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“Abigail, I’m heading out!” Chelsea’s voice echoed from the front desk.

“Got it, see you!” Abigail replied without looking up from the documents sprawled across her desk. At 27, a graduate of a prestigious university, Abigail was a rising star in a high-powered financial firm, already a manager. Chelsea, the receptionist, idolized her, aspiring to emulate Abigail’s sharp professionalism and relentless drive. Known as the company’s workaholic, Abigail stayed late every night and hadn’t taken a single day off since joining. She was the trusted right hand of her boss, Gavin.

“Hey, Abigail, still here?” A portly man loomed in the doorway.

“Almost done, just wrapping up,” she said, glancing up.

It was Gavin, her boss, whose eyes lingered on her with a hunger she’d grown accustomed to dodging. He sauntered behind her, placing his heavy hands on her shoulders, feigning concern. “Work never ends, Abigail. How about I treat you to dinner?”

Her brow furrowed, irritation simmering. She shrugged off his hands. “I’ve got work to finish.”

Gavin chuckled awkwardly, used to her rebuffs. “Next time, then,” he muttered, retreating with a half-hearted wave.

As night fell, Abigail finally left the office, her heels clicking briskly as she exited the building. She drove to her upscale apartment complex, parking in the underground garage and taking the elevator up. In the mirrored elevator, she studied her reflection: 5’8”, made taller by stilettos, her fitted ivory dress hugging her curves, dark hair cascading over her full chest, a hint of cleavage peeking from the neckline. Her skin was flawless, her features delicate yet striking—a face that earned her the whispered title of “goddess” among male colleagues. She smirked, pleased with the effort she put into her appearance. Beauty was a gift, but maintenance—diet, exercise, self-care—was a discipline she approached with the same rigor as her career.

At 10 p.m., Abigail sat naked at her laptop, fingers hovering over the keyboard, motionless. The Word document before her was nearly blank, a few scattered words mocking her lack of progress. Writer’s block gripped her tightly, her inspiration stolen. For a novelist, this was torture. Groaning, she stood, flopped onto her bed, and rolled restlessly.

By day, Abigail was a corporate powerhouse. By night, she was a celebrated author of erotic fiction, her steamy novels of domination, submission, and raw passion known across the genre. Her works, penned under a pseudonym, were devoured by readers—especially men—who speculated wildly about the stunning woman behind the words, hoping to win her favor. But Abigail guarded her anonymity, relishing the mystique that fueled her psychological thrill.

Tonight, though, her muse was silent. Desperate, she decided to call Kristen, her college roommate and confidante, a self-proclaimed masochist who might spark an idea.

“Hey, Abigail, calling this early?” Kristen’s lazy drawl came through the phone.

They were close, sharing everything from life details to secret kinks. “Kristen, I’m stuck. No inspiration. Tell me a story—give me something,” Abigail pleaded.

“Still writing your dirty little stories?” Kristen teased.

“Erotic novels,” Abigail corrected, puffing up. “I’m a literary savior, helping countless men survive lonely nights.”

Kristen snorted. “Please. You’re a virgin at this in real life. Pure imagination doesn’t cut it for truly gripping work.”

Abigail bristled. “I’ve got tens of thousands of fans!”

“Your bondage scenes? Psychological play? Clichéd. Only newbies would eat it up,” Kristen shot back.

“Ugh, forget you!” Abigail hung up, fuming. She was about to turn off her bedside lamp when her laptop pinged with a Discord notification. A friend request from “Madame Bee.” Her writer’s Discord was public, a space where fans and fellow enthusiasts occasionally connected, though she filtered requests carefully to avoid creeps. Something about this one intrigued her, and against her better judgment, she accepted.

“Are you Abigail?” Madame Bee typed.

“Yes, who are you?” Abigail replied, curious.

“A seasoned Dom. I’m intrigued by your books.”

Abigail’s ego swelled. “Thanks for the love.”

“Intrigued, not in love,” Madame Bee clarified sharply. “Your writing lacks the raw intensity of real experience.”

Abigail’s pride stung, fresh off Kristen’s jab. She nearly blocked the stranger but paused.

“Want to try the real thing?” Madame Bee asked.

“Real thing?” Abigail’s guard went up.

“Don’t worry, I don’t know who you are or where you live. You’re safe. I’m offering a month of online training. You stay anonymous while experiencing true submission.”
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