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Chapter One – The Kiss of Sirena
By day, Marissa Vale was invisible. A quiet woman in pressed suits, head down at her desk in City Hall, polite smile never straying. Her colleagues called her reliable, diligent, dependable. No one ever guessed that beneath the neat bun and wire-rimmed glasses beat the heart of the city’s greatest secret.
By night, she became something else.
SpiralGirl. Their adored heroine. A gleaming figure in crimson, blue, and gold, her wet-look suit hugging every curve, her cape flashing in the night air. Children wore her crest, lovers called her a goddess, and the mayor himself declared her untouchable. Her Spiral emblem pulsed faintly with light, a symbol of hope, focus, and order.
Marissa had never abused it. The Spiral glow could confuse enemies, sway emotions, even weaken resistance—but she’d sworn to use it only to protect. Never to seduce. Never to corrupt.
Which was why she didn’t hesitate when the call came in.
A break-in at Orion Biotech Laboratory. Armed. Dangerous.
She landed on the rooftop within minutes, heels striking steel as she strode through the flickering corridors. Sirens wailed in mechanical pulses, sterile lights buzzing overhead.
“Come out,” Spiral commanded, her voice carrying through the echoing hall. “End this peacefully.”
The reply was laughter. Low, feminine, and dripping with amusement.
From the shadows stepped a woman Spiral had never faced before. She was all curves wrapped in glossy black and emerald leather, her lips painted crimson, her eyes sparkling with mischief.
“You can call me Sirena,” she purred, hips swaying as she moved closer. “Men have other names for me—goddess, mistress, salvation. They don’t last long enough to argue.”
Spiral’s jaw tightened. “You’re the one behind the disappearances.”
Sirena’s smile widened. “Mmm. They disappeared into me. One kiss, and they give me everything—every secret, every devotion, every breath.” She let her gaze sweep over Spiral’s form-fitting suit, pausing deliberately on the glowing emblem at her chest. “But men bore me. So eager. So predictable. You, though… you’ll be my masterpiece.”
Before Spiral could retort, the floor beneath her blazed with light. Walls of humming energy surged upward, enclosing her in a perfect cube of shimmering force. She slammed her fist against it, but the barrier sang with unyielding strength.
“Pathetic trick,” she snapped.
“Oh, darling.” Sirena’s heels clicked as she circled the glowing prison. “It’s not meant to hold you forever. Just long enough.”
A touch of her wrist, and the barrier contracted, locking Spiral tight. Her arms pinned, her body trapped, unable to move more than a breath. Her heart hammered.
Sirena slipped inside, her form phasing through the shimmering wall as if the barrier itself craved her touch. She came so close Spiral could feel the warmth of her perfume—dark roses, smoke, temptation.
Spiral twisted her head away. “Stay back. You won’t break me.”
Sirena tilted her head, eyes gleaming. “You don’t understand. I don’t need to break you. I only need to kiss you.”
And before Spiral could turn her face again, Sirena’s crimson lips pressed against hers.
The first impact was fire. Spiral stiffened, teeth clenched, every nerve screaming to resist. But heat spread like molten silk through her veins, her body trembling, her breath catching against the pressure of that mouth on hers. The Spiral emblem flared with light, betraying her struggle.
Sirena deepened the kiss, fingers curling under Spiral’s jaw, holding her still. A soft moan slipped from Spiral’s throat, unbidden, shocking her.
“Mmm,” Sirena sighed against her lips, tasting her weakness. “Even stronger than I imagined. And far too delicious to waste.”
Spiral tried to summon her power, but her thoughts tangled, her will slipping under waves of euphoria. Her body betrayed her—her chest rising faster, lips parting, pulse racing.
When Sirena finally pulled back, Spiral’s lipstick was smeared, her mouth swollen, her mascara smudged dark against her cheeks.
Sirena’s smile was wicked. “I only meant to take you out of my way. But now… now I think I’ll keep you. I’ll corrupt you until you beg for me.”
And as Spiral sagged helplessly in the force field’s glow, Marissa Vale realised the most terrifying truth of all—
A part of her already wanted it.











Chapter Two – The First Release
The force field collapsed in a shimmer of dying light.
SpiralGirl dropped to her knees on the sterile laboratory floor, gasping for breath, her cape torn, her glossy suit clinging with sweat. Her lips still burned from Sirena’s kiss. The Spiral emblem on her chest pulsed with a mocking glow, as if it had felt her surrender.
Sirena lingered long enough to smirk, crimson lips gleaming.
“I could finish you now,” she purred, voice thick with satisfaction. “But why bother? One kiss is enough. You’ll unravel yourself, darling. You’ll crave me until you come crawling back.”
And then she was gone.
 
Spiral staggered home long after midnight, still in costume, too shaken to even peel it from her body. She dropped onto her bed, cape pooling around her, her emblem glowing faintly in the dark.
She told herself it was just chemicals. A trick. Nothing more.
But her lips still throbbed from the kiss. Her chest rose and fell too quickly, the glossy fabric stretching tight over her skin. And between her thighs, the heat was unbearable, an ache she couldn’t deny.
“No,” she whispered, clutching at her cape with trembling hands. “I won’t let her win.”
But her body betrayed her.
Her hand slid down across the gleaming curve of her hip, fingers brushing the red of her trunks. She froze, shuddering at the electric jolt that surged through her. The heat flared, wetness blooming, soaking into the shiny fabric.
A whimper left her lips as her fingers pressed harder, rubbing through the latex-like trunks. She arched against her own hand, ashamed, desperate, unable to stop.
Her breath hitched. Her other hand joined in, tugging the waistband low enough for her trembling fingers to slip inside. They found slick warmth instantly, wetter than she had ever known herself to be.
“Oh god…” she gasped, pumping her fingers deeper, curling them as her hips rocked up against her hand. The Spiral emblem glowed brighter with every thrust, pulsing in rhythm with her ragged moans.
She saw Sirena in her mind, crimson smile, velvet voice, the devastating power of her kiss. She heard her promise: You’ll crave me.
“Sirena…” Spiral groaned, her body tightening.
The climax broke her in a wave of fire and wetness. She cried out, bucking hard, her thighs clenching as she came around her own fingers, shuddering violently inside the glossy confines of her suit.
She collapsed onto the bed, panting, drenched in sweat, hand still buried in her soaked trunks. The emblem on her chest pulsed faintly, almost alive.
And as she lay trembling, ashamed and spent, Spiral understood the truth.
Sirena hadn’t needed to enslave her.
She was already falling.











Chapter Three – Passing the Kiss
Days passed. The city kept calling for SpiralGirl, but she didn’t answer.
Sirens wailed across the streets, crimes went unchecked, but the heroine remained hidden behind her locked apartment door.
Inside, Spiral writhed across her bed in her glossy suit, hair tangled, lips swollen from biting down against her own cries. She touched herself constantly, over and over, unable to stop. Each time she closed her eyes she saw Sirena — the sway of her hips, the gleam of her emerald leather, the predatory walk as she closed in for the kiss.
Marissa Vale was gone. There was only Spiral now, drunk on the memory, consumed by need.
At first, she used her hands alone. But soon it wasn’t enough. She began to summon the Spiral glow from her emblem, flooding herself with her own power, amplifying every touch until she was screaming in climax, soaked and trembling.
She lost count of how many times she came. Three. Six. Ten. Each orgasm left her weaker, emptier, and yet hungrier than the last.
Her phone buzzed endlessly on the nightstand.
Call after call. Message after message.
Emily. Her best friend. Her only real connection outside the mask.
But Spiral ignored it—until the pounding knock at the door shattered her haze.
She staggered up, peeling off the top of her suit, trading it for wet-look black leggings and a clinging t-shirt, the fabric glossy with sweat. Her eyes were rimmed dark, hair messy, her skin glowing with the heat of corruption.
When she opened the door, Emily stood there, worried, phone still in hand.
“Marissa—” Emily gasped. “You look… I was so scared. No one’s seen you for days—”
“I knew you’d come,” Spiral whispered, her voice lower, huskier. She leaned against the frame, lips curling in a slow, dangerous smile. “You always do.”
Emily stepped forward, relief written across her face. “Then let me in. Please. Talk to me. What’s happened?”
But before Emily could take another breath, Spiral closed the door behind her, pressing her back against it.
“You don’t understand,” Spiral murmured, her hand tracing the hem of Emily’s blouse. “I can still feel her. Sirena. Her kiss didn’t just touch me. It lives in me. And now…” She tilted her head, lips brushing Emily’s ear. “…I need to share it.”
Emily froze, eyes wide. “M-Marissa, what are you—”
Spiral silenced her with a kiss. Deep, hungry, irresistible. The taste of Sirena’s corruption poured from her lips into Emily’s, flooding her senses.
Emily whimpered against her mouth, hands at first pushing against Spiral’s shoulders—then clawing desperately to pull her closer. Her knees buckled as heat surged through her, her body responding despite her mind’s resistance.
Spiral moaned into her mouth, sliding her hands down to cup Emily’s hips, grinding her glossy leggings against her thigh. “Yes… feel it,” she groaned. “The way I felt it. The way she made me.”
Emily gasped into the kiss, her hands trembling as they clutched at Spiral’s soaked shirt. “I… I can’t—”
“You don’t have to,” Spiral purred, lowering her mouth to Emily’s neck. “Just let it take you.”
And as she pushed Emily back onto the couch, Spiral finally gave in fully—not just to Sirena’s corruption, but to spreading it, consuming her best friend with the same intoxicating kiss that had broken her.
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