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Prologue 

The Invitation
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The envelope arrived on a Tuesday, slipped beneath Lola’s apartment door like a secret. Thick parchment, the kind that felt expensive under her fingertips, embossed with a wax seal, a crescent moon cradling a lotus blossom. Her name curled across the front in elegant, looping script. No return address.

Lola Reyes, 28, office drone and chronic daydreamer, sat cross-legged on her thrifted IKEA rug, the frayed edges scratching her calves. Her studio apartment was a shrine to quiet desperation: walls the color of overcooked oatmeal, a futon sagging beneath a mountain of mismatched throw pillows, and a kitchenette cluttered with mugs bearing crusted rings of chamomile tea. The air smelled of stale coffee and lavender candles burned to nubs, her half-hearted attempts to soothe the static in her mind. Outside, rain tapped against the grimy window, the gray Chicago skyline bleeding into the monotony she’d come to loathe. Six years of spreadsheets, passive-aggressive Slack messages, and Tinder dates that fizzled after two drinks in bars with too-loud music. Her life wasn’t a tragedy; it was a screensaver. Endless, looping, numb.

She was ordinary in the way that ached. Average height, with a body that had settled into softness after years of takeout and neglected gym memberships. Her chestnut hair fell in waves to her shoulders, frizzed at the ends from cheap drugstore dye jobs. She’d stopped wearing makeup except for special occasions, which, these days, meant funerals or her monthly brunch with Rachel from HR. Her wardrobe was a parade of polyester blouses and pencil skirts that clung too tightly to her hips, as if apologizing for existing.

But her eyes...even in the dim glow of her desk lamp, they burned. Hazel flecked with gold, too wide, too hungry, the kind of eyes that made baristas pause mid-sentence. “You’ve got... storyteller’s eyes,” a drunk poet had slurred at her once. She’d tucked the compliment away like a stolen gem, polishing it on nights when the loneliness bit too deep.

The wax seal cracked under her thumbnail, releasing a scent of sandalwood and something darker, primal. The letter inside was brief, its cursive sharp enough to draw blood.

To Lola, the letter began, You’ve been chosen. A retreat for those hungry to shed the ordinary. Eden Acres awaits—three days of liberation, self-discovery, and the reclamation of desire. Transportation enclosed. Come as you are. Leave as you wish to be.

A first-class train ticket fluttered into her lap. Destination: Redwood County, California. Departure: Friday.

Lola’s laugh was a brittle thing, sharp enough to cut the silence. Chosen. As if her name had ever been picked for anything but last in dodgeball. She traced the ticket’s embossed edges, her pulse a frantic bird trapped in her throat. Redwood County. A place of towering trees and fog-kissed valleys, according to Google. The opposite of her third-floor walk-up with its flickering fluorescent lights and the neighbor who played Baby Shark on loop at 2 AM.

Her phone buzzed. A Tinder notification—Jake (29) liked you!—glowed beside a photo of a man in salmon-colored shorts holding a fish. She tossed the phone onto the futon, its screen cracking against a pillow.

Reclamation of desire. The phrase throbbed in her skull. Desire had become a foreign currency: the way her breath hitched during thunderstorms, the ache in her wrists when she scribbled poetry in stolen moments, the dreams that left her sweating and restless, their details evaporating by dawn.

She glanced at the peeling travel poster above her desk—Visit Bali!—its corners curled like dead leaves. The farthest she’d ventured in years was Wisconsin for her cousin’s wedding, where she’d spilled red wine on her mother’s dress and cried in a Dairy Queen bathroom.

Outside, the rain thickened, blurring the city into a watercolor of regret. Lola pressed the ticket to her chest, the parchment warm against her skin. Three days. She could lie to her boss. Tell Rachel she had food poisoning. Buy a new suitcase from Target.

Her reflection in the microwave door stared back, a woman on the edge of a sigh.

Come as you are.

She booked the Uber at 3 AM, her fingers trembling over the screen.
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Chapter One

The Arrival
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The train car was empty save for Lola and the conductor, a silver-haired man who winked as he handed her a mimosa. “Eden Acres, eh?” he said, nodding at her ticket. “Lucky girl.”

She’d packed light, a duffel bag with linen shirts, denim cutoffs, and the black lace lingerie she’d bought on a whim last Valentine’s Day (still tagged). Curiosity had overruled logic. The invitation’s anonymity should’ve screamed cult or kidnapping, but the stationery smelled like jasmine, and the words reclamation of desire had thrummed in her veins.

Three hours later, the train hissed to a stop in a valley so green it hurt her eyes. Rolling hills quilted with wildflowers, a canopy of redwoods framing a gravel path. No signs. No cell service. Just a handwritten note nailed to a post: Follow the river.

Her sandals crunched over pebbles as she walked, the air thick with the musk of damp soil and honeysuckle. Then, rounding a bend, she saw it: Eden Acres.

The farmstead sprawled like a fever dream. A Victorian farmhouse, its wraparound porch adorned with twinkling lanterns. Fields of sunflowers swaying in unison. A barn with doors wide open, shadows flickering inside. And people, barefoot, laughing, their skin gilded by the afternoon sun. A woman in a sheer kaftan poured wine into a man’s mouth as he lounged in a hammock. Another couple, tangled in the grass, kissed lazily, their hands roaming without shame.

Lola’s pulse quickened.

“You made it.”

The voice was honeyed. She turned.

A woman greeted her, early 40s, maybe, with a stormcloud of silver-streaked curls tumbling down her back. Full hips hugged by faded denim, a linen blouse unbuttoned just enough to reveal a collarbone dusted with freckles. Her eyes arrested Lola, pale green, lupine, the kind of gaze that stripped you to the bone.

“Welcome to Eden Acres.”

“Mara,” she said, extending a hand. “Caretaker of Eden Acres. And you’re Lola.”

Not a question.

She swallowed. “How did you—”

“We’ve been expecting you.” 

“What is this place?” Lola asked

Mara led Lola to a shaded veranda, pouring jasmine tea into hand-thrown clay cups. 

“Eden Acres isn’t a cult, a kink resort, or a feminist manifesto, though it’s been called all three. It’s a laboratory. Here, we dissect desire. Recompose it.”

Lola gripped her cup. “As... hucows?”

Mara’s laugh was a dark chord. “An unfortunate term. We prefer Earthen Vessels. The symbology—nurturance, abundance—resonates. But the practice?” She leaned forward, her lupin green eyes reflecting Lola’s flinch. “It’s about receptivity. Allowing pleasure to flow through you, unmediated by shame. Or spreadsheets.”

Lola’s cheeks burned. “How did you—?”

“You’ve the posture of someone who’s been folded into too-small boxes.” Mara gestured to a tattooed woman striding past, her nipples pierced with opal barbells. “Sophia was a tax attorney. Now she composes symphonies played on the body. We are reclamation artists, Lola. And you?” She sipped her tea. “You’re a masterpiece in stasis.”

The Parlor
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The milking parlor was all warm wood and soft light, the air sweet with bergamot and the musk of aroused flesh. A mural spanned one wall, women intertwined with vines, their mouths parted in ecstasy, milk swirling into a celestial river.

“Observe,” Mara murmured.

A woman entered, late 20s, sun-kissed and sinewy, her breasts heavy beneath a lace harness. She nodded to a technician (“Esme,” Mara noted, “our resident pleasure engineer”), who secured translucent cups to her nipples. The machine hummed, a low, primal vibration.

“The suction mimics a skilled mouth,” Mara explained as the woman’s hips began to sway. “But we’ve refined it. Biofeedback sensors adjust the rhythm to the user’s arousal. It’s not extraction. It’s communion.”

The woman—“Clover,” Mara whispered—moaned, her head falling back as the cups pulsed. Her hand slid between her legs, fingers working in slow circles. 

“Fuck... fuck, right there—”

Mara’s voice was a hypnotic undertone. “Note the cervical tilt. The way her spine arches to present, offer. This isn’t passivity. It’s sovereignty.”

Clover’s climax hit like a seismic wave, back bowed, milk streaming into crystal flasks as her cunt clenched around nothing. She laughed breathlessly, sweat glistening on her collarbones. “Christ, Esme. That algorithm’s a goddamn revelation.”

Esme winked. “Wait till the ovipositor module’s installed.”

Mara turned to Lola. “Your turn.”

Lola’s heart stalled. “I, I can’t. Not... in front of—”

“Everyone starts as witness.” Mara cupped her chin, thumb brushing the pulse point. “Tell me, poet—” (How did she know?*) “—when was the last time you felt unambiguous in your skin? Not pretty. Not acceptable. Feral.”

Memories flickered, the drunk poet’s slurred praise, the ache in her wrists as she scribbled verses she’d never send anywhere, the way she’d rubbed herself raw in college dorms, chasing a phantom she couldn’t name.

“Stay,” Mara pressed. “A trial week. No contracts. No obligations. Just... curiosity.”

Outside, a breeze carried the scent of rain-soaked earth. Somewhere, a woman sang in a language Lola didn’t know but felt, a low, guttural thrum that bypassed her brain and coiled in her cunt.

“Yes.” The word slipped out, half-prayer, half-defiance.

Mara smiled. “Good girl.”

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





