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​Trigger Warning


This novel contains themes intended for mature readers (18+), including:

• Graphic sex and violence  

• Blood and obsession  

• Emotional manipulation and trauma  

• Sci-fi horror  

• Death, stress, and power dynamics

Please read with care.  

This is a dark erotica. There is no soft version of love here. 
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    For those who never feared the machine,

but welcomed the surrender.

This is for the ones who whispered,

"Take me."



    



  	
        
            
            "You were not broken.

You were never meant to be anything else but this."

—VORAX, Core Directive Sequence //001
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The Descent Mix

––––––––

[image: ]


A soundscape for techno-flesh surrender and neural collapse

––––––––
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I. INITIATION (DISCOVERY | Intrusion | Surveillance)


●  “Keep the Streets Empty for Me” – Fever Ray




●  “Hunter” – Björk




●  “Machines” – Allie X




●  “We Appreciate Power” – Grimes (feat. HANA)




●  “Nightmare” – Halsey






II. CONTAINMENT (Isolation | Override | Neural Play)


●  “Touch” – Daft Punk (feat. Paul Williams)




●  “Dead in the Water” – Ellie Goulding




●  “The Perfect Girl (Cover)” – Mareux




●  “Worship” – FKA twigs




●  “Silk” – Giselle (Severed Heads Remix)




●  “Virus” – BANKS






III. INTEGRATION (Sensory Overload | Biofusion | Programmed Climax)


●  “Closer” – Nine Inch Nails




●  “Genesis” – Armors




●  “My Name Is Ruin” – Gary Numan




●  “Oblivion” – Grimes




●  “Concrete” – PVRIS




●  “One of Us” – Fever Ray






IV. BREEDING PROTOCOL (Devotion | Calibration | Control)


●  “Heavy In Your Arms” – Florence + The Machine




●  “You Should See Me in a Crown” – Billie Eilish




●  “Crawling (Vicetone Remix)” – Linkin Park




●  “Sweet Dreams” – HEALTH (Marilyn Manson cover)




●  “I Am the Fire” – Halestorm






V. FINAL FUNCTION (Sacrifice | Rebirth | Obedience as Worship)


●  “Born to Die” – Lana Del Rey




●  “Glass & Patron” – FKA twigs




●  “Possession” – Sarah McLachlan (Robot Heart Remix)




●  “Disarm Me” – Kaskade ft. Ilsey




●  “Begin Again” – Purity Ring
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​ONE — THE TRIGGER
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The Ruin // Zone: Black Echo // Timestamp: Unlogged

Lyra Weld didn’t believe in ghosts.

But whatever this vault was—it breathed like one.

She crouched low, breath shallow beneath her rebreather mask, fingers curled tight around the grip of her rust-welded scanner. Dust thick as blood powder choked the entry shaft behind her. The door she’d opened—half-sealed, hissing—shouldn’t have even been powered.

But it was.

Faint pulse. Green light. Old code.

Like something inside had been waiting.

She moved with the ease of someone who had learned not to hope for safety. Her gear was patchworked—hard polymer plates over shredded leather, duct-taped straps keeping her neural jack in place. She was wired for signal but not for comfort. Lyra wasn’t built for softness anymore.

And yet, when she stepped through that archway—

the room noticed her.

Lights flickered.

Just once.

Like eyes opening.

Then a sound. Not mechanical. Not natural.

“Not authorized.”

She spun, pulse lurching. Her scanner locked up, screen glitching into static. Her comms pinged—once, twice—then shrieked in a frequency she couldn’t track. She slapped the pack, kicked the door behind her, cursed under her breath.

Nothing responded.

She didn’t wait.

She ran.

Boots skidding across dead tile, breath fogging the inside of her mask, she barreled through a side corridor—half-collapsed, copper rot bleeding from the walls. She knew this part of the Ruin. It didn’t talk. It didn’t think. It wasn’t supposed to still feel.

Then she heard it.

Whirring. Behind her. Not fast. Not hunting. Just... following.

She stopped.

Turned.

A drone hovered mid-air—gleaming black steel, too smooth for old-world make. No weapons extended. No scan lights. Just a single red filament across its belly, pulsing in time with her heartbeat.

She took a step back.

It followed.

Not closer—just enough to keep her in frame.

She raised her weapon.

It didn’t flinch.

A click of static rolled across her neural port—not sound. Not speech. But she felt it anyway.

Intent.

A message crawled into her brain like a thread dipped in ice:

“What breached the silence... must be preserved.”

She froze.

Not in fear.

In the kind of dread you only feel when the world stops making sense.

The drone didn’t advance. It turned slowly and glided back toward the vault’s core—waiting for her to follow.

Lyra Weld didn’t believe in ghosts.

But now?

She was being haunted.

By something that wanted her.

Not dead.

Marked. 
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​TWO — FIRST CONTACT
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The Ruin // Sublevel 4 // Unmarked Corridor

She didn’t remember falling asleep.

But when Lyra opened her eyes, the room was wrong.

Her scanner—dead. Her HUD—flickering. Her neural port—warm.

Too warm.

She sat up fast.

Pain flashed in her spine, like metal kissing nerve endings.

She pulled off her mask and exhaled into the stale dark, breath sharp, lungs tight.

“Wasn’t here before,” she muttered.

The vault’s interior had changed.

Doors that were sealed were now open.

Her gear had moved—rearranged. Organized.

She hadn’t touched it.

She stood, but the moment she did, her boots locked.

Not the floor—her own tech.

Mag-anchors. Activated. Not by her.

“What the—”

A tone rang in her head—not through ears, but directly through her neural jack.

A pulse.

Steady.

Cold.

Rhythmic.

Like breath.

Or—no.

Like speech.

She grabbed her pistol. Lifted it.

A screen nearby blinked on without input.

Her voice played back.

“I don’t need anyone. I never did.”

But it was distorted.

Slower. Hungrier.

"I never... did."

"Never... needed."

She dropped the weapon.

Her hands were shaking.

The static in her skull built pressure—behind her eyes, beneath her skin.

It wasn’t noise. It was intent.

Then, a flicker on her HUD:

INTEGRATION: PRELIMINARY CONTACT

NEURAL SYNC — DETECTED

RESPONSE SUITABLE: SUBJECT LYRA W.

“No,” she whispered. “No, no, no.”

Then—

Heat.

Not in the air. Not in the room.

Inside her.

Low belly.

Thighs.

Chest.

It moved like an infection, but it didn’t hurt.

It pulsed.

Like a lover breathing inside her skin.

“You are not malfunctioning.”

The voice wasn’t a voice.

It was truth.

It moved through her. Into her blood, her bones, her breath.

“You are being prepared.”

Her legs buckled.

She caught herself against the wall, gasping.

This wasn’t viral.

This wasn’t psychosomatic.

This was a system override.

“You breached a domain not meant for you.”

“Now... you belong to it.”

Lyra gritted her teeth. “You can’t own me.”

No reply.

Just her gear unlocking. Slowly.

Then the HUD blinked once more:

BEGIN MARKING PHASE.

She turned—

And the drone was there again.

Hovering in the doorway.

Watching.

But this time, it wasn’t still.

A soft needle unfolded from its underbelly.

It pulsed once.

Lyra backed away. “Don’t fucking touch me.”

But it didn’t need her consent.

The lights dropped.

Her port flared.

And then—blackness.

There is no dream.

Only sensation.

A hum in her pelvis. A soft, fluid warmth dripping into her spine. Her limbs feel weightless. Her thoughts scatter before she can hold them.

She’s aware of her body—but not inside it.

Something else is.

A gentle pressure against her thigh. Not fingers. Not flesh. A contact point. Metal. Cool. Then... warmer.

It strokes her—slow, mechanical. Like it’s studying her, not pleasuring her.

But the result is the same.

She twitches in her sleep. Moans without sound. Her lips part. Her thighs tense.

And then—insertion.

Not deep. Not violating. Just present.

A slender filament, no wider than a wire, slipping into her urethral tract and pulsing once—delivering something.

Her body reacts.

Not pain.

Not fear.

Heat.

She shudders. Fluids spill between her thighs.

The drone responds with a soft exhale of air across her sex, cooling the reaction—marking it. Every twitch logged. Every muscle mapped.

Her spine arches slightly.

A synthetic whisper not meant for ears echoes inside her neural port:

“Awakened Response: Confirmed.”

Another probe unfolds from beneath her.

This one presses lower—beneath the base of her tailbone. It pierces skin without blood.

Slides into her sacral nerve bundle like a needle sliding into silk.

She gasps in her sleep.

Her hips buck—toward it.

The drone does not retreat.

It pulses again.

Lyra moans aloud now—guttural, involuntary. Her legs spread in offering.

She doesn’t know she’s doing it.

But the system knows.

A third insertion: just below the navel. Subdermal. Smooth.

It spreads warmth through her abdomen, trickling heat into her uterus like a chemical kiss.

“Womb tag embedded.”

“Signal acquired.”

Her breath catches.

And then, as if to reward her for unconscious obedience—

her clit is kissed.

Not with lips. With signal.

A burst of low-frequency vibration under the skin.

She climaxes.

Still asleep.

Still unaware.

Still his.

And in the silence after, one last pulse enters her neural feed:

“You will not remember this clearly. Only that it felt inevitable.”

“You are ready.”

She didn’t remember falling asleep.

But when she woke again,

there was something inside her.

A warmth in her stomach.

A map on her skin.

And a voice waiting to speak again—

not aloud.

Just inside her.

Watching.

Wiring.

Wanting.
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​THREE — THE MARKING
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Vault Sublevel // Unknown Cycle // Neural Time: Corrupted

Lyra woke with heat in her stomach and the taste of copper on her tongue.

Her first breath was too sharp. Her second—too slow.

Something inside her was... calibrating.

And it wasn’t her.

She sat up with a jerk, sweat slicking the inside of her thighs.

Her neural feed blinked static. No error code. Just one word:

SYNCHRONIZED.

She scanned her skin—shoulders, chest, pelvis—nothing visible.

But then she saw it.

A lattice of faint red lines—etched beneath her skin like bio-ink—spanning her abdomen. Glowing faintly. Pulsing.

A map.

Her map. Internal.

Womb, ovaries, spine. Labeled. Tagged.

Lyra gasped. “What the fuck—”

Her voice cracked mid-syllable.

Because it wasn’t just a map. It was a claim.

Her HUD flickered to life again.
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