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It had been just under a month since Chloé moved into the back room. To me, she was the archetype of the perfect prey, my favorite kind: a girl in her early twenties, still steeped in that student freshness that was practically begging to be corrupted. She was slender, almost lithe, but nature had granted her a poisoned gift beneath her cotton sweaters: opulent, heavy breasts that clashed deliciously with her straight-laced silhouette. She wore barely any makeup, just enough to highlight the clarity of her gaze, and dressed with a sobriety that never quite managed to hide the curve of her hips.

Standing before her, I knew the effect I had. I am a woman of weight and flesh, a mass of generous curves that has nothing in common with the fragility of her generation. When I walk, my thighs brush together with a silken friction, and my chest, which I often allow a glimpse of beneath deep necklines, commands a near-religious respect. I am well aware of my carnal power, of this predatory matron’s stature that seems to devour the space around it. Chloé looked like a treat to me, a small, sweet fruit that I knew from the very first night I would eventually swallow whole. Every roommate awakens a specific impulse in me; with Chloé, it was an obsession for the arch of her back. I wanted to initiate her into unrestrained sodomy, to methodically break her, but for that, I first had to tame her, to wrap her in my web.

So, I spent my days weaving that bond, acting with a near-maternal kindness, dispensing advice with a calculated softness while casually questioning her about the wreckage of her love life. One evening in the kitchen, as I felt the heavy weight of my own body on a barstool, she finally opened up.

"It was complicated with her, Elena," she began, her voice trembling slightly. "She cheated on me after two years. She said that... that I didn't interest her enough anymore. That I had no experience, and that it ended up boring her."

I placed my hand over hers, feeling the difference between her slender fingers and my fleshy palm. I stared at her intensely, letting my amber perfume saturate the air between us.

"Listen to me, little one. You can’t blame a rose for not having bloomed yet. If she didn’t have the patience to tend your garden, then she didn't deserve to pluck its fruit. You aren't the problem, Chloé. You just need someone with some seasoning, someone experienced who can guide you without judging you, who can open you up to yourself. Do you understand what I mean? You need strong arms so you can finally let go."

She looked at me with a gratitude that almost made me smile. She felt safe, convinced she had found a neutral confidante, a protective shoulder to lean on without fear of judgment. I continued my life on the side, keeping Chloé in the background like a wine left to age, while regularly inviting over a little submissive I looked after several nights a week.

Chloé couldn't ignore what was happening behind my bedroom door. Hour after hour, she endured the thudding of bodies, the sharp slaps, and above all, the moans—the screams of pleasure and pain mingled together as they escaped my lair. I knew she was listening, her ear likely pressed against the partition, unable to pull herself away from that sonic theater. I imagined her, alone in her bed, fantasizing about the power I deployed, finding herself stroking her skin to the rhythm of my temporary partner's screams. She must have realized, in the darkness of her room, that the girls I brought home bore a striking resemblance to her in their youth and fragility. Yet, the next morning, Chloé remained exemplarily discreet, never broaching the subject of my nocturnal activities, keeping her blushes and her secrets to herself.

It was one of those heavy afternoons where the silence of the apartment seemed to pulse with everything left unsaid. Chloé had no classes. I knew she was lingering in the living room, and I had noticed, with predatory amusement, that her modesty was eroding day by day. She was parading around in an outfit that left no room for doubt: tiny cotton boyshorts that molded the curve of her ass and a white tank top so thin it easily betrayed the relief of her nipples whenever a draft cut through the room. She feigned indifference, but I felt her gaze tracking mine, watching for the slightest sign of desire on my face, likely hoping that my mature eyes would linger on her smooth skin. She wanted to be seen, and I loved letting her stew in that anticipation.

It was in this minimal attire that she went to answer when the buzzer shattered the calm of the entryway. A delivery man, breathless at the sight of this half-naked girl, handed her a rectangular cardboard box. Chloé frowned as she read the label; the package was clearly addressed to her, "Chloé Valran," though she had no memory of placing any order.

Once the door was locked, she sat cross-legged on the sofa, the box placed between her squeezed thighs. She inspected the flaps, looking for an origin, a logo, anything that would explain this impromptu arrival, but the box was entirely silent. With a hesitant gesture, she tore the tape. Beneath her fingers, layers of tissue paper—a mixture of dusty rose and deep black—rustled softly. She pulled them aside like uncovering a shameful secret, and that was when she saw it.

The object was massive. It was a dildo of brutal realism, a piece of flesh-pink silicone, long and intimidatingly thick. The molding was surgically precise: bulging veins ran the entire length of the shaft, engorged as if swollen with blood, and the base ended in a pair of massive testicles, heavy and supple to the touch. Chloé had never held anything like it. She ran her small, fragile fingers over the grain of the plastic, and the contrast was almost comical; the tool looked monstrous in her student hands.

I could imagine her from where I stood, feeling the heat rise to her cheeks, the blood rushing to her loins as she weighed the toy. Her thighs squeezed together instinctively, crushing her boyshorts against her already damp pussy. It was too big, too vulgar, too powerful for her, and that was exactly why she was shaking. In a final survival reflex, she scavenged through the bottom of the box, hoping to find a note, some explanation for this obvious error. She finally unearthed the invoice, folded in half. As she unfolded the paper, her eyes went wide: she wasn't the buyer. The name printed in bold was mine.

Panic must have choked her at that very moment. She realized she had just violated my privacy, opening what didn't belong to her, while simultaneously understanding that this gift—though bought by me—bore her own name on the shipping label. She was sitting there, huddled on the sofa with the dildo between her legs, when I turned the key in the lock.

I entered the living room with the sovereign heaviness that defines me. My open coat hinted at the expanse of my breasts and the sway of my wide hips as I set my keys on the sideboard. I came to a halt, filling the room with my presence, and fixed my gaze upon her. She was crimson, breathless, petrified with the pink cock sitting between her knees.

I sized her up for a moment, a smirk playing on my lips, savoring her delicious distress.

"Well now... I see someone’s making themselves right at home when they don’t have class. Is this how you spend your afternoons, little girl? Playing with my toys without waiting for me?"

I let out a thick, deep laugh, giving her a heavy wink that left no room for ambiguity.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​The Awakening of the Prey

[image: ]


Chloé’s eyes widened, a flash of pure panic crossing her gaze as she clumsily tried to shove the silicone member back into its nest of tissue paper. She scrambled to her feet, clutching the box against her chest like a pathetic shield, before thrusting it toward me at arm’s length, her hands shaking.

"No... don't look at me like that, Elena! It’s not what you think, I swear!" she stammered, her face on fire. "The delivery man shouted my name in the hallway, so I thought it was for me... and I opened it without thinking. I just saw the invoice; I saw it was your order. I'm so sorry, I should never have snooped, I didn't want to be prying, really!"

I stood there, motionless, my imposing silhouette blocking the way, savoring her distress with Olympian calm. I took my time watching her, appreciating how her heavy little breasts were crushed against the cardboard.

"Breathe, you little idiot. Put that down and relax; I’m not going to eat you. It’s just a toy, it’s no big deal, you know. Though... I imagine it’s quite a shock for you? Is my poor little innocent not used to seeing such heavy artillery moving through the living room?"

Chloé immediately lowered her head, staring at her toes as they curled against the rug. Her voice was nothing more than a whisper strangled by shame.

"Shocked... no, I don’t know. Well, yes, a little. It
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