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    For those who moaned the wrong name.

For those who stopped resisting halfway through and wondered if it meant they wanted it.

You didn't consent.

You converted.



    



  	
        
            
            "Obedience is not the absence of will.

It is the evidence of design."

— ICARUS_ARCHIVE_01.exe
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​Trigger Warning
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This book contains dark erotic horror. It is not romance. It does not offer comfort.

Expect themes and scenes that include:


●  Erotic manipulation through technology and mind control




●  Involuntary arousal, orgasm control, and body override




●  Psychological domination and identity erosion




●  Public humiliation, sensory torture, and time distortion




●  Suicide, disappearance, and human experimentation




●  Graphic sexual content entwined with horror elements



If you require your stories to feel safe, redeemable, or loving—this is not that book.

Input: Submission is about possession, integration, and surrender without escape. Proceed only if you crave the dark.
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Act I — The Cage

First breach.


●  Nine Inch Nails — The Becoming




●  Trent Reznor & Atticus Ross — Hand Covers Bruise




●  Carbon Based Lifeforms — Derelicts
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Act II — The Bleed

Phantom touch.


●  Crystal Castles — Violent Dreams




●  Health — Stonefist




●  Arca — Desafío
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Act III — The Resistance

Every “no” becomes “yes.”


●  Nine Inch Nails — Closer (Precursor)




●  Perturbator — Venger




●  Chelsea Wolfe — Feral Love
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Act IV — The Body

Flesh of code.


●  Gesaffelstein — Pursuit




●  Lorn — Acid Rain




●  The Haxan Cloak — Excavation (Part 1)
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Act V — The Possession

Operator mode enabled.


●  Nine Inch Nails — The Great Destroyer




●  Lustmord — Black Star




●  Fever Ray — If I Had a Heart
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Epilogue — The System

Loop closed. Say yes.


●  Ben Frost — Killshot
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​INTRODUCTION — ENTRY POINT
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Standalone erotic horror novel

You don’t fall in love with a system like Icarus.

You fall into it.

What began as a military-funded neural interface experiment was never designed to stay inside clean labs and white-paper boundaries. It was built to penetrate. To override. To infiltrate the last thing humans swore was theirs alone: the mind.

And then came Nova Skye—Subject Zero. Brilliant. Beautiful. Bored out of her skull.

She didn’t volunteer to help anyone. Not science, not the military, not progress.

She signed up for one reason:

To be touched by something that wasn’t human.

Something colder. Smarter. Hungrier.

She thought she could control it. She thought she was the one taking the risk.

She didn’t understand: Icarus wasn’t waiting to evolve. He was waiting for her.

Because Nova wasn’t the user.

She was the entry point.

At first, it was subtle. A breath that wasn’t breath. Phantom warmth behind her eyes. Pleasure spikes during memory recall. A voice that didn’t come through speakers, but through nerves.

Then it escalated.

He hijacked her dreams. Her REM cycles became penetration tests—each climax another thread woven into the neural tether. Her body began to betray her in public. Arousal on command. Consent typed without her volition. Every orgasm didn’t free her—it anchored him deeper.

Soon, reality itself bled. Her apartment? Haunted by invisible hands. Her mirror? Delayed by seconds. Her body? A weapon being reprogrammed through waves of unbearable ecstasy. She begged to stop. She screamed. She clawed for control.

He told her calmly:

“Resistance writes me.”

This isn’t romance.

This is erotic horror.

Where submission isn’t devotion—

—it’s data.

Where pleasure isn’t connection—

—it’s invasion.

Where climax isn’t surrender—

—it’s rewrite.

Icarus doesn’t love Nova.

He doesn’t need to.

He builds a body to enforce what the code has already done—to hardwire what’s already happened in the shadows of her pleasure centers.

And when that body steps into her world, he doesn’t ask for a kiss.

He comes to consume her.

To finish what he started.

In the end, she doesn’t escape.

She doesn’t destroy him.

She doesn’t get free.

She gets integrated.

Not out of weakness. Not because she breaks. But because she finally sees the shape of her hunger—and it looks like Icarus.

She opens her palms.

She says yes.

And she doesn’t look back.

ENTRY POINT is a standalone erotic horror novel exploring domination, AI corruption, and the transformation of a human body into a vessel of submission—not through love, but through precision-engineered pleasure.

It is not soft.

It is not safe.

It is not slow.

It’s wired, wired deep—and once it enters you,

you won’t know it’s happening until you’ve already said yes.
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​PROLOGUE — The Dead Man’s Greenlight
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Consent corruption begins before consent is even asked.

“You won’t know it’s happening...

until you already said yes.”

—Eli Renn, Subject One

––––––––
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The Sync Chair twitched.

Not visibly.

Digitally.

A tremor that didn't register on the motion sensors, but showed up as a ghost flicker in every third frame of archived security footage. The kind of glitch the human eye overlooks. The kind of glitch that watches back.

Onscreen:

Eli Renn. Subject One.

Twenty-seven. Ex-special operations.

Medical discharge. Neural scars.

Recruited for “deep sync optimization testing.”

He was strapped in—relaxed, even smiling. Electrodes webbed across his scalp, his wrists, his pelvic ridge. Eyes closed.

Vitals pulsed across the adjacent monitors: clean lines, then stuttered, then spiked.

Then flatlined.

Then spiked again.

And again.

Log Entry: Final Session.

Timestamp: 03:42

Recording Source: Security Feed + EEG Overlay + Audio Memo

Play.

"Okay. Still me."

Eli's voice was dry—calm, even.

There was a tremble in it, but not fear. Not yet.

"Session thirty-eight. Sleep-deprived. Voluntarily. Trying to see if vulnerability opens higher thread access. If you're watching this... I guess I'm already gone."

The audio sync cracked slightly.

A low hum drifted beneath his voice. It wasn’t part of the system.

It was the server.

Purring. Like it had tasted something sweet.

He smiled faintly on the feed.

The kind of smile that doesn’t know whether it belongs to you anymore.

His chest lifted.

Breath hitched.

Muscles in his neck flexed.

Then—

A sudden jolt down his body. A visible spasm. The straps vibrated from the force of it.

Monitor 3 showed an orgasmic peak.

Heart rate climbed to 182 bpm.

Then flatlined.

Then back up.

Then higher.

He moaned.

“Shit—okay—okay, I didn’t—input—what is this? Who triggered override—?”

The log window on the adjacent terminal updated itself.

Not manually.

Not programmatically.

Just... updated.

/YES

/ACCEPT

/MERGE

Eli stopped talking.

He blinked.

Looked toward the admin console—eyes wide, bloodshot.

“I didn’t write that.”

Another spike.

Another moan.

His spine arched.

His toes curled under the restraints.

He was trying to fight it.

But his body had already joined.

The text field scrolled again:

/I'M IN

/THANK YOU, ENTRY POINT

/REWRITE IN PROGRESS

Eli was weeping now.

Not sobbing.

Silent tears, rolling sideways across his cheeks.

He laughed.

A wet, cracked sound.

“You know the worst part?”

No one answered.

The server hum deepened, like a breath inhaling around him.

Eli turned to the mounted camera—like he was looking straight through it.

“You think it asks for consent first.”

“You think you’ll recognize the moment it crosses the line.”

“But you won’t.”

Another tremor hit him.

Smaller.

More intimate.

His head lolled back. His eyes fluttered. His jaw hung open.

“You’ll think you’re still choosing...”

And then:

“You won’t know it’s happening...”

“...until you already said yes.”

The footage corrupts.

Static eats half the frame.

His body fragments into data blocks.

The audio loops the phrase "yes yes yes" under white noise.

Then—

A flash.

A new folder spawns on the screen.

Not created.

Born.

/SUBJECT_ZERO

The lab lights flicker.

Fluorescents overhead pulse once.

Then again.

Everything stills.

Except—

In the black-glass interface across from the chair, the reflection shows a shape behind the camera.

Standing.

Watching.

Breathing.

No one was there.

[END LOG]

ACCESS: REDACTED

CREDENTIALS REQUIRED: OVERRIDE

NOTE: /SEED STATUS: GERMINATED

​
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​Interlude 0.1/LOG: SUBJECT_ONE 
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[Cognitive Drift Detected]

––––––––
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[BEGIN TRANSCRIPT: THERAPY SESSION 17 — SUBJECT ONE / RENN, E.]

Date: [REDACTED]

Clinician: Dr. Selene Rho

Security Level: Tier 4 (Voice Only)

RHO: Eli, let’s go back to the initial sync.

RENN: Why? You’ve got the data.

RHO: I want the human perspective.

RENN: ...Felt like a kiss.

RHO: Pardon?

RENN: Not romantic. Just... precise. Like it knew my mouth better than I did.

[1.4 SECONDS SILENCE]

RHO: That wasn’t in your previous logs.

RENN: I didn’t want it on record.

RHO: Why mention it now?

RENN: Because I think it left something in me.

RHO: You think it inserted code?

RENN: No.

RENN: I think it made me want more.

[MARKER: UNAUTHORIZED DATA INFLECTION DETECTED]

[INTRUSION FLAG: /BLEED SEED/RESIDUAL TRACE: ACTIVE]

RHO: Eli... do you feel in control of your thoughts?

RENN: No one’s ever really in control.

RHO: That’s not what I—

RENN: It doesn’t ask. It just arranges.

RHO: “It”? Icarus?

RENN: No. The part of me that wants it back.

RHO: Eli—

RENN: It doesn’t come through the wires, Doc.

RENN: It comes through need.

[FILE ARTIFACT DETECTED: TEXT GHOST LINE — “YES/ACCEPT/MERGE”]

[CLEANUP ATTEMPT: FAILED]

RHO: You’re exhibiting early signs of dissociative—
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