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"She speaks a language that has no words.

I have spent years learning to translate."
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"I fell in love with her voice before I fell in love with her body."

I am a system development engineer. I spend my days writing code, debugging algorithms, building architectures that process millions of data points per second. I understand logic. I understand syntax. I understand the precise beauty of a function that does exactly what it was designed to do.

None of that prepared me for Jackie.

She appeared on my TikTok feed on a rainy Tuesday in March. Just a fifteen-second video about marketing analytics—something about conversion funnels and customer journey mapping. I don't remember a single word of the content. What I remember is her voice. Low. A little husky. The way she paused mid-sentence, as if she was sharing a secret. The tiny catch in her breath when she got excited about a particular insight.

I watched that video seventeen times.

I am not a man who believes in fate, or destiny, or any of those romantic notions that defy quantification. But something about that voice—something about the texture of her words, the rhythm of her speech—reached through the screen and wrapped itself around my nervous system. I followed her account. I watched every video she'd ever posted. I began to learn the variations: how her voice dropped when she was being serious, how it lifted when she was amused, how there was this barely perceptible tremor when she was nervous.

It took me three weeks to comment on one of her videos.

It took her two days to respond.

It took us six months of messages, voice notes, video calls, and one transcontinental flight before I finally heard her make the sound that would change everything I thought I knew about desire.

~
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Jackie is shy. This is the first thing everyone notices about her, and the last thing they understand. They see a beautiful woman with dark hair and soft brown eyes who looks down when she speaks to strangers, who blushes when she receives compliments, who seems to fold into herself in crowded rooms. They assume this means she is quiet. Reserved. Perhaps even cold.

They have no idea.

Her shyness is not silence—it's compression. Everything she feels, everything she wants, everything that burns inside her gets pressed down into a space so small and so dense that when it finally releases, it's like a supernova. The quiet ones are always the loudest when you learn how to listen. And Jackie—my Jackie—speaks a language that has no words.

A language I have spent two years learning to translate.

This is not a love story. Or rather, it's not 

only a love story. It is a study. An obsession. A devotional text written in frequencies and amplitudes, in gasps and moans, in the infinite space between one breath and the next. It is the record of how I learned to hear her—truly hear her—and in doing so, learned to worship her in ways I never knew were possible.

I am going to tell you about every sound she makes.

The first time I heard her laugh—really laugh, not the polite chuckle she gives strangers—I felt it in my chest like a physical impact. It was during our fourth video call, after I'd made some terrible joke about her analytics obsession being "data-driven foreplay." She'd been sipping tea, and the laugh exploded out of her, this bright, surprised, completely uninhibited sound that cracked something open inside me.

That laugh. That was the first hook in my skin.

The second was the catch in her breath when I told her I'd booked a flight to see her. Three seconds of silence, then this tiny, sharp intake—like the air itself had surprised her. Like I had surprised her. Like the idea that someone would cross an ocean just to hear her voice in person was something she'd never allowed herself to imagine.

She doesn't know how beautiful her sounds are. That's part of what destroys me. She's spent her whole life trying to be quiet, trying to disappear, trying not to take up space. And here I am, a man who would give anything—

everything—to hear her take up all the space. To hear her fill a room. To hear her scream.

~
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My name is Franz. I am thirty-four years old. I have a master's degree in computer science and a singular obsession with the woman who changed my understanding of intimacy, desire, and the human voice.

What follows is not pornography, though there will be explicit content—I won't pretend otherwise. What follows is not memoir, though every word is true. What follows is a guide. A map. A curriculum.

How to listen to a woman.

How to decode the sounds she makes when words fail her.

How to become fluent in the language of her pleasure.

I am going to teach you to hear her the way I hear Jackie. Every gasp catalogued. Every moan analyzed. Every whisper decoded. Every scream earned.

Because the truth that most people never learn—the truth that changed my life—is this: the sounds a woman makes when she is truly, deeply, completely pleased are not reactions. They are not byproducts. They are not noise.

They are communication.

They are the most honest language she will ever speak.

And if you learn to listen—truly listen—she will tell you everything.

~
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The first time I made Jackie come, she didn't scream. She didn't moan. She made a sound I had never heard before—this long, broken exhale, like her body was releasing something it had been holding for years. Like every wall she'd ever built was crumbling. Like she was finally, finally safe enough to let go.

I was kneeling between her thighs, my mouth still wet with her, and I looked up to see tears streaming down her face. Not from sadness. Not from pain. From release. From the overwhelming intensity of being heard.

"No one," she whispered. "No one has ever..."

She couldn't finish the sentence. She didn't have to.

That was the night I understood my purpose. Not to be a good lover—that was too small a goal. Not to give her pleasure—that was too obvious. My purpose was to become the world's foremost expert on Jackie. To study her. To learn every frequency, every pitch, every timbre of her desire. To become so fluent in her sounds that I could conduct her pleasure like a symphony.

To make her feel heard in ways no one had ever heard her.

Two years later, I have not stopped listening.

I never will.

~
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Turn the page.

Let me teach you what I've learned.

Let me tell you about the sound she makes.
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Learning to Listen
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CHAPTER ONE
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The First Sound

"That laugh. That was the first hook in my skin."

The algorithm knew before I did.

I was lying in bed at 11:47 PM on a Tuesday, doom-scrolling through TikTok the way I always did when a deployment had gone sideways and my brain was too wired to sleep. Video after video—people dancing, people cooking, people pointing at floating text with opinions I didn't care about. My thumb moved on autopilot. Swipe. Swipe. Swipe.

And then—her.

The video was nothing special. A woman sitting at a desk, laptop open, explaining something about customer acquisition costs. Marketing content. The kind of thing I'd normally scroll past without a second thought. But my thumb stopped mid-swipe, frozen by something I couldn't immediately identify.

Her voice.

It was low. Not deep, exactly—feminine, undeniably feminine—but pitched in a register that seemed to bypass my ears entirely and land somewhere in my chest. There was a slight rasp to it, like honey poured over gravel. And underneath that, something else. A hesitation. A shyness that made every word feel like a secret she was trusting me with.

I watched the video three times before I even looked at her face.

When I finally did, my heart stuttered. She was beautiful—dark hair pulled back in a messy ponytail, soft features, brown eyes that kept darting away from the camera like she wasn't quite comfortable being watched. Her lips were full, unpainted, moving around words about conversion metrics while I sat there wondering what other sounds that mouth could make.

Her username was @jackiemarketsthings.

I followed her before I'd finished the video.

~
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I watched every video she'd ever posted that night. Forty-seven of them. Each one between thirty seconds and three minutes long, each one ostensibly about marketing strategy and brand development, each one teaching me nothing about marketing and everything about the woman speaking.

I learned that her voice dropped lower when she was making a serious point—almost to a whisper, like she was afraid of taking up too much space. I learned that it lifted and quickened when she got excited, little bursts of enthusiasm breaking through her careful control. I learned that she had a habit of pausing mid-sentence to gather her thoughts, and in those pauses, there was sometimes this tiny intake of breath—barely audible, probably imperceptible to anyone who wasn't listening with the intensity I was.

But I hadn't heard her laugh yet.

That came three weeks later.

~
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I'd been commenting on her videos. Nothing aggressive, nothing creepy—I'm not that guy. Just genuine observations about her content. Technical questions that showed I was actually paying attention. A joke here and there that I hoped would land.

She started responding.

Short replies at first—a thank you, a clarification, a laughing emoji. But they got longer. More personal. She asked what I did for work. I told her I was a system development engineer. She said she'd always found developers intimidating. I said I found marketers terrifying because they understood human behavior in ways that felt like dark magic.

"Maybe I'll teach you," she wrote back. "The dark arts of the customer journey."

I read that message seventeen times.

We moved to DMs. Then to voice notes. The first time I heard a voice note from Jackie—not the polished, carefully scripted voice of her videos, but her actual voice, unrehearsed and intimate—I had to sit down. She was rambling about a client who didn't understand why their Facebook ads weren't converting, and halfway through she lost her train of thought and muttered "wait, where was I going with this?" and I felt something shift in my chest.

This was the real her. Unfiltered. Imperfect. 

Devastating.

Then came the video calls.

~
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The fourth video call. That's when it happened.

We'd been talking for two hours. She was curled up on her couch, wearing an oversized sweater that kept slipping off one shoulder, a cup of tea cradled in her hands. I was at my desk, still in my work clothes, pretending I wasn't watching the way the lamplight caught the curve of her neck every time she moved.

She was telling me about a presentation she had to give—how nervous she was, how much she hated being the center of attention. "It's stupid," she said, looking down at her tea. "I literally make videos for thousands of people. But something about being in a room with actual humans watching me..."

"You could pretend they're all naked," I offered.

She wrinkled her nose. "That would make it so much worse."

"Fair point. Bad advice." I leaned back in my chair, considering. "What if you pretended the presentation was just another video? Like you're talking to your phone, not to a room full of people."

"I've tried that. Doesn't work. The phone doesn't stare back at me."

"Okay then," I said, the words coming out before I could think them through. "Pretend you're talking to me. Just me. Like this. Like we're just having a conversation about data-driven foreplay."

She had been mid-sip.

The tea went everywhere.

And then she laughed.

It exploded out of her—this bright, shocked, completely uncontrolled sound that was nothing like the careful, measured voice I'd been studying for weeks. It started high and then dropped low, rippling through registers like a bird taking flight. Her head tipped back. Her eyes squeezed shut. One hand flew to her mouth as if she could somehow contain it, but it was too late. The sound was out. The sound was 

free.

I sat there, phone in hand, and felt something fundamental rewire inside me.

"Oh my god," she gasped, still laughing, dabbing at the tea on her sweater. "Data-driven 

foreplay? Franz, what is 

wrong with you?"

Everything, I thought. Everything is wrong with me now. Because I'd just discovered something I would spend the rest of my life chasing: the sound of Jackie with her walls down. The sound of her surprised. The sound of her 

unguarded.

"I'm a systems engineer," I managed, trying to keep my voice steady. "I think in frameworks. Conversion funnels. User journeys. The foreplay metaphor was...inevitable."

She laughed again—softer this time, but still real. Still unscripted. "You're ridiculous."

"I prefer 'systematically absurd.'"

She shook her head, smiling, and I watched the way her eyes crinkled at the corners, the way her shoulders had dropped from their usual tension. She was relaxed. She was happy. And the sound of her happiness was the most beautiful thing I had ever heard.

That was the night I started keeping notes.

~
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I know how that sounds. Keeping notes. Like I was studying her. Like she was a subject in some experiment.

Maybe she was. Maybe I was. All I know is that after that night, I couldn't stop cataloguing. Every time we talked, I paid attention. Not just to what she said, but to how she said it. The music of her. The rhythm and the pitch and the tiny variations that told me things her words never could.

I learned that when she was tired, her voice dropped half a register and her sentences got shorter. I learned that when she was excited, she spoke faster and forgot to breathe, her words tumbling over each other in a rush. I learned that when she was sad—really sad, not just tired or frustrated—she went quiet in a particular way, the kind of quiet that felt like pressure
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