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  Chapter one
The Perfect Routine



Lindsey Graham hunched over her monitors in the basement, the screens throwing blue and green shadows across her face. Upstairs, the house was dead quiet except for the fridge humming and Joel stomping around in the kitchen. She liked it like this. No surprises. Everything under her thumb. She tapped at the keyboard, finishing up the dream setup for tomorrow’s client, Nuvia Ferrer. Another high-strung bitch who couldn’t sleep. Lindsey had seen it a hundred times. She knew how to break them down. She always did. 
She hit save, leaned back, cracked her neck. Thirty-four, body still tight from running, cheekbones sharp, and a husband who didn’t bitch about her hours. Joel was probably upstairs with a beer, pretending to care about whatever game was on. Their sex life was routine. He’d fuck her from behind in the dark, get off quick, kiss her shoulder, and pass out. If she wanted to come, she had to do it herself. It was fine. It always had been.
Her phone buzzed. Joel.
“Coming down, or you want me to bring you a glass of wine?”
She smiled at the screen. “Bring the bottle. I’m wrapping up.”
Joel stomped down the stairs, filling the doorway. Big shoulders, soft around the middle, but he still looked good in a t-shirt. He had two glasses and the bottle. His hair was a mess from scratching at it during the game. He stared at her like she was the only thing worth looking at.
“Long day?” he asked, pouring.
“Productive. New client tomorrow. Severe insomnia. I built her a gentle beach house with soft waves and a warm bed. Should knock her out in under ten minutes once she’s under.”
Joel shoved a glass at her, clinked, drank. “You make it sound easy. Like you’re just moving furniture around in someone’s skull.”
“It is.” She drank, feeling the wine burn. “People think dreams are a mess. They’re not. They’re just buildings. You figure out which walls hold everything up, and you can do whatever you want.”
He leaned on the desk, close enough she could smell soap and the garage stink on him. His hand landed on her shoulder, thumb rubbing her neck like he always did when he wanted something.
“You ever get tempted to slip into one of those dreams yourself?” he asked, half-teasing.
Lindsey laughed softly. “God no. I’m the architect. I stay outside the building. Watching the monitors, making sure nothing collapses. That’s the job.”
Joel’s fingers slid down her arm. “You sure you don’t want to come upstairs? I could help you relax the old-fashioned way.”
She spun her chair, knees open just enough to touch his leg. “Tempting. But I’ve got to finish one last check. Fifteen minutes. Then you can have me.”
He bent down, kissed her slow, tongue barely touching hers before he pulled away. Nothing urgent. Just routine.
“Fifteen minutes,” he said, pointing at her with the wine glass. “I’m holding you to it, architect.”
She watched him climb the stairs, his ass filling out those old jeans. The door shut. Lindsey turned to her screens, ran the last check, shut everything down but the monitors. The house was hers. The marriage was hers. She had control. She always did.
Joel was already in bed. She slid in next to him. He grabbed her, hand under her shirt, squeezing her tit. She pushed into his hand, let him pinch her nipple until it got hard. He shoved her onto her back, got between her legs. She opened up, same as always. He slid in, quick and easy. A few thrusts, his breath hot on her neck. She fingered her clit, came as he grunted and shot inside her. He kissed her, soft, then rolled over and passed out.
Lindsey lay in the dark, his cum leaking out between her legs, staring at the ceiling. Everything where it belonged. Everything under control. She shut her eyes, sure tomorrow would be another win in the life she’d built from the ground up.
The next morning, she woke to the smell of coffee. Joel was already up, moving around the kitchen in his boxers. He brought her a mug in bed, kissed her forehead, and told her he had an early meeting but would be home by six. She watched him dress, appreciating the way his shoulders filled the button-down. When he left, the house felt quieter, but not empty. Just… routine.
She showered, pulled on her usual blouse and slacks, and went down to the basement. Nuvia Ferrer’s file was up. Thirty-nine. Corporate lawyer. Eighteen months of no sleep. Pills didn’t do shit. Intake notes said she was so tight she hadn’t slept or come in forever. Lindsey smirked. She’d fix both, even if the orgasm was only in the dream.
She checked the gear, double-checked the links, waited. Nine on the dot, Nuvia popped up on the screen. Dark hair yanked back, lips full, eyes heavy and dead tired. Her blouse was pricey but wrinkled, like she’d either slept in it or hadn’t slept at all.
“Ms. Ferrer,” Lindsey said, professional smile in place. “Ready to get some rest?”
Nuvia’s voice was low, a little husky from fatigue. “God, yes. Just tell me what to do.”
Lindsey talked her down, voice flat and steady. Nuvia did everything she said, eyes drooping shut. Lindsey watched the brainwaves shift, dropping into the right zone. She hit the button for the beach house. Sand, waves, warm air, big bed, silk sheets. Easy.
Nuvia’s breathing evened out. The dream feed flickered to life on the main screen. Lindsey leaned forward, ready to observe and tweak if needed.
Everything looked stable. The construct held. The client was under.
Then the secondary monitor—the one linked to the house’s ambient sleep sensors—blipped. Joel had lain down for a quick nap after his meeting, apparently. His brainwaves synced with the system by default, a safety feature for when Lindsey wanted to monitor him during rare overnight sessions. She’d forgotten to disable it this morning.
A warning icon flashed red.
Cross-link detected.
Before Lindsey could cut the feed, the dream split. Now there were two on the beach. Nuvia, wearing a thin white slip that hugged her tits and hips. Joel, barefoot, still in his jeans and t-shirt, looking lost but real as hell.
Nuvia turned, eyes going wide, then hungry.
Lindsey felt her gut twist.
On the monitor, Joel took a cautious step forward. “Uh… where the hell am I?”
Nuvia’s full lips curved. “Doesn’t matter,” she murmured, voice already thickening with want. “You feel real. That’s new.”
Lindsey’s hand hovered over the emergency disconnect. Her pulse hammered in her ears. She should cut it now. She should.
But she didn’t.
She stared, stuck, as Nuvia ran her fingers down Joel’s chest.







  
  Chapter two
The Fatal Glitch



Lindsey’s finger hovered above the kill switch, but she couldn’t bring herself to press it. The fake beach scene glowed on the monitor, all golden light and fake palm trees, but the real show was in the middle: Joel, her husband, looking lost and out of place in his ratty gray t-shirt and jeans, and Nuvia Ferrer, standing in front of him in nothing but a see-through white slip that clung to her tits and hips, the fabric so thin Lindsey could see the dark, wet line of her pussy every time it shifted. Nuvia’s tits looked heavy enough to suffocate a man, her hips wide and begging to be grabbed, and Joel looked like he had no idea what the fuck he was doing there. 
Joel rubbed the back of his neck, glancing around. “Is this some kind of joke? Lindsey? You messing with the system again?”
Nuvia didn’t answer with words. She stepped closer, bare feet sinking into the sand, and tilted her head like she was tasting the air between them. Her voice came out low, rough from all those sleepless nights. “You’re not part of my usual dreams. You feel… warm. Real.” Her fingers brushed the front of his shirt again, slower this time, tracing the line of his chest. “I’ve been so fucking tired. Nothing feels real anymore. But you do.”
Lindsey’s mouth went dry. She should have killed the feed the second the warning popped up. The rules were simple: if the dreams crossed, you pulled the plug. But her hand just sat there, useless. She tried to tell herself it was for science, that she needed to see what would happen, but the truth was uglier. She was getting wet watching her own husband in another woman’s dream, her cunt throbbing while her stomach twisted with shame.
Joel let out a short laugh, the nervous one he used when he didn’t know what to do with his hands. “Look, lady, I think there’s been a mix-up. I was just grabbing a quick nap on the couch. This isn’t—” He stopped when Nuvia’s palm pressed flat against his stomach, sliding lower until her fingers hooked in the waistband of his jeans.
“I don’t care how I got here,” she said. Her dark eyes flicked up to his face, hungry and exhausted at the same time. “I just want to feel something that isn’t my own racing thoughts. Touch me. Please.”
Lindsey’s breath hitched. On the second monitor, Joel’s brain lit up with confusion, panic, and then a thick, unmistakable surge of arousal—the same pattern she saw when he got hard for her, but this time it was even stronger. Nuvia’s readings were off the charts, the woman’s brain so starved for sleep and cock that the dream was pumping every filthy urge straight into her cunt.
Joel’s hand lifted like it had a mind of its own and settled on Nuvia’s waist. The fabric of the slip was so thin that Lindsey could see the outline of her nipples tightening under his palm. “This is crazy,” he muttered, but he didn’t pull away. “You’re… Jesus, you’re beautiful.”
Nuvia made a soft sound in her throat and pressed closer, her heavy tits brushing his chest. “Then stop thinking. Just take what you want. I need it. God, I need it so bad.”
Lindsey squeezed her thighs together under the desk, disgusted at how soaked her panties were just from watching. Her boring, dependable husband was letting some slut grind her pussy all over him in a dream, and Lindsey should have been furious, should have shut it down. Instead, her hand slid between her legs, pressing against her cunt through her slacks, just enough to dull the ache that was making her squirm in her chair.
On screen, Joel’s fingers tightened on Nuvia’s hip. He looked around again, half expecting Lindsey to pop out and laugh at the prank. When nothing happened, he exhaled sharply and let his other hand slide up Nuvia’s back, into the thick dark hair that had come loose from its ponytail. He pulled gently, tilting her head back so he could look at her face.
“You’re really here,” he said, voice rougher than Lindsey had heard in years. “This isn’t just some fantasy bullshit?”
Nuvia’s lips parted. “It feels real enough to me.” She rocked her hips forward, grinding the soft mound between her legs against the growing bulge in his jeans. “Feel that? I’m soaked already. Haven’t been this wet in months. Touch me and find out.”
Joel groaned low in his chest. His hand left her hair and slid down, cupping her through the slip. Nuvia’s knees buckled a little, and she moaned, loud and shameless, pushing into his palm. Lindsey watched her husband’s fingers move, rubbing slow circles over the fabric that quickly darkened with Nuvia’s slick. The sound of it—wet fabric sliding against wet flesh—came through the monitors crystal clear.
“Fuck,” Joel breathed. “You really are dripping.”
Nuvia’s head fell back, throat exposed. “Inside. Put your fingers inside me. I need to feel full.”
Lindsey’s fingers dug harder against her cunt, her breath coming out in ragged gasps. Joel paused for a second, then yanked the slip up Nuvia’s thighs and shoved two thick fingers straight into her dripping pussy. The sound was filthy—wet, sloppy, loud enough to make Lindsey’s clit throb. Nuvia moaned like a whore, grinding down on Joel’s hand, desperate for more.
“Yes—God, yes—harder,” she panted. “Don’t be gentle. I’m not going to break.”
Joel’s jaw clenched. He curled his fingers, working that spot inside Nuvia that made her legs tremble, his thumb grinding her clit in hard, nasty circles. Nuvia’s mouth hung open
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