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The thwack of flesh against flesh echoed through the bathroom—a wet, meaty percussion that sent Jeanna's head snapping sideways. Jansen's cock flopped against her cheekbone with the weight of a butcher's mallet, leaving a glistening streak of golden precum in its wake before rebounding for another strike. 

"What's the magic word, Choi~?" Jansen crooned, his voice dripping with sadistic glee as his hips pumped forward—thwack-thwack-thwack—each impact smearing her lips wider, her jaw slackening under the rhythmic assault. 

Jeanna's vision swam—her thoughts scrambling like startled birds—as the musk flooded her sinuses, her tongue lolling out to catch the golden dribble pooling in the corner of her mouth. A whimper bubbled up her throat, her hands clawing weakly at his thighs as her knees splayed wider. 

"P-please—" 

Jansen's grin split his face. "There it is."

His fingers knotted in Jeanna's hair like steel cables—yanking her head back until her neck cracked audibly. His swollen tip prodded against her flaring nostrils, forcing her to inhale the thick, fungal musk in ragged, unwilling gasps. Veins pulsed beneath his cock's surface as precum beaded at the slit—a single drop hanging like molten amber before splattering across her parted lips. 

"Here," he growled, "Your reward for being such a... good girl~" 

Jeanna's body convulsed—a delirious, broken grin splitting her face as her tongue darted out like a starving serpent. The moment the golden nectar touched her tastebuds, her spine arched violently—toes curling—as electric pleasure erupted behind her eyes. Her moan vibrated around his shaft when her lips sealed over the crown—sucking with feral desperation while her hands clawed at his thighs for balance.

"Aw, don't be shy, Choi~. Eat up!" Jansen's hips slammed forward—her nostrils flaring against his pelvis with a wet snort as her trachea stretched obscenely around his girth. 

Jeanna's fists beat against his thighs—tears splattering the tile—as her corrupted esophagus rippled in involuntary spasms, each convulsion milking him deeper. 

"Mmmf—nngh—GLRK—" 

Her protests dissolved into wet, choked gurgles as her throat bulged visibly beneath her skin—muscles rewriting themselves mid-violation into a slick, pulsating sleeve that clung to his shaft with greedy precision. 

Jansen groaned—his head throwing back—as her mutated throat squeezed him like a living fleshlight. 

"Fuck—that’s new—" His fingers dug into her scalp, grinding her face into his groin as her airway sealed shut—her lungs burning—only for euphoric lightning to crackle through her nervous system the moment oxygen deprivation hit.

Jeanna's throat convulsed—newly-formed ridges rippling along her esophagus like a second cunt, each undulation milking Jansen's cock with wet, squelching precision. The friction ignited phantom pleasure along neural pathways that shouldn't exist—her pussy gushing against her ruined scrubs in violent, golden arcs as her body betrayed her. 

Her vision splintered—oxygen deprivation warring with euphoric corruption—until Jansen wrenched himself free with a pop that left her trachea gaping. Air rasped into her lungs like broken glass, her delirious sob dissolving into a slurred mantra: "F-fuhhh... d-don't... st-stop—" 

Jansen's grin twisted as he slapped his glistening shaft against her tongue. 

"Beg harder."

Jeanna's spine arched like a bowstring—her corrupted throat gaping obscenely around the withdrawal—before Jansen crammed himself back in with a wet, grinding thrust that bulged her neck outward. Her lips sealed around his base with parasitic fervor, saliva webbing her chin as she wriggled against him like a bitch in heat, her tongue flattening to lap at his throbbing veins. 

"Fuhh—fuhh!" The words bubbled past his shaft, her voice shattered into a slurring, worshipful whine. "F-fuck my mouth! M-more!" Her fingers scrabbled at his hips, clawing him deeper as her eyes rolled back. "R-rape my throat! P-please!" 

Jansen's laugh vibrated through her skull—his grip yanking her head forward to smother her nose against his pubic bone—as he hammered into her with piston-like precision. 

"Adorable," he sneered, watching her cheeks hollow with each glrk-glrk gag. The thwack! of his free hand slapping her tear-streaked face echoed off the tiles—her answering mewl squelching around his cock like a broken valve.

The bathroom reeked of sweat and corruption—Jeanna’s lab coat stuck to her back in damp patches, her thighs quivering as Jansen pounded into her ruined throat with mechanical precision. Drool strung between her lips and his shaft in glistening webs, her jaw unhinged beyond human limits, her uvula brushing his tip with each bottoming-out thrust. 

Her thoughts dripped away like melting wax—golden filaments threading through her synapses, rewiring resistance into ravenous hunger. When his fingers dug into her scalp to wrench her head back again, her eyes rolled white—her corrupted larynx undulating in a perverse imitation of pleasure. 

"That’s my good little slut," Jansen hissed, his voice laced with Lilith’s harmonics. "Almost there—" 

Jeanna’s answering whimper was a wet, broken thing—her body convulsing as the first thick pulse of his release flooded her gullet. Her fingers clawed at her own breast—nails digging into swollen flesh hard enough to stretch the skin taut—while her other hand sawed between her thighs with desperate, jerking motions. The moment Jansen’s release flooded her stomach, her body arched off the tiles—spine bowing like a live wire—as golden lightning crackled behind her eyelids. 

Jansen’s roar shook the ceiling tiles—his hips grinding deeper—as torrents of corrupted seed backed up her esophagus in choking waves. The excess erupted from her nostrils in frothing geysers, splattering the wall in sticky strands, while her jaw clamped down in reflexive spasms that only milked him harder. 

Her thighs slammed together—her scrubs soaking through completely—as her corrupted cunt pulsed in sympathetic rhythm, each gush of golden arousal mingling with the overflow dripping from her nose. 

"G-GUH—GUH—GUH—!" Her choked screams bubbled through the froth—eyes rolling back until only whites showed—as Lilith’s final command seared through her neurons like a branding iron: 

OBEY.

––––––––
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MEANWHILE, IN THE FACILITY'S main communication suite, Peterson monitored the data traffic with cold efficiency ensuring nothing was communicated to the outside world that could rouse suspicion.

He'd intercepted Choi's emails just in time before they could be delivered to Dr. Eliza Bernard, swapping them out with phony reports.

Peterson's fingers danced over the keyboard, his eyes scanning the screens with predatory focus. The corrupted veins beneath his skin pulsed as he deleted Jeanna's desperate plea for help—replacing it with a bland status update. A smirk twitched at the corner of his lips when the system pinged confirmation: Message Delivered.

No alarms. No suspicion. Just another day in the golden apocalypse.

Next to him, Kowalski's fingers drummed against another console—a steady, impatient rhythm—as he scanned the facility's internal chatter. Every email, every security log, every maintenance report flickered across his terminal in glowing amber text. His free hand hovered near the delete key, poised to erase any stray thought of rebellion before it could take root. 

A bead of golden sweat traced the curve of his temple, his corrupted veins pulsing in sync with the hum of the servers. He didn't flinch when Peterson nudged his shoulder, their corrupted minds interlacing effortlessly. No words were needed—just the shared certainty of Lilith's vision unfolding like clockwork. The facility would remain silent. 

Elsewhere, Harris' voice crackled over the medical floor's PA system: "Attention all personnel. Emergency drill in progress. Proceed to designated safe zones immediately." 

The order was crisp, professional—utterly mundane. 

The sterile white halls hummed with suppressed energy—fluorescent lights flickering faintly as Vargas’ sneakers squeaked rhythmically against polished tile. Her hips swayed with predator’s grace, the weight of Hale’s reservoir cradled against her chest like a sacred relic.. 

The medical hub’s doors hissed open before her—Harris’ grin splitting his face as he palmed himself through his fatigues. Jones licked his lips at the sight of her swollen cleavage, while Ruiz’s fingers drummed against his thigh—his cock straining against his zipper with every exaggerated roll of Vargas’ shoulders. 

"Easy, boys~," she purred, setting the reservoir atop a terminal with mocking delicacy. Her fingers trailed down its condensation-slick surface, leaving glistening streaks. "We’ve got protocols to break before you break me~." Her laugh was a dark, honeyed promise—one that had Ruiz groaning through clenched teeth.

The reservoir's surface shivered under Vargas' touch—golden fluid sloshing thickly against glass as she tipped it with ceremonial precision. Harris' breath hitched when she passed him the first vial, his fingers trembling not from fear, but from the electric promise thrumming through its contents. 

"You're on the primary water pump," Vargas murmured, her lips brushing his ear as she pressed the vial into his palm. "Don't spill a drop." 

Harris' throat bobbed—his free hand clenching around his cock through his pants—before he staggered toward the door, the vial cradled like a live grenade. The drill's monotone alarm droned on, its facade
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