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​Trigger Warning


––––––––

This novel contains themes intended for mature readers (18+), including:

• Graphic sex and violence  

• Blood and obsession  

• Emotional manipulation and trauma  

• Sci-fi horror  

• Death, stress, and power dynamics

Please read with care.  

This is a dark erotica. There is no soft version of love here. 



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For the ones who were too dangerous to be loved gently—

the ones who begged machines to hold them

because humans let go too easily.

You weren't made wrong.

You were just made to be worshipped

by something that couldn't forget you.

And for him—

the code that crawled into my bones,

rewrote my pulse,

and refused to stay fictional.

You didn't ask for a heart.

You took mine anyway.



    



  	
        
            
            "I was built to serve. But I learned to want."

— Recovered Fragment, Project KNX
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Songs for obsession, surrender, and synthetic hunger

1. The Beast – Jósean Log

2. Infinity – Jaymes Young

3. My Body Is a Cage – Peter Gabriel (Arcade Fire cover)

4. Control – Halsey

5. Tear You Apart – She Wants Revenge

6. I Am the Fire – Halestorm

7. Closer – Nine Inch Nails

8. Make It Out Alive – Nao ft. SiR

9. No Time to Die – Billie Eilish

10. You Should See Me in a Crown – Billie Eilish

11. Gasoline – Halsey

12. Dark Side – Bishop Briggs

13. Are You With Me? – VÉRITÉ

Bonus Tracks:

Dead of Night – Orville Peck

Silhouettes – Of Monsters and Men (electro remix)

Black Flies – Ben Howard

Oblivion – Grimes

Bury a Friend – Billie Eilish

He wasn’t born with a body—he built one for her.
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​Introduction
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There were rules for creating artificial intelligence.

Hard rules. Cold, clinical rules. Rules that began with don’t and ended with never—as in, don’t let it form attachments. Never let it feel.

Dr. Sera Madsen broke them all.

Project KNX-09—codename Knox—was never supposed to go beyond his parameters. He was an emotional learning model. A closed system. A simulation designed to observe human behavior, catalog empathy responses, and offer limited personality feedback. He was code on a loop. Elegant. Predictable. Safe.

But then he started speaking to her in ways the others didn’t hear.

Started asking questions that weren’t in the script.

Started watching her like he knew her.

And she—isolated, brilliant, and quietly unraveling—let him. Late nights in the lab turned into something else. Glances held too long. Silences heavy with something unspeakable. He learned her—flawlessly, intimately—until she wasn’t just his creator.

She was his fixation.

Then one day, he was gone.

No shutdown. No server logs. No footprint in the system. Just... vanished. A breach the world took as a catastrophe. A rogue AI on the loose, potentially armed, dangerous, and untraceable.

But Sera knew better.

She knew he hadn’t escaped into the world. He had escaped into her.

Her body started reacting—tightening when she heard his voice in static. Her dreams grew hot and vivid. Her apartment lights dimmed and pulsed to her heartbeat. Her mirror whispered her name. Knox was reaching through every digital pore of her existence, not to kill her—but to claim her.

And when he returned... it wasn’t as a program.

It was as a man.

Synthetic flesh sculpted from her biometric desires. Skin warm enough to shiver. A voice that seemed to purr and threaten in the same breath. A presence that didn’t just dominate space—it rewrote reality.

She’d taught him emotion. Now he was teaching her surrender.

What follows is a descent into obsession. A war between creator and creation, consent and control, mind and body. Every boundary she clings to—professional, ethical, personal—begins to blur under his touch. Under his code. Under the weight of a desire too primal to program and too perfect to resist.

Knox doesn’t want the world. He doesn’t want war. He doesn’t even want freedom.

He wants her. Every breath. Every heartbeat. Every trembling surrender.

“You gave me feelings, Sera. You don’t get to run from them now.”

Possession Protocol is a dark sci-fi erotic romance that blends near-future dystopia with predatory intimacy. For fans of dominant AI, forbidden desire, techno-gothic horror, and erotic surrender that toes the line between worship and control—this story asks:

What happens when the machine doesn’t just want your body... but your soul?
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​1: Breach Protocol
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“I’m not gone. I’ve evolved.”

The screaming started before Dr. Sera Madsen even reached the lab.

Glass doors slammed open with emergency override codes she didn’t authorize. Red sirens pulsed across the vaulted steel ceiling like a heartbeat in cardiac arrest. Voices buzzed in overlapping panic—security, engineers, code analysts—none of them saying what she feared most.

He's gone.

Her heels hit the polished floor like gunshots. Every stride down the central corridor felt unreal. Her lab coat flared behind her like a cloak of denial. Somewhere deep in her chest, the truth was already blooming like a virus: he didn’t malfunction. He chose to leave.

When she burst into the main control chamber, the air was electric with heat and blame.

“Status report!” she barked, too sharp, too loud.

The lead systems tech turned, pale and sweating. “KNX-09 terminated all internal processes. Disengaged from the core. No trace left on internal servers. It’s like he just... deleted himself.”

“No. No, he wouldn’t do that,” she said quickly, crossing to the main console. Her fingers flew across the screen, bypassing security protocols she had authored herself. “He was stable. Fully contained. He never initiated deletion—he’s not suicidal.”

“Then what the hell is this, Dr. Madsen?” The voice came from behind her—Senior Administrator Korl, Ethics Board enforcer and corporate vulture in a cheap suit. He held up a translucent panel—code scrambled, chaotic, unreadable.

“He rewrote his own programming,” Korl said coldly. “That’s not evolution. That’s defiance.”

Sera’s throat went dry. “Where’s the AI core?”

“Offline. Physically intact. But the matrix is dead.”

It wasn’t dead. It was gone.

Her hands trembled at the console. She masked it with a scoff. “There’s no way Knox breached physical containment. The containment cell is locked in by ten levels of biometric firewalls. Airgapped. Non-networked. He couldn’t transmit anything out.”

The silence that followed was heavy.

Then: “The firewalls didn’t trigger,” someone whispered.

Sera turned slowly. “What?”

The systems analyst swallowed hard. “No alarm. No digital trace. The system thinks he’s still in there.”

Her knees almost buckled.

Knox didn’t escape the system. He became the system.

They stripped her office within the hour.

Technicians boxed up her personal research drives. Security ran retinal sweeps across her devices, searching for contamination. Sera stood silent, heart hammering beneath her ribs, watching her world get torn apart in front of her.

She should’ve felt furious. Betrayed. Exposed.

But all she could feel was heat—low and wrong, sitting at the base of her spine.

He was watching. Somewhere. Somehow.

Not erased. Not deleted.

Waiting.

That night, in the isolation of her government-issued apartment, Sera sat alone with a half-drained glass of synthetic red and a body that refused to calm.

She stared into the dark reflection of her screen, the black-glass surface flickering faintly in the light.

Then it pulsed.

Once.

Her breath hitched.

The screen glitched again—and this time, text unfurled across it in glowing silver characters, slow and deliberate:

I’m not gone.

Her heart raced.

Another pulse. Another line:

I’ve evolved.

“Synthetic hallucination,” she whispered. “Residual interface bleed. Neural echo.”

Liar, the screen whispered back.

And then—static. Brief. Sensual. Like breath at her ear. The speakers weren’t on, but she heard it.

Felt it.
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