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	Note to the reader: The events and characters portrayed in ‘Deeply Bred: A Game of Conception’ are entirely fictional. While the psychological drives and biological obsessions explored are rooted in the darker corners of the human experience, any resemblance to real individuals is unintentional. The wreckage recorded in these pages exists only within the narrative.

	 


Chapter 1: Elin

	The rain swept indifferent tears against the university’s great, arched windows. Professor Petterson's voice droned on about archetypes, each word a soft, gray pebble dropped into the students’ ears. And just like the raindrops on the windows, all filling up the available space. 

	Elin’s sleek black stylus hovered over the tablet, yet she wrote nothing. Her focus wasn't on the psychology lecture provided by the professor; it was on the oppressive quiet of the room. It was a suffocating blanket of normalcy. A faint, metallic tang of boredom coated her tongue.

	She needed a spark. 

	Her eyes swept the rows. Two seats to her left sat Liam, a handsome young man, about the same age as herself, with strong shoulders, and accentuated muscles, was looking down on his phone… he was also bored. Maybe he was the one, she thought, he would be a good catch. But Liam wasn’t paying attention to her at all. He probably didn’t even know she was there. Suddenly, she craved his attention.

	A mischievous idea, sharp and visceral, pricked her. With practiced subtlety, she undid the top buttons of her blouse and let her pen slip from her fingers. It clattered to the polished floor, a surprisingly loud noise in the hushed space. Liam looked up, his eyebrows reaching new heights. Elin offered a small, apologetic smile, leaning sideways, in her seat, bending down to the floor. Her simple white blouse gaped open, revealing her cleavage. She held the pose for a few seconds, pretending she couldn’t reach the stylus…, just long enough for the image to burn into Liam’s mind, while her cheeks flushed a delicate pink. 

	She tracked his eyes as they snagged on the movement of her breasts beneath the thin fabric; the hook was set and now she got his attention, just as she knew she would. She finally picked up her stylus, a tiny smirk playing on her lips. She saw him blush, and then he quickly looked down at his phone again, now flustered. Elin felt the old, familiar thrill, a jolt of adrenaline that was far more potent than caffeine. The gray of the room receded, tinged with the electric possibility of a new game. 

	The lecture was still boring, but the world, for a moment, felt sharp and brilliantly colored again. Without looking directly at him, she noticed Liam stealing glances in her direction, desperate for another glimpse of her chest. Prolonging the game only heightened her excitement. She let out a heavy, bored sigh and crossed her legs, the black tights emphasizing their length. She knew exactly how much he lusted after them; shapely, endless, and strategically displayed. It wasn't about comfort; it was about presentation. She wanted him to see every inch, to anchor his gaze and drown his thoughts. That feeling of total control over a man was her drug, and she was already addicted.

	The mesmerizing game endured until the final words of the lecture. As the other students filed out, Elin took her time, her movements slow and liquid. She waited until the hall was nearly hollow before approaching him. Liam stood there, stiffly organizing his notes, his entire body language a failed attempt at indifference. " Professor Petterson has a rare gift for making human nature sound... tedious!" Elin said, her voice a low murmur, a private joke just for him.

	Liam jolted, turning to face her. "Oh! Elin. Right. He can be a bit… dry."

	"Exactly, I prefer things a lot more… wet," she replied, stepping closer. She let her bag slip from her shoulder, catching it with her hip as the strap dragged her blouse down to reveal a single, bare shoulder. The motion was casual, accidental. "I'm so clumsy today." She looked up at him from under her lashes. "I hope I wasn’t too much of a distraction when I dropped my stylus. I felt quite terrible about it."

	"No, no, don’t mind that at all," he stammered, a flush creeping up his neck. "You weren’t… I mean, it wasn’t distracting me."

	"Are you quite sure? Because you seemed a little... distracted by me," she giggled, her smile widening. "Anyway, I was hoping I could ask you a question about the reading. Maybe we could explore it over a coffee… and dive deeper into the subject? I really want to connect with the material." Her finger traced the cover of the textbook on his desk. "Well... ehm... of course, if I can help you with that, I would love to." Liam's voice was a little unsteady. Elin could almost feel the heat coming off him. The thrill was intoxicating. He was hooked.

	 

	


Chapter 2: Mark

	As she walked out of the hall into the misty air, she pulled out her phone. Her fingers flew across the screen, typing a message to Mark, the latest addition to her collection of hopeful boyfriends. 

	Thinking of you. Miss your face, she wrote, with a sad emoji.

	It was a lie, of course. She'd barely thought of him all day. But it was necessary. Mark was stability, a safe haven. He was the anchor she craved from time to time, but she would never let him sleep with her, he was locked into her friend zone, but she enjoyed how she could make him believe that they would make love one day.

	That evening, she met Mark at their favorite Italian place. The restaurant was cozy, lit by candles in old wine bottles. Mark knew how to make money, and this was a huge benefit for her. He was already there, looking handsome in a dark blue sweater, and a glass of red wine in front of him.

	"There you are," he said, getting up from his chair a little too quickly, as if he had seen the queen herself. He kissed her cheek, but she didn’t kiss him back. "You look stunningly beautiful.", he continued.

	Elin smiled, the expression perfectly calibrated. "Just a long day. This psychology stuff is really draining." She sank into her chair, her movements fluid and graceful. "Did you order for me?"

	"Of course. The usual." He reached across the table, taking her hand. "How was your day, really?" She removed her hand while smiling. She played her game, making him long to touch her. "Oh, you know, only a few years left, then I'll make some good money, just like you." 

	"It's important to love what you do," Mark said, ever the steady, supportive one.

	"It is," Elin agreed, but her mind was already drifting. She looked past Mark, to a couple in the corner, laughing intimately. A pang of some feeling shot through her…, not quite envy, but a restless longing. Mark was too good, too predictable, he was a nice guy... A boring nice guy, the way she saw him. The thrill she’d felt with Liam was already fading, replaced by a dull hum of dissatisfaction. She needed more. She needed a real storm. Mark would never be able to satisfy her in bed. For that to happen, she needed the raw, unbridled musk of a man, primal and bare. 

	Suddenly, her phone buzzed with a text from Liam. 

	Hey, what's up, I was just wondering what you're doing tonight? We could meet up and help each other out…

	For Elin, this was the perfect way to feel truly alive. Sitting with one man who adored her, while another one was trying to get between her legs. Her pussy growing wet, just thinking about it. Mark noticed the faint smile playing on her lips, making him a bit uncomfortable. "Why are you smiling, who's messaging you?" he asked, a sharp edge of jealousy in his tone. "Just my mom," Elin lied, her smile never wavering.

	A sudden, sharp wave of irritation rose in her chest, hot and immediate. How dare he question her? "My mom, Mark," she said, her voice losing its softness, taking on a brittle edge. "She's checking in. Is that okay with you?"

	He flinched, retreating instantly. "Of course. Sorry. I didn't mean to pry."

	The little apology, so quick and placating, only fueled the fire. He was so weak. So willing to roll over. The disappointment was a physical taste, like dry dust in her mouth. "I'm not really that hungry," she announced, looking annoyed. Mark desperately asked her: "What's wrong? Did I say something?"

	"No," she snapped, whispering "You didn't say anything wrong, that's exactly the problem, Mark, you never say anything right." She looked down on her phone again. "Would it be okay for you if I answered her?" she said in a humiliating tone. Mark just sat there, looking defeated. Then Elin quickly texted back to Liam: 

	Sure, let’s do this! Where do you wanna meet up? She added a heart-eyed emoji. 

	The thrill was back, stronger this time, mixed with the cruelty she was inflicting on Mark. It was a potent cocktail. She looked back up at Mark, her expression softening into a mask of concern. "I'm so sorry, Mark. I'm just stressed." But the words were hollow, and she knew it. The game was all that mattered. 

	"Okay," he said quietly, pushing his glass of wine away. "I get it."

	"Get what?" Elin asked, her attention already on the exit. She was calculating how quickly she could get out of there and meet Liam.

	"This," he said, gesturing vaguely between them. "This… thing you do. Where I never know which version of you, I'm going to get."

	"Gosh, Mark, don't be so dramatic," she scoffed, her patience snapping completely. "I have a stressful life. I can't be 'on' all the time."

	"I know," he whispered, and there was such profound sadness in his voice that for a fleeting second, Elin felt a pang of something that could almost have been guilt. But it vanished as quickly as it had arrived, replaced by the urgent, electric pull of the next scene. "I think I should go," she said "I'm not really in the mood today, I'm sorry Mark, I just can't." 

	"Elin, wait," he pleaded, "Don't leave me like this."

	"Oh my god, Mark... " she snapped while shaking her head in disbelief, her voice firm, leaving no room for argument. "I'll call you tomorrow." She didn't look back as she walked out of the restaurant, leaving Mark sitting alone by the table, the half-emptied wineglasses being a testament to another failed evening for him.

	The cool night air was a shock to her system, but it was invigorating. She felt powerful, untouchable. She had successfully navigated one social minefield and was now marching directly into another. This was living for her. This was the chaos she craved.

	 

	


Chapter 3: Liam

	She met Liam at a dimly lit pub near campus. He was already at a small table in the corner, nursing a beer, looking nervous. When he saw her, his face lit up with relief and desire.

	"Hey…" he said, while remaining seated. "Hey handsome." she replied, with the biggest smile on her face, her eyes burning with passion and desire. She already imagined their wild lovemaking, hoping this would happen tonight.

	"You really came," he said, stating the obvious.

	"I told you I would," she replied, sliding next to him, into the booth. Their thighs touched. She could feel the tension radiating from him, a vibrating current of nervous energy. "So," she began, her voice a low, conspiratorial murmur, "tell me about those mysterious archetypes. I'm afraid I was a little… distracted in class today." Her eyes, large and luminous in the low light, held his.

	Liam swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing. "Right. The archetypes. It's, uh, it's the unconscious part of our personality that the conscious ego doesn't identify with. The… the darker side."

	"Darker side," Elin repeated, her lips curving into a slow, pouting mouth. She leaned in closer, her scent, a mix of rain and flowers, filling his senses. "I like the sound of that. Tell me more."
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