in the air, thick with expectation. He walked back to his chair and sat down, spreading his legs, the lord of the manor settling in for the show.

I looked at Carolina. Her expression didn't flicker. She turned to face me, her back to Crane, blocking me from his view for a second. In that tiny, private space, her eyes softened. Trust me, they said.

"Arms up, Jessica," she murmured.

I lifted my arms. Carolina stepped closer. Her hands went to the hem of my tunic. She didn't yank it off. She peeled it upward slowly, deliberately. Her fingers brushed my ribs, my underarms, trailing fire across my skin. She was unveiling me.

As the tunic cleared my head, she tossed it aside. I stood bare-breasted in the cool air, my nipples hardening instantly under the scrutiny of both Carolina and the billionaire.

Carolina's hands moved to the waistband of my pants. She hooked her thumbs into the fabric. She leaned in close, her breath warm on my neck.

"Arch your back," she whispered, for my ears only. "Give him a show."

I arched. I pushed my hips forward, offering myself to her hands. She slid the pants down my legs, her palms smoothing over my hips, my thighs. She knelt to pull the fabric over my feet.

When she stood up, I was naked. Vulnerable. A pale, trembling offering in the center of the room.

Carolina stepped back, assessing her work. She reached out and adjusted a strand of my hair, draping it artfully over my shoulder. She ran a thumb over my nipple, pinching it lightly to make it stand up even more.

Crane was leaning forward, his eyes devouring me. He looked at my breasts, my stomach, the dark triangle between my legs. He licked his lips.

"Beautiful," he grunted. "Fresh."

He looked at Carolina. "And now it’s your turn, nurse." He leaned back, crossing his arms. "I want your little helper to show me what you’re hiding under that uniform."

The air in the room shifted. I froze. Undress Carolina? I looked at her, panic flaring in my chest. Carolina's expression remained impassive, but I saw a slight tightening at the corner of her eye. She hadn't expected this.

"Well?" Crane barked. "Get to it, Jessica."

I stepped toward Carolina. My hands were shaking. I reached out, my fingers hovering over the top button of her crisp white jacket.

"May I?" I whispered, barely audible.

"Do it," she breathed, her eyes locked on mine. "Just do it."

I undid the first button. Then the second. The jacket fell open, revealing the creamy expanse of her chest, the intricate white lace of the bustier beneath. My knuckles grazed her skin as I worked, and I felt a jolt of static electricity. Her skin was warmer than mine. Softer.

I pushed the jacket off her shoulders. It slid down her arms and hit the floor with a soft rustle. She stood there in her skirt and bustier, looking like a warrior queen stripped of her armor.

"The skirt," Crane commanded from his chair.

I knelt. I reached for the zipper at the back of her skirt. The sound of it unzipping was loud in the silent room. I peeled the fabric down over her hips. She stepped out of her heels to let me pull it off.

I stayed on my knees for a moment, looking up at her. She was breathtaking. The white lace against her pale skin made her look ethereal, glowing. Her legs were long and strong.

I stood up slowly. We were face to face. My nakedness against her lingerie. The contrast was even starker this way. The raw, exposed recruit and the polished, adorned veteran.

Crane groaned, a deep, satisfied sound from the chair.

"Perfect," he whispered. "Night and day."

He pointed a thick finger at the floor between his legs.

"On your knees. Both of you. I want to see how well you work together."


Carolina

"I want your little helper to show me what you’re hiding under that uniform."

The command hit me in the chest. I kept my face blank, but my pulse spiked. This wasn't the plan. I was the handler. I was the one who unveiled the merchandise.

But Crane was the client. And the client gets what he pays for.

I watched Jessica step toward me. She was naked, vulnerable, her dark nipples hard from the cold and the fear. Her hands were shaking as she reached for my buttons.

"May I?" she whispered.

She looked terrified. Like a novice monk asked to disrobe the high priestess.

"Do it," I breathed, locking eyes with her. "Just do it."

Her fingers brushed my skin as she undid the top button. A jolt went through me, sharp and electric. It wasn't just the touch; it was who was touching me. The woman I had watched on the screens. The woman I had fantasized about.

She peeled the jacket back. The cool air hit my chest, but where her knuckles grazed me, I burned. I felt exposed in a way I hadn't since my early days on the Island. Having Jessica strip me felt... illicit. Intimate. Like we were sharing a secret in front of the enemy.

She knelt to remove my skirt. I looked down at the top of her dark head, the curve of her spine. I had an overwhelming urge to reach down and tangle my fingers in her hair, to pull her face into me.

She pulled the skirt down. I stepped out of my heels.

She stood up. We were face to face. My breath hitched. She was stunning. The olive tone of her skin next to my pale lace was visually arresting. We were a matched set of opposites.

I felt a dampness bloom between my legs. The humiliation of being stripped by my subordinate was warring with the intense, confusing arousal of being so close to her, so exposed with her.

"Perfect," Crane groaned. "Night and day."

He pointed to the floor.

"On your knees. Both of you. I want to see how well you work together."

The order was a relief and a terror. To kneel. To serve. But to do it with her.

I looked at Jessica. She was waiting for my cue.

"Come on," I murmured.

I sank to my knees first, the plush carpet soft against my shins. Jessica followed instantly, kneeling beside me. Our shoulders brushed. Her skin was hot.

We looked up at Crane. At the bulge in his silk robe.

With a casual shrug, he opened the robe.

He was massive. The drug had turned him into a weapon. His cock was thick, veined, and jutting out from his body with an arrogant, throbbing vitality. It was a dark, angry red, the head swollen and glistening.

I heard Jessica intake a sharp breath beside me. I glanced at her. Her eyes were wide, fixed on him. Fear? Awe? Both.

I felt my own mouth go dry. It had been a while since I'd serviced a client this... enhanced.

"Well?" he growled. "Who's first?"

It was a test. A leadership challenge.

I didn't hesitate. "Together," I whispered and I leaned forward, my hand going to his left thigh, anchoring myself. I looked at Jessica and gave a tiny nod. Follow me.

I took the lead. I didn't go for the head immediately. I started at the base, my tongue broad and flat, licking up the underside of his shaft. I tasted salt and power.

Jessica watched me for a split second, then mirrored me perfectly. She took the other side, her tongue lighter, more tentative, but eager.

We met in the middle.

Our tongues touched on the underside of his cock. It was a shock—soft, wet, intimate. I tasted her saliva mixing with mine. It was electrifying.

Crane groaned, his hips bucking slightly. "Yes. That's it. Fight over it."

I looked at Jessica. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her face a mask of concentration. She was trying so hard to be perfect. To impress me. To please him.

I decided to guide her. I moved my hand to the back of her head, my fingers tangling in her ponytail. I pulled her closer, guiding her mouth to the head.

"Take the tip," I whispered against his skin. "Suck it."

She obeyed instantly. Her lips closed over the crown, sucking with a fierce, wet vacuum. I focused on the shaft, licking, swirling, using my hand to pump the base.

We were a machine. A two-headed hydra of pleasure. I could feel the vibrations of her humming against his flesh. I could hear the wet, sloppy sounds we were making.

Being this close to her, smelling her arousal, sharing the same cock... it broke something open inside me. I wasn't just managing her anymore. I was sharing her.

Crane's hands came down, heavy and rough. One clamped onto the back of my head, his fingers digging into my scalp. The other gripped Jessica’s shoulder, holding her in place.

He chose me first.

"Open up, nurse," he growled.

I opened wide, my jaw unhinging with practiced ease. He didn't hesitate. He drove into me, a thick, suffocating invasion that filled my mouth completely. The head hit the back of my throat, triggering a reflex I had to fight down. He began to pump, short, sharp thrusts that rattled my teeth.

It was overwhelming. He tasted of musk and Jessica's saliva. I couldn't breathe. My vision swam. All I could feel was the relentless pressure, the heat, the dominance. I tried to focus on his rhythm, to yield to it, to become the cocksucker he needed.

Then, just as my lungs began to burn, he pulled out with a wet pop.

"Your turn, lawyer," he barked.

He shoved me aside and grabbed Jessica by the hair. She was ready, her mouth already open, eyes wide with fear and determination.

He drove into her.

I watched. I was inches away, panting, my lips swollen and wet with his fluids. I watched his thick, dark cock disappear into her mouth. I watched her lips strain, her throat bulge as she swallowed him. I saw the tears leak from the corners of her eyes, tracking through her makeup.

I was mesmerized.

Seeing her take him... it did something to me. It wasn't just professional approval. It was visceral. I wanted to touch her. I wanted to reach out and wipe the tear from her cheek. I wanted to run my hand down her back, to feel the tension in her muscles.

I wanted her to look at me while she did it.

I shifted closer, my knee brushing hers. She flinched but didn't pull away. I reached out, my hand trembling slightly, and placed my palm flat on her lower back. Her skin was hot, damp with sweat.

She made a muffled sound around his cock, her eyes flickering to mine.

I'm here, I thought. We're doing this.

My other hand went to my own breast, squeezing it through the lace of my bustier. My nipple was hard, aching. I wanted her hands on me. I wanted to feel her mouth where fingers were.

Crane pulled out of her, leaving her gasping, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his shaft.

"Switch," he commanded, turning back to me.

I opened my mouth eagerly. Not just for him. But to taste her on him. To complete the circuit.

He thrust into me again, harder this time. And as he fucked my face, I reached out blindly and found Jessica's hand on the carpet. I gripped it tight. She squeezed back.


Jessica

Her hand was small, strong, and damp with sweat. It was a lifeline. I squeezed back.

My throat was raw. My jaw felt like it was on fire. Crane was relentless, a machine made of meat and lust. Watching him pound into Carolina’s mouth was both terrifying and oddly arousing. Her blonde head bobbed, her eyes squeezed shut, her face flushed. She was taking it. She was handling him.

But it was her hand in mine that grounded me.

It was such a human gesture in the middle of this animal act. A secret communication. I’ve got you. We’re in this.

He pulled out of Carolina with a grunt. He looked down at us, panting, his face red. He was close. I could see the tension in his thighs.

"Get on the bed," he ordered. "Sixty-nine. I want to watch you whores."

We scrambled to obey. My legs felt rubbery. We climbed onto the massive bed, the silk sheets cool against my bare skin.

"You on your back," Carolina whispered, her voice tight.

I obeyed. I lay back, my heart hammering. And I spread my legs. I spread them for her.

She crawled over me. I watched her breasts sway, heavy and pale. I watched the golden triangle of hair between her legs. She positioned herself, her knees bracketing my head, her face hovering over my crotch.

I was staring directly up into the most private part of another woman. I had never been this close before. Never seen the pink folds, the small, hidden pearl, in such high definition. It was alien. Intimidating.

And above me, she was looking down at my wetness.

I felt a flush of pure, teenage panic. What do I do? How do I do this? I was a lawyer. I knew how to argue a case. I knew how to suck a cock. But this was a foreign language.

"Get on with it," Crane barked from the foot of the bed. "Show me how a nurse and a lawyer eat pussy."

I swallowed. I couldn't fail.

Carolina moved first. She lowered her head. I felt her breath, warm and quick, against my inner thigh. I flinched.

Then her tongue touched me.

It was soft. Wet. Tentative. She licked me, a long, slow stroke from bottom to top.

A jolt went through me, sharp and confusing. It tickled. It burned. It felt... good.

I looked up. Her pussy was inches from my face. I could smell her—musk, arousal, and something sweet.

I lifted my head. I stuck out my tongue, feeling clumsy, feeling like a fraud. I touched her.

She tasted of salt. Of skin. It was softer than I expected. I licked her, a hesitant lap.

Above me, Carolina gasped. Her hips twitched.

It worked?

Emboldened, I tried again. I pressed my tongue flat and dragged it up her slit. I found the little nub at the top and circled it, mimicking what Harris had done to me.

Carolina moaned. A real, throaty sound that vibrated against my cheeks. "Oh... Jessica..."

The sound of my name on her lips, spoken in pleasure, not command, broke something open inside me. The fear evaporated, replaced by a fierce, driving curiosity.

I grabbed her hips. Her skin was soft, yielding. I pulled her down, burying my face in her. I licked harder, faster, exploring the texture, the taste. I sucked on her clit, experimenting.

She responded instantly. Her tongue, which had been gentle, became insistent. She swirled around my clit, diving deep, finding a rhythm that matched mine.

We were learning each other in real-time. Fumbling, tasting, discovering. It was messy. It was wet.

Crane was shouting something—"Yeah! Lick it! Deeper!"—but he was just noise.

The only reality was her. The taste of her. The way she shuddered against my mouth. The way her tongue was making me see stars.


Carolina

Oh, my fucking God.

The first touch of her tongue was a shock. I had expected... I don't know what I expected. Something clinical? Something forced?

I hadn't expected it to feel so right.

Jessica was hesitant at first. I could feel her tongue trembling against me. It was endearing. It made my heart hammer in a way that had nothing to do with fear. She was trying. For me. For the show, yes, but also... just for me.

Then she found my clit.

A jolt of pure, white-hot pleasure shot through me. I gasped, my hips twitching involuntarily.

"Oh... Jessica..."

The name slipped out. It wasn't a command. It was a confession.

I looked down—or rather, up, from my inverted perspective—at her cunt. It was right there. Pink, glistening, open. I had examined women before. I had prepped them. But I had never tasted one.

I buried my face in her. She tasted... rich. Musky. Like the ocean. It was intoxicating.

I let my tongue explore. I traced the folds of her labia. I dipped inside her, tasting her slickness. I felt her hips rise to meet me, felt her hands grip my ass, pulling me down harder.

She wasn't fumbling anymore.

The sensation of her mouth on me, combined with the taste of her in mine, created a feedback loop of arousal that was dizzying. I was lost in the texture of her skin, the smell of her hair, the soft, frantic sounds she was making against my thighs.

Crane was shouting in the background, a distant roar of approval. I blocked him out. This wasn't for him. Not really.

This was for us.

I ground my hips against her face, chasing the friction. I sucked on her clit, harder now, needing to hear her moan again.

I realized with a terrifying clarity that I wasn't just attracted to her. I was needing her. In a place built on the consumption of women, finding sustenance in another woman felt like a rebellion. A secret act of defiance.

I was going to make her come. I had to make her come.

**

I was so fucking close. The pressure was building, a tight, delicious coil in my belly. Jessica was thrashing beneath me, her tongue working a frantic magic on my most sensitive spot. I could feel her own hips bucking, her breath coming in ragged gasps. We were seconds away. Together.

Then, a hand clamped onto my hair. Pain flared in my scalp.

I was yanked backward, my mouth torn from Jessica’s wetness. I scrambled, trying to find purchase, but he was too strong.

"Enough playing," Crane snarled.

He dragged me across the bed. My face was forced away from the soft, sweet sanctuary of Jessica and shoved into the coarse, musky reality of his crotch.

"You, nurse," he commanded, his voice thick with lust. "Lick my balls. Lawyer, suck my cock."

The transition was jarring. Nauseating.

I looked up. His balls were heavy, low-hanging, smelling of sweat and age. His cock was a towering, angry pillar above me.

I looked over at Jessica. She was on her knees, looking dazed, bereft. Her mouth was slick with my fluids. Her eyes met mine—wide, panicked, still hazy with lust.

Then she moved. She crawled forward, her movements jerky. She opened her mouth and took him in.

I watched her cheek bulge as she accommodated his width. I watched her eyes squeeze shut as she fought her gag reflex.

I swallowed my own disappointment, my own rage. This was the job.

I leaned forward and licked his balls. The skin was loose, wrinkled. The taste was bitter salt.

But as I worked, my eyes stayed fixed on Jessica. On the way her throat worked. On the way her hand came up to stroke him.

We were back in our roles, but the taste of her was still rich on my lips. And the memory of her tongue was a ghost I couldn't exorcise.

I licked. My tongue traced the wrinkled seam, finding the rhythm he liked. Jessica sucked, her head bobbing with a desperate, piston-like efficiency.

Crane groaned, his hands gripping both our heads, using us like handles.

"That's it," he grunted. "Suck it dry, you greedy little whores. Show me you want it."

He looked down at me, a sneer on his face. "You like the taste of my balls, nurse? Better than that pussy juice, isn't it?"

I swallowed bile. "Yes, sir," I lied against his skin.

He looked at Jessica. "And you, lawyer. You're a natural-born cocksucker. Bet you sucked your way to the top of that firm, didn't you?"

Jessica whimpered around him, a sound of pure humiliation.

He pulled back suddenly, leaving us both gasping. He stood over us, fully hard, vibrating with the drug's energy.

"Enough foreplay," he announced.

He looked from me to Jessica, his eyes alight with a cruel game.

"Which one of you bitches wants to fuck me first?"

The question hung in the air. A challenge. A trap.

If I volunteered, I was protecting Jessica, taking the bullet. But I was also stealing her chance to prove herself, to complete the "graduation."

If I stayed silent, I was forcing her to step up.

I looked at Jessica. She was wiping her mouth, her eyes darting between me and Crane. She looked terrified. But beneath the fear, I saw that familiar, conditioned flicker. The need to please. The need to be the best.

"Me," she whispered.

It was barely audible.

"What was that?" Crane barked.

"Me," Jessica said, louder this time. She crawled forward on her hands and knees until she was at his feet. She looked up at him, her face a mask of determined submission. "I want to fuck you, sir. Please."

She was stepping into the fire.

Crane laughed. A booming, satisfied sound.

"Attagirl," he said. He grabbed her arm and hauled her up. He threw her onto the bed.

"On your back," he ordered. "Nurse, hold her down. I want to see her face when I break her in."

He looked at me. "Get over there. Hold her wrists. Make sure she takes every inch."

I moved. I climbed onto the bed behind Jessica. I took her wrists in my hands. Her pulse was frantic under my fingers.

I looked down at her. "Just breathe," I whispered, so low only she could hear. "I've got you."

She nodded, squeezing her eyes shut.

Crane loomed over her. He positioned himself. And with a grunt of effort, he shoved himself inside.

Jessica screamed.


Jessica

Crane loomed over me, a mountain of flesh and drug-fueled intent. He grabbed my knees and shoved them apart, spreading me so wide I thought my hips would pop.

I looked up. Carolina was there. She was kneeling behind my head, her hands gripping my wrists, pinning them to the mattress. But her touch wasn't cruel. It was an anchor. Her face was upside down in my vision, her eyes locked on mine.

"Just breathe," she whispered. "I've got you."

Then Crane moved.

He positioned the head of his cock against my pussy. It felt enormous. Blunt. Hot. He didn't tease. He didn't prep. He just leaned his weight forward.

The first inch was a burning stretch. I gasped, my back arching off the bed.

"Open up," he growled.

He pushed harder. My body, conditioned by weeks of this, yielded reluctantly. He slid inside, filling me, stretching me to a point that felt impossible. The friction was intense—dry heat against wet slickness.

When he bottomed out, hitting my cervix with a dull thud, I screamed. It was a raw, animal sound.

"Yes!" he grunted, satisfied by my pain.

He began to move. He pulled out almost all the way and then slammed back in, his pubic bone hitting mine with a bruising impact. Slap. Slap. Slap.

It wasn't lovemaking. It was pile-driving.

"Look at her!" he shouted at Carolina. "Look at this cunt take it!"

I stared up at Carolina. I saw her wince with every thrust, mirroring my pain. I saw a tear slip from her eye and land on my forehead, cool against my flushed skin.

It was a strange, twisted intimacy. She was holding me down for him, but she was suffering with me.

Crane's rhythm became erratic, violent. He was losing control. He grabbed my breast, twisting the nipple hard.

"Whose cunt is this?" he demanded, panting.

"Yours," I sobbed. "It's yours."

"Say it louder!"

"It's yours! I'm your whore!"

And it was true, again. My degradation was my fuel. It pushed me past the pain into that dark, floaty place where I didn't have to be Jessica anymore. I was just a hole. A cunt being used.

And then, deep inside, the pressure began to build. My body, betraying me again, began to respond to the sheer intensity of the sensation. The fullness. The violence. The audience.

I looked at Carolina. Her eyes were wide, watching my face contort.

"I'm close," I whimpered, not to him, but to her. "Help me."

She understood. She leaned down, her hair brushing my face. She kissed my forehead.

"Let go, Jessica," she whispered. "Just let go."

Crane drove into me one last time, burying himself to the hilt. He froze, his body rigid.

"Ah, fuck!" he groaned.

I felt it. The hot, high-pressure jet of his climax shooting deep inside me. He poured himself into me, a thick, endless flood.

And as he filled me, I shattered.

My orgasm ripped through me, a dark, jagged thing. I convulsed around his cock, milking him, screaming into the silence of the room. I was broken open. Filled. Claimed.

Carolina held my wrists tight, grounding me as the waves crashed over me.

When it was over, Crane collapsed onto me, heavy and wet. I lay there, pinned, gasping for air, staring up at Carolina. Staring into her eyes.

**

I was still floating, adrift in the hazy afterglow of pain and release, when Crane shifted.

He pulled out. I whimpered, a reflex.

But he wasn't softening. As he stood up, I saw his cock. It was still rock hard, glistening with my fluids, standing proud and angry against his thigh. The drug was relentless.

"Not done yet," he grunted, wiping himself with the sheet. He looked at Carolina, who was still kneeling at the head of the bed, watching me with concern.

"Your turn, nurse," he said.

Carolina looked up, her expression hardening back into the professional mask. "Sir?"

"You heard me. Get over here. Ride me. Show the new girl how a pro does it."

He sat on the edge of the bed, spreading his legs wide. He pointed to his lap.

"Now."

Carolina didn't argue. She stood up, smoothing her hands over her hips. She looked at me one last time. Her eyes said, Stay there. Rest.

She walked to him. She moved with a fluid, confident grace that I envied even now. She straddled his lap, facing him. She took his cock in her hand—the same hand that had held mine—and guided him inside.

She sank down slowly. I watched her face. Her eyes fluttered shut, her lips parting in a silent O. She took all of him, inch by inch, until she was seated firmly on his thighs.

"Good," Crane murmured, his hands gripping her hips. "Now move."

She began to ride him.

I lay on the bed, too exhausted to move, my limbs heavy as lead. I watched them. I watched Carolina's pale back arching, the muscles moving under her skin. I watched her blonde hair sway with the rhythm.

It was beautiful. It was horrifying.

She was so controlled. So precise. She ground against him, finding the friction, milking his pleasure. She made soft, breathy sounds that I knew were for his benefit.

"Yeah," Crane groaned. "That's it. Use that tight little cunt of yours."


Carolina

I sank down onto him slowly, inch by agonizing inch. He was still impossibly hard, swollen and slick with Jessica's fluids. The sensation of taking him inside me, knowing where he had just been, was a heady mix of revulsion and intimacy. I was sharing him with her.

I bottomed out, my ass resting on his thick thighs. I let out a breath I had been holding.

"Good," Crane murmured, his hands heavy on my hips. "Now move."

I began to ride.

It wasn't going to be quick. I knew the physiology of the drug. The refractory period was non-existent, but the sensitivity dulled after the first climax. He was a slab of meat I had to animate.

I found a rhythm. Slow. Circular. Grinding my clit against his pubic bone with every rotation. I had to stay engaged. If I drifted, if I let myself think about the degradation, I would freeze. I had to focus on the friction.

I looked over at Jessica. She was lying on the bed where he had left her, curled on her side, watching me with wide, haunted eyes. She looked like a broken doll. My heart squeezed.

Don't look at me, I wanted to say. Don't see this.

But I needed her to see it. I needed her to know that I wasn't above this. I was just better at hiding the damage.

"Harder," Crane grunted, slapping my ass. "Don't be lazy."

I picked up the pace. My thighs began to burn. I used my internal muscles, squeezing him, milking him. I ran my hands over his chest, pinching his nipples, doing everything I knew he liked.

It was labor. Pure, unadulterated work.

Five minutes. Ten. Sweat trickled down my back. My breath came in ragged gasps.

"Is that all you got?" he taunted, his hands digging cruelly into my hips. "The lawyer was tighter. And wetter."

I gritted my teeth. He wanted to make me work harder. I leaned forward, my breasts brushing his chest, my lips hovering over his ear.

"You liked her tight cunt?" I whispered, pitching my voice low and filthy. "You like breaking in new meat? Tell me how she felt, Daddy. Tell me how you wrecked her."

His breath hitched. Dirty talk. That was the key. He wanted to relive the conquest.

"She was small," he growled. "Tight little pussy. She begged me to stop. But I fucked her anyway."

"Yes," I encouraged, grinding my hips harder. "You split her open. You made her pussy yours."

I looked at Jessica. She was watching, wide-eyed. I needed her. I needed her reaction to feed his ego.

"Tell him, Jessica," I commanded, not looking away from Crane. "Tell him how big he was."

Jessica flinched, then understood. She pushed herself up on one elbow and took her lead from me.

"Huge," she whispered, trembling. "Far too fucking big. Daddy, it hurt so good."

Crane groaned, his cock twitching inside me. "You hear that?"

"I hear it," I purred. "Now fuck me like you fucked her. Ruin me."

I reached down between our bodies. I found my clit, swollen and sensitive. I began to rub, hard, fast circles. I needed the friction. I needed the fire to match his.

His hips began to piston, driving up into me with renewed force. Each thrust was a blunt impact against my cervix. It hurt. It burned. But I welcomed it. I turned the pain into fuel.

"Yes!" I cried out, arching my back. "Deeper, Daddy! Break me!"

The pressure began to build in my belly, a dark, heavy coil. I focused on the sensation of him filling me, stretching me wide. I focused on Jessica's eyes watching me.

And then I was coming.

It started in my toes and tore through my body. My vision went white. I screamed, a long, ragged sound of pure, unadulterated release. My cunt clamped down on him, milking him, spasming around his thick shaft.

"Oh god!" I wailed. "Yes! Yes!"

My climax was the trigger. He roared, his body seizing. He drove into me one final, devastating time, burying himself to the hilt.

I felt it. His second eruption. Hotter, thicker, more than I expected. He poured himself into me, pulse after pulse after pulse. I felt filled. Claimed. And fucking owned.

We stayed locked together, panting, sweating, the smell of sex and musk thick in the air.

He finally pulled out, leaving me gaping and empty. He shoved me off.

"Clean up," he said, standing. "Both of you. And get out."

He walked to the bathroom.

I rolled off the bed and hit the floor. My legs were jelly. I felt hollowed out.

I looked at Jessica. She reached out a trembling hand and touched my shoulder.

"You okay?" she whispered.

I looked at her. Really looked at her.

"We did it," I said.

And then I smiled. A small, sad, genuine smile.


Jessica

The door to the Presidential Suite hissed shut behind us, sealing the monster back in his lair.

The hallway was quiet. Cool. Normal.

I looked at Carolina. She looked wrecked. Her hair was messy, her makeup smeared. There was a red mark on her neck. She didn't look like the Head of Staff. She looked like a victim.

She didn't look at me. She stared straight ahead, her jaw set.

"Go back to your quarters," she said, her voice flat. "Clean up. Rest. You're off duty until 0800 tomorrow."

"Yes, Ms. Brooks," I whispered.

She turned and walked away, her heels clicking on the carpet. I watched her go. I wanted to call out to her. To say... something. Thank you? Are you okay? Did you feel that too?

But I didn't dare. I knew my place.

I walked back to my room. The walk felt endless. My body ached in a dozen places. My jaw throbbed. My inner thighs burned. But there was a strange, vibrating energy under my skin.

I swiped my keycard and stumbled inside. It was cool, silent, and smelled of lemon verbena. A stark contrast to the musk and sweat of the Presidential Suite.

I locked the door and leaned back against it, closing my eyes.

The silence was deafening.

I stripped off my tunic, letting it drop to the floor. I was sticky. I smelled of sex and expensive cologne and another woman.

I went to the bathroom and stepped into the shower. I turned the water to scalding and I stepped under the spray. I washed my hair, scrubbing away the sweat. I washed my body, soaping the bruises, the tender spots. I washed between my legs, wincing slightly as the water hit my swollen flesh. I scrubbed away Crane's stench. I washed away the lube. I washed away the feeling of his old hands on my skin.

I couldn't wash away her.

I ran my tongue over my lips. I could still taste it. Salt. Musk. And... something sweet. Something soft.

Her.

I turned off the water and wrapped myself in a thick, white towel. I walked into the bedroom and collapsed onto the bed. The sheets were cool and crisp.

I stared at the ceiling fan, watching the blades spin. Whir. Whir. Whir.

My mind began to replay the tape. Not the part with Crane. Not the pain. Not his cum.

The other, better part.

I saw Carolina’s face hovering over mine. I saw the way her blonde hair fell forward, curtaining us from the world. I felt the soft, tentative touch of her tongue.

Oh god.

My hand drifted down to my stomach. My skin was warm.

I remembered the way she had looked at me. The way she had held my wrists. I've got you.

I slipped my hand under the towel. My fingers found my clit. It was sensitive, almost painful, but the need was stronger than the discomfort.

I closed my eyes.

I wasn't imagining a man. I wasn't imagining power or degradation.

I was imagining her.

I imagined Carolina walking into this room. I imagined her taking off that white uniform. I imagined her crawling onto this bed with me.

I circled my clit, finding a rhythm.

What if... I thought. What if she touched me because she wanted to?

The thought sent a jolt of pure, white-hot desire through me.

I imagined going down on her again. Taking my time. Licking her until she screamed my name. Not because some ancient billionaire on drugs ordered it. But because I wanted to taste her. I wanted to own her pleasure.

My breath hitched. My hips began to rock against the mattress.

"Carolina," I whispered into the empty room.

I saw her riding Crane. The arch of her back. The sweat on her skin. She was so beautiful. So strong. And so... broken. Just like me.

I rubbed faster. The orgasm was building, a sweet, heavy pressure. It wasn't the dark, shattering release I had with Crane. It was brighter. Warmer.

I imagined her hands on me. Her mouth on my breast.

"Please," I moaned.

I came. It was a long, slow, shuddering wave. I cried out, arching my back, my body flooding with warmth. It felt... clean. It felt like hope.

I lay there in the aftermath, panting, my hand still resting between my legs.

The sun was setting outside, painting the room in shades of orange and purple.


Carolina

My suite didn't feel like my sanctuary today. It felt more like a command bunker.

I sat at my desk, the glow of the monitor the only light in the darkening room, as I opened a new message from my boss, Grant Whitmore. I hadn't changed out of my uniform. I hadn't washed away Crane's scent. Or Jessica's. I needed to ground myself. I needed to remind myself just what my job was.

Grant had sent me a file labeled Project Genesis: Phase 2 Expansion.

I opened the first tab: Recruitment Targets.

It was a list. Six names. Six faces.

	Elena Rossi. 24. Professional Ballerina. Notes: exceptional flexibility, high pain tolerance.

	Sarah Jenkins. 29. PhD Candidate, Anthropology. Notes: intellectually curious, submissive tendencies observed in previous relationships.

	Dr. Priya Singh. 31. Pediatrician. Notes: maternal instinct, highly empathetic.



I scrolled down. Athletes. Scholars. Professionals. Women at the peak of their lives, reduced to bullet points on a spreadsheet. They had no idea. They were living their lives, worrying about rent or careers, while Grant Whitmore was calculating their pelvic measurements.

I closed the tab. My stomach churned.

I opened the next one: Facility Upgrades - The Nursery.

Blueprints filled the screen. An extension to the East Wing. It was designed for efficiency. Rows of beds. Monitoring stations. A high-tech NICU.

And then, the medical protocols. Donor Compatibility. Gestation Criteria.

Subject must be prime age (20-35).

Subject must demonstrate high G-spot sensitivity and rapid lubrication response (hormonal indicator of fertility).

Subject must have proven psychological resilience to trauma.

The words blurred. I thought about Dr. Albrecht’s exams. The obsession with the uterus. The constant checking of cycles.

It wasn't just about pleasure. It wasn't just about making old men feel young.

It was about legacy. Immortality. They didn't just want to fuck us; they wanted to plant their flags in us. They wanted to use our bodies to grow the next generation of masters.

I looked at the criteria again.

Prime age.

Rapid lubrication.

Resilience.

Me.

And Jessica.

We weren't just staff. We were Grant's prototype broodmares. We were being broken in not just to serve thee ancient billionaires, but to carry their progeny for them.

I looked at my own stomach, flat and toned under the white fabric. I imagined it swelling. I imagined lying in one of those beds in the East Wing, hooked up to machines, gestating an old man’s child.

I needed to tell someone. I needed to see a face that understood.

I thought of Jessica. The way she had looked at me on the bed. The way she had tasted.

She was the only other person on this island who knew what it felt like to be hollowed out. She was the only one who might understand what it meant to be filled up again.

I couldn't see her like this. I smelled of Crane. I smelled of the clinic. I stank of the future I had just seen on the screen.

I went to the bathroom and stripped. I scrubbed my skin until it tingled, washing away the residue of the day, trying to scrub away the knowledge of the nursery.

I dried off and dressed. Not my uniform. Not lace lingerie. I picked out a simple black bikini and wrapped a sheer sarong around my waist. I grabbed a bottle of white wine from the mini-fridge—something cold, something sharp. Two glasses.

I picked up the comms unit. My finger hovered over the button.

"Jessica," I said, my voice softer than it had ever been on this channel. "Meet me on the beach. For a drink. And... a talk."

I didn't wait for an answer. I knew she would come.

I walked out into the cool evening air, the sand soft under my bare feet. The sky was a bruise of purple and indigo. The ocean was a dark, rhythmic whisper.

I found a spot near the water, away from the facility lights. I sat down, uncorked the wine, and poured two glasses.

And I waited for the only other woman in the world who could understand the shark tank we were swimming in.


Jessica

I was half asleep on my bed when the comms unit on the bedside table chirped.

I froze. My heart hammered. Was it Crane? Did he want seconds?

"Jessica," Carolina’s voice came through. It wasn't the brisk, professional tone of Ms. Brooks. It was lower. Softer. Almost hesitant. "Meet me on the beach. For a drink. And... a talk."

The line went dead.

I stared at the device. A drink? A talk?

Not "report to." Not "prepare for." Meet me.

It was an invitation. From her.

I looked down at my tunic. It felt too clinical. Too much like work. I stripped it off again. I went to the wardrobe. I found a simple white sundress, light and airy. I put it on. No underwear.

I walked out of my room, bypassing the main corridors, taking the service path to the beach. The air was cooling, the humid heat of the day giving way to a gentle breeze.

I saw her sitting on the sand, a dark silhouette against the dying light. She was wearing a bikini and a sarong, her blonde hair loose around her shoulders. She looked... normal. Like a woman on vacation.

But as I got closer, I saw the bottle of wine. The two glasses. And the way she was staring at the horizon, as if looking for a storm.

I stopped a few feet away.

"Ms. Brooks?" I whispered.

She turned. Her eyes were dark pools in the twilight.

"Carolina," she corrected. She held out a glass of wine. "Sit. Please."

I took the glass. I sat down on the sand beside her, close enough to smell her—clean soap and the sea.

"To survival," she said, raising her glass.

I clinked mine against hers. The sound was small and brave in the vast silence.

"To survival," I echoed.

We drank. The wine was cold and crisp.

"You did well today," she said, staring at the water. "Better than I expected."

"Thank you," I said. "I... I just followed your lead."

"No," she shook her head. "You found your own way. With Crane. When you told him you were his whore... that was you. That was instinct."

I flushed, looking down at the sand. "It felt... necessary."

"It felt good," she corrected softly. "Didn't it?"

I looked at her. I couldn't lie to her. Not here. Not now.

"Yes," I whispered. "It felt like... letting go."

She nodded. She turned to face me fully.

"Jessica," she said, her voice serious. "Do you know why we're here? Really?"

"To serve the clients," I said. "To help them... recover."

"That's Phase One," she said. She gestured to the dark expanse of the island behind us. "Phase One is small. Intimate. You, me, maybe a few others. Boutique service for the elite."

She took a long drink, her eyes hard.

"But Phase One is just the beta test. Whitmore's vision is... industrial. He's building a new wing. Dormitories. Processing centers. Imagine a dozen girls, Jessica. Two dozen. Fresh from intake, lined up in rows, waiting for assignments. A factory of pleasure. Shifts. Rotations. Efficiency."

I tried to picture it. The quiet luxury of my suite replaced by a barracks of girls. My unique value diluted in a sea of flesh.

"And once the clients are restored," she continued, dropping her voice to a whisper that was carried away by the wind, "once they have their vitality back... what do you think they want next? Sex gets boring. Power gets boring. The only thing men like that crave is legacy."

She turned to me, her eyes locking onto mine.

"Phase Two is going to be about a shift to production. They're building a nursery, Jessica. Incubators. Genetic screening labs."

She leaned in, trembling with suppressed rage and fear. "They want heirs. They want to use their new, chemically-enhanced virility to breed. And they need women to make that work. Young, healthy, proven women. Women just like us."

She reached out and touched my stomach, her hand warm through the thin fabric of my dress.

"Prime age," she recited, as if reading from a file. "Rapid lubrication response. Psychological resilience. That's us. We're being groomed to be their broodmares."

The word hit me like a physical blow. Broodmare.

I stared at her, my mind reeling. My first instinct was horror. To be used as an incubator? To carry a baby billionaire? To be swollen and heavy, trapped in a medical bed, and fucking milked?

But then, a treacherous thought snaked through the panic.

Wasn't that the ultimate surrender? To give not just my body, but my biology? To be filled so completely that it created life? To be the mother of a titan's child?

The lawyer in me screamed in revulsion. But the creature I had become... the creature that had ridden Crane and thanked him for it... she felt a strange, terrifying pull. A dark, biological destiny.

"I..." My voice failed. I didn't know what to say. I didn't know what I felt. Fear? Yes. But also... awe?

Carolina saw the conflict in my eyes. She saw the hesitation.

"I know," she whispered. "Seductive, isn't it?"

She withdrew her hand from my stomach and cupped my cheek.

"But tonight," she said fiercely, "we aren't their breeders. We aren't their mothers or whores."

She leaned closer, until her breath mingled with mine. "Tonight, we're just us. Two women who survived. And I don't want to think about tomorrow, Phase Two, or anything. I don't want to think about nurseries or billionaire clients."

Her thumb brushed my lower lip.

"I just want to taste something that isn't them. I want to feel something that belongs to me. Can you give me that, Jessica?"

The question hung between us. A plea. An offer.

I looked at her. At the fear and the hunger in her eyes. And I knew the answer.

"Yes," I whispered. "Yes, please."

She leaned in. And I met her halfway.


Carolina

I leaned in. And she met me halfway.

Her lips were soft. So impossibly soft after Crane’s rough, demanding face-fucking. She tasted of wine and salt and hesitation.

I deepened the kiss, my hand sliding into her hair, gripping the back of her head. Not to control her, but to hold her close, to anchor her to me. She made a small sound in her throat, a whimper of surrender that I felt against my own tongue.

I pulled back slightly, just enough to look at her. Her eyes were closed, her lashes dark against her flushed skin. She was beautiful.

"Lie down," I whispered.

She lay back on the sand and I moved over her, straddling her hips, my sarong falling open. I looked down at her. At the trust in her face.

I wanted to worship her. I wanted to erase every mark Crane had left on her, every memory of Green Acres, every lingering shadow of the three old men. I wanted to claim her, not for Whitmore, not for the Nursery, but for myself.

I leaned down and kissed her neck, my tongue tracing the pulse that hammered there. She arched into me, her hands coming up to grip my shoulders.

"Carolina," she breathed.

"I'm here," I murmured against her skin. "I've got you."

My hands found the straps of her dress. I pulled them down, baring her breasts to the moonlight. They were pale, heavy, the nipples dark peaks. I lowered my head and took one into my mouth.

She gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair. I suckled her, slow and deep, using my tongue to tease, to soothe. I felt her heart racing beneath my cheek.

I moved down her body, kissing the soft skin of her stomach, the curve of her hip. I hooked my fingers into the hem of her dress and pulled it up, bunching the fabric around her waist.

She was naked beneath it. Open. Waiting for me.

I knelt between her legs. The scent of her—arousal, ocean, woman—filled my senses. It was a stronger drug than anything Whitmore could synthesize.

I looked up at her. She was watching me, her eyes wide and dark.

"Open for me," I whispered.

She spread her legs wider. A silent invitation.

I lowered my head.

The first touch of my tongue against her clit was a shock of pure electricity. She cried out, her hips bucking off the sand.

I held her down with my hands on her thighs. I licked her, a long, slow stroke from bottom to top. I tasted her sweetness, her heat.

I forgot about the Island. I forgot about the clients. I forgot about our dark future.

There was only this. The rhythm of my tongue against her flesh. The sound of her breath catching. The taste of her pleasure.

I swirled my tongue around her clit, teasing, tormenting. I slipped two fingers inside her, feeling her heat clamp around me. She was so wet. So ready.

"Yes," she moaned, her head thrashing from side to side. "Oh god, yes."

I increased the pressure, the speed. I wanted to make her come. I wanted to watch her shatter, not from pain or degradation, but from this. From us.

Her breath came in short, sharp gasps. Her inner muscles fluttered against my fingers.

"Carolina," she begged. "Please."

I didn't stop. I sucked harder, my tongue vibrating against her.

She screamed. A long, ragged cry that was lost to the sound of the waves. Her body convulsed, her back arching, her thighs trembling violently against my cheeks.

I drank her in. I swallowed her cries, her taste, her release.

When she finally went limp, I didn't pull away. I lay my cheek against her thigh, breathing in the scent of her.

I felt her hand on my head, stroking my hair. A gentle, loving touch.

I looked up. She was smiling. A real smile. Tired, but radiant.

I crawled up her body and kissed her again. Deeply. Tenderly.

"My turn," I whispered against her lips.

And for the first time in a long time, I wasn't afraid to ask for what I wanted.


Jessica

"My turn," she whispered against my lips.

The words were a gift. A permission slip.

I was still floating in the aftermath of my own orgasm, my body humming with a pleasure so pure it felt like light. But Carolina’s request pulled me back to earth. She needed me. The woman who ran this island, who held my fate in her hands, was asking me to touch her.

I sat up, my dress falling from my shoulders. I reached out and touched her face, my fingers tracing the line of her jaw. She leaned into my touch, her eyes closing.

"Tell me what you want," I murmured.

"Everything," she breathed. "Make me forget."

I kissed her. Softly at first, then deeper, tasting my own release on her lips. I pushed her gently back onto the sand. She lay there, her blonde hair fanned out like a halo, her bikini top stark against her pale skin.

I straddled her hips, looking down at her. She was exquisite.

I reached behind her back and unclasped her bikini top. I tossed it aside. Her breasts were firm and high. I lowered my head and kissed the valley between them. I circled her nipple with my tongue, listening to her breath hitch.

I worshipped her. I kissed every inch of skin I could reach—her ribs, her stomach, the soft skin of her inner arm. I wanted to map her. To memorize her.

I untied her sarong and pulled it away. I hooked my fingers into the sides of her bikini bottoms and slowly, deliberately, peeled them off.

She was naked. Beautiful. Mine.

I moved down her body. I kissed the curve of her hip bone. I kissed the inside of her thigh.

When I reached her center, I paused. I looked up at her. Her head was thrown back, her neck exposed, her hands gripping the sand.

I lowered my head.

Her taste was different than my own. Sweeter. Sharper. I licked her slowly, savoring it. I used the flat of my tongue to stroke her length. I found her clit and circled it, teasing, mimicking the rhythm she had used on me.

She gasped, her hips rising to meet my mouth. "Jessica..."

I didn't stop. I dove deeper. I used my tongue to open her. I licked and I sucked, varying the pressure, listening to her body's response.

I slipped my fingers inside her. She was tight, hot, wet. I pumped my fingers slowly, matching the rhythm of my tongue.

She began to writhe beneath me. Her hands found my hair, gripping tight.

"Harder," she gasped. "Don't stop."

I obeyed. I increased the speed, the pressure. I focused everything I had on her pleasure. I poured all my gratitude, all my fear, all my love into the act.

She cried out, a sharp, high sound. Her body went rigid. She came hard, her muscles clamping down on my fingers, her hips grinding against my face.

I held her through it, drinking her in, feeling her release wash over me. Her shudders subsided into soft tremors, her breath hitching against the night air.

But I wasn't done. The gratitude in my chest was a physical pressure, a need to give more, to touch every part of her.

I took her by the hip, my grip firm but gentle. "Turn over," I whispered.

She looked at me, dazed, but she obeyed. She rolled onto her stomach, burying her face in her arms. Her back was a long, pale curve in the moonlight. Her ass was round, soft, perfect.

I knelt between her legs again. I ran my hands up her calves, over the backs of her thighs, kneading the muscles. She sighed into the sand.

I leaned down and kissed the dimples at the base of her spine. I kissed the curve of her buttocks. I parted her cheeks gently.

I wanted to taste every secret place. I wanted to claim every inch of her.

I lowered my head again. I licked the crease between her legs, tasting the residual slickness of her climax. I pressed my tongue against her rim, swirling, exploring.

She gasped into her arm, her hips lifting slightly. "Jessica?"

"Shh," I murmured against her skin. "Just feel."

Instinctively, I traced the tight pucker of her ass, relaxing her, worshipping her. Slowly. Deliberately. An act of supreme intimacy, of total service.

She moaned, a low, dirty sound. Her hips began to grind against the sand.

I slid a finger inside her, finding her wetness again, while my tongue worked its way into her ass. She was tight, warm, yielding. The dual stimulation made her shudder violently beneath me.

"Oh god," she whimpered into the sand. "Jessica..."

She was close again. I could feel the tension radiating off her skin, the way her muscles clenched around my finger.

I didn't stop. I pressed deeper with my tongue, swirling, tasting her essence. I pumped my finger, finding a rhythm that matched her desperate, shallow breathing.

Her hips began to buck, grinding against my mouth. She reached back blindly, her hand finding my hair, gripping it, pulling me closer.

"Yes," she gasped. "Right there. Don't stop."

I increased the pressure. I focused everything on her pleasure. I wanted to wreck her. I wanted to make her forget everything but this moment, this touch, me.

She screamed, a muffled sound against her arm. Her body bowed, her back arching. Her inner muscles clamped down on my finger, pulsing, milking.

I stayed with her, licking, sucking, riding out the waves of her second climax. I drank her in. I absorbed her release.

When she finally collapsed, her body limp and heavy, I stayed there for a moment, my cheek resting against her ass, breathing in the scent of her.

I was exhausted. Sated. Whole.

I crawled up her body and lay down beside her, pulling her into my arms. Her skin was cool in the night air.

She buried her face in my neck. I could feel her eyelashes fluttering against my skin.

"Thank you," she whispered, her voice thick with emotion.

"No," I said, holding her tighter. "Thank you for trusting me."

We lay there as the stars came out, two broken things fitting perfectly together. The ocean whispered its secrets to the shore.
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