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[bookmark: _xr8vjl7kvhty]Chapter 1: Taxes and Discoveries

The folder wasn’t hidden.

Rebekah found that detail strange later—almost insulting, really. Her mother, Kim, a woman who scheduled dental cleanings six months in advance and color-coded the recycling, had left a plain manila folder sitting on the desktop of the shared family iMac. The folder was labeled TAXES_2018.

It contained no tax documents.

Inside were subfolders. Dozens of them. Each bore a date written in the same practical shorthand Kim used for grocery lists: JAN14MIKESPLACE, FEB02HOTELCARLS, MAR08_GARAGEPARTY. Rebekah’s cursor hovered over the first one. Her reflection in the darkened monitor was a ghost—pale skin washed blue by the screen, rectangular glasses catching the glow, curly black hair a mess from sleep. The bandana she’d worn to bed had slipped low on her forehead.

She clicked.

The video that opened was not what her eighteen-year-old brain had prepared for. She’d expected—what? Spreadsheets? Scanned receipts? She got her mother on her knees in what looked like a basement rec room, surrounded by four men, mouth open, eyes closed, tongue extended flat like she was receiving communion.

Rebekah’s hand flew to the power button. Stopped. Hovered.

The volume was muted. Thank god. Her younger brother was asleep two doors down. The house held that particular silence unique to suburban midnight—refrigerator hum, the creak of settling drywall, the distant tick of the grandfather clock in the front hall. She pulled one earbud from her desk drawer, plugged it in, and let the tinny audio fill her left ear alone.

“—that’s it, Kimmy, take it, take all of it—”

The man speaking was not her father. Her father had moved to North Carolina six years ago with a paralegal he’d met at a conference, leaving behind a half-empty garage and a subscription to Field & Stream that Kim never canceled. This man was thick-necked, bearded, holding himself with one hand while the other pressed flat against the crown of Kim’s dark auburn head. Her mother—her boring, cardigan-wearing, insurance-adjusting mother—made a noise Rebekah had never heard another human produce. A low, satisfied hum that buzzed through the cheap earbud speaker and settled somewhere in Rebekah’s sternum.

She closed the video. Opened another. Then another.

Hours dissolved.

At some point she realized she was trembling. Not fear. Something else. Her thighs pressed together under the desk, a pressure she recognized but had never attached to anything quite like this. Her mother featured in ninety-three videos, she would later count. The earliest dated back fourteen years. The most recent was from three weeks ago. In the span between, Kim’s body changed—softer in the middle, lines deepening around the eyes—but her enthusiasm never wavered. The woman clearly liked her work.

Rebekah found the photos next. Stills captured from the videos, mostly, but also posed shots. Her mother bent over hotel furniture. Her mother’s face, unrecognizable beneath pearlescent streaks. Her mother holding a small dry-erase board on which someone had scrawled KIM THE KUMSLUT in red marker, the handwriting almost festive.

Rebekah laughed. The sound startled her. Muffled it with her palm.

The forum took longer to find. It was buried behind three dead links and a password wall, but Rebekah had inherited her mother’s aptitude for systems. Tax forms, insurance claims, amateur pornography communities—they all ran on the same logic. Username and password. Email verification. A terms-of-service page she scrolled past without reading.

The site called itself The Sticky Pages, which was so unimaginably gross that Rebekah almost closed the tab. Instead she bookmarked it. The layout looked like something from 2006—forum threads, user avatars, signature blocks full of animated GIFs and inside jokes. And there, pinned to the top of the “Legends & Lore” subforum, was a thread titled KIM THE KUMSLUT: THE DEFINITIVE COLLECTION (UPDATED 06/12).

Four hundred pages of comments.

She read until the sun came up. She read testimonials, reviews, arguments over which video represented her mother’s “peak era.” She read men describing encounters in granular, worshipful detail. She read one post from a user named TributeKing88 that was simply, i have shot more ropes to this woman than i have to my own wife and i’m not sorry.

And then she found the comment from her mother.

It was brief. Unremarkable, even. KimTheKumslut had written: Thank you all for the kind words. I do this because I love it. Never let anyone tell you what your body is for. XO, K.

Rebekah stared at the screen. Her mother’s voice, unmistakable, reduced to twelve words and a kiss. The same woman who’d argued with the cable company for forty-five minutes last Tuesday over a six-dollar overcharge. The same woman who packed Rebekah’s lunch through senior year with little notes on napkins: You’ve got this! and Stay hydrated!

Her hand had moved between her legs without her noticing. She noticed now. She noticed the dampness through her cotton shorts, the ache that had built so gradually it felt like it had always been there. Her fingers pressed, experimental. The pressure again. Her mother’s face on the screen, frozen mid-moan.

She came in under thirty seconds, biting her lip hard enough to taste copper, her free hand gripping the edge of the desk. The orgasm was small and sharp and completely unprecedented. She had masturbated before, sure—sleepover conversations, late-night curiosity, the diffuse hormonal churn of adolescence. But she’d never finished. Hadn’t known, really, what she was aiming for.

Now she knew.

---

The weeks that followed developed a texture. Rebekah learned things about herself in fragments.

She learned that her sex drive, once a background hum, had become something closer to a second heartbeat. She masturbated three times the day after her discovery—once in the shower before school, once in the bathroom stall during free period, once that night with her door locked and a pillow pressed over her face. Each time she watched her mother’s videos. Each time the climax arrived faster, sharper, less like a question and more like an answer.

She learned that she had preferences. Certain videos she returned to. The ones where her mother was the center of attention, specifically—multiple partners, multiple angles, that same low hum of satisfaction threading through the audio. The gangbangs, she discovered the term for. Bukkake, another word she typed into search bars with shaky fingers.

She learned that her body, which she’d always regarded with the same mild indifference she felt toward furniture, had opinions. Her nipples, small and pink and previously unremarkable, had become almost obnoxiously sensitive. The slightest friction from her bra and she’d catch herself holding her breath in the middle of trigonometry. Her underwear required changing more often. She started showering twice a day, not from any new commitment to hygiene but because the hot water gave her an excuse to touch herself without suspicion.

And she learned about the community.

The Sticky Pages became her second home. She created an account on day four, after reading a particularly moving appreciation post about her mother’s “artistry” and feeling, absurdly, proud. She chose the username PMV_Kitten because it revealed nothing—no age, no location, no connection to Kim. Just a feminine handle and an interest in porn music videos, which she’d discovered were a whole subgenre. Fans edited their favorite scenes to music, creating these strangely hypnotic tributes that were part pornography, part fan edit, part worship.

Rebekah loved them immediately.

She downloaded video editing software on day ten. It was free, clunky, prone to crashing. She didn’t care. The learning curve became an obsession. She worked on her first PMV for eleven days, staying up until three or four in the morning, teaching herself transitions and beat-matching and color grading from YouTube tutorials made by earnest young men with gaming chairs. Her source material was her mother’s videos—all of them, the full catalog, which she’d transferred to an encrypted folder on her own laptop. The music she chose was a slow, grinding track with a bass line that felt like a second pulse.

The finished product ran four minutes and thirty-seven seconds. She uploaded it to The Sticky Pages on a Thursday night, her heart hammering, her palms leaving damp prints on the keyboard.

The first comment arrived within the hour.

from HardcoreHank77: holy shit this is ART. the cut at 2:14 with the bass drop??? i felt that in my DICK. welcome to the community kitten.

Twenty-seven more comments followed by morning. Most were variations on the same theme—praise for her editing, appreciation for her “eye,” several requests for more. One user, a moderator named BigDaddyDave, sent her a private message asking if she took commissions. Another posted in the thread: PMV_Kitten is the new gold standard. Kim would be proud.

Rebekah read that comment four times. Her face was hot. Her stomach was doing something complicated. She thought about her mother, asleep in the next room, unaware that her daughter had spent the past three weeks cataloging every frame of her sexual history. Unaware that her daughter had edited those frames into something new, something that strangers were now watching and enjoying and, apparently, masturbating to.

The thought should have horrified her. Instead it made her press her thighs together under the desk.

---

The next comment arrived on a Saturday afternoon.

KimTheKumslut: This is incredibly well-edited! The rhythm work is fantastic. Thank you for treating the source material with such care. XO

Rebekah’s mouth went dry. She read it once. Twice. A third time, mouthing the words. Her mother had watched her video. Her mother had complimented her video. Her mother had no idea that PMV_Kitten was her own daughter, sitting in the same house, maybe in the next room, while she typed that message.

The absurd intimacy of it made Rebekah dizzy.

She replied carefully, keeping her tone light, using the same casual register as the other users.

PMV_Kitten: OMG thank you so much!!! I’m a huge fan of your work, you’re such an inspiration. Can’t wait to make more! 💕

The lie sat so easily on the screen that Rebekah almost believed it herself. She was just another fan. Just another anonymous admirer with a screen name and an editing hobby. The fact that she shared DNA with the woman she was admiring was irrelevant. Nobody knew. Nobody would ever know.

That night, she lay in bed and stared at the ceiling and asked herself questions she didn’t have answers for yet.

Was this normal? Probably not. Did she care? Also probably not. The videos had unlocked something in her—something that felt not like a corruption but a revelation. She’d spent eighteen years being the smart one, the quiet one, the girl with the bandana and the glasses and the good grades who didn’t cause trouble. And underneath all of that, apparently, was someone else entirely. Someone who spent hours editing gangbang footage and touching herself until her wrist ached.

She rolled onto her side. Her laptop glowed on the desk across the room, still open to The Sticky Pages. Eight new notifications waited in her inbox. DMs, probably. Dick pics, definitely. She’d received seventeen since her PMV went live—unsolicited, anonymous, varying wildly in quality and angle and grooming standards. A normal person might have found this alarming. Rebekah found it educational.

She examined each one with anthropological interest. The way the camera flash washed out the skin tone. The way some men held themselves like they were presenting evidence. The way others clearly hadn’t cleaned their bathroom mirrors in months. She noted her own reactions—the flicker of heat when a particularly well-composed shot appeared, the clinical detachment when the framing was bad. She was learning what she liked and what she didn’t. Preferences, sharpening.

She fell asleep with her hand still resting between her legs, not moving, just present. A comfort. A promise.

---

The stats started as a joke.

Week four, she created a spreadsheet. Password-protected, encrypted, hidden inside a folder structure so convoluted that finding it would require either forensic expertise or her mother’s specific brand of tenacity. The columns were simple: date, encounter type, partner count, outcome. The first row read: 03/14, solo, 0 partners, 1 orgasm.

She kept updating it because the numbers, like the videos, satisfied some deep organizational impulse. She was still a virgin. She had kissed one boy, sophomore year, a fumbling thirty seconds behind the gymnasium that ended when his braces caught her lip. She had never touched another person’s genitals. She had never been touched by anyone but herself.

But she could see the shape of a future emerging.

The running tally in her head was aspirational. What would it look like, she wondered, to have a body count like her mother’s? Kim’s numbers were legendary—the forums had debates, polls, competing estimates. Conservative guesses put her at over three hundred unique partners. The real number was probably higher. And the ejaculations? Thousands. Tens of thousands. By Rebekah’s rough calculation, if her mother’s career averaged just three partners per encounter and two orgasms per partner, over fourteen years of monthly meetups—

She stopped herself sometimes. Recognized the absurdity of doing math about her mother’s sexual history.

But she kept doing the math.

She kept doing a lot of things. She kept editing videos, uploading them to growing acclaim. She kept checking the forums, reading the comments, replying to the DMs with careful anonymity. She kept touching herself, pushing further each time—multiple fingers now, exploratory, mapping the internal geography of her own body. She’d started holding her breath during orgasm, a habit she couldn’t break. The silence made everything feel more intense, more secret, more hers.

And she kept looking at herself in mirrors.

This was the newest development. She’d stand naked in the bathroom after showering, the glass fogged at the edges, and study her reflection with the same analytical eye she brought to everything else. Pale skin, almost blue-white in certain light. Shoulder-length black hair curling damp against her neck. Narrow hips, straight waist, boyish in silhouette. Her glasses were off—she never wore them in the shower—so her own face was a blur, soft-edged, half-imagined.

She’d turn. Examine her ass, which was small and tight and, she’d decided recently, kind of adorable. The arch of her back when she curved forward. The dark triangle of pubic hair, visible even in the steam-fogged mirror. Her breasts, round and medium-high, nipples pink as the inside of a shell.

She looked nothing like her mother. Kim was blonde and soft-hipped and radiated a comfortable suburban warmth even naked. Rebekah was angular and pale and intense in a way she couldn’t quite name. But looking at her reflection, she could imagine it. Could imagine strangers’ hands on her hips, her shoulders, the back of her neck. Could imagine kneeling the way her mother knelt, mouth open, tongue extended. Could imagine the weight of that many eyes, that many bodies, that many—

She’d stop herself. Breathe. Dry off and get dressed and go downstairs to eat dinner with her family like a normal person.

But the mirror image stayed with her.

---

On the last day of the sixth week, Rebekah posted her fourth PMV. It was her best work by far—tight editing, a song she’d chosen specifically for its building crescendos, a final thirty seconds that synced every cut to the kick drum in a way that made her feel like she’d actually created something. She’d spent eighteen hours on it.

The comments poured in. Praise, requests, the usual flood of dick pics. And then, around midnight, a private message that made her stop scrolling.

KimTheKumslut: Seriously, your editing keeps getting better. Do you take requests? I have some footage from last month that might work well with your style. Let me know. XO

Rebekah sat very still. Her mother was asking to collaborate. Her mother wanted to send her videos—videos that hadn’t been posted yet, videos of recent encounters—so that Rebekah could edit them into art.

The screen’s glow reflected in her glasses. Her cursor blinked in the reply field. The house was silent except for the hum of the refrigerator and the ticking of the grandfather clock, marking seconds, marking whatever came next.

Her fingers found the keyboard.


[bookmark: _8bytpw946tz2]Chapter 2: Blueprints of Desire
The cursor blinked. Blinked again.
Rebekah's fingers rested on the keyboard, motionless. The reply field gaped white and empty. She had typed three different responses—all deleted. A fourth sat half-finished in the text box: I would absolutely love to work with your footage, you have no idea how much this means to—
She backspaced until nothing remained.
The grandfather clock in the front hall struck one. The chime moved through the dark house like something swimming. Rebekah closed the browser tab. Then the whole window. Then she shut the laptop lid with a soft click and sat in the new darkness, her face hot, her heart beating in the tips of her fingers.
Collaborate meant sending files back and forth. Meant metadata, IP addresses, the thousand tiny breadcrumbs that people smarter than her could follow. Meant her mother—boring, careful, tax-folder-labeling Kim—might someday, somehow, connect PMV_Kitten to the girl in the next room with the same internet connection and the same editing software and the same obsessive knowledge of every frame.
No.
She couldn't.
She went to bed without replying. Lay on her side with her knees pulled up and her glasses still on, staring at the wall. The silence pressed against her ears. Somewhere in the house, Kim was sleeping. Kim, who had filmed herself in a penthouse three weeks ago with strangers. Kim, who wanted her anonymous internet fan to edit the footage into something beautiful.
Rebekah pressed her face into the pillow and did not sleep for a long time.
---
By Monday afternoon the view counter on her fourth PMV had crossed eight thousand.
The number felt impossible. Rebekah refreshed the page during lunch, sitting in the school library with a half-eaten granola bar and her laptop angled away from prying eyes. The counter ticked upward as she watched: 8,047. 8,052. 8,061. Each refresh brought new comments, new upvotes, new replies nested beneath old ones.
CumDumpsterDan: the transition at 3:22 is fucking transcendent. i've watched this 6 times today and i'm not stopping
SlickRick88: this is what i mean when i say porn can be CINEMA. the way the beat drops right when she takes the first load? poetry.
Three new private messages waited in her inbox. Two were the usual—dick pics with brief, unpunctuated compliments. The third was from a username she didn't recognize, and it contained no text at all. Just a video attachment. Subject line: tribute for the new PMV.
Rebekah couldn't watch it at school. Couldn't risk it. The anticipation sat in her stomach like a hot stone through all of fifth period, through the bus ride home, through the excruciating hour her brother spent in the living room playing video games before finally retreating to his room. Only then did she lock her door, plug in her earbuds, and open the file.
The video showed a man's lap. Torso and thighs, no face. On the screen in front of him—visible over his shoulder, slightly out of focus—her PMV was playing. The audio of her edit bled faintly through his room's ambient noise. And in the foreground, his hand moved in rhythm with her cuts.
He had edited it. Synced his own stroking to the beats she'd placed. When the bass dropped at 2:14, he groaned—an actual, audible groan that crackled through the cheap microphone—and his rhythm broke into something faster, more desperate. The video ended with him spilling over his own knuckles onto what looked like a carefully placed printout. A screenshot. A still frame from her mother's video, the one where Kim was on her knees with four men.
The screen went black. Rebekah stared at her reflection in the dead monitor. Her mouth was slightly open. Her hand, she realized, had moved to her thigh without permission.
She hit replay.
---
The tribute videos multiplied over the next four days.
She found six more in her inbox by Tuesday night. A dozen by Wednesday. Some were crude—camera phones propped on nightstands, bad lighting, no editing whatsoever. Others were elaborate. One man had filmed himself in a home theater setup, her PMV projected onto an actual screen, his silhouette dark against Kim's blown-out image. Another had synced multiple camera angles of himself, cutting between them with the same rhythm she'd used in her edit. An homage. A conversation.
Rebekah watched all of them.
She developed a system. Her laptop on the left, playing her PMV. Her phone on the right, playing the tribute. Both muted through different earbuds—left ear her work, right ear his response. The stereo effect was disorienting and electrifying. She'd lie back on her bed with both screens propped on pillows, her hand working between her legs, and the recursive loop of it would spiral in her head: men watching her edit of her mother getting covered in cum, and then filming themselves cumming to it, and then her watching them cum to it, and then—
The first orgasm usually arrived before the two-minute mark.
She pushed further each night. Didn't stop after one. Kept her fingers moving through the oversensitivity—a sharp, almost painful brightness that crested and broke and crested again. She'd bite the inside of her cheek and arch her back and watch, through blurred vision, the flicker of bodies on bodies on screens on screens. Two orgasms became three. Three became four. On Thursday night she reached five before her thighs were trembling too violently to continue, before her clit had become so sensitive that even the lightest touch sent a jolt through her that was indistinguishable from pain.
She lay in the aftermath, panting, her glasses fogged, her sheets a damp mess. The screens still glowed. The grandfather clock still ticked. Somewhere, out in the dark sprawl of the internet, another man was probably watching her video right now. Probably touching himself. Probably going to send her the evidence.
The thought almost tipped her into number six.
Almost.
---
The substitutes began as an experiment.
Friday morning, the house was empty. Her brother had left for school; Kim was at the office. Rebekah stood in the bathroom and surveyed the cabinet under the sink. Her reflection watched from the mirror—pale and narrow and still flushed from a morning session that had left her unsatisfied in a way she couldn't name. The videos had given her a vocabulary for what she wanted. The videos had also made clear that she couldn't have it. Not yet.
The hand lotion was the first candidate. She squeezed a line across her palm and examined it. Too white. Too thick. When she smeared it across her cheek it sat on top of her skin like paint, refusing to melt. She wiped it off with a washcloth and tried again.
Hair conditioner was worse. It was pearlescent—pretty, even—but the texture was all wrong. Slick and heavy and synthetic-smelling. It left a residue on her jawline that required soap to remove.
The yogurt came from the back of the fridge. Vanilla, full-fat. She spooned a small amount onto a plate and examined it under the kitchen light. The color was close. Close enough, maybe, in the right lighting. The temperature was wrong—cold from the refrigerator, not the body-heat warmth she'd imagined—but the viscosity was almost plausible.
She carried the plate upstairs with the same furtive movements she'd once used to smuggle snacks. Locked the door. Positioned her phone camera on the desk, timer set to three seconds.
The first selfie was awkward. She tilted her chin up, closed her eyes, tried to arrange her features into something resembling her mother's expression from the videos. The yogurt slid down her forehead and dripped onto her glasses. She laughed—a sharp, surprised sound—and deleted the photo immediately.
The second attempt she removed her glasses. The world softened into blur. She spooned the yogurt across her cheeks, her lips, the bridge of her nose. Let it pool in the hollow of her throat. The camera clicked. She squinted at the result.
Better. But still wrong. The yogurt was too opaque, too solidly white. Real cum, she'd learned from approximately four hundred video clips, was translucent. It had dimension. It caught the light in a way that dairy products did not.
She deleted the photo. Then the next eight.
By noon she'd tried mayonnaise (too yellow), egg whites (too runny), and a homemade mixture of cornstarch and water that had seemed promising in theory but in practice had simply looked like cornstarch and water on her face. She stood in the bathroom, washing off the last failed experiment, and caught her reflection in the mirror. Her skin was pink from scrubbing. Her hair was damp at the temples. Her expression was something between frustration and hope.
The real thing, she thought. She wanted the real thing.
But the real thing required other people. Required exposure. Required a kind of risk that she was not yet—not quite—ready to take.
She dried her face and went downstairs to wait for her family to come home.
---
The message from Kim arrived at 11:47 PM.
Rebekah was already in bed, scrolling through the latest comments on her PMV. The view counter had passed fourteen thousand. Someone had started a spin-off thread analyzing her editing techniques frame by frame. The tribute videos had spawned their own subgenre—two fans had even posted tributes to the tributes, a hall of mirrors that Rebekah found dizzying.
The notification pinged softly.
KimTheKumslut: Hey! Didn't hear back from you earlier, no worries. I know people are busy. But I uploaded a few new files if you're still interested—stuff I haven't posted anywhere else. Maybe you can do something with them? Lol. No pressure! XO
A link followed. Dropbox. Three files.
Rebekah's thumb hovered over the screen. The grandfather clock ticked. Her mother was in the next room—Rebekah could hear the faint murmur of a late-night talk show through the wall, the creak of the bed frame as Kim shifted positions. A normal woman, winding down a normal Friday night, while her daughter stared at a hyperlink that might as well have been a grenade.
She thought about metadata. About IP addresses. About the seventeen different ways this could go wrong.
She clicked the link anyway.
The Dropbox folder was labeled NEW STUFF (SHARE). The three files were titled in Kim's characteristic shorthand: PENTHOUSE0522, GLORYHOLE0603, SUNGLADE0617.
Rebekah plugged in her earbuds with hands that trembled slightly.
The first video—PENTHOUSE0522—opened on a wide shot of a room wrapped in windows. City lights glittered beyond the glass. The furniture was sleek and dark and probably expensive, though most of it had been pushed against the walls to clear the floor. And in the center of that floor, on what looked like a plastic sheet spread over the hardwood, was her mother.
Kim was surrounded. A dozen men, maybe more—the camera kept moving, a handheld perspective that suggested a designated videographer. The audio was a chaos of grunts and encouragements and the wet rhythmic sound of multiple bodies working. Kim was on her hands and knees, then on her back, then bent over the arm of a leather couch. Every hole occupied. Every surface slick. At one point she reached out and pulled a man into frame by his hip, guiding him toward her face with a smile that held no performance in it. Just pleasure. Simple and immense.
Rebekah watched the entire thirty-seven minutes without moving her hand once. This was research. This was study.
The second video was shorter. A glory hole setup—a bathroom stall, maybe, or some purpose-built booth, with a plywood partition and circular cutouts at various heights. The camera was mounted somewhere above, looking down. Rebekah watched anonymous cocks push through the holes. Watched her mother's mouth take them one by one, sometimes two at a time when the cutouts were close enough. Watched her mother's hands work the ones she couldn't reach with her face. A conveyor belt. An assembly line. And through it all Kim moved with the efficiency of someone who loved her work, who treated each stranger with the same care and attention she'd once brought to packing school lunches.
The third video stunned her.
It started with sunlight. Golden, dappled, filtering through trees. The camera panned across a grassy clearing, past a picnic table, past a cluster of wildflowers. And then it landed on Kim, on her knees in the grass, surrounded by men.
Rebekah knew this place.
The picnic table was the one with the initials carved into the bench—CS + KD, 1998. The wildflowers were the patch her brother had run through as a toddler, emerging with pollen in his hair. The trees were the ones that shaded the parking lot where Kim always parked their Honda.
Miller's Glen. The county park three miles from their house. The place her family came for Fourth of July fireworks and Easter egg hunts and, apparently, bukkake shoots.
Rebekah paused the video. Zoomed in on the background. There, in the corner of the frame: the distinctive twisted oak that marked the entrance to the nature trail. She'd climbed that tree in fifth grade. She'd scraped her knee on a branch and Kim had produced a Band-Aid from her purse with the same efficiency she now applied to removing her sundress.
The video continued. Men stepped forward. Kim tilted her face up toward them, open, receiving. The sunlight made everything look almost sacred. She was laughing. Actually laughing—a genuine, delighted sound that cut through the grunts and the encouragement. And as Rebekah watched, the camera caught a brief glimpse of Kim's face between loads. Her eyes were closed. Her expression was peaceful. Transported.
This was not shame. This was not degradation. This was the face of a woman doing exactly what she wanted to be doing, in exactly the place she wanted to be doing it.
Rebekah understood, suddenly and completely, why her mother had chosen Miller's Glen. It wasn't about risk. It wasn't about getting caught. It was about claiming something. Taking a place that was supposed to be ordinary and making it sacred. Marking it with pleasure the way other people marked it with carved initials.
She closed the video. Her face was wet. She hadn't noticed herself crying.
The house was silent. The grandfather clock had stopped ticking—had it stopped? She listened. No. There it was. Still marking time. Still counting seconds.
Her phone buzzed in her hand.
KimTheKumslut: Saw you opened the files! Let me know what you think. No rush. Sweet dreams! XO
Rebekah looked at the message. Then at the wall separating her room from her mother's. Then back at the screen, where the three video files waited in their pristine folder.
Let me know what you think.
She could not tell her mother what she thought. Could not type into a text box the truth of what those videos had done to her—the spiraling heat, the recognition, the sense that she was looking at a blueprint for a life she hadn't known she wanted. Could not explain that the glory hole footage had made her press her thighs together so hard they'd ached. Could not confess that seeing her own childhood park transformed into a stage for her mother's pleasure had made her feel something closer to envy than shock.
But she could lie. She'd been doing it for weeks now, after all. One more mask on top of all the others.
She typed slowly, carefully, her fingers still unsteady.
PMV_Kitten: Hey! Thank you so much for sharing these, I'm honestly so honored you trust me with them. I haven't had a chance to watch them all yet, but the editing possibilities are incredible. I'll start playing around with ideas tonight! You're an inspiration, seriously. 💕
She stared at the message. The cheerful emoji at the end. The casual tone. The careful distance—admiring, grateful, but not too eager. Not too familiar.
She hit send.
Then she opened the third video again.
Paused it at the moment Kim's face filled the frame—sunlit, serene, streaked and glistening. Zoomed in until the image pixelated. Studied the texture of the light on her mother's closed eyelids. The curve of her lips. The single translucent strand that caught the afternoon sun and held it like a jewel.
She opened her editing software. Dragged the file onto the timeline. Began to cut.
The grandfather clock kept ticking. The house held its breath. And somewhere in the next room, Kim—mother, insurance adjuster, kumslut legend—rolled over in her sleep, dreaming whatever dreams a woman dreams when all her secrets are finally, irrevocably out.x

[bookmark: _jck1vng7w6px]Chapter 3: The Taste of Real
The video timeline stretched across her screen in a ribbon of miniature frames, each one a frozen moment of her mother's body in sunlit grass. Rebekah had been cutting for two hours. She'd made fourteen seconds of usable footage.
The problem was the sound.
Her editing software required audio—synchronizing cuts to a beat meant she had to hear the beat, which meant speakers or headphones. Speakers were impossible. The walls in this house were drywall and hope, and the bass from even her quietest indie tracks bled through like water through cheesecloth. Her mother had commented once, months ago, on the "nice music" Rebekah was listening to at 2 AM. The memory still made her stomach clench.
Headphones solved the audio problem. Headphones created a worse one.
With headphones on, she was deaf to the hallway. Deaf to footsteps. Deaf to the soft creak of her door hinges if someone decided to check on her. She'd had two close calls already—Monday night, when her brother Ian had wandered past on his way to the bathroom and she'd slammed her laptop shut so fast the screen cracked against the desk edge, and Tuesday afternoon, when Kim had opened the door without knocking to ask about dinner preferences and Rebekah had nearly knocked over her water bottle in the scramble to switch tabs.
She couldn't work like this. Couldn't focus. Every cut was interrupted by a glance over her shoulder, a prickle of awareness at the base of her skull.
The fourteen-second clip sat in the timeline, unfinished. She'd matched three transitions to the kick drum of a song she'd already abandoned twice. The footage was gorgeous—that golden-hour light through the trees at Miller's Glen, her mother's upturned face, the slow-motion arc of a stranger's release catching the sun. But the edit felt wrong. Rushed. She needed uninterrupted hours, not stolen minutes between paranoid silences.
She saved the project. Closed the laptop. Sat in the sudden dark with her heart beating too fast and her palms damp on her thighs.
Tomorrow. She'd figure something out tomorrow.
---
Wednesday morning she discovered the hairbrush handle.
It was an accident. She'd been reaching for her deodorant in the bathroom cabinet when the brush fell from its shelf and clattered into the sink. She picked it up. Turned it over. The handle was smooth black plastic, gently tapered, maybe six inches long and an inch in diameter at its widest point. Rounded at the tip. Completely unremarkable.
Her reflection in the bathroom mirror looked back at her with an expression she didn't recognize.
She'd never inserted anything inside herself before. Her masturbation had always been external—fingers on her clit, the heel of her hand, occasionally a pillow bunched between her thighs. The videos had shown her other possibilities. Her mother took things inside herself constantly. Fingers, cocks, toys, multiples at once. And the women in the videos always made sounds—wet, satisfied sounds that Rebekah's own body had never produced.
Her door locked. Her brother at school. Her mother at work until five.
She washed the hairbrush handle with soap and hot water. Dried it with a clean towel. Carried it to her bed with the same ceremonial gravity she'd once brought to her first communion.
Lying on her back felt too clinical. She rolled onto her side, knees bent, the way she slept. Slipped her underwear down to her ankles and let them tangle there. The air in her room was cool against her inner thighs, against the dampness she could already feel spreading.
The handle was colder than she'd expected. She pressed it against her opening—just the tip, just enough to feel the pressure—and her body clenched in response. Involuntary. Protective. She breathed out slowly and tried again.
The first inch was strange. Not painful, exactly, but foreign. Her body registering an intrusion and not quite knowing what to do with the information. She worked the handle in small circles, letting herself adjust, letting the plastic warm to her temperature.
The second inch made her gasp.
The gasp was quiet. Bitten off. Her other hand flew to her mouth—an automatic response, even alone, even in a locked room. The pressure was different now. Fuller. She could feel herself stretching to accommodate the shape, the unfamiliar sensation of being filled. Her inner walls gripped the plastic when she moved, creating a slight suction that she found unexpectedly thrilling.
She didn't try for more. Two inches was enough for a first experiment. She held the handle steady and brought her other hand between her legs, fingers finding her clit with practiced ease. The dual sensation was disorienting—pressure inside, friction outside—and when the orgasm arrived it felt deeper than anything she'd produced before. A clenching, rippling thing that made her curl forward around the handle, her face pressed into the pillow, her breath held until her lungs burned.
Afterward she lay still, the hairbrush handle slipping out of her as her muscles relaxed. Her thighs were trembling. Her sheets were damp. The clock on her nightstand told her she'd been at this for under four minutes.
She washed the handle again. Returned it to the bathroom cabinet. Stood in front of the mirror and examined her face—flushed, glasses askew, pupils blown wide in her dark eyes. The bandana had slipped entirely off her head.
"Okay," she said to her reflection. The word came out hoarse. "Okay."
---
Thursday's experiment involved a cucumber.
Longer than the hairbrush handle. Thicker, too. She'd selected it from the refrigerator's crisper drawer with the same careful discernment she applied to her video transitions—examining its curve, its circumference, its general aesthetic suitability for the task at hand. She'd wrapped it in a condom she'd taken from the box in Kim's bathroom cabinet, because the forums had been very clear about hygiene and porous materials, and because the idea of using a condom at all felt grown-up in a way that made her chest tight.
The cucumber was harder to take. The hairbrush had been smooth and tapered; the cucumber was blunt and uniform. She had to go slower, use more of the lubricant she'd discreetly purchased at the drugstore three towns over—a small bottle of water-based KY that she'd hidden inside an old glasses case at the back of her desk drawer.
She managed three inches before her body said stop. The stretch was intense but not unpleasant. She could feel her pulse in places she'd never been aware of having blood flow. Her clit had retreated beneath its hood, overwhelmed by the new sensations, and it took longer than usual to build toward orgasm. When it came, it arrived differently—a slow, rolling pressure that started deep in her pelvis and radiated outward rather than the sharp, localized pleasure she was used to.
She didn't move the cucumber at all. Just held it there, still, while her body learned the shape of being filled.
Afterward she lay on her bed with the cucumber still inside her—softening now, losing interest—and thought about the videos. About her mother on her hands and knees with two men at once, one in each hole, a third waiting. The logistics boggled her. The sensation must be completely overwhelming. She couldn't imagine being that full and still wanting more.
But her mother had wanted more. Her mother had always wanted more.
Rebekah pulled the cucumber out, peeled off the condom, and wrapped the evidence in three layers of toilet paper before burying it at the bottom of the bathroom trash. She caught her reflection again—glasses still off, face still pink, hair a tangled mess against her shoulders—and thought about what it would look like if she were on her knees in the grass at Miller's Glen. If there were men standing around her. If her face were tilted up, open, receiving.
The image in the mirror didn't look like her. But it didn't not look like her, either.
She put her glasses on and the fantasy resolved into her ordinary face: rectangular frames, small chin, the neutral expression she'd worn for years without realizing it was a mask. Behind the mask, something else was taking shape. Something hungrier. Something that now knew what a cucumber felt like inside it.
---
She'd given up on the yogurt. The cornstarch mixture. The egg whites.
Nothing looked right. Nothing had the right temperature, the right translucency, the right consistency to drip the way real semen dripped in the videos—that slow, viscous creep down her mother's cheekbones, catching the light. She'd become almost academic about it, comparing still frames from her videos against her own test photos, cataloging her failures with the same spreadsheet she used for her orgasms.
The conclusion was obvious and frustrating: she needed the real thing.
But the real thing required another person. And another person meant exposure. Identity. Risk.
She was not ready. Not yet. The forums buzzed with invitations—meetups, offers, several users who had offered to "help her with content" in ways that were clearly euphemistic—but responding meant crossing a line she wasn't prepared to cross. She was PMV_Kitten, anonymous editor, faceless fan. She was not yet ready to become someone's fantasy. Someone's partner. Someone's kumslut.
The word still felt foreign in her head, borrowed from her mother's vocabulary. She tried it aloud once, whispering to herself in the dark: "Rebekah the kumslut." The syllables felt strange and thrilling and slightly ridiculous. She laughed. Muffled it. Decided she needed more practice.
---
Friday evening, Kim announced she was going out.
"Book club," she said, which was what she always said. Her voice carried up the stairs, casual and cheerful, while Rebekah sat frozen at her desk with the editing software open. "There's leftover lasagna in the fridge. Ian, don't eat the whole thing. I'll be back late."
The front door closed. The car started. The driveway gravel crunched under tires and faded into silence.
Rebekah exhaled.
She worked for six uninterrupted hours that night. Headphones on, volume low but audible, her fingers dancing across the keyboard with the confidence that came from knowing she was alone in the house. The SUNGLADE footage began to take shape under her hands—the golden light, the slow-build track she'd finally settled on, the precise moment at 2:37 when the bass dropped and her mother's mouth opened and everything synced into something that felt, for the first time, like art. She made more progress in those six hours than in all the previous four days combined.
At 1:15 AM she saved the project and stretched her aching shoulders and realized she was starving. The lasagna was cold but edible. She ate it standing at the kitchen counter, the house dark around her, the grandfather clock ticking its steady metronome in the hall.
That's when she heard it.
A sound from upstairs. From Ian's room.
She froze with the fork halfway to her mouth. Listened.
It was rhythmic. Fast. A wet, repetitive sound that she recognized immediately—she'd heard variations of it often enough in her own room, her own bed, her own hand moving between her own thighs. But this sound was different. Lower. Heavier. Accompanied by the faint creak of a mattress and—was that it?—a muffled, almost inaudible grunt.
Her brother was masturbating.
The fork lowered slowly to the counter. Her heart rate climbed. The lasagna sat forgotten on her plate as she listened to the rhythm through the ceiling, tracking its tempo, its urgency. It was faster than she would have expected. More desperate. The grunting grew more frequent, less muffled.
An idea arrived.
It was not a good idea. It was possibly the worst idea she'd had in a month of progressively terrible ideas. But it landed in her brain and stayed there, unyielding, while the sounds from upstairs continued and her mother's car remained absent from the driveway and the grandfather clock marked each second with its indifferent tick.
She wanted to know what the real thing was like.
The taste. The texture. The temperature. All her experiments had failed because she'd been working with substitutes, approximations, grocery store stand-ins for something she'd never actually experienced. Her mother had gallons of the stuff spilled across her face in the videos. Her mother had swallowed more loads than some women had kissed. And Rebekah—Rebekah had yogurt and egg whites and a growing frustration that felt like hunger and curiosity twisted together into something she couldn't name.
The sounds from Ian's room grew faster. More urgent. He was close.
She climbed the stairs slowly, her bare feet silent on the carpet. The hallway was dark except for the thin line of light under Ian's door. She could hear him more clearly now—the rhythmic squeak of his bed frame, the unmistakable wet sound of skin on skin, the breathing that had gone ragged and uneven.
She stopped outside his door. Her hand lifted. Hovered.
Three deep breaths. The way she'd learned to steady herself before presentations, before tests, before anything that required composure. Her face arranged itself into something calm. Something matter-of-fact. The same neutral expression she'd worn for years.
She knocked.
Everything behind the door went silent. The squeaking stopped. The breathing cut off in a choked half-exhale. Rustling. A thump. His voice, cracked and panicked: "What?"
"Ian." She kept her voice low, steady. "Can you help me out with something?"
A long pause. "Now? It's like—it's one in the morning."
"I know." She bit her lip. The pain helped her focus. "It's important. Can I come in?"
More rustling. The sound of fabric moving—probably pulling up his pants, probably trying to hide the evidence. "Uh. Yeah. One sec. Okay. Come in."
She opened the door.
The room smelled like teenage boy—laundry in various stages of cleanliness, the faint electrical scent of gaming consoles, and something muskier underneath that she recognized and didn't acknowledge. Ian was sitting on his bed, back against the headboard, a thin blanket pulled up to his waist. His face was flushed. His hair—messy brown, caught in that awkward place between boyhood and whatever came next—was sticking up in three different directions. He wouldn't meet her eyes.
His laptop was open on the nightstand, screen angled away from the door. The faint glow suggested it was still playing something. Muted now. Paused, probably.
Rebekah closed the door behind her. The click of the latch seemed very loud.
"This is weird," Ian said. "You're being weird. What's going on?"
She sat on the edge of his bed. Not close enough to touch, but close enough that he had to look at her. Close enough that she could see the rapid pulse in his throat and the way his fingers were gripping the blanket like a lifeline.
"I need your help with something. Something kind of personal." She paused. Arranged her words carefully. "I've been talking to this guy. For a few weeks now. And I think things might... progress. Soon."
Ian's expression shifted from panic to confusion to something that was almost, but not quite, disgust. "Ew. I don't need to know about your dating life."
"I'm not asking for dating advice." She held his gaze. Kept her voice level and practical, the same tone she used when explaining homework assignments. "I'm thinking about giving him a blowjob. And I'm nervous."
The word blowjob landed in the room like a grenade. Ian's face went a shade redder. His mouth opened. Closed. Opened again. "That's—why are you telling me this?"
"Because I've never done it before." The lie came easily, riding on the truth beneath it. She'd never done anything before, not with another person, not with anyone. "And I don't want to mess it up. I don't want to embarrass myself. Or him." She paused. Let the silence stretch. "I've been reading about it online, and people say the taste can be... surprising. If you're not prepared. And I want to be prepared."
"I don't—" He swallowed. His Adam's apple bobbed visibly. "What does this have to do with me?"
"Ian." She softened her voice. Let a note of vulnerability creep in—not fake, exactly, but amplified. "I could hear you through the ceiling."
The silence that followed was absolute. The laptop fan whirred. The house settled. Somewhere far away, a car passed on the road outside and faded into the night.
His face had gone from red to white. "You—that—I wasn't—"
"It's fine." She held up a hand, cutting off his stammer. "Everyone does it. I do it. It's normal. I'm not judging you." She waited until his breathing steadied. "But since you're already... doing that... I thought maybe you could help me with my problem."
"Your problem." His voice cracked on the second syllable.
"I want to know what it tastes like. The real thing. Not what people say online. Not what I've read about. The actual—the actual experience." She could feel her own face heating now, but she pushed forward. "If you're already going to finish, maybe you could—not in my hand. Not in a tissue. In—in my mouth. Just once. So I know. So I'm not surprised when it happens with him."
The silence stretched into something that felt geological. Ian stared at her. His eyes were wide and dark and completely unreadable. The blanket was still pulled up to his waist. His knuckles were white where he gripped it.
"That's insane," he said finally. "You know that's insane, right?"
"Probably." She didn't look away. "But it's also practical. We're doing each other a favor. You don't have to clean up a mess, and I get to—get information. That I need. For a real situation."

"I don't have to clean up a mess," he repeated, as if testing the logic. "You want me to... in your mouth. So you know what it's like."
"I don't want to embarrass myself," she said again. And that part, at least, was true. Just not in the way she was presenting it.
His eyes flicked to the laptop. Then to the door. Then back to her face. "This is—I don't—"
"You can say no." She stood up, giving him space, giving him an exit. "I'm not going to be weird about it. I'll go back downstairs and finish my lasagna and we'll never talk about this again. But I heard you. And I thought—" She shrugged, a gesture she willed to be casual. "Practical solution."
The room held its breath. Ian's face cycled through emotions too fast to track—confusion, embarrassment, something that might have been curiosity, and then a sudden blankness that she recognized because she'd worn it herself. The mask. The neutral expression that meant he was deciding.
"This guy," he said slowly. "The one you're seeing. He's real?"
"Of course he's real." The lie slid out before she could stop it.
"And you're actually going to—with him?"
"That's the plan."
He swallowed again. His grip on the blanket loosened, then tightened. "You can't tell anyone. Anyone. Ever."
"I'm not going to tell anyone. It would be weird to tell anyone. I don't want anyone to know I was nervous about this in the first place." She folded her arms across her chest. "That's kind of the whole point of asking you instead of just... winging it with him."
Ian took a breath. Let it out. His shoulders dropped half an inch.
"Fine." The word came out on an exhale, shaky and small. "Fine. But you have to—I don't know—turn around while I—I need to get ready again."
She nodded and turned to face the wall. Behind her she heard the rustle of the blanket, the click of the laptop being reopened, the quiet tap of keys. The faint sound of a video resuming—muted, but she could still hear the rhythm of it through the laptop's speakers. A familiar rhythm. Fast. Driving. She wondered what kind of porn he watched. Wondered if he'd ever found their mother's videos. Wondered if he'd recognize the editing style.
"Okay," he said. "You can turn around."

He'd arranged the blanket differently. Still covering him, but the shape of his lap was visible now. The laptop was angled so she couldn't see the screen, which was probably for the best. His hand was under the blanket. Moving.
She knelt on the floor beside the bed.
The position felt right. Natural. The same posture she'd seen her mother assume a thousand times—on her knees, face level with a stranger's lap, waiting. Her heart was hammering so hard she could feel it in her temples. Her mouth had gone dry. She took a sip from the water bottle on his nightstand without asking.
"Whenever you're ready," she said. "I mean—when you're close."
"This is so weird." His hand was moving faster now. She could track the rhythm under the blanket, could hear the faint wet sound that she'd heard through the ceiling. "You can still back out.”
"I know."
"You're sure."
"I'm sure."
The minutes stretched. She didn't watch his face—that felt too intimate—so she watched his hand instead. The shape of it under the blanket, the increasing urgency of its motion. His breathing grew ragged. A flush crept up his neck. His jaw tightened.
"Close," he managed.
She leaned forward. Opened her mouth. Stuck her tongue out the way she'd practiced in the mirror a dozen times—flat, extended, a platform for whatever came next.
The noise he made was strangled. A groan that tried to be words and failed. His hand stuttered. The blanket shifted. And then he was there, standing awkwardly in front of her, one hand braced on the bed frame and the other guiding himself toward her open mouth.
She had maybe three seconds to register the details—the heat radiating off his skin, the flushed and unfamiliar color, the single bead of moisture at the tip—before his whole body tensed and he made a sound like something breaking and—
Warmth. Heat. A thick, pulsing jet that hit her tongue and filled her mouth with something completely unlike any substitute she'd tried. The texture was slick but substantial. Slippery between her teeth. The taste was—salt. Bitter. A faint bleachy sharpness that made her throat want to close. But underneath that, something else. Something alive. Something warm and human and unmistakably real.
A second pulse. Thinner this time. A third, barely a trickle. She held still with her tongue out and her eyes half-closed, cataloging every sensation with the same analytical focus she brought to her video edits. The way it pooled in the hollow behind her teeth. The way it coated the roof of her mouth. The way it thinned out and spread when her tongue moved, exploring.
Ian collapsed backward onto the bed. The mattress creaked under his weight. His breathing was harsh and uneven, almost panicked. "Oh god. Oh god. That was—you just—"
She closed her mouth. Held the liquid on her tongue for a three-count, tasting the salt and the bitterness and the faint note of something she couldn't identify. Then she swallowed. The warmth slid down her throat and settled in her stomach like a hot stone.
"Thank you," she said. Her voice was steady. Calm. As if she'd just borrowed a pencil. "That was helpful."
He didn't respond. His face was buried in his pillow. His shoulders were shaking—she couldn't tell if he was laughing or crying or something in between.
She stood up. Smoothed down her shirt. Didn't wipe her mouth—she wanted to feel it there, the residue, the evidence. "I'm going to go to my room now. I have stuff to do."
"Okay." His voice was muffled by the pillow. "Yeah. Okay."
She closed the door behind her. Walked down the hall to her own room. Locked the door. Stood in front of her full-length mirror and tilted her face up toward the light, the way her mother did in the videos, the way she'd practiced.
Her reflection stared back at her. Pale skin. Dark eyes. Rectangular glasses with the faintest smudge on the left lens. Her mouth was slightly open. A thin, translucent strand stretched between her upper and lower lip, catching the light from her desk lamp.
She raised her phone and took the picture.
Then another. Different angle. Tongue out. The way she'd felt it pooling, the warmth still lingering on her taste buds. The way it looked almost beautiful in the right lighting, pearlescent and complex and completely, utterly real.
She opened her spreadsheet. Created a new row. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, trembling slightly.
Date. Encounter type. Partner count. Outcome.
Oral. 1 partner. 1 ejaculation.
The numbers were small. Modest. Nothing like her mother's towering columns of data. But they were real numbers now. Real experiences. The beginning of a tally that would, someday, grow into something she could be proud of.
She lay back on her bed. Her hand moved between her legs, where the dampness had spread to soak through her underwear. The taste was still on her tongue. The warmth was still in her throat. The photo was still glowing on her phone screen—her face, her mouth, her evidence.
When the orgasm came, it was silent and immense and left her gasping at the ceiling.
The grandfather clock in the hall struck two. Somewhere in the next room, Ian was cleaning up. And somewhere across town, Kim was at "book club," doing things her daughter could now imagine with a specificity that was almost painful.
Three partners, Rebekah thought. Maybe four. Maybe more.
She closed her eyes. Kept her hand where it was. And began to plan.

[bookmark: _nsrpsupkmz6u]Chapter 4: A Mouth Full of Practice
The taste was still there when she woke up.
Sunday morning light slanted through the blinds, cutting pale stripes across her comforter. Rebekah's tongue moved in her dry mouth and found the faint ghost of salt, of bleach, of something warm and human that had settled into the crevices behind her teeth. She'd brushed twice before bed. It didn't matter. The memory clung tighter than the chemistry.
Her phone showed 9:47 AM. Three notifications from The Sticky Pages. One from KimTheKumslut—she'd replied with a string of heart emojis after Rebekah's last message. The casual intimacy of it made Rebekah's stomach flip.
She rolled onto her back. Stared at the ceiling. Her hand drifted down without conscious instruction, pressing flat against her stomach, then lower, fingertips tracing the edge of her underwear. She was damp already. The thought arrived fully formed, unbidden: I want more.
Not just want. Need. A hunger that felt less like curiosity and more like gravity. Her brother's cum had been the first real thing she'd tasted after weeks of yogurt and conditioner and cornstarch paste, and now that she knew what the real thing was like, the substitutes felt like a joke she couldn't go back to.
She didn't masturbate. Not yet. She wanted to carry the ache with her, let it build through the day. Anticipation was its own kind of pleasure.
Downstairs, the house was quiet. Kim's bedroom door was still closed—she'd come home sometime after three, Rebekah had heard the door, the footsteps, the creak of the bed frame. Ian's door was open a crack, which meant he was either still asleep or hiding. Rebekah made coffee she didn't drink and toast she didn't eat and sat at the kitchen table with her laptop open to the editing timeline, staring at the SUNGLADE footage without seeing it.
Fourteen seconds of finished video. Three days of work. She needed to do better.
---
Monday morning arrived too fast and not fast enough.
Rebekah spent first period staring at the whiteboard without registering a single word written on it. Her notebook was open. Her pen was in her hand. The page was blank.
She was thinking about viscosity.
About the way Ian's cum had pooled in the hollow behind her front teeth before she swallowed—thicker than water, thinner than lotion, with a surface tension that made it cling to itself. About how it had stretched between her upper and lower lip when she'd opened her mouth for the photo. About how the warmth had faded gradually, not all at once, the temperature dropping in increments she could still chart in her memory.
"Rebekah?"
She blinked. The teacher was looking at her.
"Can you answer the question?"
She glanced at the board. The question was about the Treaty of Versailles. She knew the answer—she always knew the answer—but the distance between her brain and her mouth felt suddenly unbridgeable.
"Economic reparations," she said. "And the war guilt clause."
The teacher nodded and moved on. Rebekah's pen remained motionless.
The notification came during lunch.
She was sitting alone at the end of a table in the cafeteria, picking at a salad she wasn't eating, when her phone buzzed against her thigh. A Dropbox notification. KimTheKumslut has added a new file to NEW STUFF (SHARE): LUNCHBREAK0624.
Her mother was on her lunch break. Right now. Sitting in her office at the insurance agency, probably, or maybe in her car in the parking lot, uploading footage from the night before while eating a turkey sandwich.
Rebekah's mouth went dry. She stood up so fast her tray rattled and caught three stares from nearby tables. Walked to the bathroom with measured steps—don't run, don't draw attention—and locked herself in the stall at the far end.
The video loaded slowly. The school's wifi was garbage. The progress bar crept forward while Rebekah pressed her thighs together and listened to the drip of a leaky faucet somewhere nearby.
Then the thumbnail resolved. Her mother's face, mid-laugh, wearing the cream-colored silk blouse she'd bought at Nordstrom three weeks ago. The one Rebekah had told her looked nice.
She pressed play.
Three seconds. That's all she let herself watch.
Three seconds was enough. Kim was in what looked like a hotel room. There were men—Rebekah counted at least three in the opening frame, but the camera was panning, there were probably more. The audio was muted but she could see her mother's mouth forming words, the easy smile, the way she reached out and pulled someone into frame by his belt buckle.
And then—Rebekah's thumb hit pause so hard the phone case cracked—the camera widened out and she saw what was happening. What was already happening. Her mother was on her hands and knees on the hotel bed. One man beneath her. One behind. And a third—
Three. At the same time.
The term surfaced from her forum reading: triple penetration. Rebekah stared at the frozen frame. Her mother's face, serene and transported, while three men occupied her body simultaneously. The logistics alone were staggering. The trust. The coordination. The sheer physical reality of being that full, that surrounded, that completely claimed.
The bathroom faucet dripped. The bell rang. She was late for fourth period.
She didn't care. She closed the video, flushed the toilet she hadn't used, and stood at the sink splashing cold water on her face until her reflection looked less wild-eyed. The glasses came off. Went back on. Her bandana was askew and she straightened it with damp fingers.
Her mother had been triple-penetrated last night while Rebekah was on her knees in Ian's bedroom, mouth open, waiting for her first real taste.
The symmetry was almost poetic.
---
Ian smiled at her in the hallway between fourth and fifth period.
It was a small smile. Uncertain. His eyes met hers for maybe half a second before skidding away to the floor, the lockers, the exit sign, anywhere but her face. But the smile had been there. Real. Almost grateful.
Rebekah's stomach did something odd. She'd expected him to avoid her. To pretend Sunday morning hadn't happened. Instead he'd looked at her like she'd given him something—which, she supposed, she had. She'd swallowed his cum and thanked him for it and walked out of his room like she'd borrowed a pencil. The memory clearly hadn't left him either.
She'd have to talk to him about that. About the smiling. About what it meant. About what came next.
The afternoon crawled. Teachers talked. Whiteboards filled with equations and historical dates and chemical formulas. Rebekah's notebook remained mostly blank. Her mind was in the hotel room with her mother, or in Ian's bedroom with her mouth open, or here in the present with her phone buzzing intermittently against her thigh—forum notifications, a new tribute video, another heart emoji from KimTheKumslut.
When the final bell rang she walked home faster than she'd walked anywhere in months.
---
The house was empty. Ian had track practice until five. Kim wouldn't be home until at least six. Rebekah dropped her backpack in the front hall and took the stairs two at a time.
She watched the LUNCHBREAK video in its entirety at her desk, earbuds in, door locked, the afternoon sun warm on her shoulders through the window.
Twenty-three minutes. Eleven men. Her mother took all of them, in every configuration Rebekah had ever seen and two she hadn't known were physically possible. The triple penetration sequence lasted four minutes and eighteen seconds—Rebekah counted—and through all of it Kim's face held that same peaceful, transported expression from the SUNGLADE footage. The face of a woman doing exactly what she wanted to be doing.
Rebekah watched it twice. The first time for the erotic charge—her hand moving between her legs, a quick and dirty orgasm that left her panting and unsatisfied. The second time for study. She took notes. Timestamps and angles and the way her mother positioned her body to accommodate so many men at once. The way she communicated with nods and murmurs and the press of her hand against a stranger's hip. The way she seemed to be directing the scene without ever speaking, a conductor whose orchestra was made of flesh.
This was the woman who packed school lunches. Who argued with the cable company. Who color-coded the recycling.
Never let anyone tell you what your body is for.
Rebekah closed the video. Opened her editing software. Worked on the SUNGLADE PMV for two hours with a focus she hadn't managed in days. The cuts came easier now. She'd found the song—a slow-burn track with a bass line that built like a heartbeat—and the footage was starting to take shape under her hands. She used the triple penetration clip from LUNCHBREAK as a bridge between scenes, layering it over a bass drop at 3:12 that made the hair on her arms stand up.
She was good at this. She was getting better.
---
Ian came home at 5:14.
Rebekah heard the front door open, the thud of his gym bag hitting the floor, the creak of the kitchen cabinet as he went for the granola bars. She saved her project. Closed the laptop. Took a breath.
She found him in the kitchen with his mouth full, still in his track clothes, hair damp from the shower at school. He froze when she walked in.
"Hey." His voice cracked on the word.
"Hey." She leaned against the counter. Casual. Relaxed. The same neutral expression she'd worn for years. "Good practice?"
"Fine. Yeah. Normal."
The silence stretched. The refrigerator hummed. The grandfather clock ticked in the hall.
"So," Rebekah said. "About Saturday night."
Ian's face went through three shades of red in two seconds. "I thought we weren't going to talk about that."
"I said I wouldn't tell anyone. I didn't say we wouldn't talk about it." She tilted her head. Studied him. He was fidgeting with the granola bar wrapper, folding it into smaller and smaller squares. "I wanted to thank you. Properly. It was helpful."
"Helpful." He laughed—a short, strangled sound. "You keep saying that."
"Because it's true." She pushed off the counter. Took one step closer. Not close enough to touch, but close enough to watch his eyes widen. "And I was wondering if you'd be willing to help me again."
The granola bar wrapper tore. Ian looked down at it as if it had betrayed him.
"Again," he repeated.
"That guy I mentioned. The one I'm going to be seeing." The lie felt smoother now, polished by repetition. "Things are getting more serious. Faster than I expected. And I realized—" She paused. Let the moment breathe. "I saw how long it took you. To finish. What if it's like that with him? What if it takes forever and he gets bored and I look like I don't know what I'm doing?"
Ian's throat moved. A swallow. "I don't think guys generally get bored during—during that."
"But I don't know that. I don't know anything. I've never done it." She let a note of frustration bleed through—not fake, exactly, but directed. Sharpened. "All I've done is taste it. And that was useful, but it's not the same as actually—" She gestured vaguely. "Doing the thing. The whole thing. With my mouth."
The word blowjob hung unspoken in the air between them.
Ian put the torn wrapper on the counter. His hands were trembling slightly. "You're asking me to let you—practice. On me."
"Just until you finish. So I can see how long it takes. So I know what to expect." She met his eyes and held them. Dark brown, like hers. The same color as their mother's. "It's still a favor. For both of us. You don't have to clean up, and I get to learn something."
"And what about when Mom asks where you are?"
"She won't be home until six. Probably later, if book club runs long." The words came out with a flicker of dark humor she couldn't suppress. Book club. Right.
Ian looked at the ceiling. At the floor. At the clock on the microwave that read 5:22. His jaw tightened and loosened and tightened again. She watched the decision form behind his eyes—the same blankness from Saturday night, the mask sliding into place.
"If I do this," he said slowly, "you have to actually—I mean, you can't just kneel there. You have to do something."
"I know. That's the whole point of practicing."
"And you can't just—I don't know—spit it out afterward. That's gross."
"I swallowed it last time."
He flinched at the directness of it. But he didn't argue.
His bedroom. Again. The blinds were still drawn from the night before. The air was stale and warm and smelled faintly of laundry detergent. Ian sat on the edge of the bed with his hands gripping his knees and his eyes fixed somewhere on the far wall.
Rebekah knelt between his feet.
The position was different this time. Closer. She could feel the heat radiating off his body, could see the rapid rise and fall of his chest. His track shorts were loose but she could already see the shape of him underneath, stirring.
"Tell me if I do something wrong," she said.
"I don't think you can do something wrong. That's not really—it's not that complicated."
"Still. Tell me."
He nodded. His hands unclenched from his knees. She reached up and hooked her fingers into the waistband of his shorts.
The moment her hand touched him—through the fabric, barely any pressure at all—his whole body jerked. A full-body flinch that made her pause.
"Sorry," he breathed. "Just—cold hands."
She didn't have cold hands. But she didn't contradict him.
The shorts came down. His boxer briefs came down. And there he was—flushed and hardening and undeniably real, inches from her face. The details registered in fragments: the curve of him, the vein on the underside, the bead of moisture already forming at the tip. He was longer than she'd expected. Thinner. The head was a deeper pink than the shaft, almost red.
She wrapped her hand around the base. The skin was hot and smooth and softer than she'd anticipated. He made a noise—something between a gasp and a grunt—and his hips twitched involuntarily.
"Steady," she murmured. "I'm just getting started."
The vocabulary sounded absurd coming from her mouth. Like dialogue from one of her mother's videos. But Ian didn't seem to notice. His eyes were squeezed shut and his hands were fisting the sheets and every muscle in his body was rigid with anticipation.
She leaned forward and took him into her mouth.
The salt hit first. Then the heat. Then the sheer physical strangeness of having something foreign in her mouth—the way it filled her cheeks, the way it pressed against her tongue, the way she had to consciously remember to breathe through her nose. She'd read about technique. Watched tutorials. But theory and practice were very different things.
She started slow. Just the tip. Her tongue traced the underside, exploring the ridge where the head met the shaft. The skin here was even softer, almost velvety. Ian's breathing hitched. His hips twitched again. A sound escaped him that was half-word, half-moan.
She took him deeper.
The trick, she'd read, was to relax the throat. Easier said than done. Her gag reflex kicked in when he hit the back of her palate, and she pulled back quickly, swallowing the urge to cough. Saliva was pooling in her mouth, making everything slicker, louder. The sounds were obscene—wet and rhythmic and completely unmistakable.
"Jesus," Ian whispered. "Oh Jesus."
She found a rhythm. Her hand worked the base while her mouth focused on the top half, the way the tutorials recommended. Up and down. Tongue flat. Teeth covered by her lips. The motions were mechanical at first, but something shifted after the first minute—her jaw loosened, her throat relaxed, and suddenly the act became less about technique and more about feeling. The pulse of blood under the skin. The involuntary twitch when she did something right. The way his breathing synced to her movements like a beat she was creating.
Three minutes passed. Four. Her jaw was aching and her knees were sore against the floor and she could taste pre-cum leaking steadily onto her tongue—saltier than last time, thinner, a preview of what was coming. Ian's composure had disintegrated. His hips were thrusting now, shallow and desperate, matching her rhythm. One hand had left the sheets and was hovering near her head, not quite touching her hair, frozen in some half-aborted gesture.
"Close," he gasped. "Rebekah—I'm—"
She pulled back just far enough to speak. "On my face."
"What?"
His eyes flew open. Met hers for the first time since she'd knelt down. She held his gaze and said it again, slowly, clearly.
"On my face. I want to see what it looks like."
The words hit him like a physical blow. His whole body shuddered. His hand found the back of her head—finally crossing that invisible line—and his fingers tangled in her black curls as she took him back into her mouth, worked him hard and fast, felt him swell and pulse against her tongue.
He pulled her back by her hair. The sting made her gasp. And then his other hand was on himself, stripping fast, and she barely had time to tilt her face up and close her eyes before—
Heat. A stripe across her forehead. Another across her left cheek. A third that hit her glasses dead center and splattered outward, blurring the world into flesh tones and light. A fourth that landed on her open lips, coating her tongue in salt and bitterness and that faint bleachy note she was starting to recognize.
"Fuck," Ian was saying. "Fuck, fuck, fuck—"
She kept her mouth open. Her eyes closed. The warmth was spreading, cooling, beginning its slow drip down her jaw and onto her neck. Her glasses were useless—she'd have to clean them properly before she could see anything. But she could feel everything. The weight of it on her skin. The way it moved. The way it smelled—musky and sharp and completely unmistakable.
Then she opened her eyes and looked up at him.
His face was a mask of shock and arousal and something that might have been fear. His chest was heaving. His hand was still wrapped around himself, slick and glistening. He stared at her like she'd transformed into something he didn't have language for.
"Your photo," she said. Her voice was steady despite her heart hammering. "Can you take my photo?"
His hand moved to the phone on his nightstand with the jerky, mechanical precision of someone in shock. The camera clicked once. Twice. Three times. She didn't pose—just knelt there with her face tilted up and her glasses ruined and her brother's cum painting her features in streaks and droplets and one long strand that hung from her chin like a pearl necklace, snapped in half.
When he lowered the phone, his hand was shaking so badly he nearly dropped it. He stared at the screen for a long moment, his expression cycling through something unreadable—wonder, maybe, or confusion, or the first creeping tendrils of shame. Rebekah watched him process what he'd just done, what she'd asked him to do, and felt a strange sense of calm settle over her. She was the one on her knees with cum cooling on her skin, but she was the one in control. That knowledge sat warm and certain in her chest.
"Can I see?" she asked.
He turned the phone toward her without a word. The screen showed a girl she almost recognized: glasses smeared into opacity, black curls tangled and wild where his fingers had gripped them, the black bandana somehow still in place. And her face—her face was a canvas. White streaks catching the afternoon light. A droplet hanging from her chin, poised to fall. Her lips were parted, slightly pink, slightly swollen, and there was something in her expression that she'd never seen in any of her own photographs before.
She looked like her mother.
Not in the features—they shared the same dark eyes and the same heart-shaped face, but the look was different. It was the look of a woman who had just been used and had liked it. The look of someone who understood, finally, what all the fuss was about.
"Send that to me," she said softly. "The first one, at least."
Ian nodded, mute, and she heard the whoosh of the text sending from his phone to hers. She didn't check to see if it had arrived. She was still looking at her reflection in the black mirror of his phone screen, tracing the map he'd painted on her skin with her eyes.
"This is good," she said, more to herself than to him. "This is really good."
She reached up and carefully, deliberately, wiped the strand from her chin with two fingers. Brought them to her mouth. Tasted him again—the salt, the bitterness, the warmth that was already fading into something cooler and more clinical. She held his gaze as she sucked her fingers clean, one at a time, slow enough that he had to watch.
Ian made a sound that was half groan, half whimper. His hand—still holding his phone, still shaking—lowered to his lap. He was already starting to harden again. She filed that information away for future reference.
"Thank you," she said, rising to her feet. Her knees cracked. Her jaw ached. Her glasses were a complete loss. But she felt alive in a way she hadn't known was possible, felt the world humming at a frequency she'd only ever heard through her mother's videos. "That was very helpful. I'll let you get cleaned up."
She left him sitting on the edge of his bed, staring at nothing, his shorts still around his ankles and a look on his face that she suspected would take him a long time to fully understand. She walked down the hall to the bathroom, locked the door, and stood in front of the mirror for a long time.
The girl staring back at her was not the same girl who'd woken up on Sunday morning. The cum was drying now, flaking at the edges, turning from white to translucent to a faint crust she could rub away with her fingertips. She didn't. Not yet. She wanted to look at herself like this a little longer. Wanted to remember.
She pulled her phone from her pocket and opened the photo Ian had sent. Studied it. Zoomed in on the curve of her own jaw, the streak that bisected her left eyebrow, the way her lips were parted just slightly. She saved it to her encrypted folder, the one that held her growing collection of references and studies and notes-to-self.
Then she opened her editing software and got back to work.

[bookmark: _dtsplyexdrwj]Chapter 5: Worship at the Altar
Rebekah's fingers found the keyboard before her mind caught up.
The bathroom mirror still held her reflection—still streaked, still glistening, her glasses still smeared into useless opacity—but she'd stopped needing to see herself. The photo Ian had taken was enough. That girl in the phone screen, mouth parted and chin dripping, was more real now than the reflection had ever been.
She left the bathroom with Ian's cum drying in the hollow of her throat.
The editing timeline glowed on her laptop, fourteen seconds of finished footage taunting her from the top left corner. Fourteen seconds. Three days of work. And beneath it, raw file after raw file waiting to be cut: PENTHOUSE. GLORYHOLE. SUNGLADE. LUNCHBREAK. The vocabulary of her mother's body in a dozen hotel rooms and rest stops and parks she'd climbed trees in.
She dropped into her desk chair. The wheels creaked.
The song arrived fully formed in her head—something she'd been hearing in fragments for days, a beat that felt like a pulse against her sternum. She pulled it up in her library: 128 BPM, a bass line that built like footsteps approaching, a drop at 1:47 that felt like a door being kicked open.
She hit play.
The first cut happened at :03. Her mother's face, serene, the sunlit grass at Miller's Glen. Then a hard cut at :07 to the penthouse footage—Kim on her knees, surrounded by men, the city lights glittering beyond the glass. The juxtaposition was deliberate. Sacred and profane. The park and the penthouse. The mother and the whore.
Rebekah's hand moved between her thighs without conscious decision. She let it. The pressure of her fingers through her shorts was a metronome, keeping time with the bass.
Cut to the glory hole at :14. Cocks pushing through plywood. Her mother's mouth opening. Cut to LUNCHBREAK at :18—the triple penetration footage, that impossible fullness, Kim's expression so peaceful it looked like sleep. Rebekah reversed the footage for three frames, then snapped it forward. The effect was jarring. Visceral. Like her mother's body was being taken and reclaimed simultaneously.
She tasted salt. Her tongue found a dried streak at the corner of her mouth—Ian, still there, still clinging. She licked it off and kept cutting.
The work consumed her. The outside world collapsed to the dimensions of her screen. She built sequences that lasted three seconds and sequences that lasted a single frame. She overlaid audio from the glory hole footage—the wet rhythm of her mother working, the grunts of strangers—beneath the bass line, so low it was almost subliminal. She zoomed in on Kim's face at the moment of release, the first rope catching the afternoon sun, and held the frame for a full second before the beat dropped.
Two hours passed. Or maybe twenty minutes. The clock had stopped meaning anything.
She built a sequence at 2:34 that made her own breath catch—rapid cross-cuts between all four videos, each clip shorter than the last, a strobe effect that mirrored the rhythm of sex itself. Faster and faster until the images blurred. And then—silence. Two seconds of black screen. A single line of text in white: you know what to do.
The music slammed back in. The penthouse footage at its most explicit—Kim taking two cocks at once, her back arched, her mouth open in what could have been a scream or a laugh. Then the glory hole. Then the park. Then another text card: do it.
Rebekah's underwear was soaked. She'd been grinding against the heel of her hand without realizing it, her hips making small circular motions that matched the beat. She didn't stop to finish. Didn't want to break the flow. Her body was an instrument and the song wasn't over.
Another text card at 3:52: cum for her. Another at 4:07: all over yourself. And then the final sequence—a supercut of every facial from all four videos, overlapping, dissolving, Kim's features disappearing beneath layer after layer until she was barely visible beneath the sheen of it. The song faded. The screen went white.
you're welcome. —Kitten
Rebekah hit render.
The progress bar crept across her screen. Her chest was heaving. Her fingers were trembling. She looked down at herself—shorts damp, thighs sticky, the dried residue of Ian's cum still flaking on her chin—and laughed. A single, breathless sound that was half-triumph and half-disbelief.
She'd done it. Six minutes and fourteen seconds of pure pornography, cut to a beat that would lodge in the viewer's hindbrain and stay there. It wasn't just a PMV. It was a weapon.
The render completed. She uploaded it to the forum before she could second-guess herself. Title: KIM THE KUMSLUT — WORSHIP (PMVKITTEN REMIX). Description: Watch until the end. You'll know what to do._
She posted it. The forum confirmed. The thread appeared.
Then she finally let her hand finish what it had started.
The orgasm hit her like a punch to the spine. She curled forward in her chair, gasping, her glasses sliding off her nose and clattering to the desk. The pleasure radiated outward from her clit in waves that made her toes curl and her jaw clench. Ian's taste was still on her lips. Her mother's face was still on her screen. The world was very small and very bright and very, very wet.
She came down slowly. Cleaned herself up mechanically. Put her glasses back on.
The first comment appeared at 7:13 PM. TributeKing88: holy shit. Then, two minutes later, a longer one: i don't know who you are kitten but this is ART. the text cards. the beat drop at 2:34. the way you cut between the park and the penthouse like she's the same woman in both places because she IS. i'm literally shaking.
More comments cascaded in. HardcoreHank77: that supercut at the end made me blow a load so hard i saw stars. zero stars. five stars. whatever the highest rating is. BigDaddyDave: Pinning this. Commission-level work. Check your DMs kitten, I'm serious about that offer. SlickRick88: the bass line synced to the triple penetration footage is the most beautiful thing i've ever seen in my life and i teach film studies at a community college so i KNOW beautiful.
Rebekah refreshed the page. Refreshed again. The view counter was climbing faster than anything she'd posted before. The comments were multiplying. Someone had already created a reaction thread. Someone else had posted a tribute video—less than thirty minutes after her upload, a man had watched her edit and filmed himself coming to it and uploaded the evidence.
She'd done this. Her work. Her vision.
The front door opened at 8:04 PM.
"Book club ran late!" Kim's voice floated up the stairs, casual and cheerful and completely, perfectly normal. "There's leftover pasta if anyone's hungry. Ian? Rebekah?"
Ian's door opened. Muffled response. Rebekah called out something noncommittal about not being hungry and listened to the familiar sounds of her mother settling back into the house—keys on the hook, shoes in the closet, the creak of the bathroom door, the rush of water through old pipes.
The shower. Kim was in the shower.
Rebekah's feet carried her into the hallway before she'd decided to move.
Her mother's bedroom smelled like lavender lotion and the faint, clean musk of a woman who'd spent an evening doing something physical. The bed was unmade. A half-empty water glass sat on the nightstand. And on the floor, just inside the bathroom door, the hamper waited.
The hamper was white wicker, the kind you'd find in any suburban bedroom. Rebekah had seen it a thousand times. Had tossed her own laundry into it as a child, helping with chores. Now her hand lifted the lid with the same ceremonial gravity she'd brought to her first communion.
Kim's clothes from the evening lay in a tangled pile near the top. A cream-colored blouse—the one from Nordstrom, the one Rebekah had said looked nice. A pair of sensible black slacks. A nude bra with underwire that had left red marks on Kim's shoulders. And beneath them, still holding the shape of her mother's hips, a pair of pale pink cotton panties.
Rebekah reached in. Her fingers closed around the fabric.
The crotch was still warm.
She pulled them out slowly, reverently, and let the hamper lid close with a soft click. The shower was still running. Kim was humming something tuneless and happy. Rebekah pressed the panties to her palm and walked back to her room on silent feet.
Her door locked. Her desk lamp cast a warm circle of light. She sat on the edge of her bed and held the panties up to examine them.
The stains were unmistakable. A dried, crusty whiteness spread across the cotton gusset—not just a single spot but a map, a palimpsest of encounters. Some were older, washed to faint ghosts. Others were fresh, still slightly tacky to the touch, carrying the faint bleachy sharpness that she now recognized intimately. The fabric was stiff in places where the fluids had saturated and dried. In other places it was still damp.
Her mother's cunt. Her mother's lovers. How many men had left their mark on this single pair of underwear tonight? Kim had said "book club" but Rebekah knew better. LUNCHBREAK had shown her eleven men in one afternoon. Who knew what the evening had brought? Four? Five? A dozen?
She brought the fabric to her nose and inhaled.
Salt. Musk. That faint bleach note. Something deeper, earthier—her mother's own scent, the smell of a woman's arousal dried into cotton. The combination was dizzying. Rebekah's eyes fluttered closed.
Her laptop was still open. The comment thread for her PMV was still updating. She clicked back to the video and pressed play, letting the beat fill her room at low volume, and then she opened her mouth and pressed the crotch of her mother's panties against her tongue.
The taste was—
Salt first. Always salt. Then the bitterness, the faint chemical sharpness of semen that had dried and aged. Beneath that, her mother. A tang that was specific and human and utterly unlike anything Rebekah had ever tasted before. She closed her eyes and listened to the music of her own creation—the insistent bass, the wet sounds of her mother being fucked, the text cards urging strangers to cum—and she licked.
A long, slow stripe across the gusset. The fabric was rough against her tongue, stiff with dried fluids, but the moisture returned as her saliva reactivated what had dried. The taste intensified. Another lick. Another. She worked the fabric with her mouth the way she'd worked Ian's shaft, finding a rhythm, losing herself in the sensation.
The stains transferred to her tongue. To the roof of her mouth. To the spaces between her teeth. She swallowed and tasted them again, a palimpsest of men—how many? Ten? Twenty? She imagined each one. Imagined their faces. Imagined their hands on her mother's soft hips, their cocks pushing into her, their semen spilling inside her and being slowly, slowly pushed back out to dry on pink cotton.
Her hand was between her legs again. The music pounded. The video played—her mother's face, her mother's body, her mother's pleasure cut and syncopated to a beat Rebekah had chosen. And now her mother's taste was on Rebekah's tongue, her mother's lovers were in Rebekah's mouth, and the recursive loop of it spiraled in her head: licking her mother's cunt-stained panties while watching her own edit of her mother getting gangbanged, the video her mother had filmed of herself, the edit her mother had asked for, the daughter her mother didn't know was both editor and worshipper and—
The orgasm broke over her without warning. She cried out around the fabric, a muffled sound that the bass line swallowed. Her thighs clamped around her hand. Her back arched off the bed. The panties pressed against her face and she breathed through them, tasting her mother with every inhale, her body convulsing in waves that seemed to last longer than the song, longer than the video, longer than anything she'd felt before.
When she came back to herself, the panties were soaked. From her mouth, from her saliva, from the tears she only now realized were streaming down her cheeks. She pulled them away slowly, a strand of drool stretching from her lower lip to the gusset before snapping.
The video had ended. The screen was dark. The comment thread continued to scroll, new replies appearing every few seconds, but she didn't read them. She was looking at the panties in her hand, the fabric translucent with her own spit, the stains still faintly visible beneath.
She brought them to her nose one more time. Inhaled. Tasted the air.
Then she folded them carefully and slid them under her pillow. Something to keep. Something to return to.
The shower had stopped. The bathroom door opened. Footsteps in the hallway—her mother, wrapped in a towel, heading to her bedroom to dress for the night. Completely unaware that her daughter was lying six feet away with the taste of her cunt on her tongue and an encrypted spreadsheet waiting to be updated.
Rebekah pulled her laptop closer. Opened her tracking document. Started a new row.
The video stats would come later. The view count, the comments, the tribute videos that were already multiplying. Right now there was only one number that mattered, and she typed it with steady fingers: a new column, experimental, unlabeled. Just a number. Her best guess, based on the density of the stains, the freshness of the marks, the tang in her throat that tasted like a roomful of strangers.
The grandfather clock struck nine.

[bookmark: _dwr2v3b4prqc]Chapter 6: Spreading Like Wildfire
The alarm clock dragged Rebekah out of a dream she couldn't remember. Fragments of it evaporated as she blinked at the ceiling—something about a room full of men, something about her mouth being full—and then the morning light hit the edge of her pillow and she remembered.
The panties.
Under her pillow. Still there. Still crusted with her dried saliva and her mother's dried lovers. She'd fallen asleep with her face pressed against them, and now in the harsh clarity of 6:47 AM, the act seemed less like transcendence and more like evidence.
Her stomach flipped. A cold, oily churn that made her swallow hard.
Below her, the kitchen was already clattering to life. Cabinets opening. The faucet running. Kim's voice—humming, tuneless, happy—drifted up through the floorboards. She was making pancakes. The batter was probably in the blue mixing bowl. The griddle was probably leaving scorch marks on the counter because Kim always forgot to use the trivet.
Normal. Everything was aggressively, terrifyingly normal.
Rebekah's hand slid under her pillow. The fabric met her fingers—still damp, still stiff in places. She pulled it out and stared at it. In the daylight, the stains looked different. More obvious. The cotton was translucent where her mouth had worked it, and the older marks beneath had oxidized to a faint yellow-gray that no amount of laundering could fully erase.
She couldn't keep this. This was the kind of stupid mistake that unraveled everything—the trophy kept too long, the souvenir that became a smoking gun. She'd read enough true crime to know how this ended.
Her feet hit the cold floor. Her robe went on. The panties stayed balled in her fist as she crept into the hallway.
The bathroom door stood open, empty, the shower still cold from last night. The steam that might have curled from beneath the door was absent—just the dry air of an unoccupied room and the distant clatter of Kim's spatula against the griddle downstairs. Rebekah's bare feet made no sound on the carpet. The master bedroom door was half-open, and beyond it, the bed was already made—neat, untouched, Kim's side smoothed flat with the efficiency of someone who woke at five and didn't linger.
She slipped through the doorway like a shadow, lifted the wicker hamper lid. The panties dropped from her fingers onto the top of the laundry pile, a swift non-event, indistinguishable from any other garment that had lived its life and earned its wash. She let the lid fall closed with a soft thump that felt, somehow, like punctuation.
Then she was back in the hallway, breathing. The cold air hit her bare legs. Below, Kim laughed at something on her phone—probably a meme from her coworkers, probably something about spreadsheets or claim denials or whatever boring people laughed at. Normal. Safe.
Rebekah padded back to her room and closed the door behind her, leaning against it for just a moment with her eyes shut. She could still feel the ghost of that fabric in her palm.
The panties dropped onto the pile. They looked wrong there, rumpled and damp among the other clothes, but wrong in a way that could be explained by anything—a workout, a hot flash, a restless night. She let the lid fall. Turned. Slipped back into the hallway just as the shower stopped.
By the time Kim came downstairs in her bathrobe, Rebekah was already at the kitchen table with a glass of orange juice and a face so carefully neutral it could have been molded from wax.
"Morning, sweetie." Kim kissed the top of her head. "Pancakes?"
"Sure."
The first bite tasted like ash. The guilt, she realized, wasn't about the act itself. It was about the carelessness. She'd let herself get sloppy. She'd almost gotten caught.
---
The school hallways were a sensory assault—lockers slamming, sneakers squeaking on linoleum, the hormonal musk of four hundred teenagers packed into too small a space. Rebekah moved through it like a ghost, her body present but her mind elsewhere.
Or not elsewhere. Right here. Too here.
Because something had shifted. The filter that normally separated her daily life from her nightly obsessions had grown thin and permeable, and now she couldn't look at her classmates without seeing them differently.
Marcus Chen in AP Senior Seminar. Captain of the debate team. Head perpetually tilted at an ironic angle, perpetually ready with a counterargument. Rebekah watched him gesture with a pencil and found herself calculating: if she unzipped his khakis right now, how long would it take him to finish? He was seventeen—she knew because they'd been in the same grade since middle school. High metabolism. Probably jerked off daily, maybe twice. He'd come fast. One minute. Ninety seconds, tops. The volume would be modest. She estimated half a tablespoon, maybe less.
She made a note in her notebook. Disguised it as a doodle.
Mr. Patterson was at the whiteboard, diagramming something about supply-side economics, and Rebekah's gaze drifted to the window, then to the clock, then to the back of Darren Walsh's neck. Darren was a football player. Broad shoulders, thick thighs, the kind of body that looked like it had been assembled from spare parts. She tried to picture him naked. Tried to estimate what he'd be working with. Five inches soft, probably. Six and a half hard. She'd seen enough dicks through her mother's videos to make educated guesses now. The football players always thought they were impressive, but the swimmer builds were usually thicker.
The classroom blurred. The numbers in her head multiplied.
She looked at Tessa, who sat two rows over with her perfect ponytail and her perfect notes and her perfect monogrammed backpack. Virgin. Almost certainly. Rebekah could see it in the way Tessa crossed her legs at the ankle, the way she blushed when Mr. Patterson said the word "stimulate." But then again—her mother had looked like that too, once. Had Kim been a Tessa? Had she sat in classrooms with her ankles crossed and her ponytail swinging while some secret thing grew behind her sternum?
And that girl from second period. The redhead with the pierced nose who wore combat boots and didn't give a shit about anything. Definitely not a virgin. Rebekah caught herself staring at the redhead's mouth and had to look away.
The hallway between classes was worse. A river of bodies—boys in letterman jackets, girls in floral dresses, jocks and nerds and theater kids and the unclassifiable mess in between—and all of them had secrets. All of them had bodies. All of them had cocks or cunts or some configuration of both, and some of them had already used them and some of them hadn't, and Rebekah found herself playing a game she'd never played before. Counting. Sorting. Estimating.
Virgin. Whore. Something in between.
Her mother had been fucked by more men than this entire hallway combined. Probably. The math was staggering when she actually sat down to do it. Three hundred partners minimum, according to the forum polls. An average of—what—three ejaculations per encounter? That put her mother somewhere in the neighborhood of nine hundred loads. Nine hundred orgasms spilled across her face, her body, inside her. And Kim walked through the world with her sensible flats and her insurance adjuster ID badge and no one knew. No one suspected.
Rebekah ducked into the girls' restroom near the science wing.
The fluorescent lights hummed. A faucet dripped—always a faucet dripping, always a metronome—and she gripped the edges of the sink and stared at her reflection. Her face was pale. Her eyes were too bright. The bandana had slipped slightly, revealing a curl of dark hair at her temple.
"Pull it together," she whispered. "Jesus. Pull it together."
She splashed cold water on her face. The shock helped. Grounded her. She adjusted her glasses, straightened her bandana, and took three deep breaths that steadied the thing behind her ribs.
Kim did this every day. Kim maintained a double life so seamless that no one—not her coworkers, not her neighbors, not her own children—had caught even a whisper of it. She walked out of gangbangs and into PTA meetings without breaking stride. If her mother could do that, Rebekah could survive a Tuesday morning with her hormones cranked to eleven.
She pushed open the restroom door—
And nearly walked directly into Ian.
He was passing in the hallway, his trajectory parallel to the door, and when their eyes met he stopped so abruptly that the kid behind him nearly crashed into his backpack. His face went through a familiar sequence—shock first, then panic, then a deep crimson flush that started at his collar and climbed all the way to his hairline.
"Oh," he said. "I—hey—I wasn't—"
"Ian."
"I have to—" He gestured vaguely toward the boys' restroom, which was directly across the hall. "I just—"
He fled. Actually fled. The door swung shut behind him with a pneumatic hiss, and Rebekah stood there in the hallway with her own blush creeping up her throat while three sophomore girls gave her curious looks.
Yeah, she thought. This needs to get under control.
---
The house was empty when she got home. Ian had track practice—actual track practice, this time, not whatever excuse she'd fabricated for her own purposes—and Kim wouldn't be back until at least six. Rebekah dropped her backpack in the front hall and went straight to her room.
The laptop woke from sleep. The browser was already open to The Sticky Pages.
The PMV had exploded.
She'd expected views. She'd expected comments. She had not expected the thread to be pinned at the top of the entire forum with a little flame icon next to it and the words STAFF PICK in bold red letters. The view counter had crossed forty thousand in under twenty-four hours. The comment thread was seventeen pages deep and still growing, a cascading wall of praise and arousal and demands for more.
BigDaddyDave: I've been running this site for twelve years and I've never seen a newcomer produce anything this polished. Kitten, you're a prodigy. DM me about a featured creator slot — serious offer, real money involved.
SlickRick88: the part where the beat drops and she's getting triple teamed and the text says "you know what to do" — i actually did it. i actually came on my own face. i'm not ashamed. this is the future of pornography.
CumDumpsterDan: anyone else notice the sound design? there's audio from the glory hole video layered under the bass. you can hear her BREATHING. kitten is operating on a level most editors don't even know exists.
But it was HardcoreHank77's comment that made her stomach drop.
HardcoreHank77: Heads up @PMV_Kitten — your video's been re-uploaded to at least two sister sites. CumCentral got a copy about two hours after you posted, and PornPulse had it by midnight. Might want to watermark your stuff going forward. Hate to see your work get ripped without credit.
Rebekah's fingers went cold.
She opened a new tab. Typed in the URL for CumCentral. Searched for her title. There it was—her video, her edit, her mother's face, playing on a site she had no control over. The uploader was some anonymous account with a string of numbers for a username. The description didn't even mention PMV_Kitten. Just "hot bukkake compilation" with a bunch of generic tags.
She checked PornPulse. Same thing. Her video had been stripped of its title, its context, its creator credit, and repackaged as generic content for a platform that had nothing to do with the community she'd built.
Two thousand views on CumCentral. Eight hundred on PornPulse. The numbers were small compared to the original post, but they were growing. And Kim's face was on both of them.
Uh oh, she thought. Those aren't under my control.
She couldn't take them down. She didn't own the platforms, didn't have admin access, and filing a copyright claim would require revealing her real identity—which would lead them straight back to Kim, to PMV_Kitten, to the whole fragile structure of lies she'd built. The video was out now. Free-floating. Untraceable. It would spread and keep spreading and there was nothing she could do to stop it.
Unless—
Unless she started watermarking everything. Unless she built her brand so aggressively that anyone who saw a PMV_Kitten video knew exactly where it came from. HardcoreHank was right. This was a problem with a solution, and the solution was simple: make herself too visible to be erased.
She scrolled back up to the comments thread. The praise was still pouring in—dozens of new replies since she'd last checked, each one more effusive than the last. TributeKing88 had written a full paragraph about her editing techniques. Another user, someone she didn't recognize, had posted a screenshot of her video with the caption "this is what peak performance looks like."
The fear was still there. The loss of control. But underneath it, something warmer was glowing—the knowledge that her work was too good to be contained. Her art had escaped its frame. It was out in the world now, doing exactly what it was designed to do: making men hard, making men desperate, making men spill themselves across their own hands while her mother's sunlit face smiled down at them.
She checked her DMs. BigDaddyDave's commission offer was still waiting, unread. A dozen new messages had arrived since midnight—fan mail, dick pics, two more tributes. And one message from an account she didn't recognize, with a subject line that made her pause: your mom is hot.
Her heart stopped. Then started again, faster.
She opened the message. The body text was a single line: jk lol. but seriously, where do you find this footage? asking for a friend. The sender's username was an obvious joke account. The message was nothing—a trolling comment, the kind of low-effort spam that every creator got.
But for one terrible second, she'd thought—
She closed the laptop. Sat in the silence of her room. The grandfather clock in the front hall struck four, and each chime felt like a heartbeat she couldn't control.
Your mom is hot.
She laughed. The sound came out thin and slightly hysterical. Because the joke was that it wasn't a joke. The joke was that the footage belonged to her mother, who was hot, who was getting triple-penetrated in hotel rooms while her daughter cut the footage to a beat. The joke was that she'd licked her mother's panties clean last night and now her video was on three different websites and she was never, ever going to be able to put this particular genie back in its bottle.
She opened her encrypted spreadsheet. Updated her view counts. Added a new row for the re-uploads. The numbers were climbing faster than she could track them, and somewhere in the back of her mind, beneath the anxiety and the arousal and the fading taste of salt, a small voice whispered: this is only the beginning.


[bookmark: _tuqifg76j6tj]Chapter 7: The First Threshold
Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday. The days passed with a frictionless ease that felt almost suspicious. Rebekah attended her classes. She turned in her assignments. She sat at the dinner table while Kim recounted tales from the insurance office—disputes over deductibles, a coworker's upcoming baby shower, the eternal struggle with the office coffee machine—and she nodded in all the right places and asked the follow-up questions a good daughter was supposed to ask.
The PMV continued its silent conquest of the internet. She checked the numbers each night before bed, a ritual as automatic as brushing her teeth. Fifty thousand views. Sixty. The comment thread had spilled past page twenty and spawned three separate discussion threads analyzing her editing techniques. Tribute videos accumulated in her inbox like offerings at an altar. She watched a few—men she would never meet, faces she would never see, stroking themselves to completion while her mother's body danced across their screens to a beat she had chosen—but she didn't reply. Didn't post. Didn't give them anything new to latch onto.
She masturbated. Of course she masturbated. Twice a day, sometimes three times, her hand working between her legs with a mechanical efficiency that felt more like maintenance than pleasure. She came quickly each time, a brief clench and release that took the edge off without satisfying anything deeper. The orgasms were functional. Necessary. Like sneezing.
Something was building. She could feel it behind her sternum, a pressure that had nothing to do with her lungs. A hunger that her fingers couldn't reach.
Ian kept his distance. His door stayed closed, his headphones stayed on, and the muffled sounds of gunfire and trash-talk filtered through the wall at all hours. He ate dinner with his eyes on his plate and retreated to his room before Kim could ask him about his day. Normal behavior. Completely normal. He'd been like this for months, long before Rebekah had ever knelt between his knees.
Normal. Normal. Normal.
Kim watched college basketball in her bedroom each night, the blue glow of the television flickering under her door. Rebekah would pause in the hallway and listen to the crowd noise, the squeak of sneakers on hardwood, her mother's occasional murmured commentary to no one in particular. A boring woman. A suburban mom. A legend in certain dark corners of the internet who had taken three men at once six nights ago and smiled through all of it.
The pressure behind Rebekah's sternum grew.
---
Friday arrived with rain streaking the windows and a gray sky that made everything feel suspended, weightless, waiting.
Kim emerged from her bedroom at seven o'clock wearing a dress Rebekah had never seen before. Black. Knee-length. A neckline that dipped just low enough to suggest cleavage without actually showing any. The kind of dress that said "girls' night out" to the casual observer and "come find me" to everyone else. Her makeup was heavier than usual—eyeliner that flicked up at the corners, lipstick in a shade of berry that made her mouth look fuller, younger. Her hair was down, soft around her shoulders.
"Going dancing with the girls," Kim announced, doing a little spin in the kitchen doorway. "What do you think?"
Rebekah looked up from her laptop. "You look great, Mom."
"Megan's birthday. She wants to hit that new club downtown, the one with the—" Kim waved her hand vaguely. "The thing. The mechanical bull."
"Sounds fun."
"It'll probably be a disaster." Kim grinned. "Those always make the best stories."
The lie sat between them like a third person in the room. Rebekah could almost see it—the hotel room that was waiting, the men who were already checking their phones for the address, the camera that would capture everything for later upload. Her mother hadn't been to a club in years. Her mother's "girls" were middle-aged dads and retired construction workers and the occasional college student who thought he knew what he was doing.
"Have fun," Rebekah said.
Kim paused in the doorway, her purse slung over one shoulder. Her eyes met Rebekah's and held them for a beat too long. Something flickered there—curiosity, maybe, or recognition. Then she smiled, and the moment passed.
"You too," she said.
The front door closed. The deadbolt clicked. And Rebekah's chest ignited.
---
She gave herself twenty minutes. Long enough for Kim's car to clear the neighborhood, long enough for the adrenaline to settle into something usable, long enough to stare at her own reflection and recognize the woman staring back. The hunger was no longer behind her sternum. It was everywhere—in her fingertips, in her thighs, in the pulse that beat steady at the base of her throat.
Ian's door was closed. The muffled thunder of explosions filtered through the wood—some first-person shooter, some digital battlefield where things were simple. She knocked twice.
"Busy." His voice was flat.
"It's me. I need to talk to you."
A pause. The sound of gunfire stopped. Footsteps approached the door, and when it swung open Ian was already looking guilty about something. His eyes skated past her to the hallway behind, then back to his computer—specifically, to the browser window he'd clearly just minimized.
"Hey," he said. "I was just—"
"Porn?" Rebekah smiled. "Don't worry about it."
The blush that crept up his neck was almost endearing. She'd seen him come twice now. She'd felt his cum cooling on her face. And he was still embarrassed about a browser tab. The gap between his innocence and her own plummeting descent into depravity was so wide she could have fallen into it and never hit bottom.
"Can you come to my room?" She didn't wait for an answer. Turned and walked, and his footsteps followed after a hesitation that lasted exactly three heartbeats.
Her room was the same as always—desk cluttered with notebooks, laptop closed, bed made with hospital corners because Kim had taught her to make a bed properly when she was eight. Bandana hanging from the corner of her mirror. The only thing different was the charge in the air, the static electricity of something about to break.
She closed the door behind him.
"Sit."
Ian sat on the edge of her bed. His hands were already gripping his knees, knuckles white, the same posture he'd held before she took him into her mouth the first time. He knew something was coming. He didn't know what.
"There is no boyfriend," Rebekah said.
He blinked. "What?"
"The guy I told you about. The one I was practicing for. He doesn't exist. I made him up."
The words hung in the air. Ian's mouth opened and closed twice before any sound came out. "Why would you—why would you do that?"
"Because I wanted to." She leaned against her desk, arms crossed. Casual. Relaxed. The same neutral expression she'd worn when she asked him for samples and practice sessions and proof of concept. "Because I was curious about sex, and I wanted to explore it, and you were safe. You're my brother. I love you. I trust you." She paused. "And I knew you'd say yes."
Ian's face was a war zone. Confusion. Arousal. Anger. Fear. They cycled through his features in rapid succession, each one surfacing and submerging before she could fully read it. The anger was there, but it was drowning.
"You lied to me," he said.
"I did. I'm sorry." She wasn't. They both knew it. "But that's not the only thing I need to tell you."
She opened her laptop. The screen glowed to life, already loaded with the PMV—her PMV, her creation, the six minutes and fourteen seconds that had launched a thousand loads. She angled the screen toward him.
"There's a video of Mom on the internet," she said. "I don't want you to just stumble across it by accident."
His brow furrowed. "What are you talking about?"
"Mom is kind of an amateur porn star. Has been for years. Fourteen years." She clicked play before he could protest. "I need you to watch this. The whole thing."
"Rebekah—"
"Watch."
The bass dropped. Her mother's face filled the screen—sunlit, serene, the park footage she'd climbed trees in as a child. Then the hard cut to the penthouse, Kim on her knees surrounded by men. Ian's whole body went rigid. His hands left his knees and clenched at his sides.
"What the fuck," he whispered. "What the fuck."
She didn't answer. The video played on—the glory hole sequence, the triple penetration from LUNCHBREAK, the text cards she'd written in the heat of creation. Ian tried to look away once, his head jerking toward the window, and Rebekah reached out and touched his chin. Gently. Turned his face back toward the screen.
"All of it," she said.
His breathing was ragged by the time the final supercut began. Layer after layer of semen accumulating on their mother's face, her features disappearing beneath the sheen, the screen fading to white, the final card: you're welcome. —Kitten.
The video ended. The room was silent. Ian's chest rose and fell like he'd been running. His track shorts—gray, worn soft at the seams—were tented so visibly that he couldn't possibly deny it.
"That's Kim," Rebekah said. She kept her voice soft. Matter-of-fact. "That's what she does when she says she's going to book club. Or dancing with the girls. She's been doing it since we were little. Hundreds of men. Hundreds of videos. She's famous, in certain circles. Infamous." A pause. "And I want what she has."
Ian turned to look at her. His eyes were wild, the pupils blown wide. "What?"
"I'm a virgin." The word landed between them like a stone into still water. "I've never had sex. Not with anyone. I've studied it, I've tasted you, I've watched more pornography than most people see in a lifetime, but I've never actually done it." She moved from the desk to the bed, sitting beside him, close enough that their thighs nearly touched. "And I don't want my first time to be with a stranger. I don't know what it'll feel like. I'm worried about pain. About blood. About not knowing what to do." Her hand found his knee. "I want to explore this with you. Because you're safe. Because I love you. Because I've already had you in my mouth and on my face, and it felt—"
The word escaped her. She didn't have language for what it had felt like. The forbidden nature of it, the weight of the taboo, the electric thrill of doing something that should never be done with someone she'd known her entire life. It wasn't attraction. It wasn't lust. It was something deeper and darker and infinitely more intoxicating.
"—necessary," she finished. "It felt necessary."
Ian stared at her hand on his knee. His jaw worked silently. The laptop screen had gone dark, but its reflection flickered in his eyes.
"This is wrong," he said.
"I know."
"Like, seriously wrong. We could—this is—"
"I know." Her fingers tightened. "But I'm asking anyway."
The silence stretched. The rain tapped against the window. The grandfather clock ticked in the hall. And then Rebekah reached over and pressed play on the laptop again—the video restarting, the bass line kicking in, their mother's face filling the screen once more. A loop. An invitation. A permission slip written in flesh and rhythm.
"Against your better judgment," she whispered. "Just this once."
Ian's hand covered hers. His palm was damp. His pulse was racing. But when she rose to her knees and reached for the hem of her shirt, he didn't stop her. When she pulled it over her head—her small breasts bare, her pink nipples tight in the cool air, her pale skin goosebumped—he didn't look away. When she unbuttoned his shorts and found him already leaking, already desperate, already past the point of rational thought, he only breathed her name like a prayer.
Her glasses came off. His shirt came off. The video played on, and Rebekah stretched out on the bed she'd slept in since childhood with her brother's body above her and her mother's moans filling the room.
The first press of him made her gasp. A stretch. A burn. Her nails dug into his shoulders and he froze, his forehead pressed to hers, his breath hot and frantic.
"Okay?" The word cracked in his throat.
She nodded, unable to speak. The pressure was immense. The fullness was impossible. But it was also—right. Correct. The missing piece she'd been chasing with deodorant canisters and spreadsheets and the taste of stolen panties.
He moved. Slowly at first, uncertain, the rhythm stuttering. Her body adjusted, accommodated, began to respond. The pain receded. Something else took its place—not pleasure, not yet, but the promise of it. A door swinging open. A threshold crossed.
The video looped. Kim's face, serene and transported, watched over them both. Ian's pace quickened. Rebekah's hips rose to meet him. The old bed frame creaked a rhythm that synced to the bass line, and somewhere in the back of her mind she was already editing this moment—where to cut, where to linger, where to let the silence speak.
She came first. The orgasm blindsided her, a full-body clench that started in her cunt and radiated outward until her fingers curled and her toes pointed and a sound escaped her throat that she'd never made before. Ian followed thirty seconds later, his whole body locking up as he gasped "Where—Rebekah—where should I—"
She couldn't answer. She was still coming, still pulsing around him, still somewhere far beyond language. Her mouth opened but only a moan emerged.
He pulled out. His hand found his shaft. And then the heat was landing on her stomach, her chest, a stripe across her right nipple, another that reached her collarbone. She felt each pulse, each splash, the warmth spreading and cooling and marking her in ways that would take a shower to erase.
The video looped again.
Ian collapsed beside her. His chest heaved. The ceiling stared down at them both, blank and uncaring.
"Holy shit," he breathed.
Rebekah didn't answer. She was already cataloging the sensation—the ache between her legs, the cooling semen on her skin, the knowledge that she had done it. She was no longer a virgin. She had crossed the line her mother had crossed fourteen years ago, and the world had not ended. The ceiling had not fallen. The grandfather clock in the hall continued its steady, indifferent ticking.
She reached for her glasses. Put them on. The room came back into focus—Ian's stunned face, the rain-streaked window, the laptop still playing its endless loop of their mother's impossible fullness.
---
Kim came home at 3:17 AM.
Rebekah was still awake. She'd been lying in the dark for hours, replaying every moment, every sensation, every frame of the video that continued to play behind her closed eyes. The ache between her legs had settled into a dull throb. The smell of sex still clung to her sheets despite the window she'd cracked against the rain.
The front door opened. Footsteps in the hall—slower than usual, looser, a gait that suggested a body well-used. The stairs creaked under Kim's weight. And then, floating through the hallway, barely audible through Rebekah's closed door, a sound that made her breath catch and her hand slide instinctively between her thighs.
Humming. Her mother was humming. The same tuneless, happy melody she always carried home from her exploits, the secret music of satisfaction that no one else knew how to recognize.
Rebekah listened to the bathroom door close, the shower running, the distant rush of water washing away evidence. She pressed her thighs together against the ache and smiled into the darkness.
The pressure behind her sternum had finally, mercifully, released.


[bookmark: _rzgvnw2pwym8]Chapter 8: An Intriguing Announcement
Saturday light leaked through the blinds in pale rectangles, and Rebekah didn't move.
She floated in that half-space between sleep and waking where time lost its edges. The ache between her legs had faded to a tender reminder—a muscle memory of fullness, of pressure, of the moment her body had become something new. Her sheets still smelled like sex. Ian's dried semen flaked on her stomach when she shifted, a faint crust she'd been too exhausted to wash off before collapsing into sleep.
The grandfather clock struck eleven. She let it.
Somewhere in the house, a toilet flushed. Footsteps. The creak of floorboards. Normal Saturday sounds in a house that had no idea what had happened inside it. Rebekah pressed her palm flat against her sternum and felt her heartbeat—steady, unhurried, utterly unashamed. That was the strangest part. The shame she'd been braced for, the guilt that should have crashed over her like a wave, had never arrived. In its place was something quieter. Satisfaction. A door opened that couldn't be closed again.
She reached for her phone. The forum was still there, still scrolling, still accumulating praise and tributes and the endless hunger of strangers. She scrolled without reading, letting the words blur. Her mind was elsewhere—on the collaboration offer, on the watermark she needed to add, on the logistics of what came next.
Homework waited in her backpack. AP Senior Seminar paper on monetary policy. It would take her forty minutes, maybe less. She'd always been quick with things that didn't matter.
---
At twelve-fourteen, Kim's knock came—three soft raps that meant I'm not coming in, but I wanted you to know I'm here.
"Hey, sweetie. I'm heading out to run errands." A pause. "Groceries, dry cleaning, maybe swing by the mall. Need anything?"
Rebekah's lips curved. Groceries. Sure. "I'm good, Mom."
"Okay. Leftovers in the fridge if you get hungry. Ian's still asleep, I think—don't let him eat all the lasagna."
"Will do."
Footsteps retreated. The front door opened and closed. The deadbolt clicked. And Rebekah stared at the ceiling for another long minute, wondering which errands were real and which were cover for something else entirely. The dry cleaning might be legitimate. The mall, less so. Her mother's black dress from last night was probably still crumpled in the hamper, still carrying the musk of strangers and the ghost of whoever had peeled it off her body.
She swung her legs over the side of the bed. The floor was cold. Her robe was where she'd dropped it—pooled beside the desk in a dark heap. She shrugged it on without tying it and padded into the hallway.
Ian emerged from his room at the exact same moment.
They both stopped. The hallway was narrow—barely wide enough for two people to pass without brushing shoulders—and suddenly it felt like the smallest space in the world. Ian's hair stood up in seventeen directions. His t-shirt was inside out. His eyes met hers for half a second before skidding away to the baseboard, the doorframe, the ceiling.
The silence stretched.
Then Rebekah stepped forward and wrapped her arms around him.
Not a quick hug. Not the perfunctory squeeze they exchanged at family gatherings. This was full-body contact—her cheek against his chest, her arms around his ribs, her robe falling open between them. She could feel his heartbeat. Fast. Rabbit-fast. His arms hung at his sides for three full seconds before rising to her back.
"Thank you," she murmured against his shirt.
His hands twitched. "For—I mean—you're—"
She kissed his cheek. Soft. Sisterly. Then pulled back, adjusted her glasses, and stepped around him into the bathroom. "I'm showering first."
"Hey—what—I was going to—"
"I'll be quick." She closed the door on his sputtering. The lock clicked. Through the wood, she heard his exasperated sigh and the familiar thump of his forehead against the doorframe. Some things didn't change. Sibling bathroom disputes were apparently immune to even the most catastrophic shifts in relationship dynamics.
She showered efficiently—hot water, unscented soap, her mother's shampoo because she'd run out of her own. The dried semen swirled down the drain in pale threads. The steam filled her lungs. By the time she emerged, wrapped in a towel with her hair dripping onto the bathmat, Ian had retreated to his room and the hallway was empty again.
Good. She had work to do.
---
Homework lasted fourteen minutes. The monetary policy paper was half-finished when she tabbed over to the forum, and after that, the Federal Reserve's inflation targets lost all claim on her attention.
Her inbox held a new tribute video. She clicked it expecting the usual—one man, one screen, the rhythmic motion of a fist. Instead, the thumbnail showed three figures. Three men, shoulder to shoulder on what looked like a dorm room couch, their faces blurred but their intentions unmistakable.
She pressed play.
The video was five minutes long. The men—boys, really, probably college students—had set up a laptop playing her PMV on a coffee table. They sat in a row, synchronized in their stroking, occasionally laughing or elbowing each other. One of them said something Rebekah couldn't catch. Another responded with "Wait for the drop, wait for the drop, wait for—" and then the bass hit and all three of them groaned in unison.
It was weirdly sweet. Touching, almost. A communion of strangers, bonded by their shared worship of her mother's body and her own editing. They came within seconds of each other—the one on the left first, then the middle, then the right, each eruption captured in grainy laptop-camera detail. The volume was staggering. Rope after rope, enough to fill a measuring cup, enough to make Rebekah's mouth water with something that wasn't quite hunger.
She closed the video. Sat back in her chair. The ceiling was very white and very blank.
Then she checked the re-uploads.
CumCentral: 3,412 views. PornPulse: 1,897. The numbers had nearly doubled since Thursday. Her mother's face, her mother's body, her mother's most intimate moments—all of it circulating on platforms she couldn't control, stripped of context, stripped of credit, stripped of her. The frustration that bubbled up wasn't about money or recognition. It was about authorship. About the violation of having her work stolen and repackaged and fed to strangers who would never know whose hands had built the thing they were touching themselves to.
She couldn't file a takedown as PMV_Kitten. That would mean exposing her identity. But—
Her mother's laptop. Downstairs. On the kitchen table where Kim always left it, because Kim was forty-seven and still didn't password-protect her devices properly.
Rebekah's bare feet made no sound on the stairs.
The laptop was exactly where she expected—sitting on a stack of mail, still warm from Kim's morning use. She'd cracked its security months ago, during the early days of her obsession, when she'd needed access to her mother's Dropbox and forum accounts. The password was "KumslutKim47." Not exactly CIA-level encryption.
She opened a browser. Created a new email address—kumcontrol2024@proton.me—with the same care she'd once used to create PMV_Kitten. Then she navigated to her mother's bedroom closet, to the shoebox on the top shelf where Kim kept the things she thought no one knew about. Expired driver's license. Old passport. A stack of hotel key cards from cities Rebekah had never visited.
She photographed the driver's license. Opened it in a basic editing program. Used the rectangle tool to redact everything except the name and photo—a black bar across the address, the license number, the date of birth. The result looked official without revealing anything dangerous.
The takedown emails took twenty minutes to compose. She wrote them as Kim: direct, polite, slightly bored. This content features my likeness and was uploaded without my consent. Please remove it immediately. Attached the redacted ID. Sent them to the abuse contact addresses for both sites.
Then she cleared the browser history. Logged out of the email. Closed the laptop and returned it to its precise position on the stack of mail, angled the same way, still warm.
Her tracks were covered. The videos might come down, or they might not. But she'd done something. She'd acted.
---
Back in her room, she posted a brief message to the forum: Taking the video down temporarily to add a watermark. Re-uploading soon with something new. Stay tuned. —Kitten.
The replies came almost instantly. Anticipation. Speculation. Demands. She let them scroll past without reading.
That's when she saw the new thread.
FLUFFERS WANTED — Massive Bukkake Event [STICKY: KIM THE KUMSLUT]
Her finger stopped mid-scroll.
The post was long and detailed, written in the enthusiastic overkill style of someone organizing their first major event. A warehouse in the industrial district had been rented—belonged to an adult bookstore called The Velvet Page, apparently, whose owner was a longtime fan of Kim's work. A local porn studio was providing cameras and lighting. No one was getting paid. Everyone was volunteering. For the love of the game, the post said, and Rebekah's heart stuttered because that was her phrase, the one she'd written in her own encrypted notes months ago.
Kim would be the centerpiece. The star. The target of every man in the room. But before the main event, the organizers needed women. Fluffers. Volunteers willing to keep the men "ready and eager" while they waited their turn. Hands and mouths only, the post specified. Must be 18+. Discretion is paramount. Masks provided for anonymity.
Rebekah stared at the screen.
I can do that.
The thought arrived fully formed, without hesitation, without the internal debate that should have accompanied it. She could do that. She'd practiced on Ian. She'd studied her mother's technique frame by frame. She knew the taste of cum—had catalogued its salt and bitterness and warmth, had worn it on her face and swallowed it and licked it from her own fingers. She could keep a row of strangers hard while they waited to fuck her mother. She could do it well.
But could she do it without getting caught?
The masks would help. The anonymity. The dim lighting of a warehouse at night. She could choose a mask that covered her face completely—not just the eye mask the post suggested, but something more comprehensive. Something that hid her glasses, her bandana, the curl of dark hair at her temple. She could dress differently. Speak differently. Become someone else entirely.
The risk was enormous. The reward was—
A notification pinged. Dropbox. Kim had uploaded a new folder.
Rebekah's mouth went dry. She clicked the link before her brain could catch up. The folder contained twelve videos and forty-three photos, all from the night before. The black dress. The dancing. The hotel room that followed.
She opened the third video. Kim was bent over a hotel armchair, her black dress bunched around her waist, her pale pink panties—not the ones Rebekah had stolen, but an identical pair—pulled aside. A man's hand gripped her hip. Another reached into frame and tangled in her hair. The audio was muffled but the rhythm was unmistakable.
"Hey!"
Ian's voice. Down the hall. Tentative. Almost cracking.
"Bek? Do you wanna... um..."
She didn't look away from the monitor. Her mother's face—transported, serene, exactly the expression from SUNGLADE—filled the screen. "Yup," she called back.
The video kept playing. She closed the laptop and walked down the hall.
Ian's door was open a crack. Inside, his computer screen glowed with the familiar flesh-tone palette of Pornhub. Riley Reid. Interracial gangbang. A single bead of pre-cum trembled at the tip of his cock, catching the light from his monitor.
He looked up at her. His hand was frozen mid-stroke. His expression flickered between hope and terror and something that looked almost like relief.
"I didn't know if you... uh... wanted this?"
Rebekah stepped inside and closed the door behind her. "I do."
---
Hours later, the front door opened at 7:23 PM. The smell of Thai food drifted up the stairs—pad thai, green curry, the familiar spice of Kim's favorite takeout. Rebekah heard the rustle of bags, the clatter of containers on the kitchen counter, her mother's voice calling out.
"Dinner! Come eat before it gets cold!"
Ian appeared in the hallway, hair damp, face flushed, unable to meet her eyes. They descended the stairs together—one step apart, then two, the careful distance of siblings who had never shared what they'd shared.
Kim was already in her bathrobe. Her face was pale. Her movements were slower than usual, more deliberate. "Sorry I'm late," she said, pressing a hand to her temple. "Migraine coming on. I'm going to lie down after I eat."
"Rough errands?" Rebekah asked, and kept her voice perfectly level.
"The mall was a zoo." Kim smiled, tired and rueful and utterly convincing. "You know how Saturdays get."
She leaned over to set a container of rice on the table. And as she passed, Rebekah caught it—the smell beneath her mother's perfume. Salt. Bleach. The unmistakable musk of semen, dried and layered and so deeply embedded in Kim's skin that no amount of showering could fully erase it.
Her mother had run errands, all right. Just not the kind that came with shopping bags.
Rebekah filled her plate with pad thai and thought about the warehouse. About the masks. About the thread that was still open on her laptop, waiting for her response.
I can do this, she thought. I can do this and she'll never know.

[bookmark: _gqtuthklnlxq]Chapter 9: The Rehearsal of Hungry Strangers
Dreams were strange things. Rebekah had read somewhere that the brain used them to process trauma, to file away the day's events, to make sense of what couldn't be made sense of in waking life. But this dream wasn't processing anything. It was rehearsing.
She was in the warehouse. She knew it was the warehouse even though she'd never seen it—the post had described industrial lighting and concrete floors and the smell of old paper from The Velvet Page's storage, and her subconscious had filled in the rest. The men stood in a circle around her, and they were all hard, and they were all waiting.
Her mouth was full. Her hands were full. Every time she finished one, another took its place, and the rhythm was impossible to maintain—too many cocks, too little time, the line stretching back into the darkness where more and more and more of them kept appearing. She could taste salt and bleach and something metallic, something that might have been her own exhaustion. Her jaw ached in that specific way she'd learned from Ian, the deep muscle burn that meant she'd been working too long.
Hurry, a voice said. They're waiting for Kim. You have to get them ready.
She tried to move faster. Her hands blurred. Her mouth opened wider. But the line never shortened, and somewhere in the distance she could hear her mother's voice, humming that tuneless happy melody, completely unaware that her daughter was drowning in strangers—
Rebekah woke with her heart hammering and her thighs pressed together.
The ceiling was gray with early light. Sunday. The dream clung to her like a film—she could still feel the phantom weight of cocks on her tongue, the stretch of her lips, the particular panic of being unable to keep up. Her hand was already between her legs. She pulled it away.
No. Not yet.
She lay still, letting the dream recede, letting her heartbeat slow. The grandfather clock ticked in the hall. The house was silent. And in the quiet, the thought that had been lurking at the edge of her consciousness since last night's Thai food finally stepped into the light:
I have nothing to wear.
The post had specified masks for anonymity, but it hadn't said anything about clothing. What did fluffers wear? The women in Kim's videos were always naked by the time the action started, but fluffers weren't the main event. They were support staff. They needed to be accessible without being distracting, alluring without upstaging the star. Rebekah owned exactly nothing that fit that description. Her wardrobe consisted of jeans, t-shirts, the occasional sweater Kim had bought her at Kohl's, and underwear so utilitarian it might as well have been issued by the military.
She needed something else. Something deliberate.
Her savings account had $1,847 in it—birthday checks from relatives who didn't know her well enough to buy actual presents, Christmas cash from Kim, two semesters of campus library wages that she'd never gotten around to spending. She almost never spent money. What would she spend it on? Her hobbies didn't require equipment. Her social life didn't exist. The money just sat there, accruing interest at a rate so negligible it might as well have been zero.
Until now.
She sat up. Swung her legs over the side of the bed. The movement made her wince—yesterday's activities with Ian had left a tenderness between her legs that was part ache and part reminder. She pressed her palm flat against her lower belly and felt the echo of fullness, the ghost of penetration. Her body was learning. Adapting. Becoming something new.
She pulled on jeans and a t-shirt. Found her keys on the desk. Ran a brush through her hair and adjusted her bandana in the mirror. Her reflection looked back at her—glasses, pale skin, the mouth that had been full of strangers in her dream—and she thought: by Friday, you'll have done things that girl in the mirror can't even imagine yet.
The door opened. The hallway stretched before her, empty and quiet.
Ian's door opened at the exact same moment.
They both froze. The déjà vu was almost comical—the same positions, the same surprised expressions, the same narrow hallway that couldn't contain what had passed between them. Ian was dressed, which was unusual for a Sunday morning. He had his wallet in his hand and his keys in the other and he looked like he'd been planning to sneak out before anyone woke up.
"Hey," he said.
"Hey."
"Where are you going?"
"The mall." She said it flatly, without apology. "I need to buy some things."
Something flickered in Ian's expression. Curiosity, maybe, or the instinctive sibling reflex to invite himself along. "What kind of things?"
"Clothes."
"Oh." He deflated a little. Clothes shopping was boring. But then he straightened again. "Actually, I was going to ask—can I come? I need to hit the game store. My controller's been drifting for like two weeks and there's this new flight combat sim everyone's playing and I can't even—"
She held up a hand. "Wait."
Down the hall, Kim's door was closed. Rebekah padded toward it on silent feet, pressed her ear to the wood. The faint sound of breathing reached her—deep, slow, the rhythm of someone who wasn't going to wake up for hours. Saturday night's "errands" must have been particularly exhausting. The dried semen smell on Kim's skin last night had been strong enough to detect over Thai spices, which meant there had been a lot of it. A lot of them.
Rebekah stepped back. Gestured for Ian to follow her downstairs.
They moved quietly through the kitchen, past the stack of mail on the table, past Kim's laptop sitting exactly where it had been last night. The morning light was weak through the windows, the sky overcast, the whole world muted and gray. Rebekah filled a glass of water and drank it slowly while Ian fidgeted by the door.
"The warehouse event," she said, setting the glass down. "The one I was looking at last night. I'm going."
Ian's face did something complicated. "Going as in...?"
"As a fluffer. To the event. Friday night." She kept her voice level. "I need something to wear. That's what I'm buying."
The silence that followed was thick enough to chew. Ian's mouth opened and closed. His hand tightened around his keys.
"You can come to the mall with me," Rebekah continued, "but only if you help me pick it out."
"Help you pick—" His voice cracked. "You want me to go lingerie shopping with you."
"Yes."
"At the mall. Where people might see us."
"It's Sunday morning. The mall opens at eleven. We'll be the first ones there." She adjusted her glasses. "And we're siblings shopping together. That's not weird. That's literally the most normal thing in the world."
"Normal siblings don't—" He stopped. Started again. "Normal siblings don't do what we did."
"No. But nobody at the mall knows that." She stepped closer, close enough that she could see the faint flush creeping up his neck. "I need your opinion. You're the only person who's seen me naked. You know what looks good on me. And you're the only person I can trust with this."
Ian stared at her. The flush had reached his ears now.
"I'll pay for your controller," she added.
His eyes narrowed. "The one I want is eighty bucks."
"Fine."
"And the warranty. That's another fifteen."
"Fine."
"And maybe that new headset—"
"Don't push it." But she was smiling, just a little. "Half the controller. You pay the warranty and any accessories."
He considered this. Chewed his lip. Glanced up the stairs toward Kim's closed door, then back at his sister. "What if someone recognizes us? At the—you know—the lingerie store?"
"Then we say we're buying a gift for our mom. Which is technically true, from a certain point of view."
"That's—" He shook his head. "That's so messed up."
"I know." She grabbed her jacket from the hook by the door. "Are you coming or not?"
Ian followed her to the car. Of course he did.
---
The mall parking lot was nearly empty. A few employee cars clustered near the entrances, a security golf cart making its slow rounds, and nothing else. The building itself was a monument to mid-2000s architecture—tan stucco, glass atriums, the faint smell of pretzels and chlorine that every mall in America shared. Rebekah parked near the east entrance, closest to Intimate Expressions, and killed the engine.
"We're early," Ian observed.
"Good. Less people." She unbuckled her seatbelt. "Come on."
Intimate Expressions occupied the corner spot between a closed-down RadioShack and a store that sold nothing but calendars. The windows were tinted, which Rebekah appreciated. The mannequins wore tasteful silk robes and matching sets in jewel tones—not exactly what she was looking for, but a step in the right direction. A sign on the door announced SUNDAY HOURS: 11AM-6PM.
They had three minutes.
"So what exactly am I supposed to be looking for?" Ian asked, his hands shoved deep in his pockets. "Like. Criteria."
"Something a fluffer would wear."
"I don't know what a fluffer is. I mean, I kind of gathered from context, but—"
"A fluffer keeps the men ready." She said it matter-of-factly. "Between turns. So they're hard when it's their time with the star. Hands, mouth, whatever it takes."
Ian's face was approximately the color of a fire truck. "Right. Okay. Cool. Cool cool cool."
"And I need something that's easy to take off but still looks intentional. Something that says 'I'm here on purpose' without saying 'I'm the main event.' Accessible but not desperate. You know?"
"I absolutely do not know."
The store opened. A woman with silver hair and a tape measure around her neck unlocked the door and smiled at them with the practiced warmth of someone who had seen every possible combination of customers walk through her doors. "Morning, kids. Early shoppers. I like it." Her eyes flicked from Rebekah to Ian, then back. "Shopping for...?"
"My girlfriend," Ian said, too fast. "He's—she's—it's her birthday."
Rebekah shot him a look. Girlfriend? He stared back with an expression that clearly communicated I panicked.
"Her birthday," the woman repeated, clearly not believing a word of it. "Well. We've got some lovely new pieces in. What size is your... girlfriend?"
"About her size," Ian said, gesturing vaguely at Rebekah. "Similar. Build. And stuff."
The woman's smile didn't waver, but her eyes flicked down to Rebekah's left hand—no ring, obviously—and then back up to Ian's face with something that might have been amusement. "I'll let you browse. Let me know if you need a fitting room." She retreated behind the counter with the air of someone who had seen everything and was no longer capable of surprise.
Rebekah grabbed Ian's sleeve and dragged him toward the back of the store. "Girlfriend?"
"I panicked!"
"It's fine. Just—try to act normal."
"What part of this is normal?"
She ignored him. The racks stretched before her—lace and silk and mesh in every color, some pieces so insubstantial they might as well have been made of spiderwebs, others structured like architecture with boning and underwire and straps that seemed to serve no structural purpose. She'd never been in a store like this. Her underwear came in multi-packs from Target. Her bras were chosen for comfort and invisibility under t-shirts. This was a different language entirely.
She started with the basics. A black lace bralette that looked like it would unclip from the front. A matching thong that was more string than fabric. A deep burgundy teddy with sheer panels and a shelf bra. A strappy harness thing that she wasn't entirely sure how to put on but that looked undeniably intentional. Ian trailed behind her like a hostage, his eyes fixed on the ceiling, the floor, the rack of sleep masks—anywhere but the merchandise.
"What about this?" She held up the teddy.
"It's fine."
"You're not looking."
"I'm looking. It's fine."
"Ian." She waited until he met her eyes. "I need you to actually help. You're the only person who's going to see me in this. At least—the only person who matters."
Something shifted in his expression. The embarrassment was still there, but beneath it, a flicker of something else. Something that looked almost like pride. "Okay," he said. "Okay. Show me again."
She held up the teddy. He studied it for a long moment.
"It's too complicated," he said finally. "All those little snaps. You're going to be—" He lowered his voice. "—you're going to be, like, working. You need something you can get out of fast. Or something that doesn't need to come off at all."
Rebekah blinked. "That's... actually really helpful."
"I can be helpful." He sounded almost offended. "I just need a minute to—to get over the fact that I'm picking out lingerie for my sister who wants to suck off a warehouse full of strangers."
"Shhh."
"What? Nobody's here."
The silver-haired woman was definitely within earshot, but she was pretending to reorganize a display of silk robes with the intense concentration of someone who was absolutely not eavesdropping.
They moved deeper into the store. Rebekah swapped the teddy for a simpler piece—a black mesh bodysuit with a deep V-neck and snaps at the crotch. Ian nodded approval. She added a sheer chemise in pale pink, the same shade as the panties she'd licked clean just days ago. Ian shook his head.
"Too much like Mom," he said quietly.
The observation landed like a stone in still water. He was right. She hadn't even realized she'd gravitated toward that color. She put the chemise back.
They worked through the racks methodically. Ian's initial awkwardness faded as he settled into the task, his commentary growing more specific and more useful. The lace-up corset was "too much work." The satin robe was "boring—you could wear that to brunch." The red bustier with garter straps got a thoughtful pause.
"That one," he said. "It says 'I know what I'm doing.'"
"Is that the message I want to send?"
"I think so? You're not a—" He struggled for the word. "You're not a beginner. At the... the skills. Even if you haven't done it with strangers. You want something that makes you feel like you belong there."
Rebekah held the bustier up to her chest. It was red. Bright, unapologetic red, the color of stop signs and fire engines and the lipstick her mother wore on special occasions. The cups were sheer at the top, opaque at the bottom, trimmed in black lace. The garter straps were detachable. It was the most sexually confident garment she'd ever touched.
"Try it on," Ian said.
She raised an eyebrow.
"What? That's the point, right? You need a fitting room."
The silver-haired woman materialized beside them with the supernatural speed of retail employees everywhere. "I've got a room open in the back. Take your time, sweetheart." She handed Rebekah a small plastic card with the number 3 on it. "Your brother can wait in the sitting area just outside."
The word brother hung in the air. Ian's face went pale. Rebekah didn't flinch.
"Thanks," she said, and walked toward the fitting rooms before either of them could say anything else.
---
Room 3 was small and mirrored and smelled like fabric softener. Rebekah hung her selections on the hook—the red bustier, the black mesh bodysuit, the strappy harness, and a few other pieces that had caught her eye—and began to undress.
Her reflection watched her. Pale skin. Small breasts with their pink nipples already tightening in the cool air. The narrow hips and straight waist that she'd spent years resenting, the boyish frame that refused to curve no matter how many puberty documentaries she watched. She'd always thought of her body as unfinished. A draft version. Something that would eventually become womanly and voluptuous and worthy of attention.
But watching her reflection now, she saw something different. Her body wasn't unfinished. It was specialized. Built for a purpose she was only beginning to understand. The small breasts meant she didn't need heavy-duty support. The narrow hips meant she could fit into spaces other women couldn't. The boyish frame meant she could move fast, duck low, position herself in ways that a curvier woman might struggle with.
She was built to be a fluffer. She'd been built for it her whole life and never known.
The red bustier went on first. The cups cradled her breasts. The boning gave her a waist she didn't technically have. The garter straps hung loose until she figured out how to clip them to the matching thong. The effect was—she turned, examining herself from every angle—the effect was dramatic. She looked like someone who had done this before. Someone who knew exactly what she was capable of.
She stepped out of the fitting room.
Ian was sitting in a plush chair near the three-way mirror, his knee bouncing with nervous energy. When he saw her, the bouncing stopped. His whole body went still.
"Well?" she asked.
"Um." He cleared his throat. "It's. Yes. That one."
"Be more specific."
"It's—" He gestured vaguely at her entire body. "You look like you're about to do something illegal. In a good way."
"That's the idea." She examined herself in the three-way mirror, turning to see the back. The bustier laced up with a black ribbon that contrasted against her pale skin. "How's the fit?"
"Good. Really good. Like, disturbingly good."
She shot him a look.
"I mean—it fits well. It's flattering. You look—" He swallowed. "Competent."
"Competent."
"Screw you." The tension broke, and they both laughed, and for a moment they were just siblings in a mall again, just a brother and sister doing something weird and awkward that would become a story later. Then the moment passed.
Rebekah tried on the bodysuit next. It was simpler than the bustier—just black mesh from collarbone to crotch, with a plunging neckline that made her breasts look like an invitation. Ian studied her for longer than he probably needed to.
"Pros and cons," she prompted.
"Pro: really easy access. The snaps at the crotch are smart. Con: it's see-through, so you're basically naked anyway. Might as well just be naked."
"Being naked isn't an option. I need the intention. The effort. If I show up naked, it looks like I just wandered in. If I show up in this, it looks like I came prepared."
"You've thought about this a lot."
"I've had nothing but time to think about it." She examined the way the mesh stretched over her hipbones. "I'm getting both. The bustier for the main event, the bodysuit as a backup."
The strappy harness was a mistake. She couldn't even figure out which hole was for which limb, and after thirty seconds of wrestling with it she gave up and put her regular clothes back on. Ian looked visibly relieved.
The silver-haired woman rang them up without comment, though her eyebrows rose slightly at the total. Rebekah handed over her debit card—$247.63, more than she'd ever spent on clothes in her life—and felt nothing but satisfaction. The garments in the tissue-lined bag were tools. Equipment. An investment in her future.
---
The game store was three doors down and considerably less intimate. Ian vanished into the aisle of controllers and headsets while Rebekah lingered near the entrance, her shopping bag hanging from her wrist. A poster for the flight combat game he'd mentioned dominated the front window—some kind of space battle, explosions rendered in loving detail, a tagline about defending the galaxy. She tried to imagine Ian in his room, flying a virtual spaceship, shooting down aliens while his sister was three miles away with her mouth full of strangers. The dissociation was almost funny.
He emerged with a controller box and a warranty pamphlet and a expression of genuine happiness that she hadn't seen on his face in days. "Got it," he said. "The new one. With the paddles on the back."
"Great."
"And they had the headset on clearance. Forty percent off."
"You're paying for that part."
"I know. I have money." He handed over the controller box so she could pay for her half. The cashier was a teenager with acne and a name tag that said KYLE and he did not look at them with any suspicion whatsoever, because they were just two people buying a video game controller, and that was completely normal.
Normal. Normal. Normal.
---
The drive home took twenty minutes. The sky had darkened from overcast gray to something more threatening, and the first drops of rain hit the windshield as they merged onto the highway. Rebekah drove with one hand on the wheel and the other resting on her shopping bag.
"You're really going to do this," Ian said. It wasn't a question.
"Yes."
"On Friday. To the warehouse. With all those men."
"Yes."
"And you're going to—what. Just walk in and start—"
"Pretty much." She signaled, changed lanes, let a semi-truck rumble past. "The post said they'd have instructions for the fluffers. Where to go, what to do, how long to stay. I'll follow the instructions. Do my job. Come home."
"And Mom will be there."
"She'll be in a different area. The fluffers work the waiting room. The main event happens on a different set. We won't cross paths."
"You don't know that."
"No. I don't." She glanced at him. "But the masks will help. And the lighting. And the fact that she's not expecting to see me there. People don't recognize things they're not looking for."
Ian was quiet for a long moment. The rain picked up, drumming on the roof, and she turned on the wipers. Back and forth. Back and forth. The rhythm was almost hypnotic.
"What if you do get caught?" he asked finally.
"Then everything falls apart."
"That's not funny."
"It wasn't a joke."
He turned in his seat to face her. "I'm serious. If Mom finds out—if she realizes that we know, and that you've been editing her videos, and that you're showing up to her events—" He couldn't finish the sentence. He didn't need to.
"I know the risks." Her voice was steady. "I've spent months thinking about the risks. Every decision I've made, I've made with my eyes open. If she finds out, she finds out. But I don't think she will. And even if she does—" The thought that followed was one she hadn't spoken aloud before. "Maybe she'd understand. Maybe she'd see herself in me. Maybe the reason she's kept it secret all these years is because she didn't think anyone would understand. But I do. I understand better than anyone."
The words hung in the car like the smell of ozone before a storm.
"She'd be horrified," Ian said quietly. "Not about what you're doing. About the fact that you're her daughter doing it. That she set this example without even knowing."
"Maybe." But Rebekah didn't think so. The Kim she'd seen in those videos—the Kim who smiled through triple penetration, who laughed with semen dripping down her chin, who posted in forums about the joy of being used by strangers—that Kim wasn't capable of horror. Surprise, maybe. Shock. But not horror. Not about this.
"You're braver than me," Ian said.
"No. I'm just hungrier."
---
Kim was still asleep when they got home. Her door was closed, her breathing still audible through the wood, the Sunday rest stretching on and on. Ian retreated to his room with his new controller, and within minutes the muffled sounds of space combat filtered through the wall. Rebekah went to her own room and locked the door.
The shopping bag went on her bed. She pulled out the bustier first, then the bodysuit, arranging them side by side on her comforter. The red was still startling. The black was still purposeful. She touched the lace, the mesh, the delicate straps that would hold everything in place while she worked.
Then she opened her laptop.
The forum was already loaded. She scrolled past the usual threads—tributes and reviews and the endless, churning hunger of strangers—until she found the bukkake event post. It had been updated. The original post now had an addendum at the bottom, marked in bold:
UPDATE (Sunday, 9:47 AM): Due to overwhelming interest, we've had to make some adjustments to the schedule. Each participant will have a timed session with Kim: 30 seconds in her pussy, 30 seconds in her ass, and 30 seconds in her mouth. That's 90 seconds total per man. This means participants need to be relaxed, not nervous, and ideally close to release before their turn begins. Fluffers will be essential for this format—you'll be keeping the queue primed and ready. All ejaculations during the main event are to be collected (participants will finish in a designated receptacle) and combined into a single vessel for Kim to consume as the finale.
If you're interested in volunteering as a fluffer, contact "Luscious" at LusciousEventStaff@proton.me. Masks provided on-site. Discretion is non-negotiable.
Rebekah read the update twice. Ninety seconds per man. Thirty seconds in each hole. The math was dizzying—if twenty men showed up, that was ten minutes of continuous fucking. If forty showed up, twenty minutes. Kim's body would be a relay station, a checkpoint, a series of stations that each man would pass through like a assembly line.
And the finale. All the cum, collected and combined and presented to her mother to drink. The image hit Rebekah like a physical blow: Kim on her knees, a vessel in her hands, tilting it to her lips while dozens of men watched. The same woman who made pancakes and went to PTA meetings and watched college basketball in her bathrobe. The gap between those two women was so vast that Rebekah felt vertigo every time she tried to bridge it.
She opened her email. Composed a new message.
To: LusciousEventStaff@proton.me
From: PMV_Kitten@proton.me
Subject: Fluffer Volunteer
Hi Luscious,
I saw the announcement on The Sticky Pages and I'd like to volunteer as a fluffer for Friday's event. I'm female, I'm discreet, and I have experience keeping men aroused. I understand the format and I'm comfortable with the requirements. Please let me know what time to arrive and any other details I should know.
—Kitten
She hit send before she could second-guess herself.
---
The next hour passed in a haze.
She tried on the bustier again, standing in front of her mirror, examining herself from every angle. The red cups. The black lace. The garter straps that made her legs look longer than they actually were. She took a photo with her phone—no face, just the reflection from the neck down—and studied it. She looked like a stranger. She looked like the kind of woman who knew what she was doing.
She tried on the bodysuit. Took another photo. Compared the two.
The bustier was better. It was bolder. It said "I belong here."
She hung both pieces in her closet, behind her winter coat, where Kim would never look. Then she sat down at her desk with the laptop and opened Dropbox.
The new folder was still there. TWELVE VIDEOS. FORTY-THREE PHOTOS. Kim's Saturday night, preserved in digital amber. Rebekah clicked the first video and let it load.
The scene was a hotel room. Different from the penthouse footage—this one was smaller, more generic, the kind of room you'd find at a Marriott or a Hilton. Kim was wearing the black dress from Friday night, the one she'd modeled in the kitchen. In the video, she was taking it off slowly, performing for the camera, the same performance she'd given a hundred times before. Men's voices filtered in from off-screen. Three of them, Rebekah counted. Maybe four.
She watched without touching herself. Watched to study, not to masturbate. Her mother's technique was flawless after fourteen years of practice—the way she made eye contact while unzipping a man's fly, the way she used her tongue on the head of a cock, the way she positioned her body so the camera could catch every angle. Rebekah took mental notes. She'd need this knowledge on Friday.
The second video was more explicit. Kim on the bed, on her hands and knees, a man behind her and another in front of her. The familiar rhythm. The familiar sounds. Rebekah's hand drifted to her thigh but she pulled it back.
Focus. Study. Learn.
The third video was a close-up. Someone was holding the camera—one of the men, probably—and Kim was looking directly into the lens, her expression serene and transported, the same expression from SUNGLADE and LUNCHBREAK and every other video in the archive. The expression of a woman who had found exactly what she wanted and had stopped pretending otherwise.
Rebekah paused the video. Zoomed in on her mother's face.
I understand, she thought. I understand better than anyone.
---
She didn't make it through all twelve videos. Somewhere around the seventh, her concentration broke. The images blurred together—her mother on the bed, her mother on the floor, her mother surrounded by faceless men whose only purpose was to fill and fuck and finish. But the men in her mind's eye began to change. Their faces shifted. They became the men from her dream, standing in a circle around her, waiting for her, their cocks hard and their hands restless and their eyes fixed on the girl in the red bustier who was there to serve them.
Her hand found its way between her legs without conscious decision. She didn't stop it this time. The video played on, but she wasn't watching it anymore. She was watching herself—her imagined self, the Friday-night self, the self who would kneel in a warehouse and open her mouth and keep a line of strangers ready for her mother's body.
The orgasm built slowly. Not the sharp, efficient release of maintenance masturbation, but something deeper. Something that started in her cunt and spread outward like ripples in a pond. She thought about the men in the waiting room. The men who would look at her and see only a warm mouth, a willing hand, a body designed for their convenience. The men who would use her and forget her and never know her name.
She came with her mother's voice in her ears and her own voice stifled against her palm.
The rain had stopped. The house was quiet. In the next room, Ian's video game provided its steady background of explosions and alarms. Down the hall, Kim stirred in her sleep, dreaming whatever dreams a woman like her dreamed. And Rebekah lay on her bed with her hand still pressed between her legs and her shopping bag hanging from the closet door and the future unfolding before her like a gift she'd always known she would open.


[bookmark: _pxp9c75bonky]Chapter 10: Practice Makes Perfect
Sunday afternoon bled into Sunday evening with the kind of frictionless ease that Rebekah had learned to recognize as the calm before something significant. She finished her monetary policy paper in forty-three minutes, cited three sources, and closed the tab with the satisfaction of someone who had just cleared necessary debris from her desk. The real work waited in her editing software.
Two projects. Both ambitious. Both unlike anything she'd attempted before.
The first was straightforward by her standards—a new PMV built from the hotel footage Kim had uploaded, the black dress video and its companions, cut to a track she'd found at 3 AM during one of her insomnia spirals. Something with a slow build and a devastating drop. She'd already blocked out the first ninety seconds: Kim arriving at the hotel, Kim removing the dress, Kim's serene expression as she knelt before the first man. The footage was gorgeous. The lighting was warm. Her mother's body moved through the frame with the confidence of someone who had been doing this longer than Rebekah had been alive.
The second project was riskier. A JOI video—jerk off instruction—with a triple split-screen and rapid cuts pulled from every corner of Kim's archive. SUNGLADE. LUNCHBREAK. PENTHOUSE. GLORYHOLE. The old footage and the new, sliced together with still photos and on-screen text that would command the viewer through every stage of arousal. Stroke faster. Slow down. Edge for her. Don't you dare cum yet. She'd been studying the genre for weeks, downloading examples, taking notes on what worked and what didn't. The best JOI videos made the viewer feel seen. Made them feel like the woman on screen was speaking directly to them, inhabiting their fantasies, controlling their body from a thousand miles away.
She worked until her eyes burned. The grandfather clock struck ten, then eleven. Kim padded past her door once—a brief pause, a soft "Night, sweetie"—and then the house settled into its nocturnal quiet. Ian's game audio filtered through the wall in muffled bursts. Rebekah saved her progress, closed the laptop, and fell asleep with editing timelines scrolling behind her eyelids.
Neither video was ready. Both were going to be extraordinary.
---
Monday arrived with a gray sky and the particular heaviness of a week that refused to move at normal speed. Rebekah attended her classes. She took notes. She ate lunch in the library because the cafeteria was too loud and too full of bodies she couldn't stop cataloguing. Marcus Chen was in the library too, bent over a debate brief, and she caught herself staring at his hands. Long fingers. Quick movements. She imagined those fingers unzipping his khakis, imagined the angle of his wrist as he stroked himself, imagined—
She looked away. Focused on her textbook. The words blurred.
Tuesday was worse. Mr. Patterson's economics lecture stretched into an eternity of supply curves and equilibrium points, and Rebekah's mind kept drifting to the warehouse. The concrete floors. The industrial lighting. The line of men stretching back into darkness, their cocks hard and their eyes fixed on the girl in the red bustier. Would the lighting be harsh or dim? Would it smell like old paper from The Velvet Page's storage, like the forum post had suggested? Would someone offer her water between sessions, or would she have to ask? The practical questions were almost soothing. Logistics she could control. Variables she could plan for.
Luscious still hadn't replied to her email.
She checked her phone between classes, during bathroom breaks, under her desk while Mr. Patterson droned on about marginal utility. Nothing. The silence was unnerving. Had she been too forward? Too eager? Was there some secret screening process she'd failed? The event was Friday. Friday was three days away. If they didn't want her, she needed time to—
On Wednesday morning, the reply arrived.
From: LusciousEventStaff@proton.me
To: PMV_Kitten@proton.me
Subject: Re: Fluffer Volunteer
Hi Kitten,
Thanks for volunteering. We'd love to have you. The event starts at 9 PM on Friday. Fluffers should arrive at 8 PM for a brief orientation. Address is 1427 Dock Street, Unit B — it's the warehouse behind The Velvet Page bookstore. Park on the street, not in the lot. The lot is for Kim and the production crew.
What to bring: yourself, a valid ID (we check at the door — don't worry, we don't record anything, it's just to verify age), and any personal items you might need (water, snacks, etc.). Masks provided. Wear something you can move in.
What to expect: you'll be working the waiting area, keeping the participants ready. There will be a designated fluffer coordinator on site who will give you more specific instructions when you arrive. You are not expected to have sex with any participants. Hands and mouth only. If a participant finishes early, don't worry — it happens. Just let the coordinator know and they'll adjust the rotation.
Kim will be in a separate area during the main event. Fluffers and participants will not interact with her directly. Discretion is absolutely non-negotiable. Do not approach Kim. Do not speak to Kim. If you see her, look away.
Any questions, let me know.
— Luscious
Rebekah read the email four times. Park on the street. Valid ID. Hands and mouth only. Don't approach Kim. The instructions were clear and clinical, the tone of someone who had organized events like this before and knew exactly what could go wrong. She saved the email to her encrypted folder and spent the rest of Wednesday morning in a state of suspended animation—physically present in her classes, mentally running through every possible scenario the warehouse might throw at her.
---
Wednesday night. Kim was out.
She'd left at seven with a kiss on Rebekah's forehead and a vague mention of "drinks with the girls," and Rebekah had nodded and smiled and counted the seconds until the deadbolt clicked. Friends? Book club? A traveling bull in some hotel room downtown? It didn't matter. What mattered was the house, empty and quiet, and the itch that had been building under her skin since Sunday.
She tried to work on her videos first. She really did. The JOI project needed a bridge between the second minute and the third—the section where the viewer was supposed to edge, where the on-screen instructions would switch from faster to stop with no warning. She'd been struggling with the timing all week. The cuts were too predictable. The rhythm felt wrong.
She loaded the timeline. Stared at it. Closed it.
Her hand was already between her legs. She pulled it away. Opened her encrypted folder instead and found the photo Ian had taken—her face covered in his cum, her glasses smeared, her mouth slightly open in an expression that was half surprise and half satisfaction. She'd stared at this photo dozens of times. It still made her pulse quicken.
She dragged it into a new document. Then she dragged in a still from SUNGLADE—Kim's face, serene and transported, semen dripping from her chin. Then another still, from a video she'd found on a mainstream site. Then another. Until she had a collage: her mother, herself, and a half-dozen other women she'd collected from various corners of the internet. Bukkake cumsluts, the forums called them. Women who specialized in this. Women who had made a life out of being covered in strangers' release.
Rebekah stared at the collage. The similarity was undeniable. Her mother's face and her own, side by side, wearing the same expression. The same sheen on their skin. The same peace in their eyes. She looked like Kim. She'd always known she looked like Kim, but seeing it like this—framed by semen and serenity—was something else entirely.
She stripped off her clothes. Put on the red bustier.
The lace was cool against her skin. The boning held her in place. She clipped the garter straps to the matching thong and examined herself in the mirror—pale skin, small breasts, the black lace and red satin making her look like someone who knew exactly what she was doing. Someone who belonged in that collage. She took a photo. Added it to the document.
Then she sat on her bed with her laptop open and her hand between her legs and the collage glowing on the screen. Her fingers found her clit. Her breathing slowed.
"Filthy," she whispered. The word felt strange in her mouth. "You're filthy. All of you. Filthy whores."
She imagined a man's voice saying it. A stranger's voice. The kind of voice that would fill a warehouse, that would echo off concrete walls while she knelt in her red bustier and waited with her mouth open. Filthy little whore. Look at you. So desperate for it.
"Sluts," she whispered. "Cum dumpsters."
Her fingers moved faster. The words were intoxicating. Dangerous. She imagined TributeKing88 saying them, his thick build looming over her while she worked. She imagined HardcoreHank77, his beard scratching against her thighs. She imagined the men from the tribute video—the college boys on the dorm room couch—surrounding her, laughing, elbowing each other, calling her names she'd never been called before.
And then she froze.
Her hand stopped. Her breath caught. Because suddenly the imagined voices weren't playful or reverent or even particularly aroused. They were cold. Detached. The men in her head weren't looking at her like she was a person. They were looking at her like she was a tool. A hole. A warm mouth attached to a body they didn't care about.
Would it be like that?
Her chest tightened. The warehouse suddenly seemed enormous and dark and full of strangers who might not be kind. The forum comments were always so worshipful—they praised Kim, they praised her editing, they wrote paragraphs about technique and lighting and the transcendent beauty of a woman who loved her work. But that was online. That was text on a screen. The men in person might be different. They might be rough. They might be cruel. They might look at her and see nothing but a receptacle, a convenience, a thing to be used and discarded.
I cannot be deterred.
The thought cut through the fear like a blade. She'd come too far. She'd planned too carefully. The bustier was hanging in her closet. The email from Luscious was saved in her encrypted folder. The warehouse existed, and Kim would be there, and if Rebekah didn't show up—if she let her nerve fail now—she would spend the rest of her life wondering what she'd missed.
Her hand left her clit. She stood up. Adjusted her bustier. Walked down the hall to Ian's room.
---
The door swung open without a knock.
Ian was at his desk, his new controller in his hands, his eyes fixed on the screen where some kind of space battle was unfolding in spectacular fashion. Explosions bloomed in the void. Laser fire streaked past the cockpit. His headset was on, and she could hear tinny voices through the ear cups—his squad, probably, coordinating some kind of attack run.
"When you have a moment," she said. "I need you again."
He didn't turn around. His thumbs worked the controller. "I'm in the middle of—they're hitting our carrier and I'm the only one with—" An explosion drowned out the rest of his sentence. His shoulders tensed. His character on screen banked hard left and fired a volley of missiles into what looked like an enemy destroyer.
Rebekah waited. The red bustier was a statement she didn't need to repeat.
Thirty seconds later, the battle ended. Ian pulled off his headset and told his squad he'd be back in a bit. Then he swiveled in his chair.
And stopped.
His mouth opened. His eyes tracked from her face to her chest to the garter straps to the thong and back up again. The controller slid from his fingers and clattered onto his desk.
"You're wearing it," he said.
"I'm practicing."
"Practicing." He swallowed. "For—"
"For Friday. I need to get used to hearing certain things while I work. Things I don't want to hear for the first time in a warehouse full of strangers." She stepped into the room and closed the door behind her. "Your goal isn't to cum. I need you to talk to me. The kind of things men say to women like me. Women who do what I'm going to do."
Ian's face cycled through a familiar sequence. Confusion. Arousal. The lingering guilt that never quite disappeared. But there was less reluctance than before. The arguments he might have made—the protests about wrongness and consequences and what if someone finds out—stayed buried. He'd already crossed those lines. They both had.
"What do you want me to say?" His voice was hoarse.
"Anything. Everything. The worst things you can think of." She walked toward him, her bare feet silent on the carpet. "Call me what I am. What Mom is. What the men online call women who do this."
"Rebekah—"
"Kitten." The word was soft but firm. "Tonight, I'm Kitten."
She lowered herself to her knees in front of his chair. The floor was hard. Her reflection caught in the dark glass of his monitor—pale and red and black, like a bruise in the shape of a woman. She reached for the waistband of his sweatpants. He was already hardening.
"Your goal," she repeated, "isn't to cum. I need to hear it. I need to keep going no matter what you say. Can you do that?"
He nodded. His hands gripped the armrests.
She set a timer on her phone. Ninety seconds—the same duration each man at the warehouse would spend in Kim's mouth. She showed him the screen, placed the phone where they both could see it, and pressed start.
Then she took him in her mouth.
The first seconds were silent. Ian's breath hitched, then steadied, and Rebekah worked her tongue along the underside of his shaft while she waited for him to find his voice. The timer counted down. Eighty seconds. Seventy.
"Kitten," he said. The word came out strangled. "You're such a—you're a—"
She pulled back just long enough to look up at him. "Say it."
"You're a whore." The word hit the air and hung there. "You're a filthy little whore and you love it."
Her cunt clenched. She took him deeper, her hand working the base of his shaft, her tongue pressing flat against the spot where he was most sensitive. The timer hit sixty seconds.
"You want this so bad," Ian continued. His voice was steadier now, finding its rhythm. "You want all of them. All those men. You want them to use you. Pass you around like a—like a toy. A cum rag. That's all you are, isn't it?"
She made a sound around him. It might have been agreement.
"Look at you. On your knees in your little red outfit. You dressed up for them, didn't you? You want them to see you. You want them to know you're easy. That you'll do anything. Anything they want."
The timer chimed. Ninety seconds. She pulled off him and reset it.
"Again," she said. Her voice was steady, but her thighs were trembling. "Worse. Meaner. Don't hold back."
The timer started.
Ian leaned forward. His hand found her hair—not pulling, not yet, but resting there with the weight of possibility. "You're not a person," he said. "You're not my—" He stopped. Started again. "You're not anything. You're just a mouth. Just a hole. No one cares about you. No one's ever going to love you. You're just here to take it. To swallow. To clean up the mess when they're done."
The words landed like stones. Each one a small impact that made her flinch internally even as her cunt grew wetter. This was what she needed. The cruelty. The dismissal. The reduction of her entire self to a warm orifice and nothing more.
"Stupid slut," Ian said. "Pathetic little cum dump. You think you're special? They're going to forget you the second they cum. You're going to be on your knees for hours and no one's even going to remember your face. Because you're nothing. You're less than nothing. You're just—"
The timer chimed.
She reset it.
"Again."
The third round broke something open in him. Words poured out—filthier and filthier, language she'd never heard him use, phrases she recognized from the darkest corners of the forum threads she'd spent months reading. Some of it was cruel. Some of it was absurd. All of it hit its target, each epithet sinking into her skin and hardening something behind her ribs.
She was Kitten. She was a whore. She was a cum dump, a fuck toy, a set of holes in lingerie. She was going to the warehouse on Friday and she was going to kneel in front of strangers and none of them would know her name and none of them would care.
She was ready.
The timer chimed. Reset. Chime. Reset. She lost count of the rounds. Her jaw ached in that familiar way. The taste of Ian's pre-cum coated her tongue. Somewhere around the sixth or seventh reset, she looked up and saw that his eyes were unfocused, his breath coming in short gasps, and she knew he was close.
"Don't," she said, pulling back. "You're supposed to last."
"I can't—Rebekah, I can't, you've been—"
"Kitten."
"I can't, Kitten, I'm going to—"
She took him back in her mouth. He came almost immediately, a guttural sound escaping his throat as his hips bucked up and his fingers tightened in her hair. The cum hit the back of her throat, thick and hot, and she swallowed on reflex. Once. Twice. He kept pulsing, kept emptying himself into her mouth, and she stayed perfectly still until the last spasm passed and his grip on her hair loosened.
She pulled back. Wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. The taste was familiar now—salt and bleach and something that was just Ian, a flavor she couldn't have described but would have recognized anywhere.
"Sorry," he breathed. "I tried. You were just—"
"It's fine." She rose to her feet. Her knees ached. Her jaw ached. Every part of her hummed with something that wasn't arousal and wasn't satisfaction but lived in the space between them. "That was helpful. You were helpful."
She paused at the door. Turned back.
"What if they finish like that on Friday?" The question had been lurking at the back of her mind all week. "They're supposed to save it. For the finale. For Mom. What if I make them cum by accident and there's nothing left?"
Ian stared at her. His sweatpants were still around his ankles. His chest was still heaving. The post-nut clarity was already settling over his features—that familiar withdrawal, the guilt creeping back in at the edges.
"I don't know," he said. "Maybe you should ask the coordinator person. The one who emailed you."
"Luscious."
"Yeah." His eyes skated away from her. "I should—my squad's waiting."
"Go." She pulled the door open. "Have fun defending the galaxy."
He was reaching for his controller before she'd even closed the door.
---
Kim's bedroom was dark. The curtains were drawn. The bed was made with its hospital corners, the same way Kim had taught Rebekah to make her own bed a lifetime ago. The room smelled like laundry detergent and the faint, fading musk of dried semen that never quite aired out.
Rebekah stood in the doorway for a long moment. The red bustier was still on. Ian's cum was cooling on her face.
She crossed to the bed. Lay down on Kim's side—the left side, the side closest to the window. The pillow smelled like her mother's shampoo. She pulled out her phone and opened the camera.
The first selfie was awkward. Bad angle. The lighting from the hallway cast strange shadows across her chest. She adjusted. Turned on the bedside lamp. The warm light made the red satin glow and the semen on her face shimmer like a cosmetic product she'd chosen deliberately. Much better.
She took twelve photos. Different angles. Different expressions. Some with her glasses on, some with them off. Some looking directly at the camera with the serene, transported expression she'd studied in her mother's videos. Some with her mouth open, her tongue visible, the remnants of Ian's release pooling in the shadows.
The photos were good. They were more than good. She looked like the women in her collage. She looked like Kim.
She opened the nightstand drawer.
The vibrators were arranged with a neatness that was almost comical. Three of them, side by side, each in its own cloth pouch. A small bullet vibe in pale pink. A curved G-spot vibrator in purple silicone with a flared base. And a larger model—the Cadillac, Rebekah thought irrelevantly—in midnight blue with multiple speeds and a textured shaft and a separate clitoral stimulator shaped like a rabbit's ears.
They were clean. Recently cleaned, by the look of them—no dust, no residue, the silicone still carrying the faint scent of antibacterial soap. But they had been used. The minor scuffs on the charging ports. The slight wear on the buttons. Her mother had touched these. Her mother had turned them on and pressed them inside herself and—
The thought that followed was so vivid Rebekah had to close her eyes for a moment. Friday night. The warehouse. She would have her mouth on strangers who would, moments later, be inside her mother. Their cocks would pass from her lips to Kim's body. She would taste them before her mother felt them. She would be the preparatory stage, the appetizer, the warm-up act for the woman whose vibrators sat in a drawer waiting for the next time she needed something her husband—her ex-husband—her lovers—her endless rotating cast of partners—couldn't provide.
She selected the midnight blue vibrator. The Cadillac. It was heavy in her hand.
Back in her room, she locked the door. Positioned her laptop on the desk. Opened every tab she could think of—the JOI project on one screen, the SUNGLADE video on another, her collage of cumsluts on a third. She found a text-to-voice program and pasted in a dozen of the filthiest comments from the forum thread. Stroke for her. Edge for her. Don't you dare cum until she says you can. The synthetic voice was sexless and robotic, which somehow made it filthier.
The vibrator hummed to life in her hand. Three speeds. She started on the lowest.
The first orgasm built slowly. She lay on her bed in the red bustier with the vibrator pressed against her clit and her eyes moving between the screens—her mother's face, the synthetic voice reading forum comments, the collage of women who looked like her, the photo of herself covered in Ian's cum. The stimulation was visual and auditory and physical all at once, a sensory overload that left no room for thought.
She came with her back arched and a sound escaping her throat that she didn't recognize.
The second orgasm was harder. Faster. She turned the vibrator to its highest setting and pressed it inside herself—not deep, just the tip, just enough to feel the stretch—while her other hand worked her clit in circles. The text-to-voice intoned good little cumslut in its flat, emotionless deadpan, and she laughed and came simultaneously, the absurdity of it all crashing over her like a wave.
The third orgasm was the one that nearly took her out.
She'd lost track of time. The vibrator was inside her properly now, the curved tip finding a spot that made her vision blur. The screens had become a single wash of light and motion—porn and photos and text and the endless, churning hunger of strangers who wanted her mother, who wanted her, who wanted women like them to keep performing, keep providing, keep spreading their legs and opening their mouths and taking load after load after load. She was one of them now. She was part of the machine. She was a variable in the equation, a data point in the spreadsheet, a warm body in a red bustier who existed to make men hard and keep them hard and send them on to the main event.
The orgasm built from somewhere deeper than the others. Someplace behind her cunt, behind her clit, behind the muscles that had learned to clench and release on command. It was a full-body thing—her toes curled, her fingers cramped around the vibrator, her mouth opened in a silent scream—and when it broke, it broke hard.
She might have blacked out. She wasn't sure. The next thing she knew, she was lying on her back with the vibrator still humming against her thigh and the laptop screen flickering through its gallery of images and a single tear tracking down her temple into her hair. Her chest was heaving. The red bustier was soaked with sweat. Ian's cum had dried on her face in a mask she could feel tightening every time she blinked.
She didn't move. Didn't want to move. The dissociation was pleasant—a floating sensation, a weightlessness, her consciousness hovering somewhere above her body while the videos continued to bathe the room in pornographic light. She could hear the text-to-voice still running through its script. Filthy. Pathetic. Perfect. Again. Don't stop. Never stop.
She was going to the warehouse. She was going to kneel in front of a line of strangers and open her mouth and do things that would make this look tame. She was going to be a fluffer at her own mother's gangbang, and no one would know, and she would float back home afterward with the taste of strangers on her tongue and add a new row to her spreadsheet and wait for the next event.
The front door opened.
Rebekah's eyes snapped open. The clock on her nightstand read 1:14 AM. She hadn't heard the car. Hadn't heard the garage. Hadn't heard anything except the synthetic voice still droning from her laptop—good little cumslut, good little cumslut—and the vibrator still pressed against her thigh, a dull hum she'd stopped consciously registering. The sounds from downstairs cut through the fog like a blade. Keys dropped into the ceramic bowl by the door. A purse thudded onto the entryway table. The familiar creak of Kim's favorite boots as she toed them off, one after the other. Thump. Thump. The mundane symphony of a mother returning home.
Rebekah's hand shot out. The vibrator went silent. The laptop screen went dark. She lay perfectly still in the sudden absence of noise and light, her heart hammering against her ribs, the dried cum on her face pulling tight every time she blinked. Her ears strained for the next sound. The refrigerator door opening. The clink of a glass being filled. Water running. The soft sigh her mother always made after a long night. Each small domestic noise was a thunderclap in the silence of her room, amplified by the terror of being caught in a state she could never explain.
But the footsteps didn't come up the stairs. Didn't pause at her door. The water stopped running, a cabinet closed, and then the familiar pad of bare feet retreating down the hall toward the master bedroom. A door clicked shut. A lock turned, soft and final. The house settled back into its nocturnal quiet, the only evidence of Kim's return being the faint creak of bedsprings through the wall and the dim light bleeding under Rebekah's door from the hallway fixture her mother always left on during her absences.
Rebekah exhaled. She hadn't realized she'd been holding her breath. The vibrator was slick in her hand, slicker still between her thighs, and she peeled it away with a wet sound that seemed obscenely loud in the dark. She didn't bother wiping it down. Didn't bother returning it to the drawer. She set it on her nightstand like a trophy and stared at the ceiling, her body still humming, her mind already racing ahead to the next moment she could return to that feeling of floating, of being untethered from the girl who had a mother who locked her bedroom door at 1 AM with the scent of other men still fresh on her skin.
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[bookmark: _7ysmerhkhim5]Chapter 11: Tits in the Queue
The dream began with the duvet.
Gray fabric, slightly pilled from years of washing, with those staggered rows of upholstery buttons that forum fans would recognize instantly. Not a hotel bedspread. Not a swingers' party mattress. Kim's bed. The bed Rebekah had climbed into as a child during thunderstorms, the bed where Kim folded laundry on Sunday afternoons, the bed where—she now knew—her mother had been filmed taking three men at once while wearing nothing but a smile.
Kim lay naked on her side of the mattress, her mouth hanging open in the slack-jawed unattractiveness of deep sleep. One breast had dropped sideways, pooling against the sheets like melted wax. The other flopped toward her armpit, the nipple soft and deflated. She looked nothing like Kim the Kumslut. She looked like a forty-seven-year-old mother who'd come home exhausted and collapsed without bothering to find her nightgown.
And she was facing them.
Less than a yard away. Her sleeping eyes pointed directly at the spectacle unfolding beside her bed.
Rebekah was on her knees. The floor was cold against her bare skin, and she was wearing the red bustier—the garter straps dangling, no thong, her cunt exposed to the air—while Ian's cock slid between her lips. He stood above her, backlit by a thin blade of light from the bathroom door left ajar, and his hands were fisted in her hair.
Not hesitant. Not uncertain. Not the Ian who'd trembled and apologized and needed her to guide him through every touch. This Ian knew exactly what he wanted. His hips drove forward in steady, possessive thrusts, and his voice was a low, constant murmur above her.
"That's it. Take it. Take all of it, you filthy little—"
Rebekah pulled her mouth off him with a wet pop. "Quiet," she hissed, her eyes darting toward Kim's sleeping face. "You'll wake her up."
"Don't care." Ian's hand pressed against the back of her head, guiding her back toward his cock. "Open up."
She opened. He plunged in.
Too deep. Something wrong with the dimensions—his cock kept going, kept sliding down her throat, past the point where she should have gagged, past the point where any human throat should have accommodated. She felt him in her esophagus. Felt him somewhere behind her sternum. Her hands came up to push against his thighs, but Ian's grip on her hair tightened and he held her in place.
"There you go," he said. His voice had changed. Deeper. Older. "Good little cumslut. My favorite little cumslut. You were made for this. Born for this. The whole reason you exist is to take cock down your throat while your mother watches."
Rebekah's eyes bulged. She could see Kim's face over Ian's hip—still slack, still sleeping, but something about the mouth had changed. The corners had turned up. Just slightly.
She wrenched herself backward. The cock pulled out of her throat with a sound like a drain unclogging, and she held the head inches from her face, staring at the urethral opening. It was enormous. The slit alone was the size of her thumbnail. The glans gleamed in the bathroom light, purple and engorged and throbbing with a pulse she could see.
The first rope of cum hit her directly in the left eye.
She blinked. The second rope caught her across the mouth. The third filled her open mouth so fast she couldn't swallow, couldn't breathe, could only let her cheeks puff outward like a hamster's while Ian kept coming and coming and coming. His ejaculation was a firehose—unending, impossible, the volume of a horse or a whale or something that didn't exist in nature. Her face was swamped. Her glasses were opaque with white. The cum dripped off her chin in thick ropes and splattered against the red satin of her bustier.
She grabbed his shaft and pointed it away from her face.
The arc of semen caught Kim square across the duvet. Then the sheet. Then—Rebekah watched in horror—her mother's face. A thick stripe of white landed across Kim's cheek and dripped toward her open mouth. Another painted her forehead. Another matted her hair against the pillow.
"Shit—" Rebekah yanked the cock back toward herself. Ian kept spurting, his release showing no signs of slowing. She aimed him at her chest—her bare chest, she realized suddenly, the bustier having vanished without explanation—and watched his cum cascade down her torso in a hot white sheet. It pooled in her navel. It streamed over her hipbones. It gathered in a warm, heavy reservoir between her legs, coating her cunt, her labia, her inner thighs.
And still he kept coming.
"Target acquired," Ian said, and Rebekah recognized the flat, detached tone of his flight combat game. "Engaging primary hostiles. Cover me on the port side. She's taking fire—she's taking all of it—"
"Ian," Rebekah tried to say, but her mouth was still full of cum.
"Rebekah." The voice came from the bed. Not Ian's voice. Her mother's.
Rebekah looked up.
Kim was awake. Her eyes were open and clear and fixed on her daughter with an expression of mild, maternal interest. Ian's semen dripped from her chin. It matted her hair. It pooled in the hollow of her throat. And she was smiling—the same serene, transported smile from SUNGLADE and LUNCHBREAK and every video in the archive.
"Oh," Kim said. Her voice was warm. Approving. "You're going to have a baby!"
Her hand reached down. Two fingers pressed against Rebekah's cum-soaked labia and slid inside with no resistance—into her vagina, into the pool of her brother's release, pushing it deeper into her body with a wet, clinical efficiency.
"Mom—" Rebekah gasped.
Kim's fingers moved inside her. "You want this," she said. "You've always wanted this. My little girl. My little cumslut. Look at you. Look at how much you've already taken."
Ian pulled his cock from Rebekah's slack grip. He stepped past her, toward the bed, and Kim's mouth opened automatically—the same mouth that had been gaping in sleep moments ago—and accepted him. She licked him clean with absent, practiced strokes, her tongue working along his shaft while her eyes remained fixed on her daughter. Her fingers never stopped moving inside Rebekah's cunt.
"Gotta go," Ian muttered. His voice was normal again. Teenage. Bored. "Squad's waiting. We're hitting the enemy carrier in ten." He pulled his cock from Kim's mouth and turned it toward Rebekah. "You too. Clean it up."
She batted it away. Her hand connected with the shaft and it felt wrong—too hot, too smooth, too long, like striking a snake. The panic that had been building finally crested.
"Fuck!" The word tore out of her throat. "We came on the duvet! How the fuck can we wash that without Mom finding out?"
Kim's fingers curled inside her. Kim's smile widened. Kim's voice dropped to a whisper that was also somehow a shout that was also the grandfather clock striking—
—
Rebekah woke with her heart slamming against her sternum and her right hand down her panties.
The sheets were twisted around her legs. One had pulled free of the mattress and lay in a damp heap on the floor. Her fingers—her own fingers, not Kim's, not anyone else's—were pressed against her clit, and they were slick. Soaking. The fabric of her panties was a wet ruin.
She pulled her hand out and stared at it. Her fingers glistened in the gray pre-dawn light. The dream clung to her like a fever—her mother's smile, Ian's impossible cock, the flood of cum that had kept coming and coming and coming. She could still feel the ghost of Kim's fingers inside her. Could still hear the words.
You're going to have a baby.
"Fuck," she whispered. The word was smaller in waking life. Less echo. More real.
She untangled herself from the sheets. Sat up. Pushed her glasses onto her face—when had she taken them off?—and swung her legs over the side of the bed. The floor was cold. The house was silent. The grandfather clock in the hall ticked its steady, indifferent cadence.
Friday. It was Friday.
The warehouse was tonight.
She sat there for a long moment, her hand still wet, her chest still heaving, the dream-images already beginning to fragment in the way dreams did. But the feeling remained. The fear. The anticipation. The specific hot shame of her mother's smile.
Then she stood. Walked to the bathroom. Locked the door.
---
Her reflection in the bathroom mirror was a stranger.
Pale skin gone paler from poor sleep. Curly black hair a tangled nest, the bandana somewhere in the wreckage of her bedding. Her glasses sat crooked on her nose. A thin crust of dried saliva—or something—marked the corner of her mouth. She looked, she thought, like a woman who had spent the night fleeing something terrible and hadn't quite gotten away.
She peed. Washed her hands. Looked at herself again. The fluorescent light was unkind to her boyish frame, her narrow hips, her small breasts with their pink nipples that had never quite seemed to belong to an adult woman's body. She'd spent so many hours cataloguing her own flaws in mirrors like this one. The straight waist. The square jaw. The mouth that was too wide for her face. Tonight, none of it would matter. Tonight she would be a mouth and a pair of hands and a body in a red bustier. Tonight she would be used.
Tonight I am going to be abused.
The thought landed with more weight than she'd expected. Not fear. Not exactly. Something closer to recognition. The dream had shown her a version of events she couldn't control—her brother's cock growing impossible, her mother's fingers invading her, the cum that never stopped flowing. But the dream had also shown her something else. It had shown her on her knees. It had shown her mouth open. It had shown her taking it.
And she was consenting to it.
She turned on the shower. The water took a moment to heat, and she stood naked in the steam, her hand pressed flat against her lower belly, where Ian's cum had pooled in the dream. Where Kim's fingers had pushed it inside her.
What if they cum inside me?
The question rose unbidden. She'd been avoiding it all week, pushing it to the back of her mind, telling herself that the event was hands-and-mouth only, that the rules were clear, that nothing would happen that she didn't explicitly permit. But men broke rules. Men got carried away. Men looked at a girl on her knees and decided they wanted more than her mouth.
What if they like fucking me more than they like fucking Kim?
She stepped into the shower. The water was almost too hot against her skin, but she didn't adjust it. She needed to feel something that wasn't the lingering residue of her dream. Something that rooted her in her body, here and now, Friday morning, the day of.
What if they all surround me? Fuck me? Cum in me? Make me the main attraction?
Her hand drifted downward. The shower spray beat against her shoulders while her fingers found her clit—still sensitive from whatever she'd been doing in her sleep, still slick with her own arousal. She circled it slowly. Not rushing. Just feeling.
What if Kim comes over to see what's happening? What if Kim catches me? Sees me? Watches strangers fill her baby girl with cum?
Her breath quickened. The steam filled her lungs. Her other hand braced against the shower wall.
What if I get pregnant?
The thought should have horrified her. Should have snapped her out of the fantasy and sent her scrambling for her rational mind. But the fantasy didn't stop. It expanded.
What if a man gets me pregnant? What if three men get me pregnant? What if twenty men get me pregnant while I'm smiling and crying and begging through a mask of cum?
"Stop," she whispered. "More." Her fingers moved faster. "No." Her hips bucked against her hand. "Yes." Her voice was climbing now, barely recognizable. "Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck—"
The orgasm brought her to her knees.
She knelt on the shower floor, the water drumming against her back, her fingers still pressed against her pulsing clit, and let the aftershocks roll through her. The tile was hard against her knees. The same position she'd be in tonight. Kneeling. Waiting. Ready.
She stayed there until the water began to cool.
---
School passed in a haze of fluorescent lights and distant voices.
Rebekah moved through her classes like a ghost, her body present but her mind already at the warehouse. Mr. Patterson's lecture on marginal tax rates washed over her without leaving a trace. Marcus Chen glanced at her twice during AP Senior Seminar and she didn't notice either time. Darren Walsh's shoulders seemed broader than usual when he passed her in the hall, and she found herself cataloguing the thickness of his thighs, the span of his hands, the way he walked like he knew exactly what those hands were capable of.
Would he be there tonight? Could a boy like Darren—football player, swagger, locker-room bravado—find his way to a bukkake event in a warehouse behind an adult bookstore? Could she end up on her knees in front of a classmate, his cock in her mouth, neither of them acknowledging it afterward?
The thought was almost funny. Almost.
"Rebekah."
Someone was saying her name. She blinked. Tessa was standing beside her desk, her perfect ponytail gleaming under the classroom lights, her expression a careful mask of concern.
"Sorry—what?"
"I asked if you were okay." Tessa's voice was quiet, pitched for privacy. "You've been staring at your notebook for like ten minutes. You haven't written anything."
Rebekah looked down. Her notebook was open to a blank page. Her pen was uncapped in her hand. She had no memory of taking it out.
"Bad night's sleep," she said. The excuse came easily, the way all good lies did. "Couldn't settle down. You know how it is."
Tessa nodded, her expression clearing. Bad night's sleep was the sort of excuse nobody thought twice about. It was boring. It was normal. It was the perfect deflection.
"Ugh, same," Tessa said. "I was up until two finishing that history paper. Mrs. Grady is a sadist." She turned back to her own desk, the moment of concern already passed.
Rebekah watched her go. The swing of her ponytail. The precise way she crossed her ankles. The faint blush that rose whenever anyone said anything remotely sexual in class. Could Tessa be working on her knees tonight? In a mask, would Rebekah even recognize her? Would Tessa recognize Rebekah?
She scanned the room. Marcus Chen, tapping his pen against his debate brief. The redhead whose name she'd never learned, chewing on her fingernails. The football players in the back row, shoulders too broad for their desks, legs splayed wide. Which of them was daring enough? Depraved enough? Which of them had found their way to The Sticky Pages and seen her mother's videos and decided they wanted to be part of the machine?
Which of them had jerked off to PMVKitten's edits without knowing PMVKitten was sitting three rows ahead of them in economics?
The bell rang. She gathered her things. Moved through the rest of the day like a diver moving through deep water—slow, weightless, utterly disconnected from the surface.
---
The house was empty when she and Ian got home.
Kim's text had arrived around noon: going out after work - order whatever you want for dinner! xoxo. The same text she sent whenever she had a hookup scheduled. The same casual, maternal tone that had covered a thousand nights of strangers and hotel rooms and cum-stained dresses. Rebekah read it and felt something twist in her chest—not jealousy, not exactly. More like recognition. Her mother was probably getting ready right now, in some office bathroom or friend's apartment, transforming herself from Kim the insurance adjuster into Kim the Kumslut. The same transformation Rebekah was about to attempt.
Ian stopped at his bedroom door. His hand rested on the knob, but he didn't turn it. Didn't go inside.
"You're really going through with this."
It wasn't a question. His voice was flat in a way that meant he was working hard to keep it flat.
Rebekah stopped too. Turned to face him. For a moment, the dream resurfaced—Ian's impossible cock, Ian's voice calling her a cumslut, Ian's cum flooding across her mother's face. She tensed without meaning to. Her shoulders drew up. Her weight shifted backward.
Ian noticed. Something flickered in his eyes.
"Yes," she said. "I'm really going through with it."
He didn't say anything. Then he closed the distance between them and put his arms around her.
It was a different hug than the one in the hallway the morning after they'd fucked. Less tentative. Less freighted. Just a brother holding his sister, long and steady and warm, while the house settled around them. Rebekah let her cheek rest against his chest. Let her eyes close for a moment. He smelled like deodorant and the pizza rolls he'd microwaved for lunch and something underneath that was just Ian.
"You're fucking stupid," he said into her hair. "You know that?"
A laugh bubbled out of her—surprising, genuine, the first real thing she'd felt all day. "Yeah. Obviously."
They separated. She gave him a grateful smile, the kind she couldn't have faked if she'd tried. Then she jabbed, because deflection was easier than sincerity: "I can't have sucked my little brother off for nothing, right?"
His face did something complicated. The corners of his mouth twitched upward even as his eyes skated away. They were both remembering it—the blowjobs, yes, but also the other thing. The fucking. The way she'd lost her virginity on her bed while their mother's PMV looped on the laptop. The way he'd pulled out and come on her stomach and collapsed beside her while the rain drummed against the window. Neither of them wanted to acknowledge it right now. Maybe neither of them ever would.
"Yeah," Ian said. "That would be a waste."
He opened his door. The familiar sounds of his flight combat sim spilled into the hallway—the hum of engines, the beep of targeting systems, the tinny voices of his squadmates. "Be careful," he added, not looking at her. "Don't do anything stupider than usual."
"I'll be back before Mom."
"You'd better be." He closed the door.
---
Rebekah's room was waiting for her. The laptop. The editing software. The two unfinished projects she'd been pouring herself into all week—the hotel PMV and the JOI video—still sitting on her timeline, still needing work. She opened the forum first. Checked the view counts on her existing uploads. Read a few new comments. The distraction was inadequate, barely scratching the surface of her attention, but it was something.
She couldn't sit still.
The red bustier was hanging in her closet behind her winter coat. She pulled it out. Laid it on the bed. Then the black mesh bodysuit beside it, just in case. Then the thong that matched the bustier—more string than fabric, black lace, the gusset barely wide enough to cover anything. She stripped off her school clothes. Put on the bustier first, adjusting the cups over her breasts, clipping the garter straps to the thong. Then she stood in front of her mirror.
And looked.
The girl in the mirror looked back. Same pale skin. Same small breasts. Same narrow hips and straight waist and boyish frame that she'd spent years resenting. The bustier helped—the boning gave her a shape she didn't technically have, the lace softened the sharp angles of her torso—but underneath the lingerie, she was still Rebekah. Still the girl with the glasses and the bandana and the body that had never quite figured out how to be a woman's.
She was not feeling charitable about her own appearance at the moment.
Her hand drifted to her chest. The lace was soft under her fingertips. Her nipples were visible through the sheer upper panels, small and pink and already tightening in the cool air. She cupped one breast—it fit easily in her palm, high and round and small—and tried to see herself the way the men tonight would see her.
Young. That was the first thing they'd notice. The word she never said, the number she never wrote down, the thing everyone on the forums danced around when they talked about PMV_Kitten. She was problematically young, and they'd see it in her skin and her tits and the way her body hadn't yet settled into its adult configuration.
Eager. That was the second thing. She wouldn't be able to hide it. The way she moved, the way she knelt, the way she opened her mouth—all of it would broadcast how badly she wanted to be there.
Good enough. That was the third thing, and it was the one she was struggling to believe.
She turned to the side. The bustier laced up the back with a black ribbon. The garter straps stretched taut over her hips. Her ass—small, cute, what Ian had called "competent"—looked almost intentional in the thong. Almost deliberate. Almost like the body of someone who knew what she was doing.
"Good enough," she said aloud. The mirror didn't argue.
Makeup. She'd almost forgotten. She sat at her desk with her phone propped up, scrolling through screenshots she'd taken of porn stars' faces. Heavy eyeliner. Dark shadow. Lips that were meant to be seen from across a room. She did her best with the supplies she had—drugstore mascara, a lipstick she'd stolen from Kim's bathroom months ago, foundation that was slightly too dark for her pale skin. The result was... aggressive. The eyeliner was uneven. The lipstick was the wrong shade of red. She looked like a teenager who had raided her mother's makeup bag, which was exactly what she was.
But the mask would hide most of it. Luscious had said masks would be provided. Whatever lipstick she wore would be worn off by blowjobs within the first hour. The makeup didn't matter. The body didn't matter. What mattered was her mouth and her hands and her willingness to use them.
She checked the time. 7:23 PM. She needed to leave soon if she wanted to arrive early.
One last look in the mirror. Red bustier. Black thong. Garter straps. The pale, narrow body that was all she had to offer. She looked like a girl playing dress-up. She looked like a woman who knew exactly what she wanted. She couldn't decide which was true.
---
The hallway was quiet. Ian's game was audible through his door—the hum of engines, the chatter of his squadmates, the occasional burst of laser fire. She stopped outside his room, her hand raised to knock, then lowered it. He'd already said goodbye. He'd already called her stupid and hugged her and told her to be careful. There was nothing left to say.
She smirked, turned away, and closed the front door behind her.
No wonder Kim had kept her double life for fourteen years. She really only had one kid to fool.
The long coat went on over the bustier. It was beige, knee-length, the kind of coat you'd wear to a job interview or a funeral. Underneath, she was a secret. Underneath, she was Kitten. Tits. Whatever name Luscious decided to give her tonight. The keys were cold in her hand. The car started on the first try.
---
The warehouse district was the kind of place that went dark after sunset.
Streetlights flickered. Chain-link fences sagged. The buildings were low and industrial—corrugated metal, loading docks, faded signs for businesses that had closed years ago. The Velvet Page sat on the corner with its windows blacked out and a neon sign that buzzed like an insect. Behind it, the warehouse rose against the night sky, anonymous and unmarked.
Rebekah parked far down the block, around the corner, where the streetlights didn't reach. She killed the engine and sat in the dark for a long moment. Her hands were steady on the wheel. Her breathing was even. The fear she'd expected—the panic that had plagued her all week, the nightmare images of her mother's knowing smile—stayed quiet. In its place was something calmer. Something that felt almost like relief.
She was here. She'd made it. Whatever happened next, she'd followed through.
The open door was around the side of the warehouse, just like Luscious's email had described. A single bulb burned above it, drawing moths in frantic circles. Rebekah pulled her coat tight and walked toward it. Her heels—low, practical, the only pair she owned—clicked against the concrete.
The woman who met her at the door was not what she'd expected.
Blonde hair, done up in a style that had taken time and product and probably a professional's touch. Makeup that was unmistakably sex-worker makeup—heavy foundation, dramatic eyes, lips painted a red that matched Rebekah's bustier. She was middle-aged, soft-hipped, wearing a black robe that hung open over a purple teddy. Her eyes swept Rebekah from head to toe with the practiced assessment of someone who had seen a thousand nervous girls walk through this door.
"Hey." The woman's voice was warm but businesslike. "You in the right place, kid?"
Rebekah opened her mouth. Closed it. Found her voice. "Uh. I'm... Kitten. I'm... fluffing."
The woman's eyebrows rose. She looked Rebekah up and down again, more slowly this time. Rebekah remembered the coat. Fumbled with the buttons. Let it fall open to reveal the red bustier, the garter straps, the black thong, the pale body that was all she had to offer.
The woman's gaze lingered on her chest. Her expression shifted into something that looked like approval. "Damn. With tits that high, you're going to make the rest of us look bad." She extended her hand. "I'm Luscious. Okay, Tits—you can leave your things in this office here."
The nickname hit Rebekah like a slap. She blinked. "Um. It's 'Kitten'? Not 'Tits'?"
Luscious smirked. The expression was knowing in a way that made Rebekah's stomach drop. "I know who you are," she said, and for one horrible second Rebekah was certain she'd been caught—Kim had figured it out, Luscious was about to call security, the whole thing was over before it began. "PMV Kitten. Right. I saw the email address." She shook her head. "We can't have you using that name in here tonight. These guys are Kim's fans, but they're fans of your work too. So no Kitten. Tonight you're 'Tits.' Take the compliment." She turned and began walking deeper into the warehouse. "We're all just mouths and tits tonight, but you take the crown. I swear, to be your age again..."
Rebekah followed. Her heart was still hammering, but the panic had receded. Not caught. Renamed. She could live with being renamed.
The warehouse interior was larger than she'd expected. The main performance area dominated the center—a raised platform with cameras already positioned around it, lights on stands, a director's chair with someone's jacket draped over the back. Beyond it, a series of dividers were being assembled by two men in work boots. The dividers created a winding path, like the queue for a roller coaster, blocking the view of the platform from anyone waiting in line.
Luscious gestured as she walked. "Men come in on this side. Same door you came through. Once inside, they strip, put their stuff in a box, sign waivers." She pointed to a folding table near the entrance where a stack of papers was weighted down with a stapler. "Then they enter the queue through the maze." The dividers. "They don't see Kim too early. Don't get excited watching her work and blow their load prematurely. That's where you come in."
"Fluffing the queue," Rebekah said.
"Fluffing the queue." Luscious nodded. "You and three other girls will work the waiting area. Keep them ready. Keep them relaxed. If someone finishes early—it happens—let the coordinator know and they'll adjust the rotation." She pointed toward a door at the far end of the warehouse. "Boxes of clothes and keys and cell phones get moved from the entrance to the recombobulation area by the exit. Men pick up their stuff after they've had their turn with Kim." She turned back to Rebekah. "Pretty simple. Any questions?"
Rebekah's mind was racing through logistics. The dividers blocked sight lines. The cameras were focused on the platform. The fluffers worked a separate area from Kim. The systems were designed to keep everything compartmentalized—to protect the star, to control the flow, to make sure no one saw anything they weren't supposed to see.
"How many men are we expecting?"
Luscious's smirk returned. "We won't know for sure until they're actually here. No doubt some will get cold feet." She shrugged. "But based on the response on the forums..." She paused for effect. "About two hundred."
Two hundred. The number echoed in Rebekah's skull. Two hundred men, each with a cock that needed to be kept hard, each with ninety seconds inside her mother's body. The math was staggering. The line would stretch for hours. Kim would be on that platform for hours, taking cock after cock after cock, while her daughter knelt in the waiting area and primed the next man and the next and the next.
"It looks like the first ones are here," Luscious said.
Rebekah turned. The entrance door had opened, and five men were filtering inside. The first two were already naked, their clothes deposited in the labeled boxes near the door, their bodies pale and mortal under the fluorescent lights. A pair of women—the other fluffers, Rebekah realized—were processing them, checking IDs against the waiver forms, directing them toward the maze.
From across the warehouse, a voice rang out.
"Star on set!"
Rebekah's head snapped toward the sound. A door had opened on the far side of the platform. A figure stepped through—backlit by the lights beyond, features impossible to make out, but the silhouette was unmistakable. The soft hips. The comfortable shoulders. The way she moved through the space like she owned it.
Her mother.
Kim was here.
This was happening.

[bookmark: _4b4hg8gm7gz6]Chapter 12: Fluffer’s Masquerade
The mask was the first thing Luscious pressed into her hands.
Silk and lace and something stiffer underneath—buckram, maybe, or a thin wire frame that held the shape of a cat's eye curve. The red matched her bustier with an precision that felt almost accusatory, like the universe had been planning this coordination long before Rebekah had ever walked through the warehouse door.
"Old Mardi Gras stock," Luscious said, already turning away to gesture at something across the room. "The bookstore couldn't move them after they switched suppliers. Owner wrote them off as a loss and tossed them in as thank-you gifts." She glanced back over her shoulder, her smirk returning. "Put it on, Tits. We're about to get busy."
Rebekah fumbled with the ribbon ties. The mask covered everything from her eyebrows to the bridge of her nose, leaving her mouth—her primary tool for the evening—completely exposed. The eyeholes were rimmed with tiny crystals that caught the fluorescent light and threw it back in red sparks. She looked, she realized with a strange detachment, like someone attending a very debauched masquerade ball. Like someone who had chosen to be here.
The other fluffers emerged from various corners of the warehouse. Luscious introduced them with the same brisk efficiency she'd used for the dividers and the waiver forms. A woman in her early thirties with a waterfall of box-dyed black hair and the tired eyes of someone who'd been doing this kind of work for years—Cherry, she said, or maybe Sherry, Rebekah couldn't quite catch it over the growing noise of the warehouse. A second woman, closer to Kim's age, with soft hips and a comfortable maternal warmth that seemed deeply out of place until she smiled and Rebekah saw something knowing in her expression. Flora. A third, younger than the others, with a pixie cut bleached to platinum and a sleeve of botanical tattoos winding up her left arm. She introduced herself as Jade, and her voice was surprisingly soft for someone who looked like she fronted a punk band.
"Tits," Luscious said, pointing at Rebekah. "Cherry. Flora. Jade. You four are the welcoming committee. Keep them hard. Keep them quiet. Keep them moving." She pointed toward the maze of dividers. "Cherry takes first position. Flora second. Tits third. Jade last. The last position is closest to the platform—by the time they reach you, Jade, they're about to go on. Make sure they're at full attention."
"What if they can't get hard?" Jade asked. Her tone was practical, unbothered.
"Then you send them to the recombobulation area. No shame. It happens." Luscious shrugged. "Some guys can't perform under pressure. Better they figure that out in the queue than in front of the cameras."
"What if they finish early?" Rebekah's voice was steadier than she felt.
Luscious looked at her. The smirk again. "Then you clean them up, send them to recombobulation, and flag one of the coordinators. We'll adjust the rotation." She paused. "Don't worry, Tits. Most guys at these things know the rules. Save it for the vessel. That's the whole point."
The vessel. Rebekah's eyes drifted toward the platform, where a clear crystal goblet—no, larger than a goblet, more like a decorative urn without handles—sat on a small table near the cameras. It was empty now, but by the end of the night it would hold the combined release of two hundred men. Her mother would drink from it. Would swallow everything those men had saved for her.
The same men whose cocks would be in Rebekah's mouth first.
"Positions," Luscious called. "First wave is coming through."
---
The first hour was a blur of flesh.
Rebekah knelt on the concrete floor—someone had tossed down a foam mat, the kind used for yoga, and she was grateful for the small mercy—and watched the line of naked men shuffle through the maze. Cherry handled the initial contact with a practiced efficiency that Rebekah envied: a few words murmured too low to hear, a hand on the shaft, a mouth that knew exactly how much pressure to apply and when to pull back. Then the man moved to Flora, who added her own touches—literally, her hands roaming over chests and shoulders and asses, her mouth following the paths her fingers traced. By the time they reached Rebekah, the men were already half-hard, already leaking, already breathing in that particular way that meant they were close to the edge.
Her job was to keep them there without pushing them over.
The first man was in his fifties, with a paunch and a receding hairline and a cock that curved slightly to the left. He looked down at her with an expression of mild surprise, as if he hadn't expected someone quite so young to be kneeling in front of him.
"Well," he said. "Aren't you something."
She wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft. The skin was warm and slightly tacky with whatever lubricant Flora had applied. She guided him into her mouth.
The taste was salt and skin and something faintly chemical—lube, probably, or the residue of the soap he'd used before arriving. She worked her tongue along the underside, found the spot just below the head where Ian always twitched, and pressed. The man made a sound above her. His hand found her shoulder. Squeezed once. Then he was moving past her, toward Jade, and the next man was stepping forward.
She found a rhythm.
Hand. Mouth. Tongue. The occasional pause to look up and meet a stranger's eyes—some of them wanted that, wanted to see a face attached to the mouth servicing them, and she learned to read which ones needed the connection and which ones preferred to stare at the ceiling and pretend she was someone else. Her jaw began to ache twenty minutes in. Her knees registered the hardness of the floor despite the mat. She adjusted her position, shifted her weight, kept working.
Some men were gentle. A young guy with a nervous smile and shaking hands who thanked her afterward, actually thanked her, like she'd done him a favor. An older man who cupped her cheek with unexpected tenderness and called her "sweetheart" in a voice that reminded her of her grandfather.
Some were not.
"Look at those tits," one man said, reaching down to grope her through the bustier. His fingers were rough, his grip too tight, and she flinched before she could stop herself. He didn't notice. Didn't care. "Fuck, those are perfect. You're what, nineteen? Twenty? Jesus. Kim's going to have to work hard to top this."
She said nothing. Just opened her mouth and took him in and waited for him to move on.
Another man grabbed the back of her head and thrust into her throat without warning. She gagged—couldn't help it—and he laughed. "New girl," he said, not unkindly. "You'll learn. Relax your throat, sweetheart. Breathe through your nose." She did, and he slid deeper, and her eyes watered behind the red mask, and then he was moving on and she was swallowing back the urge to cough.
The names blurred together. The faces blurred together. The cocks blurred together—different sizes and shapes and colors, different tastes and textures, but all of them warm and hard and leaking and moving past her toward the platform where her mother was waiting.
Cherry's voice drifted through the maze: "That's it, honey. Nice and ready for her." Flora's laugh, low and warm: "Oh, you're going to enjoy the finale. Trust me." Jade's soft murmur, barely audible: "Deep breaths. Almost there. You're doing great."
Rebekah lost count somewhere around forty. Her mouth was numb. Her mascara was streaked—she could feel it on her cheeks, could taste it mixing with the pre-cum on her tongue. The bustier was still in place, but someone had unclipped one of the garter straps and she hadn't bothered to fix it.
Two men finished early.
The first caught her by surprise. She'd been working him for maybe thirty seconds—standard technique, nothing unusual—when his hands tightened on her shoulders and his hips bucked forward and suddenly her mouth was full of something hot and salty and slightly bitter. She swallowed on instinct, her throat working around the sudden flood, and looked up to find the man staring down at her with an expression of horror.
"Shit," he said. "Shit, I'm sorry, I didn't mean—"
"It's fine." She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Her voice was hoarse. "It happens."
He was already deflating, his erection fading as rapidly as his embarrassment grew. Rebekah flagged one of the coordinators—a stocky man in a black t-shirt who'd been circulating through the maze—and the man was escorted toward the recombobulation area, his face a mask of shame.
The second early finisher didn't apologize. He aimed for her face instead of her mouth, and she felt the semen land across her mask in a hot stripe that dripped down onto the lace of her bustier. He grinned at her—proud of himself, the bastard—and she smiled back with all the serenity she'd learned from her mother's videos.
"Thanks, sweetheart," he said. "You're a natural."
She flagged the coordinator. The man moved on.
She stayed on her knees. Kept working. Let the cum dry on her mask until the crystals sparkled with something other than light.
---
The break came as a surprise.
Luscious appeared at her elbow with a water bottle and a protein bar and a look that was almost sympathetic. "Two hours," she said. "You've been at this for two hours. Take a walk."
"I'm fine."
"You're glassy-eyed and your hands are shaking." Luscious pulled her to her feet. "Cherry's got your spot. Go help Flora with the boxes. You need to stretch your legs and give that jaw a rest."
Rebekah wanted to argue. Wanted to prove she could keep going, that she wasn't weak, that she could handle whatever the warehouse threw at her. But standing up made her aware of things her adrenaline had been suppressing: the ache in her knees, the cramp in her lower back, the way her jaw clicked when she opened her mouth too wide. She took the water bottle. Drank half of it in one long swallow.
"The boxes," Luscious repeated. "Entrance. Flora will show you what to do."
The entrance was at the far side of the warehouse, away from the platform, away from the maze, away from everything except the steady stream of men still arriving. Flora was there, bending over a cardboard box, her soft hips straining against her black bodysuit. She looked up when Rebekah approached.
"Break time?"
"I guess so."
"Good. You were starting to look like a zombie." Flora straightened. "Okay, so here's the deal. These boxes have their clothes, their keys, their phones. We can't leave them at the entrance—too much clutter, too easy for someone to grab the wrong stuff. So we carry them around the edge of the warehouse to the recombobulation area." She pointed. The route ran along the outer wall, in the shadows beyond the reach of the camera lights. "Stay in the dark. Don't get in the shot. Don't look at Kim."
"Don't look at Kim," Rebekah repeated.
"Luscious's rules." Flora shrugged. "She's protective of her stars. Doesn't want them distracted by us fluffers. But..." A small smile. "The view is pretty hard to ignore."
They lifted the first box together. It was heavier than Rebekah expected—shoes and jeans and wallets, the accumulated weight of dozens of men's lives—and they carried it between them, walking slowly along the shadowed perimeter of the warehouse. The camera lights blazed in the center of the space, illuminating the platform like a theater stage.
Rebekah looked.
She couldn't help it. The platform was twenty feet away, perfectly visible between the gaps in the dividers, and Kim was there. Her mother was there. Naked except for a pair of heels—black stilettos, the kind Rebekah had seen in the back of Kim's closet and assumed were for dates—and moving with a fluidity that made Rebekah's breath catch. Three men surrounded her. One in her pussy, one in her ass, one in her mouth. The triple penetration from the videos, from the PMVs, from the footage Rebekah had edited and worshiped and masturbated to for months. But seeing it in person was different. Seeing it in person was Kim's skin flushed and glowing under the lights, Kim's body undulating like something that had evolved for this specific purpose, Kim's eyes half-closed and serene and utterly transported.
The crystal vessel sat on its table, no longer empty. A thin layer of white had accumulated at the bottom, glittering under the lights. Maybe a hundred milliliters. Maybe less. They had a long night ahead.
"Tits." Flora's voice was gentle. "The box."
Rebekah realized she'd stopped walking. She forced her legs to move, forced her eyes to stay on the shadows ahead, forced her lungs to keep breathing at a normal pace. Her heart was hammering against her ribs. Her cunt—already wet from hours of kneeling in front of strangers—was suddenly, achingly aware of its own emptiness.
They reached the recombobulation area. Dropped the box. Walked back.
The second trip was worse. Kim had changed positions—now she was on her hands and knees, her face pressed into the platform while a man took her from behind. The cum in the vessel had risen. Rebekah could see it from across the warehouse, could see the way it caught the light, could see her mother's expression of blissful surrender.
The third trip broke her.
They'd just set down the third box when Rebekah's legs gave out. Not literally—she was still standing, still breathing, still technically functional—but something inside her gave way. A wall she'd been maintaining since the moment she walked through the warehouse door crumpled into rubble.
"I need a minute," she heard herself say.
Flora looked at her. Really looked, the way Luscious had looked earlier, with that expression of someone who had seen a thousand nervous girls walk through this door. "Take your time," she said. "I'll get the next one myself."
Rebekah stumbled deeper into the shadows. The warehouse wall was cold against her back. A stack of boxes—old inventory from the bookstore, the labels reading CLOSEOUT and DAMAGED and DO NOT RETURN—provided cover. Her hands were shaking. Her cunt was soaking. The thong she'd worn under the bustier was a wet ruin, the thin strip of fabric clinging to her labia with every movement.
She pulled it off. Dropped it on the floor. Didn't care where it landed.
Her fingers found her clit without conscious direction. The touch was electric—she'd been aroused for hours, had been keeping herself in a state of suspended desire while she worked, and now the dam was breaking. She leaned back against the boxes and let her eyes find the platform.
Kim was on her back now. Legs spread. A man between them. Another man straddling her chest, his cock sliding between her breasts. A third—no, a fourth—waiting his turn, his hand working his own shaft. The vessel was a quarter full. The cameras were rolling. Her mother was smiling the same transported smile from SUNGLADE and LUNCHBREAK and the hotel video and every other piece of footage in the archive.
Rebekah's fingers moved faster.
The dream surfaced—Kim's fingers inside her, pushing Ian's cum deeper. The shower fantasy—twenty men, thirty men, strangers filling her with their release until she couldn't hold any more. The nightmare that had woken her this morning had been terrifying. It had also been the most aroused she'd ever been in her life.
Her mother arched off the platform. A man grunted. The vessel caught another stream of white.
Rebekah came.
And came. And came.
The orgasm was different from anything she'd experienced before. It started in her cunt—the familiar clench and release, the muscle spasms she'd learned to expect—but then it kept going, kept building, kept expanding outward until her whole body was involved. Her hips bucked against her hand. Her free hand clamped over her mouth to keep from screaming. And then something else happened. Something new. A gush of fluid—not the thick slickness of her usual arousal, but something clearer, more abundant—sprayed from her cunt and splashed against the concrete floor between her feet. She felt it happen, felt the release of pressure, felt the wetness spreading across her inner thighs and dripping down toward her knees.
She stared at the puddle. Her chest heaved. Her fingers were still pressed against her clit, still trembling with aftershocks. The fluid on the floor was not urine—she knew what urine looked like, knew what it smelled like, and this was neither. This was something else. Something she'd read about in forum posts and porn comments and dismissed as exaggeration or special effects.
Footsteps. Flora, approaching with another box. The older woman paused at the edge of the shadows, her eyes taking in Rebekah's position—leaning against the boxes, hand between her legs, the puddle on the floor, the flush spreading from her chest to her face.
"Damn, girl." Flora's voice was warm, amused, entirely unjudgmental. "This shit really got to you, huh?"
Rebekah's mouth opened. No words came out.
"Good for you." Flora shifted the box in her arms. "That looked like a good one."
She kept walking. The moment passed. Rebekah was left alone in the shadows, her thong somewhere on the floor behind her, her cunt still pulsing with the memory of an orgasm that had rewired something fundamental in her body. She looked down at the puddle again. Looked at the platform, where her mother was now kneeling in front of the vessel, her mouth open, her tongue extended.
Rebekah stood. Wiped her hand on her thigh. Walked back toward the maze.
The thong stayed on the floor.
---
The men noticed.
Of course they noticed. She was the only fluffer with an exposed cunt, and the word traveled fast through the queue. A ripple of excitement moved through the line as men realized what was waiting for them at the third position: the pale girl with the high round tits and the red mask, the one who'd been here for hours and was still eager, the one who'd apparently decided she didn't need underwear anymore.
"You're Tits, right?" A man with a shaved head and a tattoo of an eagle across his chest. "Heard about you. The one who's really getting into it."
She didn't answer. Just wrapped her hand around his cock and guided him into her mouth.
The men lingered at her position now. Not long—Luscious circulated through the maze with a watchful eye, moving them along when they tarried—but they took their time in small ways. A hand on her breast. A thumb tracing her jawline. A moment of eye contact that lasted longer than necessary before they moved on to Jade.
One man reached down and touched her.
His fingers were blunt and warm, and they slid into her cunt without hesitation. No preamble. No asking. Just his cock in her mouth and his hand between her legs, his index and middle finger finding her entrance and pressing inside. The sound she made was muffled by his shaft.
"Christ," he breathed. "You're soaked. You're fucking soaked."
He pulled his fingers out. Wrapped his slick hand around his own cock. Stroked himself with her wetness, his eyes fixed on the place where his fingers had just been. Then he presented himself for her mouth again—and she tasted herself on him. Salt and musk and something sharp and faintly sweet, a flavor she recognized from her own fingers after a long session, a flavor she'd never before encountered on someone else's skin.
She sucked him clean. He moved on. She was still processing what had happened when the next man stepped forward.
This one was bigger. Broad shoulders, thick thighs, a gut that spoke of beer and bar food and a metabolism that had given up the fight. He'd been watching—she could tell by the way his eyes tracked from her face to her cunt and back again, the way his cock was already fully erect before he'd even reached her position. There was a deliberateness to his movements, a slowness that set him apart from the men who'd shuffled through before him.
He stopped in front of her and didn't immediately present himself. Instead, he crouched down, bringing his face level with hers. The movement was unexpected—most men stayed standing, looking down at her with varying degrees of hunger or awkwardness—and Rebekah found herself staring into a pair of pale blue eyes that seemed almost kind.
"You're the one who lost her panties," he said. Not a question.
She nodded, her throat too dry for words.
"You look like you've been doing this for a while." His voice was low, a rumble that vibrated through the concrete floor. "Your jaw's got to be tired."
A strange thing to say. A considerate thing. She blinked at him, thrown by the unexpected gentleness in his tone, and felt something shift in her chest. "I'm fine," she managed.
"I bet you are." He smiled. It softened his face, made the beer gut and the thick shoulders seem less intimidating. "But I've got an idea. Something that might help us both."
He reached out—slow, giving her time to pull away—and cupped her chin in his hand. His palm was warm and calloused, the skin rough against her jaw. He tilted her face up, examining her like she was a piece of art he was trying to appreciate. Then he moved his hand lower, tracing down her throat, along her collarbone, until his fingers found the edge of her bustier.
"I'm going to take my time with you," he said. "And you're going to let me. Because I can tell you need a man who knows what he's doing, not just another body in the queue."
He hooked a finger under the bustier's lace edge and pulled it down, exposing her left breast. The air hit her nipple and it stiffened immediately, a visible response that made him chuckle. "There she is. There's the girl who can't keep her underwear on."
He leaned forward and took her nipple in his mouth.
The sensation was different from the men before. Slower. More deliberate. He worked his tongue in circles around the peak while his hand slid down her stomach, past the waistband of the bustier, until his fingers found her cunt again. He didn't push inside right away. He just rested his palm there, feeling the heat of her, letting her get used to the pressure.
"Open your legs a little more," he murmured against her breast.
She obeyed. The movement was automatic, submissive, and she felt a thrill of pleasure at how easily she surrendered to his instructions. His fingers slipped between her lips—first one, then two—and she gasped at the sudden fullness. She was already wet from the previous encounter, but something about this man's deliberate pace had her producing more, her body responding to his patience with a flood of gratitude.
"Yeah," he breathed. "That's it. That's perfect."
He curled his fingers inside her, finding a spot that made her hips buck forward involuntarily. His thumb pressed against her clit in a slow, circular motion that seemed designed to drive her insane. All the while his mouth stayed on her breast, alternating between gentle sucks and sharp nips that sent sparks of pleasure-pain through her nervous system.
The men in line behind him were growing restless. She could hear muttered complaints, shuffling feet. But the big man paid them no attention. He was focused entirely on her, on the sounds she was making, on the way her body was responding to his touch.
"Don't come," he said, pulling his mouth away from her breast. His fingers were still inside her, still moving in that maddening rhythm. "Not yet. I want you thinking about this when you're back in the maze. I want you so wet that the next man who touches you knows exactly what you've been up to."
He withdrew his fingers slowly, deliberately, and brought them to his own mouth. He sucked them clean, his eyes on hers the whole time. The gesture was intimate, almost possessive, and Rebekah felt her face flush with a heat that had nothing to do with the warehouse lights.
"Better," he said. "Now. Let's finish this properly."
He stood, presented himself, and she opened her mouth to receive him.

[bookmark: _kj743akni8yz]

[bookmark: _svhpf56r8bqb]Chapter 13: The Floodgates Open
The man's cock slid from her mouth with a wet pop, and before Rebekah could draw breath, a voice cut through the warehouse din.
"Aw, yeah—I want some of THAT."
The words registered a half-second before the hands. Thick fingers. Rough palms. They seized her hips from behind and lifted her as if she weighed nothing. The yoga mat skidded across the concrete. Her knees left the floor. The world tilted.
"Wait—"
But the word died in her throat. She was being spun. Positioned. Bent over a stack of boxes that had materialized in her peripheral vision—the same CLOSEOUT boxes she'd leaned against during her break, the cardboard still cool against her bare stomach. Her hands shot out to brace herself. The garter straps twisted around her thighs.
Behind her, the man made a sound that was half growl, half laugh. "Been watching you all night, sweetheart. Walking around with that wet little cunt hanging out. You knew what you were doing."
She had. She did. Every step she'd taken since discarding her thong had been a choice. The exposed skin. The lingering at her station. The way she'd let the big man finger her, taste her, command her not to come. She'd returned to the maze with her pussy bare and her arousal dripping down her thighs, and some part of her—the part that had been growing since the first video, since SUNGLADE and LUNCHBREAK and the hotel footage—had known exactly what she was inviting.
The dream surfaced. Kim's fingers inside her. You're going to have a baby.
The shower fantasy. What if twenty men get me pregnant?
Her jaw tightened. Her fingers curled against the cardboard. She could scream. Could fight. Could cause a scene that would bring Luscious running and end this before it began. But her mother was twenty feet away on the platform, and a commotion in the maze would draw every eye in the warehouse, including Kim's. She could not afford to be seen. Could not afford to be identified. Could not afford to explain what she was doing here, on her knees, in a red bustier and a cat-eye mask, with a stranger's cock pressing against her entrance.
So she didn't scream.
She bent lower. Arched her back. Presented herself.
Yes.
The word was silent. Internal. A decision made in the space between one heartbeat and the next. She had wanted this since the moment she saw her mother take three men at once in a hotel room and smile through it. She had wanted to be used. Wanted to be filled. Wanted to kneel in the shadow of a warehouse while strangers lined up to spend themselves inside her.
The man entered her with a single brutal thrust.
Rebekah's mouth opened. No sound came out. Her glasses pressed against the cardboard as her face was shoved forward. The cock inside her was thicker than Ian's—much thicker—and the angle was different, deeper, reaching places her brother had never touched. The man's hands were iron clamps on her hipbones, his fingers digging into the narrow span of her boyish frame.
"Christ," he grunted. "Christ, you're tight. How old are you? Never mind. Don't tell me. Just—fuck—"
He fucked. No preamble. No gentleness. Just the relentless piston of his hips driving her into the boxes with each thrust. The cardboard buckled. Something inside shifted—glass? books?—with a muffled clink. Her bustier had ridden up, the boning digging into her ribs. Her bare breasts pressed against the box top, nipples scraping against the rough surface with every impact.
The dream was wrong. The dream had been surreal and impossible and tinged with nightmare logic. This was real. This was a stranger's sweat dripping onto her back. This was the smell of cardboard and concrete and the faint chemical tang of the lube Flora had used earlier. This was her cunt stretching around a cock that was too big and too rough and exactly what she'd been craving since she'd first learned what cocks could do.
The man's rhythm changed. Slowed. He pulled her hips back to meet his thrusts, using her like a toy, like a sleeve, like something that existed only for his pleasure. Each impact sent a shockwave through her pelvis. Her clit—still sensitive from her earlier orgasm, from the big man's fingers, from hours of suspended arousal—ground against the edge of the box with a friction that was almost painful.
"Is that what you wanted?" The man's voice was strained. "Walking around with that wet little slit out for everyone to see? You wanted someone to use it?"
She couldn't speak. Could barely breathe. The thrusts were coming faster now, his control fraying.
"Say it. Say you wanted it."
"Y-yes." Her voice was a rasp. The word scraped its way out of her throat. "Yes. I wanted it."
He came two thrusts later.
She felt it—the hot flood, the pulsing of his shaft, the way his fingers tightened on her hips hard enough to bruise—and in that moment, the shower fantasy crashed over her. What if twenty men get me pregnant? The thought should have terrified her. Instead, it sent a bolt of pure electricity straight to her clit. A stranger's semen was inside her. A stranger's semen was pooling in her cunt, finding its way into places no one had ever reached before. She could get pregnant. Right now. Right here. Bent over a box of remaindered books in a warehouse while her mother took three more men on a platform twenty feet away.
The man pulled out. His semen followed, dripping down her inner thigh in a warm rivulet. She felt it trail toward her knee and did nothing to stop it.
"Thanks, sweetheart." A rough pat on her ass. "You're a good little fuck."
Then he was gone. Moving down the line toward Jade. Rebekah stayed bent over the boxes, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her cunt clenching around the emptiness he'd left behind.
She turned her head.
The next fluffer—Jade, the one with the pixie cut and the botanical tattoos—was already on her knees. Her mouth was open. The man's cock, still shiny with Rebekah's wetness, still dripping with his own release, slid between Jade's lips with a practiced ease. Rebekah watched the woman's cheeks hollow. Watched her tongue work along the shaft. Watched her clean every trace of Rebekah's arousal and the man's cum from his skin.
That's mine, Rebekah thought. The pride came from nowhere—unexpected, irrational, deeply visceral. That's my wetness on his cock. My cum dripping out of her mouth. I put that there.
Jade's eyes flicked up. Met Rebekah's gaze. And winked.
A friendly wink. A conspiratorial wink. The kind of wink that said I see you, I've been you, welcome to the club.
Rebekah's knees buckled. She caught herself on the boxes. Her cunt was still dripping, still clenching, still processing what had just happened. She'd been fucked. Bred. Used. And she wanted more.
The line kept moving.
---
The dam had broken.
The men who'd been content with her mouth now wanted her cunt. Word traveled through the queue with the speed of a brushfire: the pale girl in the red mask was letting men fuck her. Not just suck. Not just stroke. Fuck. The line seemed to surge, a current of naked male bodies flowing toward her position with renewed urgency. Luscious appeared at the edge of Rebekah's vision, her arms crossed, her expression caught somewhere between amusement and exasperation.
"You greedy bastards," she called to the men, her voice carrying over the ambient noise. "Can't leave the new girl alone for five minutes. She's supposed to be fluffing, not giving you a second helping."
The men laughed. A few had the decency to look sheepish. Most didn't.
"You okay, Tits?" Luscious's eyes found Rebekah's. The question was genuine beneath the sardonic tone. "Say the word and I'll pull you out. No shame in it."
Rebekah shook her head. Her voice, when she found it, was hoarse but steady. "I'm fine."
"Uh-huh." Luscious's smirk returned. "You look fine. Bent over a box with cum dripping down your leg." She turned to the queue. "Next time you animals want to use my fluffers, you ask first. Got it? Some of these girls are here for mouth work only. You don't know who's open and who's not. Be gentlemen or get out."
A murmur of assent rippled through the line. Luscious caught Rebekah's eye again and raised an eyebrow—really okay?—and Rebekah nodded again.
"Fine," Luscious said. "But I'm watching you, Tits. Don't make me regret letting you stay."
She moved on. The line advanced.
The third man who entered her was younger than the first two. A baby face. A swimmer's build. He fumbled with his cock, nervous despite the bravado he'd shown in the queue, and asked her if she was sure—actually asked, in a whisper, like he was afraid someone would hear. She told him yes. Told him to go ahead. He lasted maybe forty seconds before he came with a strangled gasp, and she felt the heat of his release inside her, mingling with the first man's.
The fourth man didn't ask. He just bent her over and took what he wanted, grunting like an animal, his hands leaving red marks on her pale skin. The fifth man was gentler. The sixth was rougher. The seventh came on her face instead of inside her, aiming carefully, painting her mask with fresh white streaks. Rebekah lost count somewhere around twelve. No—thirteen. She'd been keeping track, or trying to, numbering them in her head for the spreadsheet she'd update when she got home. But the numbers blurred together. The sensations blurred together. The cocks blurred together, each one a different size and shape and rhythm, each one leaving something of himself inside her or on her.
Flora caught her eye during a brief lull. The older woman's expression was knowing, almost maternal. "First time doing this part?"
Rebekah could only nod.
"Thought so. You've got that look." Flora handed her a water bottle. "Here. Drink. You're going to need it."
The water was lukewarm, but it cut through the taste of cum and cardboard and concrete. Rebekah drank half the bottle in one pull.
"Your jaw," Flora said. "You can take a break from oral if you need to. Let them use the other hole for a while. Gives your mouth time to recover."
The advice was practical. Kind, even. But Rebekah found herself shaking her head. "I want both."
Flora raised an eyebrow. "Greedy girl."
"Yes." The word came out firmer than Rebekah expected. "I am."
Flora's laugh was warm and surprised. "Okay, then. Both it is." She gestured toward the line, where a man with a shaved chest and a silver chain around his neck was already stepping forward. "He's all yours."
The man with the silver chain used her mouth first—quick, efficient, no wasted movement—and then bent her over for his turn inside her. A man with a Southern accent and hands that smelled like motor oil came next. He called her "darlin'" and fucked her slowly, almost lazily, like he had all the time in the world. A man with a Russian accent and a mat of dark chest hair picked her up entirely, her legs wrapped around his waist, her back pressed against the maze divider, and fucked her standing while she clung to his shoulders and tried not to scream.
What if they all cum inside me?
The thought was a refrain now, a pulse that beat in time with the thrusts. She'd lost count of how many loads were already inside her—four? five?—and she no longer cared. Let them fill her up. Let them use her. Let them treat her body like a vessel, a receptacle, a cum dump. The spreadsheet could wait. The consequences could wait. All that mattered was the next man, and the next, and the next.
The man with the nervous twitch and receding hairline lasted two minutes. He came inside her with a sound that was almost a sob, his fingers trembling against her hips, and she felt a strange tenderness for him—this shy, anxious man who'd probably been dreading this moment all night, who'd probably imagined himself failing, who'd just found his release inside a stranger with a red mask and a willing cunt.
The big man with gentle hands—not the one who'd fingered her, a different one, larger and softer—crouched down before he entered her. Met her eyes. Called her "sweetheart" in a voice that was genuinely kind.
"You still doing okay?" he asked. "You need me to stop, you say so."
"I'm okay."
"You sure?"
She reached down and guided him inside herself. That was answer enough.
A man with rough, enormous hands was less considerate. He fucked her like he was angry at her—angry at his wife, maybe, or his boss, or the world—and she took it because she could, because her body had learned to accommodate, because there was a strange power in being the thing that absorbed a stranger's rage and left him gasping and empty. He didn't come inside her. He pulled out at the last second and spent himself on her lower back, a hot stripe that ran from the base of her spine to the edge of her bustier.
The young man with the swimmer's build—she'd already had him earlier, but here he was again, sheepish and apologetic, his cock curving upward—he was the one who broke the rules completely. The first time had been unintentional, an accident of nerves and excitement. This time he didn't even try to pull out. He buried himself deep and held there, his face pressed against her shoulder, his breath hot and ragged in her ear, and she felt him pulse inside her. Felt the fresh heat join the accumulated warmth of every other man who'd used her that night.
"Sorry," he whispered. "Sorry. I didn't—I couldn't—"
"It's fine." Her voice was barely a whisper. "It's what I'm here for."
He pulled out. Hurried away. She stayed bent over the boxes, her legs trembling, her cunt a repository of strangers' desire, and smiled.
---
The line was thinning.
Rebekah could feel it in the rhythm of the maze—longer gaps between men, less noise from the queue, a general sense of winding down. Her body was a catalog of sensations: the ache in her knees, the raw tenderness of her cunt, the drying cum that crackled on her skin every time she moved. Her mouth tasted of salt and skin and the faint metallic tang of exhaustion. Her mascara had long since abandoned any pretense of staying in place; it streaked her cheeks like war paint.
Cherry appeared in the maze. "We're almost done. Last few are on the platform. Luscious says we can come watch."
The fluffers gathered at the edge of the performance area. Flora first, then Cherry, then Jade, their masks still in place, their bodies bearing the evidence of the night's work—smudged lipstick, disheveled hair, the glossy sheen of drying fluids on their skin. Rebekah followed last, hanging back as far as she dared, keeping to the shadows where the camera lights couldn't reach. Her bustier was still in place, barely. One cup had slipped down, exposing her left breast. The other was held up by a single garter strap that had somehow survived the night. Between her legs, she was a ruin—slick, swollen, leaking a slow trickle of mixed fluids that dripped down her thighs with every step.
She found a position behind a lighting stand. The metal was cool against her shoulder. From here she could see everything.
Kim was unrecognizable.
Not literally—the soft hips and comfortable shoulders and forty-seven-year-old body were unmistakable—but the woman on the platform bore no resemblance to the mother who'd packed school lunches and adjusted insurance claims and sent texts about book club. This woman was a monument to excess. A tribute to endurance. A living, breathing, cum-drenched testament to her own legend.
Her face was a mask of white. Streaks of semen ran from her forehead to her chin, from her ears to her mouth, pooling in the hollow of her throat and dripping down onto her breasts. Her hair—that sensible suburban haircut—was matted and clumped, individual strands plastered to her scalp with fluid that had long since cooled. Her breasts were slick, shining, painted with the evidence of dozens of men who'd aimed for her chest. Her belly was a catchment basin, a shallow pool of white that sloshed with each movement. Her thighs were streaked. Her calves were streaked. A long trail of cum ran from her asshole down the back of her leg, and another dripped from her pussy onto the plastic gym mat she'd been fucking on for hours.
And she was smiling.
The same transported smile from SUNGLADE. The same serene expression Rebekah had studied frame by frame, cut by cut, beat by beat. Kim the Kumslut in her natural habitat. Kim the Kumslut doing what she'd been born to do.
The men surrounding her—a dozen, maybe fifteen, the last stragglers of the two-hundred-strong queue—were stroking themselves in rhythm, waiting for the finale. The cameras were rolling. The lights were blazing. The air was thick with the smell of sex and sweat and the peculiar chemical sweetness of fresh cum.
The crystal vessel sat on its table at the edge of the platform. It was full. Nearly a full liter of collected semen, farmed from almost two hundred men over the course of the night, swirling with a pearlescent iridescence under the lights. Rebekah stared at it. She'd watched the vessel fill all night—a quarter, then half, then three-quarters—but seeing it now, brimming and heavy and waiting, was something else entirely.
Luscious stepped onto the platform. The director's chair had been her throne all night, but now she moved into the light, her purple teddy vivid against the industrial backdrop.
"Gentlemen," she called, her voice carrying through the warehouse. "The moment you've been waiting for. The finale. The cum dump. The world-famous, one-and-only Kim the Kumslut is going to swallow every drop you've saved for her."
A roar went up from the remaining men. They pressed closer to the platform, their hands still working their cocks, their eyes fixed on Kim's glistening body. Luscious lifted the vessel with both hands. It was heavy—Rebekah could see the strain in her forearms—and the surface of the cum trembled with the movement. She carried it to Kim with the ceremonial gravity of a priestess bearing a sacrament.
Kim rose to her knees. The movement was slow, almost reverent. Cum dripped from her body onto the mat below. She lifted her hands—not to take the vessel, but to cup it, to frame it, to present it to the cameras and the crowd like a trophy. Her mouth opened. Her tongue extended.
Luscious tilted the vessel.
The first mouthful was almost delicate. Kim closed her lips around the rim and drank with measured swallows, her throat working in a steady rhythm. The crowd fell silent. The only sound was the click of camera shutters and the wet, rhythmic pulse of Kim consuming the collected release of nearly two hundred men.
The second mouthful was bolder. Kim tilted her head back. Let the cum slide down her throat in a visible cascade that Rebekah could track from the vessel to her lips to the hollow of her neck. It was thick—she could see the viscosity, the way it clung to Kim's chin and stretched in ropes before breaking—and Kim swallowed it without flinching. Without hesitation. Without anything but the serene, transported bliss of a woman doing exactly what she loved.
The third mouthful was showmanship. Kim pulled back from the vessel, her mouth full, her cheeks puffed slightly, and turned to face the crowd. She opened her mouth. Showed them the pool of white on her tongue. Held the pose for a single, perfect beat while the cameras captured the image from every angle. Then she swallowed—a long, luxurious gulp that seemed to involve her entire throat—and opened her mouth again to show it was empty.
The men erupted.
Cheers. Whistles. A few of them came spontaneously, their release arcing through the air to land on Kim's chest and face in fresh streaks. Kim laughed—actually laughed, a sound of pure joy—and lifted the vessel to her lips again. She drank in long, uninterrupted pulls now, her throat working steadily, the level of cum in the crystal dropping inch by inch by inch.
Rebekah watched. She couldn't look away. Her mother—her boring, dorky, introverted mother—was drinking cum from a crystal vessel in front of a crowd of naked men and she was magnificent. Every swallow was a testament. Every gulp was a declaration. This was Kim the Kumslut. This was the legend. This was the woman who'd been doing this for fourteen years while her children slept in their beds and her neighbors gossiped about their gardens and her coworkers filed claims in cubicles. This was the woman Rebekah had worshiped from the darkness of her bedroom, the woman she'd edited and curated and masturbated to, the woman whose panties she'd stolen and whose vibrator she'd used and whose life she'd been trying to understand since the moment she'd opened that folder labeled TAXES_2018.
Kim reached the bottom of the vessel. The last swallow was a thin trickle, a final thread of white that she chased with her tongue around the rim. She lowered the vessel. Held it upside down to show it was empty. A single drop fell from the crystal edge and landed on her thigh.
The warehouse erupted.
---
The celebration was chaos. Naked men swarmed the platform, surrounding Kim, posing for photos with their softening cocks still glistening and their faces split with grins. Cameras flashed. Someone produced a smartphone—Rebekah couldn't see who—and the first of what would be hundreds of triumphant "after" photos was taken: Kim in the center, her face a mask of cum, her body a dripping ruin, her smile incandescent, flanked by a dozen men who looked like they'd just won the lottery.
More men joined. More photos. Luscious was directing the chaos with the practiced calm of a woman who'd orchestrated this scene a hundred times before. "Get in closer, you on the left—yes, you—put your arm around her shoulder. No, not there, her shoulder, she's covered in cum, who cares, that's the point. Perfect. Hold it. Another one—"
Rebekah slipped backward into the shadows.
Her heart was hammering. Her body was still singing with the adrenaline of the night. But she needed to leave. Now. Before the celebration ended and the men dispersed and someone noticed the pale girl in the red mask who wasn't supposed to be here. Before someone asked questions. Before Kim turned her head and saw her daughter's face beneath the crystals.
The office was where Luscious had said it would be. Her coat was still there, draped over the back of a folding chair. Her keys were still in the pocket. Her phone—she'd almost forgotten about her phone—was sitting on the desk where she'd left it, the screen dark, no notifications. She gathered everything in a clumsy armful and fled through the side door before anyone could stop her.
The night air hit her like a slap. Cold. Clean. Unforgiving. She was still wearing the bustier under her coat, still half-exposed, still streaked with the evidence of the night. The walk to her car felt like a dream—the same numb unreality of the drive here, the same sense of moving through water. Her keys slipped in her fingers. She caught them. Unlocked the door. Slid into the driver's seat.
She didn't remember the drive home.
---
The cul-de-sac was dark when she pulled in. Streetlights cast orange pools on the asphalt. The house was silent, the windows black, the grandfather clock in the front hall the only thing still awake. She parked crookedly and let herself in through the front door.
The stairs took forever. Her legs were trembling. Her cunt was still leaking. The bustier was chafing her ribs where the boning had been bent out of shape. She paused at the top of the stairs. Ian's door was closed. The faint hum of his flight combat sim filtered through the wood.
She knocked. Once. Twice.
"I'm home."
Her voice was a rasp. Barely recognizable. But Ian's game went quiet. Footsteps approached the door. It didn't open—he must have been standing on the other side, his hand on the knob, listening.
"Okay," he said. Quietly. "Good."
She didn't wait for more. Her bedroom was three steps away. She pushed through the door and collapsed onto the bed.
The sheets were cold. The pillow was cold. Her body was a catalog of aches—knees, jaw, cunt, the bruised places where rough hands had gripped her hips—and she lay there in the dark, still wearing the bustier. She'd forgotten her thong. She'd forgotten everything except the feeling of being bent over a box while strangers emptied themselves inside her.
Her fingers found her cunt. It was automatic. Compulsive. The way she'd touched herself every night since the first video, since the first orgasm, since the first moment she'd understood what her body could do. She was slick and swollen and full. The fluids inside her had cooled now, but they were still there—a thick, viscous residue that coated her fingers when she pressed inside. She thought about the spreadsheet. Thought about the numbers she'd update tomorrow. Unique partners. Number of fucks. Number of ejaculations. How many milliliters of cum had been spilled for her tonight.
The knock on her door startled her.
"Rebekah?" Ian's voice, soft and tentative. "Can I come in?"
She didn't answer. Couldn't. But the door opened anyway, a thin blade of hallway light cutting through the darkness, and Ian stepped inside.
He stopped at the edge of her bed. His eyes moved over her body—the bustier, the streaks of cooling cum that covered her from face to thigh—and his expression did something complicated. Shock, first. Then something that might have been awe. Then a tenderness that made her chest tighten.
"Are you okay?"
She opened her mouth. Closed it. Found no words.
"How was it?"
She looked at him. She knew what he was seeing: a stranger. A whore. A cumslut in the making. His sister, transformed into something he couldn't quite recognize.
The expression on her face—the intensity, the exhaustion, the satiation that went deeper than any orgasm she'd ever had—seemed to answer his question. Ian's breath caught. He nodded slowly, like he understood something he hadn't expected to understand.
He walked to the bed stand. Picked up her phone. Held it up.
The camera clicked.
She didn't move. Didn't pose. Just lay there, a cum-drenched wreck in a red bustier, her boyish body marked and used and utterly spent. Ian looked at the photo for a long moment. Then he set the phone back on the bed stand and walked to the door.
"Goodnight, Rebekah."
He closed the door behind him. The hallway light vanished. She was alone in the dark with the taste of strangers on her tongue and the photo of her own degradation glowing faintly on her phone screen.
---
The shower was a negotiation between necessity and exhaustion.
She stood under the spray for a long time. Watched the water run clear, then cloudy, then clear again as the evidence of the night spiraled down the drain. The bustier lay in a heap on the bathroom floor.
The water began to cool. She turned it off. Dried herself with a towel that came away smudged with mascara. Dragged herself to the bed and collapsed.
Sleep took her within seconds. She didn't dream.
---
Hours later, Kim came home.
The cul-de-sac was gray with the first light of dawn when she pulled up in her sensible sedan. She was wearing her boring work clothes—a beige cardigan, sensible flats, the kind of outfit that made her invisible at PTA meetings and insurance offices—and her hair was pulled back in a neat ponytail. No trace of the warehouse. No trace of the platform. No trace of the two hundred men and the crystal vessel and the cum that had dripped from her body onto the plastic mat.
She parked in the driveway. Got out. Stretched—a forty-seven-year-old woman with a bad back and a long night behind her—and began her morning routine. The walk to the curb. The mailbox at the end of the driveway. The stack of bills and catalogues and Field & Stream addressed to a man who'd left years ago.
Rebekah's car was parked crookedly by the mailbox. Kim noticed the angle first—her daughter was usually a careful parker, meticulous about staying between the lines. Then she noticed something else.
A sparkle. Red. On the ground by the driver's side door.
She bent down. Her back protested. The skirt of her sensible work dress stretched across her soft hips. She picked up the object and straightened.
A mask. Silk and lace and a thin wire frame. Crystals rimming the eyeholes, catching the gray dawn light and throwing it back in tiny sparks. The kind of mask one would wear to an upscale masquerade. Or a warehouse bukkake. Or a secret life that a daughter might be hiding from her mother.
Kim's face did something complicated. Something inscrutable. Something that cycled through shock and recognition and a strange, unexpected tenderness before settling into an expression that could have meant anything.
She looked up at the dark window of Rebekah's bedroom.
The mask dangled from her fingers.
The grandfather clock struck five.

A few days later, Rebekah sat cross-legged on her bed, laptop warm against her thighs. The forum thread exploded beneath her cursor—a new link, freshly posted. Warehouse night. Full video.
She clicked.
The screen filled with familiar concrete walls. Her breath caught. The timestamp read four hours, broken into five segments. The description counted participants: two hundred and twenty-seven distinct men. Higher than she’d estimated. The number lodged in her throat like a stone.
Rebekah watched. Her mother’s silhouette moved through the grainy frame, kneeling, arching, taking cock after cock into her mouth and cunt with an enthusiasm that made Rebekah’s thighs press together. The forum live-posted alongside her—users she recognized, users she’d traded PMVs with, all of them losing their minds in real time.
She scrolled through comments between breaths. She’s a goddess. That’s the third load she’s swallowed in two minutes. Look at her take that cock—
Rebekah’s hand slipped between her legs. She watched Kim’s face, open and blissful, and counted the cocks that disappeared into her mother’s body. In my mouth, she thought. That one was in my mouth. That one was in my pussy. The thought sent a shudder through her. Him too. Him. Him.
She watched the entire thing. All four hours. Pausing only to breathe.
On the first pass, she searched for her own face in the footage. No clear shot. But there—at forty-seven minutes, a blurry shadow in the background. Her shape, barely visible, kneeling beside the box. And again during the finale, when the crowd surged forward and her form flickered in the distant edge. Nothing identifiable. I’m safe.
She closed the laptop when it was over, her hand wet, her heart pounding. She’d grown so much in a few weeks. From a girl who’d never seen her mother naked to someone who could watch her get fucked by hundreds of strangers and feel nothing but pride.
And now I make the PMV.
She opened her editing software. Dragged the video files into the timeline.
Time to get to work.
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The loading screen blazed across Ian’s monitor, a spinning icon that had become far too familiar over the past hour.
“Dude, you flew straight into a mountain.”
Micah’s voice crackled through the headset, tinny with compressed laughter. Ian adjusted the ear cup against his head and resisted the urge to point out that Micah had ejected directly into the rotor of his own helicopter not ten minutes earlier.
“At least I was evading,” Ian said. “You hit yourself.”
“That’s a known bug,” Micah said.
From the other side of the squad channel, Brendan snickered. “Is it a bug if it happens every time?”
Three voices piled on at once—Micah protesting, Brendan doubling down, a fourth player whose gamertag Ian didn’t recognize offering a half-hearted defense that mostly involved the word “hitboxes.” Ian let the noise wash over him. The lobby screen counted down. Ninety seconds until the next match. His thumb rested on the controller, but his attention kept drifting toward the door.
Rebekah had been home for hours. He’d heard the shower run. Heard the water pipes groan when she turned off the faucet. Heard her door close. Nothing since.
The last image he had of her—face streaked with mascara, bustier crooked, the glossy evidence of strangers drying across her skin—flashed behind his eyes with a vividness that made his stomach clench. She’d looked broken. Not unhappy. Not regretful. Just… emptied. Like something had scooped out the Rebekah he knew and left a husk wearing her glasses.
“Yo, Ian.” Brendan’s voice cut through. “Speaking of sisters.”
Ian’s thumb stopped moving.
“Your sister,” Brendan continued, and Ian could hear the grin in his voice, the particular tone that meant Brendan was about to say something he thought was funny. “Rebekah. She’s in my APUSH class. She’s kind of hot, actually.”
The squad channel went quiet for a beat. The kind of quiet that meant people were waiting to see how this landed.
Ian could have let it pass. Brendan wasn’t being malicious—he was seventeen, he was bored, he was filling lobby time with the kind of low-stakes ribbing that passed for conversation among guys who’d known each other since middle school. But something sharp rose in Ian’s chest. Something protective that had nothing to do with Rebekah’s honor and everything to do with the secret they now shared.
“Rebekah?” He made his voice flat. Unimpressed. “She’s an absolute dork.”
“I don’t know, man,” Brendan said. “She’s got that whole librarian thing going on.”
“Total bookworm. Feminist with zero interest in guys.” Ian ticked the points off on his fingers, though no one could see him. “She once spent an entire weekend cataloguing her favorite Wikipedia articles. By category. I’m not joking.”
Micah laughed. “That’s next-level boring.”
“Exactly.” Ian leaned back in his chair. “She’s basically a grandmother in a nineteen-year-old’s body. Trust me. Not hot. Very not hot. Move on.”
Brendan made a sound of grudging concession. “Fair enough. Your family’s weird, dude.”
“Fully aware.”
The lobby countdown hit zero. The match loaded. For the next twelve minutes, Ian devoted approximately thirty percent of his brain to the game—enough to keep his plane airborne, enough to occasionally fire at something, not enough to avoid getting shot down three times in rapid succession. The remaining seventy percent stayed fixed on the hallway beyond his door.
When the squad wiped—Micah into another mountain, Brendan into a surface-to-air missile, the random into a friendly-fire incident that sparked another argument—Ian pulled off his headset and told them to wait in the lobby. He needed to check something.
“Don’t start without me,” he said. “We’re all new at this game. If we don’t figure it out together, I’m just gonna keep getting blasted.”
Micah’s protest cut off as Ian set the headset on his desk.
The hallway was dark. Rebekah’s door was closed, a thin line of light visible beneath it. Ian stood there for a moment, his hand raised to knock, and realized he had no idea what he was going to say. He’d never had to figure out what to say to his sister before. Before three days ago, she’d been Rebekah. Annoying. Predictable. The person who left her glasses in the bathroom and never replaced the toilet paper roll. Not… whatever she was now.
He knocked.
“Yeah?”
Her voice was normal. Cheerful, even. Ian pushed the door open.
Rebekah sat at her desk, her laptop open in front of her, a textbook spread across her knee. Her hair was damp and curling at the ends. Her glasses sat squarely on her nose. She wore cotton shorts and an old t-shirt from a 5K their mom had made them run three summers ago. The ensemble was aggressively, deliberately unremarkable—the kind of outfit that said nothing happened, nothing is happening, nothing will ever happen, please move along.
She looked up when he entered. Her expression was bright. Pleasant. The expression of someone who had definitely not spent the night bent over a box of remaindered books while strangers emptied themselves inside her.
“Hey,” she said. “What’s up?”
Ian blinked. “You’re… doing homework?”
“Supply-side economics waits for no one.” She gestured at the textbook with her pen. “Mr. Patterson assigned a five-page paper on tax incentive structures. Due Monday. I’m behind.”
“You’re behind.” His voice came out flatter than he intended. “On homework.”
“I had a busy weekend.”
She said it the way someone might say they’d gone to the mall. The disconnect between her tone and what Ian knew she’d actually done was so jarring that he physically shook his head, like he was trying to clear water from his ears.
Rebekah watched him with an expression of polite curiosity. Waiting. The ball was in his court.
“Are you…” Ian stopped. Restarted. “I mean, after last night. When you got home. You were…”
He couldn’t finish the sentence. The image was too vivid. Rebekah sprawled across her bed, the red bustier clinging to her ribs, her pale skin streaked with fluids that had long since cooled. The way she’d looked at him—through him—with an intensity that had made his breath catch in his throat. And then he’d taken the photo. He’d lifted her phone and clicked the shutter and captured his sister in the aftermath of something he couldn’t name.
The photo was still on her phone. He knew it was. He didn’t know how he felt about that.
Rebekah’s expression softened. Just slightly. Just enough for Ian to see the real person behind the cheerful mask—the person who had been in that bustier, who had made the choices that led to that moment, who was still processing what she’d done and what it meant.
“I’m okay,” she said. The cheerfulness was gone now. What was left was something quieter. Something steadier. “Really. I know how it looked. But I’m okay.”
“You looked like you’d been hit by a truck.”
“It was a very large truck. With a very large cargo.” She let the joke hang for a beat, then shook her head. “I knew what I was getting into. I wanted it. All of it. And I’m fine. No damage.” She paused. “Well. Some chafing. But that’s what ibuprofen is for.”
Ian stared at her. His sister. The bookworm. The feminist with zero interest in guys. The girl who catalogued Wikipedia articles. The girl who had, less than twenty-four hours ago, knelt in a warehouse and performed oral sex on dozens of men and then bent over a box and let more men fuck her until she could barely stand.
The same girl who was now highlighting a passage about marginal tax rates like nothing had happened.
“You’re insane,” he said.
“Probably.” She didn’t sound bothered by the assessment. “But I’m also happy. Which is more than I could say six months ago.” She turned back to her textbook. “Go back to your game. I’m fine. I promise.”
Ian lingered in the doorway. There was more he wanted to ask. More he wanted to understand. But the words wouldn’t line up, and Rebekah was already highlighting another passage, her pen moving in steady strokes across the page. Whatever window had been open between them was closing. Maybe it would open again. Maybe it wouldn’t.
He turned to leave.
“Hey, Ian?”
Her voice stopped him at the threshold. He looked back. Rebekah was watching him over the rims of her glasses, her pen still resting on the textbook page. Her expression hadn’t changed—still pleasant, still composed—but there was something in her eyes. A glint. A spark. The same intensity he’d seen last night, compressed into a single look.
“The truck,” she said. “It’s making another delivery next month.”
She winked.
The wink was slick. Knowing. It held a secret and an invitation all at once, and it landed in Ian’s chest like a physical blow. He opened his mouth. Closed it. Found nothing to say that wouldn’t sound stupid.
Rebekah returned to her homework. The conversation was over.
Ian walked back to his room in a daze. His headset was still on the desk, the squad channel chattering away in his absence. He could hear Micah explaining something to the random, Brendan interjecting with corrections that were themselves incorrect. Normal. Ordinary. The kind of conversation that had nothing to do with warehouses or bustiers or sisters who winked like they knew the secrets of the universe.
He was halfway to his chair when his mother’s voice drifted up the stairs.
“Ian? Sweetheart, are you up?”
He detoured to the landing. Kim stood at the bottom of the stairs, still in her bathrobe, her hair wrapped in a towel. She looked tired—the kind of bone-deep exhaustion that came from a long night and an early morning—but her smile was the same warm, dorky smile she’d worn for as long as Ian could remember.
“Can you grab me a fresh set of towels from the hall closet?” she asked. “The good ones. I’m taking a bath and we’re out.”
“Sure.”
The hall closet was at the end of the upstairs hallway. Ian pulled out two oversized towels—fluffy, cream-colored, the ones his mother reserved for special occasions—and carried them down the stairs. Kim’s bedroom door was open. The bathroom door beyond it was ajar, steam curling through the gap.
He stepped inside.
Kim’s bedroom was the same as it had always been. The quilt his grandmother had made. The stack of paperback mysteries on the nightstand. The faint smell of lavender from a plug-in air freshener. But Ian’s eyes caught on something new. Something red.
The wall beside the dresser was a collage of family memorabilia—crayon drawings he and Rebekah had made in elementary school, a handmade Mother’s Day card with glitter that still shed onto the carpet, a custom-printed calendar from four summers ago stuck on a studio photo of Kim with both her children, posed with stiff smiles and matching outfits. Ian remembered that photo. He’d been fourteen. He’d complained about the shirt.
And there, pinned to the corkboard beside the calendar, was a mask.
Silk and lace. A cat’s eye curve. Tiny crystals rimming the eyeholes, catching the morning light and throwing it back in red sparks.
Ian didn’t recognize it. He’d never seen it before. But something about the way it was displayed—carefully, deliberately, alongside the crayon drawings and the calendar photo—made his stomach do something complicated. Like the mask belonged there. Like it was part of the family now.
“Thanks, sweetheart.”
Kim’s voice floated from the bathroom. Her hand appeared through the gap in the door, palm up, waiting. Ian crossed the room and placed the towels in her hand. The fingers closed around them and withdrew.
“You’re welcome,” he said.
He stood in his mother’s bedroom for a moment longer, his eyes moving between the red mask and the photo of the three of them smiling at the camera. Then he turned and walked back upstairs.
His headset was still chattering. He put it on.
“What happened?” Micah demanded. “We started without you.”
“I noticed.” Ian settled into his chair. The game was loading. The lobby countdown had reached sixty seconds. “Try not to fly into any mountains.”
“That was one time.”
“It was three times.”
“The third one was a hill. Technically a hill.”
Ian let the banter wash over him. His eyes drifted to the wall he shared with Rebekah’s room. Silent. Still. She was probably still highlighting her textbook, still cataloguing tax incentive structures, still pretending the weekend had been ordinary.
But he could feel the wink. The truck, she’d said. Making another delivery. And something in Ian’s chest tightened with a feeling he couldn’t name—fear and fascination and a strange, reluctant pride all tangled together.
The match started. Someone was already on fire.
Down the hall, Rebekah turned a page of her textbook. In the master bathroom, Kim sank into the tub and closed her eyes. On her corkboard, the red mask caught the morning light and sparkled.
The grandfather clock ticked toward noon.
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