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Chapter One: The Pathetic Slap That Killed Her Orgasm
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The air in Anya’s bedroom was still and cool, scented vaguely with sandalwood from a candle long since extinguished. Moonlight filtered through the gauzy curtains, painting silver lines across the rumpled silk of the duvet. It was a peaceful room, a curated space of quiet elegance and control.

Every muscle in Anya’s body was taut, a bowstring drawn to its limit.

She rode him, her hips pumping in a hard, desperate rhythm that made the bedframe knock a dull tattoo against the wall. Sweat made her brown skin gleam, tracing the path of her spine. Her small, perfect breasts swayed with each movement, nipples dark and painfully stiff.

“Oh god, yes,” she gasped, but the words were hollow, a performance. Her mind was elsewhere, screaming inside the cage of her skull. It wasn’t enough. The decent, thorough fucking she was getting—competent, even—was like eating plain bread when she was starved for spice, for heat, for pain.

She could feel the tell-tale ache building between her legs, the beginning pull of an orgasm. But it was distant, fading like a weak radio signal. She needed a lightning rod.

Her hands, which had been braced on his chest, flew up to frame his face. Her eyes, wide and dark, locked onto his. His were glazed with pleasure, passive.

“Slap me,” she breathed, the rhythm of her hips never breaking. “Come on. Slap me while you fuck me.”

A flicker of confusion. Then reluctance. It was always the same.

“Anya, I don’t want to—”

“Just fucking do it,” she snarled, the venom in her voice surprising them both. The orgasm was receding now, almost gone. She was chasing it, pleading with her body, with him. “Hard. I want to feel it. Now.”

He moved his hand, lifting it from her thigh. It trembled, a leaf in a breeze. He brought it up, touched her cheek. It was a caress. A goddamn caress.

His palm connected with the barest whisper of force, a pathetic, glancing blow that didn’t even turn her head. It was an apology. A question.

The simmering coil in her gut didn’t snap; it dissolved. It simply vanished, leaving a cold, hollow disgust. She stopped moving, her body going rigid atop his.

He knew instantly. His face fell. “Baby, I’m sorry, I just can’t—”

“Don’t.” Her voice was flat, dead. She climbed off him, the air chilling the sweat on her skin. His softening dick slid out of her with a wet, final sound. She didn’t look at him, just walked naked to the ensuite bathroom, her feet silent on the plush rug.

She closed the door but didn’t lock it. She knew he wouldn’t follow. She leaned on the cool marble sink, staring at her reflection. Her lips were swollen, her hair messy. She looked well-fucked. She felt nothing.

She heard the rustle of sheets, the quiet sigh from the bedroom. He was pulling the covers up, retreating. She could picture the hurt, puppy-dog look on his kind, boring face. He was a good man. A sweet man. He brought her soup when she was sick and remembered her mother’s birthday. He wanted to make love. He wanted to whisper sweet nothings after he came.

Anya wanted to be used. She wanted to be thrown against the wall, her wrists pinned, her cries swallowed by a hand over her mouth. She wanted marks that lasted for days and a soreness that reminded her with every step what had been done to her. She wanted to scream her submission into the dark and have it accepted as a prayer, not diagnosed as a problem.

She splashed water on her face, the droplets mingling with a single, furious tear she refused to acknowledge. This was the third one. Three good, kind, utterly insufficient men. The problem wasn't them. The problem was her. This hungry, feral thing inside her that polite sex and gentle touches only made hungrier.

When she came out, he was lying on his side, facing away, pretending to be asleep. The mound of his body under the sheets was a monument to her failure. She slid in beside him, keeping to her edge of the cold, king-sized bed.

“Anya...” he whispered into the darkness.

“Go to sleep, Mark.”

She stared at the ceiling; at the subtle texture of the paint, she’d so carefully chosen for its serenity. The silence was absolute, broken only by the hum of the refrigerator downstairs. It was the silence of a death. The death of another hope that she could be normal, that she could fit the life her face and her job and her apartment promised.

The hunger growled, deep in her belly. It was no longer just a want. It was a demand. And she knew, with a cold, clear certainty that tightened her throat, that if she didn’t feed it soon, it would start to feed on her.

The next few days passed in a series of muted interactions and heavy silences. Mark moved through her apartment like a ghost, touching things as if they might burn him. The air was thick with everything unsaid.

He finally said it on a Wednesday evening, surrounded by the smell of a basil plant she was pruning. He’d been staring at his hands.

“I can’t do this, Anya.”

She didn’t look up. She pinched a leaf off, crushed it between her fingers, inhaled the sharp, clean scent. It was nothing like the smell of sweat and sex she craved.

“You’re a fucking fantasy,” he said, his voice cracking. “You look like... like everything a guy is supposed to want. And you are. But it’s a front. There’s this... hole inside you. And I keep trying to fill it with... with me, with normal things, and it just swallows it whole and gets bigger. I can’t give you what you want. I see it in your eyes when we’re together. You’re somewhere else. You want someone else. Something else. It’s not me. It will never be me.”

He was crying. She felt nothing but a profound, impatient relief.

“You’re right,” she said, her voice quiet and final. “It’s not you.”

He left an hour later, a single duffel bag by the door. He hugged her, a stiff, broken thing. She stood there, arms at her sides, until he let go. The door clicked shut. The silence that followed was different. It wasn’t empty. It was charged, like the moment before a storm breaks.

She walked to her bedroom, the sanctuary that had become a cage. She stood in the center of the room and let the hunger rise. It wasn’t a thought. It was a physical need, a cramping, demanding ache in her cunt, a tightness in her throat that demanded to scream. The polite world had just walked out the door. The performance was over.

Silence, real and complete, settled into the apartment. It didn’t feel empty. It felt like a vacuum, and into that vacuum rushed a single, vibrating thought: Now what?

Anya moved to her full-length mirror, the antique frame at odds with the modern clarity of the glass. She looked at herself, really looked, as if evaluating a competitor.

She saw what everyone else saw first: the innocent facade. At five-foot-two and a hundred and five pounds, she was all delicate lines and subtle curves. 34B, 24, 34. The numbers meant nothing and everything. They were the measurements of a doll, a petite, approachable woman men wanted to protect. Her waist dipped in, her hips flared just enough, her ass was a tight, round handful. Her dark hair fell in a smooth sheet, her brown eyes were large and could look devastatingly earnest. She cultivated that look. At work, as a junior architectural project manager, it was her secret weapon. Clients and contractors, mostly older men, took one look at her sweet face and petite frame and underestimated her. They’d pat her on the shoulder, call her “honey,” and then she’d eviscerate their budgets and timelines with a smile so polite it felt like a surgical cut. She was relentless, detail-obsessed, and cool under pressure. She built structures of logic and steel and glass. It was control, absolute and pure.

And it was the total, fucking opposite of what she needed in this bedroom.

Her hands slid down her flat stomach. Her skin was warm. The hunger was a live wire in her pelvis, snapping and spitting. She thought of the asks, the quiet, then increasingly desperate requests she’d made over the years.

To Ben, during a beach vacation: “Pin my wrists. Really pin them. I want to feel like I can’t get away.” He’d chuckled, kissed her forehead, and held her hands gently against the sand. “I’d never hurt you, baby.”

To David, in a moment of brave, drunken honesty after sex: “I think... I think I want you to call me names. Dirty ones. While you’re doing it.” He’d stared, horrified, then spent the next week asking if her father had been abusive.

To Mark, just last month, trying a different tack: “Can we try a blindfold? Just to start?” He’d bought a silky sleep mask from a department store, fumbled with it for twenty minutes, and then made love to her with such tender reverence she’d wanted to scream until her voice broke.

She had asked. She had used plain words. She had begged, in her own way. The result was always the same: a confused pause, a concerned look, a gentle rejection disguised as respect. Their touch always remained safe. Their words stayed clean. Their sex was a negotiation, not a conquest. It left her feeling more alone than if she’d just slept by herself.

The anger came now, hot and sharp. It wasn’t at them, not really. It was at this body, this face, this whole fucking package that advertised “fragile” when her soul was shrieking for a sledgehammer.
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