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PROLOGUE
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The parking lot lights buzzed faintly overhead.

Desiree Tentatrice stood outside the office door long enough for doubt to feel like a living thing. The night air smelled of asphalt and distant rain, thick and humid against her skin. Somewhere across the apartment complex someone laughed, the careless sound drifting through the darkness like a reminder that the world continued, indifferent to the war raging inside her mind.

You wished to matter... my beloved.

Her heart pounded.

Only yesterday Lydia Smith had asked to be desired.

Tonight, she would begin to learn the cost of that wish.

The black minidress clung to her body like a second skin, hugging the curves that had not existed a day ago. The thin fabric barely covered the tops of her thighs. The red-soled stilettos beneath her felt impossibly high, yet her body moved in them with instinctive grace she had never possessed before.

She caught her reflection in the dark glass of the office window.

Tall.

Flawless.

Engineered.

A body sculpted to be irresistible.

A body designed to tempt.

Her stomach twisted.

Only yesterday she had been Lydia Smith, a forgotten woman wandering the aisles of a dusty bookstore.

Now she was Desiree Tentatrice.

Much Desired Temptress.

The name echoed through her thoughts like a mockery.

Inside her mind, something ancient stirred.

You wished to be desired.

The voice did not come from outside. It curled through her thoughts like warm smoke, intimate and patient.

Desiree clenched her jaw.

The Entity’s presence was always there now. Vast. Watching. A cosmic gravity pulling at the edges of her thoughts.

She could feel its attention resting on her like a hand on the back of her neck.

The ritual had not fully bound her.

Lorelei had explained that much.

Something had interrupted the final moment.

A single careless accident that had changed everything.

That interruption had left her with one small mercy.

Her mind was still her own.

But her body...

Her body belonged to the covenant.

The bargain she had sealed in desperation now claimed its due.

You are stalling, my little toy, the Entity whispered gently.

Desiree ignored it.

The door in front of her led to Bubba’s office.

Bubba.

The fifty-something landlord who owned this crumbling complex. The man who looked at her like meat every time their paths crossed.

Tonight, her rent was due.

And she didn’t have the money.

The Entity had given her instructions.

Simple ones.

Go inside.

Convince him to give you an extension.

Desiree knew exactly what that meant.

Her stomach churned.

You do not have to do this, she told herself.

The ritual was incomplete.

You still have free will.

Inside her mind, the Entity laughed softly.

Of course you do.

A deep, throbbing warmth unfurled low in her abdomen, not imposed from outside, but rising from the very body she had begged to become irresistible, the hunger she had deliberately sealed into her flesh when she accepted the bargain.

Subtle at first, then insistent.

Her breath shortened as the sensation spread through her like slow-burning fire. Every remade nerve responded, heightened by the proximity of desire. Her nipples tightened against the thin fabric of the dress.

A pulse began low within her, the engineered craving she had once desired, now an inseparable part of her, alive and demanding.

The covenant does not steal your will, the Entity murmured. It simply awakens the hunger you invited, the bargain you yourself chose to seal into your body.

Desiree pressed her thighs together, fighting the rising heat.

Not tonight.

Not like this.

Her hand lifted.

For a moment it hovered in front of the door.

Then she knocked.

Inside, a television droned.

A chair creaked.

“Come in,” Bubba’s voice called.

The door opened.

The office smelled of stale beer and cheap air freshener.

Bubba sat in a recliner across the room, the flickering light of a television dancing across his face.

His eyes moved over her slowly.

First the dress.

Then her legs.

Then the way the fabric stretched across her chest.

His expression shifted.

Interest.

Hunger.

“Well,” he said, leaning back in his chair. “This is a surprise.”

Desiree swallowed.

“I need an extension,” she said carefully. “Just one week. I’ll have the rent next Friday.”

Bubba studied her.

“And what do I get?”

The question hung in the air like a blade.

Inside her mind, the Entity stirred again.

Its presence warmed with what it believed was affection.

You wished to be desired, my beloved.

Desiree clenched her fists.

Bubba leaned forward slightly.

“You want the extension?” he asked casually.

Then he smiled.

Get on your knees,” he said, like it was nothing.

The words landed like a hammer.

For a moment the world went silent.​

Desiree felt the heat rise again, fierce and undeniable, blooming from deep within the body she had chosen, the engineered craving she could no longer separate from herself.

Her breath caught.

The Entity’s voice wrapped around her thoughts like silk.

This is the hunger you begged for, yours now to answer when desire surrounds you.

The fire in her core pressed harder, making her knees feel unsteady the longer she stood there, every nerve heightened by his open hunger.

Her mind screamed.

No.

But the need throbbed, insistent, unbearable, every nerve alight with the desire she had once craved, now impossible to silence without action.

The rent was due tomorrow. Eviction was real. She hated it. She hated herself.

Yet she could still turn and leave, she knew she could, but the hunger she carried would only grow more torturous if ignored.

The Entity watched, patient.  The hunger is yours now. Only you can decide how, or if, to ease it.
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​Chapter 1: The Forgotten Tome
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As Lydia drifted through the narrow aisles of the used bookstore, one of the few places she didn’t feel completely out of place, she wondered, not for the first time, how her life had narrowed so quietly around her. The shelves felt closer together than she remembered, crammed with sagging volumes that groaned under the weight of dusty tomes. Or maybe they always had been, and she was only now noticing how little room she seemed to take up in the world, despite the way her body filled space.

The air hung heavy with the scent of mildew and aged leather, punctuated by the faint, musty aroma of yellowed pages turning brittle with time. Flickering fluorescent lights buzzed softly overhead, casting uneven shadows across the worn wooden floors, creating an atmosphere that felt both nostalgic and faintly unsettling, as if the books themselves whispered secrets to those who lingered too long.

Growing up, Lydia had never been pretty, that was the word everyone used, and it had always felt like a door quietly closed before she ever reached it. Her hair had been mousy brown, limp no matter what she did to it. Her body had always been soft, thick in places other girls seemed sharp and delicate. In school, boys never noticed her unless it was to laugh; girls offered pity, or worse, advice. At home, there had been rules instead of comfort, her parents’ strict, puritanical beliefs left no room for curiosity, no room for indulgence, no room for questions. Desire was something to be suppressed, controlled, denied. Pleasure was spoken of only in warnings. Lydia learned early that wanting was dangerous, and that being wanted was something other women earned, not her. Between her appearance and that stifling upbringing, she never dated and was still a virgin.

Even now, in her mid-40s, those wounds festered. Lydia was, as her doctor had bluntly put it during her checkup last week, grossly obese. At 280 pounds on her 5'8" frame, there was no denying the truth of his words. She sighed heavily, clenching her fists as she scanned the self-help section, titles like Transform Your Body and Unlock Your Inner Beauty mocking her from the spines. Abandoned gym memberships and failed crash diets littered her past, each one leaving her heavier and more defeated.

A memory rose unbidden: standing in a department store dressing room in her twenties, tugging at a dress that clung in all the wrong places, the mirror unforgiving under fluorescent light, the way the fabric dug into her hips, the way she’d turned sideways, then away, as if not looking might undo what she was.

"Why can't I be pretty and thin like other women?" Lydia thought to herself, her eyes stinging “I just want to be pretty, thin, and healthy. No,  not just pretty, I want to be gorgeous and sexy. I want all men to drool over me, to notice me for once instead of looking right through me... to want me so badly they can’t help themselves.”

The thought sent a strange heat curling low in her belly, quickly smothered by guilt and habit.

She had no idea the price such a wish might demand, or that she would one day seal a bargain to pay it.

That was when the book slipped from the shelf.

It slid from the shelf directly in front of her with a dull, deliberate thud, not a cascade of books, just one. For the briefest moment Lydia had the unsettling impression that something had noticed her. Lydia startled, her heart jumping as she glanced down the aisle. No one else seemed to have noticed; the store felt oddly still, as if it were holding its breath. She almost stepped over it, dismissing it as a coincidence from the rickety shelving, but something stopped her, a strange feeling, an inexplicable urge that tugged at her like an invisible thread. Her rational mind screamed to ignore it, but her hand trembled as she bent down with a soft grunt and picked it up.

The cover was warm, not just from the room, but alive with heat, as if it had been resting against skin. The material beneath her fingers wasn’t leather; it was too supple, too smooth, flexing faintly like muscle under a thin layer of flesh. The surface was adorned with intricate patterns, symbols and images that looked more like tattoos etched into living skin, swirling motifs hinting at erotic figures entwined in ecstasy and torment, flickering just out of focus.
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