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Prologue



[image: ]




Her thighs are still trembling when the first pale streak of dawn slices through the cracked blinds of the cheap motel room.

She’s on her back across the unmade bed, legs hooked over his shoulders, one hand fisted in the sheets, the other clamped over her own mouth to muffle the broken whimpers that keep escaping. He’s buried deep, moving slow now—agonizingly slow—drawing out the aftershocks that ripple through her like dying lightning. Every shallow thrust drags a fresh slick sound from between them; her body clenches involuntarily, greedy even after everything. Sweat beads along her collarbone, trickles between her breasts, pools in the hollow of her throat. She tastes salt on her lips when she licks them, tasting him there too.

His thumb circles her swollen clit once, twice—lazy, deliberate—and her hips jerk up hard enough to make the headboard thud against the wall. She gasps his name like a curse, eyes rolling back, and comes again, quieter this time but deeper, a slow unraveling that leaves her boneless and gasping.

He follows seconds later, grinding in to the hilt, spilling hot inside her while his forehead drops to hers. For a long moment they stay locked like that—panting, hearts slamming in tandem—until he finally slips free and collapses beside her.

Cum leaks warm down her inner thigh. She doesn’t bother wiping it away.

Morning bleeds across the city like guilt that never quite arrives.

Some vanish into Ubers with torn clothes and ringing ears, skin still flushed, carrying the faint metallic tang of adrenaline and sex.

Some limp home tasting metal and ozone, bruises blooming under waistbands and collarbones like dark secrets.

A few—the unluckiest or the luckiest—wake in holding cells still sticky between their legs, replaying the exact second the cuffs clicked while the orgasm still echoed through their bones.

None of them stop.

The phone buzzes at 3:17 a.m. on someone else’s night: same hunger, new coordinates, stakes so high the air itself feels electric.

They answer yes before the screen even dims.

Fingers already typing the next reckless plan.

Because the fall isn’t coming.

It’s already here—and they’re addicted to the razor’s edge right before impact, to the scream caught in the throat, to the heartbeat that almost stops when the light finds them.

They chase it harder every time.

And every time, the world almost ends in the best possible way.
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1
Last Train
Doors won’t reopen for 18 minutes
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THE SEOUL METRO LINE 2 train was already a ghost by 2:47 a.m.—empty cars rattling through the underbelly of the city, fluorescent lights buzzing like dying insects. Ji-eun had been riding the edge for three days: no touching, no release, just the slow torture of her own texts to strangers, building until her thighs ached every time the train swayed. Tonight the hunger won.

She spotted him at Sindorim—tall, hoodie up, earbuds in, eyes flicking to her bare legs under the short pleated skirt more than once. By Wangsimni the carriage was theirs alone. When the doors hissed shut at the next stop and the platform lights slid away, she didn’t hesitate.

Her palm slammed the red emergency-stop button.

The train lurched, brakes screaming metal on metal. Lights flickered once, twice, then steadied to a sickly pallor. The carriage locked down—sealed, silent except for the low hum of electricity and their breathing. Eighteen minutes until central control could override and send a response team. Eighteen minutes of no escape.

Ji-eun turned to him. No words. She shoved him back against the end wall where the brightest ceiling panel burned directly overhead—no shadows, no mercy. Her fingers hooked the waistband of his jeans, yanked them open. His cock sprang free already hard; she didn’t give him time to process. She hiked her skirt, ripped the thin lace thong to the side, and impaled herself in one brutal drop.

Her legs locked around his waist like a vice. He groaned; she clamped her hand over his mouth so hard his teeth bit into her palm. Then she rode—hard, fast, punishing. Every violent roll of her hips rocked the entire carriage on its suspension; the train groaned in protest, metal creaking, windows rattling in their frames. Her breasts bounced free of the low-cut top, nipples scraping his hoodie with each thrust. Sweat slicked her spine, her thighs burned, but she didn’t slow.

The emergency intercom crackled to life.

“Emergency services responding. What is the nature of your emergency? Please state your location and situation.”

The robotic female voice echoed through the empty car, calm and indifferent. Ji-eun’s eyes rolled back; she bit her own lip until copper flooded her tongue. She ground down harder, clit grinding against his pubic bone, chasing the shatter she’d denied herself for days. His hands dug into her ass, lifting and slamming her down, the wet slap of skin on skin louder than the intercom warnings repeating in Korean and English.
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