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Disclaimer
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This book is intended for mature readers only. It explores explicit sexual content and delves into controversial themes such as unhealthy relationships, BDSM, dependency, privacy violations, mistreatment, abuse, promiscuity, mental health issues (including depression, anxiety, and eating disorders), drug use, and extreme fetishes. These topics may be unsettling or inappropriate for some readers. Originally, the characters were conceived with a more innocent tone, but as the narrative unfolded, the story naturally took a darker, more provocative direction. I encourage you to embrace the journey, even if it challenges your comfort zone.

Death embraces fiery life,

it wrings from it screams and sighs in breath.

It takes countless moments, a long time,

weaving feelings in the one

who today lies in his thoughts.

And, with these pages contaminated with sex,

may they go up in flames, 

the embers of an old world.

Ramón H. Guiardinú
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Preface
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In Grimoire, a mysterious entity grants every inhabitant of Earth a single wish. Yet, the fulfillment of these desires comes at a terrifying cost. The survivors, transformed into Incarnates—beings with monstrous cravings—now walk among humans, feeding on them in secret. What began as humanity’s pursuit of dreams spiraled into a nightmare, as desires trapped them in a cycle of destruction, bringing an end to the world as we once knew it.

This sequel explores the darker consequences of those wishes. It is a provocative journey through explicit sexual encounters, power dynamics, and the creation of a new world. As the main character and his companions navigate this transformed reality, they find themselves entangled in the exploration of forbidden pleasures and the chaotic reshaping of existence.
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Chapter 1: The beginning of an opportunity
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Rey entered his room, intent on changing and getting comfortable, though there wasn’t much for him to do that night other than stay in the house with the rest of the group. Working as a mercenary was as tedious as it was profitable, but it kept him busy and helped him maintain composure in the face of the grim realities that had become routine. Like the unmistakable sounds coming from the room next door—sounds of pleasure that filled the air without regard for the other housemates.

Who is ever satisfied with what they have? Rey wondered, feeling the weight of his desires press down on him, overwhelming and constant. Despite his superhuman abilities, his body was still enslaved by urges he couldn’t control. These urges had been building for so long that now they clouded his mind, pushing him to do things he wouldn’t normally consider—like locking his door, which he never did. On the other side of the wall, Samantha was clearly indulging herself, completely indifferent to anyone else.

Turning on his device, Rey found himself on the verge of breaking a promise he’d made to himself. Using the administrator privileges he had withheld from his teammates when distributing their phones, he logged into Samantha’s. A few taps later, the live feed from her camera appeared on his screen. His throat went dry as his eyes widened, heart pounding in his chest. What he was doing was despicable—betraying someone’s trust, violating her privacy—but he couldn’t stop. His hand dropped to his erection, stroking it through his clothes as he watched her, on all fours, using a hair comb to pleasure herself.

This is wrong, he thought, but I can’t stop. He tried to rationalize it. Maybe if I spend more time with her, gain her trust, things could happen between us that I’ve only imagined. But then, he worried. What about the others? What if I ruin everything? If I cross the line with Samantha, it could destroy the group. Unity is survival in this post-apocalyptic world. He sighed. But maybe that’s why these urges are growing—the scarcity of life around us ignites something primal, the need to create...

Taking a deep breath, Rey forced himself to close the app, cutting off the illicit view. He tossed the phone aside, desperate to escape the temptation. He barricaded himself in his bed with sheets and pillows, trying to stifle the guilt and loneliness that weighed on him. But then, a voice from outside the door interrupted his thoughts. The doorknob rattled.

"Rey, Howard says he couldn’t catch anything for dinner." It was Elena. She sounded stressed, and he realized she had taken on the task of cooking. Now, without the ingredients she needed, she was turning to him for help—as usual.

Rey had forgotten about the lock he’d set. He had locked himself in before letting his conscience get the better of him, and now he was facing the consequences of that lapse.

“I’ll help you,” he called out, hurriedly getting up and dressing. He checked to make sure his erection had subsided before unlocking the door, opening it as casually as he could manage.

Elena stood there, flashing him a mischievous smile. She wasn’t one for words, and lately, she hadn’t seemed particularly happy. But that smile suggested she had an idea of what he had been up to. They got along well enough. She had caught him mid-change before and had never made it a big deal. But this was the first time she’d encountered a locked door.

“In my defense, it killed my motivation to do anything,” Rey said, half-guilty, half-expecting a reprimand.

“Sure, of course,” Elena teased. “Who would think badly of you? Though it would’ve been a lot more interesting if you’d forgotten to lock the door.” Her voice held a hint of disappointment. “Now, help me with the meat and whatever else we’ve got.”

Maybe Samantha was busy making noise in the other room, but Elena had her own way of stirring thoughts in Rey’s mind. Her seductive nature and frequent sexual innuendos could leave any man wondering, Could she mean it, or not? On top of that, she casually roamed the house without undergarments, often brushing past Rey in the kitchen, unapologetic and teasing.

But beyond her playful demeanor, Rey knew that Elena was the hardest worker among the group. She thrived in the kitchen, though she had little patience for unnecessary complications. If someone made her tasks harder, she would get visibly upset—especially when she was aiming for a dinner that was both elegant and delicious. Samantha, on the other hand, shared that same frustration when things didn’t go as smoothly as expected. Even in the kitchen, Samantha seemed capable of indulging her sexual urges, and that never failed to arouse him.

It’s true, Rey mused, Samantha can be temperamental and selfish at times. But behind those glasses are soft eyes and a charming personality when she laughs. His thoughts lingered on her. I wish we could connect more. What if those noises she makes are her way of inviting someone in, hoping to surprise them? His muscles tensed as he pictured her—on all fours or caught in the act, just like he had seen before. But what if she reacts badly? What if she’s like Elena—playful but quick to put me in my place?

Leaning over to check the lower shelves, Elena called out the missing ingredients—vegetables and greens. Rey covered his eyes with one hand and made the necessary items appear on the table with the other.

No, not her... I can’t betray her trust, the innocence she has around me. His mind churned as he helped Elena prepare dinner. But why am I so consumed by this need for sex? I don’t even recognize myself anymore.

With the ingredients now in place, Elena worked swiftly with Rey’s assistance to craft a meal that looked and smelled delicious. Once everything was ready, the other members of the group emerged from their rooms, drawn by the aroma. Samantha took her place at the head of the table, her expression serious. Elena, satisfied with her culinary effort, sat to Samantha’s right, content and ready to enjoy the meal. Rey hurried to sit on Samantha’s left, relieved to settle into his seat. Juliet sat across from Howard, who was next to Elena. The two of them looked uneasy, as though they had other concerns on their minds.

As they began to eat, Howard turned to Rey and asked if he could take on some extra work, seeing it as a chance to earn a favor in return.

“... Rey, I promise I won’t let you down. I’m ready to go today if needed,” Howard said, reaching for his plate.

Rey, caught off guard, choked on his own saliva before he could take a sip of water. Maybe this is fate, he thought.

...

Though Rey had planned to stay longer in the house, the other two boys suggested leaving on their own. He was about to agree when Samantha interrupted him.

"Howard, you know very well I’m the leader of this group. Why didn’t you ask me?" Samantha, the dark-blonde, shot back, her voice sharp with frustration.

Rey glanced discreetly in her direction. Of everyone at the table, Samantha's presence was the most uncomfortable—her scent heavy in the air after she'd clearly spent too much time pleasuring herself. The awkward noises she'd made earlier hadn’t gone unnoticed either. It was no wonder no one wanted to address her directly.

"I know you're the leader," Howard replied calmly, "but you can’t give me what I’m going to ask for in exchange for my extra work.” He justified his decision, standing firm despite Samantha's rank. Howard knew that her personal habits didn’t affect her leadership skills, but he also knew that Rey had a unique power—he could manifest things, as long as specific conditions were met.

Samantha narrowed her eyes. “And what exactly are you asking for?”

Tension hung in the air as the conversation veered into sensitive territory. Juliet sped up her eating, preparing for the possibility of a fight, determined not to miss a meal. Elena, although the hungriest, had stopped chewing altogether, clearly irritated that the discussion had interrupted the meal before anyone had even cleaned their plates.

“Medications,” Howard said plainly. “Aldactone, testosterone blockers, estrogen. I want to alter my hormone levels and match my gender identity. I’ve been struggling a lot with this body I was born into.”

Howard's words were met with confused silence at first, though it didn’t take long for the group to understand. The complicated medical terms he used made him sound clinical, but his final sentence left little room for doubt.

Samantha’s eyes widened. “Are you kidding me?” she blurted out. Howard had always been the joker of the group, prone to cracking jokes and messing around with no apparent reason or timing. To her, he was irresponsible, immature, and infuriating.

“No, I’m not joking,” Howard replied, his confidence unwavering. “These changes will be noticeable soon, so I wanted to give you all a heads-up. And frankly, you can’t tell me no.”

There must be something between these two, Rey thought, studying Samantha. She’s usually much firmer than this, but it feels like she’s tiptoeing through this conversation.

Hormone therapy was serious—life-changing, even—and the transformations it brought couldn’t be hidden. The weight of the conversation settled over the group, plunging them into an uneasy silence as they all processed what had just been revealed.

“But Howard, that’s not something for everyone. There have to be consequences... and none of us are doctors. You can’t just treat yourself like you’re...” Samantha trailed off, her voice tinged with concern.

Howard rolled his eyes, dismissive. He had a reputation for ignoring criticism, just as much as Samantha had for always needing to be heard.

“What’s the big deal if I don’t have a lab or a doctor?” Howard asked, throwing fuel onto the fire. “You don’t live in my body. The world is ending out there, and who knows how much longer any of us have. The only rule in life is: we all die in the end. What’s wrong with me wanting to be selfish?”

“Nothing,” Elena interjected, locking eyes with Samantha. “But it’s just that after she cums, Samantha turns into a conservative.”

Juliet raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “It’s true she has a way of resenting anything that doesn’t fit society’s standards. But is it only after she cums?” she asked, probing deeper.

Correcting herself with a playful grin, Elena added, “Well, as long as she’s turned on.”

“Interesting,” Juliet muttered, glancing at Samantha, who was suspiciously quiet. Not wanting to push the issue, she turned back to the matter at hand. “Samantha, we appreciate your opinion, but Howard knows what he’s getting into. He doesn’t need anyone discouraging him.”

“Who’s discouraging him?” Samantha snapped, clearly irritated. “It’s not like I’m some ‘conservative,’ even when I’m turned on. It’s his body, and he can do what he wants. But if you ask me, it’s a crazy idea.”

“Samantha’s right,” Rey chimed in, speaking up for the first time. “Howard, this is a wild plan—probably the craziest one you’ve come up with.”

Howard tensed in his seat, not expecting Rey to side with Samantha.

“But,” Rey continued, “I support you. Even if a doctor can’t prescribe the meds, I can help get you a lab and the necessary blood work.”

Howard’s face lit up with a smile, almost ready to leap out of his chair in excitement. Rey’s words made it clear—his goal wasn’t impossible after all.

“But, Rey... we’re talking about drugs and hormones!” Samantha exclaimed, her concern flaring up again.

“I know what I’m doing, Samantha,” Rey responded, deliberately emphasizing her name as his patience began to wear thin. “Everyone here has had a relationship, except for me. I can imagine what it’s like to be with someone while feeling at peace in your own body. I want that experience too.”

“That’s a fair point,” Juliet said with a faint, bitter smile.

The group—redhead, brunette, and blonde—nodded in agreement. Howard’s initial reasoning might have been a bit off, but they all understood what he meant.

“I guess you’ll have to include Samantha on that list too,” Elena teased. “Considering how ‘straight’ she acts after spending nearly an hour screaming in her room, she’s probably not too sure about her body either.”

“You’re right,” Howard added with a grin.

“Huh?! What are you insinuating?” Samantha fired back, startled by the accusation.

“We all heard you, Samantha. Whether you were in your room or the bathroom, lusting after yourself, and now you’re too embarrassed to admit it,” Elena said with a smirk.

“I don’t have to admit anything because I don’t do such sinful things,” Samantha shot back, her face turning as red as a tomato. She always got nervous when she lied or was unsure of what to say. “Besides, what does that have to do with me being put on Howard’s list?”

Rey coughed again, trying to suppress a smile. Elena had a knack for striking at people's vulnerabilities.

At the same time, Juliet burst into uncontrollable laughter, nearly choking on her food. “You’re so smart in some situations... but let me tell you, Samantha, you don’t sound very confident right now. You can’t even affirm what you do because you doubt yourself.”

“I don’t have to affirm anything that’s private,” Samantha defended herself, crossing her arms.

“Yes, you do,” Elena retorted, chewing a piece of bread with amusement. “Not that I care, but I started cooking earlier today just so I wouldn’t have to hear the noises you were making. And yet, I could still hear them. Rey’s room is next to yours, by the way,” she added with a laugh. “You were so loud that poor Rey would’ve strangled his goose if I hadn’t come to his rescue in time.”

Samantha’s jaw dropped as Rey nodded pitifully, confirming Elena’s statement.

Just act normal and survive... just survive, Rey thought, focusing hard on keeping his hand steady as it gripped his glass.

“And she still denies it,” Juliet remarked, exasperated. “Howard, seriously, add this to your list. Then, when the time comes, just walk away and let her be. Rey’s got what you need anyway.”

Howard, overwhelmed with emotion, started crying tears of happiness. He had gone from feeling vulnerable about his revelation to feeling fully accepted and supported by his peers. He couldn’t find the words to express his gratitude—only tears would suffice.

“Well, I like the idea of you working toward what you want, Howard. I’ll support you too, just as long as you don’t add my name to that list,” Samantha added, speaking somewhat on behalf of Rey. “As the leader, I authorize you to take whatever work Rey assigns to you.”

“You’re already kicking him out? See, Howard, this is why you should’ve become the leader when you had the chance,” Elena quipped.

“A leader can’t abandon the group,” Samantha shot back. “Besides, Howard’s not just going to complete the task, he’s also going to gather information and products that’ll help him. Rey can’t clone anything that hasn’t been photographed by one of the phones he gave us.”

“You’re not thinking straight, Samantha. I was defending him,” Elena said, glancing at Howard, who was already on his feet. “Howard, if you need help fulfilling your dream, just ask me. I’m here.”

“Isn’t there something you can use on the phone in the meantime?” Rey asked.

“Yes, I’ve been using it already, but the drugs on the market aren’t efficient enough. The effects take anywhere from one to three years to show, and since I’m past puberty, the male changes in my body can’t be reversed with what’s currently available. What I’m looking for is far more potent,” Howard explained.

“She?” Elena was genuinely astonished, a rare expression for her.

“Sam,” Rey said confidently, turning his gaze toward the group’s pessimist. “I believe in Howard. As long as he's alive, I can heal his body of any illness.”

For mortals, venturing beyond the realm alone was no small feat. But Rey wasn’t like Howard—he couldn’t die. He possessed god-like powers, just like many others who roamed the world. Howard, though powerful with his ability to obliterate anything in sight with a snap of his fingers, was still vulnerable. Countless individuals with absolute powers like his could still kill him if they got the chance.

In the outskirts of the kingdom, battles were often decided in a single move—whoever saw their opponent first usually won. Yet, despite the gravity of Howard’s journey, Rey remained calm.

Samantha, after a moment of hesitation, exhaled deeply. “Alright,” she conceded. “As long as it’s not too dangerous.”

“I’ll prove it to you with results,” Howard said, his wild hair framing a determined expression. “Rey, what do you have for me?”

Samantha bit her tongue to avoid further protest. Not even a second had passed, and she already regretted agreeing to this.

“This is a simple, albeit tedious, mission I’ve had pending for a while,” Rey replied, tapping the screen of his phone. “If everything goes smoothly, you should be back in a few days.”

“Guarding a shipment of supplies? That sounds dull,” Howard grumbled. “Don’t you have any search-and-seizure missions or an assassination job?”

Samantha began to rise from the table, but before she could say a word, Elena interjected with a smile.

“Howard, don’t complain. You’ve got it easy this time. And don’t forget—send us your location if you need help, and we’ll be there.”

Howard sighed. “Alright, but from now on, stop calling me by that name.”

Juliet tilted her head, intrigued. “You’re serious? What should we call you then?”

Howard nodded. If he was serious about leaving his male body behind, it made sense that he would also want to leave his old name behind.

“Call me Art,” he said, choosing a simple, memorable name. Art was determined never to hear his old name again from anyone in the group. “Does that sound good?”

“It’s perfect,” Juliet replied, smiling. “And meaningful.”

Comments about the new name, Art, went on for a few minutes. Even Samantha, usually reserved, softened her expression and offered her approval.

Once dinner was finished, Rey, Juliet, Elena, and Samantha cleared the table before returning to their routines. Art, on the other hand, wasted no time. He dressed quickly, said his goodbyes, and made sure he was prepared for whatever came his way. Without delay, he left through the front door, vanishing into the night.

With the house now quieter, Rey headed to his room, somewhat disappointed. He hoped sleep would free him from the guilt gnawing at him. As a responsible member of the group, his overwhelming desire for sex felt shameful. Surely I’ll get over this after a good night’s rest, he thought.

Juliet walked ahead of him down the hall toward her own room. Out of everyone in the house, she dressed the most modestly. Rey found this a shame, given that, despite being slightly overweight, her body was arguably more attractive than the others.

“Well, how about we take a bath together?” Juliet said suddenly, offering Rey a playful, sympathetic smile before disappearing into her room. She closed the door quickly, almost as if she regretted the suggestion.

Rey took a deep breath, blinking in confusion. I must be hearing things, he told himself. Left alone with three women in the house, his mind began to wander again. He put his hand on the doorknob to his room but hesitated. Elena and Samantha were still in the living room, whispering about something. It felt suspicious, their sudden camaraderie after the heated conversation at the dinner table.

“He left the house for a few days... Do you know what that means?” Elena asked, rocking back and forth, trying to stir up intrigue.

“What?” Samantha replied, her voice hushed.

Elena paused, glancing down the hallway. Rey had entered his room, and Juliet was in hers. Satisfied that no one else was listening, Elena seemed to calculate her next move. She knew Juliet was unlikely to leave her room—after all, the redhead could go a week without coming out. But Samantha... she already knew Samantha’s weak spot.

“Follow me,” Elena whispered.

Rey stood just behind his door, listening. He knew the world didn’t revolve around him, but something about Elena and Samantha’s sudden alliance felt strange. His palms grew sweaty as he listened, wondering what they were plotting. What if they come to my room? What if they lock themselves in here with me and say, "Rey, let’s celebrate Art’s absence with casual sex, help us take the heat off?" His pulse quickened at the fantasy. Am I losing it? It’s been so long since I’ve had sex, and now I’m stuck in a house with three goddesses. Something has to happen before I go insane...

The two girls tiptoed down the hallway, unusually quiet. Elena led, pulling Samantha along by the hand. Carefully, she turned the doorknob to one of the rooms and slipped inside, dragging a reluctant, babbling Samantha with her.

Rey let out a long breath, shaking his head like a defeated fighter. Of course, he thought, resigned. They’re up to something, but whatever it is, I’m not invited. He knew he would have to settle for just listening from a distance, unless they decided to take pictures or videos of whatever they were doing behind that door. Taste the flavor of defeat, or, more likely, the rough sensation of my own hand, he thought bitterly.

Suddenly, a small scream echoed through the hallway.

“Are you out of your mind?” Samantha’s voice rang out.

Rey’s heart raced. This is my chance, he thought. If they won’t come to me, I’ll go to them. A plan formed in his mind—he could confront them, play the nobleman, ask a few innocent questions. And if necessary, he could hint at something more... perhaps even blackmail them, if it came to that.

Samantha’s partially muffled scream hadn’t come from her own room or Elena’s. It came from Howard’s room—who had only just asked to be called Art. Rey quickly opened his door, stepping into the hallway with a serious expression. He looked directly at Samantha, who stood in front of the room’s entrance, her hands covering her mouth.

“Samantha, what’s wrong?” Rey asked, his voice firm. Samantha’s eyes widened even more at the sight of him.

“Rey came out of his room! And he’s coming back!” Samantha frantically waved her hands, panicking.

Rey strode forward with purpose. He knew Samantha had been talking to Elena, who was now somewhere inside a room that wasn’t hers. Peeking into Art’s room, Rey saw the blonde kneeling on the floor, rummaging under the bed, oblivious to the commotion. She then moved on to the dresser drawers before leaping toward the closet in her search.

“What exactly are you looking for?” Rey asked as he stepped inside.

Samantha, feeling compelled, followed him in.

“I don’t know yet,” Elena replied, her tone casual. “I’ll know when I find it... He never said he hadn’t had sex. He just mentioned being in a body he hated. Plus, there’s the whole sex change thing.”

“So what?” Samantha asked, confused.

“Don’t you get it? He’s probably ‘gay.’ He must’ve had sex, and... I bet he recorded it,” Elena said, eyes gleaming with excitement.

“You think he made a porno?” Rey asked, his voice incredulous.

Elena nodded, undeterred. Samantha’s shock quickly turned into a mix of curiosity and amusement. It wasn’t just any porn—it was a private video of a close friend.

“If you’re planning to make copies for yourself...” Samantha smirked, her curiosity now fully engaged. “I’ll help, but if Art finds out, you’re taking all the blame.”

“Deal,” Elena agreed, grinning mischievously.

Rey could only shake his head, placing a hand over his face in disbelief. Fujoshis, he muttered, referring to women who were obsessed with fictional male relationships. The term fit them well enough, even if the line between reality and fantasy was blurred in their behavior.

Both Samantha and Elena turned to him with sly smiles at the mention of the word.

“Ahh, you’re a pervert,” Samantha accused, quickly deflecting attention away from herself now that Rey was involved.

“Like you’re any better,” Rey shot back.

“I’m definitely not,” Samantha insisted, her denial growing more amusing by the minute.

Rey exhaled deeply. He knew blackmail wouldn’t work on Elena, not with how fearless she was. But how far was he willing to go to achieve his ultimate goal of having sex? He couldn’t quite answer that. Maybe seeing his friend naked and vulnerable would get him closer to what he wanted. On the other hand, Samantha was going to be trouble—her constant lying, paired with her adamant denial of being a pervert, was both entertaining and frustrating.

Why does she deny it when it’s so obvious? he wondered. We all have basic human needs. Shaking the thought off, Rey decided it was better to steer clear of tarnishing Art’s image. Instead, maybe he could find a way to give Samantha and Elena an outlet for their curiosity without letting things spiral too far.

“I don’t think he... I mean she, has any such videos. How could someone ashamed of their body bear to watch themselves?” Rey said, sounding certain. But as the memory of what Samantha’s camera had captured crept back into his mind, doubt began to settle in. “Why don’t you two just watch porn on the internet?”

Elena and Samantha both grimaced at his suggestion, continuing their search with renewed focus.

Rey was puzzled by their reaction. Maybe online porn bores them? he mused, cocking his jaw in thought.

“Found anything over there?” Elena asked.

“Just some creams that smell amazing,” Samantha replied, rubbing them on her face and neck as if trying them out. “She’s so boring. I always thought people kept their private things in their nightstands, you know, easy access. But I guess she doesn’t follow the universal rules. Maybe I’ll have to teach her.”

“Now you’re talking about teaching?” Elena quipped, raising an eyebrow. “Conventional and prudish as you are... but at least you have the guts to admit you’ve watched porn, right?”

“I... I looked, but it was out of curiosity! And it was always accidental,” Samantha stammered.

“Yeah, right,” Elena scoffed. “I believe you. Are you seriously going to tell me you watched porn and didn’t masturbate? Not possible, even if you were made of stone.”

Rey, trying to steer the conversation away from escalating tension, asked, “So, what made you stop watching?”

Samantha mumbled something incoherent. Elena, still rummaging, stood up and answered for her. “Coming to this house... and more specifically, someone like you.”

“Me?” Rey blinked in surprise.

“Yeah, you. The only place we can access the internet is through the phone you gave us, and guess what? That device doesn’t have porn sites or videos.” Elena ruffled her hair in frustration. “I said it! I haven’t been able to get off this whole time because I have no access to porn. It’s like withdrawal.”

So that’s why they’re desperate to find Art’s stash, Rey thought, beginning to understand. It’s like a drug addict chasing the high they’ve lost.

“Elena, the world outside has ended, and the government probably prioritized keeping essential information on satellites instead of wasting space with porn. This isn’t Rey’s fault,” Samantha pointed out. “Honestly, thanks to him, we might be the only ones in the world still living a relatively normal life.”

“You’re right,” Elena admitted, glancing at Rey. “Sometimes I confuse the safety and protection you provide with affection. No one else would’ve looked after us like you have. Thank you.”

And here I was thinking about blackmailing them for sex, Rey thought with a pang of guilt. These girls have a point, though. I never considered their... needs.

He rubbed his forehead, recalling that the phones he distributed were equipped with restricted databases—completely blocking access to adult content. It was like a parental control but with total lockdown on anything sexual.

“No, you’re right. Porn is a basic need that I overlooked,” Rey admitted. “It wasn’t intentional. With a bit of time, I can enable access to adult content on your phones.”

Both Elena and Samantha froze, their eyes widening in surprise.

“How long will it take?” Elena asked, abandoning her search of the room.

“Not that long,” Rey replied.

Samantha, trying to maintain a semblance of indifference, crossed her arms. “And why would that matter to you?”

“It doesn’t matter. Now stop arguing. Come with me to the TV in the living room,” Rey said, trying to defuse the situation.

“Wuuuuu!” Elena exclaimed with excitement.

“Elena! Behave yourself, you’re in front of a guy,” Samantha scolded, watching her friend gleefully bolt out of Art’s room to follow Rey. The way Samantha reacted made Rey wonder just how far Elena’s perversion would go. Images of her masturbating began to flicker in his mind, and the thought wasn’t exactly unpleasant.

When the three of them arrived in the living room, Samantha sat primly on the large sofa, playing the role of a well-behaved girl who didn’t want to be excluded. Meanwhile, Elena hovered near Rey, who was busy with his phone. She then looked toward the TV as the once 42-inch screen expanded to a whopping 65 inches.

Samantha clamped her hands over her mouth, immediately realizing why the TV had grown. In a house where no other screen was nearly as large, it was obvious that the oversized display would be the perfect place to watch porn. But unless she found a way to get rid of Rey, she wouldn’t be able to watch it comfortably.

“I think I’m going to need some help,” Rey said, glancing at Elena. “Can you sit at the new computer I set up and see if we can get something to play?”

“Are you seriously going to watch porn in here?” Samantha couldn’t help but ask.

Rey paused, noting how Samantha was already seated and didn’t seem inclined to leave. Was that really the right question?

“Why not?” Elena chimed in, biting her lower lip. “It’s the biggest screen in the house.”

“Aren’t you embarrassed to watch porn in front of a guy?” Samantha asked, still in disbelief at what was unfolding.

“Nope,” Elena replied, her voice tinged with a horny laugh. “And who knows... maybe he’ll even touch me right here.” She shot an accusatory look at Samantha. “After all, it’s no different from you screaming in your room. You’ve already come, which is why you’re acting so calm now. So just leave me be.”

Samantha swallowed hard, her eyes darting between Rey, who was pretending to stay composed, and Elena, who was clearly losing it.

Rey’s heart raced. He hadn’t anticipated such a blunt, suggestive response from Elena.

“There’s a difference between hearing things and seeing something indecent. Why would you even think about touching yourself when someone else is in the room?” Samantha asked, trying to cling to a semblance of propriety.

Elena and Rey exchanged a glance, a silent understanding passing between them. “What does that have to do with it?” Rey said. “We’re friends, we live in the same house... maybe it’s just about building more trust.”

“It’s not trust, it’s depravity,” Samantha shot back.

“That’s just your conservative side talking,” Elena said sarcastically.

“I’m not going to touch myself in front of anyone, especially not with a guy here.”

My heart is shattering into a thousand pieces... Rey thought, his hopes quietly crumbling. Is that a lifelong rule, or is there still a chance her mind could change?

You know what, no one’s forcing you to stay, Rey mused to himself. No one’s making you touch yourself. Babe, you can leave any time. We’re going to watch porn—at full volume—so you know exactly how we feel when you’re in your room and we can’t escape the sounds.

“And what about Juliet?” Samantha interjected. “Do you even care how inconsiderate it is for her that you guys are making all this noise?”

“If the ‘traumatized’ redhead didn’t say anything about what you did when we were sitting at the table, I doubt she’ll complain about what I do now,” Elena retorted confidently.

Rey blinked in surprise. He hadn’t expected Elena to be so bold, so openly horny. She didn’t usually include him in her more indecent plans.

“Jul’s sleeping,” Rey said. “She’s on pills for that. Once she’s out, there’s no waking her up.” He hoped Samantha would understand the implication—unless she either fell asleep herself or covered her ears, she would be stuck dealing with Elena, who was clearly taking this personally.

Samantha realized she couldn’t win a confrontation if the two of them teamed up against her. Swallowing her pride, she stood up, turned, and walked down the hallway. She opened her door and slipped inside, retreating from the inevitable.

“I don’t think there’s any point in pushing her to admit she touches herself,” Rey added, feeling a little guilty for how things had played out.

Elena’s response was casual, “I have no shame...”

Rey raised an eyebrow, teasing. “So, do you? Do you touch yourself and jerk off all over?” His smile was playful but laced with challenge, curiosity igniting as his hormones overruled reason. There was something undeniably thrilling about a girl admitting to such things.

Elena couldn’t suppress a shy smile, glancing away before softly muttering, “Yes,” just under her breath.

Rey, intrigued, asked, “If you knew all the kinky things I’ve done and the porn I’ve seen, would you think differently of me?”

Elena, playing with her hair and visibly embarrassed, remained quiet, which only spurred Rey on.

“If someone else told me, I wouldn’t believe them. But if you told me, the morbid curiosity would kill me,” he added, watching her closely.

Elena laughed, covering her mouth with her hand, then began looking around for a chair to sit in front of the computer.

Rey realized he had crossed a line, saying the most suggestive thing he had so far. It wasn’t like the teasing comments they had exchanged before—like when Elena would harass him with, “Were you strangling your dick?” and he’d laugh and admit it. But now, their comments were tinged with a new level of intimacy, a lurid tone that neither of them could easily brush off. Perhaps it was the heat of the moment, clouding their minds.

“You’d be surprised at the things I do when I’m not alone,” Elena added with a sly grin.

“Yeah? Well... surprise me,” Rey shot back, leaning into the challenge. The moment felt charged, but there was a risk—if she retreated now, the opportunity could vanish.

Elena smirked, but didn’t fully rise to the bait. “Maybe when I have more confidence. For now, I’ll keep it a secret.”

Elena understood Rey’s personality. He was cautious, careful not to upset anyone he cared about, and he often avoided making bold decisions. She wanted to see more boldness from him, and teasing his curiosity was one way to get there.

“All right... all right,” Rey relented, suppressing his urge to push further. He glanced at the screen and tapped a few more keys. “Let’s see what you can find.”

Elena clicked her tongue, knowing she could easily show how wet she was, but instead, she refocused on the computer. She typed a few suggestive phrases into the search engine. After three tries, she exclaimed, “I found it! I found something good! This website brings back memories.”

“Hmmm, X-Videos?” Rey noted. “We can see the images, but we still don’t know if the videos will play,” he added, subtly hinting that something more needed to happen.

Elena moved the cursor, scrolling through video options. Just then, they both turned as they noticed movement from the hallway. Samantha had returned and was sitting down in the same spot she had vacated earlier.

“Thought you didn’t want to watch?” Elena asked, clearly amused. She had seen this coming.

“I’m here to control the volume. I don’t want Juliet disturbed,” Samantha replied, trying to sound firm.

“Nice excuse. Let’s see you get excited, conventional girl,” Elena teased, her tone dripping with mockery.

“I’m not going to get excited! And I’m not conventional!” Samantha snapped, turning red, either from anger or embarrassment. Rey noticed that every time Elena called her “conventional,” Samantha’s resistance crumbled a little more. She became increasingly defensive, determined to prove otherwise—which could be either good or bad for the situation.

Nevertheless, Samantha’s return complicated things for Rey. At that moment, Elena was the one who intrigued him, and he didn’t need two women to accomplish his goal. Having both of them there only made his game trickier. He knew humans were possessive creatures, and if he made a wrong move, his chances with Elena—who seemed more likely to reciprocate—might vanish.

“Admit it already,” Elena teased. “I’m giving you a chance to stop the spit you’ve thrown in the air from landing on your face. The first step to solving a problem is admitting you have one.”

“And what do I have to do to prove you wrong?” Samantha retorted, frustration bubbling up.

Rey took a deep breath. Elena has her right where she wants her, he thought. Some say challenges are the quickest route to trouble... or fun.

“You can jerk off next to us,” Elena suggested, her voice nonchalant, but her words electric.

Rey’s palms started to sweat. The situation was escalating quickly—like fire spreading through dry grass.

“You’re insane! What’s wrong with you?!” Samantha exclaimed, on the verge of storming off again.

“Are you seriously going to watch porn without fulfilling the main purpose of watching it? Or are you just going to keep pretending you don’t watch it to get yourself off in your room?” Elena pressed.

“But would doing what you say really prove I’m not a ‘traditional’ girl?” Samantha asked, her hesitation causing Rey to freeze in place. She’s actually considering it? he thought. Is she bluffing? I can’t believe this.

Elena shrugged. “We could try it... aren’t you curious? Morbidly curious?” she asked, pausing to scroll through the list of ‘Tags.’ “Now, where should we start? There are hundreds of categories for each of the 27 letters of the alphabet. We’ve got to begin somewhere, right?”

Seeing that Rey was being unusually quiet, Samantha took the opportunity to push him. “What do you think, Rey? Where should we start?” She was trying to make him uncomfortable, hoping to prompt him to leave.

Rey, still interested in drawing more information from Elena, deflected. “Elena, what did you watch most back in the day?”

“Hmmm... when I was with my other baes...” Elena started.

“Look it up, let’s see it,” Rey interrupted, not wanting to waste time. He realized Elena was being suggestive for a reason, and there was no need for her to mention her past ‘friends.’ Whether or not the comment was true, it had left him even more turned on. He needed to see what she meant, without jumping to conclusions.

“Okay,” Elena agreed. “It might not be the exact videos, but the genre’s the same.” She scrolled down until she reached the letter ‘B’ and clicked on one of the options.

Rey took a deep breath, bracing himself for something relatively tame—perhaps some ‘vanilla’ sex, gentle penetration, maybe oral. But what appeared on the screen was far more explicit than he’d expected. Two women and a man were on the same bed. One woman was on all fours, her face buried between the other’s legs, while receiving a thick, large cock from behind.

“Elena!” Samantha gasped. “You and your baes watched bisexual porn?!”

“Hell yeah!” Elena grinned, covering her mouth. “What’s wrong with that? It’s not like you’re some prude, right?”

Rey could hardly believe the innocent-looking blonde in front of him had watched porn like this with her friends. “Nothing... there’s nothing wrong with it,” he stammered, a lump forming in his throat as he processed what he was seeing. “I mean, I don’t know much about lesbian or group sex, but I get the general idea of what happens with several women and a man in bed. I don’t think there’s anything wrong with it.”

“How could there not be?” Samantha shot back at Rey. “It’s incredibly suggestive, especially in this situation. Masturbating while watching two girls fuck a guy isn’t that far off from letting something crazy happen.”

“Aww babe, is that what you’re worried about?” Elena teased, turning up the volume on the video. The atmosphere in the room shifted. “Who knows, maybe we’ll get the urge to put what we’re watching into practice,” she added with a playful wink.

Rey let out a nervous laugh, completely uncharacteristic of his usual calm demeanor.

“No, I’m worried because we’re friends,” Samantha protested. She knew that love affairs were the quickest way to ruin friendships.

“Even better,” Elena replied, twirling a lock of hair around her finger.

“Elena, do you actually have experience with this?” Rey asked, throwing the question into the air.

“You’re insinuating that she’s bi,” Samantha jumped in, trying to defend Elena.

“Not exactly,” Elena said with a smirk, this time defending Rey. “But, like a lot of girls, I experimented as much as I could. The opposite of being traditional is being liberal. Even Juliet fooled around with girls before the apocalypse.”

“What? Really?” Samantha gasped. “She told you that?”

Elena nodded. Then, with a curious grin, she asked, “So, what do you think? Doesn’t that make you a little hot? You think that’s okay, right?”

Samantha hesitated. Rey chimed in, “I get it. Even with open-minded friends, threesomes aren’t exactly something everyone gets to try. Sometimes it’s hard enough just finding one partner.”

Samantha crossed her arms, leaning back against the couch with a defiant glare. “Ha! You think I’m going to agree to that?” She continued to watch the video, where the man was now thrusting into one woman, who was engaged in a sixty-nine position with the other. The camera zoomed in on the girl licking her friend’s pussy and the man’s shaft. “Elena, take it off! Please...”

“It doesn’t bother me,” Rey said casually.

“Me neither,” Elena added with a mischievous grin.

Samantha was quiet for a few seconds, glancing at the two of them. It was two against one. After uncrossing and crossing her legs again, she said, “Fine, put something more interesting on.”

“Like what?” Rey asked, echoing the same curious expression he’d given Elena earlier.

“I don’t know, something hotter, but less... suggestive,” Samantha said, shifting uncomfortably.

Elena shrugged, scrolling through the recommended videos and selecting another one. The screen now showed a girl in front of a mirror, legs spread wide, exposing her shaved pussy until her cervix was visible. She then started rubbing her clit with a vibrator she’d put in her mouth, eventually losing control and peeing on herself.

“Gross!” Samantha exclaimed, recoiling.

“Why would you say that? Look closer—she knows her body, and she’s showing off with no shame. You can even tell she’s in a public restroom. Not like you, I bet you’ve never even let sunlight hit your ass,” Elena teased.

Rey silently agreed with Elena. The girl in the video was clearly in a public space, using the vibrator with impressive boldness. His erection strained against his pants, the situation becoming increasingly intense.

Maybe watching porn with them isn’t such a bad idea, Rey thought. If Samantha keeps reacting to Elena’s provocations, things could get even more interesting.

“Give me the computer,” Samantha suddenly said, surprising both Rey and Elena. “I’ll find something better.”

The shift in Samantha’s attitude caught them off guard. Her willingness to take charge and pick a video herself was unexpected but promising. Elena, intrigued to see what Samantha considered “better,” handed over the seat without protest.

As Samantha sat down, her hands moved quickly across the screen, navigating the site with ease. Rey noticed how well she handled the page—far too familiar for someone who claimed not to watch porn. Her fingers moved with precision, selecting tabs and options without hesitation, until she finally clicked on a video.

The screen displayed the title briefly: Animation, Futa, Anal Creampie. Two animated girls appeared—one was a blonde with blue eyes and her hair in a ponytail, lying on her back. Above her was a taller brunette, straddling her. As the camera zoomed in, the brunette’s hands came into view, squeezing the blonde’s small pink-nippled breasts while thrusting her impressive cock deep into the blonde’s ass.

“This...” Samantha said, smiling mischievously, as if issuing a challenge.

“Girls with dicks or guys with boobs?” Rey asked, raising an eyebrow.

“No, technically it’s both,” Elena chimed in, sounding like an expert on the subject. “The title uses a Japanese word that means hermaphrodite.”

Rey smirked, but Elena quickly shifted the conversation. “Now, Samantha, what could possibly be more depraved than this? And why is it that, even though you chose it, you’re still too embarrassed to admit you touch yourself when you’re alone?”

“If it’s not real, it’s not depraved,” Samantha argued.

“Who says it’s not real? It could exist,” Elena countered.

“Have you ever seen anything like that in person?” Samantha pressed.

“Um... no,” Elena admitted. “But it could exist.”

“A cock that big, making the blonde’s boobs look tiny? I’m not convinced,” Samantha said, glancing at the screen.

“True,” Elena agreed, slightly deflated as she watched the blonde struggling to bury the oversized cock between her tits into her ass. “Not this big, at least.”

“It’s fantastic porn,” Samantha said. “It’s about escaping into another world. Everything here is exaggerated, and if you think this could exist in real life, you’re setting yourself up for disappointment.”

“Speaking from experience?” Elena asked, intrigued.

“Yeah, I am,” Samantha admitted.

“I’ve also noticed that when a guy stays quiet during a conversation like this, it usually means he doesn’t have much to brag about,” Elena teased, throwing a playful glance at Rey.

“That’s no lie,” Samantha agreed with a smirk.

“Rey,” Elena called out.

“What?” he responded, raising an eyebrow.

“Aren’t you going to defend yourself? We’re saying you’ve got a small one. Is that true?” Elena asked, and Samantha nodded in agreement, both of them clearly enjoying the provocation.

Do they really want me to whip it out? Rey thought, amused. That monster on the screen could set unrealistic expectations. Sure, mine’s not as big as that, but 17 centimeters is nothing to be ashamed of. This might be my chance to prove them wrong...

With a half-smile, Rey decided to play along. “Well, you may not believe me, but the last time I measured, my dick was as big as this TV—at least twenty times the size of my thumb. I went through some things that caused it to grow.”

Both girls stared at Rey’s raised thumb, eyes widening as they processed his words.

“Everything you went through?” Samantha asked, recalling how she’d seen Rey’s beastly transformation on the news once.

“Aaah, you’re exaggerating,” Elena said, lining up her thumb multiple times and shaking her head with a grin. “You’ve passed puberty—you’re not growing anymore. Besides, the times I’ve seen it when you were changing, it wasn’t anything special.”

“Elena...” Samantha said knowingly. “He’s talking about the transformation he had. His body doubled in size. I noticed it but didn’t pay much attention.”

“Nah, I don’t buy it,” Elena replied, unconvinced. “He can create and manipulate anything. It wouldn’t be that surprising if he could alter the size of his... well, his member now, just like he did with the TV, to impress us. But there’s only one way to find out. Rey, why don’t you pull down your pants and let us see? If you don’t mind, of course.”

Rey felt emotionally torn—caught off guard by Elena’s boldness. But at the same time, there was an undeniable thrill in her suggestion. Since she had brought it up, he figured he wouldn’t look bad for going along with it. Yet, there was still the risk that Samantha might regret it and ruin the moment.

“Alright...”

Standing up from the couch, Rey tugged down his pants and briefs, exposing himself. His flaccid penis hung loosely, swinging slightly above his semi-relaxed testicles.

“Ahhhhhhhh!” Samantha shrieked, covering her face with her hands—but noticeably not her eyes. “What are you doing? Are you crazy?!”

“Hmmm... still asleep, the hooded warrior,” Elena commented, narrowing her eyes as she examined him. “I could’ve sworn you were hard under those pants. Ignore the ‘traditional’ prude, unless you’re uncomfortable showing off for a bit longer? Or... until he wakes up. I wouldn’t mind taking measurements myself, you know, in case it gets bigger—or shrinks...”

Rey, breaking into a cold sweat, replied, “Not at all.” In that moment, he wasn’t sure if this was a blessing or a curse.

“Nooooo!” Samantha kept protesting, but with his pants already on the floor and no way to reverse the situation, she shifted the conversation. Trying to calm the heat rising in her cheeks, she rubbed her ears, avoiding the sight of Rey’s semi-exposed manhood that nearly hung to his knees. “And why do you say he’s ‘asleep’ if he doesn’t have eyes?” she asked, desperate for a distraction.

“Because it’s not hard yet—it’s just hanging there,” Elena explained. “I bet if he was fully erect, it’d be a lot bigger.”

“I don’t know, Elena,” Samantha replied, skepticism creeping into her voice. “It’s already pretty big for being flaccid. Maybe it won’t change that much. Besides, it’s not exactly cold in here...”

“Well,” Elena said with a smirk, “in the face of such a question, I suppose we have to clear up any doubts, don’t we?”

Rey held his breath, trying to keep his composure. The air was thick with tension, and both girls’ eyes were locked on him. Elena rested her hands on her thighs, while Samantha gave him a look that was far from innocent.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





