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For the girl who helped us plot this on 
a midnight drive across the Sonoran desert.
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This book takes place primarily on the historical and unceded lands of the modern-day Seminole people, referred to throughout with its modern-day English name: Ocala, Florida. Ava, the main character, has heritage from the Nimiipuu people, also called the Nez Perce. 

We encourage all people, including those with cultural ties to Turtle Island indigenous people and those without, to learn more about the these tribes' rich history and modern-day experiences. You can learn more about the Seminole tribe through their website, https://www.semtribe.com/, and you can learn more about the Nimiipuu people through their website, https://nezperce.org/.
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Content Warnings and Kinks







Content Warnings

Description of OCD thought patterns
Description of panic attacks
Depiction of being in a high-control group (cult)
Discussion of rape/sexual coercion

Kinks

BDSM & D/s dynamic
Cockwarming
Cum on body
Cum swallowing
Degradation
Dildos/Strap-ons
Dirty talk
Exhibitionism/Sex in public places
Fellatio/cunnilingus
Fingering/Handjobs
Fingers in mouth/throat
French kissing
Hair pulling
Hickeys
Honorifics
Licking/saliva
Loose punishment dynamic
Multiple orgasms
Overstimulation
Ownership talk
Remote-control vibrators
Slapping
Teacher/student dynamic
Thigh riding
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Click here to listen to the official playlist!
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Chapter I


INT. COLLEGE CLASSROOM – DAY





Ava was not having the greatest introduction to college life. 

To be fair, things had been stacked against her from the get-go. She was entering college at 22, after four years of Bureau pre-study, in a city she wasn’t used to, with no in-person support system, just a bunch of people on her phone who all knew what she was going through.

The Bureau had made it very clear how much they would have loved for her to relocate to San Bernardino, where three of the other probability manipulators lived, but that was on the other side of the country, and she didn’t have the guts to pack up and leave. So, Ocala it had been: far enough that she was on her own, but close enough to see her parents every so often.

And yet, it seemed that fate was steadfastly not on her side. Ava had gone through frustrating setback after frustrating setback all morning: not all of her books had come in on time, she hadn’t been able to find her first class, she’d run into a door after mistiming the automatic closure—really, the works.

Of course, it didn’t help that every time she tuned into a probability, she was making it more likely that things would go wrong. That was out of her control, once she started feeling like the world was against her. You could wish things would go well all you wanted, but that probability would rebel against you regardless.

But Ava clung to the fact that her last class was at 3pm. After that, she had the whole afternoon free.

Introduction to Screenwriting. It was what Ava actually wanted to do with her time; after some hemming and hawing surrounding her major, knowing the Bureau would finance her way through college proper, she’d finally settled on Film Design. It seemed to be a better choice for an aspiring screenwriter than something broader like Creative Writing, after all. And, hey, putting herself way behind the camera hopefully meant interacting with fewer people who would know her, whether from the tabloids or from the press releases the Bureau had to put out at the beginning of every year.

Plus, this was a book she actually had. She hadn’t forgotten her notebook, she hadn’t left her backpack at home, all her pens were writing fine.

Things were starting to look back up, maybe.

And then the door opened, and Ava’s Introduction to Screenwriting teacher walked into the room.

Quite tall, for a woman; Ava had to guess five foot nine, maybe five foot ten. A black dress shirt and tight pencil skirt that hugged every curve of her body, the type of thing that had to be intentional, that had to be drawing far too much attention to her wide hips and prominent chest on purpose. The makeup didn’t help, either, a dark red lip tracing a smirk at the corner of her mouth, a sharp eyeliner flick that couldn’t be appropriate for a professor, of all people. Long, curling dark hair with balayage streaks through it, catching the light, pulling your attention in a way that felt like it had to be supernatural. Sparkling light brown eyes, gold-flecked, intense almost to the point of fear, her gaze stronger than any Ava had ever felt.

And those eyes were burrowing directly into her.

INT. COLLEGE CLASSROOM - DAY

AVA LARSON (early 20s, distractible, but a good student) is sitting in the second row of the classroom. The teacher, MS. VIERA BRYANT (late 30s/early 40s, strikingly beautiful and put-together), breezes into the room and almost immediately homes in on AVA, ignoring the other students in the class. She looks like she KNOWS SOMETHING.

PROBABILITIES start to creep into the air behind VIERA, all-caps, yellow text, intentionally ominous looking, recognized to a single decimal point, with a final digit that constantly flickers. As they do, the LIKELIHOODS adjust, visually indicating the way the PROBABILITY changes when AVA focuses on them. The first to emerge are the most innocent: “CHANCE OF PASSING THIS CLASS,” about 98%. “CHANCE OF MISSING AN ASSIGNMENT,” about 72%. “CHANCE OF MISSING A CLASS,” about 23%.

A large percentage jumps to the front, taking up space right in front of VIERA, bold and unabashed.

”CHANCE OF HAVING SEX WITH YOUR INTRODUCTION TO SCREENWRITING TEACHER.” 42%, and rising quickly.

It was such a surprising probability for Ava to have accessed so quickly, it startled her out of the screenplay framing. She choked on a breath, pushing her into a moderately embarrassing flurry of coughing.

“Chance of dying from choking on your own spit” only peaked at around 0.5%, at least.

By the time she recovered, she’d attracted everyone’s attention, though she only really cared about those piercing brown eyes from the front of the classroom.

“Quite the introduction,” Viera purred. Her voice was deep, complex, and layered; light and feminine in pattern, but reveling fully in its own depth and timbre. “Are you alright?”

“Never better,” Ava managed to squeak, blinking sharply a few times, pulling her eyes away from Viera’s gaze. “Sorry about that.”

Her throat was hot. By the time she’d managed to stop thinking about it long enough for the solid number to disappear from her head, the likelihood for that final probability had been at a solid 57%. That was better odds than a coin flip, and with her teacher, for god’s sake.

Fuck, she didn’t even know if she was allowed to do that. Ava didn’t usually accelerate likelihoods that strongly, but if her power had anything to do with the inflation of that likelihood, it couldn’t be ethical to let it happen, surely. She was a hero, she couldn’t do something evil like that.

Right?

“No need to apologize, Miss Larson.” The smile on the corners of her lips turned up a little further. “I am glad you will be able to join us for the rest of the semester.”

Oh, motherfucker.

Teachers were allowed to know their students’ names, obviously, but the fact that she was able to pull it out so quickly meant that she knew Ava. Whether she’d recognized her name from a bulletin or her face from any number of pop culture sources, she already knew Ava.

So much for things looking up.

Viera moved on surprisingly smoothly, and most of Ava’s classmates did the same after a few minutes. The first class period of most freshman classes was just going over the syllabus and other expectations, and Ava found herself desperately grateful that she usually read syllabi before the class, on her own time.

It gave her plenty of time to obsess over her situation.

She had to be insane, and a pervert to boot. Ava didn’t know, off the top of her head, how she’d moved the likelihood that strongly, but it had to be her fault, somehow. A small, logical part of her brain argued that she could usually only move a likelihood by 20% of its initial value, max, and that was a good 35% increase, which would be reason enough for the Bureau to take her in for rank reevaluation. The less logical part of her brain—the part that had gotten her diagnosed with obsessive-compulsive disorder—argued back that maybe she shouldn’t say anything, then, because reevaluation might very well ruin her life.

Probability heroes all got diagnosed with OCD. It was hard not to develop OCD when magical thinking was actually real for you. By thinking about a probability, you were actively adjusting it. Why wouldn’t you be constantly thinking about every probability, all the time? Why wouldn’t you be tearing yourself apart thinking of new probabilities, pushing yourself as hard as possible to minimize the likelihood of your dog dying, of your car crashing, of your mom losing her job?

For any other power, a 20% impact rate would be laughably weak, Tier Four at best. Ava, on the other hand, was arguably the strongest probability hero on the planet. The group chat generally believed that a much stronger hero—with a 50% or 100% or even higher impact rate—would have so much impact, the obsession would kill them before their powers even fully manifested.

Ava had done a pretty good job not letting it kill her. But the thought of potentially having sex with the bombshell who still sat up at the front, confidently scrolling through syllabus sheets—not to mention, the thought that she might have impacted that likelihood in any way—sure was threatening to do so.

“And that’s our time,” Viera said, looking up at the clock behind them as students started grabbing their backpacks and filing out. “Only reading for homework, we’ll have a written assignment next Tuesday.”

Somehow, miraculously, Ava managed to slip her way into the stream of students leaving the room, evading her teacher’s intense gaze, leaving the whole scenario behind her, the world fading into a stream of text.

INT/EXT. HALLWAY - COLLEGE CLASSROOM BUILDING - DAY

AVA finds her way through the group of students. Quick JUMP CUTS indicate that other students are at least passingly aware of who she is. Focus on SUSPICIOUS GLANCES, WHISPERED RUMORS, and students MOVING AWAY from her. She keeps her head down and walks toward the DORMS.

OUTSIDE CAMPUS - CONTINUOUS

AVA is looking down at her phone, typing haphazardly. She chews on her thumbnail. She looks NERVOUS.

SPLIT-SCREEN, one side with AVA and the other with a GROUP CHAT named “FUCK GEROLAMO CARDANO.” As AVA proceeds through her day, the conversation in the GROUP CHAT proceeds alongside it.


Ava


first day of college done!!


Skyler


yaaaaayyyy!!!


Katerina


Hell yeah let’s go


Skyler


it’s only NOON HERE you bastard i have two classes to go today still!!!!!!


Ava


not my fault you live in the evil pacific time zone.


come to florida, we have the beautiful eastern time zone. <3


Skyler


i would never come to florida………..


except to visit you, i GUESS


Rayyan


lol i dont have classes on tuesdays this sounds like a yall problem


Katerina


I only have one, but it’s an 8am


Ava


that sounds awful.


Katerina


Eh. It’s my only day with an early class


Ava


still awful.






Ava hummed softly to herself, trying to find an “in.” She needed to ask a question, but if the response was too strong, she risked immediate questioning. The Bureau was probably watching her to some extent, but she didn’t know how far that extended, how watchful their eye was. If there was a way for her to fly under the radar—especially if she was going to make the choices she was already leaning toward—that would be ideal, if she wanted to avoid getting extracted to fucking San Bernardino.


Ava


anyone run into some potential lovers?


not sure how accepted it is for us to do the college thing and get promiscuous or whatever.


Samuel


Not very.


Skyler


well like


classic wisdom for us is that there’s no way to have someone REALLY consent to having casual sex with you


like, because if you want to have sex with them, you’re going to skew the likelihoods :(


Rayyan


ya


thereve been seventeen probs with longterm relationships bcs in a longterm relationship yr more likely to build bonds thatll withstand likelihood manip


but nothin else official


soz chief


Samuel


Nothing else official.


Rayyan


prism or stfu lol


u cunts can do what u want


im not fuckin talking ab it






It wasn’t good news. Probability manipulation would, necessarily, impact her ability to obtain truly informed consent. If she wanted to have sex with someone, it would make them more likely to have sex with her. Even if she wasn’t the sole driving factor of that decision, it was still… immoral.

But that last exchange intrigued Ava. Prism was an end-to-end encryption app that all the probability heroes used when they wanted slightly more privacy—more certainty that the Bureau wasn’t watching.


Ava


official?


Samuel


You aren’t supposed to, and I won’t argue it’s not ethically shady, at least.


But almost every PM has had some kind of romantic connection at some point.


It’s one of the reasons the Bureau doesn’t expressly tell you this. We’ve come up with our own guidelines, and they seem to let us self-manage.


The Bureau, and most PMs, won’t consider it rape unless you intentionally fuck with the probability.


The reason we’ll publicly tell you not to is that the Bureau will really start stalking you if you’re having extremely public romantic connections. It would be bad for their reputation if someone were to accuse you of power-bolstered rape.


If you want to fly under the radar, you’ll keep that shit to yourself.


Ava


but… other PMs will be okay with it?


Samuel


Mostly.


Can’t guarantee anything. But mostly.






It didn’t feel good.

When contemplating consent, you didn’t really want to start your journey with something “most PMs won’t consider rape.” You’d much rather start your journey with something that decidedly wasn’t rape.

But… Viera knew her. Ava wasn’t tricking her into doing anything, wasn’t misleading her regarding the circumstances they were going to be in. Viera certainly already knew she was a PM, would know what she was getting into with this. As long as Ava wasn’t lying, maybe it would be okay.

Maybe.

That was the thought that followed Ava for the next two days. Her Intro to Screenwriting classes were on Tuesdays and Thursdays, which meant she had plenty of time to lay in bed, walk to class, sit in lectures, and obsess.

It was, after all, something she was pretty good at.

INT. COLLEGE CLASSROOM - DAY

Framing flips through various places, including multiple different filmmaking courses, a lunch room, a library. In every one, those big, yellow PROBABILITIES follow her. 

Smaller ones are focused on more mundane elements of life: “LIKELIHOOD YOU TRIP,” “LIKELIHOOD YOU FILL UP YOUR GAS TANK TONIGHT,” “LIKELIHOOD YOU GET FOOD POISONING FROM LUNCH.” 

The larger ones are almost entirely now centered around VIERA: “LIKELIHOOD VIERA ENJOYS HAVING SEX WITH YOU,” “LIKELIHOOD VIERA THINKS YOU’RE TAKING ADVANTAGE OF HER,” “LIKELIHOOD VIERA HATES YOU FOR KNOWING THIS IS WRONG.”

Above all, however, the probability that keeps showing up is “CHANCE OF HAVING SEX WITH YOUR INTRODUCTION TO SCREENWRITING TEACHER.”

Specifically highlight the way in which AVA looks at the probabilities. She doesn’t shy away from them; in fact, the audience should believe that she’s specifically SEEKING THEM OUT. 

There should be a sense that she’s constantly looking for more, that she wants to check for every probability, no matter how scarce, made obvious by the sheer number of probabilities that show up for a second or two at less than 5%.

INT. AVA’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

AVA is lying in bed in a set of demure black pajamas. Those probabilities still surround her, overlaid on every surface of the room, bright yellow and impossible to ignore. 

We watch AVA intentionally bring up that core probability two or three times. While the final digit keeps moving up and down a digit or two, the decimal point fluctuating constantly, it seems to be hovering around 58%.

There’s a look of resigned frustration on AVA’s face. She flips over and the screen cuts to black.
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Chapter II


INT. COLLEGE CLASSROOM – DAY





Thursday rolled around far too quickly for Ava’s liking. 

And yet, she still had to go to class. She still had to show up for school as if she wasn’t going insane, as if she wasn’t keeping the world’s closest eye on that one fucking probability. She had to head into Introduction to Screenwriting and consciously decide to put herself under Viera’s watchful, burning gaze.
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ENVIRONMENTAL
PLAYLIST

the MOVies: v oo Nightly
Infinitely Falling...Fly by Midnight
Moment in the Sun..... Sunflower Bean

Hearts Don’t Break

Around Here...............Ed Sheeran
Foxglove. =7t iosr o Murder By Death
rollercoaster . sundial
Impossible.......Nothing But Thieves
Just Fine. . spookyghostboy
Malibw et - Mumford & Sons
the warmth.... . c.o...... Paris Paloma

I DONT KNOW HOW BUT
Kiss Goodnight......... THEY FOUND ME
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