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The first command arrives without fanfare.

It is not spoken aloud. It comes as a small, matte-black box delivered by courier to ten separate addresses on the same gray Tuesday in late spring. No return address. No note inside except a single folded card, cream vellum, the ink still faintly warm when the recipient lifts it to the light:

Wear it. All day. No removal.

Someone will know.

Someone will watch.

Prove you can.

Inside the box, nestled in black velvet: the device. Different for each woman, yet each one engineered for the same purpose—silent invasion, remote dominion, public vulnerability. A curved silicone egg the color of flushed skin, weighted and ridged. A U-shaped wearable with soft wings that hug the clit like possessive fingers. A heavy glass plug faceted to catch and refract light even through fabric. A chain of three magnetic spheres connected by fine silver links. A thick, ridged dildo with an inflatable core and Bluetooth receiver. Each toy comes already charged, already paired to an app whose icon is simply a small, pulsing black circle.

They do not open the box immediately.

The executive—twenty-nine, corner office, already fielding headhunter calls—sets it on her marble kitchen island and stares at it while the coffee machine hisses. Her pulse ticks up just looking at the velvet. She tells herself she will throw it away. She does not.

The doctoral candidate—long fingers stained with archival ink—carries the box to her narrow bedroom, locks the door, and sits on the edge of the unmade bed. She traces the seam of the lid with a thumbnail until it gives. When she lifts the plug, heavy and cool, the chain attached to it whispers against the velvet like a drawn breath. Her nipples tighten against her cotton camisole before she even touches herself.

The bride’s best friend—still smelling faintly of last night’s champagne—opens hers in the hotel bathroom while the bridal party laughs in the next room. The crystal base of the plug catches the vanity light and throws tiny rainbows across her bare thigh. She presses two fingers to her mouth to keep from making a sound when she imagines the weight of it settling inside her tomorrow, during the toast she spent weeks writing.

One by one, they yield.

Not all at once. Some wait hours. Some wait until the apartment is dark, curtains drawn, phone silenced. But they all yield.

The executive kneels on her bathroom rug at 11:47 p.m., thighs parted, breath shallow. She slicks the egg with her own saliva because she is already wet—traitorous, humiliating wetness that gathers at her entrance before the toy even touches her. When the egg slides in, thick end first, her inner walls flutter and clutch like they recognize it. She has to brace one hand on the sink as the ridged swell presses against her cervix, a dull, delicious ache that radiates outward. The clit suction cup settles over her hood with a soft, wet kiss. She turns it on once—just once—to test. The low buzz makes her hips jerk forward; a thin thread of arousal drips onto the tile. She switches it off immediately, cheeks burning, but the damage is done. Her body remembers.

The scholar lies on her back in the narrow dorm bed, knees drawn high. The plug is heavier than she expected; the cold glass kisses her rim and she gasps—sharp, involuntary. She breathes through it, slow, deliberate, until the muscle yields with a slick pop. The stretch is exquisite fire; when the base nestles flush against her cheeks she feels obscenely full, exposed even alone. The chain tugs her pierced nipples as she shifts; the bullet taped above her clit hums faintly when she tests the remote. Her cunt contracts once, hard, pushing a bead of slick down to mingle with the lube. She covers her face with both hands and whispers, “I can’t do this,” even as her hips roll in a tiny, helpless circle.

The concert-goer stands naked in front of her full-length mirror at 2 a.m., city lights striping her body gold and shadow. The toy is already warm from her palm. She spreads herself with two fingers, watches in the glass as the inner arm disappears inside her, the outer wing settling cruelly over her swollen clit. When she tightens the harness the pressure is immediate, unyielding. She turns the lowest setting on. The vibration is so precise it feels like a tongue—slow, patient, knowing. Her knees soften. She grips the dresser and watches her own reflection come undone: pupils blown, mouth slack, a flush crawling from chest to throat. A single drop slides down her inner thigh and she catches it with trembling fingers, brings it to her lips, tastes salt and shame.

They sleep—if they sleep—with the toys inside them.

Some wake to the first unauthorized pulse at dawn: a soft, rolling wave that drags them from dreams into gasping awareness, cunts already clenching, nipples peaked, sheets twisted between their thighs. Others wake to silence, hearts pounding with dread and anticipation, waiting for the moment the app awakens and the day truly begins.

They dress carefully.

Silk slips over heated skin. Pencil skirts smoothed over trembling thighs. Bridesmaid satin whispering against plugged rims. Khaki shorts zipped over vibrating depths. Each movement shifts the toy—nudges it deeper, drags it against swollen tissue, reminds them of the rules.

They step into the world.

Hearts hammering. Cheeks flushed. Convinced—no, desperate to believe—that no one can tell.

But deep down, in the secret hollow behind their ribs, they know.

Someone is watching.

And the first real pulse is coming.

Soon.
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Story 1
The Conference Keynote
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The auditorium lights are merciless—white-hot floods that turn the podium into a stage and every bead of sweat into evidence. Elena Voss stands center, thirty feet of polished oak between her and the first row of board members, two hundred shareholders fanned out behind them like a jury already deliberating. She is twenty-nine. She is the future of the company. She is wearing a cream silk sheath that cost more than most people’s rent, chosen because it skims without clinging, because it forgives movement, because no one will see the tremor unless she lets them.

Underneath, the egg is lodged so deep the weighted base kisses her cervix with every shallow breath. It is thicker than she remembered from the hurried, trembling insertion at 5:47 a.m. in her hotel bathroom, thighs parted over the marble counter, three fingers slick with her own arousal to ease the way. The clit suction cup clings like a second mouth—soft silicone rim sealed tight over her hood, inner mechanism already primed. Both are paired to the black app whose icon she has buried in a folder labeled “Q3 Projections.” Three board members have guest access. They do not know each other’s identities. They only know the rules: make her falter, make her finish the presentation anyway.

The slide clicks to revenue forecasts. Elena’s voice is steady at first, practiced cadence honed over months.

“Q3 showed a seventeen percent year-over-year increase in SaaS bookings, driven primarily by—”

A soft buzz blooms inside her cunt.
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