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Chapter 1: Disconnect

Mariel pulled her gaze from the laptop screen, blinking against the sudden awareness of how dry her eyes had become. The cursor blinked mockingly at the half-finished sentence she’d been wrestling with. Her fingers ached from typing.
How long have I been fucking this up? The thought drifted through her mind as she registered the soft sound of water running in the kitchen, followed by Ione’s familiar footsteps.
She pushed a strand of black hair behind her ear, the violet undertones catching the lamplight, and glanced toward the doorway. Ione appeared there moments later, one shoulder against the frame, a glass of water in her hand. Her tank top clung to her torso, still slightly damp with sweat from her workout, and her dark auburn hair fell messily across her forehead. “Still at it?”
Mariel offered a tired smile. “Almost done. Just need to wrap up this section on cognitive dissonance.”
Ione crossed the small space between them, her boots making soft sounds against the floor. She set her glass down on the desk beside Mariel’s scattered notes and reference books, then leaned down to press a gentle kiss to the top of her girlfriend’s head. The scent of Ione’s skin, faintly salty from exercise and warmed by the evening air, was a necessary comfort.
“Come to bed,” Ione murmured against her hair, her hand settling on Mariel’s shoulder. “That paper will still be there in the morning.”
She’s right, Mariel thought, her body suddenly aware of how tense her shoulders had become, how the velvet choker around her throat felt too tight after hours of hunching over her work.
* * *
In the bedroom, Mariel sat on the edge of their mattress and bent to unlace her boots, the leather stiff against her fingers. One thudded to the floor, then the other. The skirt’s zipper hissed as she eased it over her hips, the fabric dragging slightly on her “dangerous curves.” She rolled the fishnets down slowly, careful not to snag the delicate threads, letting them pool at her ankles before stepping free. The choker stayed, its velvet band a small anchor against her throat, and the rings remained on every finger. She slipped into a black camisole.
Ione moved in the corner of her vision, economical as always. Belt unbuckled with a soft clink, jeans pushed down and folded over the back of a chair. She peeled off her tank only to replace it with an identical clean version. The lines of her shoulder blades caught the streetlight seeping through the curtains, muscle definition as impressive as always.
They settled under the sheet. Ione’s palm found the dip of Mariel’s hip, stroking gently. A kiss pressed to the slope of her shoulder, warm, unhurried. Mariel’s pulse fluttered. She turned into the touch, parting her lips against Ione’s. The kiss deepened, tongues meeting in slow repetition, and Ione’s hand traveled lower, reassuring, coaxing, loving.
Let it happen, just be normal… Mariel tried to meet the rhythm, rolling her hips slightly, searching for the spark that had eluded her for months. For a heartbeat, the heat gathered, a sweet tightening low in her belly… then slipped away, dispersing like smoke. Her muscles tensed involuntarily, the familiar wall rose, smooth and immovable.
Ione rested her brow to Mariel’s temple, breath warm. “All right, love?” she whispered. Fingers threaded through Mariel’s black and violet hair. Ione’s touch intended only patience, yet Mariel felt the empty space where desire should have been.
Shame pooled behind her sternum, thick and cold. “I’m… tired,” she managed, the words half-muffled. She turned away from Ione, drawing the sheet high, curling her knees up. Ione fitted herself along her back, palm settling lightly over Mariel’s waist, a touch that always said “I’m here.”
Somewhere outside, tires squealed. Boys. Idiots. Mariel stared at the faint glow beneath the curtain hem, heartbeat loud in her ears, afraid that if she shifted even an inch, Ione would feel the embarrassment radiating from her skin. Ione’s breathing steadied, but her thumb occasionally brushed the fabric of the camisole, a quiet reassurance that maintained the status quo, but resolved nothing.
* * *
The next morning, Mariel stood before the mirror, fingers deftly fastening the buttons of a black lace blouse. The high-waisted skirt cinched snugly around her hips, accentuating the curves she hated and loved in equal measure. Fishnets stretched taut over her thighs as she pulled them up, the geometric weave leaving tiny indents on her skin. She slid each foot into her boots, lacing them methodically to the knee, the leather creaking softly with each tug. Her daily carry satchel swung onto her shoulder, its weight familiar, occult pins clattering like wind chimes as she headed toward the kitchen.
She found Ione sitting at the table, one ankle resting on the opposite knee, scrolling through her phone. She glanced up as Mariel entered, lips curling into that half-smile that always made Mariel worried.
“Coffee, love?” Ione held out the mug.
Mariel took it, fingers brushing Ione’s. Dark roast, bitter, just how she liked it. She leaned in, pressing a kiss to Ione’s cheek, lingering just a beat too long, inhaling the scent of her second-favorite soap. Say something. But the words tangled in her throat. 
The morning unfolded like clockwork. The scrape of chair legs, the click of cabinet doors, quiet affirmations, routine enough to be comforting, painful in its normality.
Outside, the air was damp, clinging to her skin as she strode toward campus. Her boots struck the pavement sharply, more stomping than stepping. Everything’s fine. I’ll get past it.
The thought coiled around her ribs, tightening with every breath. Ione’s patience, her knowing touches, the way she never pushed—she shouldn’t have to. Mariel exhaled sharply.




Chapter 2: Temptation

The professor droned on about neurotransmitter modulation, but Mariel’s gaze drifted back to a stack of flyers that weren’t on the table last week. A few had spilled from the neat stack,. Clinical trial.
One of her chipped thumbnails caught the edge of the flyer when she reached for it. The paper felt flimsy, cheap, but the text was crisp. Participants needed for study on female sexual response: women aged 22–35, no hormonal birth control.
A dry swallow stuck in her throat.
Someone coughed behind her. The professor flipped to another slide. Mariel folded the flyer in half, then quarters. Idiot. You’re not actually considering this.
But her fingers brushed the edge of the paper again.
The lecture hall’s clock ticked. The students around her sighed and shifted. And Mariel sat very still, staring at her notes without seeing them.
* * *
The flyer crumpled slightly under Mariel’s restless fingers as she reread the details for the third time. Across the kitchen, Ione stirred curry sauce in a cast iron pan. The scent tickled Mariel’s nose, but her appetite had evaporated. Clinical setting. Professional oversight. A real solution instead of pretending the problem doesn’t exist.
Ione’s watch glinted as she rotated the ladle with a practiced flick of her wrist. She glanced over her shoulder, one eyebrow lifting at the way Mariel hunched over the table. “Everything alright?”
Mariel smoothed the flyer against the wood. “Fine. Just… coursework.”
Ione wiped her hands on the dish towel and crossed over. She leaned over Mariel’s shoulder, warmth radiating from her body. Spices and heat clung to her.
Mariel exhaled silently, bracing. Waiting for the question.
But Ione only pressed a kiss to the top of her head, then turned back to the stove. “Dinner’s nearly ready.” 
The flyer stuck to Mariel’s damp palm when she lifted it again. She didn’t even ask.




Chapter 3: Bloodwork

Mariel pushed open the glass door of the clinic. Fluorescent tubes buzzed overhead. She tugged the hem of her gray cardigan, wishing the wool were thicker, armor-plated. Plain skirt, plain shirt, no choker. Blend in.
At reception she gave her name with a calm voice despite butterflies hatching within. The attendant pointed her to a small consultation room. Inside, the air smelled faintly of antiseptic and printer ink. She chose the chair furthest from the door, spine straight, hands clasped so she could fidget with her (merely three today) rings.
Minutes stretched, until the handle turned and a man entered, closing the door with a soft snick. Slate-gray scrubs, white coat, a pen clipped like a scalpel at his chest. His ID badge swung and proclaimed him to be Callum Rourke, Nurse Practitioner.
“Ms. Duvall?” His voice carried the weight of someone who seldom needed to repeat himself. He offered his hand, the palm warm, dry, faintly calloused. “Thank you for coming in.”
Her own hand felt small inside his grip. She reclaimed it quickly, smoothing her skirt as he sat opposite. Let’s get this over with.
He opened a manila folder. “I’ll run through the protocol first,” he said, gaze flicking up to pin her eyes for a moment. “Any questions, stop me,” he added with a nod and a smile.
I’m gay, dude. So gay. Don’t even bother.
He spoke of blood draws, nightly logs, safety check-ins. She nodded whenever he paused, though her attention wandered to thoughts of Ione, smiling and satisfied as they drifted off to sleep after—concentrate!
She folded the cardigan tighter, fingertips brushing the top button at her throat. He noted the motion without comment, only slid a consent form across the desk and offered a pen.
She signed. He retrieved a sealed blister pack, popped one capsule into a tiny paper cup, and set it between them like a dare. White oblong, innocent size. Her pulse hammered against her collar.
“Take with water,” he instructed, pouring from a pitcher. “We’ll monitor you for the next hour, but I wouldn’t expect any noticeable changes for at least a week.”
She lifted the cup. For Ione. She placed the pill on her tongue, swallowed cool water, felt it glide down, carrying future unknowns. A shiver travelled the length of her spine, invisible to him but undeniable to her, like a secret already escaping.
Callum noted the time in her file, pen moving with measured strokes. “Comfortable?” he asked, voice low.
She pressed her thighs together beneath the plain skirt and nodded once. “Yes.”
* * *
The steering wheel was catching sweat from her palms as Mariel turned onto the highway. An insistent pulse had settled between her thighs. Is this already working? The capsule had barely been in her system two hours, yet her body hummed like a power line in a thunderstorm.
Her phone seemed to call to her from the dashboard. She tapped it awake.
What if she thinks it’s weird?
But the thought of Ione’s rough hands mapping her waist, her low laugh when surprised, the way her belt buckle… she typed quickly:
Halfway home. Been thinking about your mouth since I left this morning.

Sending it felt like stepping off a ledge. The reply came before the next traffic light:
Yeah?

Ione’s voice in her head made her clench the wheel. The ache deepened, heat coiling lower. She typed again:
Wondering how it’d feel between my legs right now.

The image flickered behind her eyelids: Ione kneeling on their scratchy living room rug, fingers shimmying her panties down, gaze locked upward. Mariel exhaled sharply, thighs pressing together. The car drifted slightly. She corrected the aim quickly.
The exit ramp blurred for half a second. Was the world sharper, were colors brighter? Her own pulse drummed in her wrists, her throat, the soft crease where her skirt met stocking. She thumbed out one last promise, pulse in her fingertips:
I can’t wait.

* * *
Mariel kicked the door shut behind her. Ione stood near the couch, flannel already shrugged off one shoulder, belt halfway undone.
She’s already waiting for me. 
Mariel dropped her bag and fumbled with the top button of her high-necked blouse. The stiff fabric resisted, strangling her throat. Get offa me! She gave up halfway, grabbed the hem, and yanked up and out. One button pinged against the wall. Cool air rushed over her exposed stomach. Ione’s eyes darkened.
“That desperate?” Ione smiled.
“Shut up.”
She dragged Ione down to the couch, straddling her lap almost before Ione could finish sitting. The denim of Ione’s jeans scraped against Mariel’s inner thighs, the friction delicious. Mariel rocked forward once, just enough to feel the pressure she needed, but Ione caught her waist, holding her still.
“Not so fast.”
Ione’s hands slid under Mariel’s skirt, calluses catching on the soft skin of her thighs, pushing fabric up in slow increments. The anticipation made Mariel squirm. Please. Just touch me where I need it!
But Ione was savoring the experience. She traced the lace edge of Mariel’s underwear with a fingertip maddeningly slowly, then hooked the waistband and dragged down, just enough to expose her sex.
Mariel shivered.
“My sweet, desperate lover,” Ione murmured.
The first press of fingers was almost casual, testing, sliding through wetness that surprised Mariel. It shouldn’t be this much yet. The drug pulled everything closer to the surface, her body answering before her mind could catch up. She groaned, hips twitching forward, but Ione gripped her tighter.
“You don’t get to rush.”
Mariel clenched her teeth and whined inwardly. I want it now! But Ione’s fingers moved slowly, circling without dipping in, her thumb grazing lightly over her clit again, again… enough to make her thighs tremble but not enough to satisfy.
Then Ione bent forward and pressed an open-mouthed kiss to her neck, followed by, “Lie back.”
Ione pushed her shoulders down against the couch cushions. She sprawled half-dressed, skirt shoved up, blouse gaping. Ione crouched between her legs, gaze flicking up once to check for enthusiastic consent before ducking down. Mariel nodded frantically.
The first lick made Mariel gasp. It always did.
Ione’s tongue moved with firm, broad strokes followed by teasing flicks, and Mariel arched, heels digging into the couch. More! But Ione kept the pace slow, alternating between deep, slow licks and light circles over her clit.
Her body pulsed, but the edge remained just out of reach, a tangle of frustration and need tightening in her stomach. She twisted her fingers in Ione’s hair, trying to guide her harder, faster, but Ione pulled back with a wet sound of protest. 
“Let me do it.”
Mariel bit back a whine. She didn’t realize her hand was fisting the couch fabric until the threads strained under her nails.
Ione added fingers, and Mariel groaned. The drag was perfect, the angle just right, so why can’t I—? 
It wasn’t happening. 
She swallowed, pulse drumming in frustration. Ione rocked against her, relentless, but Mariel’s breath only came in short, unfulfilled bursts. Her hips moved to meet every thrust, but the ache in her core never crested. 
Something’s still wrong.
Panic flickered brief and sharp, but before it could bloom, Mariel slid her hands down, cupped Ione’s face, and pulled her up into a bruising kiss. She licked the taste of herself from Ione’s mouth, then pushed. 
“Your turn,” she murmured against Ione’s lips.
Ione blinked at her, confused by the shift, but Mariel didn’t let her protest. She kissed her again, deep and needy, then dropped to her knees on the floor between Ione’s legs, hands tugging at her jeans.
If she couldn’t come, she’d make sure Ione did. A lot.
* * *
3:07 AM. Mariel slipped from Ione’s arms, the sheets damp. The apartment hummed. Pathetic. Can’t even sleep.
Barefoot, she crossed the apartment to her discarded satchel. She pulled out the clinical paperwork, scanning phrases like “arousal incongruence” and “physiological feedback” without taking them in.
Her thighs pressed together instinctively. She’d signed up hoping for easier orgasms, for the kind of effortless pleasure she read about in Ione’s dog-eared romance paperbacks. Not this gnawing, unsatisfied hunger.
And she was still sticky wet.
Fuck it.
Mariel let the papers fall to the coffee table and slid a hand under the waistband of her underwear. Her fingers circled her clit with practiced motions, the pressure just shy of enough.
Think about Ione. Her mouth, her hands, the way she—
Nothing. Just the same flat line of frustrating sensation. Mariel gritted her teeth, fingers moving faster.
Then, unbidden, an image flashed behind her eyelids. The guy from the clinic. His hands pinning her wrists to the exam table, his cock dragging through her wetness before nudging against her clit. The jolt of shame was instant—what the fuck ?—but her hips jerked up, chasing the phantom pressure.
Her fingers seemed to move without permission, slick with her own arousal, three digits pressing deep inside herself with a wet, obscene sound. The stretch burned just enough to make her whimper, her thumb working her clit in rough, desperate circles that sent sparks up her spine. And she kept picturing that dude who handed her the pill. Stop, this is fucked up. But her traitorous body wasn’t listening, hips rocking down onto her hand, chasing the shameful pleasure coiling tighter in her gut. 
The scent of her need hung thick in the air. Every ragged breath she held tight fed the fire, her pulse thundering in her ears, drowning out the voice of reason screaming in the back of her skull. I hate men… dicks are gross… but the thought fractured as her fingers crooked just right, a choked moan escaping her lips. 
Her thighs trembled, her body betraying her with every slick thrust. She wanted to pull away, to scrub the image of the nurse’s smirk from her mind, but her fingers only moved faster, deeper, as if possessed. God, what’s happening to me? The answer didn’t matter, not when her body was already surrendering to the drug’s cruel, relentless demand.
In her mind, the man’s grip tightened on her wrists, his knee nudging her thighs wider as he leaned over her on the exam table. “Tell me you want it,” his voice rough, amused, knowing. The paper crinkled beneath her bare skin.
This is sick. I don’t… I wouldn’t… but her fingers worked faster, pressing hard against her clit with every thrust. That man’s imagined mouth trailed down her throat, teeth scraping the tender skin where Ione usually kissed her softly.
His imagined hand fisted in her hair, yanking her head back. “You’re such a desperate little slut, aren’t you?” She could almost feel his breath against her ear, deep and uneven, the way his cock would feel pushing inside her—stretching her wider than her fingers ever could. The degrading whisper shredded the last of her resistance: “Bet you’d let me fuck you raw right here. Bet you’d beg for it.” 
Her body was at war with her mind, hips stuttering, toes curling against the armrest as she fucked herself to the rhythm of a stranger’s imagined thrusts. What was his name? Every slick slide of her fingers mimicked the brutal, possessive pace he would take—should take—until her skin quivered and her throat burned with half-sobbed moans. The pleasure wasn’t just all-encompassing; it was filthy, wrong, wrapping around her like a chokehold. Like he would choke—
A sound tore from her throat. She slapped her free hand over her mouth, biting into the meat of her forearm to silence herself as her back arched off the couch. Pleasure detonated in her core, radiating outward in violent waves, her thighs shaking too hard to clamp together. Every muscle locked, her vision bleaching at the edges as her cunt clenched, slickness dripping down her knuckles.
Too much! But it didn’t stop, cresting higher, the tension snapping and re-forming and snapping again, like her skin cells were being rewritten all at once, her whole body a live wire. Black spots danced in front of her eyes.
When it finally ebbed, she collapsed against the cushions, lungs burning. Spit-slick fingers trembled against her abused clit, oversensitive but still twitching with aftershocks. The paperwork lay scattered on the floor where she’d kicked it, the pharmaceutical company logo grinning up at her. It was the last thing she saw before sleep claimed her.
* * *
The cushion dug into Mariel’s cheek as she blinked awake, Ione’s hand still resting on her shoulder from where she’d shaken her.
Oh god. The couch. The mess.
Mariel jolted upright, thighs clamping together instinctively. The camisole had ridden up, the fabric of her panties clinging uncomfortably halfway down her legs—
“Morning.” Ione’s voice was low, measured. Her fingers tapped the edge of the clinic paperwork. “You wanna explain this?”
Mariel’s throat tightened. No. No, not really. Her skin itched with the ghost of last night’s sweat, the dried stickiness between her thighs somehow worse now under Ione’s quiet scrutiny. She yanked the hem of her camisole down, fingers fumbling.
“Can we… not right now?” She cleared her throat, avoiding Ione’s eyes. “I need a shower. And then we should… we should talk at Marco’s.”
Ione didn’t move. Mariel focused on a loose thread in the couch seam, her pulse hammering in her ears. More paperwork crackled as Ione nudged it aside with her boot.
“Fine,” Ione said at last.
Mariel nodded, already edging toward the hallway. The weight of Ione’s gaze followed her all the way to the bathroom.
* * *
Marco’s Caffeine Haven buzzed around them, the shouts of frat boys playing darts almost drowning out the hiss of the espresso machine. Mariel curled her fingers around her mug too tightly.
“I thought it would help,” she said. “With the disconnect. If my body matched what my head wanted, maybe… maybe we’d stop feeling like we’re out of sync.”
Ione stirred her black coffee. No sugar. No cream. Just like always. The spoon clinked softly. “It’s your call,” she said. “Just… don’t like the idea of you being someone’s lab rat.” A muscle flexed in her jaw. “You feel alright though? No side effects?”
Mariel bit the inside of her cheek. “It’s only been a day.” The lie came too smoothly. “The trial literature says things level out after a couple weeks. I’ll reassess then. See if it’s… worth it.”
Ione nodded slowly. Her thumb traced the rim of her cup. “Okay,” she said. Just that. Okay. 
The silence stretched, thick with things Mariel couldn’t say. Across the room, someone crowed in victory, the sound bouncing off the exposed brick walls.
Oh, he’s cute OH MY GOD STOP!




Chapter 4: Shifting

She caught herself adjusting her choker in the reflection of a storefront window three separate times on the way to campus. What the fuck is wrong with me today? The choker itched. The lace at her throat scratched. The fishnets felt tighter than usual, the seams pressing into her thighs like a persistent suggestion.
By the time she reached the philosophy building, her skin prickled. Her back teeth clenched without realizing it, jaw aching. She rolled her shoulders, forced herself to breathe. It’s just the study. Chemical side effects. Temporary.
In the lecture hall, her pencil tapped an uneven rhythm against her notebook. The professor spoke smoothly about existential phenomenology, but her attention snagged on the veins in his forearms where he rolled up his sleeves, the way his Adam’s apple bobbed when he spoke too loudly. No. Absolutely not. She pressed the heels of her hands against her eyelids until colors burst behind them.
The moment class ended, she practically bolted like 8th grade on the last day of school. She bumped into the TA, and while mumbling an apology, she imagined nibbling the tendon where his neck met his shoulder.
She exhaled sharply through her nose, dropped her satchel on a bench, fumbled for her lipstick, having smudged it from 90 minutes of licking and biting her lower lip. Maybe I should’ve told Ione the side effects.
Was that still an option?
Her phone buzzed. A text from the trial coordinator: Appointment tomorrow, 10 AM. She thumbed the screen off, stomach swooping. Her reflection stared back from the dark glass: pale, mouth parted just slightly. Be brave. Just two more weeks.
* * *
The clinic’s antiseptic sting slightly burned her nose as she sat on the exam table, thighs pressed together defensively. The nurse—Callum! That’s his name—entered matter-of-factly, oblivious to her mental battle.
His fingers adjusted the blood pressure cuff, tightening it just enough to pinch. Look at those hands—why am I watching his hands? She could see the fine dusting of dark hair along his knuckles, the way his thumb pressed into the crease of her elbow.
She forgot how to breathe.
He glanced at the monitor, expression neutral. “Elevated,” he murmured, jotting a note. “Not out of the safe range, though.” His voice was low and confident. It was like tasting her new favorite ice cream flavor.
He doesn’t know. He can’t. She swallowed, throat dry.
Callum slid a thermometer under her tongue. His fingers brushed her chin. It was barely a touch, should’ve been impersonal. But she felt it down to her toes, a lick of heat curling low in her stomach.
God, no. Not him. Not a man. Her cheeks burned. She stared at the wall past his shoulder, trying to learn about colonoscopies. But her eyes slid down the drawstring of his pants, wondering what would happen if she reached out to—
The thermometer beeped. He checked it, nodded. “Normal enough.” 
Callum glanced up, steel-gray eyes meeting hers. For a heartbeat, she thought he saw the way her body betrayed her. But he simply moved to the sink to wash his hands. 
“Next check-in Friday,” he said, voice steady. 
She nodded, unable to speak.
* * *
The apartment smelled faintly of eucalyptus oil when Mariel came home, skin still tingling. Ione was in the kitchen, slicing a tomato, in her usual athleisure. She looked up. “Hey, brat.” Her tone was gentle; the tiny gap between her teeth showed when she smiled.
“I want you,” Mariel answered too fast.
Ione lifted a brow, set the knife down. “Food first?”
Mariel shook her head. “Bed. Only bed.”
A low laugh rasped in Ione’s throat. She wiped her hands on a towel, crossed the room, leaned in until cumin and sweat filled Mariel’s head. “Then let’s go.” She spoke against Mariel’s ear, breath hot. Mariel shivered.
Ione pulled off her shirt and unbuckled her jeans while striding toward Mariel. Mariel stepped from her clothes, breathing hard, skin prickling like she was a feast for a swarm of mosquitos.
Tell her, she thought, biting back the words. Instead, she dragged Ione down, hands sliding over taut muscle. “Please,” she begged. 
Ione’s fingers traced down her stomach. “Patience,” she whispered, thumb brushing her thigh. 
Mariel spread her legs, gripping Ione’s biceps. Warm lips nipped her throat as a moan escaped her. Then Ione’s hand found her, gliding over wet heat. 
“Better,” Ione murmured, pressing a finger inside. Mariel arched, gasping.
Ione’s fingers slid deeper—one, then two—each twist wrenching a gasp from Mariel. Her thumb circled Mariel’s clit in slow, teasing strokes, coating it with slick heat.
Mariel arched up with a whimper, thighs quivering, nails digging into Ione’s arm. But Ione kept her deliberate pace, relishing Mariel’s surrender. A flush spread across her skin, sweat glistening where Ione’s teeth had marked her earlier.
This is what I want. Just women. Just Ione.
“Mmh… yes…” Mariel gasped, her voice fraying. Each stuttered exhale was punched out of her, raspy and desperate, as pleasure coiled tighter in her gut. “Like—like that.” The words broke, dissolving into a shudder as Ione crooked those strong fingers just so.
Almost, almost… Keep thinking of her. Only her.
Then her imagination betrayed her in the cruelest way. She saw Callum’s squared shoulders as he rolled his sleeves… the rasp of his voice pronouncing “elevated”… his smile when declaring her “normal enough”… the zip of a man’s zipper lowering…
The split-second fantasy rammed home and her cunt clenched. Ione felt it, made a pleased noise, pushed deeper, adding a third finger, palm rocking. Mariel’s sounds turned reckless: “Ah… ah… oh f—” Shivers clawed down her spine. She pictured Callum’s calm grey eyes boring into her as a thick cock split her open, flooding her with something thick and warm.
“Yesss,” she hissed, voice cracking, hips jerking. The image refused mercy: broad chest, firm weight trapping her, hand on her throat, voice growling, “Good girl.”
A cry tore out of her, wild and raw. Her thighs snapped shut then flung wide. Ione rode her bucking hips, kissing her neck, grinding her knuckles hard. Ecstasy stabbed through Mariel, brutal, unstoppable, gorgeous. She squealed, higher, abandoned, then groaned in long surrender as spasms shook her.
The release didn’t taper. It slammed into her again, each heartbeat another pulsing sweet blow until she half-sobbed, half-laughed, falling limp, skin slick with sweat.
Ione eased her fingers out, wiping them on both their thighs, cradling her. “Fuck, sweetheart, you almost broke the bed.” Pride and relief mingled in her voice.
Mariel pressed her face to Ione’s collarbone, breathing hard. Shame crawled after the bliss, cold water over embers. I came for cocks, for men, for his cum… not for this woman who loves me. Fresh moisture slicked between her legs, traitorous, ready again if she would let the dirty fantasy restart.
Ione kissed her temple. “Stay still, I’ll get a cloth.”
Mariel caught her wrist, trembling. She tried to speak, failed, swallowed air instead. Ione waited.
A whimper escaped: “I’m sorry.”
“Why?” Ione’s brow knit.
Mariel shook her head, throat closing. She could not confess the film that had played behind her eyes, the words “good girl” that had tipped her over. “It’s… just hold me.”
“Okay,” Ione answered softly, drawing the sheet over them both. She tugged Mariel sideways, spooning her, strong arm banded across her ribs. “I’m here.” She breathed into the nape of Mariel’s neck, steady and trustworthy.
Mariel stared at the wall until her pulse slowed. Somewhere, a neighbor’s shower hissed. She knew, with a certainty she couldn’t voice, that something vital had slipped between her fingers; that her sexuality, once neatly labelled and worn like armor, was tearing into a jagged map.
Here be dragons.




Chapter 5: Resistance

The blouse whispered against her skin as Mariel fastened the cufflinks. She traced the hollow of her throat, then yanked the collar back down after adjusting it higher. 
This is fine.

The velvet skirt settled heavily over her hips. She smoothed it twice before grabbing opaque tights—safer than fishnets today.
Her fingers paused over a lacy garter belt she hadn’t touched in months.
No. Not for them. Those are just for Ione and me.
She slammed the drawer shut harder than intended.
When she turned to grab her satchel, the mirror caught her reflection: the red blouse made her eyes darker, her lips redder despite a lack of lipstick. The open collar framed a delicate neck that made her look… available.
A fist of heat tightened in her chest.
Stop it.
The apartment was quiet. Ione had left early for a session at the gym. Mariel stood in the stillness, the only sound her own unsteady breath.
Keys in hand, she hesitated at the door.
Fight.
An insecure beat.
Then she stepped out, locking the door behind her.
* * *
The lecture hall buzzed with idle chatter and the occasional rattle of backspace keys. Mariel sat in the centre row, boots planted firmly, pen digging into her notebook. The professor paced in front, voice low and gruff, rolling out his lecture on cognitive restructuring.
Look at the text, she commanded herself, write the notes, forget his mouth.
Her hand cramped from pressure. She managed one more line of writing, then the pen slid, scratching a crooked slash.
A student behind her shifted.  
His presence carried a faint trace of leather and coffee.
Her breasts felt tight under the silk, as if the drug knew every movement. For an icy second she thought the ache in her nipples would be visible. She sank, pretending to read the bottom of the slide.
The bell rang, saving her.
One down.
Mariel set her elbows on her favorite library table, training her eyes on a textbook diagram of hormonal pathways. She recited, gonadotropin releasing… gonadotropin…
A figure slid behind her chair and reached for a shelf. The brief scent of cedar cologne floated, then it was gone, like a match struck in the dark.
But the fire bloomed between her thighs.
She slammed her knees together. The book slipped, thudding to the floor. Leaving it would look strange, retrieving it meant bending over, giving him a view…
Hold still, breathe.
She chose the far end of a picnic table for lunch. Across the courtyard a man perched, sub sandwich in hand, knees wide.
The fabric of his camo shorts gathered, outlining a pronounced bulge. The sight pinned her. ST-O-O-O-P-P-P!
She jammed her satchel over her lap, metal pins tapping together. Her breath thinned; collarbone prickled.
The man looked up. Their eyes connected briefly.
Shame streaked through her chest. She jerked the satchel higher, clutching straps until the skin over her knuckles shone with sweat.
Walk away.
Instead the outline of his cock—big cock big hard cock pulsing cum inside—blurred behind her eyelids as heat surged to her core.
When he finally turned his attention to his phone, she stood, wobbled on heavy boots, and fled.
* * *
Callum entered in wrinkled navy scrubs, his badge swaying at his hip. “Room two today,” he said, and Mariel followed, her velvet skirt whispering against her calves. He shut the door, sleeves rolled up, veins prominent as he unfastened the cuff. “Same questions—appetite, sleep, libido.”
Libido. The word thudded. 
He knows. He has to know my panties are damp right now.
She stared at the clipboard page while she attempted to answer his questions professionally, pulse nevertheless battering inside her ribs. The cuff tightened, pressure squeezing her arm like a hand pinning her down, ripping off her—
“Any headaches?” 
“No.” Her voice came out raspy.
“Nausea?” 
She shook her head. He could push me back onto this paper roll, jerk my skirt up, split me open with that cock I bet is thick and heavy and masterful and I’d mewl for him—
Heat pooled, throbbing in time with the cuff’s slow release. 
He leaned closer to write, badge tapping the table. His scent…soap and warm skin. 
I’d come so hard if he called me a good girl while he slammed into me PLEASE STOP fuck I need to see him naked and kneel for him—
A soft beep signaled the end. Callum peeled the cuff away. 
“That’s it. See you next week.” 
She stood so fast the chair rolled back and hit the wall. “Thanks,” she muttered, hugging her satchel to her breasts like armor… armor that had already been breached.
The hallway smelled of antiseptic, yet every breath she took tasted of him.
* * *
Mariel shut the door, bag heavy at her hip. 
Ione smiled by the counter, beer bottle dangling. “Hey.” 
She tugged Mariel close. Their lips met. Mariel froze, mind racing with crude images—Stop. She forced herself to respond. This is who I want!
Ione studied her, thumb brushing Mariel’s cheek. “Long day?” 
“Yeah… totally drained.”
Later they lay in the dark. Ione slid an arm around Mariel’s waist. Fingertips glided under the silky blouse, found the soft skin that felt like home. Mariel’s muscles locked: the touch felt like ice cracking.
Respond, damn it. She forced her thighs to relax, but the heat would not come. Images barged in: Callum bending her over the exam table, a stranger hauling her hips back, the grunt a man would make when he split her open. Her pulse spiked for them, not for the woman beside her.
Ione kissed her shoulder, patient hand stilling its movements. Mariel lay wooden, breath shallow. Shame crawled up her throat.
After a minute that felt like an hour, Ione eased away. Her whisper came, careful, “Sleep well, love,” but the words carried an edge of hurt she could not hide.
* * *
Mariel waited until Ione’s breathing evened out beside her. The sheets rustled as she slipped from the bed, feet silent on the hardwood. The bathroom door clicked shut. Locked. Finally.
She exhaled, trembling, and yanked down her boy shorts, her cunt already swollen and wet. The tile was cold under her knees. This has to be fast. No patience, no sweetness—just the brutal efficiency of being taken. 
Her fingers dug into her thighs, leaving marks. She imagined them as someone else’s hands—broad, rough, pinning her open. A man’s sneering voice in her ear: That’s it, spread for me, you needy little slut. She gasped as her fingers found her clit, circling hard, the way a man would. 
Images flashed of strong fingers gripping the back of her neck, forcing her down, muffling her moans against a burly chest. A cock slapping against her ass, reddening the skin before stuffing her from behind. You’re just a hole, aren’t you? A deep chuckle, the sting of a palm spanking her without preamble. Take it.
Her stomach tightened, thighs shaking. Two fingers plunged inside, fucking fast, and grinding her clit. She bit her lip, stifling a whimper.
Callum’s sharp jawline swam into her imagination, his mocking smirk, the way his eyes narrowed when he was focused. Then others flickered in and out too: the broad-shouldered TA from her seminar who always leaned too close when making a point, the older professor with salt-and-pepper stubble couldn’t help ogling her cleavage, nameless construction workers who catcalled her when she crossed campus in fishnets and a skirt. Each one loomed over her in the dark of her imagination, yanking her hair, spreading her thighs apart, manhandling her like a toy.
“Show me how bad you want it.” A rough thumb pressed against her bottom lip, prying it open. The phantom sensation of a cock, thick and heavy, nudged at her pussy: too big, too much, forcing its way deeper than it should go. She shuddered, her whole body clenching. But then she pictured Callum’s hands… those firm, expert fingers… wrapping around her hips, dragging her back onto him without hesitation. She imagined how easily he could hold her down.
“You can’t help yourself, can you?”
No. She couldn’t. The knot inside her was burning, her thighs shaking with tension. She was stretched so good, her breath catching at the obscenity of her soaking cunt, at how easily her fingers slid in and out. She wasn’t gentle. She didn’t want to be. The sharp bite of pain only sharpened the pleasure, and she moaned, voice breaking, raw and ragged.
“Come for me, whore.”
The pressure crested, crashed through her, thighs clamped around her wrist like a vice. Pleasure burned up her spine, white-hot and all-consuming. She barely remembered to bite down on the inside of her cheek to muffle the broken noise that tore from her throat, her fingers pumping harder, faster, ruining herself just the way she needed. The orgasm hit like a slap to the face: sharp, jolting, ruthless, and she choked back a sob, cunt fluttering, clenching, dripping, owned by the men in her mind.
When it passed, she slumped against the tub, gasping. Sweat plastered the tank top to her skin. Her thighs gleamed. 
Shame pulsed in time with her heartbeat. This ends now. She lifted her shaking hands, ring-studded fingers still glistening. 
But the truth was already there, dark and sticky between her legs. She would swallow another pill tomorrow.
It just feels too good not to.




Chapter 6: Reconnect

The morning sun was merciless. Mariel knelt in the garden bed, fingers digging at stubborn weeds, dirt up to her elbows.
Ione crouched beside her, sweat darkening the back of her tank. For a long while, there was only the sound of rustling foliage and the occasional lonely bird.
Then Ione spoke, voice low. “You’re quieter than usual.”
Mariel swallowed. “Just focusing.”
Ione paused. She tossed a cockle burr into a compost bucket. “Bullshit.” 
Mariel froze. She knows.
Ione exhaled, wiping sweat from her brow with the back of her wrist. “Talk to me,” she implored. “We can’t keep doing this.”
The weed in Mariel’s hand crumpled. Her chest tightened. Lie. Say it’s stress, coursework, lack of sleep— 
But the drug simmered in her veins, hot and insistent, and the words tumbled out before she could stop them. “It’s working.” 
Ione stilled. “Oh, I remember—“
Mariel choked out a sob. “It works. Just… not how I thought.”
Ione shifted onto one knee, facing her fully. “What do you mean?”
Shame burned Mariel’s cheeks. “I can’t—” Her voice cracked. “I can’t stop thinking about men.”
Silence.
“Oh,” Ione whispered.
Tears pricked Mariel’s eyes, blurring the garden into smears of green and brown. “I don’t want to,” she choked out. “But when I… when I touch myself…”
Ione’s hand found hers, squeezing hard. “What do you think about?”
The question ripped through her like a shockwave. Mariel shuddered, cunt pulsing traitorously. Callum’s rough mouth. A stranger’s hard cock. Being held down, fucked open, claimed, knocked up, owned—
She held her breath for a long time.
Ione leaned closer, voice hushed. “Tell me.”
“Big hands grabbing me.” A whimper. “Bigger than mine. Pushing my hips back and forth.” Her cunt clenched again, and the world’s tiniest whimper escaped. “Cocks… thick, stretching me…” She squeezed her eyes shut, humiliation and arousal warring in her gut.
Ione’s thumb traced circles over Mariel’s knuckles. “Yeah?”
Mariel whimpered a little louder.
Then Ione’s lips brushed her ear. “Tell me more.”
Fuck. Heat pooled between Mariel’s legs, slick and undeniable. Her nails dug into Ione’s wrist. “Want… want them to make it fit, even if I…” she gasped. “Make me take it deep. Ohgodohgod…”
Ione’s other hand slid up Mariel’s thigh under her skirt.
Mariel shook. Before she could think, she was scrambling up, hauling Ione with her. “Inside. Now.”
They stumbled through the back door, kicking off boots, Ione’s hands up Mariel’s skirt, palming her ass as they crashed onto the bed.
“Dirty,” Ione murmured, nipping at Mariel’s neck. 
Mariel whined, hips jerking. “I know, I can’t help it…” 
Ione kissed her hard, then pulled back with a chuckle. “Wait.”
“No!” Mariel begged, fingers clawing at Ione’s belt.
But Ione was already sliding off the bed, grabbing a washcloth from the dresser. She dragged it over her hands, wiping away the garden dirt, then tossed it to Mariel. 
Frantic, Mariel cleaned her fingers, barely drying them before flinging the cloth aside and spreading her legs. 
Ione crawled back between Mariel’s thighs, palms sliding the black velvet up to her hips.
“Imagine this,” Ione murmured, voice as rough as Mariel had ever heard it. “Lecture hall empty except for you and that salt-and-pepper professor. He locks the door, strides up the aisle, carries you and dumps you on the table. He forces your thighs apart.”
Mariel squeaked, back arching. Ione’s knuckles brushed the dampness of her panties. “Ngh—”
“He undoes his belt, with one hand, grabbing your tits with the other,” Ione continued, easing the fabric aside, fingers tracing the slick seam, “nice big cock, curved, leaking on your fishnets. You’re worried it won’t fit, but he tells you to stay put.”
“Ohgod…” Mariel’s hips bucked. Wet sounds slipped under Ione’s circling thumb.
Ione stroked two fingers up and down Mariel’s outer labia, spreading her open, watching the shiny inner petals flutter. “Feel him stretch you. He’d breach you slow, inch by thick inch, until your squeal echoes off the chalkboard.”
Mariel whimpered, high and broken. “I… I shouldn’t—”
“Shouldn’t what?” Ione purred, pressing just inside, teasing. “Shouldn’t drip like this?” She pushed deeper, and a soft squelch answered. “Shouldn’t clench around nothing, begging for a dick?”
Mariel’s face burned crimson, but her cunt pulsed greedily. “Please…”
“Please what?” Ione curled her fingers, brushing that spot that made Mariel’s thighs spasm. “Say the word, sweetheart.”
Mariel’s mouth trembled. “C… cock…”
“Mm, good girl.” Ione eased out, slick fingertips skating up to circle her clit again. “Imagine three dudes, all swagger and muscle. They corner you in the library, flip your skirt, tear your fishnets, just to show you who’s in charge.”
Mariel gasped. Her knees jerked wider.
“One holds your wrists above your head, another stuffs your panties in your mouth so your squeals stay muffled. The third—he’s huge—he slides between your legs, head of his dick painting your slit shiny.” Ione tapped Mariel’s clit in time with every filthy detail. “They don’t ask. They take. Tell you you’re just a walking cock-warmer.”
A needy mewl tore from Mariel’s throat; her hips rolled hungrily. “Ione—”
“Shh.” Ione kissed the shell of her ear. “Feel them spit on you? Feel that crown pop inside, stretch you open ’til you sob around your own soaking lace panties?”
Mariel’s whole body quaked. Lust trickled down to the sheet. “Unnhh—”
“And when he bottoms out,” Ione whispered, sliding two fingers fully inside again, wiggling, “he growls, ‘Hold still, slut,’ and you obey him, your pussy milks his cock.”
“I… I’m not—” Mariel panted, voice thin.
“You are,” Ione insisted, adding a third finger, the wet squish obscenely loud. “Such a messy little slut for cock. You’d come the second he called you that, wouldn’t you? In front of all those books, your skirt ruined, your mascara all fucked up…”
Mariel sobbed with a mixture of shame and raw hunger. Her walls clutched Ione’s fingers, then tremors started low in her belly.
Ione was pumping faster now. “Think bigger. Crew team after practice, lockers steamy, testosterone thick. They smell your cunt in the air, circle like wolves. Somebody pushes you onto the bench.”
“Nnngh!” Mariel’s toes curled.
“Captain lines up first, he’s as thick as your wrist.” Ione’s fingers slammed in time with the story, thumb grinding her girlfriend’s rigid clit. “Second guy yanks your hair, shoves his cock between your whore lips, tells you to choke on it like an obedient little fuckdoll…”
Mariel’s cry cracked, raw desperation spilling out. “Pleasepleaseplease—”
“Please what?” Ione slowed cruelly, fingertips barely fluttering inside. “Beg pretty. Let me hear what a slut you are.”
Mariel’s chest heaved, and tears beaded at her lashes. “Want… want them to fill me,” she rasped. “Want… their cum… ohfuckohfuck—”
“Where?” Ione smirked.
“Inside!” Mariel’s voice broke on a moan. “Pussy… my fucking greedy cunt… on my face, mark me… make me… their whore!” The confession shredded her vocal cords.
“Every load of their cum makes you prettier,” Ione growled, fingers pummeling now. “They cheer when you come… call you a
cumdump, film it on their phones so they can watch you begging whenever they want.”
“I’m—I’m close…” Mariel sobbed, back bowing off the mattress. “Thank you…”
“—and when they win,” Ione snarled, curling her fingers to grind her girlfriend’s g-spot, “they keep you locked in the equipment room, legs tied to the bench. There’s a sign taped to your tits reading ‘Free-use Breeding Slut.’”
A strangled squeal tore out of Mariel’s throat. “Nnnh—please!”
Ione’s hips snapped forward mimicking the men rutting in Mariel’s imagination. “Every practice, every game, they empty their balls in you. They laugh. They shove it in raw, one after another, until your cunt’s so fucking full of cum. There’s no way you’re not pregnant.”
“Ohgodohgod—” Mariel’s back arched violently, fingers clawing the sheets. Wet squelches spilled from her pussy, loud and obscene, as Ione pistoned rough and relentless.
“Coach slaps your ass, tells you to ‘count the loads like a good girl.’ You lose track at eleven, but they keep going.”
“I’m…!” Mariel’s voice jumped an octave. Her walls clamped down, sucking Ione’s fingers deeper.
“… and you take it all,” Ione growled, low and cruel, lips brushing Mariel’s sweat-damp temple. “Because you live for being their cumdump. Isn’t that right, whore?”
“YES! Y–E-E-E-S!” The word splintered into a desperate sob. An earthquake of pleasure slammed through her: cunt pulsing in hard, wet contractions that milked Ione’s fingers like a cock-sucking mouth. Juices gushed, soaking the inside of her thighs and the bed sheets.
Ione didn’t slow. “That’s it, take every fucking drop. Beg for more. Let the whole team hear how grateful you are.”
Mariel tried to obey, but could only manage, “Ahh—uhh—nnnggh!” Each spasm tore another set of grunts and whimpers free, her hips jerking uncontrollably, heels drumming the mattress.
“Feel those hot cocks flooding you,” Ione hissed, pumping mercilessly. “One after another, marking their territory, knocking you up. Calling you good girl, patting your swollen belly.”
“Nggh… can’t… too much…” Mariel sobbed, but her body betrayed her, climax peaking again, harder, deeper, cunt clenching so tight.
Ione’s voice pitched low like a stranger’s growl. “Sluts don’t get too much. They get what they’re built for.” She jerked her fingers free with a wet shlick, only to drive three back in immediately, squelching louder. “Take it. Take every fucking drop.”
“Uhh—uhh—” Mariel’s head thrashed, black hair tangled across her face, tears and mascara streaking her cheeks. “Please—please—”
“Please what?” Ione snarled, slamming hard enough to rock the bed. “Beg like the cheap set of holes you are.”
“Fill me…” The confession ripped out. “Need their cum…
need it… inside…
please…” Her voice was a series of cracked sobs, body convulsing as another orgasm detonated, even wetter, even longer, cunt fluttering in endless waves.
“Greedy little cum-dump,” Ione mocked, but her own breathing was ragged now, pupils blown wide. She kept pumping, drawing it out, each thrust splattering fresh arousal onto the sheets. “That’s all you’re good for, whore… being stuffed and filled with cum.”
Mariel lungs heaved, body shuddering through aftershock after aftershock. “Thank you…
for…
breeding
me…
sir.” Each word broken by tremors, by wet little gasps, by the obscene squelch of fingers still working her ruined hole.
Only then did Ione let the pace slow to slick, tender strokes, milking the last pulses from Mariel’s twitching cunt. “Good girl,” she crooned, voice softening back to her own. “That’s it, let it out.”
Mariel collapsed, tears flowing freely.
Ione eased her fingers free with a soft shlick, gathering Mariel close. “I love you, sweetheart,” she murmured, pressing kisses to sweat-salted temples. “I’ve got you.”
Mariel’s lungs still burned. She buried her face in Ione’s neck. “I’m a mess,” she croaked.
Ione kissed her temple. “You’re my mess.”
Mariel sniffed. “I came thinking about… cocks, Ione. Not you.”
Ione’s palm stroked the damp curve of her back. “But you came with me.”
Mariel shivered. “It feels like cheating.” 
“It was my fantasy too, baby.” Ione tucked Mariel’s hair behind her ear. “My voice.”
Mariel pressed closer. “I don’t want to lose you.” 
Ione’s thumb wiped a tear from Mariel’s cheek. “If this new wiring turns you on, we’ll work with it,” she said. “Dildos, porn, role-play… whatever keeps us both safe and coming our brains out.”
Mariel managed a shaky nod. “That should be plenty.”
Her gaze drifted to the cracked bedroom door. Beyond it lay the hallway, the city, tomorrow’s campus full of male voices and broad shoulders. A pulse throbbed between her legs, half sore, and half hungry.
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