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  Chapter One

  
  




“Hey, Reva—did you bring your swimsuit today?” Maya leaned over my cubicle divider with a grin, her dark curls bouncing slightly.


I blinked up at her, fingers hovering over my keyboard. “Uh. No? We’re not exactly near a pool, Maya.”


She laughed, a warm, knowing sound, and straightened up. “Oh, you’ll figure it out.” Before I could ask what she meant, she was already walking away, hips swaying in a way that made her skirt swish just a little too deliberately.


It had been like this since I started at Lumen Consulting three weeks ago—little comments that didn’t quite add up, glances exchanged between the other women when they thought I wasn’t looking. The office was nice, sure, better than my last gig with its bro-heavy sales team and their “jokes,” but there was something… off. Not bad off, just… unexpected. Like how Jessica from accounting would vanish for twenty minutes and return glowing, her blouse slightly rumpled, or how my boss, Diane, sometimes left her door cracked open just enough to let out sounds that definitely weren’t spreadsheets being reviewed.


Then there were the slacks.


The slacks were the first undeniable clue. Not every woman in the office wore them, but enough did—tailored, professional, crisp at the seams. Except for the faint but unmistakable bulge at the front. I’d noticed it first on Diane during a Monday morning briefing, the way her charcoal-gray trousers strained just slightly when she leaned against the edge of the conference table. At the time, I’d dismissed it as a trick of the light, or maybe an awkwardly placed seam. But then I’d spotted the same thing on Nadia from HR, and again on Maya when she bent to grab a folder from her bottom drawer.


It wasn’t until Thursday that Maya caught me staring. She didn’t say anything—just smirked, hooked a finger into her waistband, and tugged it away from her hip just enough to reveal a flash of smooth, dusky skin… and something else, thick and half-hard, pressing against the fabric. My face must’ve been priceless, because she laughed—not meanly, but like she’d been waiting for this moment. “Happy almost-Friday,” she said, winking before sauntering off toward the break room.


That night, I dreamt of fingers trailing up my thighs, of heat pooling low in my stomach in a way that felt different—heavier, more urgent. I woke up gasping, tangled in my sheets, my body throbbing with a pulse I didn’t recognize. And then I felt it. The weight. The unfamiliar curve jutting from my hips when I threw the covers back. My heart hammered so hard I thought it might crack my ribs.


I didn’t scream. Didn’t panic. Just… stared. It was mine, somehow—pale and flushed at the tip, twitching slightly when I brushed a shaky fingertip along the length. A hysterical laugh bubbled up. Of course. Of course. The slacks. The moans. The way Diane’s voice dropped an octave when she was annoyed.


The morning sunlight filtered through my blinds, casting stripes across the bed where I sat frozen, hands hovering over it. My breath came in short, uneven bursts. Tentatively, I curled my fingers around the base, and a full-body shudder ripped through me. It was warm. Real. And when I gave the slightest experimental stroke, pleasure crackled up my spine like a live wire.


I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. Instead, I stumbled to the bathroom, bracing myself against the sink as I stared into the mirror. Same dark circles under my eyes from too many late nights, same freckle just below my left ear. But my reflection felt foreign now, like I was looking at a stranger who’d borrowed my face. My gaze dropped lower. “Okay,” I muttered to no one. “Okay, so this is happening.”


By the time I arrived at the office—after three failed outfit attempts and one accidental orgasm in the shower that left my knees weak—the bullpen was already buzzing. Maya leaned against my cubicle, sipping a matcha latte, her grin downright predatory. “Looking good, Reva.” Her eyes flicked pointedly downward to where my pencil skirt clung just a little too snugly.


Before I could hiss a retort, Diane’s office door swung open. The CEO—my boss—stood in the threshold, her tailored blazer unbuttoned to reveal a cream-colored blouse that did nothing to hide the thick outline straining against her slacks. “Reva,” she said, voice rich with amusement. “Let’s have a chat.”


Diane’s office smelled like jasmine and something richer underneath—something that made my new anatomy twitch against the fabric of my skirt. The door clicked shut behind me, and I fought the urge to fidget. Diane didn’t sit. She prowled around her desk, hips swaying in a way that made her slacks pull taut across her thighs, the bulge at the front impossibly pronounced.


“So,” she said, leaning back against the edge of her desk, fingers splayed on the polished wood. “First time waking up with a surprise?”


I swallowed. My mouth was dry. “Is it that obvious?”


She laughed, low and throaty, and reached out to adjust my collar with a familiarity that sent heat crawling up my neck. “Honey, you look like you’re about to vibrate out of your skin.” Her thumb brushed the hollow of my throat, lingering just a second too long. “Relax. We’ve all been there.”


“All—” I glanced toward the door, where Maya’s silhouette hovered just beyond the frosted glass. “Wait. All of you?”


Diane’s grin widened, her canines glinting in the afternoon light. “Well, not all of us,” she admitted, her thumb still tracing idle circles against my collarbone. “But enough to make things interesting.” She leaned in, close enough that I could smell the coffee on her breath, the faint musk beneath her perfume. “You’re not the first new hire to, ah… blossom after a few weeks here.”


I blinked. “Is this—are you saying this is contagious?” My voice cracked on the last word, and Diane chuckled, straightening up to stroll toward the window.


“Not exactly.” She tugged the blinds shut with a decisive snap, plunging the room into dim, golden light. “Think of it more like… an awakening. Some of us are born this way. Others—” She gestured vaguely at me, at the way my skirt strained against my hips. “—find out later. Something about the energy here draws it out.”


A knock at the door made me jump. Maya poked her head in, her grin unrepentant. “Sorry to interrupt, but HR wants Reva’s paperwork updated.” She winked. “Comprehensive health benefits, you know.”


Diane sighed, but there was no real irritation in it. “Fine. But bring her back after. She’s got questions.” The way she said it—low, deliberate—sent a shiver down my spine.


“Uh, yeah,” I admitted. “I’m thirty, not exactly the age where I expected—” I gestured at my crotch.


Maya’s fingers brushed my elbow as she guided me down the hall toward HR, her touch feather-light but electric. “Relax,” she murmured, leaning in just enough for her breath to warm my ear. “Nadia doesn’t bite. Unless you ask nicely.” Her chuckle was a low, velvety thing that pooled in my stomach—or lower, now, apparently.


Nadia’s office smelled like vanilla and something darker, spicier. She looked up from her monitor, her glasses perched on the tip of her nose, and smirked. “Ah. The new girl.” She tapped a manicured nail against her desk. “Right on schedule.”


I swallowed. “Is there a schedule for this?”


Nadia laughed, tossing a folder onto the desk with a thump. “More like a pattern. Three weeks in, give or take. Something about the pheromones here.” She flipped the folder open, revealing a stack of forms with Lumen Consulting embossed at the top. “We’ll need you to update your emergency contacts. And your preferences.” The last word curled around her tongue like smoke.


Maya perched on the edge of Nadia’s desk, her thigh brushing my arm. “Don’t worry,” she said, plucking a pen from Nadia’s holder and twirling it between her fingers. “Most of it’s boilerplate. Except the fun parts.” She grinned, sharp and knowing, and handed me the pen.


“Fun parts?” I asked.


“Simple things, really,” Maya answered. “Like, yes, preferences. And what triggers to maybe avoid at work. And then the nitty gritty of frequency of erections, how long before you need to relieve it, if you need a private bathroom schedule, things like that.”


Nadia’s fingers drummed against the desk, her smirk deepening as Maya slid the pen into my palm. The metal was cool against my skin, but the way Maya’s fingers lingered—just for a heartbeat too long—sent a flush creeping up my neck. I stared at the forms, the words blurring momentarily as my pulse thudded in my ears. Preferences. Triggers. Frequency. It was all so clinical, so absurdly normal for them. Like filling out a tax form, but for my newly acquired… equipment.


“Um,” I managed, clicking the pen nervously. “Is there a… standard for this? Like, what’s… average?”


Nadia arched a brow, her glasses catching the light as she leaned forward. “Depends on the girl,” she said, voice dripping with amusement. “Some of us need a quick break every few hours. Others—” She shot Maya a look. “—can go all day without a hitch. Until they can’t.”


Maya snorted, crossing her legs in a way that made her skirt ride up just enough to reveal a tantalizing sliver of thigh. “Hey, you’re the one who scheduled back-to-back meetings during my last rut.” She turned to me, her grin turning conspiratorial. “Nadia had to lock herself in the supply closet for twenty minutes after that.”


“I was fine,” Nadia muttered, but the pink tinge at the tips of her ears betrayed her. She cleared her throat and tapped the form. “Just check whatever feels right. You can always amend it later.”


The forms blurred momentarily as I stared at the words—preferred methods of relief, sensitivity levels, optimal refractory period. My fingers tightened around the pen. This couldn’t be real. And yet, the weight between my thighs, the way my skirt clung just a little too snugly, the heat pooling low in my stomach—all of it screamed realer than real.


Nadia’s smirk deepened as I hesitated. “Page three’s the fun one,” she said, tapping a manicured nail against the corner of the form. “It’s where you tell us what gets you.”


Maya leaned in, her breath warm against my ear. “Don’t overthink it,” she murmured. “Just mark what sounds good. You can always test the options later.” Her chuckle sent a shiver down my spine, and my grip on the pen faltered.


I skimmed the options—manual stimulation, oral, anal, toys provided by office—each box waiting for a neat little checkmark. My face burned. This was insane. And yet, the throbbing between my legs didn’t care about propriety. It just ached.


Nadia’s chair creaked as she leaned back, arms crossed. “We’ve all been there,” she said, softer now. “First time’s always the weirdest. But trust me, by next week, you’ll be scheduling bathroom breaks like the rest of us.”


“And yes, Day One, you’ll be hard more than you won’t be,” Maya added. “It’s all par for the course.”


I exhaled sharply, hand shaking as I checked manual—then hesitated, my pulse spiking, and added oral with a scribble that looked more like a medical chart signature than a conscious choice. Page three was worse. Preferred partners (if any): Coworkers □, Supervisors □, Outside office □. My throat went dry. Maya’s knee bumped mine under the desk
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