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I finished this and stayed seated longer than I expected to. Not frozen. Held. The piece
did not ask for suspense. It generated it through accumulation. Heat, control, delay. The
garage does its work early. The air is thick before anything happens. That mattered. I
felt it in my chest and lower back before I trusted it intellectually.

What stayed first was not arousal. It was density. The sense that the room was already
crowded with intention. The poker table is not a prop. It is a surface that collects
pressure. Cash. Glass. Hands. Glances. I read slower than [ meant to. My attention kept
dropping out of the scene and into my body, then snapping back. That oscillation felt
intentional.

The power dynamic establishes itself quietly and then refuses toloosen. Luka arrives
already ahead. The others know it. The reader knows it. The piece never pretends the
game is fair. When Luka says, “You don’t want ‘nice.’” You don’t want ‘classy.’ You want
someone to use you,” my stomach tightened. Not because it was shocking. Because it
landed too easily. It named something the scene had already been circling without

saying.

There was arousal. Brief. Uneven. It did not align with climax or escalation. It arrived
early, thinned out, then returned in flashes. That instability worked for me. It mirrored
the way control keeps slipping hands. I noticed my breath shallow during the first
stripping command. Not excitement exactly. Exposure. The word “Strip” hit harder
than the descriptions that followed.

The explicitness did not bother me. What unsettled me was the ritual framing. Worship
language. Auction language. Prayer. When Jack is told to describe Craig “like you're
memorizing him for prayer,” my body reacted with resistance. Not rejection. A
tightening. The scene crossed from erotic tension into devotional demand. That shift

mattered more than the nudity.



I was aware of my own limits during the prolonged description. My engagement
narrowed. Not because it went too far, but because it held me in one posture for too
long. I stayed with it anyway. Partly stubbornness. Partly curiosity about whether the
piece would release or tighten further. It chose tightening.

The quote that kept echoing was simple. “This isn’t a fucking grocery list. This is
worship.” That line framed everything that followed. It justified excess. It demanded
surrender. It also flattened some nuance. Once worship is declared, refusal becomes
blasphemy rather than choice. I felt that as irritation rather than offense.

By the time Luka stands fully revealed, my arousal had faded. Not gone. Displaced. The
scene had become about endurance rather than heat. I was still attentive, but no longer
pliable. The command “On your knees” landed cold. Deliberate. The piece was no
longer asking what these men wanted. It was telling them. That authoritarian certainty
lingered after I finished.

I did not dislike this. I also did not want to stay inside it longer than necessary. The
residue was pressure without release. Control without rupture. It sat in my shoulders
and jaw for a while. I noticed it when I stood up.
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Filed as observed.
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