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Chapter 1: First Escort Service Client

Day 85. I stood in front of the sauna building in Midtown, my heart hammering so hard I thought my ribs might crack. The neon sign buzzed overhead: Paradise Wellness. Innocent enough from the outside. Just another Manhattan day spa.

Vicky squeezed my hand. “You don’t have to do this.”

“I need five thousand dollars in twelve days.” My voice came out steadier than I felt. “This is the only way.”

She nodded, recognizing the same math that had trapped her months ago. We walked through the front entrance—legitimate sauna and massage area with a receptionist who barely looked up. Then through a door marked “Staff Only” that led down a narrow hallway to a second, hidden entrance.

The real business.

A woman in her fifties waited inside—severe bun, sharp eyes, expensive suit. The madam. She looked me up and down like I was livestock at auction.

“You’re the new girl Vicky mentioned. Emily?”

“Yes.” I forced myself to meet her gaze.

“Come with me.” She led me to a small office. “Ground rules. You work when I call you. Two clients maximum per night—your body needs recovery time at first. Rates start at one hundred twenty for basic service, more for specialty requests. I take forty percent. You keep sixty. Cash only, paid after each client. Medical exam monthly, you pay for it. Any STDs, you’re fired. Condoms mandatory unless the client pays triple and you agree. Questions?”

My mouth was dry. “What if—”

“What if you want to leave? Door’s there. What if a client gets rough? Press the panic button in each room, Briggs comes running.” She gestured to a massive shadow in the hallway—easily six-five, three hundred pounds of muscle. Security. “What if you freeze up? Then you don’t get paid and don’t come back. This is business. You provide a service, you get money. Simple.”

She opened a drawer and pulled out a medical form. “Vicky vouched for you, so I’ll skip the audition fuck. But I need to inspect you first. Strip.”

Heat flooded my face. I’d been naked in front of Vanessa during magic rituals, but this was different. This was commerce. My body was the product.

I pulled off my tight dress—the one I’d borrowed from Vicky, the one that screamed available. Then my bra, releasing my 34C breasts. Finally my panties, leaving me bare except for my heels.

The madam circled me slowly. Her fingers prodded my breasts, lifted them, checked the nipples. “Natural. Good. Men like these.” She spread my ass cheeks without warning. I gasped. “Tight. Have you done anal?”

“Yes.” My voice barely worked.

“Good. Clients pay extra for that.” Her fingers moved to my pussy, spreading my lips, examining. “Waxed?”

“Yes.”

“Keep it that way. Smooth pussy is non-negotiable.” She stepped back. “You’re acceptable. Pretty face, decent body, young. You’ll do well if you don’t quit after the first cock.”

She handed me a key. “Room three. Client’s already waiting—Victor, regular, gentle type. Perfect for your first time. Thirty minutes, one hundred twenty dollars, vaginal only, condom required. Knock first, then go in. Good luck.”

I dressed in a sheer robe she provided—basically lingerie, easy access—and walked down the hallway on shaking legs. Room three. The key felt like it weighed a thousand pounds.

I knocked.

“Come in,” a male voice called.

The room was small: queen bed with fresh sheets, nightstand with condoms and lube, full-length mirror on one wall, soft lighting. A man sat on the edge of the bed—mid-forties, average build, receding hairline, nervous expression. Not threatening. Just… a man who paid for sex.

“Hi. I’m Emily.” My voice sounded alien to my own ears.

“Victor.” He stood, offering his hand like this was a business meeting. I shook it. His palm was sweaty. “You’re beautiful. Is this… your first time? Working, I mean?”

Lying felt pointless. “Yes.”

“I’ll be gentle. I always am.” He smiled, trying to reassure me. “May I… touch you?”

I nodded. This was happening. This was real.

Victor’s hands were careful, almost reverent, as he untied my robe. It fell open, revealing my body. His eyes widened, locked on my breasts. “Perfect,” he breathed.

He reached for them, cupping gently, thumbs brushing my nipples. They hardened instantly—my body’s automatic response, divorced from my emotions. He noticed and smiled. “You’re responsive. That’s nice.”

His touch was… fine. Not exciting, not repulsive. Just mechanical. He fondled my breasts for a minute, then guided me to sit on the bed. He undressed while I watched: middle-aged body, slight belly, and when he dropped his boxers, his cock sprang free—already hard, about seven inches, average thickness.

The clinical observation helped. I could categorize, analyze, detach.

“Lie back,” he said softly.

I did, spreading my legs automatically. He knelt between them, running his hands up my thighs. “So smooth.” His fingers found my pussy and I realized with shame that I was already wet. Not from desire—from the situation. The taboo. The surrender.

Michael would’ve been horrified. Emily was aroused.

Victor grabbed a condom from the nightstand, tore it open, rolled it down his shaft with practiced ease. Then he positioned himself at my entrance, looking at my face. “Ready?”

“Yes.” The lie came easily.

He pushed inside slowly. The initial penetration stretched my pussy lips apart, the head of his cock spreading me open as it sank into my wet heat. The stretch was familiar now—I’d been fucked by Jamal, by Lucas, by Vanessa’s machines—but this was different. This was paid. Seven inches of hard cock sliding deeper into my cunt, my inner walls gripping him, molding around his shaft as he filled me inch by inch. I gasped as he bottomed out, feeling him press against my cervix, his balls resting against my ass.

“You feel amazing,” he groaned, his cock twitching inside me. “So fucking tight. So warm and wet.”

He began to thrust. Standard rhythm, missionary position, his weight on his elbows above me. I wrapped my legs around his waist and felt his cock slide almost completely out—just the head still inside my pussy lips—before he drove back in, burying himself balls-deep. The wet squelch of my pussy swallowing his shaft filled the room. He wasn’t skilled—just enthusiastic. His cock hammered into my cunt with wet slapping sounds, his pelvis smacking against mine, each thrust bottoming out hard against my cervix, sending jolts of pleasure-pain through my core.

I moaned—partly performance, partly real. The friction of his cock dragging against my inner walls, the pressure of him stretching me open, the rhythm of penetration was building something despite my detachment. My pussy clenched around him reflexively, squeezing his shaft, and he groaned louder.

“Oh fuck, you’re perfect,” he panted, his cock swelling inside me. “I’m close. Your pussy is milking me. I’m gonna—”

Ten minutes. That’s all it took for him. His thrusts became erratic, desperate, losing all rhythm. With a final grunt he buried himself deep—so deep I felt him hit my cervix—and came. I felt the condom swell inside my pussy as he filled it with hot cum, rope after rope flooding into the latex barrier. His cock pulsed and twitched, jerking with each spurt. He stayed there, grinding against me, gasping and shuddering, for thirty seconds before finally pulling out.

The condom was heavy with his load when he carefully removed it, tying it off and dropping it in the waste bin. He looked at me, satisfied and slightly embarrassed. “That was… thank you. You’re incredible.”

He dressed quickly, pulled cash from his wallet—six twenties—and placed them on the nightstand. “Keep it all. You earned it.”

Then he left.

I lay there, legs still spread, pussy still wet from his fucking, and stared at the money. One hundred twenty dollars. I’d just been paid to have sex.

I was a prostitute. Really, truly, a prostitute.

But underneath the shock was something else—a surge of power in my chest. The familiar golden glow. Mana. My orgasm during the fucking (yes, I’d cum—my body couldn’t help it) had generated massive energy. My phone buzzed in my purse.

I grabbed it, opened the Power App:

Magic Level: 22 → 23 (+1 from orgasm during paid sex)
Mana: 2000/2000 (FULL)
Sexual Partners: 6 (+1)
Orgasms: 89 (+1)
Money: $2,325 → $2,445 (+$120)

The math glowed on the screen. Sex work = power. Every paid fuck made me stronger.

I cleaned up with the provided towels, wiped away the evidence of Victor’s cock from between my legs, and fixed my appearance. There was a soft knock on the door.

“Next client ready,” the madam’s voice called. “Room three again, if you’re up for it.”

I looked at myself in the mirror. Flushed cheeks, tousled hair, the look of a woman who’d just been fucked. I could stop now. Walk away with one hundred twenty dollars and my dignity barely intact.

Or I could do this again. Double my money. Double my power.

“Send him in,” I called back.

The door opened five minutes later. A younger man this time—maybe thirty, athletic build, cocky smile. He looked me up and down with open hunger.

“Damn, they weren’t kidding. You’re hot as fuck.”

No gentle greeting this time. This was the other type—the rough trade. He walked in, locked the door, and started unbuttoning his jeans before he’d even said his name.

“I paid for thirty minutes and anal. That work for you, baby?”

My pussy clenched at the crude words. I nodded. “One hundred fifty?”

“Already paid the boss lady. Now get that ass up on the bed.”

He was naked in seconds, his cock jutting out—thicker than Victor’s, a solid eight and a half inches, veiny and demanding. He grabbed the lube from the nightstand and squeezed a generous amount onto his fingers.

“Hands and knees. Show me that pretty asshole.”

I positioned myself on the bed, ass raised, face pressed into the mattress. Vulnerable. Exposed. My asshole tightened instinctively as his lubed fingers circled the rim.

“Relax. This’ll hurt less if you breathe.” His finger pushed inside. I gasped. “Yeah, nice and tight. You don’t do this often, do you?”

“Sometimes.” A lie. Vanessa’s machines had stretched me plenty. But clients liked to feel special.

He added a second finger, scissoring, stretching. Then a third. The burn was intense but manageable. When he pulled his fingers free, I heard the condom wrapper tearing.

“Ready?”

Before I could answer, the thick head of his cock pressed against my asshole. The blunt pressure was intense, insistent. He pushed forward and my ring of muscle clenched tight, resisting the invasion. Then with one hard thrust, he forced the head past my sphincter. The tight ring of muscle stretched wide, burning as it surrendered, and the fat crown popped inside with a flash of white-hot pain-pleasure that made me cry out.

“Fuck yeah, take it.” He didn’t stop—didn’t give me time to adjust. Just kept pushing, feeding inch after thick inch into my ass. My anal walls stretched wider and wider around his shaft, gripping him like a vice. The burn was intense, the feeling of fullness overwhelming. Eight and a half inches felt enormous forcing its way into my guts. I could feel every vein, every ridge of his cock as it burrowed deeper. When his hips finally met my ass cheeks, his balls pressed against my dripping pussy, I was panting and trembling.

“Good girl. Your ass is so fucking tight around my cock. Now let’s fuck.”

He pulled back—his shaft dragging against my stretched asshole—and slammed forward hard. The force drove the air from my lungs. No gentle buildup, no patience—just brutal anal pounding. His thick cock stretched my ass impossibly wide with each thrust, hitting deep, the friction so intense I saw stars. He pounded into my guts like he was trying to wreck me. I gripped the sheets and bit back screams, my asshole burning as it was forced to accommodate his girth over and over.

It hurt. It absolutely fucking hurt. The stretching, the deep penetration, the relentless hammering. But underneath the burn was that familiar dark pleasure—the submission, the degradation, the utter loss of control as a stranger’s cock destroyed my ass. My pussy dripped onto the sheets untouched, clenching on nothing, my clit throbbing.

He fucked my ass for twenty minutes straight. Long, punishing strokes that left me gasping and whimpering. His cock pulled almost all the way out—stretching my rim wide—before slamming back in balls-deep. His hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise, using them as leverage to pound deeper. I could hear the wet slap of his hips hitting my ass cheeks, the obscene squelch of lube, his grunts of effort. When he finally came, it was with a roar, his cock buried balls-deep in my guts, grinding hard. The condom swelled inside my ass as he pumped it full of cum, his shaft pulsing and jerking with each thick spurt.

He pulled out roughly, his cock sliding free with a wet pop. My asshole gaped open, winking obscenely, stretched too wide to close immediately. The burning ache was intense. I collapsed face-first onto the bed, trembling, feeling my ruined hole slowly clench shut. He cleaned up, dressed, and dropped cash on the nightstand—one hundred and fifty dollars.

“You’re a good little whore,” he said, almost affectionately. “I’ll ask for you again.”

Then he was gone too.

I lay there, trembling, my ass still throbbing and gaping. But the mana surge was incredible—two hundred points from that brutal fucking, from cumming untouched while his cock destroyed my asshole.

Magic Level: 23 → 24 (+1)
Mana: 2355/2400 (+200)
Orgasms: 90 (+1)
Money: $2,445 → $2,595 (+$150)

Two clients. Two orgasms. Three hundred twenty dollars. Three hundred fifty mana generated.

I cleaned myself up again—this time washing my asshole carefully, wincing at the tenderness. When I finally dressed and walked back to the madam’s office, Vicky was waiting.

“How’d it go?”

“I did it.” My voice was flat. “Two clients. Made three hundred twenty.”

“That’s good for your first night.” She hugged me. “It gets easier.”

Did it? Or did I just get harder?

We walked home through the late-night Manhattan streets. It was 3 AM. My pussy and ass both ached from the fucking. I had cum from two different men leaking slowly despite washing. My makeup was smudged. I looked exactly like what I was.

A working girl.

Back in our dorm room, I counted the cash again. Three hundred twenty dollars. Added to my existing funds: $2,645 total. I needed five thousand. That meant $2,355 more in eleven days.

Seven more nights like this would do it. Maybe eight to be safe.

Seven more nights of spreading my legs for strangers. Seven more nights of getting fucked for money.

I pulled out my phone and opened the Power App one more time:

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - POWER PROFILE        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 85                            ║
║ Magic Level: 24                    ║
║ Mana: 2000/2000 (FULL)            ║
║                                    ║
║ Sexual Partners: 7                 ║
║ Orgasms (Total): 90               ║
║ Prostitution Sessions: 2           ║
║                                    ║
║ Bank Account: $2,645              ║
║ Rent Due: Day 97 (12 days)        ║
║ Amount Needed: $2,355             ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

The numbers glowed in the dark. Cold. Mathematical. Undeniable.

I’m a prostitute now. Really, truly, a prostitute.

But as I lay in bed, my body still aching from being fucked in both holes, the mana humming in my veins like liquid power, I realized something that would’ve destroyed Michael:

I’m good at this.

And the power… god, the power was intoxicating.

I masturbated one more time before sleep, fingers working my sore pussy, thinking about the cocks that had filled me, the money on my nightstand, the mana surging through my body. When I came, it was quiet and intense, another fifty mana generated.

Tomorrow I’d go to class. Pretend to be a normal university girl. Study, laugh, act innocent.

Tomorrow night, I’d go back to the massage parlor and let strangers fuck me for money.

Because I had eleven days to make $2,355.

And because every orgasm made me more powerful than Michael ever was.

I fell asleep with my fingers still between my legs, my pussy still wet, and my mind already calculating: If I work every night, two clients each, $240 average per night… I’ll have enough in ten days. Maybe even save extra.

Money. Power. Sex.

The three had become inseparable.

And I was just getting started.


Chapter 2: Building the Routine

Days 86-95. Ten days. That’s what I had left before eviction. Ten days to make $2,355.

The math was brutal but simple: work three nights per week, two clients per night, $200 average per client = $1,200 per week. Two weeks would give me the full amount plus cushion.

But I didn’t have two weeks. I had ten days.

So I worked every night the madam would let me.

Monday night, Day 86. Two clients again.

The first was a gentle older businessman—graying hair, wedding ring, nervous hands. He undressed me slowly, reverently, his eyes locked on my breasts. When he slid his seven-inch cock into my pussy, he groaned like he was coming home. Standard missionary—his weight pressing me into the mattress, his cock sliding in and out of my wet cunt with wet squelching sounds. He wasn’t trying to impress anyone, just using my body for relief. Ten minutes of steady fucking, his cock dragging against my inner walls, hitting all the right spots despite his lack of skill. When he came, he buried himself deep and filled the condom, his cock pulsing inside me. ($120)

The second client was younger, aggressive—maybe thirty, cocky smile, rough hands. He spun me around the moment I was naked, bent me over the bed face-first, and kicked my legs apart. No preliminaries. His eight-inch cock slammed into my pussy from behind in one brutal thrust that made me gasp. Then he started fucking—hard, fast, merciless doggy-style pounding. His hips slapped against my ass with each thrust, the sound echoing in the small room. And he was spanking me—his palm cracking against my ass cheeks between thrusts, making me yelp and clench around his cock. Left cheek, right cheek, alternating, until my whole ass glowed hot and red. The combination of his cock stretching my pussy and the stinging pain on my ass drove me over the edge. I came hard, crying out, my cunt clenching and spasming around his shaft. He grunted his approval and kept pounding, chasing his own orgasm. When he finally came, he pulled out and ripped off the condom, spraying his load all over my reddened ass cheeks. ($180)

Four orgasms total between both sessions. Six hundred mana generated. Three hundred dollars earned.

Running total: $2,945.

Tuesday, Day 87. Morning classes felt surreal. I sat in Introduction to Educational Psychology taking notes about child development theory while my pussy still ached from last night’s fucking. The girl next to me—innocent, chattering about her weekend plans—had no idea I’d swallowed two loads of cum twelve hours ago.

That night: escort service again. Client one—middle-aged, nervous, wanted a blowjob only. I knelt between his legs on the floor, looked up at him with my best sultry gaze, and wrapped my lips around his average seven-inch cock. He groaned immediately. I worked my mouth up and down his shaft, hollowing my cheeks, using my tongue on the underside, taking him deeper with each bob of my head. My hands cupped his balls, gently massaging while I sucked. He lasted maybe five minutes before his cock swelled in my mouth and he came with a strangled groan. Hot, thick cum flooded my mouth—rope after rope shooting directly onto my tongue. I swallowed it all, the salty-bitter taste sliding down my throat. Cumeater trait activating—my eleventh swallow unlocked something. A strange craving. I wanted more. ($100)

Client two—married man, guilt written all over his face, tan line where he’d removed his wedding ring, but that didn’t stop him from pushing me face-down on the bed and spreading my ass cheeks. He lubed my asshole thoroughly, then pressed his thick eight-inch cock against my rim. The pressure built until my sphincter surrendered, stretching wide as he pushed inside. The burn was intense, my ass gripping his shaft like a vice. He groaned and started fucking—long, deep strokes that made me gasp into the pillow. For twenty minutes he used my ass, his cock stretching me open over and over, his balls slapping against my pussy with each thrust. I moaned and whimpered, the mix of pain and fullness triggering that dark pleasure. When he came, he buried himself balls-deep in my guts and filled the condom with his guilt-driven load. He paid extra for the privilege. ($220)

Total earned: $320. Running total: $3,265.

Wednesday, Day 88. I skipped morning classes—too exhausted. Vicky found me sleeping at 2 PM and gently shook me awake.

“You’re working too much. Your body needs rest.”

“I need money more.”

She didn’t argue. She understood. She’d been exactly where I was six months ago.

That night I only took one client—the madam insisted, citing my visible exhaustion. A gentle regular who’d requested me specifically after hearing I was “the new pretty girl.” His name was Thomas, fifty-something, kind eyes, respectful touch, the type who probably had daughters my age.

He undressed me slowly, kissing my shoulders, my neck, treating me like I was precious rather than purchased. When he laid me back on the bed and settled between my legs, his seven-inch cock slid into my pussy gently, carefully, like he was afraid of breaking me. He fucked me missionary, taking his time, each thrust slow and deliberate. His eyes stayed locked on mine, his hands stroking my face. It was almost making love rather than just using my body. The intimacy was somehow more uncomfortable than rough fucking. When he came—cock buried deep, grinding against my cervix—he filled the condom with a soft groan. Then he kissed my forehead tenderly. “You’re special. Don’t let this work destroy that.”

Too late, I thought. But I smiled and thanked him. ($150)

Running total: $3,415. $1,585 left to earn. Seven days remaining.

Thursday, Day 89. I met Katie for coffee at Starbucks—our usual study spot. She looked radiant, happy, talking about her classes and asking about mine. I lied through my teeth.

“I’ve been busy with… work stuff. Night shifts.”

“At that club?” She knew about the cage dancing.

“Yeah. Good money.”

She leaned closer, voice dropping. “Lucas asked if we wanted to come over Friday. Both of us. Are you up for it?”

A threesome. Free sex, mana generation, no money. But also… pleasure. Fun. Something I actually wanted rather than endured.

“Yeah,” I said. “Friday works.”

That night: two more clients. The first wanted to fuck my tits. I knelt before him while he stood, straddling my chest. He pushed my breasts together around his cock—his hands rough on my soft flesh, squeezing them tight. Then he started thrusting, his cock sliding in the valley between my breasts, the head popping up toward my face with each stroke. I stuck my tongue out and licked the tip every time it appeared. He groaned, fucking my tits faster, harder, until finally his cock erupted. Hot ropes of cum shot out, splattering across my face—my cheeks, my nose, my lips. More cum dripped down my neck to my cleavage, pooling between my pressed-together breasts. I smiled up at him, face painted white, and he nearly came again. ($140)

The second was rougher. The moment I was on the bed, he grabbed my wrists and pinned them above my head in one strong hand. His other hand spread my legs wide. Then he mounted me and his thick nine-inch cock slammed into my pussy in one brutal thrust. I cried out. He didn’t care—just started pounding, his hips hammering into mine so hard the bed frame banged rhythmically against the wall. His cock stretched me wide, hitting my cervix with every deep thrust, the pain mixing with pleasure. I couldn’t move, couldn’t escape, could only take it. The helplessness, the brutal fucking, the utter domination triggered something primal in me. I came once, then twice, my pussy clenching and spasming around his cock as orgasms ripped through me. When he finally pulled out, my pussy was gaping open, too stretched to close immediately, my juices and his pre-cum dripping out onto the sheets. ($200)

Total: $340. Running total: $3,755. $1,245 to go. Six days.

Friday, Day 90. No escort service—I’d promised Katie and Lucas. After classes, we met at his apartment. Vodka shots, weed (I was getting used to it), music playing, and then the familiar progression: kissing, undressing, exploration.

Lucas’s nine-inch cock was as impressive as I remembered—thick and long, the head already glistening with pre-cum. Katie and I dropped to our knees together, and we took turns sucking it—my lips wrapping around his shaft while Katie licked his balls, then switching, her mouth taking him deep while my tongue traced the prominent vein along the underside. Our tongues met around his cock, licking up and down his length together, occasionally kissing each other with his shaft between our lips. We giggled and made eye contact, sharing the experience.

Then he pulled Katie up and bent her over the couch. His cock sank into her pussy from behind and she moaned loudly. He gestured for me to lie on the couch in front of her. Katie buried her face between my legs, her tongue finding my clit immediately, licking and sucking while Lucas pounded into her from behind. Each thrust of his cock drove her face harder into my pussy. I tangled my fingers in her red hair and ground against her eager mouth.

When it was my turn, Lucas pulled out of Katie and bent me over the couch. His thick shaft, wet from Katie’s pussy, pressed against my entrance and slid inside in one smooth thrust. So fucking full. He gripped my hips and started pounding—long, deep strokes that made my ass jiggle. Katie positioned herself sitting on the arm of the couch, legs spread wide. I buried my face between her thighs, my tongue licking her wet slit, tasting her mixed with Lucas’s pre-cum. The dual stimulation—my tongue working her clit while Lucas’s cock stretched my pussy—drove me wild.

Lucas finally pulled out of me and stroked his cock rapidly. “Faces together!” Katie and I pressed our cheeks together, mouths open, looking up at him. His cock erupted, spraying thick ropes of cum across both our faces—our cheeks, our lips, our foreheads. We turned to each other and licked the cum off, giggling and swapping it between our mouths, tasting his salty load mixed with our own saliva. Laughing and horny and happy.

No money. But eight hundred mana generated from three intense orgasms. And genuine fun.

Sometimes I forgot that sex could be about pleasure instead of profit.

Saturday, Day 91. Back to work. Weekend nights paid better—more clients, higher demand. The madam booked me for two premium appointments.

Client one: wealthy businessman, hotel room instead of the massage parlor, overnight rate. He paid $400 upfront for six hours of “companionship.” We had dinner first (he insisted), then slow sensual sex in his king-size bed, then I slept naked beside him, then morning sex before he sent me home in a car service with an extra $100 tip.

Five hundred dollars. One night. One man. Multiple rounds of fucking.

Client two (technically Sunday morning): Quick appointment at the parlor, early riser type. Fucked my pussy missionary for fifteen minutes, came, paid, left. ($120)

Weekend total: $620. Running total: $4,375. $625 left. Five days.

Sunday, Day 92. I finally had time to breathe. Checked my phone—the Power App glowed with updated stats:

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - POWER PROFILE        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 92                            ║
║ Magic Level: 27 (+3 from week)    ║
║ Mana: 2700/2700 (FULL)            ║
║                                    ║
║ Sexual Partners: 18 (+11)         ║
║ Orgasms (Total): 118 (+28)       ║
║ Prostitution Sessions: 13         ║
║                                    ║
║ Bank Account: $4,375              ║
║ Rent Due: Day 97 (5 days)         ║
║ Amount Needed: $625               ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Thirteen prostitution sessions in eight days. Eighteen different cocks (including Lucas). A hundred eighteen orgasms since transformation. Nearly thirty orgasms in one week—most of them paid for.

I was a professional now. The nervous girl from Day 85 was gone. I knew how to angle my hips for maximum client pleasure, how to moan convincingly, how to make a man cum in under ten minutes if I wanted to speed things along.

I’d learned the client types intimately:

Gentle Regulars (30%): Men like Thomas and Victor—polite, quick, vanilla sex. Easy money, minimal wear on my body. Usually $100-150, missionary or slow doggy, they came fast and tipped occasionally.

Rough Trade (40%): The majority. Aggressive fuckers who wanted to dominate, spank, choke (lightly), or just pound me into the mattress. They paid more ($150-250) but left me sore. Anal requests common. I’d learned to relax my ass, breathe through the initial penetration, and let them use me however they wanted.

Marathon Men (20%): Guys who lasted forever—twenty, thirty, sometimes forty minutes of continuous fucking. Exhausting but great for mana generation since I’d orgasm multiple times. Payment varied ($120-200) but the magical power gain was worth the physical toll.

Specialty Requests (10%): Tit-fucking, foot jobs, role-play, or unusual kinks. These paid premium ($200-400) and were usually easier than straight fucking. I’d pretended to be a schoolgirl, a nurse, a “reluctant virgin” (ironic), and once a dom who stepped on a guy’s cock with my heels (he came from that alone).

I was categorizing men by cock size now too:

	6-7 inches: Average, comfortable, easy to take in any hole
	7-8 inches: Satisfying, good stretch, required more lube for anal
	8-9 inches: Challenging, hit my cervix in missionary, required preparation
	9+ inches: Rare, intimidating, hurt initially but triggered massive orgasms once I adjusted


The clinical assessment helped. I could predict how long a client would last by cock size, body type, and demeanor. Younger guys usually came fast. Older men had stamina but often struggled staying hard. Married men carried guilt that made them gentle or overcompensate with roughness.

I was becoming an expert in male sexuality from the receiving end.

Monday, Day 93. Two more clients. One wanted to tie my wrists to the headboard and fuck my mouth until I gagged—face-fucking until mascara ran down my cheeks and spit dripped onto my breasts. He came directly down my throat and I swallowed reflexively. ($160)

The second was sweet—a young guy, maybe twenty-five, clearly nervous. I rode him cowgirl, controlling the pace, making him feel good. When he came, he looked at me like I was a goddess. ($120)

Total: $280. Running total: $4,655. $345 left. Four days.

Tuesday, Day 94. One client—I was approaching my limit for the week and the madam enforced mandatory rest periods to prevent burnout. The single appointment was a regular who’d requested me: businessman type, forties, expensive suit, anal specialist with a thick nine-inch cock.

He wasted no time. Had me strip and bend over the bed, ass up, face pressed into the mattress. His fingers spread my ass cheeks wide, exposing my asshole. Then came the cool drizzle of lube—generous amounts that dripped down to my pussy. His fingers worked the lube into my rim, one finger pushing inside to spread it deeper, then two, scissoring to open me up.

When he pressed his cock against my asshole, I took a deep breath. The thick head pushed forward with steady, unrelenting pressure. My sphincter resisted, clenching tight, but he didn’t stop. The pressure built and built until suddenly my ring surrendered—stretching impossibly wide as his fat cockhead popped through. I gasped at the burn. But I’d learned to relax, to breathe through it, to let the pain transform into that dark pleasure.

He fed inch after inch into my guts, his thick shaft stretching my anal walls, forcing them to accommodate his girth. When he was finally balls-deep, his hips pressed against my ass cheeks, I felt impossibly full.

Then he started fucking. Long, deep strokes—pulling almost all the way out so just the head remained inside my stretched rim, then driving back in until his balls slapped my dripping pussy. For thirty minutes he used my ass like this. Relentless. Thorough. His cock dragging against my inner walls, hitting that spot deep inside that made my toes curl. The wet sounds of his cock pistoning in and out of my well-lubed asshole filled the room along with my gasping moans.

When I came—no clit stimulation, just from the fullness in my ass and the psychological submission of being thoroughly used—my whole body shook. My asshole clenched rhythmically around his thrusting cock. He groaned his approval.

“Best fucking ass in this whole operation,” he muttered, gripping my hips hard enough to leave marks. His rhythm faltered and he buried himself balls-deep one final time, grinding hard as his cock pulsed and jerked, filling the condom with rope after rope of cum deep in my guts.

He paid $250 and booked his next appointment with me for the following week.

I wouldn’t be here next week. I’d have my apartment. This would be done.

Running total: $4,905. $95 left. Three days.

Wednesday, Day 95. So close. Ninety-five dollars from freedom.

The madam called me in early. “One client tonight. Special request—he wants two girls. You and Vicky together. He’ll pay $300 total, you split it.”

Vicky and I exchanged glances. We’d never worked together, never had sex together beyond friendly intimacy. This would be different.

The client was in his forties, fit, confident, sitting in a chair watching as Vicky and I performed. We undressed each other slowly, sensually—her small hands cupping my breasts, thumbs brushing my nipples until they hardened. My hands slid down her slim body, over her tiny 32B breasts, down to her ass. Our lips met in a tentative kiss that became heated, our tongues dancing together while the client stroked his hardening cock.

We put on a show. Vicky lay on her back and I positioned myself over her in sixty-nine—my pussy hovering over her face while I buried mine between her thighs. We ate each other out, moaning and licking, while he watched and stroked himself to full hardness. His eight-inch cock stood proud.

Then we both knelt before him. Our mouths worked his shaft together—my lips wrapped around the head while Vicky licked up and down his length, then switching, her mouth sucking him deep while I tongued his balls. Our tongues met around his cock, licking together, occasionally kissing each other with his shaft between our lips.

“On the bed. Both of you.”

Vicky lay on her back and I straddled her face, grinding my pussy against her eager mouth. The client climbed on and his cock sank into my cunt from behind. He fucked me missionary-ish while I rode Vicky’s face, her tongue working my clit while his cock stretched my pussy. Then we switched—I went down on Vicky, my face buried between her legs, licking her wet slit while he pulled out of me and thrust into her instead. His cock stretched her tight pussy and she moaned into my mouth as I kissed her, tasting myself on her lips.

He switched between us several more times—a few minutes in my pussy, then Vicky’s, then mine again—using us both, prolonging his pleasure. Finally he pulled out and lined up with my pussy one more time. “Inside you,” he grunted, and slammed deep. His cock erupted, flooding the condom with hot cum while buried in my cunt.

He pulled out, the condom heavy with his load. But before he could even remove it, Vicky dove between my legs. She pulled the condom off him carefully and turned it inside out over her tongue, swallowing his cum. Then her mouth sealed over my pussy and her tongue pushed inside, licking out every drop of mixed fluids—his cum that had leaked around the condom, my own wetness, all of it. She swallowed it all while maintaining eye contact with the client. His cock twitched, trying to get hard again just from watching.

Three hundred dollars split: $150 each.

We walked home together in silence. Back at the dorm, Vicky finally spoke.

“Did that bother you? Working together?”

“No.” I meant it. “Did it bother you?”

“No. It was… easier. Having you there.”

We showered together, washing away the client’s touch, and fell into bed—just sleeping, pressed close, finding comfort in shared experience.

Running total: $5,055.

I’d done it.

Five thousand fifty-five dollars in eleven days.

Thirteen prostitution shifts. Eighteen different paying clients. Thirty-seven paid orgasms. Countless loads of cum swallowed, countless cocks in my pussy and ass.

I checked the Power App one final time that night:

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - POWER PROFILE        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 95                            ║
║ Magic Level: 28                   ║
║ Mana: 2800/2800 (FULL)            ║
║                                    ║
║ Sexual Partners: 18               ║
║ Orgasms (Total): 125              ║
║ Prostitution Sessions: 20         ║
║                                    ║
║ Bank Account: $5,055              ║
║ Rent Due: Day 97 (2 days)         ║
║ Amount Needed: $0 (GOAL MET)      ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Goal achieved.

Tomorrow I’d find an apartment. Sign a lease. Move out of the dorms.

And then… then I could stop this. Stop selling my body. Go back to being a normal student.

Right?

But as I lay there, mana humming through my veins, my pussy still sore from tonight’s fucking, I realized something terrifying:

I’d made over $5,000 in eleven days. More money than most students made in three months of minimum wage work.

And all I had to do was spread my legs.

The temptation whispered: Why stop? You’re good at this. The money is easy. The power is intoxicating. And part of you—the Emily part, the succubus part—actually enjoys being desired, being fucked, being paid for your body.

I pushed the thought away. This was survival. Nothing more.

But deep down, I knew the truth.

Michael would’ve been destroyed by what I’d become.

Emily was thriving.


Chapter 3: The Apartment Upgrade

Day 96. I walked into the real estate office on Lexington Avenue with five thousand dollars cash in my purse—money that smelled faintly of sex and desperation. The agent, a sharp-dressed woman in her thirties, looked up from her computer.

“I need a one-bedroom apartment. Move-in ready. Today if possible.”

She raised an eyebrow at the urgency but didn’t comment. “Budget?”

“Twenty-five hundred per month rent. I can pay first month, last month, and security deposit now.” I placed the envelope on her desk—thick with hundred-dollar bills.

Her eyes widened slightly. Cash was unusual for someone my age. “Let me see what we have available.”

Two hours later, I stood in a fifth-floor walk-up in the East Village—a one-bedroom with exposed brick, decent kitchen, small bathroom with a real tub, and most importantly: my own space. No RA, no noise complaints, no eviction notices.

“First month, last month, security deposit totals seventy-five hundred,” the agent said. “You said you had five thousand?”

My stomach dropped. “The listing said twenty-five hundred per month.”

“Plus security deposit—usually two months’ rent. Standard in Manhattan.” Her expression was sympathetic but firm.

I did the math. I was $2,500 short.

We negotiated for an hour. She finally agreed to accept just first month plus deposit if I could provide proof of income. I lied smoothly—claimed I had a marketing job lined up, showed her my student ID as proof of stability, promised the remaining rent would never be late.

“Five thousand. That’s it. But you’re on probation—one missed payment and you’re out.”

I handed over every dollar I’d earned. Every cock I’d sucked. Every ass-fucking. Every degrading minute. All of it went into this single transaction.

She handed me the keys.

I had an apartment.

Day 97—the eviction deadline—I moved my belongings from the dorm. Everything I owned fit in two suitcases and a backpack. Vicky helped carry boxes up the five flights.

“You did it,” she said, impressed. “Eleven days. Most girls take months to save this much.”

Because most girls worked three nights per week. I’d worked nearly every night, multiple clients, pushing my body past reasonable limits.

“What now?” Vicky asked, setting down the last box. “You going to keep working? The money’s good.”

I looked around my empty apartment. Bare walls, secondhand furniture left by previous tenant, but mine. No more shared rooms. No more hiding. Privacy meant I could practice magic, have clients over (if I wanted), live like an adult.

But my bank account showed $55 remaining. Rent was due again in thirty days—$2,500. Plus food, utilities, internet, phone, books for classes, basic living expenses. I’d need at least $3,000 per month to survive.

Working the massage parlor three nights per week = $1,200 average.

I’d need a second income source.

“I’m going to keep working,” I admitted. “But maybe not as intensely. I need… balance.”

Vicky hugged me. “Be careful. This job eats girls alive if you let it.”

After she left, I sat alone in my new apartment and masturbated for the first time in eleven days without exhaustion weighing me down. Two fingers in my pussy, thumb on my clit, I came thinking about freedom—about owning this space, about the power coursing through my veins.

The orgasm generated one hundred mana. The golden energy filled my chest like warm honey.

I pulled out my phone:

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - POWER PROFILE        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 97                            ║
║ Magic Level: 28                   ║
║ Mana: 2800/2800 (FULL)            ║
║                                    ║
║ Sexual Partners: 20               ║
║ Orgasms (Total): 126              ║
║ Prostitution Sessions: 20         ║
║                                    ║
║ Bank Account: $55                 ║
║ Apartment Secured: YES            ║
║ Next Rent Due: Day 127 (30 days)  ║
║ Amount Needed: $2,500             ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Thirty days to make $2,500. Plus another $500 for living expenses. $3,000 total.

The calculation was sobering. I couldn’t work eleven-day intensive sprints every month—I’d burn out or get injured. But three nights per week for four weeks = twelve shifts = approximately $1,800 at my current rate.

Still $1,200 short.

I needed to diversify. Find other income streams.

The nightclub promoter’s card sat in my drawer—Joe had said cage dancing paid well. The porn studio Uncle Nick had mentioned. Other options I hadn’t explored yet.

But tonight, I just wanted to enjoy my victory.

I stood naked in front of the full-length mirror—one of the few decent pieces of furniture the previous tenant had left. My body reflected back: 21 years old, 34C breasts (grown from hormones and frequent sexual activity), toned stomach from all the sex exercise, wide hips, smooth waxed pussy, long legs.

Michael’s body was gone. This was Emily’s body. A prostitute’s body. A mage’s body. A body that had been fucked by twenty different cocks, filled with gallons of cum, stretched and used and paid for.

A body that was mine.

I touched my breasts—they felt heavier lately, fuller. Probably from the constant stimulation. My nipples hardened under my fingers and I pinched them, gasping.

My reflection showed a beautiful young woman touching herself. No shame. No hesitation. Just acceptance.

I’m Emily, I thought. Michael is fading. And I’m okay with that.

The thought should’ve terrified me. Instead, it felt like relief.

I dressed in comfortable clothes—yoga pants, tank top, no bra—and explored my new neighborhood. East Village was vibrant: bars, restaurants, quirky shops, young people everywhere. My people now. This was my home.

I stopped at a bodega and bought essentials: toilet paper, soap, cheap wine, ramen noodles. Fifty dollars became thirty-five. I’d need to work soon just to eat.

Back at the apartment, I ate ramen and drank wine straight from the bottle, sitting on the floor because I didn’t have a couch yet. The exposed brick walls glowed in the evening light. This space was mine. Earned with my body. Bought with my pussy.

Pride mixed with shame mixed with exhaustion.

My phone buzzed. Text from Katie: “Want to study tomorrow? My room?”

Text from Vicky: “Madam wants to know if you’re available Friday night. Two clients, premium rate.”

Text from Zola: “Room 801. Tomorrow night. Don’t be late, slave.”

Text from Vanessa: “Your mana is full again. Come to the lab when ready for lesson five. We’ll need to push your limits further this time.”

Four different parts of my life, all demanding attention. Student. Prostitute. Submissive. Mage.

I was juggling identities like a circus performer.

I texted back: - Katie: “Yes, afternoon study session sounds good.” - Vicky: “Friday works. Book me.” - Zola: “Yes, Mistress. 8 PM?” - Vanessa: “Day 105 work for you? I need a week to recover first.”

Responses came quickly: - Katie: “Great! 2 PM, bring coffee ☕” - Vicky: “Confirmed. Friday 10 PM, two appointments.” - Zola: “8 PM sharp. Bring that pretty ass.” - Vanessa: “Perfect. Day 105, 3 PM. Prepare yourself—this ritual will be intense.”

I set my phone down and stared at the ceiling. One week to rest, to settle into my apartment, to pretend I was a normal university student.

Then back to work. Back to selling my body. Back to the grind.

But in this moment, lying on the floor of my own apartment with cheap wine warming my belly and magic humming in my veins, I felt something I hadn’t felt since Michael touched that cursed amulet:

Free.

Trapped in a female body I never asked for. Dependent on sex work to survive. Juggling school and prostitution and magic training.

But free.

I masturbated again before sleep, this time slower, savoring the pleasure. My fingers worked my clit in practiced circles while my other hand thrust two fingers deep in my pussy. When I came, it was quiet and powerful, my body arching off the floor, toes curling.

Another hundred mana generated.

Mana: 2900/2900 (+100)
Orgasms: 127 (+1)
Magic Level: 28 → 29 (+1 from self-pleasure mastery)

I was getting stronger every day. Every orgasm fed the power.

And prostitution gave me more orgasms than Michael ever had in his entire married life.

The irony wasn’t lost on me.

I fell asleep on the floor of my empty apartment, naked and satisfied, with magic thrumming through my veins and rent money already weighing on my mind.

Day 98-104 passed in a blur of normalcy. I attended classes (catching up on missed lectures), studied with Katie (who was getting bolder with flirting), explored my neighborhood, and furnished my apartment with thrift store finds ($200 for a used couch, mattress on the floor until I could afford a frame).

I didn’t work at the massage parlor. Didn’t have sex at all except one masturbation session per day—building mana slowly, recovering physically, pretending I wasn’t a prostitute.

Katie visited on Day 100. We studied for two hours, then abandoned the textbooks to make out on my new couch. Her hands explored my body through my clothes, tentative and curious.

“Can I…” she whispered, fingers at the hem of my shirt.

“Yes.”

We undressed each other slowly. Her small 33C breasts fit perfectly in my hands—soft, warm, nipples already hard with excitement. I sucked one pink nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it while she moaned and tangled her fingers in my hair. My other hand kneaded her other breast, pinching and rolling the nipple. She arched into my touch, gasping.

When I went down on her, I took my time. Kissed down her stomach, spread her thighs wide, admired her pink, wet pussy. Then I buried my face between her legs—my tongue finding her clit immediately, circling it with firm pressure. She tasted sweet and musky. I licked up and down her slit, gathering her wetness, then focused back on her clit while sliding two fingers into her tight pussy. Her inner walls gripped my fingers as I pumped in and out, curling them to hit her G-spot. She came with a scream that probably made my neighbors complain—her pussy clenching rhythmically around my fingers, her thighs trembling, her hands gripping my hair almost painfully.

Then she reciprocated, her inexperienced tongue making up for lack of skill with enthusiasm. She knelt between my spread legs, staring at my pussy like she wasn’t sure where to start. I guided her—“there, yes, lick my clit—circle it—now fingers inside—two, curl them up.” She followed instructions eagerly, her tongue working my sensitive clit while her fingers explored my wet cunt. When I came, it was gentle and sweet—a warm wave of pleasure rather than an explosive climax, my pussy clenching softly around her fingers as I sighed her name.

We lay tangled together afterward. “I think I’m falling for you,” Katie admitted.

My heart clenched. She didn’t know what I was. What I did for money. The twenty cocks that had fucked me. The cum I’d swallowed.

“You barely know me,” I deflected.

“I know enough.” She kissed my shoulder. “You’re amazing, Emi.”

Guilt tasted bitter. But I kissed her anyway, tasting my own pussy on her lips, and let her believe I was just another university girl exploring her sexuality.

Katie’s slut stat: 15 → 20 (from lesbian sex and corruption exposure)

Day 104, my bank account: $15. I’d spent on food, utilities, cheap furniture. Friday—Day 105—I had three appointments: two prostitution clients at night, and Vanessa’s magic ritual in the afternoon.

A full day of getting fucked for power and profit.

The cycle was starting again.

But this time, I had an apartment to protect. A life to maintain. And a growing acceptance that Emily wasn’t temporary anymore.

Emily was becoming permanent.

I stood in my bathroom mirror on Day 104, practicing makeup for tomorrow’s work. Level 4 skill now—I could do sultry eyes, plump lips, contoured cheeks in twenty minutes. Professional prostitute face.

The woman staring back was beautiful. Sexual. Confident.

Not Michael.

Never Michael again.

I touched my reflection’s lips.

“Hello, Emily,” I whispered to the mirror. “Welcome home.”

Tomorrow, Vanessa’s fifth magic ritual would push my boundaries further. Tomorrow night, two more cocks would fill my holes for money.

But tonight, in my own apartment, I was just a girl with magic in her veins and rent coming due.

And somehow, impossibly, I was okay with that.

The acceptance felt like another form of transformation—this one purely mental.

Michael was dying.

Emily was learning to live.


Chapter 4: Strip Club Audition

Day 98. I stood outside Velvet Dreams strip club in Hell’s Kitchen, staring at the neon sign buzzing in the afternoon light. The place looked different during the day—less glamorous, more worn. Just a business.

I needed a second income stream. The massage parlor paid well but I couldn’t work every night without burning out. Strip clubs offered flexibility: show up when scheduled, dance for tips, no penetration required. The perfect supplement to prostitution.

The thought made me laugh bitterly. The perfect supplement to prostitution. Michael would’ve vomited at that sentence.

Emily just walked through the door.

Inside smelled like stale beer and cleaning products. A bored bartender pointed me toward the back office where Richard—the manager—sat behind a cluttered desk. Fifties, balding, thick glasses, expensive watch. He looked up from his laptop.

“You’re the girl who called about auditions?”

“Emily. Yes.”

He gestured to a chair. I sat, crossing my legs instinctively. His eyes tracked the movement—assessing, calculating value.

“Ever stripped before?”

“Danced in cages at nightclubs. Some experience.”

“Pole work?”

“I’ve watched videos. I can learn fast.”

He nodded. “Show me what you’ve got. Stage is through there. Take five minutes to change—there’s a locker room. Bikini minimum, full nude if you’re comfortable. Music starts when you step on stage.”

I found the locker room—a cramped space with peeling paint and a full-length mirror. A few other women sat on benches, clearly working girls on break. They barely glanced at me.

I stripped down to my underwear, then hesitated. Full nude would make a stronger impression. I unhooked my bra, letting my 34C breasts bounce free, then slid off my panties. Completely naked except for the six-inch platform heels I’d borrowed from Vicky specifically for this.

Looking in the mirror: 21, bare pussy waxed smooth, natural breasts, toned legs, makeup perfect. A stripper’s body. A prostitute’s body. My body.

I took a deep breath and walked out onto the stage.

The main room was mostly empty—mid-afternoon lull. Just Richard sitting at a table with a notepad, a bouncer in the corner, and two customers at the bar who perked up when they saw me.

Electronic music started pumping through the speakers. I’d choreographed this in my head from watching YouTube videos and remembering the cage dancing: start slow, build heat, show flexibility, end with something memorable.

I started with a slow walk across the stage—hips swaying, one foot directly in front of the other to make my ass sway more. Hands tracing up my body, cupping my breasts, tweaking my nipples. The men at the bar were already staring.

Then I dropped to all fours and crawled toward the pole, back arched, tits hanging. I gripped the pole and spun around it slowly, extending one leg high—ballet training from fake-Emily’s childhood helping with the flexibility.

I worked the pole for two minutes: spins, climbs, poses that showed my pussy and ass at optimal angles. When I did a split on the floor, legs spread wide with the pole between them, Richard made a note on his pad.

For the finale, I lay on my back at the edge of the stage, legs spread, and ran my hands over my body—breasts, stomach, thighs, deliberately not touching my pussy but making it obvious that I could, that I was available if the price was right.

The music ended. I stood, breathing hard, sweat gleaming on my skin, nipples rock-hard from the exhibitionism and arousal.

Richard clapped slowly. “That was good. Really good. You’re hired.”

Relief flooded through me. “Thank you.”

“Terms: you work Friday and Saturday nights, nine PM to three AM. Tips only—no hourly wage. You keep a hundred percent of stage tips. For private dances in the VIP rooms, the fee is one hundred dollars—you keep forty percent, house gets sixty. Shaved pussy mandatory. No drugs on premises. No fucking customers in the club—you want to hook privately, that’s your business, but not on my property. Clear?”

“Crystal.”

“Stage name?”

I hesitated. Using my real name felt dangerous. But aliases felt fake. “Emily.”

“Simple. I like it.” He scribbled on a form. “Wardrobe is your responsibility. Most girls wear lingerie, themed outfits, whatever. Get creative. First shift is Friday at nine. Don’t be late.”

I dressed quickly in the locker room, adrenaline still pumping. I’d just landed a job as a stripper. Stripper and prostitute. Two income streams. Two ways to monetize my body.

The math worked out: if I made $300 per Friday-Saturday night at the club (conservative estimate), that’s $1,200 per month. Add three massage parlor shifts per week at $400 average = $4,800 monthly. Total: $6,000 per month before expenses.

Rent $2,500, living expenses $500, savings buffer $1,000 = $4,000 needed monthly.

I’d have $2,000 cushion. Enough for emergencies, or investments like better clothes, or saving toward… what? Reversal magic? That goal felt increasingly distant.

Walking back to my apartment, I stopped at a costume shop in the Village and spent $150 on my first stripper outfit: black leather bikini top, matching g-string, thigh-high boots, fishnet stockings. The sales girl didn’t even blink—clearly used to sex workers shopping here.

At home, I tried it all on and examined myself in the mirror.

Stripper Emily. Leather cupping my breasts, g-string buried between my ass cheeks, boots making my legs look impossibly long. My dark hair spilled over bare shoulders. My face—pretty, young, fuckable.

I touched my pussy through the thin g-string fabric. Already wet from the audition, from being watched, from the power of making men want me.

I masturbated right there, standing in front of the mirror in my stripper gear. One hand working my clit, the other groping my breast, watching myself cum in the reflection. The visual—this beautiful slut pleasuring herself—drove me wild.

When I came, it was explosive. My legs shook, the orgasm ripping through me while I stared at Emily in the mirror. Not Michael. Emily.

Mana: 2900/2900 (FULL)
Orgasms: 135 (+8 from past few days)
Magic Level: 29
Bank Account: -$135 (spent on outfit)

I’d be paid Friday. Four more days.

Friday night, Day 104, was my first shift at Velvet Dreams.

I arrived at 8:30 PM to prepare. The dressing room was packed with women in various states of undress—tall, short, every ethnicity, all gorgeous in their own ways. Competition.

I changed into my leather outfit and did my makeup darker, sluttier than usual. Smokey eyes, red lips, heavy contour. Stripper face.

My first stage set started at 9:45 PM. Three songs, full nude by the end, tips collected in a g-string I’d wear afterward.

The main floor was packed—Friday night crowd, men everywhere, money flowing. When I stepped onto stage and the music started, every eye turned toward me.

I danced the routine I’d practiced, adding new elements: more floor work, more direct eye contact, more sexual energy. By the second song, I was topless, my breasts bouncing as I spun on the pole. By the third, I was fully naked, spreading my legs in a split while making eye contact with a guy in the front row who had a stack of twenties.

He threw them at me. Others followed. Bills littered the stage.

When the set ended, I collected $180 in tips. For fifteen minutes of dancing.

The rush was incredible. Being watched, desired, paid for my body without even being touched.

I did three more sets that night, earning another $150 in stage tips. Then I got my first private dance request—a businessman in his fifties who wanted fifteen minutes in the VIP room. I led him back, danced for him privately, grinding my body against his while he kept his hands mostly to himself (club rules). He came in his pants just from me rubbing my ass against his bulge. He paid the $100 fee—I kept $40 after the house cut.

By 3 AM when the club closed, I’d made $330 for six hours of work.

Walking home at 4 AM with $330 cash in my purse, I felt the exhibitionism high. Stripping was easier than prostitution—no penetration, no cum, no degradation. Just dancing and collecting money.

But it paid less per hour. A prostitution client might pay $200 for thirty minutes. Stripping paid $55/hour average.

I’d need both income streams to maintain my lifestyle.

The thought should’ve depressed me. Instead, it felt like acceptance.

This was my life now. Stripper by weekend, prostitute by weeknight, student by day, mage when time allowed.

I fell asleep at 5 AM, exhausted and satisfied, with $330 cash on my nightstand and magic humming in my veins.

Days 99-103 passed in preparation and anticipation—more escort clients, more mana, more money flowing in.

Day 105—I’d have my fifth magic ritual with Vanessa. She’d promised to push my limits.

I couldn’t wait.

My body was a tool. My pussy was a business. My ass was merchandise.

And with every orgasm, every dollar, every degrading moment, I grew stronger.

Michael was gone.

Emily was thriving.

And the scary part?

I was starting to prefer it this way.


Chapter 5: Fifth Magic Ritual - Vanessa Loses Control

Day 105, 3 PM. I stood outside Vanessa’s laboratory in Midtown, my mana pool glowing at 3000/3000—maxed out and ready for extraction. My body still ached slightly from last night’s strip club shift, but the excitement of learning new magic overrode any fatigue. Since the previous ritual, my max mana pool had increased to 3000 — MAX POOL INCREASED — clearly reflected on my Power App.

I buzzed the intercom. Vanessa’s voice crackled through: “Come up, Emi. We have work to do.”

The elevator ride to her hidden floor felt longer than usual. My stomach fluttered with nervous anticipation. The first four rituals had been intense—saddle, anal, vaginal, double penetration. What could possibly be more extreme?

Vanessa opened the door wearing her usual lab coat over casual clothes, red hair pulled back in a ponytail, emerald eyes sparkling with that familiar mischief. But today there was something else in her expression: hunger.

“Your mana signature is incredible,” she said, leading me to the ritual room. “I can feel it from here. Three thousand. You’ve been busy, haven’t you?”

“Work has been… productive.” I didn’t elaborate on the stripping and prostitution.

She smirked knowingly. “I can smell sex on you. Multiple partners. Good. The more you embrace your succubus nature, the stronger you’ll become.”

The ritual room had been reconfigured since my last visit. The usual setup of magical circles and runes glowed on the floor, but the mechanical apparatus in the center was completely new—and intimidating.

Three mechanical arms extended from a central column, each tipped with a different device. I recognized the shapes: dildo for pussy, dildo for ass, and… a third for throat. All three, simultaneously.

“Triple penetration,” Vanessa confirmed, watching my face. “All three holes filled at once. I’ve tested it on myself—it generates exponentially more mana than dual penetration. But it’s intense. Are you ready?”

My pussy clenched at the thought. Michael’s buried consciousness screamed in protest. Emily’s body responded with wetness.

“Yes.”

“Good girl. Strip completely. I need you positioned on your back on the table, head tilted back over the edge for throat access.”

I undressed slowly, folding my clothes on the bench. When I was naked, Vanessa’s eyes roamed my body appreciatively—not clinical this time, but sexual.

“You’ve gotten more beautiful,” she murmured. “Your body is responding to all the sex. Your breasts are fuller, your hips wider, your skin glowing. Succubus traits manifesting.”

I looked down at my body. She was right—my breasts felt heavier, my curves more pronounced. The transformation was ongoing, fueled by sexual energy.

I climbed onto the ritual table and positioned myself as instructed: lying on my back with my legs spread wide in stirrups, my head tilted backward over the edge of the table, throat exposed and vulnerable. The mechanical dildos loomed above me—thick chrome shafts, intimidating in their coldness.

Vanessa adjusted the machines, positioning each dildo carefully: - Vaginal: 9 inches long, 2 inches thick, angled to hit my G-spot - Anal: 7 inches long, 1.5 inches thick, lubed heavily - Throat: 8 inches long, perfectly aligned with my tilted-back mouth

“The throat dildo will make breathing difficult,” Vanessa warned. “It’s designed to simulate deepthroat. You’ll gag, drool, possibly panic. But I’ll monitor you—if you tap the table three times, I’ll stop immediately. Understand?”

“Yes.” My voice shook slightly.

She began the ritual: speaking Latin incantations, purple-pink mist filling the room, magical energy crackling between the runes. When she finished, she looked at me one last time.

“Ready?”

“Do it.”

She pressed a button on the control panel.

All three machines activated simultaneously.

The throat dildo moved first—the thick chrome head pressing against my lips. I opened my mouth wide and it pushed inside, the smooth metal sliding over my tongue. It hit the back of my throat and I gagged instantly, my whole body convulsing with the reflex. But the machine didn’t stop. It kept pushing, forcing its way past my gag reflex. I fought to relax my throat muscles like I’d learned from deepthroating clients, and the shaft pushed deeper, deeper, until all eight inches were buried down my throat. My lips were stretched wide around the base, my nose pressed against cold metal. My airway was completely blocked.

I couldn’t breathe.

At the exact same moment, the pussy dildo thrust forward—nine inches of thick, unyielding chrome forcing into my wet cunt. My pussy lips stretched wide around the massive girth, my inner walls spreading to accommodate it. The dildo didn’t ease in—it just drove forward relentlessly until all nine inches were buried inside me, stuffing me full. The angle was perfect, the thick tip pressing hard against my G-spot, the pressure so intense my eyes watered. My pussy clenched reflexively around the invading shaft, gripping the smooth chrome.

And finally, the anal dildo pressed against my lubed asshole. Even with lube, the pressure was intense. My sphincter resisted, clenching tight against the invasion. The machine pushed harder, unrelenting, and my ring of muscle finally surrendered. The dildo popped past with a flash of burning pain and slid deep into my ass—seven inches forcing into my tight back passage, stretching my anal walls, the burn familiar but still making me want to cry out. But I couldn’t cry out—my throat was stuffed with chrome cock.

All three holes filled. Completely stuffed. Utterly helpless.

The machines began their programmed rhythm: thrusting in synchronized waves. The throat dildo pulled back slowly—dragging against my stretched throat, letting me gasp a desperate breath through my nose. At the same instant, the pussy and anal dildos drove forward hard—the pussy dildo hammering my G-spot, the anal dildo forcing deeper into my guts. Then the rhythm reversed—the throat cock plunged deep down my throat in one brutal stroke, cutting off my air completely, while the pussy and ass cocks withdrew almost completely.

Breath. Gag. Fuck. Repeat. In. Out. Thrust. Choke.

My mind blanked. There was no room for thought—only overwhelming sensation flooding every nerve. My throat stretched around the chrome cock, bulging obscenely as the shaft pounded in and out. Drool spilled uncontrollably from my stretched lips, running down my face into my hair, pooling on the table. My pussy clenched desperately around the thick shaft pounding my G-spot with mechanical precision, wet squelching sounds echoing each time it bottomed out. My ass burned from the relentless anal invasion—the dildo stretching my sphincter wide over and over, forcing deep into my guts with each thrust.

Michael was being gang-raped by machines. Emily was experiencing transcendent pleasure.

The line between pain and ecstasy dissolved completely. Tears streamed from my eyes from the brutal gagging, mixing with the drool on my face. My throat was raw, burning. Drool and spit ran down my neck. My pussy gushed, soaking the mechanical cock and spraying my thighs, the table slick with my wetness. My asshole spasmed and clenched around the invading shaft, the burning stretch somehow feeding into the pleasure building in my core.

And through it all, mana built like a nuclear reaction in my chest.

Golden energy exploded from my body in visible waves that lit up the whole room. The talisman fragment in Vanessa’s hand blazed white-hot, struggling to contain the massive power. I heard her gasp—a strangled, aroused sound—but couldn’t see her. My vision was blurred with tears, my entire world reduced to cock, cock, cock filling every hole, using me, fucking me relentlessly.

The orgasm approached like a freight train barreling down the tracks. I couldn’t stop it, couldn’t slow it, couldn’t control it. Could only take the triple-fucking and surrender to the inevitable.

When it hit, my entire body seized.

Every muscle locked rigid. Every nerve fired white-hot. Every hole clenched down desperately.

I screamed around the throat cock—the sound muffled, desperate, barely human. My pussy convulsed violently, clenching and releasing in rapid waves, squirting hard around the dildo. Clear fluid sprayed out, soaking the table, my thighs, everything. My ass clamped down so hard the machine stuttered and whined, the motor struggling against my spasming sphincter. And through my stuffed throat came a gurgling, choking wail of pure release—drool and spit spraying out around the chrome cock buried in my gullet.

The mana explosion was blinding—golden light erupting from me like a star going supernova, filling the entire room with radiant energy. The walls shook. The floor trembled. The machines stopped mid-thrust, all three dildos buried to the hilt, holding me impaled and helpless while I shook through the longest, most intense orgasm of either life.

And then I heard Vanessa moan.

Through my blurred vision, I saw her: lab coat hanging open, pants shoved down around her ankles, fingers buried knuckle-deep in her own pussy, masturbating openly while watching me cum. Her face was flushed red, mouth open, eyes wild with lust—all professionalism completely abandoned. Her other hand groped her own breast through her shirt, squeezing roughly.

“Fuck, Emi,” she gasped, her fingers pumping faster in her wet cunt, “you’re so powerful—watching you get fucked in every hole—I can’t—I can’t stop myself—I need to cum—”

The machines finally retracted. All three dildos pulled out simultaneously with wet, obscene sounds. The throat cock slid free from my gullet, trailing thick strings of drool and spit. I coughed and gasped desperately for air, my throat raw and burning. The pussy dildo withdrew from my cunt with a wet squelch, leaving my pussy gaping wide, too stretched to close, my wetness and squirt dripping out. The anal dildo pulled free from my ass with a pop, my sphincter winking open, stretched into an obscene gape.

I collapsed on the table, trembling violently, unable to move.

Vanessa dropped the talisman fragment and climbed onto the table with me. Her hands gripped my face, turning me toward her. Her pupils were dilated, her breathing ragged.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I can’t—I’ve been holding back for so long—you’re so beautiful when you cum—”

She kissed me.

Her tongue invaded my mouth, tasting the lube from the throat dildo, and I kissed back desperately. Our tongues tangled, her hands groping my breasts, my hands pulling her closer. When she broke the kiss, she was gasping.

“I want to taste you,” she breathed. “Let me—please—”

I nodded, too wrecked to speak.

Vanessa moved between my spread legs and buried her face in my pussy. Her tongue found my swollen, over-stimulated clit instantly—licking it with firm strokes that made me gasp and jerk. Then she sucked my clit into her mouth, her lips sealed around it, while her fingers thrust into my gaping hole. Three fingers slid in easily—I was so stretched from the nine-inch dildo. I was so sensitive from the brutal machine-fucking that her touch was almost painful, but the pleasure overrode everything.

She ate me like she was starving—like she’d been fantasizing about this for months. Her tongue lapped at my slit, licking up my wetness, gathering the mix of my juices and lube. She sucked my clit hard, making me whimper. Her fingers pumped in and out of my pussy, curling to hit my G-spot even though I was already destroyed. She moaned against my wet flesh—the vibrations adding another layer of sensation. Her red hair spilled across my thighs. When she looked up, her emerald eyes met mine, her face glistening with my wetness, filled with desperate need.

I came again—a smaller but still intense orgasm that made my whole body shudder. My pussy clenched weakly around her thrusting fingers, more wetness flooding out. Vanessa drank my release eagerly, licking up every drop, her tongue pushing inside to get it all. Then she climbed up my body, kissing me hard so I could taste my own pussy on her lips—the musky flavor mixed with her saliva.

“I needed that,” she admitted, panting. “Watching you for four rituals, seeing you cum so beautifully, absorbing your power—I couldn’t hold back anymore.”

“It’s okay,” I managed, my voice hoarse from the throat-fucking. “I… I liked it.”

She smiled and kissed my forehead gently. “Good. Because I want to do it again.”

We lay tangled together for several minutes, both catching our breath. Finally, Vanessa sat up and retrieved the talisman fragment—it was still glowing faintly, loaded with my extracted mana.

“That was the most powerful extraction yet,” she said, her scientific mind reasserting control. “At least fifteen hundred mana captured. You’re growing exponentially, Emi. Soon you’ll be one of the strongest mages alive.”

She helped me sit up. My body ached everywhere—throat raw, pussy tender, asshole burning. But the familiar golden glow in my chest told me the power was mine.

Vanessa used magic to clean me instantly—the Shower spell, washing away drool, lube, sweat, and tears. Then she dressed me gently, like a lover rather than a teacher.

“I’m going to teach you two spells today,” she said, back to professional mode but with lingering warmth in her eyes. “Energy Shield—defensive magic, four hundred mana cost. And Regenerate—slow healing over time, five hundred mana cost. Both essential for someone living your lifestyle.”

She demonstrated Energy Shield first: a shimmering dome of golden light forming around her body. “Protects against physical and magical attacks. Lasts ten minutes. Essential if you ever face danger.”

Then Regenerate: soft green light spreading over a cut on her arm, healing it over several seconds. “Accelerates natural healing. Won’t fix major injuries instantly, but perfect for recovery between… activities.”

We practiced both spells for an hour. By the end, I could cast Energy Shield reliably and Regenerate with decent success. My mana pool dropped to 1500/3000—exactly half, confirming Vanessa’s extraction estimate.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - POWER PROFILE        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 105                           ║
║ Magic Level: 30 → 32 (+2)         ║
║ Mana: 1500/3000                   ║
║                                    ║
║ Spells Known: 10 (added 2)        ║
║ - Energy Shield (400 mana)        ║
║ - Regenerate (500 mana)           ║
║                                    ║
║ Orgasms: 140 (+2 from ritual)     ║
║                                    ║
║ Relationship: Vanessa (50/100)    ║
║ Status: Sexual Tension Broken     ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Before I left, Vanessa pulled me close again. “What happened today—us—does that change things for you?”

I considered. We’d crossed a line from mentor-student to something more intimate. But I wasn’t looking for romance. Neither was she, really. This was about power and desire, not love.

“We’re still teacher and student,” I said. “But maybe… with benefits?”

She laughed, relieved. “Perfect. I’ll need to harvest your mana regularly. Might as well enjoy the process.”

“Next ritual when I hit three thousand again?”

“Yes. But Emi…” She hesitated. “Be careful. You’re juggling a lot—prostitution, stripping, university, magic training. Don’t burn yourself out. Your body is strong, but it’s not invincible.”

“I’ll be fine,” I lied, kissing her cheek. “I know my limits.”

But as I walked back to my apartment in the late afternoon sun, throat still sore and holes still aching, I wondered if that was true.

Tonight I had two escort appointments booked. Tomorrow, another strip shift. Classes on Monday. Katie wanted to hang out Tuesday. Zola expected me Wednesday for submission training.

When did I rest? When did Emily get to just… exist?

The answer was clear: never. Rest was a luxury I couldn’t afford. Not when rent was due in three weeks. Not when every orgasm made me stronger. Not when sex work paid better than any legitimate job.

This was my life now.

I stopped at a bodega and bought a cheap dinner—sandwich and soda for $8. Ate while walking, savoring the normal human activity of just eating food without performance or transaction.

Back at my apartment, I checked my schedule:

Tonight (Day 105): Two massage parlor clients, 10 PM and 11 PM Tomorrow (Day 106): Strip club shift, 9 PM - 3 AM
Day 107: Rest (maybe) Day 108: University classes all day Day 109: Katie date Day 110: Porn studio appointment (Uncle Nick’s introduction) Day 111: Zola’s room, submission session Day 112: Strip club shift Day 113: Two escort clients

Every day booked. Every night scheduled. My body was a business operating at maximum capacity.

I had two hours before the first client. I used it to masturbate slowly, recovering some mana, thinking about Vanessa’s tongue on my pussy, the machines filling all my holes, the power coursing through my veins.

When I came, it was quiet and controlled. Fifty mana generated.

Mana: 1550/3000
Orgasms: 141

Then I dressed for work: tight red dress, black heels, heavy makeup. Professional prostitute.

At 9:45 PM, I walked into the massage parlor for my first client of the night.

He was waiting in room five: forty-something, wedding ring (guilt-fuck type), nervous energy. He paid upfront—$150 for thirty minutes of vaginal sex.

I stripped mechanically, let him touch my breasts, guided his average seven-inch cock into my pussy, and fucked him missionary while moaning appropriately. He came in twelve minutes, filled the condom, thanked me profusely, and left.

$150 earned. 100 mana generated.

Second client at 11 PM: younger, aggressive, wanted anal. I bent over the bed, let him lube and fuck my still-tender asshole from Vanessa’s ritual, and bit my lip through the burn. He lasted eighteen minutes, came with a grunt, paid $180.

$180 earned. 120 mana generated.

Total for the night: $330, 220 mana, two orgasms.

I walked home at midnight with cash in my purse and cum slowly leaking from my asshole despite cleanup. Showered thoroughly, used Regenerate to heal the anal soreness, and collapsed into bed.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ END OF DAY 105                     ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Magic Level: 32                   ║
║ Mana: 1770/3000                   ║
║ Bank Account: $1,840              ║
║                                    ║
║ Prostitution Clients: 23 (+2)     ║
║ Orgasms Today: 4                  ║
║ Money Earned Today: $330          ║
║                                    ║
║ Status: Exhausted but Functioning ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Sleep came quickly, dreamless and heavy.

Tomorrow I’d dance at the strip club, grinding on poles and collecting bills.

The next day, I’d film my first porno.

The cycle never stopped.

This was the price of survival. This was the cost of power.

And somewhere deep inside, a tiny voice that sounded like Michael whispered: You’re losing yourself.

But Emily’s voice, stronger and more confident, answered back:

I’m finding myself. This is who I was meant to be.

And as I drifted into unconscious darkness, I couldn’t tell which voice was telling the truth anymore.

Maybe both.

Maybe neither.

Maybe it didn’t matter.

I was Emily. Professional prostitute. Amateur stripper. Aspiring porn star. Powerful mage. Succubus awakening.

And there was no going back.


Chapter 6: First Porn Film

Day 110. The address Uncle Nick had given me led to a converted warehouse in Brooklyn—industrial neighborhood, unmarked building, metal door with a buzzer. Not glamorous, but professional enough.

I pressed the button. A camera above the door swiveled toward me.

“Name?” A male voice crackled through the intercom.

“Emily Lewis. I have an appointment with Vincent.”

The door buzzed open. Inside was a reception area—surprisingly corporate, with a bored receptionist behind a desk and framed movie posters on the walls. Porn posters, obviously: explicit titles, naked women, production company logos.

This was real. I was about to become a porn actress.

“First time?” The receptionist—a woman in her thirties—didn’t look up from her computer.

“Yes.”

“Medical exam first. Room two. Leave your stuff in the locker, robe is hanging inside. Doctor will be in shortly.”

Room two was a sterile medical office: exam table, equipment, harsh lighting. I changed into the provided robe and waited, heart hammering.

The doctor—a middle-aged woman, completely professional—entered with a clipboard. “Emily Lewis? I’m Dr. Martinez. I need to do a full STD panel before you can work. Standard industry practice. Any known infections?”

“No. I got tested last month, came back clean.”

“We require current tests. Hold still.” She took blood samples, swabbed my throat, vagina, and rectum, checked my vitals. The whole process took fifteen minutes and felt more invasive than actual sex.

“Results in thirty minutes. If you’re clean, you can proceed to filming. Vincent will brief you on the scene. Payment is fifty dollars for this first shoot—handjob and titfuck only, no penetration. If you do well, rates increase for future work.”

Fifty dollars. Half what I made from one massage parlor client. But this was filmed forever—my face, my body, my sexual performance captured and distributed. That had value beyond money.

Actually, it had risk beyond money. Anyone could see this. Katie. University classmates. Future employers.

But I need diversified income, I reminded myself. Strip club plus escort service plus porn equals stability.

The rationalization felt hollow, but I nodded. “I understand.”

Results came back clean. Dr. Martinez handed me a form: “Signed consent, confirmed age eighteen-plus, agreement to filming and distribution. Read carefully.”

I read. Standard release: they owned the footage, could distribute however they wanted, I got paid the agreed rate with no royalties. My stage name would be “Emily” (I’d kept it simple). I could refuse specific acts but wouldn’t be paid for refused scenes.

I signed. Emily Lewis, future porn star.

Vincent met me in the hallway—mid-forties, grey-black hair, casual jeans and button-down, professional demeanor. He shook my hand like a business meeting.

“Emily, good to finally meet you. Nick spoke highly. Let me walk you through what we’re doing today.”

He led me to the actual studio—a large room with multiple sets: a bedroom, a “doctor’s office,” a “classroom,” all fake but convincing on camera. Lights everywhere, cameras on tripods, crew members adjusting equipment.

This was a real production.

“Today’s scene is from our ‘Girls Jerk Guys’ series,” Vincent explained. “Simple setup: you’re the hot neighbor who comes over to borrow something, catches the guy jerking off, offers to help. Handjob first, then he asks for a titfuck, you agree, he cums on your tits and face. Total runtime about twenty minutes. We’ll film thirty to get good takes. Your scene partner is Eric—experienced, professional, easy to work with. Questions?”

“How explicit?”

“Full nudity, closeups of your body, very explicit shots of the sex acts. Standard porn. Is that okay?”

My throat was dry. “Yes.”

“Good. Wardrobe will get you into costume—casual outfit, easy to strip. Makeup wants to touch you up. We start shooting in twenty.”

Wardrobe dressed me in tight jeans, a low-cut tank top (no bra—my nipples were visible through the fabric), and minimal jewelry. Makeup applied heavier foundation, darker eye makeup, glossier lips. Porn face.

Eric, my scene partner, introduced himself backstage—late forties, fit, silver-grey hair, confident smile. “First timer? Don’t worry, I’ll guide you through it. Just remember: maintain eye contact during the handjob, use lots of lube, and when I cum, keep your mouth open and smile. Guys love that.”

Guys love that. The target audience. Not me, not my pleasure—the male gaze, refined to commercial product.

“Okay,” I managed.

We rehearsed blocking: I’d walk into the “living room” set, catch him masturbating on the couch, express surprise and interest, offer to help, kneel between his legs, etc. The dialogue was terrible—corny, unrealistic—but apparently that didn’t matter.

“Alright, quiet on set!” Vincent called. “Emily, Eric, take your positions. We’re rolling in three… two… one… action!”

The scene started. I walked in carrying a fake sugar bowl prop. Eric sat on the couch with his pants open, stroking his cock—which I now saw was a solid eight inches, thick, professionally groomed. Porn dick.

“Oh! I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to—” My scripted line, delivered poorly.

“It’s okay,” Eric ad-libbed, smooth and natural. “You caught me. But you know… you could help me finish, if you want.”

I was supposed to look tempted. I forced a sultry expression. “Maybe I could…”

I knelt between his spread legs. The camera moved in for a closeup of my face near his cock.

“Touch it,” Vincent directed from behind the camera. “Both hands. Look at it like you want it.”

I wrapped both hands around Eric’s shaft—warm, hard, thick in my grip. He was fully erect, clearly a professional who could maintain arousal on command. My fingers didn’t quite meet around his girth. I started stroking slowly, one hand gliding up while the other went down, creating a continuous motion along his length. My thumbs rubbed the sensitive spot just under his cockhead with each pass. I remembered the technique from actual handjobs I’d given paying clients.

“Eyes up at him,” Vincent coached. “Make eye contact, then look back at his cock. Good. Now talk dirty. Tell him how big it is.”

This was the part I dreaded. Scripted dirty talk felt fake, but I pushed through: “Your cock is so big. I love how thick it is.” I twisted my grip at the tip, squeezing gently before sliding back down to the base.

Eric groaned on cue. “Your hands feel amazing.”

I stroked faster, adding more twist at the tip, using both hands in tandem to pump his shaft. Pre-cum leaked from his slit and I used my thumb to spread it around the head, adding slickness. Eric’s breathing quickened, his cock twitching in my grip—whether genuine arousal or acting, I couldn’t tell.

“Now show us your tits,” Vincent instructed. “Pull your tank top down.”

I released Eric’s cock briefly to yank my tank top down, freeing my 34C breasts. They bounced free, nipples already hard from the air conditioning and nerves. The camera zoomed in on them.

“Beautiful,” Eric said, script or sincerity unclear. “Can I fuck those tits?”

“Yes,” I breathed, following the script.

Eric stood. I knelt lower, adjusting my position so my chest was at the perfect height. He squirted lube generously onto my cleavage—the cool gel dripping between my breasts. Then he positioned his cock in the valley between them and I pressed my breasts together with both hands, creating a tight, slick channel of flesh around his shaft. He began thrusting, his hips pumping forward and back.

Titfuck. On camera. Forever.

His lubed cock slid between my compressed breasts with wet squelching sounds, the friction visible on camera. The head of his cock emerged near my face with each forward thrust, glistening and swollen. I opened my mouth wide, and he angled his hips so the tip pushed between my lips with every other thrust—my tongue licking the head before it withdrew back between my tits. A move Vincent had coached as “giving the viewers variety.”

I squeezed my breasts tighter, pumping them up and down his shaft to meet his thrusts. The combination of my tit-pumping and his hip thrusts created a fast, slick rhythm. Lube dripped down my stomach. My nipples were hard, pressed against my palms.

“I’m close,” Eric announced. “Look up at me.”

I tilted my face up, maintaining eye contact while his cock pumped between my tits. His expression tightened, and I knew the moment was here.

“I’m cumming—fuck—”

He pulled back, gripping his cock and stroking it rapidly. I kept my breasts pressed together, my face tilted up, mouth open slightly like they’d instructed. His cock erupted. The first thick spurt of cum shot out and hit my left cheek with surprising force—hot, creamy, exactly like every other load I’d taken. The second rope hit my lips and chin, some landing on my tongue. I tasted the familiar salty-bitter flavor. The third and fourth spurts painted my breasts, thick white streaks across the tops of my tits, dripping down into the lube-slick valley. He milked his shaft, squeezing out the last drops directly onto my hard nipples.

I sat there, covered in his cum—face painted, tits glazed—smiling up at him with cum on my lips, exactly like I’d been coached. The perfect porn money shot.

“And… cut!” Vincent called. “Excellent. That was perfect. Emily, you’re a natural.”

The crew moved in with towels. I cleaned the cum off my face while someone handed me water. Eric thanked me professionally—“You did great, made me look good”—and disappeared to clean up.

That was it. Twenty-three minutes of filming. Fifty dollars earned. My face and body captured on film, being sexualized, being used, being commodified.

I was officially a porn actress.

Vincent paid me in cash—five tens—and handed me his card. “You have potential. Natural performer, pretty face, good body. I can book you for more scenes if you’re interested. Next tier up is blowjobs—hundred dollars. Then full sex scenes—two hundred minimum. Think about it.”

I took the card. “I’ll think about it.”

Walking back to my apartment in the afternoon sun, I felt the surreality of it all. This morning I’d been Emily the university student. Now I was Emily whose handjob and titfuck would be uploaded to the internet, watched by thousands, maybe millions of strangers.

Permanent. Inescapable. Digital immortality as a sex object.

Michael’s ghost screamed in horror. Emily felt… numb.

No, not numb. Practical. This was income diversification. Another revenue stream. Another way to survive.

At home, I showered off the remaining traces of Eric’s cum and checked my finances:

Bank Account: $1,840 + $50 = $1,890
Rent Due: Day 127 (17 days)
Amount Needed: $2,500
Shortfall: $610

Seventeen days to make $610. Easy, at my current pace. But I wanted a buffer—at least $1,000 saved beyond rent.

That meant earning $1,610 in seventeen days. Approximately $95 per day.

The math scrolled through my mind automatically now: One escort client per night = $150 average = $2,550 in seventeen days. More than enough.

But I couldn’t work every single night without destroying my body.

Solution: Mix income streams. Three escort nights per week ($900), two strip shifts per weekend ($1,120), occasional porn shoots ($50-200). Total realistic monthly income: $6,000+.

The business plan formed itself. I was monetizing my body strategically, maximizing revenue while minimizing physical toll.

This is what prostitutes become, I realized. Not just sex workers, but entrepreneurs. My pussy is my product. My ass is my inventory. My tits are my capital.

The thought should’ve been degrading. Instead, it felt like clarity.

I pulled out my phone and texted Vincent: “I’m interested in more work. Book me for a blowjob scene next. When’s available?”

His response came within minutes: “Friday 2 PM. ‘Blonde Bombshell BJ’ series. One hundred dollars, deepthroat emphasis. Can you handle eight inches down your throat?”

I thought about Vanessa’s ritual machine—the throat dildo that had made me gag and drool. That had been eight inches. I’d survived.

“Yes. I can take it.”

“Perfect. See you Friday. Bring your A-game.”

I had four days to prepare. Four days to practice deepthroating, to mentally prepare for filming myself sucking cock, to accept that my sexual performance would be entertainment for millions.

I’m becoming a porn star, I thought, staring at my reflection. Really, truly, a porn star.

The woman in the mirror didn’t look shocked or ashamed. She looked determined.

Day 111: Zola’s submission session (I serviced her orally for thirty minutes while wearing a collar, then she fucked me with her strapon until I came screaming—$0 earned but 200 mana generated).

Day 112: Strip club shift ($480 earned, exhibitionism high addictive).

Day 113: Two escort clients, both vaginal ($340 earned, routine work).

Day 114: Rest day. Masturbated three times while thinking about my upcoming porn shoot. The idea of being filmed sucking cock aroused me more than it should have. (150 mana generated from solo sessions.)

Day 115: Classes all day, studied with Katie who asked why I looked tired. I lied smoothly. She believed me.

Day 116, Friday, 2 PM: Second porn shoot.

I walked into the Brooklyn studio more confident than last time. Same medical exam (clean results), same release forms (signed without hesitation), same Vincent greeting me professionally.

“Today’s actor is Jason—thirties, professional, nine-inch cock. He’ll face-fuck you for the scene, so prepare for tears, drool, maybe gagging. That’s what sells. Can you handle it?”

“Yes.”

Makeup made me look younger, more innocent—the “blonde bombshell” aesthetic even though my hair was still dark brown. They gave me a platinum blonde wig, padded bra to make my tits look bigger, and a schoolgirl outfit for the “barely legal” fantasy angle.

I was playing a character: Young Innocent Girl Learns To Suck Cock.

The irony wasn’t lost on me.

Jason was professional, friendly, and when he dropped his pants, his nine-inch cock was genuinely intimidating. I’d taken that size before, but down my throat?

“Just relax,” he coached during blocking. “When I push deep, swallow and breathe through your nose. You’ll gag—that’s fine, that’s what they want to see. Tears, drool, mascara running. The messier the better.”

The messier the better. Male gaze porn in its purest form.

“Action!”

The scene: I was a “student” who needed “extra credit.” Jason played the “professor.” I knelt between his legs behind a desk and unzipped his pants, revealing his massive cock.

“Oh my god, it’s so big,” I delivered the corny line. “I don’t know if I can fit it in my mouth.”

“Try,” he said, hand on my head, guiding me forward.

I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock—thick, warm, salty. The camera zoomed in on my stretched lips. I took him deeper, inch by inch, until he hit the back of my throat.

“Deeper,” Vincent directed. “Take it all.”

Jason gripped my hair and pushed forward. His cock forced past my gag reflex, sliding down my throat. I choked, tears springing to my eyes immediately, but I didn’t pull away.

Nine inches down my throat. Unable to breathe. Camera recording everything.

Jason held me there for five seconds—my nose pressed against his pubic bone, throat bulging around his shaft, drool spilling from my lips. Then he pulled back, letting me gasp.

“Good girl,” he praised, script or genuine unclear. “Again.”

For fifteen minutes, he face-fucked me—his hands gripping my head, controlling the rhythm. Sometimes slow and deep—feeding his cock down my throat inch by inch until my nose pressed against his pubic bone, holding me there choking and gagging. Sometimes fast and brutal—rapid thrusts that made my head bob, his cock pistoning in and out of my throat, hitting the back again and again. Always pushing past my limits, making me take more than I thought I could.

My makeup ran from the tears streaming down my face. Drool and spit covered my chin, dripping down onto the fake schoolgirl shirt, soaking it. I gagged repeatedly—wet, choking sounds that echoed in the studio. My throat was raw, burning. But I didn’t pull away. I kept my hands on his thighs, accepting the brutal face-fucking, my throat bulging around his girth with each deep thrust.

And the camera captured everything. Every gag. Every tear. Every degrading second.

When Jason finally came, it was with his cock buried deep in my throat—I felt it swell, felt it pulse, felt the hot cum pumping directly into my stomach. But halfway through he pulled back, his cock sliding out of my throat. I gasped for air, mouth hanging open. He stroked himself and finished on my face—thick white ropes painting my cheeks, splattering across my nose and lips, one shooting up into the blonde wig. Cum dripped from my chin onto my chest.

“Swallow what’s in your mouth,” Vincent instructed.

I gulped down the cum pooling on my tongue, looking up at the camera with tear-streaked mascara and Jason’s load dripping from my face.

“Perfect,” Vincent said. “That’s a wrap.”

I cleaned up in the bathroom, staring at my wrecked reflection. The innocent Emily was gone. Porn Star Emily stared back.

Vincent paid me $100 cash and booked me for next week: “Anal Initiation, $150. Interested?”

“Yes.”

I was building a porn career.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ Day: 116                           ║
║ Bank Account: $2,810              ║
║ Porn Fame: 5 → 8 (two films)      ║
║ Magic Level: 33                   ║
║                                    ║
║ Identity: 60% Emily, 40% Michael  ║
║ Acceptance: Increasing            ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Michael was dying.

Emily was becoming a porn star.

And I couldn’t tell if that was tragedy or triumph.

Maybe both.

Maybe it didn’t matter anymore.

My first two porn films were done. My face was on the internet forever.

There was no going back.

Only forward—deeper into the industry, deeper into sex work, deeper into the identity of Emily.

Professional prostitute. Amateur stripper. Rising porn star. Powerful mage.

This was my life.

And I was learning to live it.


Chapter 7: BBC Discovery

Day 117. The massage parlor was busier than usual for a Tuesday night—three other girls working, clients rotating through rooms. I’d been scheduled for two appointments: 10 PM and midnight. Standard rates, standard work.

Or so I thought.

The madam caught me in the hallway before my first client. “Room seven. Premium booking—he requested you specifically after seeing you last week. Paid double rate upfront.”

“Double?” That was $300 for thirty minutes. “What’s the catch?”

She smirked. “He’s… well-endowed. Most girls can’t handle him comfortably. But you’ve been taking those rough clients without complaint, so I figured you could manage. If it’s too much, tap out—I’ll refund him and send in someone else.”

My pussy clenched with nervous anticipation. “How big are we talking?”

“You’ll see. Good luck, honey.”

Room seven. I knocked, smoothed down my sheer robe, and entered.

The man waiting made my breath catch—not from beauty, but from sheer physical presence. He was massive: easily six-foot-eight, broad shoulders, athletic build that spoke of former professional sports. African-American, probably late thirties, with a shaved head and kind eyes that didn’t match his intimidating stature.

“You must be Emily.” His voice was deep, warm. “I’m Vince. Thanks for seeing me.”

“Of course.” I tried to sound confident. “The madam said you requested me?”

“I saw you in the hallway last week. You’re beautiful—exactly my type. But I wanted to be upfront: I’m… larger than average. Most working girls struggle, and I don’t enjoy hurting anyone. If you’re not comfortable at any point, just say so.”

The consideration was unexpected. Most clients didn’t care about my comfort beyond basic functionality.

“I appreciate that. Can I… see what we’re working with?”

Vince smiled and stood, unbuttoning his jeans. When he pushed them down along with his boxers, my eyes widened.

Holy fuck.

His cock hung heavy and thick between his legs—and it wasn’t even fully hard yet. I’d seen plenty of dicks by now: average seven-inchers, thick eight-inchers, the occasional nine-inch challenge.

This was something else entirely.

“Jesus,” I breathed. “How big is that?”

“Twelve inches when I’m fully erect. About three inches thick.” He said it matter-of-factly, like stating his height. “I understand if that’s too much. No hard feelings.”

Twelve inches. Michael’s consciousness recoiled in horror. Emily’s pussy flooded with wetness.

I’d taken Vanessa’s nine-inch machines. I’d filmed a scene with Jason’s nine-inch cock down my throat. But twelve inches of thick, real, warm cock filling my pussy?

That was new territory.

“I want to try,” I heard myself say. “But we’ll need to go slow.”

“Always.” Vince sat on the bed, his massive frame making the furniture look small. “Come here. Let’s start easy.”

I approached, letting my robe fall open to reveal my naked body underneath. His eyes roamed appreciatively—lingering on my breasts, my smooth pussy, my curves.

“Damn, you’re perfect,” he murmured. “May I touch you?”

“Please.”

His hands were huge—one palm nearly covering my entire breast as he cupped it gently, thumb brushing my nipple. I gasped at the size difference, at how his fingers made me feel small and delicate in a way no client ever had.

He pulled me onto his lap, my legs straddling his thick thighs, and kissed me—surprisingly tender for such a large man. His tongue explored my mouth while his hands roamed my body: breasts, waist, ass, thighs. By the time he broke the kiss, I was panting.

“Let me get you ready,” he said, shifting me onto my back on the bed. “I learned a long time ago—foreplay isn’t optional with my size.”

He positioned himself between my spread legs and buried his face in my pussy.

The shock of his tongue on my clit made me cry out. His tongue was thick and warm, lapping at my slit with long, slow strokes—starting at my entrance and dragging all the way up to my clit. He circled the sensitive nub with firm pressure, then sucked it into his mouth, making me gasp and arch off the bed. His technique was incredible: alternating between long licks and focused sucking, fast flicks and slow circles, reading every twitch and moan, building me toward orgasm with practiced skill. Occasionally he pushed his thick tongue deep into my entrance, fucking me with it, tasting my wetness.

When he pushed two massive fingers into my pussy—and they were truly massive, thick as most men’s cocks—my inner walls stretched to accommodate them. He curled them upward, finding my G-spot immediately, and rubbed it with firm pressure while his tongue worked my clit. The dual stimulation was overwhelming. I came with a shocked gasp, my back arching off the bed. The orgasm rippled through me in waves, my pussy clenching rhythmically around his thick fingers, wetness gushing out and flooding his hand, dripping down his wrist.

“Good,” he praised, pulling his fingers free slowly and licking them clean—sucking my juices off each digit while maintaining eye contact. “You’re ready now. Nice and wet. But we still need lube—lots of it. I learned the hard way that even when a woman’s soaking, my size needs extra help.”

He grabbed the bottle from the nightstand and squeezed a generous amount onto his cock, which was now fully erect. I stared, genuinely intimidated.

Twelve inches of thick black cock, veiny and hard, the head dark and massive. It looked like a weapon. My pussy clenched involuntarily—fear and arousal mixing into something intoxicating.

“We’ll go slow,” Vince repeated, positioning himself at my entrance. His cockhead alone was wider than most men’s entire shafts. “Tell me if it’s too much.”

He pressed the massive head of his cock against my entrance.

Even after being eaten out and thoroughly lubed, the initial stretch made me whimper loudly. My pussy lips spread wide around his enormous cockhead—wider than they’d ever spread before. My entrance resisted, my muscles clenching instinctively against the invasion. But Vince pushed forward with steady, patient pressure. Slowly—so slowly—my pussy yielded. The head popped past my entrance with a sharp burn-pleasure sensation that bordered on real pain, my lips stretched into a wide O around his girth.

“Breathe,” Vince coached, holding perfectly still with just the head inside. “Let your body adjust. We’ve got time.”

I panted, trying to relax my inner muscles around the massive intrusion. My pussy walls fluttered and clenched around his cockhead, struggling to accommodate the size. Slowly, over maybe thirty seconds, my body adapted. The burn faded to intense fullness, to an overwhelming sense of being stretched.

“More,” I managed, my voice shaky.

Vince pushed forward another inch. Then another. Slow, relentless penetration—his thick shaft forcing my pussy open wider and wider, my inner walls spreading to accommodate his girth, stretched beyond anything I’d experienced. The drag of his cock against my sensitive flesh was intense, every ridge and vein apparent. Six inches in, I was already fuller than most men had ever made me—his thickness filling every available space inside my cunt.

But he had six more inches to go.

“You’re doing so well,” he praised, his voice strained with the effort of restraint. His jaw was clenched, his massive body trembling slightly with the need to just thrust hard. “Halfway there.”

Halfway. I was already struggling to breathe around the fullness, my pussy stretched so wide it almost hurt, and I was only halfway impaled on his monster cock. I looked down between my legs and could see his thick shaft disappearing into my body—six inches buried, six more waiting.

He pulled back slightly—just an inch—then thrust forward more firmly. Seven inches. Eight inches. My pussy stretched impossibly, the walls forced apart to accommodate thickness I didn’t think was physically possible. Tears pricked my eyes from the intensity but I didn’t tap out.

I wanted all of it. Needed to know I could take every single inch.

Nine inches. I felt him hit my cervix—not just bump against it like smaller cocks, but actually press into it, pushing past the entrance to my womb. Ten inches. My cervix was pushed aside, forced to accommodate his length, his cock penetrating deeper than any man had ever reached. I was completely full, stuffed to capacity, every nerve in my pussy screaming with the mix of pain and pleasure, sensation so intense it was indistinguishable from either.

“Eleven,” Vince groaned, his voice tight with need. “Almost there. You’re incredible. You’re taking my whole cock. Almost nobody can—”

He pushed the final inch with one steady thrust, and suddenly his hips met mine. His balls pressed against my ass. Twelve full inches buried completely in my pussy. I could feel him everywhere—stretching me, filling me, his cockhead so deep I felt it in my stomach. I was stuffed beyond capacity, stretched beyond reason, and it was overwhelming.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, voice breaking. “You’re—fuck—so deep—”

“Want me to pull out?”

“No.” The word came out fierce. “Fuck me. I can take it.”

Vince’s expression shifted—the careful restraint giving way to raw hunger. He pulled back slowly, withdrawing six inches. I felt every inch sliding out, my pussy gripping his shaft, desperately trying to keep him inside. The drag of his cock against my stretched walls sent electric shocks through my nerves. Then he thrust forward again—all six inches slamming back in plus two more. Deep, full strokes that made me see stars, my vision whiting out with the intensity.

He established a rhythm: long, slow thrusts that let me feel every single inch sliding in and out of my stuffed cunt. His massive cock stretched my pussy impossibly wide on each withdrawal—I could feel my lips clinging to his shaft, pulled outward by the friction. Then he’d thrust forward and fill me completely again, his thick length forcing deep, spreading my inner walls, bottoming out against my pushed-aside cervix. The size, the depth, the sheer fullness of having twelve inches of thick cock inside me—it was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. Nothing compared.

“God, you’re so fucking tight,” Vince groaned, his rhythm getting slightly faster. “Perfect little pussy taking my whole cock. I can feel you gripping me—squeezing every inch. You’re amazing.”

I couldn’t respond—could only moan and gasp and make broken, incoherent sounds as his twelve-inch shaft pounded into me. My hands gripped his massive biceps desperately, nails digging into his dark skin hard enough to leave marks, trying to anchor myself against the overwhelming sensation of being so thoroughly fucked.

When he angled his hips differently, changing the angle so his thick cockhead dragged directly across my G-spot with every thrust, I screamed—a loud, desperate cry.

“Right there?” he asked, grinning.

“Yes—don’t stop—oh fuck—”

He didn’t. He fucked me missionary with perfect precision: deep, hard strokes that bottomed out against my cervix, his thick shaft dragging against every sensitive spot inside me. The bed creaked under his powerful thrusts.

My orgasm approached like a tsunami—unstoppable, massive, consuming. When it hit, I convulsed beneath him.

“FUCK!” I screamed, my pussy clamping down around his thick shaft, trying to strangle it, failing because he was too big. I came harder than I ever had during prostitution work, the combination of size and skill and pure physical domination triggering something primal.

Vince kept fucking me through it—prolonging the orgasm until I was sobbing with pleasure. Finally, he buried himself completely and came.

I felt it—felt his cock pulse deep inside me, felt the condom swell with his load. He groaned, his massive body shuddering, twelve inches twitching against my cervix as he emptied himself.

We stayed locked together for a long moment, both breathing hard. When he finally pulled out, the withdrawal of twelve inches felt almost as intense as the penetration—my pussy gaping, empty, already missing the fullness.

“Holy shit,” I whispered, staring at the ceiling.

“You okay?” Vince asked, genuine concern in his voice.

“That was… I’ve never…” I couldn’t form coherent sentences. “Incredible.”

He smiled and carefully removed the condom—it was stretched and full, testament to his size and load. He cleaned himself up, then surprised me by grabbing a warm towel and gently cleaning between my legs with tender care.

“Most guys don’t do that,” I said softly.

“I’m not most guys.” He winked. “And you were exceptional. I’d like to book you again, if you’re willing. Same rate, once a week?”

$300 per week. Regular client. Twelve-inch BBC.

“Yes. Absolutely yes.”

He paid—six crisp fifties—and added an extra $20 tip. “For being brave. Not many women can take all of me.”

After he left, I lay on the bed for several minutes, my pussy still throbbing, still feeling the ghost of his massive cock. The mana surge from that orgasm was insane: the power app on my phone showed +250 mana from a single climax.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - POWER PROFILE        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 117                           ║
║ Magic Level: 33 → 34 (+1)         ║
║ Mana: 1820/3000 → 2070/3000       ║
║                                    ║
║ Sexual Partners: 22 (+1)          ║
║ Orgasms: 145 (+1)                 ║
║ BBC Experienced: YES (NEW)        ║
║                                    ║
║ Bank Account: $2,810 → $3,130     ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

I had one more client scheduled for midnight, but I texted the madam: “Need to cancel second appointment. Still recovering from Vince.”

Her response: “Figured. That man is a legend. See you Friday.”

Walking home at 11 PM instead of 2 AM felt strange—early night for a prostitute. My pussy ached with every step, the soreness a reminder of what I’d just taken.

Twelve inches. I’d taken twelve fucking inches.

And the scary part? I wanted it again.

Back at my apartment, I stood in front of my mirror naked and examined my body. My pussy looked swollen, my lips slightly puffy from the stretching. I touched myself gingerly and winced—tender, but not damaged. Just thoroughly used.

I thought about Vince’s massive cock, about how it had felt to be completely filled, to be fucked by someone who made me feel small and delicate and dominated purely through physical size.

Michael had been average—seven inches, nothing special. Emily had now experienced twelve.

There was no comparison.

I masturbated carefully, avoiding my sore pussy and focusing on my clit. The orgasm was gentle, pleasant, and generated another 50 mana. But it wasn’t the same as being stretched around twelve inches of thick cock.

I’m a size queen now, I realized. Bigger is better. And I need more.

The thought should’ve been concerning. Instead, it felt like evolution. My body was adapting to sex work, craving what brought the most pleasure and power.

BBC. Big Black Cock. A category of porn, a fetish, a fantasy.

And now my reality.

I checked my banking app before sleep:

Bank Account: $3,130
Rent Due: Day 127 (12 days)
Amount Needed: $2,500
Buffer After Rent: $660

I was ahead of schedule. Rent would be covered. I could even save some.

And I had a regular BBC client now—$1,200 extra per month.

The math made me smile. Diversified income streams: escort service, strip club, porn films, and now a premium regular client.

My body was a business empire.

I fell asleep thinking about Vince’s massive cock, about how it had split me open, about how I’d come harder than almost any other time since transformation.

Day 117-120 passed in a blur of work:

Day 117: Rest day after Vince. Studied for classes, did laundry, normal human activities. Masturbated twice (100 mana).

Day 118: Porn shoot number three—“Anal Initiation.” Actor named Marco, eight-inch cock, fucked my ass for twenty minutes on camera. $150 earned, asshole sore but manageable with Regenerate spell. Porn fame: 8 → 12.

Day 119: Two escort clients—both vanilla, both under eight inches, both forgettable. $280 earned. I caught myself comparing them to Vince and finding them inadequate.

Day 120: Strip club shift. Made $520 in tips, had three lap dances, one guy came in his pants while I ground on him. The exhibitionism still gave me a thrill.

Day 121: Classes all day, then Katie invited me to Lucas’s place for another threesome. I went, craving non-transactional sex.

The threesome was fun—Lucas fucked Katie while I sat on her face, then switched positions, then both of us sucked his cock together until he came on our faces. We licked it off each other, giggling and happy.

Katie’s slut stat: 20 → 25. She was getting bolder, suggesting we invite Evan next time for a foursome. The innocent redhead was transforming into something else—and I was the catalyst.

Day 122: Vince’s second appointment.

I arrived at the massage parlor early, nervous and excited. The madam smirked when she saw me. “Room seven’s been ready for an hour. He’s early too. You two have fun.”

Vince greeted me with a warm hug—unexpected intimacy from a client. “Missed you. Been thinking about that perfect pussy all week.”

This time, we didn’t need extensive foreplay. I was eager for him. He ate me out briefly (one orgasm), then positioned me doggy-style on the bed.

“This angle goes even deeper,” he warned. “Tell me if it’s too much.”

He pushed inside from behind, and the new angle made me gasp. Somehow, impossibly, doggy position let his twelve inches penetrate even deeper. I felt him in places I didn’t know existed.

He fucked me hard—no gentle buildup this time, just powerful thrusts that made my ass jiggle, made my tits swing beneath me, made me scream into the mattress. His hands gripped my hips with bruising force, pulling me back onto his massive cock with every stroke.

“Take it,” he growled. “Take every fucking inch.”

I did. I took all twelve inches, doggy-style, my pussy stretched impossibly wide, my cervix battered, my G-spot hammered relentlessly.

When I came, I squirted—fluid gushing around his thick shaft, spraying the bed, my body losing all control. Vince kept fucking me through it, prolonging the orgasm until I was sobbing with pleasure.

He came shortly after, roaring his release, his massive cock pulsing deep in my guts. We collapsed together, both wrecked.

“Best pussy in New York,” he panted. “I’m booking you every week until you retire.”

$350 this time—he’d tipped extra again.

Mana: +280 (from two intense orgasms)
Magic Level: 34 → 35
Bank Account: $3,160 → $3,510

Walking home, my pussy aching beautifully, I realized: I’m addicted to BBC now. Average cocks won’t satisfy me anymore.

The size queen transformation was complete.

Day 123: I asked the madam about other well-endowed clients. She laughed. “Vince is the biggest we’ve got. But I can put you on the list for ten-plus-inches if any book. You’re one of the few girls who can handle it.”

“Put me on the list.”

My reputation was building: Emily, the size queen prostitute who can take anything.

Pride and shame mixed into something I couldn’t name. But when I checked my Power App and saw my stats climbing—magic level 35, nearly $4,000 saved, 150+ orgasms, 25+ sexual partners—the pride won.

I was succeeding at sex work. Excelling, even.

Michael would’ve been destroyed by this. Emily was thriving.

And the divergence between who I’d been and who I was becoming grew wider every day.

There was no path back to Michael now. Only forward into Emily.

I fell asleep on Day 123 with my fingers between my legs, thinking about twelve inches of thick cock, and came quietly to the fantasy of being stretched, filled, dominated by pure physical size.

+50 mana.

Size queen. BBC lover. Professional prostitute.

This was who I was now.

And I was learning to love it.


Chapter 8: Katie and Lucas Become Regulars

Day 123-135. The weeks following my BBC discovery established a new routine. It started with a text from Katie: “Lucas wants to see us again tonight. His roommate Evan might join. You in? 😈”

The innocent redhead who’d blushed at the thought of a threesome three weeks ago was now casually arranging foursomes with emoji devil faces. My corruption of Katie was progressing beautifully.

“I’m in. What time?”

“8 PM. His place. Bring wine? 🍷”

I had the whole day free—no classes, no work scheduled. A rare rest day. I should’ve used it to study, to catch up on sleep, to exist as something other than a prostitute.

Instead, I masturbated three times thinking about Vince’s twelve-inch cock, practiced my Regenerate spell until my mana was depleted, and went shopping for lingerie that would drive Lucas and Evan wild.

The boutique in SoHo sold expensive sets—lace, silk, barely-there designs. I chose a black set: sheer bra that showed my nipples, matching thong that was essentially string, garter belt and stockings. $120 for something that would be torn off within minutes.

But the investment was worth it. Looking good equals better performance equals more pleasure equals more mana.

Everything was calculated now. Even my “free” social sex with Katie had become another vector for power accumulation.

At 7:45 PM, I arrived at Lucas’s apartment building carrying cheap wine from the bodega (why waste money on good wine when we’d be too distracted to taste it?). Katie met me in the lobby, bouncing with excitement.

“Evan’s hot,” she whispered as we rode the elevator. “I stalked his Instagram—football player, six-foot-three, abs for days. Lucas says he’s got a huge dick too.”

Katie was becoming a size queen under my influence. The thought made me proud.

Lucas answered the door in jeans and a t-shirt, grinning. “My favorite girls. Come in, Evan’s already here.”

Evan sat on the couch—and Katie’s description was accurate. He was massive: taller than Lucas, broader shoulders, dark skin, athletic build that screamed college athlete. When he stood to greet us, I had to tilt my head back to meet his eyes.

“Emily, Katie—Lucas has told me a lot about you.” His smile was warm, his handshake firm. “Thanks for letting me crash your party.”

“The more the merrier,” I said, already imagining what he looked like naked.

We drank wine and made small talk for exactly fifteen minutes before Katie—bless her evolving sluttiness—said, “So… should we move this to the bedroom?”

Lucas laughed. “Direct. I like it. Yeah, let’s go.”

The bedroom was larger than I expected: king-size bed, good lighting, clean sheets. Lucas had prepared.

“Ground rules?” Evan asked, surprisingly considerate for a college football player. “Anything off-limits?”

Katie looked at me. I shrugged. “I’m down for anything. Katie?”

She bit her lip, nervous but excited. “Same. Just… be gentle at first?”

“Always,” Evan promised.

Lucas started the proceedings by pulling Katie into a kiss while Evan approached me. Up close, he was even more imposing—his hands huge on my waist, his chest solid against mine when he leaned down to kiss me.

The kiss was skilled: confident, dominant, his tongue claiming my mouth while his hands explored my body through my clothes. I melted into it, already wet.

When he broke the kiss, he murmured, “Lucas said you can take a lot. That true?”

“Try me.”

His grin was wicked. “I will.”

We undressed each other slowly—me peeling off his shirt to reveal carved abs and broad chest, him unzipping my dress and groaning when he saw the lingerie underneath.

“Fuck, you’re gorgeous.”

I glanced over at Katie and Lucas—they were already half-naked on the bed, Lucas sucking Katie’s breasts while she moaned. Her pale skin was flushed pink, her red hair spread across the pillow like a halo.

Evan guided me to the bed, positioning me next to Katie. The two of us lay side by side while our respective partners stripped completely.

Lucas’s cock was familiar—eight inches, nicely thick. But when Evan dropped his boxers, I stared.

Ten inches. Thick as my wrist. Semi-hard and already intimidating.

Katie noticed and gasped. “Oh my god.”

Evan chuckled. “Don’t worry, we’ll work up to it.”

Lucas climbed between Katie’s legs and pushed inside her pussy—she was already wet, moaning as his eight inches filled her. I watched them fuck for a moment: missionary position, Lucas’s athletic body driving into Katie’s softer curves, her breasts bouncing with each thrust.

Then Evan was between my legs, his massive cock in hand, stroking it to full hardness.

Ten inches of thick black cock. Not as big as Vince’s twelve, but still huge.

“Ready?” he asked, positioning himself at my entrance.

“Yes.”

He pushed forward, and even after Vince, the stretch made me gasp. Ten inches was still massive, still filled me completely, still pressed against my cervix with overwhelming fullness.

Evan fucked me with long, powerful strokes—not as gentle as Vince’s first time, more aggressive, more dominant. His hands pinned my wrists above my head, his body covering mine, his cock pounding deep.

Next to us, Katie was screaming—Lucas had her legs over his shoulders, fucking her hard and fast, her pussy audibly wet. I reached out and grabbed her hand, and she squeezed back, both of us being fucked by hung college boys, both of us loving it.

“Switch,” Lucas panted after several minutes. “I want Emily.”

Evan pulled out—my pussy immediately feeling empty—and moved to Katie. Her eyes widened when she saw his ten-inch cock.

“I don’t know if I can—”

“You can,” I assured her, still breathless. “Just relax.”

Lucas positioned himself between my legs and pushed inside—eight inches felt smaller after ten, easier, less challenging. But he made up for size with enthusiasm, fucking me fast and rough while playing with my clit.

I watched Evan ease his massive cock into Katie’s pussy—she whimpered as he stretched her, tears forming in her eyes, but she didn’t tell him to stop. He went slow, careful, letting her adjust to his size.

When he was fully inside, Katie came—her whole body shaking, her scream muffled against Evan’s chest. Her first orgasm from penetration alone, triggered by being split open on ten inches of thick cock.

Katie’s slut stat: 25 → 35. Major leap. The innocent girl was officially gone.

Lucas fucked me through two orgasms—one from his cock, one from his fingers on my clit—before pulling out and suggesting, “Let’s try doubles.”

Doubles. Two cocks, two girls, multiple configurations.

We arranged ourselves: Katie on top of Lucas in reverse cowgirl, his cock in her pussy. I climbed on top of Evan the same way, his ten inches splitting me open. Then Lucas and Evan positioned us close enough that they could touch us simultaneously.

Four bodies, two cocks buried in two pussies, hands everywhere. Lucas fingered my clit while Evan fingered Katie’s. We girls kissed each other, tits pressed together, moaning into each other’s mouths while being fucked from below.

It was decadent. Excessive. Perfect.

When Evan suggested, “Let’s switch holes—anyone up for anal?” I volunteered immediately.

Katie looked nervous. “I’ve never done anal.”

“Watch Emily first,” Lucas suggested. “See if you want to try.”

I climbed off Evan’s cock and positioned myself on hands and knees. He lubed his ten-inch shaft generously, then pressed the head against my asshole.

The stretch was intense—bigger than most cocks I’d taken anally, though I’d had Vanessa’s seven-inch ritual dildo and several client cocks. I breathed through the initial burn as he pushed forward slowly.

Katie watched, eyes wide, as ten inches of thick cock slowly disappeared into my ass. Four inches. Six inches. Eight inches. Finally, Evan’s hips met my ass cheeks—fully buried.

“Holy shit,” Katie breathed. “Does it hurt?”

“It’s intense,” I managed, my asshole burning around the thick intrusion. “But it feels good.”

Evan started fucking me—slow at first, then faster as my ass adjusted. The fullness was overwhelming, the drag of his shaft against my sensitive rim sending sparks through my nervous system.

Lucas moved underneath me and pushed his eight-inch cock into my pussy at the same time.

Double penetration. Ten inches in my ass, eight inches in my pussy, both holes stuffed completely full.

I screamed.

The sensation was beyond description: two thick cocks moving inside me, separated by a thin wall of flesh, stretching me beyond capacity. Every thrust created friction that radiated through my entire core.

Katie watched, masturbating openly, her fingers working her clit while she stared at me being double-fucked.

“Want to try?” Lucas asked her between thrusts.

“Just… just pussy and mouth,” Katie decided. “Not ready for anal yet.”

When the guys finally came—Lucas in my pussy, Evan in my ass, both flooding their condoms simultaneously—I collapsed between them, completely wrecked.

Katie took her turn: sucking Evan’s cock while Lucas fucked her pussy from behind. She couldn’t deepthroat Evan’s ten inches, gagging around seven, but she tried beautifully. Lucas came inside her pussy, Evan came on her face, and Katie swallowed what landed in her mouth without prompting.

Katie’s slut stat: 35 → 40.

We cleaned up in Lucas’s shower—all four of us crammed in together, washing each other, Katie and I kissing under the spray while the guys recovered. Young men—they’d be hard again in twenty minutes.

Round two was less frantic: slow, sensual fucking. Lucas with Katie in missionary, Evan with me in prone bone. We came quietly, intimately, holding each other.

Round three at 2 AM: Katie riding Evan while I sat on Lucas’s face. We kissed while being pleasured, our bodies pressed together, best friends turned into something more.

Finally, at 3 AM, we collapsed in a tangle of limbs: Katie and Lucas spooning, me using Evan’s chest as a pillow. My pussy and ass were sore but satisfied, my mana pool full from six orgasms.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - POWER PROFILE        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 123 → 124 (3 AM)             ║
║ Magic Level: 35 → 36 (+1)         ║
║ Mana: 2550/3000 (nearly max)      ║
║                                    ║
║ Orgasms Tonight: 6                ║
║ Sexual Partners: +1 (Evan)        ║
║ Total Partners: 26                ║
║                                    ║
║ Money Earned: $0 (social sex)     ║
║ Corruption of Katie: 40/100       ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

In the morning, Katie and I walked home together—dawn light making the city look clean and hopeful, our bodies aching pleasantly.

“That was incredible,” Katie said softly. “I never knew sex could be like that. So… free.”

“You’re discovering who you are,” I told her. “Sexually, I mean. There’s nothing wrong with enjoying it.”

“I feel like I’m changing. Like the old Katie who was scared of everything is disappearing.”

Because I’m corrupting you, I thought. Turning you into a slut like me.

But I said: “You’re just becoming more confident. More honest about what you want.”

She squeezed my hand. “Thank you. For showing me this. For being my friend.”

Friend. The word felt inadequate. I’d fucked her boyfriend while she watched. I’d coached her through her first DP setup. I’d turned her from innocent to experienced in three weeks.

But maybe that was what friendship looked like now. Mutual sexual exploration, no judgment, shared pleasure.

“We should make this a regular thing,” I suggested. “Weekly foursomes with Lucas and Evan.”

Katie’s eyes lit up. “Really? You’d want to?”

“Absolutely. They’re fun, they’re hot, and they can actually make us cum—unlike most guys.”

She giggled. “True. Okay. Let’s do it.”

And just like that, I had another regular sexual arrangement: weekly foursomes, non-transactional, pure pleasure and power accumulation.

The next few days blurred together:

Day 131: Strip club shift. Made $450, had a client offer $500 for extras in the private room. Declined—massage parlor paid better and had better security.

Day 132: University classes. Professor Monroe asked why I looked tired. I lied smoothly about late-night studying. He believed me, of course. Professors never suspected the quiet, pretty students of being prostitutes.

Day 133: Rest day. Masturbated four times, practiced magic, did laundry. Boring but necessary.

Day 134: RENT DAY. Paid my landlord $2,500 in cash. He counted it carefully, nodded, gave me a receipt. “You’re one of my few tenants who always pays on time. I appreciate that.”

If only he knew how I earned it.

Bank Account: $3,510 - $2,500 = $1,010
Savings Buffer: Barely adequate
Stress Level: Medium

Day 135: Two escort clients at the massage parlor. One wanted anal ($180), one wanted a “girlfriend experience” which meant lots of kissing and fake intimacy ($150). Both were routine, forgettable.

Day 136: Vince’s weekly appointment. Twelve inches of BBC, this time with me in a piledriver position—legs over my head, ass in the air, him fucking down into my pussy with gravity assisting. The deepest penetration yet. I squirted twice, came four times total, and he tipped $100 for “best fuck of my life.”

$400 earned. 350 mana generated.

Day 137: The day everything changed.

I was getting ready for class when my phone buzzed—text from Vincent, my porn director:

“Emily, I want to move you up to featured performer tier. $500 per scene, full sex, professional lighting. But the producers want you to consider breast augmentation. They think bigger tits would boost your marketability. Thoughts?”

I stared at the message.

Breast augmentation. Fake tits. Permanent body modification for porn.

Michael’s consciousness screamed in horror. This was too far, too permanent, too much transformation.

But Emily looked in the mirror at her 34C breasts—they were nice, proportional, naturally perky. But in porn, bigger was better. Men wanted huge tits, impossible tits, porn star tits.

And $500 per scene was significant money. If I did two scenes per week, that was $4,000 per month from porn alone.

Combined with escorting, stripping, and Vince’s weekly BBC appointments, I could be making $10,000+ monthly.

Enough to quit the massage parlor. Enough to work less overall. Enough to focus on magic training.

But it required fake tits.

I texted back: “How big are we talking?”

Vincent’s response was immediate: “Producers suggest 600-800cc implants. D-cup minimum, DD preferred. Natural look isn’t the goal—we want obviously augmented. Porn aesthetic. Clinic I recommend is $6,000, payment plans available. Think about it.”

600-800cc. Double-D cup. Massive fake tits.

I Googled images of porn stars with that size. The results were… dramatic. Huge, round, obviously artificial breasts that dominated every frame. The kind of tits that screamed “pornstar” from across a room.

Michael’s voice: This is too far. This is permanent mutilation. Don’t do it.

Emily’s voice: This is an investment. My body is my business. Bigger tits mean more money.

I had all day to think about it. I went to class in a daze, barely hearing the lecture on Renaissance art history. My mind churned with calculations:

Current monthly income: ~$6,000 Potential with porn tier-up: ~$10,000 Investment cost: $6,000 Payback period: Less than two months Long-term benefit: Increased earning potential across all platforms

From a pure business standpoint, it made sense.

But this wasn’t just business. This was permanent bodily modification. Once I got implants, there was no going back. Emily would have fake tits forever.

Michael would have fake tits forever, if I ever found a way to reverse the transformation.

That thought made me pause. What if Dr. Patel found a cure? What if I could turn back into Michael someday? Would I want to be a man with breast implant scars?

But the counter-thought was stronger: What if there is no cure? What if Emily is permanent?

In that case, shouldn’t I optimize this body for maximum success in my current life?

After class, I walked to the New York Public Library—my thinking spot. I sat on the steps, watching people pass: businessmen, tourists, students, families. Normal people living normal lives.

I wasn’t normal anymore. I was a prostitute, a stripper, a porn actress, a mage, a succubus awakening. My life had diverged so far from normal that worrying about conventional body standards seemed absurd.

Why not have huge fake tits? Why not maximize my sexual appeal? Why not lean into being a porn star?

The rationalization felt hollow, but I couldn’t deny the logic.

I texted Vincent: “Send me the clinic info. I’ll schedule a consultation.”

His response: “Smart move. You’re going to be a star. Trust me.”

The clinic—Manhattan Cosmetic Surgery—could see me for a consultation on Day 142. I booked it.

That night, I stood naked in front of my mirror, examining my natural 34C breasts. They were pretty: perky, symmetrical, responsive nipples. Michael’s male gaze would’ve considered them perfect.

But Emily’s porn star ambition saw them as inadequate.

I cupped them, imagining them bigger—heavy with silicone, round and firm, impossible to hide. Porn star tits.

My pussy got wet at the thought.

I wanted them.

Not because Michael wanted them—he was horrified. But because Emily wanted to be more. More sexual, more obvious, more successful, more powerful.

And if bigger tits helped achieve that, then bigger tits I would have.

I masturbated to the fantasy of having huge breasts, of men staring at them, of cameras filming them, of my body becoming the ultimate male fantasy object.

The orgasm was intense—fueled by exhibitionism, by transformation fetish, by the thrill of permanent change.

+100 mana.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - DECISION POINT       ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 142                           ║
║ Magic Level: 36                   ║
║ Bank Account: $1,560              ║
║                                    ║
║ DECISION: Breast Augmentation     ║
║ Status: Consultation Scheduled    ║
║ Cost: $6,000                      ║
║ Size: 600-800cc (D/DD cup)        ║
║                                    ║
║ Michael's Resistance: 35%         ║
║ Emily's Dominance: 65%            ║
║                                    ║
║ Transformation: Accelerating      ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Day 138: Katie texted asking if I wanted to hang out—normal friend stuff, coffee and shopping. I went, pretending to be a regular college student for a few hours. We talked about boys (she gushed about Lucas and Evan), classes (both of us were barely passing), and future plans (she wanted to work in fashion, I had no idea what my future held).

“You seem different lately,” Katie observed while we browsed a vintage clothing store. “More confident. More… I don’t know, present?”

“Just figuring myself out,” I said vaguely.

“Well, I like it. You’re inspiring me to be bolder too.”

If only she knew how bold I was being: prostitution, porn, body modification.

We parted ways at 5 PM. I went home and checked my email—message from the cosmetic surgery clinic confirming my Day 142 consultation. Real. Happening.

Day 139-141 passed in routine work: escorting, stripping, one porn scene (blowjob, $100), Vince’s weekly BBC appointment ($350), and another foursome with Katie, Lucas, and Evan where Katie tried anal for the first time (she lasted four inches of Evan’s ten-inch cock before tapping out—but she’d tried, which marked another evolution in her slut journey).

Katie’s slut stat: 40 → 45.

And then it was Day 142: Consultation day.

Manhattan Cosmetic Surgery occupied the tenth floor of a midtown building—professional, expensive-looking, with before-and-after photos in the waiting room. Mostly breast augmentations, some with results so dramatic they looked fake even in photos.

That could be me in a month.

A nurse called me back. I filled out medical history forms, got weighed and measured, changed into a gown. Then Dr. Sarah Kim entered—forties, professional demeanor, kind eyes.

“Emily, nice to meet you. Vincent referred you for breast augmentation consultation?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me what you’re looking for.”

I took a breath. “I work in… adult entertainment. My director suggested I’d be more marketable with larger breasts. He recommended 600-800cc implants, D or DD cup.”

Dr. Kim nodded, unsurprised. Probably half her clients were porn actresses and strippers.

“Let’s take a look at your current anatomy.” She had me remove the gown. I stood topless while she examined my breasts professionally—measuring, assessing skin elasticity, checking nipple placement.

“You’re a good candidate,” she concluded. “Healthy tissue, good skin quality. 600-800cc is aggressive but achievable. We’d place the implants submuscular for more natural movement, despite the obvious augmented look. Scarring would be minimal—incision under the breast fold. Recovery is two weeks minimal activity, six weeks before full physical exertion.”

“What would I look like with 700cc implants?” I asked.

She pulled out a sizing set—breast implants in clear plastic shells, filled with saline. She held the 700cc size against my chest.

Holy fuck, they were huge. Like holding two grapefruits. My current 34C chest would become absolutely massive.

“This is the look,” Dr. Kim said. “Very obvious augmentation. Pornstar aesthetic. Is this what you want?”

I stared at my reflection in the mirror: my small frame, my current proportional breasts, and the huge implants held against my chest.

Michael screamed NO.

Emily whispered yes.

“Yes,” I said aloud. “This is what I want.”

“Alright. Cost is $6,000, payment plan available. Surgery date availability is in one week—Day 150. Does that work?”

Day 150. The same day as my sixth magic ritual with Vanessa.

The synchronicity felt meaningful. Two major transformations on the same day: magical and physical.

“Day 150 works,” I confirmed.

I paid $1,000 deposit on my credit card—the first time I’d used credit for sex work expenses. The remaining $5,000 would be due on surgery day.

Walking out of the clinic, I felt surreal. In fifteen days, I’d have huge fake tits. Permanent transformation.

I texted Vincent: “Consultation done. Surgery scheduled Day 150. 700cc implants, DD cup.”

His response was enthusiastic: “PERFECT! You’re going to be incredible. I’m booking you for a big feature film right after recovery—$2,000 payday. This is going to change your career.”

$2,000 for a single porn film. The investment was already paying off.

That night, I told Katie about the surgery—framing it as “wanting to feel more confident” rather than “porn career requirement.”

She was supportive: “If it makes you happy, do it! I’ve thought about getting mine done too, but I’m too chicken.”

Give it time, I thought. I’m corrupting you slowly. Implants might be in your future too.

The next week was preparation:

Day 143-149: Maximum earning mode. I worked every available shift—stripping, escorting, two porn scenes—to save the remaining $5,000 for surgery and have a buffer for the two-week recovery period when I couldn’t do physical sex work.

Total earnings those seven days: $3,800.

Bank Account: $1,560 + $3,800 = $5,360
Surgery Cost: $5,000 (remaining balance)
Post-Surgery Buffer: $360

I was financially stable enough to handle recovery.

But as Day 150 approached, my anxiety grew. This was permanent. Irreversible. My body would be changed forever.

Michael’s resistance surged: Don’t do this. Please. This is too far.

But Emily was resolute: This is an investment in my future. My body, my choice, my career.

The internal battle raged until the night before surgery, when I masturbated one last time with my natural 34C breasts, thinking about how tomorrow they’d be huge and fake and permanent.

The orgasm was bittersweet: +80 mana, and the last time I’d cum as natural-chested Emily.

Tomorrow, I’d wake up as Porn Star Emily with huge fake tits.

And there was no going back.


Chapter 9: The Dream of Excess

Day 142, 11 PM. After the exhausting consultation and the finalization of my breast implant surgery scheduled for Day 150, I collapsed into bed fully clothed. My mind was churning with images from Dr. Kim’s sizing demonstration—those massive 700cc implants held against my chest, the promise of transformation, the fear and excitement all mixed together.

Sleep came fast and strange.



I woke—or thought I woke—in my bedroom. But something was wrong. The proportions felt off. When I sat up, weight pulled at my chest. Massive, impossible weight.

I looked down and gasped.

My breasts were enormous. Not 35DD. Not even human-sized. Each breast was the size of a watermelon, round and impossibly firm, jutting forward from my chest like twin planets. The skin was stretched tight, almost glowing with an unnatural sheen.

“What the fuck—” I tried to stand, but the weight threw off my balance. I stumbled to the mirror.

The reflection showed a woman I barely recognized: my face (still me, still Emily), but my body was cartoonishly sexual. Breasts that defied physics, each easily ten pounds, capped with nipples the size of half-dollars that were visibly leaking—thin streams of white liquid dripping steadily.

Lactation. I was lactating from breasts that shouldn’t exist.

I touched one nipple experimentally and moaned—the sensation was electric, pleasure radiating from the contact point through my entire body. The leak increased, milk flowing faster, warm against my skin.

“This isn’t real,” I whispered. “This is a dream.”

But it felt real. Hyper-real. The weight of my breasts, the warmth of the milk, the ache of arousal building in my pussy.

A knock at my door made me jump. Before I could respond, Vanessa walked in—but not Vanessa. This version was succubus-complete: red skin, small horns curving from her forehead, eyes glowing purple, wearing nothing but a knowing smile.

“Emily,” she purred. “Your transformation is magnificent.”

“This isn’t—I’m dreaming—”

“Does it matter?” She approached, her hand reaching out to cup one massive breast. Her touch sent lightning through my nervous system. “Your body is telling you what it wants. What you’re becoming.”

Her fingers found my nipple and squeezed. Milk sprayed out in a pressurized stream, and I came—a sudden, shocking orgasm that made my knees buckle.

Vanessa caught me, lowering me to the bed. “Your nipples are gateways now. Portals of pleasure. Watch.”

She leaned down and sealed her lips around my left nipple, sucking. The sensation was beyond anything I’d experienced—not just pleasure, but feeding. She was drinking my milk while I absorbed her sexual energy, a perfect exchange. Each pull of her mouth triggered waves of orgasmic pleasure.

I came three times just from her sucking.

When she finally released my nipple with a wet pop, her eyes were brighter. “You taste like power. Like pure succubus essence.”

“I don’t understand—”

“Your nipples aren’t just nipples anymore.” She traced circles around the areola. “They’re pussies. Feel.”

She pressed two fingers against my nipple and pushed. Her fingers sank inside—my nipple opened like a tight pussy, accepting her fingers, the sensation identical to penetration but located in my breast.

“Fuck!” I screamed as she finger-fucked my nipple-pussy, the bizarre dual sensation of breast pleasure and penetration pleasure overwhelming my brain.

Vanessa grinned wickedly. “You have four holes now. Two original, two new. Want to see how they all work together?”

Before I could answer, the room shifted. Suddenly I was in Vanessa’s lab, strapped to the ritual table. But the machines were different—bigger. The dildos weren’t just larger, they were sentient, writhing like tentacles.

Vanessa, still in her succubus form, positioned the machines. “Let’s test your capacity.”

The throat dildo pushed forward—twelve inches, impossibly thick, sliding down my throat until I gagged around it. The vaginal dildo followed—fifteen inches of ridged silicone pushing deep into my pussy, stretching me wider than Vince’s BBC. The anal dildo completed the trinity—ten inches driving into my ass.

Triple penetration. All three original holes filled.

But Vanessa wasn’t done. She produced two smaller dildos—slender, tapered—and pressed them against my nipples.

“Your new pussies need attention too.”

The dildos pushed inside my nipples. The sensation was impossible—penetration where there should be no penetration, my nipple-pussies accepting the intrusion, pleasure circuits shorting out my brain.

Five holes. Five dildos. Complete oversaturation.

The machines activated simultaneously. All five dildos began thrusting in synchronized rhythm. Throat. Pussy. Ass. Left nipple-pussy. Right nipple-pussy. A symphony of violation that my body somehow accommodated.

I came immediately—a full-body orgasm that felt like dying and being reborn. Energy exploded from me in golden-purple waves.

But the machines didn’t stop. They kept fucking all five holes relentlessly.

I came again. And again. And again.

Orgasm five. Orgasm ten. Orgasm fifteen. My body was being used as a mana generator, pleasure extracted and refined into pure magical power.

Vanessa stood beside me, naked, masturbating while watching my torture-pleasure. “You’re perfect like this. A succubus pleasure-battery. We could keep you here forever, cumming endlessly, generating infinite power.”

“Please—” I begged, though I didn’t know if I was begging for mercy or for more.

The dildos increased speed. The one in my pussy swelled larger—twenty inches now, impossibly thick, stretching my pussy beyond human capacity. My stomach bulged with the size of it.

The nipple-dildos began lactating back—pumping liquid into my breast-pussies, filling them, making my already-massive breasts swell even larger until they were the size of beach balls, leaking constantly, milk pooling beneath me.

“You can take anything,” Vanessa whispered, her hand on my distended stomach. “Your body adapts. Transforms. Accepts.”

The machines fucked me for hours—or what felt like hours. Time lost meaning. There was only sensation: five points of penetration, endless orgasms, my body warping to accommodate increasingly impossible intrusions.

Finally, when I’d cum fifty times and my mana pool felt infinite, the machines stopped.

Vanessa removed the dildos one by one. Each withdrawal felt like loss. The throat dildo pulled free with a wet gasp. The anal dildo slid out, leaving me gaping. The vaginal dildo extracted slowly, my pussy gripping it, reluctant to release. Finally, the nipple-dildos withdrew, my breast-pussies winking closed, still leaking milk.

I lay on the table, completely destroyed, my impossible body trembling.

“This is your future,” Vanessa said, leaning over me. “If you embrace it fully. No limits. No humanity. Just pleasure and power.”

“Is this… what I want?”

“You tell me.”

I looked down at my massive lactating breasts with their nipple-pussies, at my pussy stretched wide and dripping, at my body transformed into something beyond human.

And part of me—a deep, dark part—whispered: Yes.



I jolted awake in my real bed. Day 136, 2 AM.

My breasts were normal-sized 34Cs. My nipples were just nipples. My body was human.

It had all been a dream.

I touched my chest, my nipples, confirming reality. Normal. All normal.

But my pussy was drenched. I’d cum in my sleep—multiple times, judging by the wet sheets beneath me. And my mana pool felt full, like the dream orgasms had somehow counted.

I checked my Power App:

Mana: 2800/3000 (filled during dream)
Note: "Subconscious mana generation detected."

The dream had generated real mana. My succubus nature had turned a nightmare-fantasy into actual power.

I lay back, heart pounding, processing the fever dream my anxious mind had created. It was my subconscious processing the implant decision—taking my fears and desires and amplifying them to absurd, magical, impossible extremes.

Massive breasts. Lactation. Nipple-pussies. Five-hole penetration. The ultimate fantasy of sexual excess, rendered as surreal dream-logic.

But it wasn’t real. It was just my mind working through transformation anxiety.

I got up, changed the wet sheets, took a long shower. By the time I crawled back into bed at 3 AM, the dream was already fading—leaving only fragments and the vague memory of impossible pleasure.

Day 136 would begin in a few hours. Real life. Real choices. Real transformation—but grounded in actual human reality.

No nipple-pussies. No beach-ball breasts. Just my natural 34C breasts and dark brown hair.

Dramatic, but possible. Pornstar-level, but human.

I fell back asleep to normal, dreamless darkness.

And when I woke for real on Day 136, the strange dream was nearly forgotten—filed away as stress-induced surrealism, nothing more.

My scheduled breast surgery was still two weeks away. My body was still normal. And Emily was still choosing her transformation consciously, not being consumed by it.

The dream had been a warning: transformation could become excess. Power could become compulsion.

But I was still in control.

Wasn’t I?


Chapter 10: Platinum Blonde Transformation

Day 145. I stood outside Salon Rouge in Chelsea, staring at the upscale storefront with its elegant French lettering and intimidating sophistication. This wasn’t a bargain hair salon—this was where models and actresses went for $400 color jobs.

But I wasn’t a struggling college student anymore. I was a pre-succubus sex worker with nearly $8,000 saved and a porn career that demanded I look the part.

Vincent had been explicit: “Go platinum blonde. Full transformation. The producers love the blonde bombshell aesthetic, and with your new tits, you’ll be unstoppable.”

My natural dark brown hair had been fine for Emily’s first few months. But Emily 2.0—post-implants, post-succubus revelation, post-total-commitment-to-sex-work—needed a signature look.

Platinum blonde. The ultimate pornstar aesthetic.

I pushed through the door. The salon was pristine: white leather chairs, modern art, the chemical smell of hair products mixed with expensive perfume. A receptionist greeted me with a practiced smile.

“Emily Lewis, 2 PM appointment with Jacques.”

She checked her tablet. “Yes, full color transformation. Jacques will be right with you. Can I get you champagne?”

Champagne at a hair salon. This was definitely not Supercuts.

“Sure.”

Jacques appeared moments later—mid-forties, impeccably styled silver hair, French accent that might or might not be real. He circled me like an artist examining a canvas.

“You want to go platinum, yes? Very dramatic change from your natural brown.”

“Full platinum. I work in entertainment—need to stand out.”

His knowing smile suggested he understood exactly what kind of entertainment. “Of course. I will make you stunning. But I must warn you: platinum requires extensive bleaching. Your hair will be damaged initially. You’ll need expensive treatments to maintain it. And your natural color—gone forever unless you grow it out.”

Gone forever. Another permanent transformation.

“I understand. Let’s do it.”

Four hours. That’s how long it took to transform Emily from brunette to platinum goddess.

Jacques worked methodically: bleaching my dark hair in stages, toning out the brass, conditioning to minimize damage, cutting and styling. We talked throughout—he asked about my “entertainment work,” I gave vague answers that satisfied his curiosity without details.

When he finally spun my chair to face the mirror, I gasped.

The woman staring back was unrecognizable.

Platinum blonde hair fell in perfect waves past my shoulders—bright, almost white-gold, catching the light dramatically. Combined with my heavy makeup (I’d worn extra for the salon visit), my 34C breasts straining against my tight top, and my increasingly supernatural beauty from the succubus transformation—

I looked like a fucking pornstar.

Not college student Emily. Not Michael’s lingering traces. Pornstar Emily. Platinum blonde bombshell. Sex object incarnate.

“Perfect, yes?” Jacques asked, clearly proud.

“Perfect,” I breathed.

I paid $450 without flinching—expensive, but worth every penny. Jacques booked my next appointment for six weeks out: “You’ll need regular toning to maintain the platinum. Every month, minimum.”

Walking out of the salon, I felt every eye on me. Men stopped mid-stride to stare. Women looked envious or judgmental. A teenager took a photo—probably thinking I was someone Instagram-famous.

The attention was intoxicating.

I pulled out my phone and took a selfie: platinum hair, full breasts, pouty lips. Uploaded to my private folder. The transformation from Michael to this was complete in appearance.

Before heading home, I stopped at Sephora and bought new makeup: lighter shades to complement the blonde hair, more dramatic eye makeup to enhance the bombshell look. Another $200.

Investment in the brand. Emily the pornstar requires maintenance.

At home, I examined myself obsessively in the mirror. The blonde hair changed everything: made my eyes pop, made my skin look creamier, made my huge tits even more obvious by contrast.

I looked like I’d stepped out of a male fantasy: Platinum Blonde with Huge Tits.

Michael’s ghost voice was silent. Even his horror couldn’t compete with how thoroughly I’d transformed. There was nothing left of him in this reflection—only Emily.

I texted Katie: “New hair. Come see?”

Her response: “OMG YES! Be there in 20!”

She arrived breathless and stared.

“Emily. Holy shit. You’re… you’re gorgeous. Like model gorgeous.”

“Too much?”

“No! It’s perfect. Lucas is going to die. Can I touch it?”

We sat on my bed while Katie ran her fingers through my platinum waves, marveling at the transformation.

“You look like a different person,” she said softly. “Like the old Emily wouldn’t even recognize you.”

The old Emily. Barely three months ago. Already ancient history.

“I feel like a different person,” I admitted. “Everything’s changed.”

“Do you miss… before?”

I considered the question honestly. Did I miss being Michael? Did I miss natural brown hair? Did I miss 34C natural breasts instead of 34DD implants?

“No,” I said finally. “This is who I’m supposed to be.”

Katie hugged me. “You’re so brave. I could never transform like this.”

Give it time, I thought. I’m corrupting you slowly. Who knows what you’ll become.

That night, I had my first shift at the strip club with my new platinum look. Richard had been calling me all week—eager to see his newest dancer’s transformation.

When I walked into the club, every head turned. The other dancers stared, some jealous, some impressed.

“Holy shit, Emily,” Richard said, approaching. “You look like a fucking superstar.”

“That’s the idea.”

“You’re going on stage prime time tonight. I want everyone to see our new platinum goddess.”

The dressing room was buzzing with whispers. One girl, Destiny, approached: “That your real hair color now?”

“As real as these,” I said, gesturing at my chest.

She laughed. “Fair. You’re gonna make bank tonight. The guys love the blonde bombshell look.”

I changed into my stage outfit: tiny silver g-string, matching pasties (though they’d come off quickly), six-inch platform heels. The platinum hair made everything pop.

When my music started—a heavy bass electronic track—I strutted onto stage with newfound confidence. The crowd reaction was immediate: bills flying, men moving closer to the stage, all eyes locked on my transformation.

I worked the pole with skill I’d developed over weeks of practice, my platinum hair whipping dramatically with each spin. When I removed my top, revealing my 34C breasts, the crowd went wild.

Men stuffed bills into my g-string, some trying to touch (security stopped them), all mesmerized by the complete package: platinum blonde hair, perfect tits, succubus-enhanced beauty.

By the end of my three-song set, I’d collected $180 in stage tips alone.

Then came the private dances. Five men wanted sessions—at $100 each (I kept $40). I gave each the full experience: grinding, teasing, letting them feel the heat of my body without actual contact. Two came in their pants just from the friction.

Total for the night: $500. My best strip club earnings yet.

Walking home with cash in my purse and arousal thrumming through my body, I felt powerful. The transformation—physical and magical—was working.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - POWER PROFILE        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 145                           ║
║ Magic Level: 39                   ║
║ Mana: 1500/3000                   ║
║                                    ║
║ Physical Transformation:          ║
║ - Hair: PLATINUM BLONDE           ║
║ - Breasts: 34C (natural growth)   ║
║ - Beauty: Supernatural (level 7)  ║
║                                    ║
║ Succubus Transformation: 65%      ║
║ Michael Consciousness: 35%        ║
║                                    ║
║ Bank Account: $8,100              ║
║ Strip Club Night: $500 earned     ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Day 146: I posted my new look on the escort service’s internal photos—platinum blonde, huge tits, professional lighting. Booking requests exploded: fifteen messages in three hours, all offering premium rates.

I selected the highest payers: four clients over two days, $2,100 total.

Day 152: Vince’s weekly BBC appointment. When he saw my platinum hair and healed implants, he grinned.

“Emily, you’re perfect now. Exactly my fantasy.”

“Show me how much you appreciate it.”

He fucked me for forty-five minutes straight—longer than usual, harder than usual, his twelve-inch cock stretching my pussy while he worshipped my new tits. He sucked my nipples, squeezed the firm implants, praised how fake and perfect they were.

I came three times—the most I’d ever orgasmed with Vince. His size combined with my increased sensitivity from succubus transformation created explosive pleasure.

He paid $500 instead of his usual $350, plus $100 tip.

“You’re the best I’ve ever had,” he said seriously. “I’m booking you every week permanently. Don’t take other clients on our day.”

Exclusive weekly arrangement with my BBC regular. $600 guaranteed per week.

Day 153: Vincent called with news: “Emily, your new look is perfect. I’m casting you for our flagship series—‘Platinum Dreams.’ Five-scene contract, full sex, A-list male performers. $3,000 total, paid on completion. Filming starts next week. You in?”

$3,000 for five porn scenes. My biggest contract yet.

“I’m in.”

“Perfect. First scene is Monday. Prepare for intense work—these are feature-length productions, not quick amateur stuff. You’ll be fucked hard on camera. Can you handle it?”

I thought about Vince’s twelve inches, about Vanessa’s machines, about my succubus nature craving sexual energy.

“I can handle anything.”

“That’s my girl. See you Monday.”

Day 154: Katie invited me to another foursome with Lucas and Evan. I went, eager to show off my new look.

Their reactions were perfect:

Lucas: “Holy fuck, Emily. You’re like… professionally hot now.”

Evan: “Damn. You working as a model or something?”

Katie beamed proudly, like my transformation reflected well on her by association.

The sex was incredible: both guys couldn’t stop staring at my platinum hair. Evan positioned me on all fours and drove his ten-inch cock into my pussy from behind, one hand tangled in my platinum hair, pulling my head back as he pounded into me. Lucas knelt in front of my face, his nine-inch cock hard and ready. I opened my mouth and he pushed inside, fucking my throat while Evan fucked my pussy—spit-roasted between them. My tits swayed beneath me with each dual thrust.

We switched positions constantly. I rode Evan’s ten-inch cock cowgirl while Lucas stood beside the bed. I turned my head and sucked his nine-inch shaft while bouncing on Evan, my tits bouncing wildly. Then they repositioned me for DP—Lucas lay on his back, his nine inches sliding into my pussy. Evan pressed his lubed ten-inch cock against my asshole and pushed inside. The double stretch was intense—nineteen inches of cock total filling both holes. Katie knelt beside us, her tongue finding my clit, licking me while both guys fucked my holes.

I came five times—my succubus nature was making orgasms easier, more frequent, more powerful. And for the first time, I consciously fed on the sexual energy in the room—pulling power from Evan’s lust, from Lucas’s arousal, from Katie’s excitement at watching. The sexual energy I absorbed from three people fucking me simultaneously felt like charging a battery.

+500 mana from the foursome.

Katie noticed my increased responsiveness. “You’re so much more… sexual lately. Like you can’t get enough.”

Because I’m turning into a succubus who feeds on sexual energy, I thought. But I said: “Just getting more comfortable with my sexuality.”

After the guys fell asleep, Katie and I lay together in the dark.

“Em… can I tell you something?”

“Of course.”

“I think I’m falling in love with you. Not just Lucas—you. Like… romantically.”

My heart clenched. Sweet, corrupted Katie—transformed from innocent redhead to threesome enthusiast—was catching feelings.

“Katie…”

“I know it’s complicated. I love Lucas too. But you’ve changed my life. You showed me who I could be. And I want… I don’t know, more than just friendship?”

I kissed her gently. “I care about you deeply. But I’m not built for romance right now. My life is too chaotic.”

“I understand.” She didn’t sound hurt, just sad. “Can we still do this? The foursomes, the friendship?”

“Always.”

We fell asleep tangled together, and I felt the weight of my transformation: I was becoming a creature who consumed sexuality, who couldn’t give the emotional intimacy Katie wanted, who was changing everyone around me through proximity.

Katie’s corruption: 45 → 50. Halfway to complete slut transformation.

Day 150 (looking ahead): Tomorrow would be my breast surgery appointment. The transformation would continue: from 34C to 35DD. But even now, with just the platinum hair, I’d already become something new.

Platinum blonde hair. Succubus awakening. $300+ sex work rates. Exclusive BBC client. $3,000 porn contract.

I was becoming exactly what Vincent, Uncle Nick, and the porn industry wanted: a platinum blonde bombshell who could take massive cocks on camera.

But more than that—I had become what I wanted: powerful, successful, sexually dominant, financially stable.

Michael was dying. His consciousness faded more each day, replaced by Emily’s confidence and ambition.

The night before my surgery, I stood naked in front of my mirror one last time, examining my transformation so far:

	Hair: Platinum blonde, professionally maintained
	Face: Increasingly beautiful (succubus effect), expertly made up
	Breasts: 34C, natural growth from hormones
	Body: Toned from sex work, curves in all the right places
	Pussy: Waxed smooth, trained to take massive cocks
	Ass: Experienced with anal, capable of taking eight-inch dildos
	Overall aesthetic: Rising pornstar


Zero resemblance to Michael remained.

I masturbated to my own reflection—the ultimate narcissism, the ultimate acceptance. Watching my tits bounce, my platinum hair fall across my face, my fingers working my trained pussy.

The orgasm was transcendent: +200 mana, charged with self-love and total embrace of my succubus transformation.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - COMPLETE BIMBOFICATION║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 150 (evening)                ║
║ Magic Level: 39 → 40 (+1)         ║
║ Mana: 2200/3000                   ║
║                                    ║
║ TRANSFORMATION IN PROGRESS:       ║
║ - Platinum Blonde ✓               ║
║ - Breast Surgery Tomorrow         ║
║ - Pornstar Aesthetic ✓            ║
║ - Sex Work Professional ✓         ║
║                                    ║
║ Succubus Status: 65% (growing)    ║
║ Michael Consciousness: 35% (fading)║
║                                    ║
║ Upcoming: Major Porn Contract     ║
║ Status: Ready to Excel            ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Tomorrow I would have my breast enhancement surgery. Then I’d film my first major porn scene as Platinum Emily with huge fake tits.

The cameras would capture my transformation permanently: proof of how far I’d come from Michael, how completely I’d embraced being Emily.

And somewhere deep inside, the last whisper of Michael’s consciousness said: We’ve lost ourselves.

But Emily’s voice—stronger, clearer, dominant—answered:

We haven’t lost ourselves. We’ve FOUND ourselves. This is who we were always meant to be.

Platinum blonde. Soon-to-be huge tits. Succubus awakening. Professional pornstar.

This is Emily. This is power. This is truth.

And I’m never going back.


Chapter 11: Sixth Magic Ritual - Vanessa Snaps

Day 155, 6 PM. I stood outside Vanessa’s laboratory in Midtown, staring at my reflection in the polished glass doors. The woman looking back was unrecognizable from the Emily who’d visited here just two months ago.

Platinum blonde hair cascaded past my shoulders in professionally styled waves. My 35DD breasts—obvious fake tits, pornstar perfect—strained against my tight black top. Heavy makeup made my eyes look enormous, my lips pouty and fuckable. I looked like I’d stepped out of a high-end porn magazine.

The surgery five days ago had gone perfectly—Dr. Kim’s work was flawless. Normally I’d be bedridden for two weeks, but I’d cast Regenerate multiple times since Day 150, pouring mana into accelerated healing. The incisions had closed supernaturally fast, and while my new breasts were still tender, I could function. Magic made the impossible sustainable.

I looked like exactly what I’d become.

My phone buzzed: Vanessa: “Come up. I’m ready for you.”

The elevator ride to the fourteenth floor felt longer than usual. My arousal was already climbing—partly anticipation of the ritual, partly the succubus hunger that never fully left me anymore. I’d learned to manage it through sex work, but standing still in an elevator gave the craving space to surface.

I needed to be fucked. Needed to generate mana. Needed sexual energy like breathing.

The lab door was unlocked. I pushed through into the familiar space: rune-covered walls, magical equipment scattered across tables, the faint purple glow of active wards, and in the center—the ritual chamber where Vanessa had trained me through increasingly intense sexual experiences.

Vanessa emerged from her office and stopped dead.

Her eyes widened. Her lips parted. For five full seconds, she just stared at me.

Then: “What have you done to yourself?”

Her tone wasn’t angry—it was shocked. Almost hungry.

“Made myself more valuable,” I said, echoing what I’d told my mirror earlier. I did a slow turn, letting her see the full transformation: platinum hair, huge fake tits, pornstar aesthetic perfected. “You like it?”

Vanessa circled me slowly, her professional researcher facade cracking visibly. Her red hair was tied back, her lab coat buttoned, but I could see her pulse racing at her throat.

“You’re… gorgeous,” she admitted finally. “But Emily, these are permanent changes. The implants, the hair color—you’ve committed to this identity completely.”

“I know.”

“Do you? Because the woman I’m looking at doesn’t look like someone seeking reversal to male form. You look like someone who’s embraced being female. Embraced being a sex object.”

The words should have stung. Michael’s ghost should have protested. But all I felt was pride.

“I have embraced it,” I said honestly. “I’m good at this. Sex work, magic generation, using my body for power—I’m exceptional at it. Why would I go back to being mediocre as Michael when I can be extraordinary as Emily?”

Vanessa’s eyes darkened. “You’re turning into a succubus. You know that, right? The pre-succubus traits are accelerating—the hunger, the beauty enhancement, the sexual power. You’re not just Emily anymore. You’re becoming something else.”

“I know. Dr. Patel told me.”

“And you’re fine with it?”

I stepped closer, close enough to smell her perfume—jasmine and something sharper, chemical. “I’m more than fine. I’m thriving. Now are we doing this ritual or are you going to lecture me about choices I’ve already made?”

Her jaw tightened. Then she turned away sharply. “Strip. Completely. The sixth ritual is… intense.”

I’d stripped in this lab five times before. It shouldn’t have felt different. But watching Vanessa’s eyes track me as I pulled off my tight top—revealing my huge new tits, the pornstar silhouette—felt charged in a way previous rituals hadn’t.

She wanted me. I could see it. The professional boundaries were crumbling.

When I stood naked before her—platinum blonde, huge fake tits, waxed pussy, pornstar body—Vanessa exhaled shakily.

“You’re the most beautiful subject I’ve ever worked with,” she said quietly. “It’s becoming… difficult to maintain objectivity.”

“Then don’t.”

Her eyes snapped to mine. “Emily—”

“I’m a succubus, remember? I feed on sexual energy. You’ve been my teacher, my mentor, my partner in these rituals for months. Don’t pretend there’s no attraction here.”

“There are ethical—”

“Fuck ethics,” I interrupted. “I’m a prostitute. I’ve had fifty cocks inside me in the last two months. I’ve filmed porn. I’m a slave to Mistress Zola. I’m corrupting my innocent friend Katie. Ethics stopped mattering the moment I chose this path.”

Vanessa stared at me for a long moment. Then: “Get on the table. We’ll discuss this after the ritual.”

The ritual chamber had evolved since my last visit. The triple-penetration setup was more complex now: three mechanical dildos on articulated arms, positioned at precise angles. Vaginal, anal, and—I noted with a jolt—oral.

“You’re adding throat?” I asked, climbing onto the padded table.

“You need to learn triple penetration for maximum mana generation. All three holes, Emily. Simultaneously.”

My pussy clenched at the thought. Michael’s ghost voice was silent—whatever horror he might have felt at the idea of three dildos filling me completely had been drowned out long ago.

Emily’s voice—my voice—whispered: Yes. I want this. I need this.

Vanessa helped position me: lying on my back, head tilted back over the edge of the table for throat access, legs spread wide in stirrups for pussy access, ass elevated slightly for anal access.

The dildos were chrome and merciless: 8 inches for my mouth, 9 inches for my pussy, 7 inches for my ass.

“These are magical constructs,” Vanessa explained, her voice professional but strained. “They’ll respond to the ritual energy and adjust speed, depth, and rhythm to maximize your orgasmic output. The goal is to push you to your absolute limit.”

“I can handle it.”

“You’ve never experienced true triple penetration. Three holes filled, three points of penetration, no escape from the sensation. Some subjects break.”

I met her eyes. “I won’t break. I’m a succubus. This is what I’m built for.”

Her hand trembled slightly as she positioned the throat dildo. “Open your mouth.”

I obeyed. The chrome shaft pressed against my lips—thick, unyielding, invasive. I relaxed my jaw and let it slide into my mouth, feeling it stretch my lips wide, press against my tongue, approach my throat.

“Good girl,” Vanessa murmured. “Now hold still while I position the others.”

The vaginal dildo pressed against my entrance—I was already dripping wet from anticipation. It slid in easily, filling me completely, the 9 inches stretching me in that familiar, perfect way.

Then the anal dildo—lubed, but still intense—pressed against my ass. I’d taken anal dozens of times by now, but 7 inches still required relaxation and submission to the penetration.

When all three were positioned—cock in my mouth, cock in my pussy, cock in my ass—Vanessa stepped back and activated the ritual.

Purple-pink mist filled the chamber. The runes on the walls blazed golden. And the dildos powered on.

All three thrust forward simultaneously.

8 inches down my throat.

9 inches deep in my pussy.

7 inches buried in my ass.

I gagged on the throat dildo, choking as it invaded deeper than I’d ever experienced. My pussy clenched around the massive shaft filling me. My ass burned with the stretch despite lube and experience.

I was completely, utterly, overwhelmingly FILLED.

Michael had never imagined penetration like this. Emily had fantasized about it. But the reality was beyond both: every hole stuffed, every orifice claimed, no escape from the sensations bombarding my nervous system.

The machines began to thrust in coordinated rhythm.

The throat dildo pulled back slowly—dragging against my stretched throat, letting me gasp a desperate breath. Then it plunged back down, the full eight inches ramming deep into my gullet, cutting off my air completely. I gagged hard, my throat convulsing around the invading shaft, drool spilling from my stretched lips. I was being face-fucked by magic—mechanical and merciless.

The pussy dildo pumped hard and deep—nine inches of thick chrome pounding into my cunt, stretching my walls, hitting my G-spot with mechanical precision. Wet squelching sounds filled the room each time it bottomed out, my pussy gripping the shaft desperately. I was being fucked properly—thoroughly, deeply, perfectly.

The anal dildo worked my ass with steady, relentless thrusts—seven inches sliding in and out of my tight hole, the burn intense even with lube. My sphincter stretched wide around the shaft with each stroke, my ass gripping it. I was being sodomized thoroughly, my back passage claimed.

All three at once. Airtight. Helpless. Every hole filled and fucked.

I couldn’t breathe properly—the throat dildo controlled my air, only allowing gasps between thrusts. I couldn’t move—the restraints and three dildos pinned me completely to the table. I couldn’t think—the overwhelming pleasure-pain from three penetrations overwhelmed all coherent thought, reducing me to pure sensation.

All I could do was feel. Feel the chrome cocks stretching me. Feel my holes being used. Feel my body being thoroughly, completely fucked.

And god, the feeling was transcendent.

The triple penetration built pleasure in waves: throat stimulation triggered submission responses, pussy fucking hit every sensitive nerve, anal penetration stimulated my P-spot. Combined, the sensations multiplied rather than added.

I was going to cum. Hard. And the magical ritual would channel that orgasm into massive mana generation.

Through my half-closed eyes, I saw Vanessa watching me—her face flushed, her breathing ragged, her hand gripping the edge of a table for support.

She was turned on. Watching me get triple-fucked by her machines was arousing her.

The machines accelerated.

Faster thrusts. Deeper penetration. Harder pounding.

My pussy was gushing around the dildo, soaking the leather beneath me. My ass was stretched wide, accommodating the relentless invasion. My throat was raw from the repeated face-fucking.

I was being used. Completely. Perfectly.

The orgasm hit like a freight train.

My entire body convulsed violently—back arching off the table despite the restraints, toes curling tight, fingers clawing at the air, nails digging into my palms. My pussy spasmed hard around the dildo—rhythmic clenching in waves, trying to strangle the thick shaft, my inner walls rippling. My throat gagged and choked around the cock still buried eight inches deep, drool spraying out around it. My ass clenched desperately around the seven-inch dildo, my sphincter gripping tight.

And the mana exploded from every cell of my body.

Golden-purple energy erupted in a visible nova—a blinding supernova of power that filled the entire room. So intense that Vanessa actually staggered back, shielding her eyes, crying out. The talisman fragment she held blazed white-hot, glowing like molten metal, nearly burning her fingers before she dropped it onto a protective cloth with a yelp.

The machines stopped abruptly. The three dildos began withdrawing—slowly, carefully. The throat cock slid free from my gullet with a wet, obscene sound, trailing thick strings of drool and spit. I coughed and gasped for air, my throat raw. The pussy dildo pulled out with a wet squelch, leaving my cunt gaping wide, too stretched to close, my wetness dripping out. The anal dildo withdrew from my ass with a pop, my sphincter winking open, stretched into an obscene gape.

I lay there empty, trembling, utterly destroyed.

I couldn’t move. Could barely breathe. My entire body was hypersensitive, every nerve firing, the aftershocks of that orgasm still rippling through me.

“Fuck,” Vanessa breathed. “Emily, that was… I’ve never seen mana generation like that. You’re incredible.”

I managed to open my eyes. Vanessa was staring at me with naked hunger—no pretense of professionalism left. Her hand was pressed between her thighs through her lab coat, her chest heaving, her lips parted.

She was touching herself while watching me.

“Come here,” I rasped, my throat raw from the face-fucking.

“Emily, I shouldn’t—”

“Come. Here.”

She crossed the distance like a woman possessed. Leaned over me where I still lay trembling on the ritual table. Looked into my eyes with a mixture of desire and fear.

“I want you,” she whispered. “I’ve wanted you for weeks. Watching you transform, watching you become this perfect sexual being, watching you generate power through pleasure—I can’t maintain distance anymore.”

“Then stop trying.”

She kissed me again—deeper this time than ever before.

Not gentle. Not tentative. Desperate and hungry—her mouth claiming mine, her tongue invading the same throat that had just been fucked by a dildo, her hands cupping my face like I was precious.

I kissed back just as hard, tasting her jasmine lip gloss, feeling her need match mine.

When we broke apart, both panting, she whispered: “This changes everything.”

“Good,” I said. “I’m tired of pretending there’s nothing between us.”

She helped me sit up—my legs were shaking, all three holes still aching from the brutal fucking—and wrapped a soft robe around my shoulders.

“We need to talk about what happens next,” she said, but her hand was stroking my platinum hair, her eyes tracking the curves of my huge tits beneath the robe. “Your succubus transformation is accelerating. The mana generation is increasing exponentially. And our… attraction… complicates the training.”

“Or enhances it.”

“Emily—”

“Vanessa,” I interrupted. “I’m a prostitute who fucks fifty men a month for money and mana. I’m a porn actress who films sex for audiences. I’m a succubus who feeds on sexual energy. Adding you to my sexual partners isn’t complication—it’s expansion.”

Her eyes searched mine. “You’re certain?”

“I’ve never been more certain of anything.”

She kissed me again—softer this time, almost tender. When she pulled back, she was smiling.

“Then we proceed. But first—you earned two new spells tonight. The ritual was successful despite my… distraction.”

She helped me stand and guided me to her desk, where two spell crystals glowed softly: one silver-blue, one dark crimson.

“Haste,” she explained, touching the silver-blue crystal. “Enhanced reactions and speed. Costs 600 mana, lasts five minutes. Makes you move faster, think quicker, react instantly. Useful if you’re ever in danger—or if you want to perform better during… work.”

I absorbed the spell—the knowledge flowing into my mind like water, neural pathways forming instantly. I could feel how to cast it: channel mana through my nervous system, accelerate my body’s responses.

“Pain Block,” she continued, touching the crimson crystal. “Eliminates all physical pain while preserving pleasure sensations. Costs 1000 mana, lasts one hour. This is a game-changer for your profession, Emily. You can take bigger cocks, handle rough clients, work longer hours—all without suffering.”

The second spell settled into my mind alongside the first, and I immediately understood its power. No more soreness. No more limits from physical discomfort. Just pleasure and profit.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗ ║ EMILY LEWIS - SPELL ARSENAL ║ ╠════════════════════════════════════╣ ║ Ritual 6 Complete ║ ║ New Spells Learned: ║ ║ ║ ║ 14. Haste (600 mana) ║ ║ - Enhanced speed/reactions ║ ║ - 5-minute duration ║ ║ ║ ║ 15. Pain Block (1000 mana) ║ ║ - Eliminate all pain ║ ║ - Preserve pleasure ║ ║ - 1-hour duration ║ ║ - SEX WORK GAME-CHANGER ║ ║ ║ ║ Total Spells: 15 ║ ║ Magic Level: 40 → 41 (+1) ║ ║ Mana: 3500/4200 (ritual surge) ║ ╚════════════════════════════════════╝

“These spells will help with your… profession,” Vanessa said carefully. “Haste if you need to escape danger or move faster than human speed. Pain Block for rough clients, large cocks, anal sessions—anything that would normally hurt. I’m giving you tools to survive and excel at the path you’ve chosen.”

“Thank you.”

“But Emily—” Her hand caught mine. “Please be careful. The sex work, the porn, the cocaine I’ve heard whispers about—you’re walking a dangerous line. Succubi are resilient, but not invincible.”

She knew about the cocaine. Somehow, she knew.

“I’m being careful,” I lied.

Her eyes said she didn’t believe me, but she didn’t push. Instead: “Come back in two weeks for ritual seven. And… if you want to visit outside of rituals, my door is open.”

The invitation was clear. She wanted more than just professional training. She wanted me.

I kissed her one more time—slowly, deeply, tasting the promise of future encounters—before gathering my clothes and dressing.

Walking home through Manhattan at midnight, I felt the weight of the night’s revelations:

I’d been triple-penetrated by magical dildos and cum harder than ever before.

I’d kissed my magical mentor and been kissed back.

I’d learned two new combat/utility spells that made me more powerful.

I’d generated enough mana to fill my pool to 3500—the most I’d ever held.

I’d been told my succubus transformation was accelerating.

And I’d been warned about the cocaine—the secret I’d thought I was hiding but apparently wasn’t hidden at all.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - NIGHT SUMMARY       ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 150 (late evening)           ║
║ Location: Home                    ║
║                                    ║
║ Ritual 6: COMPLETE                ║
║ - Triple penetration mastered     ║
║ - Vanessa kissed (barrier broken) ║
║ - 2 new spells learned            ║
║ - Massive mana generation         ║
║                                    ║
║ Relationships:                    ║
║ - Vanessa: Mentor → Lover (emerging)║
║ - Attraction: Mutual, intense     ║
║ - Future: Complicated but promising║
║                                    ║
║ Magic Level: 41                   ║
║ Mana: 3500/4200                   ║
║ Succubus Status: 70% (accelerating)║
║                                    ║
║ Warnings Received:                ║
║ - Cocaine use noticed             ║
║ - Dangerous path acknowledged     ║
║ - Concern expressed               ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

At home, I stood in front of my mirror again—platinum blonde hair slightly mussed, makeup smudged from kissing Vanessa, body still aching from three holes being fucked simultaneously.

I looked like a woman who’d been thoroughly used.

I looked like exactly what I was: a magical prostitute-pornstar-succubus who generated power through sex.

Michael’s ghost was barely a whisper now. The man who’d touched that amulet four months ago felt like ancient history. That person—businessman, husband, father—might as well have been someone else entirely.

Emily was real. Emily was powerful. Emily was thriving.

I masturbated one more time before bed—fingers working my well-fucked pussy, imagining Vanessa’s mouth on mine, remembering the intensity of triple penetration—and came with a soft moan.

+100 mana. Pool at 3600.

Tomorrow I would return to porn filming, to sex work, to my escalating cocaine use, to corrupting Katie further, to serving Mistress Zola.

But tonight, I fell asleep satisfied and powerful—a magical being who’d found her purpose in the most unexpected way.

Michael had been transformed against his will.

But Emily? Emily was choosing this. Every day. Every cock. Every ritual. Every transformation.

And I wouldn’t have it any other way.


Chapter 12: Pain Block Prostitution Advantage

Day 151. I woke with my pussy and ass still aching from last night’s triple-penetration ritual. Every movement reminded me of being filled completely—three holes fucked simultaneously, mechanical precision, no mercy.

Normal women would take days to recover from that kind of abuse.

But I had a new spell.

Sitting on the edge of my bed, I channeled mana and whispered: “Regenerate.”

500 mana flowed from my pool. Pale green energy wrapped around my torso, sinking into my skin. The aching in my pussy faded to a dull throb. The soreness in my ass eased. My raw throat—still tender from deepthroating an 8-inch dildo—began healing.

Not instant. Not complete. But within thirty minutes, I felt functional again.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - MORNING STATUS      ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 151                          ║
║ Mana: 3600 → 3100 (Regenerate)    ║
║ Physical: Recovered (90%)         ║
║ Ready for: Work                   ║
║                                    ║
║ New Advantage:                    ║
║ - Magical healing between sessions║
║ - Can work more frequently        ║
║ - Recovery time minimized         ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

This changed everything.

Normal prostitutes needed days between rough sessions. I could work every night if I wanted—healing with magic, no physical limits.

I was becoming a superior sex worker through supernatural advantage.

My phone buzzed: the massage parlor madam.

“Emily, premium client tonight. Businessman, aggressive preferences, $400 for one hour. Interested?”

$400. Double my normal rate. “Aggressive preferences” meant rough sex—the kind that left bruises, that hurt normal girls, that required recovery time.

But I had Pain Block now.

I texted back: “Accepted. What time?”

“9 PM. Wear something that looks expensive—he likes the high-class escort aesthetic.”



9 PM. I arrived at the upscale hotel in Midtown wearing a tight black dress, designer heels (thrifted but convincing), and full pornstar makeup. My platinum blonde hair was styled in loose waves, my 35DD tits pushed up and on display.

I looked like $400/hour.

The client was in a penthouse suite: floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Manhattan, king bed, mini-bar, the works. He was mid-fifties, fit for his age, silver hair, expensive suit. The kind of man who was used to buying what he wanted.

“Emily?” He looked me up and down appraisingly. “You’re even more beautiful than your photos.”

“Thank you, Mr. Carson.”

“Just Carson. Drink?”

“No thank you. I’m working.”

He smiled—predatory. “Professional. I like that. Let me be direct: I paid premium because I want to fuck you hard. No gentle lovemaking, no pretending you’re my girlfriend. I want to use you. Understood?”

Most women would hesitate. I just nodded. “Understood. Boundaries?”

“No face hitting. No choking to unconsciousness. Everything else is fair game. Safe word is ‘red.’”

“I won’t need it.”

His eyes darkened with interest. “Confident. Strip.”

I peeled off my dress slowly—performance, always performance—revealing my lingerie: black lace bra barely containing my huge tits, matching thong, garter belt, stockings.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “Those tits real?”

“Implants. 700cc. You like?”

“I love. Turn around.”

I turned, showing him my ass—toned from sex work, round and firm.

“Bend over the bed. Keep the heels on.”

I obeyed, bending at the waist, ass presented. Before he touched me, I silently cast: “Pain Block.”

1000 mana drained from my pool. My entire body went numb to pain while preserving all pleasure sensation. It was surreal—I could still feel touch, pressure, arousal, but zero pain.

Perfect for rough sex.

Carson stripped quickly, his expensive clothes hitting the floor. His cock was impressive—10 inches long, thick as my wrist, already rock-hard and swollen, the head dark and angry-looking. He positioned himself behind me, lined up his cock with my pussy, and without warning slammed inside in one brutal thrust.

His full ten inches buried themselves in my cunt in a single stroke—forcing my pussy lips wide, stretching my inner walls violently, his cockhead hitting my cervix hard. A normal woman would have screamed from the brutal entry, from being split open so suddenly. I just moaned loudly—the fullness felt incredible, the stretch perfect, and the pain that should have accompanied such rough penetration was completely absent thanks to Pain Block.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted, his fingers digging into my hips hard enough to leave deep bruises. “And you took my whole cock like a fucking pro. Not even a wince.”

“I am a pro.”

He fucked me hard—no gentleness, no warm-up, just brutal pounding from the first thrust. His 10-inch cock stretched my pussy impossibly wide with each stroke, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in balls-deep. His hips slapped loudly against my ass with meaty smacks, his heavy balls swinging forward to hit my clit. His hands gripped my huge fake tits roughly, squeezing the silicone-filled mounds, using them as handles to pull me back onto his cock.

Any other woman would be hurting—crying, begging him to slow down. I was just getting wetter, my pussy gushing around his pistoning shaft.

“Harder,” I demanded, looking back at him over my shoulder. “Fucking wreck me.”

He obliged—fucking me even more viciously, one hand tangled in my platinum hair, yanking my head back hard. His other hand spanked my ass with sharp slaps—hard enough to leave red handprints, the sound cracking through the room. But Pain Block made it all feel like pressure and pleasure without the sting, without the hurt.

I came authentically—not performance, real pleasure from the fullness, from the brutal domination, from the submission of being used this hard. My pussy clenched violently around his thick cock, spasming and milking his shaft, trying to pull him deeper.

“Fuck, you actually came,” Carson said, surprised. “Most girls fake it with rough clients.”

“I’m not most girls.”

He pulled out and flipped me over. “On your back. I want to see those tits bounce.”

Missionary position: my legs wrapped around his waist, his 10-inch cock pounding into my pussy with savage force. My huge fake tits bounced wildly with each brutal thrust—heavy mounds of silicone jiggling obscenely, drawing his eyes. He leaned down and sucked one nipple into his mouth hard—biting down on the sensitive flesh, pulling it with his teeth, the kind of rough treatment that would make most women scream in pain.

I just moaned and arched my back, pushing my tit further into his mouth. “More. Hurt me.”

“You’re perfect,” he growled around my nipple, releasing it with a wet pop before biting the other one just as hard. “Taking everything I give you and loving it. You’re not even faking.”

Because magic makes me invincible to your abuse, I thought. But I said: “Use me harder. I can take anything.”

He did. Twenty more minutes of brutal, punishing fucking—switching positions constantly. Doggy with his hand shoving my face into the mattress while he pounded my pussy. On my side with one leg over his shoulder, his cock driving impossibly deep. Lifted against the wall with my legs wrapped around him, my back pressed against the cold glass windows while he drilled into me, using his whole body weight to thrust deeper. I clung to his shoulders, my fake tits crushed between us, feeling his cock stretch me with every powerful stroke. His stamina was impressive for his age.

When he finally came, it was still pinning me against the wall—his 10-inch cock buried as deep as physically possible in my pussy, grinding hard against my cervix. Hot pulses of cum flooded into me, filling the condom. He groaned loudly and crushed me against the wall, his full weight pressing me into the glass as his cock jerked and twitched, pumping out rope after rope.

He set me down carefully. “Fuck. That was… incredible. You’re the best I’ve ever had.”

I smiled. “I aim to please.”

“How are you not wrecked? I just fucked you for forty minutes straight, hard as I could.”

Because I’m a magical being who can eliminate pain at will. But I said: “Good genetics and practice.”

He paid me $500 instead of $400—tipped $100 for the performance. “I’m booking you every Friday. Same time, same rate. Don’t take other clients on Fridays.”

Another exclusive arrangement. $500 guaranteed weekly.



Days 152-160: My Pain Block advantage became obvious quickly.

Client scenarios where Pain Block made the difference:

Day 152: Businessman with 11-inch cock wanted anal. I cast Pain Block, took his massive dick in my ass for thirty minutes straight, came twice, earned $350.

Day 153: Two clients in one night—both rough trade. Normally impossible without damage. With Pain Block + Regenerate combo, I handled both easily. $600 total.

Day 155: Client wanted face-fucking until completion. I cast Pain Block, let him fuck my throat for twenty minutes, swallowed his load, no gag reflex issues. $250 + $50 tip.

Day 157: Three clients in one night—testing my limits. Pain Block for each session, Regenerate between sessions. Worked 9 PM to 3 AM straight. $900 in one night.

Day 158: BBC client—12-inch monster cock, wanted to destroy my pussy. I let him. Pain Block made it pure pleasure. He fucked me for an hour, came twice, paid $400 + $100 tip.

Day 160: Elite client requested everything—anal, vaginal, oral, rough treatment, marathon session. I cast Pain Block at the start, maintained it for two hours, took everything he wanted to give. $600 + $200 tip.

The madam noticed my increased bookings and zero recovery time.

“Emily, you’re working six nights a week now. How are you not broken?”

“Yoga and vitamins,” I lied.

“Whatever you’re doing, keep it up. You’re my top earner now—clients specifically request you. I’m raising your base rate to $350 minimum.”

$350 minimum. From $150 two months ago to $350 now.

My magical advantage was worth thousands.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - FINANCIAL SURGE     ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Days 151-160 (10 days)            ║
║                                    ║
║ Escort Work:                      ║
║ - 12 clients total                ║
║ - Average: $400/client            ║
║ - Total: $4,800                   ║
║                                    ║
║ Magic Costs:                      ║
║ - Pain Block: 1000 mana × 12 = 12k║
║ - Regenerate: 500 mana × 10 = 5k  ║
║ - Total mana used: 17,000         ║
║ - Generated from clients: 20,000  ║
║ - Net gain: +3,000 mana           ║
║                                    ║

║ Advantage Analysis:               ║
║ - Pain Block = bigger cocks       ║
║ - Pain Block = rougher clients    ║
║ - Pain Block = higher rates       ║
║ - Regenerate = more sessions      ║
║ - Magic = competitive edge        ║
║                                    ║
║ Status: TOP EARNER TRAJECTORY     ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Day 160 (evening): Vicky noticed my increased income when I paid rent three months in advance ($6,000 cash).

“Em… you’re making serious money. Are you… safe?”

We were in my apartment—she’d started spending more time here, our relationship shifting from roommates to something more.

“I’m safe. I’m just good at what I do.”

“Nobody’s that good naturally. You’re working constantly and you never seem hurt or tired. What’s your secret?”

I considered telling her about the magic. But supernatural revelation felt like too much. Instead: “I’m very careful about clients. And I have good pain tolerance.”

She looked skeptical but didn’t push. Instead, she kissed me—soft and needing comfort.

We made love that night: gentle lesbian sex, so different from the brutal client encounters. Her fingers inside me, my mouth on her pussy, both of us cumming together in my bed.

+200 mana from emotional intimacy.

Afterward, lying tangled together: “I think I love you,” Vicky whispered.

Katie had said the same thing last week. Now Vicky.

I was corrupting everyone I touched, turning them into sexual satellites orbiting my succubus gravity.

“I care about you deeply,” I said—the same non-committal response I’d given Katie.

“But you don’t love me back.”

“I don’t think I’m capable of love anymore. I’m too… changed.”

She stroked my platinum hair. “You’re still human inside. Still Emily.”

No, I thought. I’m really not.



Day 160 (late night): Alone again, I analyzed my transformation objectively.

Pain Block had revolutionized my sex work:

	Could take any size cock without injury
	Could work rough clients for premium pay

	Could do multiple sessions per night
	Could build exclusive arrangements worth thousands
	Could out-compete normal prostitutes completely


But the advantage came with costs:

	Spending 12,000+ mana weekly on pain management
	Working six nights weekly—exhausting schedule
	Physical numbness during sex—losing some sensation
	Emotional numbness everywhere else—losing humanity


The magic was making me rich and powerful… but also making me less REAL.

I stood naked in front of my mirror:

Platinum blonde perfection. 35DD fake tits. Flawless makeup. Pornstar body. $12,500 in savings.

I looked like success.

But my eyes looked hollow. The succubus transformation was accelerating—70% complete according to Vanessa—and I could feel the humanity leaking away.

Michael was dead. Emily was thriving. But something in between—something essential—was dying too.

I masturbated mechanically, generating mana out of habit rather than pleasure. +100 mana.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - CHAPTER END         ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 160 (midnight)               ║
║ Magic Level: 42                   ║
║ Mana: 4200/4500                   ║
║                                    ║
║ Financial Status:                 ║
║ - Bank: $12,500                   ║
║ - Escort Work: ~$1,200/week       ║
║ - Strip Club: ~$300/week          ║
║ - Porn Films: ~$200/week (avg)    ║
║ - TOTAL WEEKLY: ~$1,700           ║
║ - Top earner trajectory: Building ║
║                                    ║
║ Physical Status:                  ║
║ - Enhanced beyond human           ║
║ - Pain immunity (magical)         ║
║ - Recovery superhuman             ║
║                                    ║
║ Emotional Status:                 ║
║ - Vicky: "I love you" (unreciprocated)║
║ - Katie: "I love you" (unreciprocated)║
║ - Guilt: Minimal                  ║
║ - Humanity: Fading                ║
║                                    ║
║ Succubus Transformation: 70%      ║
║ Michael Consciousness: 30%        ║
║                                    ║
║ Next Chapter: Dr. Patel Reveals   ║
║ Succubus Nature Completely        ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Tomorrow I would visit Dr. Patel for my “regular checkup”—the succubus doctor who’d promised to teach me about my true nature.

Tomorrow I would learn what I was becoming.

But tonight, I fell asleep alone despite two women loving me, rich despite selling myself, powerful despite losing my humanity.

This was the path I’d chosen.

This was the price of power through pleasure.

And I would pay it gladly, because going back to being powerless was no longer an option.

Pain Block had made me invincible to physical suffering.

But no spell could block the emotional pain of watching myself transform into something that could no longer love the people who loved me.

That pain, I felt completely.

And I deserved every bit of it.


Chapter 13: Dr. Patel’s Succubus Revelation

Day 165. The NYU health clinic was quiet on Monday afternoon—most students were in class or avoiding medical visits unless absolutely necessary. I sat in the familiar waiting room, filling out the standard forms with practiced lies:

Sexual activity in past month? “Moderate.”

Truth: 40+ partners, 60+ encounters, professional prostitute.

Drug use? “None.”

Truth: Considered trying it. Growing curiosity.

Concerns? “Routine checkup.”

Truth: Need to understand what I’m becoming.

Dr. Nina Patel appeared in her doorway—young, beautiful, dark skin glowing with that supernatural health I now recognized as magical. She smiled knowingly.

“Emily. Right on time. Come in.”

Her examination room felt different this visit: the air was charged with energy I could now sense, the wards on the walls visible to my awakening succubus senses, the faint purple shimmer of tantric magic lingering in the corners.

This wasn’t a normal clinic. It was a magical sanctuary disguised as student health.

“You’ve changed significantly since our last appointment,” Dr. Patel said, gesturing for me to sit. “Platinum blonde, breast implants, increased magical signature. Your transformation is accelerating.”

“Vanessa said the same thing. That’s why I’m here—I need to understand what’s happening to me.”

“Strip completely. This examination requires full body access.”

I obeyed without hesitation—months of sex work had eliminated any modesty. Soon I stood naked before her: platinum hair, 35DD fake tits, waxed pussy, pornstar body.

Dr. Patel circled me slowly, her eyes glowing faintly purple—her own magical nature surfacing. She touched my skin, my breasts, my hips, my ass. Not sexual, but assessing.

“Your physical transformation is nearly complete,” she said. “But the internal changes are more significant. Lie on the exam table.”

I climbed onto the padded table and spread my legs automatically—the position so familiar from client encounters that it was second nature now.

Dr. Patel positioned herself between my thighs, but instead of the clinical glove examination I expected, she placed her palm flat against my lower abdomen—just above my pubic bone—and closed her eyes.

Purple energy pulsed from her hand into my body.

I gasped as the sensation hit: warm, invasive, searching, penetrating deeper than any physical touch. Her magic was scanning me internally, reading my energy signature, analyzing my transformation.

“Fascinating,” she breathed. “You’re approximately 70% transformed. Your human essence is being replaced by succubus nature systematically. The amulet didn’t just gender-swap you—it initiated your conversion into a sexual demon.”

“I’m becoming a demon?”

“A succubus, specifically. A being that feeds on sexual energy for sustenance. You’ve noticed the constant hunger?”

“Yes. I’m always… needy. Even after clients, even after orgasms, I’m never fully satisfied.”

“Because you’re not feeding properly. You’re having sex, generating mana, but you’re not absorbing the sexual energy from your partners. You’re letting it dissipate instead of consuming it.”

She removed her hand and met my eyes. “I’m going to teach you to feed properly. But first, I need to show you what you truly are.”

Dr. Patel went to her desk and retrieved a black obsidian mirror—ancient, ornate, pulsing with dark magic. She held it above my face while I lay on the exam table.

“Look into this and see your true form.”

I stared into the mirror. My reflection appeared normal at first—platinum blonde Emily, beautiful and human. But as Dr. Patel channeled magic into the glass, my reflection changed:

My eyes glowed purple-gold, pupils elongating slightly.

My skin took on a faint luminescence, making me appear supernaturally beautiful.

Small, elegant horns curved from my forehead—barely visible, but definitely present.

My canines were slightly pointed—not vampire fangs, but subtly predatory.

And behind me, almost invisible—wings. Translucent, delicate, folded against my back.

This was what I was becoming. A succubus. A demon of lust.

“The horns and wings won’t manifest physically until you’re 90%+ transformed,” Dr. Patel explained. “But they’re growing in your spiritual body. Once the transformation completes, you’ll be able to manifest them at will.”

I couldn’t look away from my demonic reflection. This was my future. My truth.

“How long until it’s complete?”

“At your current rate? Three to six months. Heavy sexual activity accelerates the process—which explains your rapid progression. Most succubi take years to transform. You’re doing it in months because you’re a professional sex worker feeding the process constantly.”

She set the mirror aside and helped me sit up. “Now I’ll teach you to feed properly. It’s simple once you understand the mechanism.”

Dr. Patel began undressing—clinical but purposeful. Soon she stood naked: dark skin, modest breasts, athletic build, that supernatural glow that marked her as something more than human.

“I’m a tantric healer,” she explained. “Part succubus myself, though fully transformed centuries ago. I’ll demonstrate feeding by using you as the energy source, then you’ll practice on me.”

She produced a strapon from a locked drawer—8 inches, glittering purple, clearly magical. She strapped it on efficiently.

“Lie back. Spread your legs. This is an educational session, but it will involve penetration. Consent?”

“Consent,” I confirmed, already wet from anticipation.

Dr. Patel positioned herself between my thighs, the purple strapon jutting from her hips. She gripped the base and pressed the thick head against my pussy entrance—it was warm, almost alive with magic, pulsing against my wet lips. When she pushed inside, I moaned loudly—the sensation was completely different from normal dildos. The magical cock seemed to be feeding on my arousal, drinking up my wetness, responding to my pleasure. It slid deep, filling me with eight inches of enchanted silicone.

“The key to succubus feeding,” she said, gripping my hips and beginning to thrust slowly, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in, “is to create a magical link during sex. Watch.”

Purple energy flared between us—visible tendrils connecting her strapon to my pussy, connecting her body to mine, our auras merging. I could feel the link like a physical cord: my arousal flowing out of me into her, her hunger actively pulling, draining me with each thrust.

“You feel that drain?” she asked, fucking me with steady, powerful rhythm, her hips snapping forward to bury the cock deep with each stroke.

“Yes—it’s like you’re sucking something out of me through your cock. My energy is being pulled.”

“Exactly. I’m feeding on your sexual energy—the arousal, the lust, the pleasure you’re experiencing. Every moan, every clench of your pussy, every spike of pleasure—I’m consuming it. This is how succubi sustain themselves.”

She fucked me harder, angling her hips to make the strapon’s head drag across my G-spot with each thrust, building my arousal deliberately and expertly. The magical link intensified—I could actually see my sexual energy flowing into her as glowing purple streams, could feel myself being drained with each powerful thrust of her cock into my cunt.

When I came—my pussy clenching hard around the magical strapon, inner walls rippling and gripping, back arching off the table, crying out loudly—the energy drain was massive. She pulled what felt like gallons of sexual power from my orgasm, the purple energy streams becoming torrents, my life force flowing into her in visible waves.

Dr. Patel pulled the strapon out slowly, my pussy clenching as it withdrew, and removed the harness. She was breathing heavily, her dark skin glistening with sweat, looking energized and satisfied. “That was a successful feeding. I just absorbed approximately 300 units of sexual energy from you. Enough to sustain me for two days. You felt weak afterward, yes?”

I did feel drained—not physically exhausted, but something deeper. Like she’d taken part of my vitality.

She handed me the still-warm strapon. “Now you try. Fuck me and feed on my arousal. Learn to be the predator instead of prey.”

I strapped on the magical dildo—it adjusted to fit me perfectly, the base settling snug against my pussy in a way that would stimulate my clit as I thrust. The cock jutted out from my hips, purple and gleaming, feeling almost like a real extension of my body.

Dr. Patel lay back on the exam table, spreading her dark thighs wide, her pussy wet and ready. “Visualize the connection. Feel for the hunger inside you—it’s always there, that constant need. Channel it through the strapon into me, creating the feeding link.”

I positioned myself between her legs, the strapon’s head pressing against her entrance. Then I pushed inside—her pussy was hot, wet, gripping the magical cock as it sank deep. As I began thrusting, pulling back and driving forward in steady rhythm, I reached for that constant hunger Dr. Patel had described. Found it easily—the endless succubus need that had defined me for weeks now, the craving that never quite went away.

I channeled it forward through the strapon.

Purple energy exploded between us—the feeding link forming instantly, stronger and more vivid than when she’d done it to me. I could feel Dr. Patel’s arousal like it was my own body, could sense her pleasure building with each thrust, could taste her sexual energy in my mind—sweet and intoxicating.

I wanted it. Needed it desperately. Would take every drop.

I fucked her harder, my hips snapping forward forcefully, chasing that delicious energy, feeding on her lust like a starving predator at a feast. Every thrust pulled more power into me—I could see it flowing in purple streams from her pussy into my strapon, into my body. Every moan she made gave me more to consume, more to devour.

When Dr. Patel came—her pussy spasming violently around my magical strapon, her back arching off the table, crying out in Hindi—I fed completely, opening myself fully to the rush.

Her orgasm’s energy rushed into me in a massive torrent: golden-purple power that filled me like liquid ecstasy, better than mana generation, better than client sex, better than anything I’d ever experienced. I felt alive, powerful, complete in a way I never had before.

This was what I was meant to do. Feed. Consume. Devour sexual energy from willing prey.

I pulled out, trembling, the strapon still vibrating with absorbed power.

“Perfect,” Dr. Patel gasped. “You’re a natural. That was a full succubus feeding—you took approximately 400 units from me.”

She sat up, looking drained but satisfied. “You’ll need to feed like that regularly. How many sexual partners per week?”

“Twenty to thirty. Clients, mostly.”

“Good. Feed on them. Every orgasm they have, every arousal spike, every moment of lust—drain it. You’ll grow stronger, more beautiful, more powerful. That’s the succubus path.”

“What about the people I feed from? Does it hurt them?”

“Not physically. They’ll feel satisfied but slightly depleted—like they had amazing sex but are extra tired afterward. Most won’t notice. And frankly, Emily—” She met my eyes seriously. “—you’re a prostitute. These men are paying to fuck you. Taking their sexual energy as additional payment is just… fair.”

The rationalization was perfect. I was already selling my body—why not take their energy too?

“What happens when the transformation completes?” I asked.

“You’ll be immortal, for practical purposes. Aging maybe one year per century. Immune to most diseases. Enhanced beauty permanently. Supernatural sexual abilities. The constant hunger will stabilize—you’ll know how much feeding you need. And you’ll be able to manifest your true form: horns, wings, demonic appearance.”

“Will I still be human at all?”

“Your body will be humanoid. Your mind will retain human intelligence and memories. But your soul—” She touched my chest, right over my heart. “—will be fully demonic. Succubi don’t love like humans do. We crave. We consume. We enjoy. But romantic love, emotional attachment, self-sacrifice—those become difficult once you’re fully transformed.”

That explained why I couldn’t love Vicky and Katie back. The succubus transformation was killing my capacity for human emotion.

“Can it be reversed?”

Dr. Patel hesitated. “Theoretically, if you stopped all sexual activity completely, the transformation might stall. But reverse? I’ve never seen it done. Once you pass 50%, it’s essentially irreversible. You’re at 70% now, Emily. You’re committed to this path whether you intended it or not.”

No going back. Succubus was my future.

“One more thing,” Dr. Patel said, dressing again. “Come see me weekly for ‘checkups.’ We’ll practice feeding together, I’ll monitor your transformation, and I’ll teach you advanced tantric techniques. Consider me your succubus mentor.”

“What about Vanessa?”

“Vanessa teaches magic. I teach feeding. You need both.” She smiled. “Plus, the sex is excellent and we both benefit from the energy exchange.”

I dressed slowly, processing the revelations:

I was 70% demon.

I could feed on sexual energy now—had just done it for the first time.

The transformation was irreversible.

I would become immortal, beautiful, and emotionally hollow.

And I had a new weekly “appointment” with Dr. Patel that involved magical lesbian sex.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - SUCCUBUS CONFIRMED  ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 165                          ║
║ Transformation: 70% → ACCELERATING║
║                                    ║
║ New Abilities:                    ║
║ - Succubus feeding (learned)      ║
║ - Energy drain during sex         ║
║ - Can sense sexual energy         ║
║ - True form visible in magic mirror║
║                                    ║
║ True Form Features:               ║
║ - Purple-gold glowing eyes        ║
║ - Small curved horns (spiritual)  ║
║ - Pointed canines (subtle)        ║
║ - Translucent wings (spiritual)   ║
║ - Supernatural luminescence       ║
║                                    ║
║ Future:                           ║
║ - Immortal (practical)            ║
║ - Enhanced permanently            ║
║ - Emotionally hollowing           ║
║ - IRREVERSIBLE                    ║
║                                    ║
║ Weekly Schedule Added:            ║
║ - Dr. Patel "checkups" (tantric sex)║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Walking home through Greenwich Village, I felt different. Knowing what I was—what I was becoming—changed everything.

Every man I passed represented food. Their arousal, their lust, their sexual energy—all potential meals for me.

I wasn’t a woman anymore. Wasn’t even pretending to be Michael. I was a succubus in training, learning to hunt and feed.

At home, I experimented with my new ability. I masturbated while visualizing feeding on my own arousal—creating that purple energy link Dr. Patel had shown me.

The orgasm was different: instead of just pleasure, I felt a rush of power as I consumed my own sexual energy and converted it directly into strength.

+300 mana PLUS enhanced physical sensation.

Feeding was better than generating. Consuming was better than creating.

I was a predator now. A beautiful, platinum blonde, huge-titted predator who fucked men and drained their life force.

And I fucking loved it.

I texted Dr. Patel: “Thank you for the lesson. Same time next week?”

Her response: “Absolutely. Bring your appetite. We’ll go deeper next time. 😈”

The demon emoji felt appropriate.

I had two more clients booked tonight—regular johns who thought they were just buying sex. But now I’d feed on them properly, draining their sexual energy while they fucked me.

They’d pay me $600 combined.

And I’d take their life force as a bonus.

Fair trade.

I got ready for work: platinum hair perfect, makeup immaculate, tight dress, heels. In the mirror, I looked for my true form—couldn’t see it without the obsidian mirror, but I felt it there, underneath.

The demon was waking up.

And she was hungry.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - CHAPTER END         ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 165 (evening)                ║
║ Magic Level: 43                   ║
║ Mana: 4500/5000                   ║
║                                    ║
║ Identity Status:                  ║
║ - Michael: 30% (fading)           ║
║ - Emily: 30% (stable)             ║
║ - Succubus: 40% (RISING)          ║
║                                    ║
║ New Understanding:                ║
║ - I am becoming a demon           ║
║ - I can feed on sexual energy     ║
║ - I will be immortal              ║
║ - I cannot love anymore           ║
║ - This is IRREVERSIBLE            ║
║                                    ║
║ Emotional Response:               ║
║ - Fear: Minimal                   ║
║ - Excitement: High                ║
║ - Acceptance: Complete            ║
║                                    ║
║ Next: Feed on clients properly    ║
║ Status: PREDATOR AWAKENING        ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Michael had been a man.

Emily had been a woman.

But what was emerging now was neither—it was a succubus. A demon. A sexual predator wearing human skin.

And I welcomed her with open arms.

Because power was worth any price.

Even my humanity.


Chapter 14: The Cocaine Introduction

Day 170. The elite client’s name was Marcus Ashford—Wall Street executive, early forties, custom suit that cost more than most people’s monthly rent. He’d booked me for the entire evening at a luxury hotel in Midtown: $1,200 for six hours, my highest single booking yet.

I arrived at the Mandarin Oriental at 7 PM, dressed in a designer dress I’d rented specifically for this occasion. The lobby was all marble and gold, the kind of place where doormen judged your worth by your appearance.

I passed inspection easily. Platinum blonde, huge tits, expensive dress, confident walk—I looked like I belonged.

Marcus’s suite was on the forty-fifth floor: floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Central Park, king bed, separate living area, wet bar, and in the center of the marble coffee table—

A mirror with four neat lines of white powder.

Cocaine.

I froze in the doorway. I’d seen drugs before—weed with Lucas and Katie, prescription pills that some clients offered—but this was different. This was hard drugs. The kind that destroyed lives.

Marcus noticed my hesitation and smiled. “First time seeing the white lady?”

“I’ve… seen it. Never tried it.”

“Well, tonight’s a good night to start. Don’t worry—this is premium stuff. Pure, clean, won’t make you sick. Just gives you energy, confidence, makes sex feel incredible.” He gestured to the couch. “Sit. Have a drink first. We have all night.”

I should have left. Should have said no, taken my money, and walked out.

But I didn’t.

I sat on the expensive leather couch and accepted the champagne he poured—Dom Pérignon, probably $300 a bottle. We talked for twenty minutes: his work in finance, my “modeling career” (the cover story I used with elite clients), the city, travel, meaningless rich-person conversation.

All while the cocaine sat on the table between us, tempting.

“So,” Marcus said eventually, “are you interested in trying? No pressure—if you’re not comfortable, we can just skip to the fun part. But I find that a little boost makes the whole experience more… intense.”

More intense. More pleasure. More energy. More mana generation, probably.

The succubus hunger whispered: Try it. Experience it. Feed on it.

“How does it work?” I heard myself ask.

Marcus grinned—he’d been expecting this. “Simple. You lean over the mirror, use this—” He produced a small silver tube, elegantly crafted. “—to snort one line up your nose. You’ll feel the effects in about thirty seconds: energy rush, euphoria, heightened senses. Lasts an hour or so, then fades gently.”

“Side effects?”

“Immediate? None if it’s clean. Long term? Addiction if you’re stupid about it. But one line tonight won’t hurt you. Think of it like trying champagne for the first time—one glass won’t make you an alcoholic.”

The rationalization was perfect. One time. Just to experience it. Just to understand.

Michael’s ghost voice screamed warnings: Don’t! This is the line you can’t uncross! This is how it starts!

But Emily’s voice—my voice—was louder: I’m already a demon who feeds on sexual energy. I’m already a prostitute. I’ve already transformed completely. What’s one more boundary crossed?

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll try it. Once.”

Marcus’s smile widened. “That’s my girl. Come here—I’ll show you how.”

I knelt beside the coffee table. The four white lines were perfectly straight, precisely measured. Marcus handed me the silver tube.

“Put the tube in your nostril, lean over the line, and inhale sharply. The powder will go up your nose into your sinuses. It might burn slightly at first—that’s normal.”

I positioned the tube, leaned over the first line, and snorted.

The powder rushed up my nostril—sharp, chemical, burning slightly. I jerked back, hand to my nose.

“Good,” Marcus encouraged. “Now wait.”

Thirty seconds.

And then it hit.

Holy fucking shit.

The euphoria was instant and overwhelming: every nerve in my body suddenly alive, every color brighter, every sound sharper, every sensation enhanced. My heart rate picked up—not dangerously, just energized. Confidence surged through me like nothing I’d ever felt.

I felt invincible. Powerful. Perfect.

“Wow,” I breathed.

Marcus laughed. “Right? Good stuff. Now imagine having sex feeling like this.”

Oh god.

He didn’t need to convince me further. I practically attacked him—kissing him hard, my tongue invading his mouth aggressively, my hands tearing at his expensive suit, yanking his tie loose, ripping his shirt buttons open. My arousal spiked to 100 instantly, my pussy flooding with wetness. The cocaine made every touch electric, every kiss intense, every sensation magnified beyond belief.

We fucked on the couch first. I shoved him down onto the leather and straddled him with abandon. He quickly freed his cock—eight inches, hard and ready—and I sank down onto it in one smooth motion, taking his full length into my dripping pussy. The stretch felt incredible, enhanced by the drug. I started riding him—bouncing hard, my huge fake tits jiggling wildly, my platinum hair flying around my face. My entire body was hypersensitive to pleasure. The drug enhanced everything—his eight-inch cock felt enormous inside me, stretching me impossibly. My pussy felt tighter, gripping him like a vice. The pleasure built exponentially with each bounce, each drag of his shaft against my sensitive walls.

“Fuck—you’re amazing—” Marcus groaned, his hands gripping my bouncing tits, squeezing the silicone mounds roughly.

I threw my head back and rode him faster, harder, chasing the building orgasm. My clit rubbed against his pubic bone with each downward thrust, adding friction. My pussy was gushing, soaking his cock and balls, making obscene wet sounds.

When I came, it was transcendent: a full-body orgasm that made me scream loud enough to disturb neighbors, made my whole body shake violently, made me feel like I was exploding with pure pleasure. My pussy clenched and spasmed around his cock in rapid waves, trying to milk him, my inner walls rippling. The cocaine amplified every sensation to almost painful intensity. The mana generation was massive—easily +400 from one drug-enhanced orgasm.

And I fed on Marcus’s arousal too, the succubus hunger enhanced by the cocaine. His sexual energy tasted incredible on the drug—richer, more potent, more satisfying.

We fucked for three hours straight: every position, every hole, rough and tender and everything between. The cocaine kept us both energized, horny, insatiable.

Marcus came four times—impressive for his age, probably drug-assisted. I came eight times, each orgasm better than the last.

When we finally stopped, both exhausted and satisfied, he offered me another line.

“Round two?” he asked with a lazy smile.

I should have said no. Should have recognized the danger. Should have stopped at one.

But the euphoria was already fading, and I wanted it back.

“Okay.”

The second line hit just as hard as the first. We fucked for two more hours.



By the time I left at 2 AM, I’d snorted one line total. Marcus paid me $1,200 plus $300 tip for being “the best he’d ever had.”

$1,500 for one night.

Plus enough mana to max out my pool.

Plus the experience of cocaine-enhanced sex.

Walking home through empty Manhattan streets, I felt the drug fading. The euphoria dimmed. The energy drained. The confidence deflated.

In its place: exhaustion. Mild depression. Craving for more.

The comedown.

I’d read about this—the crash after cocaine. The brain’s dopamine depleted, leaving you feeling worse than before you started.

I went home and masturbated to try to boost my mood. It helped slightly—generated mana, gave me some pleasure—but compared to cocaine-sex, normal masturbation felt muted.

That was the hook. Now that I’d experienced enhanced pleasure, normal pleasure felt inadequate.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - FIRST COCAINE USE   ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 170 (late night)             ║
║ Cocaine System: 0 → 5             ║
║ Lines Snorted: 1                  ║
║ Addiction Threshold: 30           ║
║                                    ║
║ Effects Experienced:              ║
║ - Euphoria (intense)              ║
║ - Energy surge                    ║
║ - Enhanced sensitivity            ║
║ - Sexual performance boost        ║
║ - Mana generation increase        ║
║ - Feeding enhancement             ║
║                                    ║
║ Comedown Effects:                 ║
║ - Exhaustion                      ║
║ - Mild depression                 ║
║ - Craving (beginning)             ║
║                                    ║
║ Income: +$1,500                   ║
║ Bank Total: $18,700               ║
║                                    ║
║ Warning Level: MODERATE           ║
║ Status: FIRST USE, NOT ADDICTED   ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Day 171: I woke feeling drained. Not physically damaged—my succubus nature and Regenerate spell handled that—but emotionally hollow.

I texted Marcus: “Thanks for last night. It was incredible.”

His response came immediately: “You were perfect. Same time next week? I’ll have more party supplies.”

More cocaine. Another $1,500. Another night of enhanced pleasure.

I should have said no.

I texted back: “Yes. Same time.”



Day 175: Second cocaine use, different client. Another wealthy executive at another luxury hotel. One line this time. $800 + enhanced sex + massive mana generation.

Cocaine system: 5 → 10.



Day 180: Marcus again. Two lines over the night. Six hours of drug-fueled fucking. $1,500 + more money than I could spend.

Cocaine system: 10 → 15.

I was starting to look forward to the cocaine sessions. Started thinking about the rush during normal work. Started craving that enhanced pleasure.

Not addicted yet. But the pattern was forming.



Day 185: Elite party invitation—Wall Street types, models, escorts. Open cocaine use on a glass table in a penthouse. I snorted two lines over the night, fucked two different men, earned $2,000.

Cocaine system: 15 → 20.

Vicky noticed when I came home at 5 AM, pupils dilated, talking fast, obviously high.

“Emily… are you on something?”

“Just had some champagne. I’m fine.”

“That’s not champagne. Your eyes are—”

“I said I’m fine, Vicky.”

She backed off, hurt. I felt bad for snapping, but the comedown made me irritable.



Day 190: I realized I was using cocaine weekly now. Every elite client offered it. Every high-end party had it available. It was becoming normal in my work circles.

One line before work = better performance = better tips.

The logic was flawless. The danger was invisible.

Cocaine system: 20 → 25.



Day 195: Vanessa’s seventh ritual appointment. She noticed immediately.

“Emily, your magical signature is… erratic. Have you been using substances?”

“Just champagne with clients.”

“Don’t lie to me. I can see the chemical residue in your energy field. Cocaine?”

I met her eyes. “Sometimes. When clients offer it.”

Her face fell. “Emily, that’s dangerous. Succubi are highly susceptible to addiction—our dopamine systems are already altered by the transformation. Adding cocaine is like pouring gasoline on fire.”

“I’m being careful.”

“Are you?” She grabbed my shoulders. “How often?”

“Once a week. Maybe twice.”

“That’s how it starts. Next month it’s three times a week. Then daily. Then you’re on the street sucking cock for drug money instead of by choice.” Her voice cracked. “I care about you, Emily. Please stop before it’s too late.”

I should have listened. Should have recognized the concern in her voice. Should have stopped.

But the succubus-cocaine combination was too good. Enhanced pleasure + enhanced feeding + enhanced income + enhanced everything.

“I’ll be careful,” I promised.

We did the ritual—triple penetration again, Vanessa clearly distracted by worry. Afterward, she held me close.

“Please,” she whispered. “Stop the cocaine. I can’t watch you destroy yourself.”

I kissed her instead of answering.



Day 200: I bought cocaine for myself for the first time.

Washington Square Park, late night, dealer recommended by another escort. $50 for a small bag—enough for maybe five lines.

I told myself it was just for convenience. So I didn’t have to rely on clients providing it. So I could use it when I wanted, not just when it was offered.

The rationalization was perfect. The addiction was progressing.

Cocaine system: 25 → 30.

ADDICTION THRESHOLD REACHED.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - ADDICTION STATUS    ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 200                          ║
║ Cocaine System: 30 (ADDICTED)     ║
║ Usage Pattern: 2-3x weekly        ║
║                                    ║
║ Progression Timeline:             ║
║ Day 170: First use (1 line)       ║
║ Day 175: Second use (1 line)      ║
║ Day 180: Third use (2 lines)      ║
║ Day 185: Fourth use (2 lines)     ║
║ Day 190-200: Regular use          ║
║ Day 200: BOUGHT OWN SUPPLY        ║
║                                    ║
║ Addiction Markers:                ║
║ - Craving between uses ✓          ║
║ - Tolerance building ✓            ║
║ - Using alone ✓                   ║
║ - Bought own supply ✓             ║
║ - Lying about use ✓               ║
║ - Defensive when questioned ✓     ║
║                                    ║
║ Warning Signs Ignored:            ║
║ - Vicky's concern                 ║
║ - Vanessa's alarm                 ║
║ - Own better judgment             ║
║                                    ║
║ Current Status:                   ║
║ ADDICTED BUT FUNCTIONAL           ║
║ (for now)                         ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Day 200 (midnight): I sat in my apartment with my purchased cocaine, staring at it.

This was the point of no return. Buying my own supply meant I was an addict, not just a recreational user.

Michael’s ghost voice—barely audible anymore—whispered: Please don’t. You’ve already lost so much. Don’t lose this too.

Emily’s voice—dominant, confident—answered: I’m a demon who feeds on sexual energy. I’m already damned. What’s one more vice?

The succubus voice—new, powerful, hungry—added: The cocaine makes feeding better. Makes sex better. Makes EVERYTHING better. Use it.

I cut a line on my mirror—appropriate symbolism, snorting cocaine off my own reflection.

Snorted it.

Felt the rush.

Felt invincible again.

And masturbated while high, generating +500 mana from one orgasm, the drug-enhanced pleasure combining with succubus feeding to create a perfect storm of power.

This was my new normal: magical prostitute demon addicted to cocaine.

Thirty days since first use. Addicted.

Vanessa had been right: succubi and cocaine was gasoline on fire.

And I was already burning.

But I welcomed the flames, because they felt warm and the alternative—being powerless, being sober, being normal—felt cold and empty by comparison.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - CHAPTER END         ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 200 (late night)             ║
║ Magic Level: 44                   ║
║ Mana: 5000/5500                   ║
║                                    ║
║ Cocaine Status: ADDICTED          ║
║ System Level: 30/100              ║
║ Usage: 2-3x weekly                ║
║ Supply: PURCHASED PERSONALLY      ║
║                                    ║
║ Financial: $18,200 (after drug purchase)║
║ Income: Stable (high-end escort)  ║
║                                    ║
║ Relationships Strained:           ║
║ - Vicky: Worried, suspicious      ║
║ - Vanessa: Alarmed, pleading      ║
║ - Both: Being lied to             ║
║                                    ║
║ Transformation Status:            ║
║ - Succubus: 75% (accelerating)    ║
║ - Michael: 25% (fading)           ║
║ - Humanity: ERODING               ║
║                                    ║
║ Trajectory: DOWNWARD              ║
║ Warnings: IGNORED                 ║
║ Prognosis: DANGEROUS              ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

I’d crossed another line tonight.

And there was no going back.

The golden period was ending.

The descent was beginning.

And I was too high to care.


Chapter 15: Porn Career Building

Day 171. Vincent texted me at noon: “Filming tomorrow. Blowjob scene. $100. 11 AM. Confirm?”

I was lying in bed, recovering from last night’s Marcus session—three lines of cocaine, six hours of fucking, $1,500 earned. My pussy was still sore despite casting Regenerate this morning.

But porn was easier than escort work: professional sets, medical testing mandatory, better pay per hour, and it generated just as much mana. Plus no pimp, no street risk, no random clients.

I texted back: “Confirmed. What should I wear?”

“Nothing special. We’ll provide wardrobe. Just show up clean and waxed.”

Clean and waxed. The professional prostitute checklist.



Day 172, 11 AM. Brooklyn porn studio—same warehouse I’d filmed “Girls Jerk Guys #36” weeks ago. But this time I arrived as Emily the platinum blonde bombshell with 35DD tits, not the nervous brunette with modest breasts.

Vincent whistled when he saw me. “Fuck, you upgraded. Implants?”

“Yes. 700cc. You like?”

“Like? You’re gonna be a star, Emily. Come on—wardrobe first, then we’ll shoot.”

The “wardrobe” was a tight pink tank top that barely contained my huge tits and tiny denim shorts. No bra, no panties. My platinum hair was styled in high ponytail, makeup heavy (pornstar aesthetic), and I wore 5-inch platform heels.

The scene: “Blonde Bombshell BJ”—solo blowjob performance where I’d suck male actor Derek’s 9-inch cock until he came in my mouth and I’d swallow.

Derek was professional: mid-thirties, fit, experienced porn actor. We did the mandatory STD check exchange (both clean, tested within 48 hours), then got into position.

The set was simple: white couch, bright lights, three cameras (wide, close-up, POV). Vincent called action.

I knelt between Derek’s legs and pulled out his cock—already hard, thick, impressive. Looking directly into the POV camera, I licked my lips and whispered: “I love sucking cock.”

Male-gaze performance. Always.

I started slow: licking the shaft from base to tip, kissing the head, letting saliva drip. Derek groaned—half performance, half genuine. My tongue swirled around his cockhead, tasting the precum already leaking.

Then I took him in my mouth: first 3 inches, sucking hard, cheeks hollowing. The camera zoomed in on my platinum blonde head bobbing, my huge tits visible in frame below.

Vincent called out: “Deeper, Emily. Show us what you can do.”

I relaxed my throat and pushed down—5 inches, 6 inches, 7 inches—until his cock was hitting the back of my throat. I’d learned deepthroat techniques from Vanessa’s rituals (the throat dildo training). I could take it.

8 inches down my throat. Derek’s hands tangled in my blonde ponytail, guiding my head. I gagged slightly—intentional, good audio—then recovered and took the last inch.

Fully deepthroated. 9 inches of cock buried in my mouth and throat.

I held it there for five seconds (Vincent counting aloud for the camera), then pulled back gasping. Saliva strung between my lips and his cock—messy, pornographic, perfect.

“Good girl,” Vincent said. “Now finish him.”

I sucked Derek’s cock with enthusiasm and skill: fast bobbing, tongue working the underside, one hand stroking the base, the other cupping his balls. My fake tits bounced with each movement, the tank top barely containing them.

When Derek groaned “I’m close,” I looked up at him with big doe eyes (camera loved this angle) and opened my mouth wide, tongue out, waiting.

He came with a loud grunt: hot thick ropes of cum shooting onto my tongue, into my mouth, some hitting my lips and chin. I kept stroking him, milking every drop, until he was finished.

Then I closed my mouth and swallowed—visible throat movement for the camera—and opened again to show it was gone.

“All gone,” I purred, licking my lips. Cumeater trait fully active.

Vincent called “Cut!” and the crew applauded. “Perfect. That’s a wrap. One take, Emily. You’re a natural.”

Derek nodded, still breathing hard. “She’s got skills. Book her for more.”

I cleaned up in the dressing room, collected my $100 check, and scheduled my next two films: Wednesday (anal scene) and Friday (DP with two men).

Walking to the subway, I felt powerful. I’d just been filmed sucking cock, swallowing cum, performing for thousands of future viewers. And I’d enjoyed it—the exhibition, the performance, the mana surge when I came just from the act of submission.

+150 mana from arousal during the scene.

Porn fame: 25 → 28.



Day 174: Second film—“Anal Initiation.”

Scene: I played a “curious girl trying anal for the first time” (ironic since I’d taken dozens of cocks in my ass by now). Actor Steve had an impressive 10-inch thick cock perfect for the role.

The setup: bedroom set, romantic lighting, slow build. We started with missionary vaginal sex (getting me warmed up, generating natural arousal for the camera), then Steve pulled out and lubed his cock generously.

“You ready for this?” he asked, following the script.

“Yes,” I whispered, biting my lip nervously (performance). “Be gentle.”

He positioned his cockhead against my asshole and pushed slowly. The camera zoomed in on the penetration—my tight asshole stretching around his thick shaft, my face showing the mix of pain-pleasure (I’d cast Pain Block before filming, so it was pure acting).

Steve fucked my ass for twenty minutes: missionary, doggy, spooning, all captured in HD. When he finally came, it was deep in my ass—the camera got the creampie shot as he pulled out and cum leaked from my gaping hole.

“Beautiful,” Vincent said. “That’s money right there.”

Payment: $150.

Porn fame: 8 → 12.



Day 176: Third film—“Double Penetration Delight.”

This was my first on-camera DP: two male actors (Marcus and Victor, both experienced), both with 8-9 inch cocks, fucking my pussy and ass simultaneously.

The scene started with me blowing both men, then Marcus lay on his back (I rode his cock in reverse cowgirl), and Victor positioned behind me (slowly pressing his cock into my ass while I was already filled).

The double penetration was intense even with Pain Block: stretched in both holes, two cocks thrusting in alternating rhythm, my body sandwiched between two men. The camera loved it—my platinum hair flying, my huge tits bouncing, my face showing ecstasy.

I came authentically during filming—the fullness, the exhibition, the succubus feeding on both men’s arousal all combined. My pussy and ass clenched around both cocks, triggering both men to cum almost simultaneously.

Double creampie finish: cum leaking from both holes as they pulled out.

Vincent was ecstatic: “That was incredible. You came for real, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” I admitted, still trembling.

“That’s what separates good from great. Real orgasms on camera. You’re gonna be famous, Emily.”

Payment: $250.

Porn fame: 12 → 17.

+300 mana from authentic orgasm plus feeding.



Day 178: Fourth film—“Lesbian Lust.”

My first on-camera lesbian scene, paired with actress Sierra—a beautiful brunette with natural 34D breasts, athletic body, and years of industry experience.

We had chemistry immediately: kissing passionately for the camera, hands exploring each other’s bodies, genuine arousal building. The scene escalated naturally: breast sucking (me on her, her on me), mutual pussy eating in 69 position, and finally scissoring (tribbing, rubbing our clits together).

Sierra made me cum twice during filming—once from her tongue on my clit, once from the tribbing. Both authentic orgasms caught on camera.

“You’re amazing,” she whispered between takes. “Most straight girls fake the lesbian scenes. You’re really into it.”

“I’m bi,” I said. “And you’re beautiful.”

We exchanged numbers afterward—potential friendship or more.

Payment: $120.

Porn fame: 17 → 20.



Day 180: Fifth film—“Emily’s Gangbang.”

The biggest scene yet: three men (actors Derek, Steve, and newcomer Jamal with his impressive 11-inch BBC), all fucking me in rotation until the bukkake finish.

The scene structure:

Round 1: I blew all three cocks in rotation, camera capturing my mouth stretched around each one.

Round 2: Derek fucked my pussy (missionary) while I sucked Steve’s cock.

Round 3: Jamal fucked my pussy (his 11-inch BBC stretching me visibly on camera) while Steve fucked my mouth.

Round 4: Airtight—Derek in my ass, Jamal in my pussy, Steve in my mouth simultaneously. All three holes filled, all three men thrusting. The camera got multiple angles of my body being used completely.

Round 5: All three men stood around me (I knelt in center) and jerked off onto my face and tits. Bukkake finish—five thick loads covering my platinum blonde hair, my face, my huge fake tits, dripping everywhere.

The final shot: me kneeling, covered in cum, smiling at the camera, licking cum off my lips.

“Perfect money shot,” Vincent said. “This is going in our premium collection.”

I’d orgasmed three times during filming (once from Jamal’s BBC, twice during the airtight DP), and the bukkake finish—while degrading—generated massive mana from the complete submission and exhibition.

Payment: $300.

Porn fame: 20 → 25.

+400 mana from multiple orgasms and succubus feeding on three men.



Day 185: I met Vincent at a coffee shop in Brooklyn to discuss my “career trajectory.”

“Emily, you’ve filmed six scenes now. You’re talented, beautiful, and the camera loves you. I want to book you twice a week going forward. Different scenes each time—variety keeps your fans engaged.”

“Twice a week? That’s… a lot.”

“It’s $200-400 per film depending on content. That’s $800-1,600 per week just from porn. Plus you’re building a fanbase—people will start recognizing you, requesting specific content. Your fame multiplier will climb.”

I did the math: Escort work was earning me ~$1,200/week (six nights, two clients per night average). Strip club added ~$600/week (two nights). Porn could add another ~$1,200/week (two films).

$3,000 per week total. $12,000 per month.

I was becoming wealthy.

“What kind of content are we talking?” I asked.

Vincent pulled out a list:

	More BBC scenes (interracial sells)
	Rough anal (male-gaze appeal)
	Group scenes (3-5 men)
	Lesbian content (popular, safer)
	POV boyfriend experience
	BDSM light (tied up, dominated)
	Creampie compilations
	“Amateur” style (hotel rooms, hidden camera aesthetic)


“You’re versatile and enthusiastic. That’s gold in this industry. Say yes and I’ll make you a star.”

I should have been horrified. Should have recognized I was commodifying myself completely. Should have said no.

Instead: “Yes. Book me twice weekly. Let’s do this.”

Vincent grinned and shook my hand. “Welcome to the industry, Emily. You’re gonna be famous.”



Days 171-185 Summary:

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - PORN CAREER LAUNCH  ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Films Completed: 6 total           ║
║ (2 from Days 110-116 + 4 this chapter) ║
║                                    ║
║ Film List:                         ║
║ 1. Girls Jerk Guys #36 (Day 110)  ║
║ 2. Blonde Bombshell BJ (Day 172)  ║
║ 3. Anal Initiation (Day 174)      ║
║ 4. Double Penetration (Day 176)   ║
║ 5. Lesbian Lust (Day 178)         ║
║ 6. Emily's Gangbang (Day 180)     ║
║                                    ║
║ Total Porn Earnings: $920          ║
║ (films 2-6 only, film 1 was $50)  ║
║                                    ║
║ Porn Fame: 5 → 25 (emerging star) ║
║ Multiplier: 30x (6-10 films range)║
║                                    ║
║ Future Commitment:                 ║
║ - 2 films per week                 ║
║ - $800-1,600 weekly income         ║
║ - Fame building systematically     ║
║                                    ║
║ Industry Status: RISING STAR       ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Day 185 (evening): I analyzed my financial situation objectively:

Income Sources: - Escort work: $1,200/week (6 nights, premium clients, Pain Block advantage) - Strip club: $600/week (2 nights, Glamour spell boosting tips) - Porn films: $1,200/week (2 films, Vincent’s schedule) - Total: $3,000/week = $12,000/month

Expenses: - Rent: $2,500/month (luxury Manhattan apartment) - Food/living: $500/month - Beauty maintenance: $800/month (salon, nails, waxing, makeup) - Cocaine: $400/month (weekly use, building) - University: $200/month (barely attending) - Magic supplies: $100/month (components for spells) - Total: $4,500/month

Net savings: $7,500/month.

I was making more money than I’d ever imagined as Michael.

But the cost wasn’t just financial:

	Working 8 nights per week (6 escort, 2 strip club)
	2 porn films weekly (days)
	University attendance: 30% (failing)
	Cocaine use: increasing (system at 25, approaching addiction threshold)
	Sexual partners: 60+ (losing count)
	Humanity: fading (succubus transformation 75% complete)


I masturbated that night while reviewing my porn films on my laptop—watching myself get fucked, watching cum cover my face, watching my transformation from Michael to Emily the porn star.

When I came, it was powerful: +200 mana from the combination of arousal, exhibition, and succubus feeding on my own recorded sexual energy.

Porn wasn’t just income. It was permanent documentation of my transformation. Digital proof I could never go back. And I welcomed it.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - CHAPTER END         ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 185 (midnight)               ║
║ Magic Level: 43                   ║
║ Mana: 4800/5000                   ║
║                                    ║
║ Financial Status:                 ║
║ - Bank: $20,450                   ║
║ - Weekly Income: $3,000           ║
║ - Monthly Net: $7,500             ║
║ - Status: WEALTHY                 ║
║                                    ║
║ Career Status:                    ║
║ - Escort: Top earner              ║
║ - Stripper: Popular performer     ║
║ - Porn Star: Rising (fame 25)    ║
║ - Student: Failing (30% attendance)║
║                                    ║
║ Cocaine Status:                   ║
║ - System: 25/30 (near addiction)  ║
║ - Usage: Weekly recreational      ║
║ - Cost: $400/month                ║
║ - Denial: "I can control it"      ║
║                                    ║
║ Sexual Statistics:                ║
║ - Partners: 60+                   ║
║ - Orgasms: 570+                   ║
║ - Porn films: 6 completed         ║
║ - Contract: 2 films weekly        ║
║                                    ║
║ Identity Status:                  ║
║ - Michael: 25% (fading rapidly)   ║
║ - Emily: 75% (dominant)           ║
║ - Succubus: Awakening             ║
║                                    ║
║ Next Chapter: Vicky Romance Option║
║ Emotional Connection vs Career    ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

I’d built a porn career in two weeks.

Six films. Emerging fame. Professional schedule.

Vincent was right: I was going to be a star.

But stars burned bright before they burned out.

And I was already feeling the heat.

The golden period was still ongoing—money flowing, beauty enhanced, magic powerful, career building. But the cracks were forming: cocaine creeping toward addiction, university failing, humanity eroding, identity shifting irreversibly.

The question wasn’t if I’d fall. The question was how far. And whether magic could save me when I finally hit bottom.

For now, I had two porn films to shoot next week, six escort clients booked, and a strip club weekend ahead. The machine kept running. And I kept feeding it with my body, my holes, my dignity, and increasingly—my soul. Because power was worth any price. Even myself.


Chapter 16: Vicky Romance Option

Day 188, 2 AM. I stumbled through the apartment door, exhausted and aching. Six hours of escort work—two clients, both rough, both demanding. My pussy was sore despite Pain Block. My ass felt stretched. And my fake tits hurt from being manhandled constantly.

I’d made $800 tonight. Good money. But I felt hollow.

Vicky was waiting on the couch, still dressed in her work clothes—tight red dress, heels kicked off, makeup smudged. She’d been home for hours but hadn’t changed. Just sitting there, staring at her phone.

“Hey,” I managed, dropping my purse on the floor.

She looked up and her expression shifted immediately—concern replacing the blank stare. “Emily. Fuck, you look exhausted.”

“Long night.” I sank onto the couch beside her, my body melting into the cushions. Every muscle screamed for rest.

Vicky’s hand touched my arm gently. “You worked six nights this week. Plus two porn shoots. You’re going to burn out.”

“I’m fine.”

“You’re not fine. You’re running yourself into the ground.”

I turned to look at her properly. Red hair pulled back in a messy bun, freckles visible through fading makeup, green eyes worried and tired. Beautiful. My roommate. My friend. The only person in this city who really understood what my life was like.

“Neither are you,” I said softly. “You’ve been working just as hard.”

“I know.” She laughed bitterly. “We’re both idiots, aren’t we? Destroying ourselves for money.”

We sat in silence for a moment. The apartment was quiet except for street noise filtering through the windows. 2 AM Manhattan—never truly silent, but close.

“Do you ever miss it?” Vicky asked suddenly. “Being normal? Before all this?”

Normal. What was normal? Being Michael? I could barely remember him anymore. That life felt like a distant dream, fading more each day.

“Sometimes,” I admitted. “But I can’t go back. This is who I am now.”

“Emily the porn star escort stripper.” She smiled sadly. “With the magic powers and the huge fake tits.”

“You forgot succubus-in-training.”

“Right. Can’t forget that.” She shifted closer, her thigh pressing against mine. “I worry about you, Em. You’re changing so fast. Sometimes I look at you and I barely recognize the girl who moved in three months ago.”

Three months. Was that all? Felt like years.

“I’m still me,” I said, but even I didn’t believe it.

Vicky’s hand moved to my face, gently tucking a strand of platinum blonde hair behind my ear. The gesture was tender. Intimate. Her fingers lingered on my cheek.

“You’re lonely,” she whispered. “Aren’t you? All those men, all that sex, but you’re lonely.”

My throat tightened. She’d seen right through me. Yes. I was desperately lonely.

“So are you,” I whispered back.

“Yeah.” Her thumb traced my cheekbone. “We’re both lonely. Both scared. Both pretending we’re okay when we’re falling apart.”

I turned toward her fully. Our faces were inches apart now. I could smell her perfume—something floral and sweet. Could see the gold flecks in her green eyes. Could feel the warmth of her breath.

“Vicky—”

She kissed me.

Soft. Gentle. Nothing like the aggressive kisses from clients or the performative kisses in porn. This was real. Her lips moved against mine tentatively, asking permission, and I gave it by kissing back.

We pulled apart after a moment, both breathing hard.

“Sorry,” she started. “I shouldn’t have—”

“Don’t apologize.” I kissed her again, deeper this time. My hand moved to her hair, pulling the bun loose, letting those red curls cascade free. She moaned into my mouth—a soft, needy sound.

When we broke apart again, her eyes were dark with desire.

“I’ve wanted this for weeks,” she admitted. “Watching you, living with you, knowing what you do—it made me crazy with jealousy. All those people touching you, but I couldn’t.”

“You can now.” I stood, holding out my hand. “Come on.”

She took it and I led her to my bedroom. The bed was unmade, clothes scattered across the floor—evidence of my chaotic life. But Vicky didn’t care. She kicked the door closed behind us and immediately started unbuttoning my blouse.

“Let me take care of you tonight,” she whispered. “No performance. No work. Just us.”

I nodded, unable to speak. Her fingers worked my buttons slowly, deliberately, revealing my body inch by inch. When she pushed the blouse off my shoulders, her eyes widened at my huge fake tits still contained in a lacy black bra.

“God, you’re beautiful,” she breathed.

“They’re fake.”

“They’re you. And you’re beautiful.” She reached behind me and unclasped the bra expertly. My 35DD breasts spilled free, still slightly swollen from surgery but healed now. Vicky’s hands cupped them reverently—not groping, not manhandling, just holding them like they were precious.

“So soft,” she murmured, thumbs brushing my nipples. They hardened instantly and I gasped at the sensation. Different when it was Vicky touching me. Different when it mattered.

She guided me to sit on the bed’s edge and knelt between my legs. Unbuttoned my jeans. Slid them down my thighs along with my panties. I was naked now except for the jewelry I always wore—the magical anklet from Vanessa, a thin gold necklace.

Vicky stood and stripped quickly—red dress pulled over her head, bra unclasped, panties dropped. Her body was stunning: pale skin covered in freckles, natural 34D breasts with pink nipples, curvy hips, red curls between her legs matching the hair on her head.

“You’re gorgeous,” I said honestly.

“So are you.” She climbed onto the bed, pulling me with her until we were lying face to face, bodies pressed together. Skin on skin. Breast to breast. Her hand traced down my side, over my hip, to my thigh. “Tell me what you want, Em. What do you want? Not what clients want. Not what the camera wants. What makes Emily feel good?”

No one had asked me that in months. Maybe ever, since becoming Emily.

“I want…” My voice cracked. “I want to feel connected. I want it to mean something. I want to be touched like I’m a person, not a product.”

“Then that’s what you’ll get.” Vicky kissed me again, slow and deep, her tongue sliding against mine. Her hand moved between my legs, fingers brushing my pussy gently. I was already wet—not from professional arousal but from genuine desire.

She touched me carefully, exploring. One finger slid along my slit, parting my lips, finding my clit and circling it with feather-light pressure. I moaned into her mouth, my hips rocking slightly.

“You’re so responsive,” she whispered against my lips. “Is it always like this for you?”

“Not like this. With clients it’s… mechanical. This is different.”

“Good different?”

“Yes.”

Her finger pressed firmer against my clit, rubbing in slow circles. Pleasure built gradually, warmly, spreading through my core. My hand moved to her breast, cupping it, thumb brushing her nipple. She gasped and I felt her nipple harden under my touch.

We touched each other like that for long minutes—learning each other’s bodies, discovering what made the other gasp or moan. Her fingers dipped lower, sliding along my slit, gathering my wetness, then slowly pushing inside my pussy. Two fingers sank into my heat, and she curled them upward immediately, finding my G-spot with surprising accuracy. I cried out sharply.

“There?” she asked, her green eyes locked on mine.

“Yes—fuck—right there—don’t stop—”

She pumped her fingers slowly, deliberately, curling them to rub that spot with each stroke while her thumb found my clit and circled it with firm pressure. The dual stimulation was incredible—internal and external pleasure building together. My hand moved between her legs, fingers parting her wet folds, finding her entrance. I mirrored her movements—two fingers sliding deep into her tight pussy, curling to find her G-spot, my thumb pressing against her swollen clit. She moaned loudly, her hips rocking against my hand.

“Em—god—that feels amazing—your fingers are so deep—”

We fingered each other like this—faces inches apart, watching each other’s expressions change with every movement. When Vicky’s eyes fluttered closed with pleasure, I kissed her deeply. When I gasped from a particularly good stroke of her fingers, she kissed me back, swallowing my moans. Connected. Intimate. Real.

My first orgasm built slowly, so different from the explosive climaxes with rough clients. This was a slow burn, pleasure spreading like warm honey through my entire body, building in gentle waves rather than crashing suddenly. When it finally crested, I came with a soft cry, my pussy clenching rhythmically around Vicky’s fingers, my whole body trembling and shaking gently.

The mana surge was intense—not because of the orgasm’s power, but because of the emotional connection behind it. Golden energy flared briefly and I felt my magic pool increase.

+200 mana from emotionally connected orgasm.

Vicky felt it too—I saw her eyes widen as the magical energy washed over both of us. “Your magic… I can feel it.”

“Sorry—”

“Don’t apologize. It’s beautiful.” She kissed me again. “I want to taste you. Can I?”

I nodded, my voice lost. She kissed her way down my body—lips on my neck, my collarbone, my breasts (lingering to suck each nipple), my stomach. When she reached my pussy, she looked up at me with those green eyes.

“Just relax. Let me make you feel good.”

Her tongue touched my clit and I nearly levitated off the bed. Holy fuck. Vicky knew exactly what she was doing. She started with long, slow licks—her tongue flat, dragging from my entrance all the way up to my clit, gathering my wetness, tasting me thoroughly. Then she focused on my clit with rapid flicks of her tongue tip, making me gasp and jerk. Her fingers slid back inside me—three this time, stretching me nicely—curling and pumping while her tongue worked its magic on my swollen clit.

I gripped the sheets hard, moaning loudly and uncontrollably. My huge fake tits bounced with each gasping breath, the heavy mounds jiggling. Vicky’s red hair spilled across my thighs like fire, her pale freckled face buried completely between my legs, eating my pussy like she was starving for it, like this was all she’d wanted for months.

“Vicky—oh god—don’t stop—please don’t stop—”

She didn’t. She ate me relentlessly through two more orgasms, each one building higher than the last, each one more intense. Her tongue never let up on my clit, her fingers never stopped pumping into my clenching pussy. By the third orgasm, I was sobbing with overwhelming pleasure, my whole body shaking violently, my thighs trembling around her head. The mana generation was massive—over 400 mana from multiple emotionally connected orgasms, the bond between us amplifying the power.

When she finally came up for air, her face was glistening with my arousal. She looked proud. Satisfied.

“My turn?” I asked breathlessly.

“Please.”

We switched positions. I settled between her pale, freckled thighs and admired her pussy—pink lips swollen with arousal, red curls trimmed neatly, clit peeking out. Beautiful.

I’d eaten pussy before—Katie during our threesomes, Sierra the porn actress on camera, random women at parties. But this was Vicky. This mattered. This was someone I cared about.

I started gently, kissing her inner thighs first, teasing her. Then long licks along her outer lips, tasting her. She tasted sweet and musky, perfect, her natural flavor making my mouth water. Her hands tangled in my platinum blonde hair, fingers gripping tight, guiding me where she needed me. I licked deeper, my tongue parting her pussy lips, finding her entrance. I dipped my tongue inside, pushing in as deep as I could, tasting her wetness directly from the source.

“Yes—Em—fuck—your tongue—”

I pulled back and focused on her clit—circling it with my tongue tip, then flattening my tongue and licking broad strokes across it. Then I sucked it gently into my mouth, my lips sealed around the swollen nub, and she gasped loudly. Her hips bucked hard against my face. I added fingers—two sliding easily into her soaking wet pussy, pumping steadily in and out while my tongue worked her clit with increasing pressure and speed.

Vicky was loud—so much louder than me. She moaned constantly, cursed creatively, called my name over and over, her body writhing on the bed, her red hair spread across the pillow. When she came, she practically screamed—a high, desperate cry. Her thighs clamped tight around my head, trapping me there. Her pussy gushed arousal, flooding my mouth with her wetness, and I licked it all up eagerly, swallowing her taste.

I licked her through it, gentling as she came down from the peak. When she finally released my head, I crawled up to kiss her. She tasted herself on my lips and moaned.

“That was incredible,” she panted. “But I want more. I want to cum with you.”

“What did you have in mind?”

“Sixty-nine? Then scissoring?”

My pussy clenched at the suggestion. “Yes.”

We repositioned for sixty-nine—Vicky lying on her back, me climbing over her body in reverse and straddling her face. My pussy hovered directly over her mouth while I lowered my face between her spread thighs. The position was intimate, vulnerable, perfect—both of us completely exposed to each other.

We started together, synchronized. Her tongue touched my clit at the exact moment my tongue found hers. The sensation was overwhelming—giving and receiving pleasure simultaneously, unable to tell where mine ended and hers began. I licked her wet slit while she licked mine, both of us moaning into each other’s pussies, the vibrations adding another layer of sensation.

My fingers joined my tongue, two sliding deep into her pussy while I sucked her clit. She did the same—three fingers pushing into my cunt, pumping while her tongue worked my clit frantically. We found a perfect rhythm—sucking, licking, fingering in complete sync. The pleasure built exponentially, feeding on itself, creating a feedback loop. Every moan I made vibrated directly against her clit. Every movement she made sent electric pleasure through my core.

I came first, crying out against her pussy, my thighs trembling on either side of her head, my pussy clenching and gushing onto her eager tongue. She came seconds later, her pussy spasming around my pumping fingers, her scream muffled against my cunt. But we didn’t stop—we kept going relentlessly, driving each other higher and higher, orgasms blending together and overlapping until I completely lost count of how many times we’d come.

Multiple orgasms. Connected. Feeding each other’s pleasure.

The mana generation was explosive—over 600 mana from the intense mutual pleasure and emotional connection.

When we finally broke apart from sixty-nine, both gasping desperately and trembling with exhaustion, we repositioned for scissoring. Vicky’s right leg went over my left, our bodies forming an X, our pussies pressed directly together, our clits aligned perfectly. We started grinding—slow at first, finding the right angle and pressure, then faster as we discovered the perfect rhythm.

The friction was incredible. Our soaking wet pussies sliding slickly against each other, lips spreading and meshing, clits rubbing directly with each grind of our hips. The visual was intensely erotic—her pale, freckled body against my tanned skin, her red hair against my platinum blonde, her natural tits bouncing against my huge fake ones. I watched our pussies grind together, watched her face contort with pleasure, her mouth open in a constant moan, watched her breasts bounce and jiggle with each movement of her hips.

“Em—fuck—this is so good—I can feel your clit on mine—”

“I know—god—don’t stop—keep grinding—”

We ground harder, faster, our hips moving in perfect synchronization, chasing our final climaxes together. Our wetness mixed, creating slick friction, obscene wet sounds filling the room. When we came, it was simultaneous—both of us crying out each other’s names, our pussies spasming and clenching against each other, our bodies shaking violently. The orgasm seemed to last forever, rolling through us in synchronized waves of pleasure that kept building and building.

The mana surge was the biggest yet: +800 mana from perfect sexual synchronization with emotional bond.

We collapsed together afterward, sweaty and satisfied, tangled in each other’s limbs. Vicky pulled me close, my head on her chest, her hand stroking my hair.

“That was…” she started.

“Perfect,” I finished.

“Yeah.” She kissed the top of my head. “Em… I know this complicates things. We’re roommates, we work together, we’re both in the life. But I can’t pretend I don’t have feelings for you.”

My heart squeezed. “I have feelings for you too.”

“So what do we do?”

“We figure it out. Together.” I lifted my head to look at her. “I’m not good at relationships. I’ve never been. But I want to try. With you.”

“I want that too.” She smiled, and it lit up her whole face. “We’ll take it slow. Keep being roommates. Keep working. But also… this. Us.”

“Us.” I liked the sound of that.

We fell asleep tangled together, exhausted and content. For the first time in months, I felt safe. Not alone. Not just a body to be used.

Loved.



Day 189, 11 AM. I woke to Vicky’s fingers tracing patterns on my stomach, her body pressed against my back, spooning me.

“Morning,” she murmured against my neck.

“Morning.” I turned in her arms to face her. Morning light made her red hair glow like fire. “Sleep well?”

“Best sleep in months.” She kissed me softly. “You?”

“Same.”

We lay there for a while, just holding each other. No rush. No clients waiting. Just us.

Eventually I checked my phone and opened the Power App:

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - POWER PROFILE        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 189                           ║
║ Magic Level: 48 → 50 (+2)         ║
║ Mana: 2100/8000                   ║
║                                    ║
║ Last Night Statistics:            ║
║ - Orgasms: 8 (with Vicky)         ║
║ - Mana Generated: 2100            ║
║ - Connection Bonus: ACTIVE        ║
║ - Emotional Multiplier: 2.5x      ║
║                                    ║
║ Relationship Status:              ║
║ - Vicky: ROMANTIC PARTNER         ║
║ - Bond Strength: 75/100           ║
║ - Compatibility: EXCELLENT        ║
║                                    ║
║ Succubus Notes:                   ║
║ Emotionally bonded partners       ║
║ generate significantly more mana  ║
║ than transactional encounters.    ║
║ Vicky may become a permanent mate.║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Emotional multiplier. Connection bonus. Romantic partner.

The app was recognizing what we’d done. What we’d become. And the mana generation was insane—2100 mana from one night, more than I’d generated from any escort session.

“Your app say anything interesting?” Vicky asked, seeing my expression.

“It says you’re my romantic partner. And that emotionally bonded partners generate more power than transactional sex.”

“So basically, falling in love with you makes you more powerful?”

“Apparently.”

She laughed. “Only you would have a magic system that rewards genuine emotion. Most succubi just feed on lust.”

“I’m not most succubi.” I kissed her. “I’m Emily. And I choose connection over empty pleasure.”

“Even though empty pleasure pays the bills?”

“Even though.” I sighed. “I still need to work. Bills are still due. Rent, expenses, my lifestyle—it all costs money.”

“I know. Me too.” She traced my jawline. “But maybe we can be each other’s refuge. When we come home from our respective clients, we can just… be us. No performance. No pretending.”

“I’d like that.”

We spent the rest of the morning in bed—talking, touching, making love again (slower this time, savoring it). The mana generation continued steadily, building my pool back up.

By noon, when we finally got up to shower and eat, I felt different. Lighter. Less hollow. The emptiness that usually accompanied my sex work had been filled—at least partially—by genuine connection.

Vicky was humming in the kitchen, making coffee wearing just one of my oversized t-shirts. I watched her from the bedroom doorway, and something in my chest ached with affection.

This was dangerous. Letting myself care about someone when my life was spiraling toward chaos. When my addiction to cocaine was growing. When my succubus transformation was accelerating. When I was filming porn and fucking strangers for money.

But fuck it. I deserved this. Deserved her. Deserved at least one good thing in my increasingly complicated life.

My phone buzzed. Text from Vincent: “Scene tomorrow. Interracial gangbang. Four BBC actors. $400. You in?”

Reality crashed back in. My porn career. My professional obligations.

I texted back: “Confirmed. Send details.”

Vicky looked over from the kitchen. “Work?”

“Porn shoot tomorrow. Gangbang scene.”

“Rough?”

“Probably. But it pays well.”

She walked over and wrapped her arms around me from behind, her head resting on my shoulder. “Just come home to me after, okay? No matter how bad it gets. Come home.”

“I will.” I turned in her arms to kiss her. “Always.”

We both knew the truth: our relationship was complicated. Messy. Two sex workers falling in love while selling their bodies to survive. But complicated was better than alone.

And right now, in this moment, with Vicky in my arms and genuine affection warming my chest, I felt like maybe—just maybe—I could survive this life.

Not just survive. Thrive.

With Vicky as my anchor, my refuge, my romantic partner in this insane new world I’d built.

The golden period was still ongoing. Money flowing. Power growing. Career building.

But now I had something more valuable than any of that.

I had love.

And that made all the difference.


Chapter 17: Seventh Magic Ritual - Succubus Training

Day 195. My mana pool was at 6800/8000—nearly full from a week of constant work. Escort clients, strip club performances, porn shoots, and passionate nights with Vicky had generated enormous power. I needed to extract some before I hit the ceiling.

I texted Vanessa: Ready for ritual seven. Mana at 6800.

Her reply came immediately: Perfect timing. Dr. Patel will join us. We’re going to teach you proper succubus feeding. 7 PM.

Dr. Patel too? This was going to be interesting.

I arrived at Vanessa’s lab at 6:45 PM, nervous and curious. When she opened the door, I saw Dr. Patel already there—both women dressed in simple robes, clearly prepared for the ritual.

“Emily.” Vanessa smiled, her red hair loose around her shoulders. “You look stunning as always.”

I’d worn a simple dress over matching lingerie, my platinum blonde hair styled in loose waves, makeup perfect. Professional prostitute appearance had become my default.

“Thanks. So what’s different about this ritual?”

Dr. Patel stepped forward, her dark eyes warm. “We’re going to teach you succubus feeding properly. You’ve been generating mana through sex, but you haven’t learned to consciously extract energy from your partners. Tonight we fix that.”

“How?”

Vanessa led me to the ritual room. The setup was familiar—the mechanical table with triple-dildo attachments—but there were two additional mats placed in a circle around it. Candles marked cardinal points. Purple-pink mist already filled the air.

“You’ll be positioned on the table as usual,” Vanessa explained. “Triple penetration to generate maximum mana. But Dr. Patel and I will create a magical circle around you. When you orgasm, instead of just releasing mana into the talisman, you’ll learn to channel it consciously through the circle. We’ll feed on your energy while simultaneously feeding you back our own. It’s an energy loop—sustainable, powerful, and exactly what succubi do with their mates.”

My pussy clenched at the description. “So you’re both going to… feed on me?”

“And you’ll feed on us,” Dr. Patel confirmed. “That’s the key. Succubi aren’t parasites—we’re symbiotic. We give as much as we take. That’s what makes the bond so powerful.”

“Strip and position yourself,” Vanessa instructed.

I undressed slowly, folding my clothes on a chair. When I was naked—platinum blonde hair cascading over my shoulders, 35DD breasts full and heavy, smooth pussy already glistening—both women stared openly.

“You’ve transformed completely,” Dr. Patel murmured. “You’re beautiful, Emily. A perfect succubus form.”

I climbed onto the table and positioned myself in the familiar setup: lying on my back, head tilted back for throat access, legs spread in stirrups for pussy access, ass elevated for anal access. The triple-dildo machines moved into position automatically.

Vanessa and Dr. Patel shed their robes, revealing their naked bodies. Vanessa’s pale skin and red hair, athletic build with 34C breasts. Dr. Patel’s brown skin, softer curves, natural 36D breasts. Both beautiful. Both aroused—I could see their nipples hardened, could smell their arousal mixing with the ritual incense.

They took positions on the mats, one on each side of the table, and began chanting in Latin. The purple-pink mist thickened. Energy crackled in the air. The runes on the walls blazed brighter.

“Beginning the ritual,” Vanessa announced.

The three dildos pressed against my holes simultaneously: throat, pussy, ass. Then they powered forward.

Eight inches down my throat. I gagged, choking, as the mechanical cock filled my airway completely. No air. Just thick rubber violating my mouth.

Nine inches in my pussy. The stretch was intense, the dildo angling perfectly to hit my G-spot with every thrust. My inner walls clenched around the invading shaft.

Seven inches in my ass. The anal penetration burned despite all my training, my asshole stretched wide around the thick toy.

All three holes filled. All three machines began thrusting in synchronized rhythm.

Triple-fucked. Completely violated. Utterly helpless.

And through my blurred, tear-filled vision, I saw Vanessa and Dr. Patel masturbating shamelessly. Both women had their hands between their legs, fingers buried knuckle-deep in their own pussies, pumping frantically, eyes locked hungrily on my triple-penetrated body being mechanically fucked.

“Focus, Emily,” Dr. Patel gasped, her voice strained with arousal, her chest heaving. “Feel the energy flowing from your core. Your arousal, your pleasure, the sensation of being completely filled—it’s all generating mana. But instead of letting it dissipate into the air, pull it through the circle. Channel it directly to us. Feed us your power.”

I couldn’t speak around the throat dildo—my mouth was stuffed full, my airway blocked. Could barely think through the overwhelming sensations bombarding me from three simultaneous penetrations. But I tried desperately to focus on the magical energy I could feel building in my core like a nuclear reaction.

Golden-purple light flared around my body in visible waves. The familiar mana surge building toward climax. But this time, instead of just releasing it randomly into the talisman, I pushed it outward consciously, following the ritual circle’s glowing energy pathways that connected all three of us.

Both women gasped loudly as the power hit them like a physical blow.

“Yes!” Vanessa moaned, her fingers speeding up dramatically on her clit, her other hand roughly groping her own breast. “That’s it! Feed us, Emily! Give us everything!”

The energy loop activated instantly. My mana flowed out of me in purple streams, pouring into both women, making them cry out sharply with sudden pleasure. And in return, their arousal fed back into me—a golden backlash that amplified my own sensations impossibly. The throat dildo seemed to pump deeper, hitting places I didn’t know existed. The pussy dildo hit my G-spot harder, with devastating precision. The anal dildo stretched me wider, forcing deeper into my guts.

Pleasure spiraled higher and higher in a feedback loop, feeding on itself endlessly, building toward something catastrophic.

I came violently, my entire body seizing rigid. My pussy convulsed hard around the thick shaft, inner walls clenching and releasing in rapid waves, squirting clear fluid that sprayed everywhere. My ass clenched desperately around the anal dildo, gripping it like a vice. My throat strangled the mechanical cock buried in my gullet, choking and gagging. And the mana explosion was unlike anything I’d ever experienced.

Golden energy blasted through the ritual circle in a visible shockwave, hitting both women simultaneously with devastating force. They both screamed, cumming in perfect unison, their bodies convulsing and shaking violently as they absorbed my massive power surge.

But the energy didn’t stop there—it bounced back from them, supercharged and amplified with their own sexual energy and magical essence, and slammed into me like a freight train. I came again immediately, a second orgasm crashing through me before the first had even faded, my body jerking and spasming.

The machines kept thrusting through it all. Relentless. Mechanical. Perfectly timed. No mercy.

Vanessa came again, her hand a desperate blur between her legs, her face flushed dark red, sweat dripping down her pale skin. “Fuck—Emily—you’re so powerful—I can’t—can’t stop cumming—”

Dr. Patel was chanting in Sanskrit or Hindi, words I didn’t recognize, her fingers buried deep in her pussy, pumping frantically. Her other hand pinched and twisted her nipple roughly. When she came this time, her entire body glowed with brilliant golden light, her aura visible even to my overwhelmed senses.

And that concentrated energy poured directly into me, triggering my third orgasm. Then my fourth. Then I lost count completely, lost in an endless cycle of cumming and being fucked and cumming again.

We were locked in a feedback loop of pleasure and power. Three women cumming over and over, feeding on each other’s energy, the ritual amplifying everything exponentially.

Time became meaningless. I might have been on that table for minutes or hours. All I knew was overwhelming, mind-shattering pleasure, wave after wave after wave.

Finally, mercifully, the machines began to slow. The dildos withdrew from all three holes simultaneously, leaving me gaping and empty. The energy loop gradually dissipated.

I lay gasping on the table, unable to move. Every muscle was limp. My mind was blank white static.

Vanessa and Dr. Patel climbed onto the table beside me, both equally destroyed. We lay in a tangle of limbs, all three of us trembling with aftershocks, sweat-slicked and spent.

“That…” Vanessa finally managed. “…was the most powerful ritual I’ve ever conducted.”

“Agreed,” Dr. Patel panted. “Emily, you generated at least 2000 mana during that session. And you learned to channel it consciously. That’s true succubus feeding.”

I tried to speak but only managed a whimper. My throat was raw from the dildo, my pussy aching, my ass burning.

Dr. Patel sat up slowly and cast a healing spell—warm golden light washed over all three of us, soothing the worst of the soreness. Not complete healing, but enough to function.

“The spells,” I croaked. “You said I’d learn new spells.”

“Right.” Vanessa retrieved two scrolls from a cabinet, her legs still shaky. “Two combat spells this time. First: Berserker Rage. Eight hundred mana cost. Grants superhuman strength and speed for five minutes. Useful if you’re ever in danger—you could literally tear a man apart with your bare hands.”

She demonstrated, her body suddenly glowing red, muscles bulging unnaturally. She punched the air and the force of the blow made a cracking sound. Then she released the spell and returned to normal.

“Second: Cure Disease. One thousand mana cost. Removes any STD, virus, or bacterial infection from your body. Essential for sex work—you can fuck bareback if you want, then cleanse yourself after. No risk.”

She cast it on herself, golden light pulsing. “See? Clean. Always.”

Berserker Rage and Cure Disease. Perfect additions to my arsenal. The first for protection, the second for prostitution safety.

“Practice them,” Dr. Patel instructed. “Master them. You’ll need both.”

I managed to sit up, my body still trembling. “That energy loop… can I do that with anyone?”

“With any sexual partner, yes. But it works best with other magical beings or people you have strong emotional bonds with.” Dr. Patel smiled. “Vicky, for example. Your romantic partner. Try feeding with her—you’ll both benefit enormously.”

Vanessa helped me dress, her touch gentle and affectionate. “You did incredibly well tonight, Emi. Most succubi take years to learn conscious feeding. You mastered it in one session.”

“Because I’m desperate for power?”

“Because it’s your nature.” She kissed me softly. “You’re becoming what you were always meant to be.”

I left the lab barely able to walk, my holes gaping and sore despite the healing spell, my mind reeling from the intensity. But the power surge was undeniable:

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - POWER PROFILE        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 195                           ║
║ Magic Level: 50 → 52 (+2)         ║
║ Mana: 5000/8000 (pool capacity confirmed) ║
║                                    ║
║ Ritual Seven Results:             ║
║ - Mana Generated: 2000            ║
║ - Mana Extracted: 1800            ║
║ - Feeding Mastery: ACHIEVED       ║
║                                    ║
║ New Spells:                       ║
║ - Berserker Rage (800 mana)       ║
║ - Cure Disease (1000 mana)        ║
║                                    ║
║ Succubus Training: 80% Complete   ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

I’d learned to feed consciously. To create energy loops with partners. To channel mana intentionally rather than just releasing it randomly.

I was becoming a true succubus.

And the scariest part? I was starting to love it.

Walking home through the late-night Manhattan streets, I felt powerful. Not just physically, but magically. Sexually. I was a being designed for pleasure and power, and I was finally learning to use both effectively.

Vicky was asleep when I got home, but she stirred when I climbed into bed beside her.

“How’d it go?” she mumbled sleepily.

“Intense. I’ll tell you tomorrow.” I pulled her close. “But I learned something important. I can feed on you—share energy during sex. Make us both stronger.”

“Mmm. Sounds fun.” She kissed my shoulder. “Try it next time.”

“I will.”

We fell asleep tangled together, and for the first time since my transformation, I felt like I truly understood what I was becoming.

Not human. Not male. Not even just female.

Succubus. Sexual being. Power through pleasure. Feeding through fucking.

And I was going to master every aspect of it.


Chapter 18: The Five-Man Gangbang

Day 200, 8 PM. I stood outside the luxury hotel suite in Midtown, my heart hammering. This wasn’t a typical escort booking. This was special.

Five clients. One girl. $700 total payment.

The madam had called me personally: “Emily, I have a group booking. Five businessmen, corporate event, they want one girl for all of them. Ninety minutes, everything on the table. They’re paying $700 total, you get $500 after my cut. Interested?”

Five hundred dollars for ninety minutes. That was insane money. More than I usually made in two full nights of work.

“I’m in,” I’d said without hesitation.

Now, standing at the door in a tight red dress that barely contained my 35DD breasts, platinum blonde hair cascading down my back, makeup perfect, I felt a rush of nerves and excitement.

Five cocks. All for me. All at once.

I knocked.

The door opened. A man in his forties—distinguished, salt-and-pepper hair, expensive suit—smiled. “Emily?”

“Yes.”

“Come in. We’ve been expecting you.”

I stepped into the suite. Massive. Penthouse-level luxury. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Manhattan. King bed visible through an open doorway. And in the living area, four more men stood waiting.

They ranged in age from late twenties to early fifties. Diverse: two white, one black, one Asian, one Latino. All dressed in business attire. All staring at me with undisguised hunger.

“Gentlemen, this is Emily,” the first man—clearly the leader—announced. “Emily, we’re celebrating a successful merger. Big money, big night. We wanted something… memorable.”

“I’ll be memorable,” I promised, my voice sultry and confident.

The black man—tall, maybe six-four, early thirties—grinned. “I like her already.”

“Rules are simple,” the leader continued. “Ninety minutes. We all get a turn. You’re okay with everything?”

I nodded. I’d already discussed limits with the madam: vaginal, anal, oral, multiple partners, all acceptable. The only hard limit was safety—condoms required unless they wanted to pay triple (they’d declined).

“Then let’s get started.” He loosened his tie. “Strip for us, Emily. Show us what we paid for.”

I set my purse down and began to undress slowly, making a show of it. The dress came off first, revealing matching red lingerie that barely covered my huge fake tits and smooth pussy. The men murmured appreciation.

Bra next. I unclasped it and let my 35DD breasts spill free. They bounced heavily, nipples already hard from arousal and anticipation.

“Jesus,” the Asian man breathed. “Those are perfect.”

“They’re fake,” I said, cupping them. “But they’re mine.”

Panties last. I slid them down my legs, revealing my completely waxed pussy. Stood before them naked except for my heels.

Five men. All staring. All aroused—I could see bulges forming in their pants.

“Kneel,” the leader commanded.

I knelt in the center of the room. They formed a circle around me, all five unzipping and pulling out their cocks.

Seven inches. Eight inches. Ten inches. Eight and a half. Nine inches.

A variety of sizes, all hard, all pointing at my face. I was surrounded by cock.

“Start sucking,” the leader said. “Rotate. Give each of us equal attention.”

I reached for the nearest cock—the Latino man’s thick eight-incher—and wrapped my lips around it. He groaned as I took him deep, my tongue working the underside. I sucked for maybe twenty seconds, then moved to the next cock. The Asian man’s seven inches. Then the black man’s massive ten-incher that made my jaw ache. Then the younger white guy’s nine inches. Then the leader’s eight and a half.

Round and round. Cock after cock in my mouth.

They were patient at first, letting me control the pace. But gradually they became more aggressive. Hands tangled in my platinum blonde hair. Hips thrust forward, fucking my face. I gagged on the black man’s huge cock, tears streaming from my eyes, but I didn’t pull away.

After ten minutes of blowjobs, the leader said, “Bed. Time for the main event.”

They led me to the bedroom. The young white guy lay on his back on the king bed, his nine-inch cock standing straight up.

“Ride him,” the leader ordered.

I climbed onto the bed and straddled the young guy, his nine-inch cock standing straight up. I positioned his thick head at my entrance—I was already dripping wet, my pussy soaking from the degradation and anticipation. I sank down slowly, my wet lips spreading wide around his girth as I took him inch by inch. Five inches. Seven inches. All nine inches disappeared into my cunt until I was sitting on his lap, completely impaled.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hands gripping my hips hard. “You’re so fucking tight. Your pussy is gripping my cock like a vice.”

I started riding him, lifting myself almost all the way off before slamming back down, taking his full length with each bounce. My huge fake tits bounced wildly with each movement, jiggling obscenely. The other four men watched, stroking their cocks slowly, their eyes locked on my bouncing tits and the sight of my pussy swallowing the young guy’s shaft over and over.

After five minutes of hard riding, the young guy’s rhythm faltered. He grunted and thrust up hard, burying himself deep. His cock pulsed inside me, filling the condom with his load. I felt him twitch and jerk as he emptied himself.

I climbed off him—his cock sliding out with a wet sound—and the Latino man immediately took his place on the bed, pulling me down into missionary position. His thick eight inches pressed against my entrance and he thrust inside in one smooth stroke. The girth stretched me differently than the last guy, his cock hitting spots deep inside that made me gasp.

He fucked me hard and fast—his hips slapping against mine, his heavy balls hitting my ass with each thrust. My huge breasts bounced wildly between us, jiggling with the rhythm. My moans echoed through the suite, getting louder as he pounded me. When he came with a groan, the Asian man was already moving into position, not giving me a second to recover.

Three cocks in my pussy. One after another. No rest. No mercy.

The Asian man was gentler but thorough, his seven inches sliding into my well-fucked pussy easily. He made love to me rather than just fucking me—slow, deep strokes with eye contact, his hands caressing my body. His seven inches felt almost small after the previous two, but he knew exactly how to use it—angling his hips to make his cockhead drag across my G-spot perfectly with each stroke. The focused stimulation built my pleasure rapidly. I came while he was inside me, my pussy clenching hard around his shaft, my back arching off the bed.

First orgasm. +100 mana.

When he finished and pulled out, the black man—the biggest of them all—stepped up. “My turn. But I want that ass.”

He flipped me over roughly onto my stomach, yanking my hips up so my ass was raised high, face pressed into the mattress. He spread my ass cheeks wide with both hands, examining my tight hole. Then he grabbed the lube bottle and squeezed a generous amount directly onto my asshole, the cool gel making me shiver. His thick fingers worked the lube inside, one finger pushing past my sphincter, then two, scissoring to spread me open.

Then his massive ten-inch cock pressed against my lubed asshole—thick, blunt, insistent.

“Relax and breathe through it,” he murmured, his deep voice strangely gentle for what was about to happen.

I cast Pain Block silently—1000 mana investment, but absolutely worth it for taking ten inches in my ass. The spell activated instantly and all potential pain vanished. When he started pushing forward, I felt intense pressure and fullness but no discomfort.

Ten inches of thick black cock slowly invaded my ass. My sphincter stretched impossibly wide around his girth, the ring of muscle forced to accommodate his massive size. He fed it in inch by inch—three inches making me gasp, five inches making my eyes water, seven inches making me feel impossibly full. When he was fully seated—all ten inches buried balls-deep in my asshole, his heavy balls pressed against my pussy—I felt like I might split in half.

“Goddamn,” he grunted, his voice tight with pleasure. “This ass is fucking perfect. So tight. Gripping my whole cock.”

He started fucking me slowly at first, pulling back a few inches then driving forward, letting my ass adjust to his size. Then gradually he increased his pace, his rhythm building. Soon he was pounding my asshole with long, deep strokes that drove the air from my lungs. His thick shaft stretched my rim wide with each withdrawal, then filled me completely with each thrust. I buried my face in the pillows and moaned continuously, the sensation intense and overwhelming—my ass being thoroughly used, claimed, dominated.

I came again—the prostate stimulation plus the degradation triggering a massive anal orgasm.

Second orgasm. +150 mana.

When the black man finally came—his ten-inch cock buried deep in my guts, his whole body going rigid—he filled the condom with what felt like a massive load, his cock pulsing and jerking inside my ass. He pulled out slowly and I felt my gaping asshole try to close, twitching and winking.

The leader stepped forward. “Now for the finale. Airtight.”

Airtight. All three holes filled simultaneously. The ultimate degradation.

They positioned me with practiced efficiency: the young white guy lay on his back again, recovered and hard. I straddled him in reverse cowgirl, facing away, my back to his chest. His nine-inch cock slid easily back into my well-fucked pussy—I was so wet and stretched that he sank in to the hilt with one smooth motion. Behind me, the Latino man positioned himself, his thick eight inches pressing against my asshole—already gaped and loosened from the black man’s assault. He pushed inside and I gasped as my ass was filled again, the burn returning. And finally the leader stepped in front of me, his eight-and-a-half-inch cock at face level. I opened my mouth obediently and he pushed inside, the thick shaft sliding over my tongue and hitting the back of my throat.

Three cocks. Three holes. All at once.

They coordinated and pushed in together on a count of three. Pussy completely filled with nine inches. Ass completely stuffed with eight thick inches. Throat violated and blocked by eight and a half inches.

I couldn’t breathe around the cock in my mouth. Couldn’t move with cocks pinning me in place from three directions. Could only feel the overwhelming sensation of being completely used—three hard cocks penetrating me simultaneously, stretching every hole, claiming every opening my body offered.

They found a rhythm—thrusting in alternating waves so I was never empty, always filled. When the throat cock pulled back to let me gasp air, the pussy and ass cocks drove deep. When they withdrew slightly, the throat cock plunged back down my gullet. Constant penetration. Relentless use.

The pleasure was transcendent. My pussy and ass were stretched beyond normal capacity, the thin wall between them pressed thin, the friction from both cocks moving inside me creating sparks of sensation that radiated through my entire core. The throat fucking made me gag and choke continuously, drool spilling around the thick shaft, adding an edge of breathless panic that somehow amplified everything.

I came hard while they triple-penetrated me—once from the dual penetration in my pussy and ass stimulating every nerve ending simultaneously, my holes clenching around both cocks. Then again from the sheer degradation and complete submission of it all—being airtight-fucked, being used in every possible way, being reduced to three holes for their pleasure.

Third and fourth orgasms. +300 mana total.

They rotated positions, giving each man a chance at each hole. I lost track of who was where—just knew I was constantly filled, constantly being fucked, constantly on the edge of another orgasm.

Finally, after what felt like hours but was probably twenty minutes, they pulled out.

“Kneel,” the leader commanded again.

I knelt in the center of the bed, swaying slightly, completely destroyed. All five men stood around me, stroking their cocks frantically.

“Open your mouth. Eyes on us.”

I opened wide, tongue out, looking up at them with my big blue eyes. The perfect porn star finish.

The leader came first—thick ropes of cum shooting onto my face, into my open mouth, across my cheeks. Then the black man, his load massive, covering my forehead and hair. The Asian man came on my tits. The Latino man added more to my face. The young guy finished in my mouth, cum pooling on my tongue.

Five loads. Covering me completely.

Cum dripped from my face, my hair, my breasts. I could taste it, smell it, feel its warmth coating my skin. I’d been thoroughly used and marked by all five men.

I came one final time—untouched, just from the overwhelming degradation and submission of being their cum dumpster.

Fifth orgasm. +50 mana.

Total mana generation: 600 mana from five orgasms during the session.

They stepped back, admiring their work. I knelt there, covered in their cum, breathing hard, my body trembling with aftershocks.

“Fucking incredible,” the black man said.

The leader pulled out his wallet and counted bills. “Five hundred. As promised.”

Five hundred dollars. For ninety minutes of work.

I cleaned up in the suite’s bathroom—the shower washing away the evidence—then dressed and collected my money. Walking out at 9:30 PM, I felt powerful despite the exhaustion.

I’d just been gangbanged by five men. Taken five cocks in every hole. Been airtight-penetrated. Bukkake-finished. And walked away with $500 cash and 600 mana generated.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - POWER PROFILE        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 200                           ║
║ Magic Level: 52 → 53 (+1)         ║
║ Mana: 7200/8000 (after gangbang)  ║
║                                    ║
║ Gangbang Statistics:              ║
║ - Partners: 5 men simultaneously  ║
║ - Orgasms: 5                      ║
║ - Mana Generated: 600             ║
║ - Payment: $500                   ║
║ - Duration: 90 minutes            ║
║                                    ║
║ Bank Account: $21,300             ║
║ Sexual Partners Total: 71         ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Walking home through the Manhattan night, I felt the familiar hollowness returning. Yes, I’d made incredible money. Yes, I’d generated massive power. But I’d also just let five strangers use every hole in my body for ninety minutes.

This is what I’m built for now, I reminded myself. Being filled by multiple cocks. Being used. And I’m good at it.

The succubus training was working. I could feed during sex now, extracting energy consciously. The gangbang had been efficient—maximum mana for maximum effort.

But underneath the professional detachment, a small voice whispered: How many more? How many more cocks? How many more strangers? When does it end?

I pushed the thought away and counted my cash. $500. Added to my savings: $21,300 total now.

I was wealthy. Powerful. Beautiful. Desired.

And utterly exhausted.

When I got home, Vicky took one look at me and pulled me into her arms.

“Rough night?”

“Five men. Gangbang. Made five hundred.”

“Jesus, Em.” She guided me to the couch. “You need to slow down.”

“I need the money. The power.”

“You need to survive.” She kissed my forehead. “Come on. Let me take care of you.”

She ran me a hot bath, helped me undress, washed my hair gently. The tenderness after the brutality was jarring. When we finally climbed into bed together, she held me close.

“I love you,” she whispered, as she always did after hard nights.

“I love you too,” I whispered back, meaning it more each time.

At least I had this. At least I had her.

Even as my professional life spiraled deeper into degradation, I had one genuine connection. One person who saw me as more than a set of holes to fill.

It had to be enough.

Because tomorrow, I’d go back to work. More clients. More cocks. More money. More power.

The machine kept running.

And I was its willing fuel.


Chapter 19: The Crystal Dream

Day 205, 11 PM. After another exhausting escort shift—three clients, $800 earned, 400 mana generated—I collapsed into bed fully clothed. My body ached despite Pain Block. My mind buzzed with residual arousal and exhaustion. The small bag of cocaine I’d bought sat on my nightstand, partially used since I’d started buying my own supply regularly around Day 200.

Cocaine system: 30/100. At the addiction threshold—functionally addicted but still managing.

I stared at it for a long moment, craving warring with exhaustion. I’d used it three times now over the past five days—once on Day 200, once before a strip club shift, once before an elite client. Each time, the performance was perfect. Enhanced. Superhuman.

But tonight, exhaustion was stronger. I turned away from the bag, pulled a pillow over my head, and fell into restless sleep.



The dream began beautifully.

I was in a penthouse suite—not just any suite, but one made entirely of white marble and crystal. The walls sparkled. The floor glowed with soft golden light. Floor-to-ceiling windows showed a Manhattan skyline that was too perfect, too bright, like a postcard come to life.

And on a glass table in the center of the room sat a mountain of white crystal powder. Not cocaine—something else. Something that glowed faintly with purple-gold light.

I walked toward it, drawn by instinct. My reflection in the table’s surface showed me as I was: platinum blonde, 35DD breasts, perfect makeup, designer lingerie. But when I leaned over the powder, breathing in its faint shimmer, I felt hunger.

Succubus hunger. But amplified. Desperate.

A voice—neither male nor female, coming from everywhere and nowhere—whispered: “This is power. This is beauty. This is everything you’ve been seeking. Take it.”

I didn’t hesitate. I leaned down and snorted a line of the glowing powder.

The rush was instantaneous and overwhelming—like cocaine but multiplied by a thousand. Every nerve in my body exploded with pleasure. My skin began to glow with golden light. My breasts swelled larger—35DD becoming 36E becoming 38F—heavy and perfect and impossible to ignore. My pussy flooded with wetness, dripping down my thighs. My face became supernaturally beautiful, my eyes sparkling with purple light, my lips full and inviting.

I was becoming a goddess.

And then the men appeared.

They materialized from thin air—five, ten, twenty men surrounding me. All attractive, all naked, all with hard cocks pointing at me with desperate need. Their eyes were glazed with worship.

“Please,” one begged. “Let us fuck you. Let us worship you.”

I laughed—a sound like bells and honey—and opened my arms.

They descended on me like a wave. Hands everywhere. Mouths on my breasts, my neck, my pussy. Cocks pressed against my lips, my hands, every available surface. I was lifted, positioned, penetrated.

One man slid his nine-inch cock into my pussy—the stretch was perfect, pleasure without pain. Another pressed his eight inches into my ass—I felt full but not hurt. A third pushed into my mouth—I deepthroated him effortlessly, no gag reflex. My hands stroked two more cocks simultaneously.

Five cocks. All holes filled. Both hands occupied.

And I came immediately—a supernova of pleasure that generated visible golden energy pouring out of my body in waves. The men absorbed my mana, their eyes glowing brighter, their cocks hardening further.

But instead of depleting me, the orgasm recharged me. I was an infinite battery. Endless pleasure, endless power, endless feeding.

They rotated. More men appeared. I fucked ten men, twenty men, fifty men. Lost count. Lost time. There was only sensation: cocks filling me, hands groping me, mouths worshipping me. And with each orgasm, I grew more beautiful, more powerful, more addicted to the sensation.

I crawled back to the crystal powder table between sessions and snorted another line. The rush renewed. My breasts swelled even larger—now watermelon-sized, defying gravity, capped with nipples that leaked glowing liquid instead of milk. The liquid was the same purple-gold as the powder.

Men licked the liquid from my breasts and their eyes rolled back in ecstasy. They were feeding on me. And I was feeding on them. An endless loop.



But then the dream began to twist.

I noticed one of the men—a businessman I’d just fucked—looked different after I came on his cock. His skin was translucent. I could see through him slightly, like he was fading.

“More,” he begged, his voice hollow. “Please. More.”

I fucked him again. Another orgasm. More energy extracted.

His skin became transparent. His bones visible. His eyes dimming.

And then he vanished completely—dissolved into mist that I inhaled, feeding on his essence.

I’d drained him entirely.

I looked around. All the men I’d fucked were becoming transparent. Ghost-men, hollow shells, their life force consumed by my succubus feeding enhanced by the crystal powder.

But I couldn’t stop. The craving was too strong. I needed more. More cocks, more pleasure, more feeding.

I snorted another line of powder. My breasts swelled to beach ball size, obscenely huge, leaking rivers of glowing liquid. My pussy was gaping and yet still tight, magical, perfect. My ass could accommodate any size. My throat had infinite depth.

I was becoming a consumption machine.

More ghost-men appeared—translucent from the start, desperate, begging. I fucked them all, draining them, making them disappear. The room filled with their screams and moans, a cacophony of desperation.

The white crystal palace began to crumble.

Walls developed cracks. The golden light flickered. The perfect Manhattan skyline outside the windows shattered like glass, revealing absolute darkness beneath.

I tried to stop, but my body moved on its own. Crawling to the powder. Snorting another line. Feeling the rush. Seeking another cock.

Addiction had taken control.



The nightmare accelerated.

I looked at my hands and they were covered in white powder residue. But when I tried to brush it off, my skin came away with it—flaking, peeling, revealing raw flesh beneath.

The money I’d earned—stacks of hundreds piled on a nearby table—began transforming into white powder before my eyes. All my wealth, all my success, turning into the substance that was destroying me.

I tried to gather the bills but they dissolved in my hands, blowing away like ash.

Vicky appeared in the doorway—but wrong. Her face was gaunt, eyes hollow, like the drained ghost-men.

“Emily,” she whispered. “You’re killing yourself. You’re killing us.”

I reached for her but she faded before I could touch her.

Vanessa materialized next, her red hair wild, her expression horrified.

“I warned you,” she said, her voice echoing strangely. “Succubi and cocaine. Gasoline on fire. You’re burning, Emily.”

Her body erupted in flames—not painful, just symbolic—and she vanished.

Dr. Patel appeared, shaking her head sadly. “You were supposed to master feeding, not be consumed by it.”

Gone.

Katie, Lucas, the elite clients, Uncle Nick—all appearing and disappearing, their faces disappointed or pitying or disgusted.

The floor beneath me began to crack and crumble. I looked down and saw the white marble was actually compressed cocaine—the entire palace built from the drug that was destroying me.

I crawled to a mirror—one of the few things still intact—and screamed.

My reflection showed a hag: platinum hair falling out in clumps, breasts deflated and saggy despite their impossible size, face gaunt and aged decades, eyes sunken and dead. The supernatural beauty the powder had given me was consuming me from inside.

I tried to cast healing spells. Regenerate. Cure Disease. Pain Block.

Nothing worked. My mana pool was empty—a vast void where power used to be. I’d fed it all to the addiction, to the endless consumption, to the crystal dream.

The floor gave way completely.

I fell into infinite darkness, screaming, clawing at empty air. The white powder that had made me powerful was inside me now, eating me alive, turning my organs to dust.

As I fell, the darkness resolved into a face below me—Michael’s face, staring up with sad, knowing eyes.

His lips moved, forming words I couldn’t hear over the rushing wind. But I could read them:

“I told you this would happen. I told you to stop. But you wouldn’t listen.”

His face grew larger as I fell toward it—or was I falling into myself? Into the void where Michael used to be, the space I’d filled with Emily, with prostitution, with magic, with cocaine.

I was falling into my own emptiness.

The last thing I saw before impact was the crystal powder pouring out of my own eyes, my nose, my mouth—the addiction literally bleeding out of me as I disintegrated—



I jolted awake with a gasping scream.

Day 206, 3 AM.

My heart hammered against my ribs. Sweat drenched my sheets, my clothes, my hair. My jaw ached—I’d been grinding my teeth violently in my sleep.

And my pussy was soaked. I’d cum at some point during the dream, probably multiple times. The power app on my phone showed:

Mana: 7500/8000 (+400 from sleep orgasms)
Warning: Unconscious mana generation detected

The dream had been so intense it had generated real power.

I sat up slowly, my whole body trembling. The dream’s images were already fading—the way dreams do—but the emotions remained. Fear. Horror. The visceral sense of falling into emptiness.

And there, on my nightstand exactly where I’d left it, sat the small bag of white powder.

Real cocaine. Not glowing crystal. Not magical. Just drugs.

I stared at it for a long moment.

This is what kills you, a voice whispered—Michael’s voice, or my subconscious, or some last shred of self-preservation. This is how the golden period ends. This is how you lose everything.

My hand reached out automatically—muscle memory, craving, addiction already forming neural pathways.

I caught myself. Pulled back. Fist clenched.

I don’t need it. I’m in control.

But even as I thought it, I felt the craving—physical, undeniable, growing. Not overwhelming yet. Not unbearable. But there. A constant background hum of want.

I forced myself to look away from the bag. Looked at my phone instead. 3:17 AM. Too early to be awake. Too wired to sleep.

I got up, went to the bathroom, splashed cold water on my face. Stared at my reflection—still beautiful, platinum blonde, no visible aging. The dream had been symbolic, not literal.

But the warning was real.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - PSYCHOLOGICAL STATE ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 206 (3 AM)                   ║
║ Cocaine System: 30/100 (ADDICTED) ║
║ Awareness: HEIGHTENED             ║
║                                    ║
║ Dream Analysis:                   ║
║ - Subconscious warning: SEVERE    ║
║ - Addiction recognition: YES      ║
║ - Willingness to stop: UNCERTAIN  ║
║                                    ║
║ Current Status:                   ║
║ - Craving present: YES            ║
║ - Can resist: FOR NOW             ║
║ - Denial weakening: SLIGHTLY      ║
║                                    ║
║ Prognosis: DANGEROUS              ║
║ Trajectory: DOWNWARD              ║
║ Time until next use: <48 hours   ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

I went back to bed but couldn’t sleep. Lay there staring at the ceiling, feeling the craving pulse in my veins like a second heartbeat.

I should throw it away, I thought. Right now. Flush it. Be done.

But I didn’t.

Because what if I needed it? What if I had an elite client who expected it? What if a performance required that edge?

The rationalizations were perfect. The addiction was progressing.

And the scariest part was knowing—truly knowing from the dream’s visceral horror—that this would destroy me eventually.

But not yet. Not tonight. I was still in control.

I could stop whenever I wanted.

Just not now.

I finally fell back asleep around 5 AM, the bag of cocaine still sitting on my nightstand like a coiled snake, waiting.

The dream didn’t return that night.

But the craving remained.

And tomorrow, I’d work again. More clients. More money. More power.

And probably—almost certainly—more cocaine.

Because the golden period demanded it. Because my succubus nature craved enhanced feeding. Because I was too deep to turn back now.

The crystal dream had been a warning.

I chose to ignore it.

And that choice would define everything that came next.


Chapter 20: Zola’s Strapon Domination

Day 210, 8 PM. I knocked on Zola’s dorm room door with my heart pounding. It had been over a week since our last session—she’d been busy with exams—but her text this morning had been clear: “Tonight. 8 PM. Wear something easy to remove. This is going to be intense.”

The door opened. Zola stood there in black leather pants and a sports bra, her braided hair pulled back, dark eyes gleaming with predatory hunger.

“You’re late,” she said, though I was exactly on time.

“Sorry, Mistress.”

She grabbed my wrist and pulled me inside, locking the door behind me. “Strip. Everything.”

I undressed quickly, my hands shaking slightly. The dress came off. Bra next, my 35DD breasts spilling free. Panties last, revealing my smooth waxed pussy. I stood naked before her, vulnerable and exposed.

Zola circled me slowly, appraising. “You’ve been busy. More clients? More cocks?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. That makes you nice and flexible.” She retrieved something from her closet—a black leather harness with a massive dildo attached. The dildo was easily ten inches long and thick, realistic in every detail, black as midnight.

My pussy clenched at the sight.

“You know what this is?” Zola asked, strapping the harness around her hips, adjusting it until the dildo jutted out obscenely.

“A strapon, Mistress.”

“Not just any strapon. This is ten inches of pure domination. And tonight, I’m going to fuck you with it until you remember exactly who you belong to.” She pointed at the bed. “Face down. Ass up. Spread those legs wide.”

I climbed onto her bed and positioned myself as ordered: face pressed into the pillow, ass raised high, legs spread shoulder-width apart. The position was humiliating and vulnerable—my pussy and asshole completely exposed to her gaze.

Zola’s hand smacked my ass hard. I yelped.

“You’ve been taking cocks all week, haven’t you? Letting strangers fuck these holes. But tonight, you’re mine. You understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it. Who do you belong to?”

“I belong to you, Mistress Zola.”

“Good girl.” She retrieved a bottle of lube and I heard her squirting it generously. Then her lubed fingers were at my asshole, circling the tight ring, pressing inside.

I gasped as two fingers penetrated me, stretching me open. She worked them in and out roughly, adding a third finger without warning. The stretch burned despite all my anal training.

“You’re going to take all ten inches,” Zola said conversationally, scissoring her fingers inside me. “And you’re going to love it. Because that’s what good slaves do—they love whatever their Mistress gives them.”

She withdrew her fingers and I felt the blunt head of the strapon press against my asshole. Huge. Intimidating. Relentless.

I cast Pain Block silently—1000 mana investment, but absolutely necessary for what was coming. The spell activated instantly just as Zola began pushing forward with her hips.

The ten-inch dildo invaded my ass slowly but inexorably, the thick head forcing my sphincter to spread impossibly wide. The stretch was enormous—far bigger than any real cock I’d taken anally, bigger even than Vanessa’s thickest ritual dildo. My ring of muscle strained against the invasion, burning, then finally surrendered with a pop. The thick black shaft began sliding deeper into my guts, filling me inch by relentless inch.

“Take it all,” Zola commanded, her hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave bruises, using them as leverage to drive the massive dildo deeper. “Take every fucking inch in that slutty ass.”

Four inches—I could feel it deep inside me. Five—my breath came in gasps. Six—the fullness was overwhelming. The dildo kept going, feeding deeper and deeper into my stretched asshole. Seven inches—I felt impossibly full. Eight—I whimpered into the pillow. Nine—surely that was all? But no—Zola kept pushing. When she finally seated that last brutal inch—all ten inches of thick black strapon buried completely balls-deep in my ass, the base pressed flush against my cheeks—I was gasping desperately for breath, my entire body trembling violently.

“Perfect,” Zola breathed. “Look at you. Completely filled. Completely owned.”

She pulled back and slammed forward.

The fucking began in earnest. Zola pulled the strapon almost all the way out—my stretched rim clinging to it desperately—then slammed forward, driving all ten inches back into my guts in one brutal thrust. She established a punishing rhythm, pounding my ass with long, savage strokes. The strapon pistoned in and out with mechanical precision, each thrust driving impossibly deep, the thick head hitting my P-spot over and over, sending jolts of dark pleasure mixed with overwhelmed sensation through my entire core.

“You’re my bitch,” she grunted, her pace increasing steadily, her hips slapping loudly against my ass cheeks. “My good whore. My pathetic slut. Taking my cock in your ass like the trained whore you are.”

The degrading words mixed perfectly with the physical sensation—the overwhelming fullness of ten inches in my guts, the friction of the strapon dragging against my stretched rim, the psychological submission of being thoroughly dominated. Despite Pain Block eliminating all the hurt, the psychological impact was devastatingly intense. I was being dominated completely, fucked hard in the ass by a woman with a massive strapon, reduced to nothing but a toy for her pleasure and entertainment.

And god help me, I was loving every second.

“Fuck—Mistress—oh god—yes—” I moaned loudly into the pillow, my voice muffled but audible.

“That’s right. Moan for me like the whore you are. Let me hear how much you love being my bitch, taking my cock in your ass.”

She fucked me even harder, faster, her rhythm becoming almost violent. One hand tangled roughly in my platinum blonde hair, yanking my head back hard so my moans and cries echoed clearly through the room instead of being muffled by the pillow. The other hand spanked my ass repeatedly—sharp cracking slaps that landed on already reddened skin, making me yelp and cry out with each impact.

The pleasure built exponentially. My pussy was dripping onto her sheets, untouched but desperately aroused. My nipples rubbed against the bed with each thrust. And my ass—stretched around ten inches of thick dildo—was sending continuous signals of overwhelmed sensation to my brain.

I came violently, my whole body seizing. My asshole clamped down on the strapon, my pussy spasmed and gushed, and I screamed into the pillow.

First orgasm. +200 mana from submission and prostate stimulation.

But Zola didn’t stop. She kept pounding through my orgasm, prolonging it, wringing every drop of pleasure from my convulsing body.

“You don’t cum until I say you can,” she said, even though I already had. “But since you did anyway, you owe me another. Cum again, slave.”

She angled her hips differently and the strapon began hitting my P-spot with every single thrust. The stimulation was overwhelming. Within minutes, I was climbing toward a second orgasm.

“Please—Mistress—I can’t—”

“You can and you will. Cum for me. Now.”

The command triggered something in my brain. Submission. Obedience. My second orgasm crashed through me even harder than the first—full-body convulsions, sobbing moans, my asshole milking the strapon desperately.

Second orgasm. +250 mana from complete submission.

Zola fucked me for twenty minutes total. When she finally pulled out, the absence of the dildo left me feeling hollow and empty. My asshole was gaping—stretched wide, twitching, unable to close immediately.

“Look at that,” Zola murmured, spreading my ass cheeks to examine her work. “Look at how open you are. How used.”

She walked around to the front of the bed where I could see her. The strapon glistened with lube, jutting obscenely from her hips.

“Clean it,” she commanded. “Lick it clean.”

My face burned with humiliation, but I obeyed. I wrapped my lips around the thick dildo and sucked, tasting the lube and the faint musk of my own ass. I licked the shaft from base to tip, cleaning every inch thoroughly while Zola watched with satisfaction.

“Good girl. You’re learning your place.” She unstrapped the harness and tossed it aside, then lay back on the bed. “Now come sit on my face. You’ve earned a reward.”

I climbed over her, straddling her face, my pussy hovering over her mouth. She grabbed my hips and pulled me down, her tongue immediately finding my clit.

The pleasure was instant and intense. After the brutal ass-fucking, the gentle licking felt heavenly. Zola ate my pussy expertly—circling my clit, dipping inside me, sucking my lips. I rode her face, grinding down, chasing my third orgasm.

When it hit, it was softer but sustained—a long, rolling wave of pleasure. I came on Zola’s tongue, my pussy gushing arousal, while she drank it eagerly.

Third orgasm. +150 mana from reward pleasure.

When I finally climbed off her, my legs were shaking. Zola sat up, her face glistening with my arousal, and smiled.

“You’re my perfect slave now, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Because next week, I’m filming us.” She said it casually, like it was a given. “Premium content for my site. You’ll let me, won’t you?”

My stomach dropped. Filming. Permanent documentation. Online for anyone to see.

But I’d already submitted so completely. Already let her dominate me in every way. What was one more degradation?

“Yes, Mistress,” I heard myself say.

“Excellent.” She kissed me—deep, possessive, tasting of my pussy. “You can go. Same time next week. Wear something cute. The camera will love you.”

I dressed slowly, my asshole still aching despite the healing spell I’d cast. Walking out of her room, I felt the familiar hollowness settling in.

I’d just been fucked in the ass with a ten-inch strapon for twenty minutes. Had been degraded, dominated, reduced to a toy. And next week, she’d film it for the world to see.

This is who I am now, I reminded myself. Zola’s slave. Vicky’s girlfriend. A prostitute. A porn star. A succubus. All of it. All at once.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - POWER PROFILE        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 210                           ║
║ Magic Level: 53 → 54 (+1)          ║
║ Mana: 7450/8000                    ║
║                                    ║
║ Zola Session Results:              ║
║ - Duration: 30 minutes             ║
║ - Orgasms: 3 (strapon domination)  ║
║ - Mana Generated: 600              ║
║ - Dominance Level: COMPLETE        ║
║                                    ║
║ Relationship: Zola (SLAVE)         ║
║ - Submission: 100/100              ║
║ - Next: Filming session            ║
║                                    ║
║ Status: Owned. Dominated. Hers.    ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Walking home through the late-night campus, I felt the stretch in my ass with every step. A reminder. A mark. I belonged to Zola in a way that transcended simple prostitution.

When I got home, Vicky was waiting up.

“Zola?” she asked, reading my expression.

“Yeah. She… used a strapon. Ten inches.”

Vicky winced sympathetically. “You okay?”

“Physically? Fine. I healed myself. Emotionally?” I laughed bitterly. “She’s filming us next week. For her premium site.”

“Em…”

“I know. I know it’s crazy. But I already agreed. I’m too deep in with her to back out now.”

Vicky pulled me into a hug. “Just… be careful. Don’t lose yourself completely.”

Too late for that, I thought. But I didn’t say it aloud.

I’d already lost Michael months ago. Emily was fracturing into multiple personas: the girlfriend, the prostitute, the porn star, the slave, the succubus.

How many versions of myself could exist before the original was gone entirely?

I fell asleep in Vicky’s arms, wondering if I even cared anymore.

The power was intoxicating. The money was flowing. The sex was constant.

And the cocaine was waiting.

Already past the addiction threshold. The damage was done.

But I was in control.

I was managing.

Nothing was wrong.

The lie tasted like ash.


Chapter 21: The Filming (Zola’s Premium Content)

Day 215, 7:30 PM. I stood outside Zola’s door for a full minute before knocking, my stomach churning with nervous anticipation. Tonight was different. Tonight, there would be cameras.

The door opened immediately. Zola stood there in a black leather corset and matching shorts, her braided hair pulled into a high ponytail. Behind her, I could see the setup: two cameras on tripods—one pointed at the bed, one at the center of the room—and professional lighting that made her dorm room look like a proper studio.

“You’re early,” she said, pulling me inside and locking the door. “Good. We need to prep you.”

“Prep me?”

“Hair, makeup, outfit. This is content, Emily. It needs to look professional.” She gestured to her desk where various items were laid out: makeup, a leather collar with a silver tag, black thigh-high stockings, and a leash.

My pussy clenched despite my nerves. Or maybe because of them.

“Strip. Everything off first.”

I undressed quickly, my hands shaking slightly. The dress came off, then my bra—my 35DD breasts spilling free. Finally my panties, revealing my smooth waxed pussy. I stood naked in the bright lighting, acutely aware of the cameras pointed at me even though they weren’t recording yet.

“Perfect body,” Zola murmured, circling me with an appraising eye. “The platinum blonde was an excellent choice. Very pornstar. Very marketable.” She ran her fingers through my hair, arranging it. “Subscribers are going to love you.”

She sat me down and did my makeup herself—heavy eyeliner, dark eyeshadow, bright red lipstick. The kind of makeup that looked dramatic on camera. Then she handed me the stockings.

“Put these on. Nothing else.”

The stockings were silky, clinging to my legs as I rolled them up. They stopped mid-thigh, leaving a gap of bare skin before my pussy. The effect was obscene and deliberate—covering just enough to make the exposure more noticeable.

Zola fastened the collar around my throat. It was tight, the leather pressing against my windpipe, the silver tag dangling between my breasts. I glanced at it: PROPERTY OF MISTRESS ZOLA engraved in elegant script.

“There,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “Now you look the part. On your knees.”

I dropped to my knees on the hardwood floor. Zola clipped the leash to my collar and walked me in a circle, testing the tension. When I tried to look up at her, she yanked the leash down.

“Eyes on the floor. You don’t look at me unless I tell you to.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good.” She walked to the cameras, checking angles and settings. “Here’s how this works. I’m recording the whole session. You’ll do exactly what I say, when I say it. If you refuse or fuck up, I’ll punish you on camera and we’ll keep going. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Safe word is RED if you absolutely need to stop. But I’m warning you—if you use it, this session ends and you’re banned from seeing me again. So think carefully before you speak it.”

My throat tightened. The threat was clear: submit completely or lose access to Zola entirely.

“I understand, Mistress.”

“Excellent.” She pressed a button and red recording lights appeared on both cameras. “We’re live. Show time.”

My heart pounded as she walked back to me, the leash in her hand.

“Crawl,” she commanded, walking toward the center of the room. “Let’s show them what a good puppy you are.”

I crawled on my hands and knees, the leash pulling me forward. The position was degrading—ass up, breasts hanging, face down. I could feel the cameras capturing every angle.

“Bark for me,” Zola said, sitting on her desk chair.

“Woof,” I said softly, my face burning.

Her hand cracked across my ass. Hard.

“I said bark. Like you mean it. Like the bitch you are.”

“Woof! Woof!” I barked louder, the humiliation washing over me in waves.

“Better.” She tugged me closer until I was between her spread legs. “Now lick my boots. Every inch. Show the camera how much you worship your Mistress.”

She wore knee-high leather boots with stiletto heels. I lowered my face to the first one and extended my tongue, licking the polished leather from toe to top. The taste was bitter—leather and polish—but I didn’t stop. I worked methodically, coating the boot with my saliva, making it shine.

“That’s my good little slave,” Zola purred, her phone in hand now, filming closeups of my face against her boot. “Look at you. Platinum blonde pornstar reduced to licking boots. Your clients would love seeing this.”

The thought sent a jolt through me. My escort clients. My porn directors. Everyone could potentially see this.

“Other boot,” she commanded.

I switched sides, repeating the process. My tongue traced every inch of leather, my red lipstick leaving smudges that I licked clean. When I finished, both boots gleamed wetly.

“Good girl. Now crawl to the bed and present yourself. Ass up, face down, legs spread.”

I crawled to her bed and positioned myself as ordered—the most vulnerable, exposed position possible. My ass was raised high, my pussy and asshole on full display for the camera behind me. My face pressed into her pillow, my platinum hair spread around me.

Zola walked around me slowly, filming with her phone from multiple angles. “Look at this beautiful ass. These perfect holes just begging to be used.” Her hand smacked my ass hard enough to make me yelp. “Tell the camera what you are.”

“I’m—I’m Mistress Zola’s slave,” I said into the pillow.

Another hard smack. “Louder. And look at the camera.”

I turned my head to face the tripod camera, my red lips parting. “I’m Mistress Zola’s slave. Her property. Her toy.”

“And what do good slaves do?”

“They—they obey. They serve. They take whatever their Mistress gives them.”

“Exactly.” She grabbed a paddle from her desk—thick leather, intimidating. “Count these. Twenty strokes. If you miss a number or fail to thank me, we start over.”

The first strike landed on my right ass cheek with a crack that echoed through the room.

“One! Thank you, Mistress!”

Crack. Left cheek.

“Two! Thank you, Mistress!”

She worked methodically, alternating sides, each strike harder than the last. By ten, my ass was burning. By fifteen, tears were streaming down my face, ruining my mascara. By twenty, I was sobbing openly.

“Twenty! Thank you, Mistress!”

Zola set the paddle aside and ran her hands over my abused ass, the touch making me hiss. “Beautiful. So red. The camera loves it.”

She moved to the front of the bed where I could see her. She stripped off her corset and shorts, revealing her perfect dark skin, her athletic body, her trimmed pussy. Then she climbed onto the bed and settled back against the headboard, legs spread.

“Come here. Eat my pussy. Make me cum while the camera watches.”

I crawled forward on the bed, my face moving between her spread thighs. Her scent filled my nose—musky, aroused. I extended my tongue and licked from her entrance to her clit, tasting her.

“Yes,” she moaned, her hand tangling in my platinum hair. “Just like that. Show everyone how good you are at eating pussy.”

I worked her expertly, using everything I’d learned over dozens of lesbian sessions. My tongue started at her entrance, licking up her slit to gather her wetness—she tasted musky and aroused. Then I focused on her clit, circling it with firm pressure, varying between slow circles and rapid flicks that made her hips buck. I dipped my tongue inside her entrance, fucking her with it, feeling her inner walls clench. I sucked her swollen lips into my mouth one at a time, teasing her. My fingers joined my tongue—two sliding deep into her pussy, curling to find her G-spot, pumping steadily while my tongue worked her clit relentlessly.

Zola’s hand gripped my hair brutally hard, yanking me harder against her, grinding her wet pussy forcefully against my face. My nose pressed into her mound, my mouth sealed over her clit. “Don’t stop—fuck—right there—make me cum—”

When she came, it was with a loud, uncontrolled cry, her whole body going rigid. Her thighs clamped around my head like a vice, trapping me there. Her pussy flooded my mouth with a gush of arousal—warm and musky, filling my mouth. I swallowed it all eagerly, my cumeater trait extending perfectly to pussy juice, and kept licking her through the aftershocks, gentling my tongue as she became oversensitive, until she finally pushed my face away roughly.

“Good girl,” she panted, her chest heaving. “You’ve earned a reward. But first…”

She retrieved the strapon from her closet—but this time it was different. Eight inches, realistic flesh tone, complete with a suction cup base. She attached it to her hips and stood, the dildo jutting obscenely.

“This time I’m fucking your pussy, not your ass. I want to feel you cum on my cock.” She pointed to the center of the room. “Stand there. Legs spread. Hands behind your back.”

I obeyed, moving to the lit area between both cameras. The setup would capture everything—my face, my body, the penetration.

Zola walked behind me and grabbed my wrists, binding them with soft rope. Then she pushed me forward, bending me at the waist until my face was near the floor, my ass up, my bound hands preventing me from catching myself.

“Perfect position,” she said, running the strapon along my pussy lips. I was dripping wet—the humiliation, the spanking, the pussy eating had all built my arousal to peak levels.

She pushed inside without warning.

The eight-inch dildo filled my pussy in one hard thrust, stretching me, claiming me. I cried out at the sudden fullness, my body struggling to adjust.

“Take it,” Zola growled, gripping my hips and beginning to fuck me. “Take every inch while the cameras watch.”

She pounded my pussy relentlessly, the strapon pistoning in and out with brutal efficiency. Each thrust drove deep, hitting my G-spot, sending jolts of pleasure through my core. My breasts swung beneath me, my platinum hair falling around my face.

“Tell the camera how it feels,” she commanded, not slowing her pace.

“It feels—oh god—it feels so good, Mistress—” I gasped between thrusts. “I love being fucked—love taking your cock—”

“What are you?”

“I’m your whore—your slave—your good little slut—”

The degradation mixed with the physical pleasure, pushing me toward orgasm rapidly. My pussy clenched around the strapon, my clit throbbing, my whole body tightening.

“Cum for me,” Zola ordered, reaching around to rub my clit while still fucking me. “Cum on my cock. Now.”

The orgasm exploded through me. My pussy spasmed violently around the strapon, my legs shaking, a scream tearing from my throat. The cameras captured everything—my contorted face, my convulsing body, my complete submission.

First orgasm. +200 mana from filmed domination.

Zola didn’t stop. She kept fucking me through the orgasm, prolonging it, wringing every drop of pleasure from my trembling body. When she finally pulled out, I collapsed forward, my knees buckling.

“Not done yet,” she said, untying my wrists. “We have a special guest.”

A knock on the door made my stomach drop.

Zola walked over and opened it. A college-aged guy entered—maybe twenty-two, average build, nervous expression. I recognized him vaguely from campus.

“This is Jake,” Zola introduced. “My other slave. He’s going to fuck your mouth while I film. You’re going to swallow every drop of his cum like the good cumslut you are.”

My face burned. Another person. A male witness to my degradation. And the cameras were still rolling.

Jake stripped awkwardly, revealing a seven-inch cock that was already half-hard. Zola positioned him on the bed, then ordered me to kneel between his legs.

“Suck him,” she commanded, filming with her phone. “Make him cum. And thank me when you swallow.”

I leaned forward and wrapped my red-painted lips around Jake’s cock, tasting the salty pre-cum already leaking from his slit. He groaned loudly as I took him deeper, my tongue swirling expertly around his shaft, my head bobbing up and down in steady rhythm.

Zola circled us with her phone, filming from multiple angles—close-ups of my face stuffed with cock, wide shots of my huge breasts hanging and swaying, detailed views of my stretched red lips wrapped around his shaft, his cock glistening with my saliva as it slid in and out. “That’s it. Show him what that professional pornstar mouth can do.”

I sucked him eagerly, enthusiastically, using every technique I’d perfected from dozens of paying clients and multiple porn shoots. I took him deep, relaxing my throat to let him slide down my gullet—deepthroating his seven inches until my nose pressed against his pubic bone, gagging slightly around him but not stopping, holding it there for several seconds. Then pulling back to suck hard on just the head while my hand jerked the base rapidly. Licking his balls, taking each one into my mouth gently while my hand stroked his spit-slick shaft.

“Fuck—I’m gonna—I’m close—” Jake gasped desperately, both his hands gripping my platinum hair hard, his hips starting to thrust involuntarily.

“Cum in her mouth,” Zola ordered, zooming in for the money shot. “Give her that load. Fill that cumslut mouth.”

Jake’s cock swelled in my mouth, then pulsed. Thick ropes of hot cum shot directly onto my tongue, flooding my mouth rapidly. I swallowed reflexively, gulp after gulp, the familiar salty-bitter taste coating my throat. He came for what felt like forever—spurt after thick spurt pumping into my mouth—until finally he was completely empty, his cock still twitching against my tongue.

I pulled off his cock and opened my mouth to show Zola it was empty. Proof I’d swallowed everything.

“Good girl,” she purred. “Now thank me.”

“Thank you for letting me swallow his cum, Mistress,” I said, my voice hoarse.

Jake dressed quickly and left without a word. I remained kneeling on the floor, cum in my belly, body trembling from two orgasms and complete degradation.

Zola stopped the cameras and came to me, pulling me into a surprisingly gentle hug. “You were perfect. Absolutely perfect.” She kissed my forehead. “This footage is going to make me a fortune. And you—you’re going to be famous on my premium site.”

Famous. Permanently recorded. Available for anyone to see.

The reality crashed down. I’d just been filmed doing everything—crawling on a leash, barking, licking boots, getting spanked, eating pussy, being fucked with a strapon, sucking a stranger’s cock, swallowing cum. All of it captured in HD from multiple angles.

“Can I—can I see it?” I asked weakly.

“Not yet. I edit first, add music, make it cinematic.” She smiled. “But don’t worry. You’ll see it when it posts tomorrow. I’m calling it ‘Breaking the Platinum Blonde.’ Catchy, right?”

My stomach churned. But underneath the fear was something else—a dark thrill. Arousal from the exhibitionism. Pride in performing well. And power from the mana generated.

I cast a healing spell (500 mana) to soothe my sore pussy and abused ass, then dressed slowly. Zola watched me, still filming snippets with her phone—the aftermath, the transformation from degraded slave back to normal college girl.

“Same time next week,” she said as I reached the door. “Next session we’re doing anal with two dildos at once. Camera’s going to love watching you take both.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I heard myself agree.

Because I would. I’d come back. I’d submit again. I’d let her film whatever she wanted.

Not because I had to.

Because some part of me wanted to.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - POWER PROFILE        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 215                           ║
║ Magic Level: 54 → 55 (+1)          ║
║ Mana: 7250/8000                    ║
║                                    ║
║ Filming Session Results:           ║
║ - Duration: 90 minutes             ║
║ - Activities: Complete domination  ║
║ - Orgasms: 2 (filmed)              ║
║ - Mana Generated: 400              ║
║ - Male slave: 1 (Jake)             ║
║                                    ║
║ Content Created:                   ║
║ - "Breaking the Platinum Blonde"   ║
║ - Premium site upload (pending)    ║
║ - Subscribers: 100+                ║
║                                    ║
║ Status: Permanently Exhibited      ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Walking home at 10 PM, I felt the familiar hollowness settling in. But also something new—a strange sense of inevitability.

I’d already done porn. Multiple films available online forever. This was just… more of the same. Different platform, different audience, same basic concept: my body on display for money and entertainment.

Pornstar. Prostitute. Sex slave. All documented. All permanent.

When I got home, Vicky took one look at my face and knew.

“She filmed you.”

“Yeah. Everything. It’s going online tomorrow.”

Vicky pulled me into a hug. “Em… you know once it’s out there, it’s out there. You can’t take it back.”

“I know.” My voice was small. “But I already crossed that line with porn. This is just… adding to it.”

“Porn is one thing. Slavery content is different. People will judge you harder. Friends might recognize you. Family…”

“My family is magically blocked from my memory,” I reminded her. “And my friends? Katie knows I do porn. Other university friends… they don’t really know me anyway.”

“What about clients? What if escort clients find it?”

The thought made my stomach drop. But then I considered: “Some might pay more for the girl from Zola’s premium content. Might be good marketing.”

Vicky looked at me with sad eyes. “Listen to yourself. You’re rationalizing sex slavery as marketing.”

Was I? Maybe.

But I’d also generated 400 mana from the session. And Zola’s content reached audiences that might hire me for porn or escort work. And the exhibitionism had made me cum hard.

“I’m not judging,” Vicky continued softly. “I just worry about you losing yourself in this. Becoming just… a collection of holes for sale.”

“Aren’t we both?” I asked bitterly. “You fuck clients every night. I fuck clients and film porn and let Zola dom me. Where’s the line between sex work and losing yourself?”

“The line is choice,” she said firmly. “As long as you’re choosing this—really choosing, not being coerced or addicted or desperate—then it’s okay. But the second you’re doing it because you have to, because you can’t stop, because some part of you is broken… that’s when you’ve lost.”

Her words hung in the air.

Was I choosing this? Or was I spiraling?

I had money saved. I could stop prostitution if I wanted. Could quit porn. Could tell Zola no.

But I didn’t want to.

The power was addictive. The money was good. The sex… the sex felt right for this body, this succubus nature, this new identity.

Emily the prostitute. Emily the pornstar. Emily the slave. Emily the mage.

All of them were me. All of them were real.

“I’m choosing it,” I said finally. “For now, at least. I’m choosing all of it.”

Vicky nodded slowly. “Okay. But promise me something: if it ever stops feeling like a choice, if you ever feel trapped… you’ll tell me. You’ll let me help you.”

“I promise.”

We fell asleep curled together, and I dreamed of cameras and lights and strangers watching me cum while Zola called me her good little whore.

The next afternoon, Zola sent me a link: www.MistressZola_Premium.com/Breaking-the-Platinum-Blonde

I clicked it.

The video loaded. Professional editing, music, titles. And there I was in glorious HD: crawling on a leash, licking boots, getting spanked until I cried, eating Zola’s pussy, being fucked with a strapon, sucking Jake’s cock, swallowing cum.

Every degrading moment captured perfectly.

The view counter was already at 47. Comments were flooding in:

“Holy fuck she’s hot” “Love the platinum blonde” “She’s got PERFECT tits” “Where can I hire this slut?” “Need more of her ASAP”

I closed the browser and masturbated furiously, cumming while watching myself be degraded on camera.

+150 mana from narcissistic exhibitionism.

I was famous. Not mainstream famous, but underground famous. Known in certain circles as the platinum blonde slave. The girl who would do anything.

And the worst part?

I was proud of it.

Worth it?

Maybe.

Or maybe I was just too far gone to care anymore.


Chapter 22: The Elite Connection

Day 220, 8 PM. The text message had come through the escort service’s encrypted booking system three days ago:

Request for Emily Lewis. Private overnight session. Luxury hotel suite. $1,000 base + discretionary tip. Client: Mr. Harrison (verified regular, excellent reputation). Professional attire required. Dinner included. Availability?

$1,000 for one night. My highest rate yet by far. Normal clients paid $150-300. This was elite territory.

I’d accepted immediately.

Now I stood in the lobby of The Plaza Hotel in Midtown Manhattan, feeling like an imposter. Crystal chandeliers. Marble floors. Guests in designer suits and expensive dresses. Doormen in crisp uniforms. This wasn’t the cheap motels where I usually met clients—this was luxury.

I’d dressed carefully: black cocktail dress that hugged my curves, designer heels (bought with prostitution money), elegant updo with my platinum blonde hair pinned artfully, professional makeup that looked expensive rather than slutty. Diamond earrings (fake, but convincing). A small clutch purse.

I looked like I belonged here. Like a high-class escort rather than a cheap whore.

The difference was presentation.

I took the elevator to the twentieth floor, my stomach churning with nervous excitement. Suite 2015. I knocked softly.

The door opened to reveal a distinguished man in his early fifties—silver hair perfectly styled, sharp grey suit, kind eyes behind expensive glasses. He smiled warmly.

“Emily?”

“Mr. Harrison.”

“Please, call me Harrison.” He stepped aside, gesturing me in. “Welcome.”

The suite was breathtaking. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Central Park. A spacious living room with plush furniture. A separate bedroom visible through an open door. A full bar. And in the center of the living room, a table set for two with white linens, covered dishes, and champagne on ice.

“I took the liberty of ordering dinner,” Harrison said, helping me with my coat like a gentleman. “I hope you like French cuisine. If not, I can order something else.”

“French is perfect.” I’d never had real French food. Fast food and dorm cafeteria were my usual fare.

He pulled out my chair and I sat, feeling like I was in some romantic movie rather than a prostitution appointment. He poured champagne into crystal flutes and handed me one.

“To a pleasant evening,” he toasted.

We clinked glasses. The champagne was excellent—crisp, expensive, nothing like the cheap wine I’d had at university parties.

Harrison lifted the covers from the dishes: coq au vin, roasted vegetables, fresh bread. The smell made my mouth water.

“Eat,” he encouraged. “We have all night. No rush.”

So we ate. And talked.

He asked about my life—I gave him the Emily backstory (university student, education major, from Jersey City). He told me about his work (investment banking, recently divorced, two grown children). We discussed music, art, Manhattan restaurants.

It was… normal. Like a date. Except I was being paid a thousand dollars for my time.

“You’re very intelligent,” he said after an hour of conversation. “And beautiful, obviously. But the intelligence is what makes you exceptional.”

“Thank you.” The compliment felt genuine, which was rare from clients.

“May I ask—how did someone like you end up in this line of work?”

I hesitated, then decided on partial truth. “Money. I needed to survive in Manhattan. This pays better than anything else I’m qualified for.”

He nodded thoughtfully. “I understand. No judgment from me—I’m participating in the same transaction from the other side.” He refilled my champagne. “And for what it’s worth, I’m grateful you’re here tonight. I’ve been… lonely since my divorce. Female companionship is valuable. Intimacy even more so.”

Intimacy. Not just fucking. He wanted connection.

I could do that. For a thousand dollars, I could be whatever he needed.

After dinner, he led me to the couch, both of us carrying champagne. We sat close, his hand finding mine.

“May I kiss you?” he asked.

The request was polite. Respectful. So different from rough clients who just grabbed.

“Yes.”

He kissed me gently, his lips soft against mine. No aggressive tongue, no biting—just a tender exploration. His hand cupped my face, thumb stroking my cheek.

When he pulled back, his eyes were warm. “You’re lovely. Shall we move to the bedroom?”

I stood, letting him take my hand and lead me. The bedroom was equally luxurious: king bed with silk sheets, soft lighting, fresh flowers on the nightstand.

He turned to face me. “May I undress you?”

“Please.”

His hands were gentle as he found the zipper of my dress, pulling it down slowly. The fabric slid off my shoulders and pooled at my feet. Beneath, I wore expensive black lingerie—lace bra that barely contained my 35DD breasts, matching panties, garter belt and stockings.

“Exquisite,” he breathed, his eyes traveling over my body appreciatively. “Simply exquisite.”

He reached for my bra clasp and I turned, letting him unhook it. The bra fell away and my breasts spilled free—huge, perfect, the implants creating pornstar cleavage.

His hands cupped them reverently. “May I?”

“Yes. Please.”

He lowered his face to my chest and took one nipple into his mouth, sucking gently. The sensation was electric—his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak, his hands kneading my breasts, treating them like they were precious.

I moaned softly, my hands finding his hair.

He lavished attention on my breasts for long minutes, switching between them, exploring every inch. Kissing the curves, licking the underside, sucking the nipples until they were hard and aching.

“Your breasts are perfect,” he murmured between kisses. “Absolutely perfect.”

“They’re fake,” I admitted.

“They’re you. And you’re perfect.” He looked up at me, his grey eyes sincere. “Every part of you.”

The validation felt different from client praise or Zola’s degradation. This felt real.

He stood and undressed methodically, revealing a fit body for his age—slight softness at the waist but well-maintained. When he lowered his boxer briefs, his cock emerged—a respectable eight inches, nicely thick, already hard.

“Lie down,” he said softly. “Let me worship you properly.”

I lay back on the silk sheets, the fabric cool against my skin. Harrison knelt between my spread legs and slowly rolled down my stockings, kissing a path up my calves and thighs as he exposed skin.

When he reached my lace panties, he hooked his fingers in the waistband and pulled them down slowly, exposing my smooth waxed pussy.

“Beautiful,” he said, his breath warm against my inner thigh. “May I taste you?”

No client had ever asked to eat my pussy. Most just fucked and left. But Harrison wanted to give pleasure, not just take it.

“Yes. Please.”

His tongue was skilled and patient, clearly practiced. He started with long, slow licks from my entrance all the way up to my clit, his tongue flat and warm, gathering my wetness. He circled my clit teasingly without direct contact, building my arousal gradually, making me ache for more. He dipped his tongue inside my entrance to taste my arousal directly, groaning at my flavor, then returned to focus on my swollen clit with dedicated attention.

“Oh god,” I moaned loudly, my hands gripping the silk sheets hard. This wasn’t the efficient clinical pussy-eating that some clients did just to get me wet enough. This was genuine attention, genuine desire to please me. He was taking his time, experimenting, learning exactly what made me gasp, what made my hips lift involuntarily, what made my thighs tremble around his head.

He sealed his lips firmly around my clit and sucked while his tongue flicked rapidly against the trapped nub. Two thick fingers slid inside my pussy, pushing deep, then curling upward to find my G-spot. He stroked that sensitive patch with firm pressure while his mouth worked my clit relentlessly.

My orgasm built steadily, inevitably—pleasure coiling tighter and tighter in my core, radiating out through my whole body. His fingers pumped faster, curling harder. His tongue circled and flicked without mercy. And suddenly I was there, teetering on the edge—

“Harrison—I’m cumming—oh fuck—”

The orgasm crashed through me in waves, my pussy clamping down hard on his fingers, inner walls rippling and pulsing. My back arched dramatically off the bed, my huge fake tits bouncing. He didn’t stop—kept licking my clit, kept stroking my G-spot, riding out every wave and aftershock until I was gasping desperately and pushing his head away from oversensitivity.

First orgasm. +150 mana from genuine pleasure.

He crawled up my body, kissing a path from my pussy to my breasts to my lips. I tasted myself on his tongue, musky and sweet.

“You’re responsive,” he said, pleased. “I love that about you.”

He reached for a condom on the nightstand, but I stopped him.

“I’m on birth control. And I’m clean—tested three days ago. If you want to… without…”

Understanding lit his eyes. “You’d let me?”

“I want to feel you. Really feel you.”

He groaned and positioned himself between my legs, his bare cock pressing against my entrance. “You’re incredible.”

He pushed inside slowly, his bare cockhead spreading my pussy lips apart, sinking into my wet heat inch by inch. The sensation of bare skin against my inner walls was completely different from latex-covered cocks. Warmer. More intimate. Electric. I could feel every ridge on his shaft, every vein pulsing, the slight throb of his heartbeat transmitted through his cock directly into my sensitive flesh.

“Yes,” I breathed as he filled me completely, my hands gripping his shoulders. Eight inches sliding deep, stretching my pussy perfectly, his thick shaft spreading my walls. He bottomed out with his hips flush against mine, his balls pressed against my ass, completely buried.

“So fucking tight,” he groaned, his voice strained with pleasure. “So warm and wet. God, Emily, you feel incredible.”

He began to fuck me with long, slow, deliberate strokes. Not the desperate pounding of younger clients trying to prove themselves. Not the brutal efficiency of rough trade using me as a hole. This was making love—measured, passionate, focused on mutual pleasure rather than quick release.

His grey eyes never left mine. The connection was intense, almost uncomfortable in its intimacy. I was used to clients who fucked me doggy-style to avoid eye contact, or made me suck their cocks while they watched porn. But Harrison watched me—every expression on my face, his gaze tender and hungry simultaneously, making me feel seen as a person rather than a product.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured, his cock sliding in and out with perfect rhythm, each stroke deliberate. “Every expression you make—the way your lips part slightly when I’m deep inside you—the way your eyes flutter closed when I hit that perfect spot—the little gasps you make—beautiful. All of it.”

His words affected me more than they should. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his thrusts with my own movements.

“Harder,” I whispered. “Please.”

He increased his pace, still controlled but more forceful. His cock drove deeper with each thrust, hitting my G-spot consistently, building my pleasure rapidly.

“Touch yourself,” he said, his voice rough. “I want to watch you cum while I’m inside you.”

I slid my hand between our bodies, fingers finding my clit. The combination of his cock stretching me and my fingers on my clit was overwhelming. Pleasure spiraled higher and higher.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, his thrusts speeding up. “Let me feel you cum on my cock. Please, Emily.”

He was begging. This wealthy powerful man was begging me to orgasm.

The thought pushed me over the edge.

My second orgasm was explosive—my pussy convulsing around his bare cock, my clit throbbing under my fingers, my whole body seizing with pleasure. I cried out his name, my nails digging into his shoulders.

Second orgasm. +200 mana from bare-cock intimacy.

He kept fucking me through it, prolonging the waves of pleasure. When I finally came down, gasping and trembling, he was right at the edge.

“I’m close,” he groaned. “Can I—inside you—please—”

“Yes,” I begged. “Fill me. I want to feel it.”

His thrusts became erratic, desperate. Then he buried himself deep and came with a long groan. I felt his cock pulse inside me, felt the hot spurts of cum flooding my pussy, coating my inner walls, filling me completely.

The intimacy of it—his cum inside me, no barrier between us, his weight collapsing on top of me while he gasped—was almost overwhelming.

We lay like that for long minutes, his cock still inside me, his cum warm in my pussy. He stroked my hair, kissed my neck, murmured soft words.

“Thank you,” he said finally. “That was… extraordinary.”

“For me too,” I admitted. And it was true. Despite the transactional nature, the sex had been good. Really good.

He pulled out slowly and I felt his cum immediately begin leaking from my pussy. He grabbed tissues from the nightstand and helped me clean up, his touch gentle and caring.

“Stay the night?” he asked. “I paid for overnight. We can sleep, or talk, or… go again later if you’d like.”

“I’ll stay.”

We showered together—a massive walk-in shower with multiple heads and heated tiles. He washed my hair carefully, massaged my shoulders, soaped my body with gentle hands. It was intimate in a way sex with clients never was.

Afterward, we lay in bed talking. He told me about his marriage (ended badly), his loneliness (profound), his appreciation for escorts who actually cared about their clients beyond the money.

“You’re different,” he said. “Most girls I’ve hired just… perform. Go through the motions. But you’re present. You enjoy it.”

“I do,” I admitted. “I enjoy sex. A lot.”

“That’s rare. And valuable.” He kissed my forehead. “I’d like to see you regularly. Once a month, same arrangement. Would you be interested?”

$1,000 guaranteed per month. Plus whatever tip he gave.

“Yes. I’d like that.”

We fell asleep tangled together, and I slept better than I had in weeks. No nightmares. No anxiety. Just warm safety in expensive sheets with a client who treated me like a person.

I woke at dawn to Harrison kissing down my neck.

“Mmmm,” I murmured, stretching languidly.

“Good morning, beautiful.” His hand cupped my breast, thumb circling my nipple. “I know I already paid, but… could we…?”

His morning erection pressed against my thigh—hard and ready.

“Yes,” I said, spreading my legs in invitation.

The morning sex was slower, sleepier, but equally intense. He positioned us spooning—my back pressed against his chest, his arm wrapped around me. He lifted my top leg slightly and his cock pressed against my pussy from behind. He slid inside easily—my pussy still slick and loose from last night’s fucking, still containing traces of his dried cum mixed with new wetness.

He fucked me gently in this intimate position, his cock sliding in and out with lazy strokes, his breath hot on my neck, his lips kissing my shoulder. One hand cupped my breast, thumb circling my nipple. His other hand slipped between my legs, fingers finding my clit and stroking it with perfect pressure and rhythm.

When I came, it was a soft, rolling orgasm that spread through me like warm honey—my pussy clenching gently around his cock, a long satisfied sigh escaping my lips. Pure contentment.

Third orgasm. +150 mana from tender morning sex.

He came shortly after, adding more cum to what was already inside me, then held me close as we both dozed off again.

By 9 AM, we were both dressed. He’d ordered room service breakfast—croissants, fresh fruit, excellent coffee—and we ate together like we were lovers rather than prostitute and client.

At 10 AM, he walked me to the door. From his wallet, he pulled out ten hundred-dollar bills—$1,000—plus two more hundreds as tip.

“$1,200,” he said, pressing the cash into my hand. “You’re worth every penny. I’ll contact the service to book you for next month, same arrangement. Does the 20th work for you?”

“Perfect.”

He kissed me one last time—soft, lingering. “Thank you, Emily. For making me feel… desired. Wanted. It’s been a long time.”

“Thank you for treating me like a person,” I said honestly.

His smile was sad. “That should be the baseline, not a compliment. But you’re welcome.”

I left the suite with $1,200 in my purse and cum slowly leaking from my pussy into my panties. The elevator ride down felt surreal—I passed businessmen and tourists, all oblivious to the fact that I was a prostitute leaving a client’s room with his seed inside me.

Outside, Manhattan was waking up. Morning joggers in Central Park. Coffee shops opening. Yellow cabs honking. I looked like any other young woman in last night’s cocktail dress doing the walk of shame.

Except I’d been paid for my shame.

And I felt powerful rather than degraded.

I took a cab home, watching the city pass by through the window. $1,200. Plus the 500 mana I’d generated from three orgasms. Plus a guaranteed monthly booking that would bring steady elite income.

There are levels to prostitution, I realized. And I just climbed several rungs.

Street whores fucking in cars for $50. Cheap brothel girls servicing low-end clients for $100-150. Mid-range escorts in hotels for $300-500. And at the top: elite escorts in luxury suites with wealthy respectful clients for $1,000+.

I was moving up the pyramid.

My phone buzzed. I checked it.

Vincent: “Emily, that BBC gangbang film dropped yesterday. You’re TRENDING. Call me ASAP. I’ve got offers.”

Katie: “OMG just saw Zola’s video. Are you OKAY? That looked intense!!”

Vanessa: “We need to talk about your mana generation rate. It’s too high. Come by the lab today if possible.”

My life in three texts: porn fame, documented slavery, magical concerns.

Back at my apartment, I showered thoroughly, washing away Harrison’s cum and the night’s activities. Then I checked my Power App:

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - POWER PROFILE        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 220 (morning)                 ║
║ Magic Level: 55 → 56 (+1)          ║
║ Mana: 7750/8000                    ║
║                                    ║
║ Elite Client Results:              ║
║ - Harrison (overnight)             ║
║ - Payment: $1,200 (incl. tip)      ║
║ - Duration: 16 hours               ║
║ - Orgasms: 3                       ║
║ - Mana Generated: 500              ║
║ - Monthly booking: SECURED         ║
║                                    ║
║ Bank Account: $25,900 → $27,100    ║
║                                    ║
║ Status: Elite Tier Unlocked        ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

I stared at the numbers. In one night, I’d made more than I used to make in a week of escort work. And the sex had been… good. Really good. Respectful. Intimate. Almost loving.

High-end prostitution isn’t degrading, I thought. It’s a luxury service. And I’m becoming a luxury product.

But then I thought about my other work: sucking cocks through glory holes. Getting gangbanged by five men. Being spanked and degraded on camera for Zola. Doing rough anal for aggressive clients.

The contrast was stark.

With Harrison, I’d felt like a girlfriend. Cherished. Desired for more than just my holes.

With Zola, I was a slave. Property. A toy.

With rough clients, I was a whore. A receptacle for cum.

With elite clients, I was a companion. Valued. Respected.

Which one was real? Which one was Emily?

All of them, probably. I was fragmenting into whatever each situation required. Adapting. Surviving. Thriving in a twisted way.

I lay back on my bed and spread my legs, my pussy still sensitive from Harrison’s thorough fucking. My fingers found my clit and I masturbated slowly, thinking about the night.

The champagne. The conversation. The gentle kissing. The way Harrison had worshipped my breasts. The tender missionary fucking. The feeling of his bare cock inside me, his cum flooding my pussy.

It had felt like making love.

Could prostitutes make love? Or was it always just transactional fucking with emotional performance layered on top?

I didn’t know. But I knew I’d felt something with Harrison. Connection. Warmth. Maybe even the beginning of affection.

My orgasm built slowly, a gentle wave rather than a tsunami. When it crested, I sighed contentedly.

+100 mana from satisfied reflection.

I had weeks left of this golden period, maybe less. Weeks before the cocaine addiction would drag me into darkness.

But right now, lying in my apartment with $27,100 in the bank and a monthly elite client locked in, I felt successful.

Platinum blonde. Huge fake tits. Elite escort. Porn star. Magical succubus.

This was Emily at her peak.

And I had no idea it was all about to come crashing down.


Chapter 23: Eighth Magic Ritual - The Lesbian Breaking Point

Day 225, 4 PM. Vanessa’s lab felt different today. The air was charged with something beyond magic—sexual tension that had been building for months, through seven rituals where I’d cum on machines while she watched, where professional boundaries had eroded bit by bit.

Over the past two months of rituals and private visits since Day 150, when our connection began deepening after the surgery and her care, we had evolved from mentor-student to something more. She opened the door before I could knock, her emerald eyes darker than usual, hungry in a way that had nothing to do with mana collection.

“Emily.” She said my name like a prayer. Or a curse.

“Vanessa.”

“Come in. We need to… we need to finish your training.” But her voice was thick with something that sounded nothing like teaching.

I stepped inside. Briggs was notably absent—the lab was empty except for the two of us. The ritual table waited in the center, the triple-dildo machines already set up: vaginal, anal, throat. Familiar equipment that had wrung countless orgasms from my body.

But today felt different.

“Mana level?” she asked, her eyes traveling over my platinum blonde hair, my huge breasts straining against my tight top, my body that had become a professional instrument of sexual power.

“Eight thousand. Full.”

“Perfect.” She locked the door with a decisive click. “Strip. But first… Emily, I need to tell you something.”

I paused, my hands on my dress hem. “What?”

“I’ve been lying to myself for months. Telling myself this is just research. Just teaching. Just professional mana extraction.” She crossed the room to me, stopping inches away. “But the truth is: I think about you constantly. I dream about you. I get wet every time you text me that you’re coming for a lesson. And I can’t—I can’t keep pretending this is purely magical anymore.”

My heart pounded. “Vanessa…”

“I know this crosses lines. I’m your teacher. Your mentor. The woman who saved your life. But I also…” She reached out, her fingers brushing my cheek. “I also want you. Desperately. Have wanted you since you walked into this lab as a confused frightened girl months ago. And watching you transform into this—” Her hand gestured at my body. “—into this confident sexual goddess—it’s been torture maintaining boundaries.”

“You don’t have to,” I said softly.

Her eyes widened. “What?”

“I want you too.” The confession spilled out. “Every ritual, when you watch me cum, when you touch me to position me on the machines, when you lick your lips while absorbing my mana—I want you to stop being professional. I want you to take me.”

“Emily…” Her voice was ragged.

“Fuck the teaching,” I said, grabbing her lab coat and pulling her against me. “Fuck the boundaries. Fuck everything except what we both want.”

She kissed me.

Hard. Desperate. Months of denied attraction exploding into one fierce kiss. Her tongue invaded my mouth, tasting me, claiming me. I kissed back with equal hunger, my hands tangling in her vibrant red hair.

We broke apart gasping.

“The ritual—” she started.

“Can wait,” I finished. “Or we can do it after. But first, I need you to fuck me. Really fuck me. Not as my teacher. As a woman who wants me.”

“Yes,” she breathed, and began tearing at my clothes.

My dress came off. My bra unhooked, my huge breasts spilling free. She groaned at the sight, her hands immediately cupping them, kneading the firm implants.

“I’ve wanted to touch these for so long,” she confessed, lowering her mouth to suck one nipple hard. “Every ritual, watching them bounce while you cum—god, Emily.”

“Touch them,” I demanded. “Touch everything. I’m yours.”

She lavished attention on my breasts while I stripped off her lab coat, her blouse, her sensible bra. Her breasts were natural 34Cs, perfect and soft, with dusty pink nipples that hardened when I touched them.

We were both topless now, pressed together, breast to breast. The sensation of her soft curves against mine was electric.

“Pants,” she gasped. “Get these fucking pants off.”

We stripped frantically—her jeans and panties, my skirt and thong—until we were both naked. She backed me toward the ritual table and lifted me onto it, my ass on the cool surface, legs spreading automatically.

“I’m going to eat your pussy,” Vanessa declared, kneeling between my thighs. “And I’m going to make you cum so hard you scream.”

Her mouth descended on my pussy with zero hesitation, zero clinical detachment. Her tongue licked through my folds hungrily, starting at my entrance and dragging up to my clit, tasting my arousal, gathering my wetness on her tongue. She groaned at my flavor and dove back in, circling my swollen clit with expert precision, alternating between firm circles and rapid flicks. This wasn’t the instructive, feeding-focused technique of Dr. Patel’s succubus training sessions—this was passionate, desperate pussy eating from a woman who’d fantasized about doing this for months and was finally allowed to unleash that hunger.

“Fuck—Vanessa—yes—just like that—” I moaned loudly, my hands gripping her vibrant red hair hard, holding her face against my pussy, grinding slightly against her eager mouth.

She was absolutely relentless. Her tongue flicked my clit rapidly, making me jerk and gasp. Then she sealed her lips firmly around the swollen nub and sucked hard while her tongue kept working inside her mouth. The sensation was intense, overwhelming. Two fingers suddenly slid deep inside my pussy, curling immediately to stroke my G-spot with perfect, devastating pressure. She finger-fucked me roughly while eating me, pumping her fingers in and out hard, the dual stimulation pushing me rapidly toward climax.

My first orgasm hit fast and hard—barely three minutes of her skilled, enthusiastic attention before I was cumming explosively on her face. My pussy clenched tight around her pumping fingers, my thighs clamping her head in a vice grip, my back arching off the table.

“Yes—don’t stop—fuck—VANESSA—”

She didn’t stop for a second. She licked me relentlessly through the entire orgasm and beyond, her fingers never slowing their pumping, her tongue working my oversensitive clit without mercy until a second orgasm crashed through me barely a minute after the first—building on the aftershocks, more intense than the previous one.

Two orgasms. +350 mana from passionate lesbian connection.

When she finally pulled back, her face was glistening with my arousal. She licked her lips, eyes blazing. “You taste incredible. I could eat your pussy for hours.”

“Later,” I gasped, still trembling. “First, I want to fuck you.”

Her eyes went wide. “You—”

I slid off the table and pushed her against it, our positions reversing. “You’ve made me cum dozens of times with your machines. Now it’s my turn to make you cum. Where’s your strapon?”

“Storage closet. Left side.” Her voice was breathy with anticipation.

I retrieved it—eight inches of realistic flesh-tone silicone with a comfortable harness. I’d never worn one before, but I’d been fucked by them enough to understand the mechanics.

Strapping it on felt powerful. The dildo jutted from my hips obscenely, a phantom cock that somehow felt like it belonged there. Like Michael’s echo wearing Emily’s body, wielding masculine power through feminine form.

“Bend over the table,” I commanded, surprised by the authority in my voice.

Vanessa obeyed immediately, her ass raised, pussy exposed. She was dripping—I could see her arousal coating her thighs.

I positioned the strapon at her entrance and pushed inside slowly, watching eight inches of thick silicone disappear into her pussy. She moaned loudly, her hands gripping the table edge.

“Oh god—Emily—yes—”

I gripped her hips hard and began to fuck her—pulling the strapon almost all the way out, then driving it back in deep. Long, powerful strokes, building a steady rhythm, learning how to thrust effectively with the fake cock. The harness pressed firmly against my clit with each forward motion, creating delicious friction that sent waves of pleasure through my own body, making me moan.

“Harder,” Vanessa begged, looking back at me over her shoulder, her red hair wild, her face flushed. “Fuck me harder—I can take everything—don’t hold back—”

I pounded her pussy with increasing force—the strapon driving deep with each brutal thrust, hitting her cervix, stretching her. Her moans got progressively louder, more desperate with each impact. My huge fake breasts bounced wildly with the effort of fucking her, sweat forming on my skin and dripping between my tits from the exertion.

“You like this?” I asked breathlessly, smacking her pale ass hard, leaving a red handprint. “You like being fucked hard by your student? By your succubus?”

“YES—god yes—fuck me—use me—I’m yours—”

The power reversal was absolutely intoxicating. For months she’d been in complete control—teaching me, positioning me, extracting my mana, watching me submit helplessly to her machines. But now I was fucking her, pounding her pussy while she begged, making this powerful centuries-old mage moan and whimper and beg beneath me.

I reached around her body and found her swollen clit, rubbing it in fast circles while still thrusting hard. The dual stimulation—cock pounding her pussy, fingers working her clit—made her cry out desperately, her pussy clenching and gripping the strapon.

“Cum for me,” I commanded, my voice strong and dominant. “Cum on my cock, Vanessa. Right fucking now.”

She screamed as her orgasm crashed through her—her whole body convulsing violently, her pussy spasming hard around the strapon, her arousal flooding out and soaking the dildo, dripping down her thighs to puddle on the table. I kept fucking her relentlessly through it, prolonging every wave of pleasure, until she collapsed forward onto the table completely, gasping and trembling.

I pulled out slowly, the strapon glistening with her arousal. My own pussy was throbbing from the harness friction and the power rush.

“Jesus,” Vanessa panted. “That was—fuck—that was amazing.”

“We’re not done,” I said, unstrapping the dildo. “Now I want to taste you.”

We moved to the floor, both of us too eager to make it to a proper bed. I lay on my back and pulled Vanessa on top of me, positioning her pussy over my face while she lowered her mouth to mine.

69 position. Mutual pussy eating.

Her tongue found my clit at the exact same moment mine found hers. We licked each other frantically, desperately, hungrily—months and months of denied attraction finally exploding into pure carnal need. Our tongues worked each other’s clits in mirrored movements, our fingers pumped into each other’s pussies in synchronized rhythm. Her arousal flooded my mouth—tangy and sweet and perfect—and I swallowed it all eagerly, my throat working. My own pussy was gushing constantly, coating her entire face, and she drank me down just as greedily, moaning into my wet flesh.

The magical connection activated powerfully without either of us consciously casting anything. As succubi—her fully transformed, me 75% there—we were naturally, automatically linked during sexual feeding. Energy flowed between us in an endless circuit, a feedback loop: my pleasure fed directly into her, amplifying her arousal, and her pleasure fed back into me, heightening mine. Round and round, escalating exponentially with each passing second.

My third orgasm built rapidly, Vanessa’s skilled tongue working my clit with desperate precision, her fingers curling hard against my G-spot. When it hit, golden-purple energy exploded from both of us simultaneously in a visible shockwave—we came together in perfect unison, feeding ravenously on each other’s power, our bodies convulsing and shaking in complete synchronization, our screams muffled against each other’s pussies.

Third orgasm. +250 mana from succubus feeding loop.

Vanessa’s fourth orgasm followed seconds later, her pussy flooding my mouth with a new rush of arousal. I swallowed it all, my cumeater trait working overtime, while she did the same to my gushing pussy.

We didn’t stop. We ate each other through multiple orgasms, lost in the feedback loop of pleasure and power. Four. Five. Six. The mana generation was exponential—each climax feeding the next, building higher and higher.

Finally, when we were both too sensitive to continue, Vanessa rolled off me. We lay side by side on the lab floor, both gasping, both covered in each other’s arousal, both glowing with absorbed magical energy.

“Holy fuck,” she whispered.

“Yeah.”

“That was—the mana exchange—I’ve never felt anything like that. We were feeding on each other. Creating a closed energy loop. It’s theoretically possible but I’ve never actually experienced it.”

“Was it just the succubus connection?” I asked. “Or was it… something else?”

She turned her head to look at me, her emerald eyes soft. “Both. The magical link made it intense. But the emotional connection—” She reached over and took my hand. “—that made it transcendent.”

We lay there for long minutes, hands clasped, processing what had just happened.

We’d crossed every line. Teacher and student. Professional and personal. Magical and sexual. All of it blurred into something that felt dangerously like love.

“This changes things,” Vanessa said quietly.

“Does it have to?”

“We can’t pretend this was just ritual magic anymore. We had sex, Emily. Passionate, desperate, mutual sex. Because we wanted each other.”

“Is that bad?”

“It’s complicated.” She sat up, her red hair wild, her body marked with my touches. “I’m responsible for you. I saved your life, I’m teaching you magic, I’m supposed to be protecting you from the Council. And now I’m also… sleeping with you. That’s a conflict of interest. A boundary violation. If Lucien found out—”

“Fuck Lucien,” I said, sitting up beside her. “What we do together is our business. The magical teaching is separate from the personal relationship.”

“Is it?” She touched my face gently. “Because right now, I want to cast the final spell lessons, which means I need to extract your mana. Which means putting you back on those machines and making you cum. And I don’t know if I can do that clinically anymore. Not after tasting your pussy. Not after feeling you fuck me.”

“Then don’t do it clinically,” I suggested. “Teach me the spells, extract the mana, but let it be us. Let it be what we both want.”

She considered, then slowly nodded. “Okay. New arrangement: professional magic instruction with acknowledged sexual relationship. We’re lovers who happen to have a teacher-student dynamic. Can you handle that?”

“I’m fucking multiple people already,” I pointed out. “Clients, Vicky, Katie, Zola, Dr. Patel. Adding you to the roster doesn’t complicate things—it simplifies them. Because with you, there’s actual feeling involved.”

“You really are adapting to polyamory,” she said with a small smile.

“Succubus nature,” I shrugged. “Multiple partners is basically my biological imperative.”

She laughed—genuine and warm. “Fair point.” She stood, offering her hand. “Come on. Let’s do the actual ritual. I still need to teach you two spells, and your mana pool is bursting.”

I let her pull me up. We stood naked together in the lab, comfortable in our skin, the sexual tension temporarily satisfied.

“Machines first,” she said, all business now despite her nudity. “Then I’ll extract the mana properly. Then spell instruction. Then we can have round two if you’re interested.”

“Always interested.”

She helped me position on the ritual table, the familiar setup: lying back with legs in stirrups, head tilted back over the edge, the three dildos aligned with my holes.

“Ready?” she asked, her hand on the control panel.

“Ready.”

She activated the ritual circle—purple-pink mist filled the room, magical energy humming. Then she powered on the machines.

All three dildos pushed forward simultaneously: eight inches down my throat, nine inches into my pussy, seven inches up my ass. The triple penetration was still overwhelming even after multiple experiences—every hole filled, stretched, claimed.

The machines began thrusting in coordinated rhythm. Triple-fucked by magical automation while Vanessa watched, naked and fingering herself openly.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” she moaned, her fingers working her clit. “Completely filled. Completely mine.”

The pleasure built rapidly—my throat gagging around the dildo, my pussy stretched around the thick shaft, my ass clenching the third intrusion. Oversimulation. Overwhelming sensation. No escape.

My first orgasm crashed through me violently—full-body convulsions, squirting around the pussy dildo, gagging desperately on the throat dildo. Mana exploded from my body in a golden supernova.

Vanessa captured it with the talisman fragment, but she was also cumming from watching me and fingering herself. Our magical energies intertwined, feeding each other even through the ritual.

The machines didn’t stop. They kept fucking all three holes relentlessly, wringing another orgasm from me within minutes. And another. By the time Vanessa finally shut them down, I’d cum four times and was sobbing with pleasure-pain.

She pulled the dildos free carefully, and I lay there gaping and trembling, all three holes stretched and used.

“Magnificent,” she breathed, setting aside the now-glowing talisman. “You generated over two thousand mana from that session alone.”

I couldn’t speak yet, just gasped for air and tried to process the overwhelming sensation of being empty after being so thoroughly filled.

Vanessa climbed onto the table with me, straddling my face. “I need to cum again. On your tongue. Please, Emily.”

I wrapped my arms around her thighs and pulled her down, my tongue finding her pussy immediately. She was soaked—dripping with arousal from watching my ritual. I ate her hungrily, tasting her unique flavor, circling her clit, plunging my tongue inside her.

She ground against my face, riding my tongue, moaning loudly. “Yes—just like that—fuck—your tongue is perfect—”

I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked while my tongue flicked rapidly. She came with a scream, her pussy gushing arousal that I swallowed greedily, my cumeater trait extending to her essence.

Vanessa’s orgasm. Magical feeding activated. +200 mana absorbed from her climax.

She collapsed beside me, both of us breathing hard. “The succubus feeding,” she said weakly. “You absorbed my energy when I came.”

“Does that bother you?”

“No. It’s what we’re designed for. You’re becoming a proper succubus, Emily. And I’m…” She trailed off.

“What?”

“Partially succubus myself. The amulet’s energy has been affecting me too—being around you, absorbing your mana through rituals, the sexual exposure. I’m changing. Becoming more like you.”

The revelation hung between us.

“Is that bad?”

“I don’t know.” She pulled me into her arms. “But I know that I can’t imagine not having you in my life now. Whatever we’re becoming—teacher-student, lovers, fellow succubi—it feels right.”

We lay tangled together for long minutes, just breathing, just being.

Finally, she stirred. “I still need to teach you the spells. Two important ones—they’ll revolutionize your sex work.”

“What are they?”

“Cosmetica and Glamour.” She sat up, all business again despite her nudity. “Cosmetica is a comprehensive beauty spell—instant hair, makeup, nails, grooming perfection. Costs three hundred mana but saves hours of preparation time.”

“Perfect for prostitution,” I said immediately.

“Exactly. And Glamour is even better—supernatural beauty enhancement. Makes you irresistible for five hundred mana. Your already-exceptional looks become mythical. Every person who sees you will be captivated. Strip club tips will double. Escort bookings will flood in. Porn directors will fight over you.”

“Sex work maximizer,” I breathed.

“Precisely.” She pulled me to my feet. “Let me teach you before we get distracted again.”

The spell instruction took an hour. Cosmetica required visualizing perfect grooming and channeling mana into manifestation. I practiced until I could transform from post-sex messy to red-carpet ready in seconds.

Glamour was more complex—required tapping into my succubus nature and amplifying my natural allure to supernatural levels. When I finally cast it successfully, Vanessa gasped.

“Emily. You’re—you’re glowing. Literally glowing with beauty.”

I looked in the lab’s mirror and understood. My skin had taken on a subtle luminescence. My eyes sparkled with unnatural brilliance. My platinum hair seemed to shimmer. My curves looked more perfect, more enticing, more designed to inspire lust.

I looked like a goddess.

“This,” I said, staring at my reflection, “is going to make me a fortune.”

“Probably,” Vanessa agreed. “But use it carefully. Other mages will recognize the spell. And normal humans will wonder why they can’t look away from you.”

“Worth the risk.” I turned back to her. “Now… didn’t you mention round two?”

Her smile was wicked. “The strapon is over there. And I have an idea.”

Fifteen minutes later, we’d created a new configuration: Vanessa lay on her back on the ritual table, the strapon attached to her hips, the eight-inch dildo pointing up. I straddled her, facing her, and slowly lowered my pussy onto the fake cock.

The angle was perfect—the dildo filled me completely, hitting my G-spot with every movement. I began to ride her, my huge breasts bouncing in her face, my hands braced on her shoulders.

“Fuck yes,” she moaned, her hands gripping my hips, helping me move. “Ride my cock. Show me how good you’ve gotten at this.”

I rode her with increasing confidence, lifting until just the tip remained, then dropping down to take the full eight inches. The harness pressed against her clit with each downward motion, pleasuring us both simultaneously.

“Touch my tits,” I demanded. “Suck them.”

She sat up enough to seal her mouth around one nipple, sucking hard while her hands kneaded both breasts. The combination of the dildo stretching my pussy and her mouth on my nipples drove me wild.

We fucked like that for twenty minutes—me riding her cock, her sucking my tits, both of us moaning and gasping. When my third orgasm approached, I could feel hers building too through our magical link.

“Together,” I gasped. “Cum with me—together—”

“Yes—Emily—now—”

We came simultaneously—me from the strapon and her sucking, her from the harness friction and the sight of me riding her. Our orgasms synchronized, magical energy exploding between us, the succubus feeding loop activating again.

Dual orgasms. +400 mana from synchronized climax and mutual feeding.

I collapsed on top of her, the strapon still inside me, both of us trembling and gasping. We kissed deeply, tasting each other’s pleasure on our tongues.

“I love you,” Vanessa whispered against my lips. The words sent my heart racing—the first time she’d said them out loud.

“I love you too,” I replied, meaning it more each time. Looking into her emerald eyes, feeling her hands gentle on my face, remembering every time she’d protected me and taught me and cared for me—the words felt truer every time I said them.

We made love one more time—slower, gentler, face to face with me lying on top of her and the strapon between us creating friction against both our clits. We kissed through our orgasms, swallowing each other’s moans, the magical feeding creating waves of shared pleasure.

Fifth and sixth orgasms. +500 mana total from loving connection.

By the time we finally separated, we’d been in the lab for five hours. Both exhausted, both satisfied, both irrevocably changed.

Vanessa helped me dress, her touches lingering and possessive. “This doesn’t change our professional arrangement,” she said. “I’m still your teacher. You’re still my student. But privately…”

“Privately, we’re lovers,” I finished.

“Yes. And Emily—be careful with those new spells. Glamour especially. It’s addictive to use. You’ll be tempted to cast it constantly. But overuse can… distort your sense of self. You’ll start to need the spell to feel beautiful. Understand?”

I nodded. “I’ll be careful.”

“And one more thing.” She pulled me into a final kiss. “Don’t let this stop you from seeing other people. Vicky, Katie, your clients—I’m not asking for exclusivity. We’re both too tangled in our respective lives for that. I just need you to know: you’re special to me. More than just a student or a mana source.”

“You’re special to me too,” I said honestly.

Walking home through the early evening Manhattan streets, I felt the weight of the day settling over me.

I’d just had intense lesbian sex with my magical mentor. Had learned two powerful spells that would revolutionize my sex work. Had generated over 2,000 mana. Had been told I love you by someone who actually meant it.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - POWER PROFILE        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 225 (evening)                 ║
║ Magic Level: 56 → 58 (+2)          ║
║ Mana: 8000/8000 (MAX POOL)         ║
║                                    ║
║ Ritual 8 Results:                  ║
║ - Triple machine orgasms: 4        ║
║ - Lesbian sex orgasms: 6           ║
║ - Total mana generated: 2000+      ║
║ - Spells learned: 2                ║
║                                    ║
║ NEW SPELLS:                        ║
║ - Cosmetica (300 mana)             ║
║   Instant perfect grooming         ║
║ - Glamour (500 mana)               ║
║   Supernatural beauty aura         ║
║                                    ║
║ Relationship: Vanessa              ║
║ Status: LOVERS (official)          ║
║ Emotional Bond: Deep               ║
║                                    ║
║ Total Spell Arsenal: 19            ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

At home, Vicky noticed immediately.

“You’re glowing. Like, actually glowing. What happened?”

“Ritual eight with Vanessa. And… we slept together. Really slept together. She told me she loves me.”

Vicky’s eyes widened. “Oh. Oh. That’s… Emily, that’s huge. Are you—do you love her back?”

“I think so? Maybe? I don’t know.” I collapsed on the couch. “I love you. I love Katie. I care about my clients in a weird way. I submit to Zola. I fuck strangers for money. What even is love in this context?”

“Love is feeling like someone sees the real you,” Vicky said softly. “Not just your body or your services. The actual person inside.”

Did Vanessa see the real me? Or did she see Emily, the creation, while Michael’s consciousness continued fading into nothing?

I didn’t know. But her I love you had felt more real than anything in months.

“I need to test the new spells,” I said, changing the subject. “Want to see magic?”

“Always.”

I cast Cosmetica first, channeling 300 mana. Energy flowed through my body and suddenly: my hair was perfectly styled, my makeup was flawless, my nails were manicured, my skin was glowing, every aspect of grooming perfected in an instant.

“Holy shit,” Vicky breathed. “You just went from post-sex messy to red-carpet ready in seconds.”

“Watch this.” I cast Glamour next, 500 mana channeling into supernatural beauty enhancement.

The change was visible. My skin took on that subtle luminescence, my eyes sparkled, my whole presence became magnetic. Even Vicky—who’d seen me at my worst and best—stared with her mouth open.

“Em… you look like a goddess. Like you’re not quite human anymore.”

“I’m not,” I reminded her. “I’m succubus. This is just amplifying what I already am.”

“That’s going to make you so much money,” she said, awed. “Clients are going to throw cash at you. Porn directors will beg for you. Strip clubs will pay you double.”

She was right. These spells were game-changers for sex work.

I tested the Glamour’s duration: five hours before it faded. Cost-effective for long escort sessions or full porn shoots. I could cast it before work and maintain supernatural beauty all night.

“This is what magical prostitution looks like,” I said, admiring myself in the mirror. “Perfect appearance, supernatural allure, instant recovery, disease immunity, pain elimination. I’m the ultimate sex worker.”

“You’re also still human underneath,” Vicky reminded gently. “Don’t lose sight of that.”

But was I? Or was I becoming something else entirely?

That night, I lay in bed reviewing my transformation:

Day 0: Michael Carver, 33-year-old businessman Day 225: Emily Lewis, 21-year-old platinum blonde pornstar prostitute succubus with huge fake tits, magical powers, multiple lovers, over $28,000 in the bank, and spells that made her supernaturally beautiful

The distance between those two points felt infinite.

And Michael’s voice—once so loud, so insistent on reversal and return—was now barely a whisper.

Emily’s voice was a roar.

I masturbated one final time before sleep, casting Glamour first so I could watch my goddess-self touch her perfect pussy. The narcissism was complete. The transformation was total.

+150 mana from self-love.

Final Day 225 Status:
Magic Level: 58
Mana: 8000/8000 (max pool)
Lovers: 4 (Vanessa, Vicky, Katie, Dr. Patel)
Mistress: 1 (Zola - submission/domination)
Monthly Elite Client: 1 (Harrison - $1,000/month)
Spell Arsenal: 19 spells
Succubus Transformation: 80%
Michael Consciousness: 20%

I was unstoppable.

I was powerful.

I was Emily.

And tomorrow I would use Glamour for the first time at work and watch my income double.

The golden period was reaching its peak.

But as I drifted off to sleep, a small voice—maybe Michael’s ghost, maybe Emily’s intuition—whispered:

Nothing gold can stay.

I ignored it.

Everything was perfect.

Everything was perfect.


Chapter 24: Glamour-Enhanced Prostitution

Day 226, Friday 8 PM. I stood in the strip club dressing room, surrounded by the other dancers getting ready for the night shift. They applied makeup, adjusted costumes, complained about rent and boyfriends. Normal sex worker conversation.

But I was about to become supernatural.

I ducked into the bathroom stall for privacy and closed my eyes, channeling mana. “Glamour,” I whispered, feeling 500 mana drain from my pool.

The spell activated.

Energy rippled across my skin like warm honey. My platinum blonde hair took on an ethereal shimmer. My eyes brightened until they sparkled with unnatural luminescence. My skin glowed with health and vitality that transcended normal beauty. My curves seemed to perfect themselves, becoming mathematically ideal proportions designed to inspire lust.

I looked in the bathroom mirror and gasped.

I was stunning. Not just beautiful—supernaturally irresistible. Like every fantasy woman from every wet dream, concentrated into one perfect form.

This was going to destroy tonight’s earnings records.

I walked back into the dressing room and every conversation stopped. All the other girls turned to stare at me, their eyes wide.

“Emily… what the fuck?” Amber (fellow dancer, brunette, pretty but normal) stood with her mouth open. “You look—did you get work done? You’re literally glowing.”

“New skincare routine,” I lied smoothly. “Expensive but worth it.”

“I’ll fucking say.” She circled me, awed. “Girl, you’re going to make bank tonight. The guys won’t be able to look away.”

She wasn’t wrong.

My first stage performance started at 9 PM. I walked onto the stage in my usual costume—tiny g-string, platform heels, topless with my huge 35DD breasts oiled and ready—but this time was different.

The reaction was immediate.

Every eye in the club snapped to me. Men stopped mid-conversation, drinks frozen halfway to lips, eyes locked on my glowing form. The music pounded—heavy bass, electronic beat—and I worked the pole with practiced skill.

Spinning. Dropping. Arching. Making my huge tits bounce with every movement.

But with Glamour active, every motion was hypnotic. Men pushed toward the stage, bills already in their hands, desperate to get closer. The normal shower of singles became a flood of fives, tens, even twenties.

I collected them with a smile, making eye contact, blowing kisses, letting them worship the supernatural beauty before them.

Fifteen-minute set. When I stepped off stage, I counted: $180 in tips. Double my normal take.

The manager Richard pulled me aside, his eyes wide behind his glasses. “Emily. What the hell? You’ve always been pretty but tonight you’re—I don’t even have words. You’re going to clean up in private dances.”

“Send them my way,” I said confidently.

First private dance: Wall Street type in his forties, designer suit, wedding ring he didn’t bother hiding. He paid the $100 fee and led me to the VIP room—a semi-private booth with a chair and low lighting.

I straddled his lap, my huge breasts inches from his face, and began grinding. My hips rotated in slow circles, my ass rubbing against his growing bulge, my breasts swaying hypnotically.

With Glamour active, every movement was irresistible. He couldn’t look away, couldn’t control his reaction. Within two minutes his cock was rock hard in his pants, straining against the fabric.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hands hovering near my hips but not touching (no-contact rule). “You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

I leaned in, my lips near his ear. “You can touch. For an extra hundred.”

He had his wallet out before I finished the sentence. “Yes. Please.”

His hands landed on my hips, gripping hard. I ground against him harder, my breasts bouncing in his face, my pussy (wet from the attention and the exhibitionism) rubbing against his clothed cock through my thin g-string.

“Can I—your tits—please—” he begged.

“Another hundred.”

More cash. His hands immediately cupped my huge breasts, squeezing the firm implants, thumbs rubbing my hard nipples. I moaned—partly performance, partly genuine. The combination of the grinding, his hands on my tits, and the supernatural beauty making him worship me was intensely arousing.

“I’m going to cum,” he warned, his hips bucking up against me.

“Do it,” I purred. “Cum in your expensive suit while I dance on you.”

He groaned loudly and I felt his cock pulse beneath me, felt the warmth of his cum soaking through his pants. He came hard, his hands gripping my tits painfully, his whole body shuddering.

I kept grinding through his orgasm, milking every second of pleasure from him.

When he finally slumped back, gasping, I climbed off gracefully. He looked dazed, like he’d just experienced something religious.

“That was—Jesus—I’ve never—” He couldn’t form coherent sentences.

I collected my $300 total (base $100 + two $100 upgrades) and kissed his cheek. “Come back anytime.”

Walking back to the dressing room, I felt the power of supernatural beauty. I’d made a successful businessman cum in his pants with just a lap dance. The Glamour spell had turned a routine grinding session into an unforgettable experience for him.

And I’d generated mana from it—my own arousal at controlling him so completely had built enough for a small orgasm that I’d had right there on his lap.

+100 mana from exhibitionist power trip.

I worked the strip club for six hours that night. Four more stage performances ($240 in stage tips) and five more private dances ($600 total, I kept 40% of the $1,500 in dance fees).

Total earnings for one night: $1,020.

Triple my typical strip club income before Glamour.

Richard the manager pulled me aside at closing. “Emily, whatever you’re doing—the skincare, the glow, the aura—keep doing it. You just made me more money in one night than my top three girls make in a week combined. I’m raising your base rate for private dances to $150. You’ve earned it.”

I walked home at 3 AM with over $1,000 in cash, my feet aching from six hours in platform heels but my spirit soaring.

Glamour spell = money printer.

Day 227, Saturday night: Second test of Glamour at the escort service.

I cast the spell before entering the massage parlor, the now-familiar energy transformation making me supernaturally beautiful. The madam’s reaction was immediate.

“Emily. My god, girl. You look like you belong on magazine covers, not in these rooms.” She checked her booking tablet. “I’m moving you to premium-only clients. $300 base minimum. No exceptions.”

My first client was a nervous young professional—maybe twenty-eight, first time with an escort. When I entered the room, his jaw dropped.

“You’re—you’re real? I thought the photos were edited.”

“Very real.” I walked to him, my supernatural beauty making his breath catch. “Touch me if you want to confirm.”

His shaking hands reached for my face, my hair, my shoulders. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

The sex was worshipful. He treated me like a goddess—kissing every inch of my body, eating my pussy with desperate enthusiasm (he made me cum before his cock even entered me), then fucking me missionary so he could stare at my face the whole time.

He came inside me (I allowed bare after confirming he was tested) while gasping my name like a prayer. Paid $300 plus $100 tip.

$400 for thirty minutes.

Second client: older businessman, aggressive type. But even rough clients were affected by Glamour. He fucked me hard—bent me over the bed and pounded my pussy from behind—but his dirty talk was laced with awe.

“Tightest pussy I’ve ever felt—fuck—most beautiful ass—perfect tits—”

He came in five minutes, overwhelmed by the supernatural experience. Paid $350 (premium rate plus tip for quick service).

$750 for one hour of work.

I worked three more nights that week—escorting Tuesday, Wednesday, Friday. Every night, multiple clients, all paying premium rates. By Day 232, I’d made $4,800 from escort work in one week.

Normal weekly escort income: $2,400 Glamour-enhanced weekly income: $4,800 Double the money for the same work.

But it wasn’t just the money. The power was intoxicating. Watching grown men become speechless, watching them worship my supernaturally enhanced beauty, knowing I could make them cum easily just by existing near them—it fed my succubus nature and my ego simultaneously.

Day 228: Porn shoot with Vincent. I cast Glamour before the cameras rolled.

The director flipped out.

“Emily, what the fuck. You look—I don’t even—” He circled me on set, amazed. “The camera is going to love you. Lighting guys, test this. I want to see if she’s actually glowing or if it’s just my eyes.”

The test shots came back: I was glowing. Subtle, but visible on film. My beauty had a supernatural quality that translated perfectly to camera.

“This is going to be our flagship film,” Vincent declared. “Emily, you’re shooting the cover scene. Feature presentation. I’m paying you $800 for this—it’s that important.”

$800 for one porn scene. My highest single payment yet.

The scene was intense: anal gangbang with three well-hung performers (8, 9, and 10 inches respectively). They took turns fucking my ass while I sucked the others’ cocks. Then all three came on my face—triple facial bukkake that left me dripping with cum from three different men.

But with Glamour active, I looked ethereal even covered in cum. The final shots were artistic—supernatural beauty degraded and defiled, the contrast making it even hotter.

Vincent reviewed the footage and nearly cried. “Emily. This is art. This is going to win awards. You’re not just a pornstar anymore—you’re a phenomenon.”

Porn fame: 46 → 48 from one film.

Day 230: Strip club Saturday night with Glamour active.

The results were excellent: $900 in one six-hour shift—my best night ever. Men fighting to tip me. Private dance requests backed up for hours. Other dancers openly envious of the attention I commanded.

One dancer—Jessica, blonde, competitive—confronted me in the dressing room.

“What’s your secret? Drugs? Surgery? What are you on?”

“Good genetics,” I lied.

“Bullshit. Nobody glows like that naturally. You’re on something. What is it? Molly? Coke?”

The cocaine mention made my stomach clench. I’d used it multiple times now—starting Day 170 and escalating since Day 205. My system was at 30, already past the addiction threshold, and the craving was constant.

“Just taking care of myself,” I said coolly. “Sorry you’re jealous.”

She glared but backed off. Competition in sex work was brutal, and Glamour had made me the alpha.

But her cocaine guess had hit too close to home.

Day 232: I met with Harrison (elite client) for lunch at an expensive French restaurant. Not a booking—just lunch because he’d texted asking to see me socially.

We ate $200 worth of food (he paid), talked about art and music, and he held my hand across the table like we were dating.

“I know this is unconventional,” he said. “Seeing an escort outside of paid time. But I enjoy your company, Emily. Not just sexually. Personally.”

“I enjoy yours too,” I admitted. And I did. Harrison was kind, intelligent, respectful. Easy to be around.

“I’d like to increase our arrangement. Over these past couple weeks together, I’ve come to value our time. Would you consider twice monthly instead?”

$2,200 guaranteed monthly income from one client.

“Yes. Absolutely.”

He smiled, relief visible. “Wonderful. And Emily—if you ever need anything. Anything. I can help. Money, connections, protection. I care about you. I want you to be safe.”

The offer was genuine. Touching, even.

“Thank you, Harrison. Really.”

We parted with a kiss that felt more romantic than transactional, and I walked home thinking about how complicated my life had become.

Day 233: Financial review.

I pulled out my notebook and calculated my current income streams:

Weekly Income Breakdown: - Escort service (4 nights/week): $1,200 (Glamour premium rates) - Strip club (2 nights/week): $600 (Glamour tips doubled) - Porn films (2-3 per week): $600 average - Elite clients (Harrison 2x/month): $500/week average - Total weekly: $2,900 - Total monthly: $11,600

Monthly Expenses: - Rent: $2,500 - Food/living: $500
- Designer clothes: $800 - Beauty maintenance: $600 (salon, nails, waxing) - Cocaine: $400 (weekend use, buying some myself now) - University: $200 - Magic supplies: $100 - Total monthly: $5,100

Net monthly savings: $6,900

I stared at the numbers. I was making twelve thousand dollars per month as a prostitute-pornstar-stripper with magical enhancement.

I was wealthy.

But I was also working six nights per week, sometimes seven. Exhausting myself. Using cocaine to maintain the pace. My university grades had dropped to C+ (barely passing). I was sleeping four hours a night maximum.

Unsustainable, a quiet voice warned. Michael’s ghost maybe, or just common sense.

But I ignored it. The money was too good. The power was too addictive. And Glamour made everything so easy.

Day 234, Monday: Another escort shift, Glamour active.

Three clients in one night:

Client 1: Gentle older man, 60s, small cock (6 inches). He mostly wanted to worship my beauty—kissing my body for twenty minutes before even attempting penetration. He fucked me slowly, reverently, came quickly. Paid $350.

Client 2: Rough construction worker type, 30s, thick 8-inch cock. Wanted hard anal. I cast Pain Block and let him pound my ass for fifteen minutes. He came deep in my bowels (condom), groaning about how tight I was. Paid $400.

Client 3: BBC regular—not Vince, but a different client. Marcus, 35, 11-inch cock, aggressive. He fucked my pussy so hard the bed shook, his massive cock stretching me to my limits even with magical enhancement. I came twice during the fucking, the size and the Glamour-enhanced arousal creating explosive orgasms.

He paid $500 and booked a regular weekly slot.

Three clients. $1,250 earned. 600 mana generated from four orgasms.

Walking home at 2 AM, my pussy and ass both aching despite healing spells, I felt the exhaustion creeping in. Six nights this week. Eighteen clients total. Countless orgasms. Thousands of dollars.

But also: barely sleeping, grades failing, cocaine use increasing, body pushed to limits even magic couldn’t fully compensate for.

Day 235, Tuesday: Katie invited me to lunch, concerned.

We met at a café near campus. She took one look at me—despite Glamour making me beautiful, she could see the tiredness underneath.

“Em, you look exhausted. Are you okay?”

“Fine. Just busy with work.”

“Work.” She said it carefully. “The porn stuff?”

“Among other things.”

“I saw Zola’s video. The one with you.” Her voice dropped. “Em, that was intense. You were on a leash. She was calling you her slave. And you were—”

“I know what I was doing,” I said sharply.

“I’m not judging! I just—I worry about you. You’re working constantly. You never sleep. You’ve lost weight. And your eyes…” She reached across the table to touch my hand. “Your eyes look different. Harder. Older.”

I pulled my hand back. “I’m fine, Katie. I’m making money. I’m successful. I’m powerful.”

“You’re also running yourself into the ground.” Her green eyes were sad. “When’s the last time you did something just for fun? Not for work, not for money, not for mana. Just… fun?”

I couldn’t remember.

“Come to a party with me this weekend,” she pressed. “No work. No clients. Just us and some friends drinking and dancing. Please?”

“I have shifts—”

“Cancel them. One night off won’t kill you. But this pace might.”

She was right. I knew she was right.

“Okay. One night off. This Saturday.”

Her smile was bright. “Perfect! It’ll be good for you. I promise.”

We hugged goodbye and I went to my afternoon class (one of the few I still attended). But I couldn’t focus. My mind kept drifting to tonight’s work: two escort clients booked, then strip club shift after. Another long night of being fucked and performing and generating mana and collecting cash.

The grind was grinding me down.

But I needed the money. Needed the power. Needed the validation that came from men worshipping my supernatural beauty.

Didn’t I?

Day 236, Wednesday night: Elite client booking at The Plaza again. Different client this time—CEO type, early fifties, wealthy and demanding.

With Glamour active, I was stunning in my cocktail dress. He met me in the suite with champagne already poured.

“Emily. The photos don’t do you justice. You’re breathtaking.”

“Thank you.”

We skipped dinner—he wanted to get straight to business. The sex was professional: he fucked me in three positions (missionary, doggy, cowgirl), lasting twenty minutes total, came on my tits (his preference), paid $1,200 plus $300 tip.

$1,500 for twenty minutes of sex.

But there was no connection like with Harrison. This was pure transaction. My supernatural beauty had made the booking premium, but the experience was hollow.

Walking home with $1,500 in my purse, I felt empty despite the full mana pool.

Day 237, Thursday: Cocaine use escalated.

I’d bought a small amount from the Washington Square Park dealer last week ($50 per baggie, enough for 3-4 lines). I’d been using more frequently since Day 205, but this was the first time buying my own supply rather than accepting what clients offered.

But Thursday I was exhausted. Two escort clients scheduled for the evening, then strip club after. I needed energy.

I did a line before the first client. The euphoria hit immediately—confidence surged, exhaustion vanished, arousal spiked. I felt invincible.

The client (rough type, 9-inch cock, wanted hard fucking) got the performance of his life. I rode his cock like a pornstar, dirty talking naturally, cumming three times from the cocaine-enhanced sensitivity.

He tipped an extra $200. “Best fuck I’ve ever had. You were wild.”

Between clients, I did another line in the massage parlor bathroom. Then a third before strip club.

By the time I got home at 4 AM, I’d done five lines in one night. My cocaine system jumped: 30 → 35.

Well past the addiction threshold of 30.

But the cocaine had made the night easier. I’d earned $2,800 (escort + strip club), generated 800 mana from multiple orgasms, and had felt energized instead of exhausted.

Maybe cocaine isn’t the enemy, I thought while coming down. Maybe it’s a tool. Like magic. Just another resource to optimize my work.

Famous last words.

Day 238, Friday: Vincent called with major news.

“Emily, you’re trending. That Glamour-enhanced BBC gangbang? It’s our top video this month. Over 100,000 views. You’re becoming a name in the industry.”

My porn fame now sat at 48. I was officially a recognized pornstar.

“I’ve got offers flooding in. Major studios want to shoot with you. Reality Kings, Brazzers—the big leagues. Are you interested?”

My heart raced. The big leagues. Not small Brooklyn studios, but major professional porn companies.

“What’s the pay?”

“Starting at $1,500 per scene. More if you’re willing to do extreme content. Anal, DP, gangbangs, interracial. The weirder and harder, the more they pay.”

“I’ll do anything,” I said without hesitation. “Book me.”

“Perfect. I’m setting up meetings next week. Emily, you’re about to become a star.”

I hung up and immediately did a line of cocaine to celebrate. The euphoria mixed with excitement created a dizzying high.

Cocaine system: 35 → 36.

Escalation continuing.

Day 239, Saturday: Katie’s party—my promised night off. The week’s relentless pace had left me satisfied but drained, and Katie had insisted tonight would be different—just a normal party, no sex planned.

I almost cancelled. Had three client requests for premium rates. But I’d promised Katie, and some part of me knew she was right about needing a break.

I went without Glamour—wanted to see if I could have fun as just Emily, not supernatural Emily.

The party was at Lucas’s apartment in the East Village. Tonight was different: twenty people, loud music, alcohol everywhere. No sex planned. Just a normal party. Katie greeted me with a huge hug.

“You came! I’m so glad.”

It felt strange being at a normal university party. I was so far removed from regular student life now—my nights were spent fucking clients and stripping and filming porn, not playing beer pong and flirting with drunk boys.

But I tried. Drank beer (cheap, unlike the champagne my elite clients served). Danced with Katie and some other girls. Chatted with strangers about normal topics—classes, professors, weekend plans.

Lucas pulled me aside at one point. “Em, you look different tonight. Not bad—just less… intense. More relaxed.”

“No work tonight,” I explained. “Just here to have fun.”

“Good. You’ve been working too much.” He handed me a beer. “Katie’s worried about you. Said you’re always exhausted.”

“I’m fine.”

“That’s what everyone says right before they crash.” His blue eyes were serious. “Take care of yourself, yeah?”

I nodded, but my mind was already drifting. I should be working. Should be making money, generating mana, building power. This party was just wasted time.

My phone buzzed. Text from a regular client: “Available tonight? I’ll pay double your rate.”

Double meant $600. For one client. I could slip out, do the booking, be back before anyone noticed—

Katie grabbed my phone. “No. Tonight is about having fun, not work. Put this away.”

I wanted to argue. Wanted to explain that the money was important, that I needed to maintain my pace, that every hour not working was money and power lost.

But her green eyes were so earnest. So worried.

“Okay,” I agreed reluctantly. “No work tonight.”

We danced together, her body pressed against mine, and for a few hours I remembered what it felt like to be young. To be a college student at a party. To be normal.

It felt wrong. Alien. Like wearing someone else’s skin.

I left at midnight, claiming exhaustion. Katie hugged me goodbye.

“Thank you for coming. I love you, Em.”

“Love you too.”

Walking home through the Manhattan night, I felt the disconnect between who I’d been at that party and who I’d become.

Normal Emily—university student, friend, party girl.

Real Emily—prostitute, pornstar, magical succubus, supernatural beauty who fucked for power and money.

The two versions couldn’t coexist. One was a costume. The other was truth.

At home, I checked my stats:

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - WEEKLY REVIEW        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Days: 226-237 (twelve days)        ║
║ Magic Level: 58 → 60 (+2)          ║
║ Mana: 7000/8000 (high)             ║
║                                    ║
║ Income (2 weeks):                  ║
║ - Escort: $2,400                   ║
║ - Strip club: $1,200               ║
║ - Porn: $1,200                     ║
║ - Elite clients: $1,000            ║
║ - TOTAL: $5,800                    ║
║                                    ║
║ Bank Account: $27,100 → $33,100    ║
║                                    ║
║ Work Nights (12 days): 11 of 12    ║
║ Clients Serviced: 34               ║
║ Orgasms Generated: 76              ║
║ Cocaine System: 35 (SEVERE)        ║
║                                    ║
║ Status: Peak Performance           ║
║ Warning: Burnout Approaching       ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

Over $33,000 in the bank. Making nearly $6,000 every two weeks. Supernatural beauty. Magical powers. Fame in the porn industry. Elite clients. Multiple lovers.

This was the golden period.

But it was also: working thirteen of fourteen days. Servicing 34 clients in two weeks. Using cocaine increasingly often. Sleeping four hours a night. Lying to friends. Skipping classes. Pushing my body to breaking point even with magical healing.

I pulled out the small baggie of cocaine I’d bought yesterday. Stared at the white powder.

One line to help me sleep? Or would that push me closer to the addiction threshold?

Cocaine system: 36. Well past the addiction threshold, and the pattern is dangerous.

I put it away. Not tonight. I could maintain control. I was fine.

But as I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, the exhaustion crashed over me like a wave. My body ached despite healing spells. My mind was foggy despite the mana humming in my veins. My pussy was sore from constant use despite Pain Block during sessions.

How long can I maintain this pace?

The question haunted me as I finally fell into fitful sleep.

Tomorrow I had four clients booked. Then strip club. Then a late-night porn shoot.

Another day in paradise.

Another day of selling my supernaturally beautiful body for money and power.

Another day of being Emily—the platinum blonde goddess who could handle anything.

Anything.

Even if it was killing me slowly.

Even if the cocaine was calling.

Even if Michael’s ghost was screaming warnings I couldn’t hear anymore.

I could handle this.

Everything was manageable.

The lie was becoming harder to maintain.

But the money was so good.

And the power was so addictive.

And being desired by everyone who saw me—clients, directors, strangers on the street—felt like the only validation that mattered anymore.

Day 240: I woke up and immediately checked my reflection.

Without Glamour, I looked tired. Circles under my eyes that makeup couldn’t fully hide. Skin slightly sallow. Weight loss visible (I’d dropped five pounds from working too much and eating too little).

I cast Cosmetica (300 mana) and Glamour (500 mana) back-to-back.

The transformation was instant: tired prostitute → supernatural goddess.

Perfect.

Nobody would ever see the exhaustion underneath. The magic would hide everything.

I could keep going.

I could maintain this pace.

I was in control.

I did a line of cocaine before my first client of the day.

Cocaine system: 36 → 37.

Still climbing deeper into addiction.

The high hit familiar now. Euphoria and confidence, the fuel I needed to keep going at this pace.

But I pushed the thought away.

One more client. Then another. Then strip club. Then porn shoot.

Just keep moving. Keep working. Keep earning. Keep generating power.

Everything was fine.

Everything was perfect.

Everything was exactly as it should be.

The crash was coming.

But I was too high to see it.


Chapter 25: Katie’s Full Corruption

Day 241, 10 AM. Katie texted me with barely-contained excitement: “Lucas wants to do something CRAZY tonight. Seven people total. You, me, Amber, Jen, Lucas, Evan, and Terrell. Are you IN??”

I stared at the message, my coffee going cold. A seven-person orgy. Four girls, three guys. The kind of debauchery that would push Katie’s corruption to its final stages.

Her slut stat was at 55. This would complete her transformation.

Part of me felt guilty. Sweet innocent Katie from two months ago—the virgin redhead who’d blushed at sex talk—had become an enthusiastic threesome participant. And now she was excited about a seven-person orgy.

I’d done that. I’d corrupted her. Led her down this path step by step.

But another part of me—the succubus part, the part that fed on sexual energy and thrived on corruption—felt proud.

I’m in, I texted back. What time?

8 PM. Lucas’s place. He’s inviting Amber (from your strip club) and this girl Jen from his gym. Should be AMAZING.

Four girls: me (experienced pornstar prostitute), Katie (increasingly slutty), Amber (from the strip club), and Jen (from Lucas’s gym).

Three guys: Lucas (9 inches, experienced), Evan (10 inches, reliable), and Terrell (Lucas’s gym friend, probably well-equipped).

This was going to be intense.

I spent the day preparing. Full waxing at the salon (legs, pussy, ass—everything smooth). Manicure and pedicure. Hair professionally styled. Then at 7 PM, I cast Cosmetica for perfect grooming and Glamour for supernatural beauty.

800 mana spent, but worth it. I looked like a pornstar goddess ready for an orgy.

I dressed slutty: micro-mini skirt (so short my ass showed when I bent over), crop top with no bra (my 35DD breasts obviously unrestrained), thigh-high stockings, platform heels. Makeup heavy and dramatic. The whole look screamed available.

At 7:45 PM, I walked to Lucas’s apartment in the East Village. Katie was already there, dressed similarly slutty—tight dress that showed her cleavage, no panties (she told me giggling), heels she could barely walk in.

“You look incredible,” she breathed when she saw me. “Like literally too hot to be real.”

“Glamour spell,” I admitted quietly. “Makes me supernaturally beautiful.”

“Teach me magic,” she begged. “I want to be like you.”

You can’t, I thought. You’re not a transformed businessman with an ancient amulet. You’re just a girl I’m corrupting.

But I said: “Maybe someday.”

The other participants arrived: Amber (the competitive blonde from the strip club—athletic body, 34C breasts, bratty attitude) and Terrell (Lucas’s gym buddy—Black, 6’4”, muscular, massive build).

Lucas made introductions while pouring drinks. “Everyone, this is Emily—” Both guys’ jaws dropped when they saw me. The Glamour effect was immediate.

“Damn,” Terrell breathed. “Lucas, you didn’t say your friend was a supermodel.”

“Emily’s special,” Lucas agreed, grinning. “And she’s down for anything.”

“Anything?” Terrell asked, his eyes traveling over my body hungrily.

“Anything,” I confirmed.

We drank and talked for thirty minutes, breaking the ice. Amber was competitive and flirty, clearly viewing me as a threat. Terrell couldn’t stop staring at me—the Glamour was working perfectly.

Katie pulled me aside at one point. “Em, I’m nervous. Seven people is… a lot.”

“We can leave if you want.”

“No! I want to do this. I want to be slutty. I want to experience everything.” Her green eyes were bright with excitement and arousal. “I just—will you stay close to me? Make sure I’m okay?”

“Always.”

Lucas clapped his hands. “Alright, everyone ready? Let’s move this to the bedroom.”

His bedroom was larger than I remembered—he’d rearranged furniture, pushing the bed against the wall and creating open floor space. Bottles of lube and boxes of condoms were stacked on the nightstand.

He dimmed the lights to mood lighting and turned on music—slow, sexual, bass-heavy.

“Rules,” Lucas announced. “Everyone’s consenting adults. Anyone can stop anytime—just say ‘stop’ and we all stop. Condoms required for penetration unless both parties agree otherwise. Other than that…” He grinned. “Have fun.”

Amber stepped forward first, pulling her dress off to reveal she was naked underneath. Her body was toned and tight—dancer’s abs, small firm breasts, waxed pussy. “Who wants me first?”

Terrell moved toward her immediately, and they began making out aggressively.

Jen was next, stripping down to reveal her surprisingly large breasts and petite frame. Lucas claimed her, laying her on the bed and diving between her legs to eat her pussy.

That left Katie, me, and Evan in an awkward triangle while the others got started.

“Come here,” Evan said, pulling both of us close.

We moved together—three people kissing in rotation. Evan kissed me deeply while Katie watched, then Katie and I kissed while Evan watched hungrily, then Evan kissed Katie while I stroked his hardening cock through his jeans. The rotation continued, building heat.

Hands roamed everywhere. Evan groped my huge breasts with one hand while the other slid under Katie’s dress to find her pussy. Katie’s fingers found my nipples through my crop top. My hand wrapped around Evan’s bulge, feeling his impressive size straining against the fabric.

The energy shifted from awkward to heated rapidly.

“Tops off,” Lucas commanded, and suddenly Katie, Jen, Amber and I were all topless. Eight breasts of varying sizes on display—mine the largest at 35DD, Jen’s close behind at 32DD, Amber’s small and perky, Katie’s natural 33C.

The guys stared like kids in a candy store.

“Line up,” Lucas said, his voice thick with lust. “You three—” He pointed at me, Katie, and Amber. “Bend over the bed. Side by side. Asses up.”

We obeyed, the three of us presenting ourselves: three asses in a row, three pussies exposed and ready. Jen joined us, making it four girls bent over and three guys standing behind us.

“Fuck,” Evan breathed. “Best view ever.”

Lucas moved behind me, Evan behind Katie, Terrell behind Amber while Jen waited her turn.

I felt Lucas’s hands on my hips, his 9-inch cock (no condom—we’d established bare was okay between us) pressing against my entrance. He pushed inside in one smooth thrust, filling my pussy completely.

“God, you’re tight,” he groaned, beginning to thrust. “Even after all the cocks you take.”

Beside me, Katie gasped as Evan filled her. “Oh fuck—so deep—”

Amber moaned as Terrell’s huge BBC (I could see it from the corner of my eye—at least 11 inches) stretched her pussy. “Jesus Christ that’s big—”

The four of us—lined up, bent over, being fucked simultaneously—created a symphony of moans and wet slapping sounds. The guys established a rhythm, thrusting in sync, making the bed shake.

“Switch,” Lucas called after five minutes.

The guys rotated: Lucas moved to Katie, Evan to Amber, Terrell to me, then Lucas to Jen.

Terrell’s 11-inch BBC pressed against my pussy and I braced myself. Even with my succubus-enhanced capacity and prostitution training, eleven inches was substantial.

He pushed inside slowly, his thick cock stretching me wider than I’d been stretched in days. Inch after inch disappeared into my pussy until I was gasping.

“Take it,” he commanded, gripping my hips. “Take this big black cock like the slut you are.”

The size was overwhelming. He fucked me hard, each thrust bottoming out against my cervix, his massive shaft stretching my inner walls. I came within three minutes—the size, the taboo, the degradation all combining into explosive pleasure.

First orgasm. +150 mana from BBC size queen satisfaction.

“Switch,” someone called.

The rotation continued: Lucas to Amber, Evan to me, Terrell to Katie (her scream when his 11 inches entered her was loud), then the guys kept rotating through all of us.

We rotated through all combinations—every girl experiencing every cock, every guy experiencing every pussy. The variety was dizzying.

After thirty minutes of rotation fucking, Lucas had a new idea.

“Jen, get on the bed on your back. Katie, sit on her face. Emily and Amber, you’re on blowjob duty.”

We rearranged: Jen lay flat, Katie straddled her face (Jen’s tongue immediately finding Katie’s pussy), and Amber and I knelt between the three guys standing at the edge of the bed.

Three cocks in front of our faces: Lucas’s 9-inch, Evan’s 8-inch, Terrell’s massive 11-inch.

“Suck them together,” Lucas instructed. “Share the cocks. I want to see you girls competing.”

Amber went for Evan first. I took Lucas. We bobbed our heads in sync, sucking hungrily, occasionally our faces bumping together or our tongues touching around the same shaft.

Then we switched—I took Terrell’s huge BBC in my mouth, stretching my lips wide to accommodate the girth. Amber moved to Lucas. We rotated through all three cocks, sometimes both sucking the same one simultaneously—my mouth on the head while Amber licked the shaft, or vice versa.

Katie was moaning loudly above us, cumming on Jen’s tongue. The guys groaned from our dual blowjob attention.

“Together,” Terrell said, moving his cock to join the others. “All three cocks. Both of you. At the same time.”

Amber and I positioned ourselves with our faces side-by-side, cheeks touching, mouths open. The three guys stepped closer, their cocks all pointing at our faces—a forest of hard dicks inches from our lips.

We licked and sucked all three simultaneously—impossible to take them all in our mouths, so we improvised. Tongues on shafts. Lips on heads. Sharing the three cocks between our two mouths, our tongues occasionally touching each other or the guys’ balls.

“Fuck that’s hot,” Lucas groaned. “You girls look so slutty right now.”

Katie came again loudly, then climbed off Jen’s face. “I want to join!”

Now three girls kneeling in front of three cocks. Katie joined the shared blowjob session, and now we had three mouths servicing three dicks—constantly switching, sharing, collaborating.

My porn training made me the best at deepthroating. I took Terrell’s 11 inches down my throat until my nose touched his pelvis, gagging but not stopping. Katie and Amber watched in awe.

“How do you do that?” Katie asked.

“Practice,” I said, pulling off with a gasp. “Lots of practice.”

“Teach me.”

I guided her mouth onto Evan’s cock, showing her how to relax her throat, how to breathe through her nose, how to suppress the gag reflex. She managed six inches before gagging and pulling off, coughing.

“I’ll keep practicing,” she said, determined.

Katie’s slut stat: 55 → 57. Learning to deepthroat. Corruption accelerating.

“New position,” Lucas commanded. “All four girls on the bed. We’re going rotating.”

We climbed onto the bed—four naked women arranged on our hands and knees in a row. The three guys (Terrell had been getting a blowjob from Jen) moved behind us.

What followed was organized chaos:

	Terrell fucked my pussy (his 11 inches stretching me wide)
	Lucas fucked Katie’s pussy (she moaned his name)
	Evan fucked Amber’s pussy (she talked shit: “Harder—I can barely feel it”)
	Terrell rotated to fuck Jen’s pussy (she squealed)


After two minutes: rotation. Each guy shifted one girl over.

Now Evan was in my pussy, Terrell in Katie’s (her scream at taking BBC made everyone laugh), Lucas in Amber’s, then Evan moved to Jen’s.

Rotation again.

Terrell in me, Lucas in Katie, Evan in Amber, Terrell in Jen.

Rotation again.

We cycled through until every guy had fucked every girl, every pussy had experienced every cock. The bed was soaked with our combined arousal, the air thick with sex smell and moaning.

I came twice during the rotations—once on Terrell’s huge cock, once when Evan unexpectedly went for my ass instead of my pussy (surprise anal that made me scream with pleasure).

Two orgasms. +300 mana from group dynamic.

“Cumshot time,” Lucas announced, breathing hard. “All you girls kneel in the center. We’re finishing on your faces.”

We scrambled into position—four women kneeling close together, faces upturned, mouths open. The three guys stood over us in a semicircle, jerking their cocks frantically.

“Ready, sluts?” Lucas asked.

“Yes!” we chorused.

Lucas came first—his cock erupted, thick white ropes spraying across my face and Katie’s. Hot cum splattered my cheeks, my lips, dripped into my open mouth. I swallowed reflexively.

Evan came seconds later—his load hit Katie and Amber, coating their faces with sticky seed.

Terrell came last but with the most volume—huge spurts that hit all four of us, his BBC producing what felt like twice the cum of the other guys. Thick ropes across my forehead, my hair, my tits. Katie got a direct hit in her mouth and choked slightly before swallowing.

Terrell finished on Jen, but the ricochet caught me and Amber too.

When they were done, all four of us were covered. Cum dripped from our faces, hung in our hair, coated our breasts. We looked like the finale of a bukkake film.

Katie’s face was plastered with cum—white streaks across her freckles, in her red hair, dripping off her chin onto her 33C breasts. She giggled, high on the debauchery.

“This is so hot,” she said, scooping cum from her face and licking her fingers. “I’m literally covered in cum from three different guys.”

I watched her transformation with fascination. Two months ago she’d been nervous about kissing. Now she was eating cum off her fingers and laughing about it.

“Lick me clean,” I said impulsively.

Katie’s eyes went dark with lust. She leaned forward and began licking cum from my face—her tongue tracing my cheeks, my nose, my forehead. I did the same to her, and soon we were making out, sharing the three guys’ loads between our mouths, swallowing the mixed cum together.

Amber and Jen watched, then joined in. Four girls kissing and licking cum off each other, the guys watching with renewed arousal.

“Round two?” Terrell asked hopefully.

“Definitely,” Katie said immediately, her eyes wild. “But this time I want to try DP. Emily, you’ve done it—is it good?”

“Incredible,” I confirmed. “You want to try?”

“Yes. Lucas and Evan—both of you. At the same time.”

Her slut stat jumped: 57 → 60. Requesting DP. Corruption complete.

Lucas and Evan looked at each other, then grinned. “Let’s do it.”

We rearranged: Lucas lay on his back, Katie straddled him and lowered her pussy onto his 9-inch cock. She moaned as he filled her, then leaned forward onto his chest.

Evan moved behind her, lubing his 8-inch cock thoroughly. He pressed against her asshole—Katie had done anal before, but never while also being fucked vaginally.

“Ready?” Evan asked.

“Do it,” Katie gasped. “Fill me. Both of you.”

He pushed inside her ass slowly. Katie’s face contorted—pleasure, pain, overwhelming fullness. When Evan was fully seated, she had 17 inches of cock inside her—9 in her pussy, 8 in her ass.

“Oh my GOD,” she sobbed. “So full—can’t breathe—”

“Does it hurt?” I asked, concerned.

“No—yes—I don’t know—it’s everything—” She was crying and moaning simultaneously.

The guys began to move—alternating thrusts so one pulled out while the other pushed in. Katie screamed with pleasure, her body trembling between them.

I watched my best friend take DP for the first time, watched her corruption reach its peak, watched her transform into the complete slut I’d been molding her into.

Pride and guilt warred inside me.

The rest of us paired off for round two: I took Terrell’s BBC in my pussy while sucking Lucas’s cock. Amber rode Evan while Jen sat on his face.

We fucked in various combinations for another forty-five minutes. The room was chaos—bodies everywhere, moans overlapping, cum and arousal coating every surface.

I came three more times: once from Terrell’s size, once when Lucas fucked my ass while I ate Jen’s pussy, once when all three guys focused on me simultaneously (one in each hole—airtight).

Three more orgasms. +450 mana from extended group session.

Katie came six times total—she was discovering she could have multiple orgasms easily, her body responding to the constant stimulation with climax after climax.

Her slut stat hit 63 by the end, then 65 after the bukkake finish. Beyond complete corruption. She was enthusiastically slutty now, suggesting positions, begging for more, dirty talking naturally.

At midnight, we all collapsed in an exhausted pile of sweaty limbs and satisfied groans.

“Best orgy ever,” Amber declared.

“Agreed,” Jen said quietly. “We should do this weekly.”

“Monthly maybe,” Lucas laughed. “I need time to recover.”

Katie curled against me, her body sticky with sweat and cum, her eyes bright with satisfaction. “Em, that was incredible. I came so many times I lost count. And the DP—holy fuck—I never knew I could feel so full.”

“You did great,” I said honestly. “Natural slut.”

She giggled. “I love being a slut with you. You’ve taught me so much. Shown me who I can really be.” She kissed me softly. “Thank you for corrupting me.”

The gratitude in her voice was genuine. She wanted this corruption. Wanted to be transformed from innocent to experienced. Wanted to be the kind of girl who could handle seven-person orgies and DP and bukkake facials.

I’d given her that.

We showered together—all four girls cramming into Lucas’s small shower, washing cum from our hair, giggling about the night. The camaraderie was real. We’d bonded through shared debauchery.

Walking home at 1 AM with Katie, both of us in rumpled clothes with damp hair, I felt the weight of what I’d done.

“You okay?” I asked her.

“Perfect. That was the best night of my life. Sex with you is always amazing, but adding more people—god—the variety, the intensity, knowing three guys all wanted us—” She squeezed my hand. “I feel so free. Like I’m not pretending to be good anymore. I can just be slutty and it’s okay.”

“It’s more than okay,” I assured her. “It’s powerful. Owning your sexuality. Enjoying it without shame.”

“Exactly!” She beamed. “And I have you to thank for showing me that.”

We parted at her dorm with a long kiss. Walking the final blocks to my apartment, I reviewed the night:

Seven-person orgy. Complete success. Katie’s corruption finalized. Five orgasms generated. 750 mana total. New group dynamic established for future sessions.

But also: I’d completed my best friend’s transformation from innocent to slut. Crossed another line. Involved her in increasingly extreme scenarios.

Was I helping her discover herself? Or destroying her?

I didn’t know. But she seemed happy. Fulfilled. Free.

Maybe that was enough.

At home, I found Vicky waiting up, worried.

“You were at Lucas’s?”

“Yeah. Group thing. Seven people.”

“Em…” Her grey eyes were sad. “You’re going deeper and deeper into this. Orgies. Porn. Prostitution. Zola’s slavery. How much further can you go?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “But tonight felt good. Katie’s happy. I made mana. Everyone had fun. What’s wrong with that?”

“Nothing, if you’re choosing it. But are you? Or are you just spiraling? Chasing the next high, the next extreme, the next corruption?”

I wanted to argue. To defend myself. To explain that I was in control.

But I was also at cocaine system 38 (severely addicted), working six nights a week, barely sleeping, using magic to hide my exhaustion, and had just orchestrated a seven-person orgy to complete my friend’s corruption.

Was I in control? Or was I free-falling?

“I’m fine,” I said. The automatic response.

“You keep saying that.” Vicky pulled me into a hug. “Just… don’t lose yourself completely. There’s still some of the real you left. The girl who isn’t just holes and mana and money. Don’t let her disappear entirely.”

I held her close, breathing in her familiar scent, and felt tears threatening.

The real me. Was there any real me left?

Michael was gone—barely a whisper now.

Emily was fractured into roles: prostitute, pornstar, slave, girlfriend, friend, student, succubus.

Which one was real? Which one was me?

I didn’t know anymore.

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - POWER PROFILE        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 241 (late)                    ║
║ Magic Level: 60 → 61 (+1)          ║
║ Mana: 8000/8000 (max maintained)   ║
║                                    ║
║ Seven-Person Orgy Results:         ║
║ - Participants: 4F, 3M             ║
║ - Duration: 4 hours                ║
║ - Orgasms: 5 (Emily)               ║
║ - Mana Generated: 750              ║
║                                    ║
║ Katie Corruption:                  ║
║ - Slut Stat: 55 → 65               ║
║ - Status: COMPLETE SLUT            ║
║ - First DP: Achieved               ║
║ - Bukkake: Enthusiastic            ║
║                                    ║
║ Sexual Partners (Total): 81        ║
║ Group Scenes: 12                   ║
║                                    ║
║ Cocaine System: 38 (SEVERE)        ║
║ Work Nights This Week: 6 of 7      ║
║                                    ║
║ Status: Peak Performance           ║
║ Warning: CRASH IMMINENT            ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

I fell asleep in Vicky’s arms, and dreamed of fracturing into a thousand versions of myself, each one a different role, none of them the original person I’d been.

Michael was dead.

Emily was dying too, slowly, replaced by the roles she played.

Prostitute. Pornstar. Slave. Girlfriend. Slut. Succubus.

Which one would be left standing when the golden period ended?

The cocaine on my nightstand whispered promises of continued energy, continued success, continued control.

Just one more line.

Just one more night.

Just one more client.

Just keep going.

Don’t stop.

Don’t think.

Don’t let yourself realize you’ve already lost control.

The crash was two days away.

But I didn’t know that yet.

Tomorrow I would work again. And again. And again.

Until something broke.


Chapter 26: Money and Doubt

Day 242, 2 AM. I sat cross-legged on my bed, laptop open, spreadsheets glowing in the darkness. Numbers. Always numbers. Money in, money out, profit margins, cost-benefit analysis.

Michael had been good with numbers. Emily was exceptional at them.

I pulled up my banking app first:

Current Balance: $34,500

Thirty-four thousand five hundred dollars. Earned in five months of selling my body. I stared at the number, trying to feel something. Pride? Shame? Satisfaction?

Mostly I felt numb.

I opened my detailed expense tracker—I’d been maintaining it obsessively, because understanding the economics of prostitution required precision.

Income Breakdown (Days 85-242, Five Months Total):

Escort Service: - Total clients: 68 men - Average payment: $275 per client - Total earned: $18,700

Strip Club: - Total shifts: 42 nights - Average per shift: $450 (pre-Glamour), $800+ (post-Glamour) - Total earned: $21,000 (mixed pre/post-Glamour average of ~$500/shift)

Porn Films: - Total films: 11 - Total earned: $5,800

Elite Clients: - Harrison: 2 sessions @ $1,100 average = $2,200 - Other premium: 5 sessions @ $800 average = $4,000 - Total earned: $6,200

Zola Sessions: - Paid: $0 (slavery doesn’t pay) - Cost: Dignity

GROSS INCOME: $51,700

Expenses (Same Period):

Rent: $12,500 (5 months @ $2,500) Food/Living: $2,500 Beauty Maintenance: $3,500 (salon, nails, waxing, products) Breast Implants: $4,500 (one-time) Wardrobe: $4,200 (designer clothes for work) Cocaine: $1,200 (escalating from Day 170, $100-150/week) University: $1,000 Magic Supplies: $500 Medical: $800 (STD testing, birth control, checkups) Misc: $2,000

TOTAL EXPENSES: $22,900

NET SAVED: $28,800 (matching bank balance after recent expenses)

I stared at the spreadsheet. In five months, I’d earned over fifty thousand dollars. More than many people made in a year. And I’d done it by being fucked 68 times by clients, performing 42 strip club shifts, filming 11 porn scenes, and submitting to Zola countless times.

$920 per fuck if I only counted escort clients.

My pussy was worth almost a thousand dollars.

More if I counted strip club and porn income derived from the same asset.

I pulled up my Power App next:

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS - COMPLETE PROFILE     ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 242                           ║
║ Magic Level: 61                    ║
║ Mana: 7000/8000 (high)             ║
║                                    ║
║ PHYSICAL TRANSFORMATION:           ║
║ - Age: 21 (body), 33 (mind?)       ║
║ - Hair: Platinum Blonde            ║
║ - Breasts: 35DD (implants)         ║
║ - Body: 35DD-23-35                 ║
║ - Beauty: 10/10 (supernatural)     ║
║ - Attractiveness: 10/10 (maxed)    ║
║                                    ║
║ SEXUAL STATISTICS:                 ║
║ - Total Partners: 83               ║
║ - Orgasms: ~550+                   ║
║ - Prostitution Sessions: 68        ║
║ - Porn Films: 11                   ║
║ - Group Scenes: 12                 ║
║ - Glory Holes: ~20 anonymous        ║
║                                    ║
║ FINANCIAL STATUS:                  ║
║ - Bank Balance: $34,500            ║
║ - Monthly Income: $10,500 avg      ║
║ - Monthly Expenses: $5,100         ║
║ - Net Monthly: +$5,400             ║
║                                    ║
║ ADDICTION STATUS:                  ║
║ - Cocaine System: 38 (SEVERE)      ║
║ - Usage: Daily (4-6 lines/day)     ║
║ - Cost: $150/week (increasing)     ║
║                                    ║
║ RELATIONSHIPS:                     ║
║ - Vanessa: Lover (mutual love)     ║
║ - Vicky: Girlfriend (worried)      ║
║ - Katie: Best friend (corrupted)   ║
║ - Zola: Mistress (owned)           ║
║ - Dr. Patel: Feeding partner       ║
║ - Harrison: Elite client (fond)    ║
║                                    ║
║ IDENTITY MARKERS:                  ║
║ - Succubus Transformation: 83%     ║
║ - Michael Consciousness: 17%       ║
║ - Emily Integration: 83%           ║
║                                    ║
║ SPELL ARSENAL: 19 spells           ║
║ PORN FAME: 48 (popular emerging star) ║
║                                    ║
║ Status: PEAK SUCCESS               ║
║ Warning: UNSUSTAINABLE PACE        ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

The numbers were impressive. Undeniable success by any metric.

But beneath the stats was a reality I’d been avoiding:

I worked six nights per week, sometimes seven. Monday through Saturday: escort clients, strip club shifts, porn shoots, Zola sessions. Sunday I recovered enough to do it again. I slept four hours per night maximum. I ate one meal a day (cocaine suppressed appetite). I’d skipped thirty consecutive university classes. My GPA had dropped from B+ to C-, barely passing.

I was wealthy, powerful, beautiful, famous… and collapsing.

I closed the laptop and walked to my mirror, standing naked in the dim light.

Without Glamour or Cosmetica active, the truth was visible:

My face showed exhaustion—dark circles under my eyes that even concealer couldn’t fully hide. My cheekbones were sharper from the weight loss (down from 125 lbs to 118 lbs in five months). My skin, despite magical perfection spells, looked slightly sallow from lack of sleep and poor nutrition.

My huge fake breasts still looked perfect—surgery and magic maintaining them. My platinum blonde hair still fell in perfect waves—salon maintenance every month. My pussy was smooth and trained—waxed and fucked so often it had adapted to constant use.

But my eyes… my eyes looked different. Harder. Older. The innocence of transformation day was gone. The confusion of early Emily was gone. Now there was just cold calculation and practiced seduction.

I looked like a prostitute. A professional one. An expensive one. But still fundamentally a woman who sold her body for money.

And I’d stopped caring.

When had that happened? When had I stopped fighting it and started embracing it?

I pulled up my mental timeline:

Day 0: Michael Carver, horrified at transformation. Day 30: Emily confused and struggling. Day 60: Emily discovering sexual power. Day 85: Emily’s first prostitution client—“I have to do this to survive.” Day 120: Emily enjoying prostitution—“I’m good at this.” Day 150: Emily proud of prostitution—“My body is valuable.” Day 200: Emily addicted to the lifestyle—“Why would I ever stop?” Day 242: Emily can’t remember why she wanted to reverse the transformation.

The progression was clear. Gradual acceptance → enjoyment → pride → addiction.

I sat back on my bed and touched my pussy gently. How many cocks had been inside here? I’d stopped counting after fifty. Sixty? Seventy? More?

How much cum had I swallowed? Hundreds of loads. Maybe thousands if I counted pre-cum and multiple ejaculations from the same client.

How many times had I been filmed fucking? Eleven porn scenes. Plus Zola’s premium content. Plus amateur recordings clients had done without permission. My body was documented across dozens of websites, permanent and searchable.

Emily Lewis porn probably got thousands of hits.

I was famous for being fucked.

And I’d chosen this. Every step. Every client. Every film. Every line of cocaine.

Chosen.

Hadn’t I?

Or had I been pushed by financial pressure, by magical hunger, by succubus nature, by the addictive combination of money and power and validation?

I didn’t know anymore.

The lines had blurred.

I masturbated slowly, my fingers working my trained pussy, thinking about my transformation:

Michael Carver: businessman, husband, father, normal.

Emily Lewis: prostitute, pornstar, stripper, slave, succubus, corrupted.

The distance between those two people was infinite. They weren’t even the same species anymore. Michael had been human. Emily was becoming something else—a sexual creature that fed on lust and generated power through being desired.

When did I stop wanting to be Michael again?

I couldn’t pinpoint the exact moment. But somewhere between the first escort client and tonight’s orgy, Michael’s voice had faded from desperate screaming to occasional whispers to silence.

I didn’t dream about my wife Laura anymore. Didn’t ache for my daughter. Didn’t miss my business or my male body or my normal life.

Those things felt like someone else’s memories. Implanted backstory. Fiction.

Emily was real. Emily was all that remained.

My orgasm built slowly, pleasure coiling in my core. When I came, it was quiet and melancholy—a release without joy.

+100 mana from identity crisis climax.

Mana: 7000/8000 (high)
Michael Consciousness: 15% (fading)
Emily Integration: 85% (dominant)

I needed to pee. Stood and walked to my bathroom, sat on the toilet (automatic now, no thought required), and let my bladder empty.

Peeing sitting down. Something I’d done four hundred times now without thinking. Something that used to feel wrong and foreign. Now it was just… normal.

That’s how far I’ve come. The things that horrified me five months ago are routine.

After washing my hands, I returned to bed and pulled out my phone. Scrolled through messages:

Vanessa: “Missing you. Come by the lab this week? I want to see you. Not for rituals. Just… to see you.”

Vicky: “Em, please take tomorrow off. You need rest. I’m worried about you.”

Katie: “That was the best night EVER! Thank you for everything. Love you!!”

Zola: “Next session Wednesday. Bringing special equipment. Prepare your ass.”

Harrison (elite client): “Lunch this Friday? My treat. I’d like to discuss increasing our arrangement to 3x monthly.”

Vincent: “Major studio confirmed. Next Monday, Reality Kings shoot. $2,000 payment. You’re BIG TIME now, Emily.”

Jerome (regular BBC client): “Available Saturday? Bringing a friend. Both of us. $800 total. Interested?”

Unknown number: “Saw you at the strip club. You’re AMAZING. Can I book you privately? Will pay $500.”

My life in eight messages: love, concern, corruption, domination, business, fame, sex, and always—always—money.

I could respond to all of them. Book every session. Work every night. Make another $5,000 this week.

Or I could take a night off. Rest. Remember what sleeping for eight hours felt like.

I put the phone down and pulled out my journal—the one I’d been keeping sporadically, documenting my transformation.

The early entries were painful to read:

Day 5: “I hate this body. I hate being female. I hate that I get wet when men look at me. I need to find a way to reverse this.”

Day 30: “First period was horrible. Proof I can never be male again. But the shower orgasms are… confusing. My body responds in ways Michael’s never did.”

Day 60: “Vanessa’s machines made me cum harder than I knew possible. Is this what being a woman feels like? Is this why women love sex? I’m starting to understand.”

Day 90: “Lost my virginity to Jamal. Being fucked felt RIGHT. My body was designed for this. Maybe being female isn’t temporary. Maybe Emily is who I’m meant to be.”

Day 120: “First prostitution client. I crossed the line. But the money and the power—god, the power from being desired, being paid, being WORTH something—it’s addictive.”

Day 150: “Platinum blonde now. Huge fake tits. I look like a pornstar. I AM a pornstar. And I’m proud of it. Michael would be disgusted. But Michael is dead. Only Emily remains.”

Day 200: “Cocaine makes everything easier. The exhaustion fades. The doubt disappears. I can work longer, fuck harder, earn more. It’s a tool. Just another optimization.”

Day 225: “Vanessa loves me. I love her. But I also love Vicky. And care about Katie. And submit to Zola. And feed from Dr. Patel. And enjoy my clients. What is love when you’re spread across so many people? What is identity when you’re performing different roles for everyone?”

Day 238: “Organized a six-person orgy. Katie took DP for the first time. I watched my innocent friend become a complete slut and I felt PROUD. What does that make me? Mentor? Corrupter? Monster?”

And today’s entry, unwritten yet:

Day 242: “I have over $30,000. I’m making $20,000+ per month. I’m supernaturally beautiful. I’m magically powerful. I’m famous in the porn industry. I have multiple lovers. Elite clients request me by name. I’m successful by every metric. So why do I feel like I’m dying inside?”

I closed the journal and lay back, staring at the ceiling.

The question I’d been avoiding: If I had enough power now, could I reverse the transformation?

Vanessa had said the amulet’s power needed to be channeled and controlled. That required high magic level and mana pool. I had both now—level 60, mana 8000. Theoretically, with enough research, I might be able to find the reversal spell.

I could become Michael again.

Return to my wife. My daughter. My business. My normal life.

The thought should have filled me with desperate hope.

Instead, I felt… nothing.

Worse than nothing. I felt resistance.

Did I even want to be Michael anymore?

The honest answer, sitting alone in my apartment at 2 AM with cum from tonight’s client still leaking slowly from my pussy despite cleaning spells, was:

No.

Michael’s life was boring. Constrained. Small. He had responsibility but no power. Had family but no passion. Had normalcy but no intensity.

Emily’s life was everything. Dangerous, excessive, corrupt, extreme. But alive. Every day was sex and money and power and mana and magic and choices and consequences.

Emily was MORE than Michael ever was.

Even if Emily was a prostitute. Even if Emily was a pornstar. Even if Emily was a cocaine addict spiraling toward collapse.

At least Emily felt things. Intense things. Everything turned up to maximum.

Michael had been gray.

Emily was technicolor.

But Emily was also fracturing.

I pulled out my phone and opened my photos. Scrolled back to transformation day—the first selfie I’d taken as Emily. A confused girl with long dark hair and natural breasts and terrified eyes.

Then scrolled forward through the timeline:

Day 30: Emily learning makeup, still natural-looking, uncertain smile.

Day 60: Emily post-magic ritual, flushed and aroused, confidence growing.

Day 90: Emily post-first-cock, satisfied and powerful, eyes brighter.

Day 120: Emily in prostitute wear, professional and cold.

Day 150: Emily platinum blonde with huge fake tits, pornstar aesthetic complete.

Day 200: Emily with slightly haunted eyes, cocaine visible in the photograph if you knew what to look for.

Day 238: Emily surrounded by five naked people at the orgy, wild eyes, manic smile.

The progression showed transformation. But also deterioration.

I looked better physically—supernatural beauty, perfect body. But I looked worse emotionally. The light in my eyes was dimming, replaced by something harder.

I took a new selfie. Naked, sitting on my bed, no Glamour or Cosmetica active. Raw Emily at 2 AM after a long night of sex work.

The photo showed: tired eyes with dark circles, weight loss visible in my collarbones, huge fake breasts that looked almost comical on my increasingly thin frame, platinum blonde hair perfectly styled (the one thing I maintained obsessively), and a hollow expression.

I looked like a high-end escort in her private moment.

I looked like a junkie in denial.

I looked like someone pretending everything was fine.

I set the phone down and walked to my closet. Pulled out the small locked box where I kept my cocaine supply—I’d graduated from buying $50 baggies to buying $300 in bulk. More cost-effective.

The white powder sat in neat lines I’d pre-cut for tomorrow’s work. Six lines. One before each client (two booked), one before strip club, one during strip club break, one after strip club, one to help me sleep.

Six lines per day. That was my current average.

The addiction was complete. Not physically yet—I could still function without it. But psychologically? I couldn’t imagine working without it. Couldn’t face the exhaustion, the repetitive fucking, the performance demands.

Cocaine made me invincible.

Or at least made me feel invincible.

The difference was becoming irrelevant.

I did a line right then—at 2 AM, alone, not for work but just because I wanted it. The familiar burn, the drip down my throat, the rush of euphoria and energy.

Cocaine system: 38 → 39.

Deeper into addiction. Well past the threshold. No going back without serious intervention.

But the high felt good. The exhaustion vanished. My mood lifted. Everything seemed manageable again.

I could keep going. Keep working. Keep earning. Keep being Emily the successful prostitute-pornstar-mage.

Right?

I lay back on my bed, riding the cocaine high, and let my mind drift through memories:

Michael’s memories (barely accessible now, blocked by magic and time):

Vague impression of a woman’s face (Laura?). A child’s laughter (daughter?). An office with blueprints. The smell of construction sites. Wearing a suit. Shaking hands with clients. Normal life. Boring. Gone.

Emily’s memories (vivid, overwhelming):

First shower as a woman—the shock of curves. First period—pain and reality. First orgasm—explosive and addictive. First cock inside me—vulnerability and pleasure. First prostitution client—crossing the line. First porn film—permanent exhibition. Breast implants—committing to the transformation. Platinum blonde—final aesthetic surrender. First cocaine—gateway euphoria. Zola’s collar—accepting slavery. Vanessa’s confession—being loved. This life. Intense. Consuming. Real.

The two sets of memories felt like they belonged to different people.

They did. Michael and Emily were not the same person anymore.

Michael was a ghost. A fading echo. A voice that grew quieter every day.

Emily was dominant. The primary consciousness. The one making choices and living life and experiencing everything.

But who was Emily really?

I pulled up a notepad on my phone and tried to define myself:

Emily Lewis is: - A prostitute (68 clients and counting) - A pornstar (11 films, fame level 48) - A stripper (42 performances, top earner) - A sex slave (Zola’s property on camera) - A magical being (succubus, level 60 mage) - A lover (Vanessa, Vicky, complicated with others) - A corrupter (Katie’s transformation my doing) - A cocaine addict (30+ system, daily use) - A university student (failing, barely attending) - A collection of holes available for rent

But also: - A survivor (adapted to impossible situation) - A learner (mastered magic, sex work, performance) - A businesswoman (optimizing income streams) - Someone capable of love (Vanessa, Vicky, Katie) - Someone with agency (every choice was ultimately mine)

Which definition was correct?

All of them. None of them. Both simultaneously.

I was fragmenting into multiple Emilys, each one real, each one performing different roles. And the original Emily—the confused girl from Day 1—was as dead as Michael.

What remained was a professional. A sexual machine. A mana generator. A money earner.

Efficient. Optimized. Hollow.

My phone buzzed. Text from an unknown number:

“Saw your video on Zola’s site. You’re PERFECT. I want to book you for a private session. $2,000 for overnight. Willing to be filmed. Interested?”

$2,000. My highest single offer yet.

My fingers hovered over the keyboard. I could type yes right now. Book the session. Add more money to my pile. Generate more mana. Maintain the pace.

Or I could say no.

Take time off. Rest. Figure out who I was beyond the work. Beyond the performance. Beyond the roles.

I stared at the message for five full minutes.

Then typed: “Yes. Details?”

Because I couldn’t say no. The money was too good. The mana generation too valuable. The validation too necessary.

I was addicted. Not just to cocaine.

To all of it.

To the work. The sex. The money. The power. The attention. The identity of being Emily the successful sex worker.

I was addicted to being desired.

And that was more dangerous than any drug.

I did another line of cocaine, riding the double high—chemical and psychological. The euphoria made everything seem fine again.

I’m successful. I’m powerful. I’m in control.

Everything is perfect.

Everything is exactly as it should be.

The familiar mantras. The comfortable lies.

I opened my banking app one more time and stared at the balance: $34,500.

Enough to live on for over a year if I stopped working entirely. Enough to pay for university completely. Enough to rent a better apartment, buy a car, travel, invest.

Enough to quit.

But I wouldn’t. Couldn’t.

Because the money wasn’t the point anymore. The point was the work. The validation. The proof that my body was valuable. That men would pay thousands to fuck me. That directors would beg to film me. That I could generate magical power through sexuality.

The point was proving Emily was WORTH something.

And as long as I was working, I was worth something.

If I stopped… what would I be?

Just a former businessman trapped in a female body. Just a university dropout. Just a failed transformation.

No.

Better to keep working. Keep proving my value. Keep being Emily the successful whore.

Even if it was killing me.

Even if the cocaine was necessary now.

Even if my lovers were worried and my friends were concerned and my body was screaming for rest.

Just keep going.

Don’t stop.

Don’t think.

Don’t let yourself realize the golden period is ending.

I fell asleep at 4 AM, cocaine still in my system, alarm set for 9 AM (four hours of sleep), tomorrow’s schedule already planned: two escort clients (2-6 PM), strip club shift (9 PM-3 AM), late porn shoot if Vincent confirmed (4-6 AM).

Twenty-two hours of work.

Two hours of sleep.

Sustainable?

No.

But I’d make $3,500.

And that was all that mattered.

Right?

The doubt crept in even as I lost consciousness.

Maybe Vicky was right. Maybe I was spiraling. Maybe the golden period was already over and I was just too high and too proud to see it.

Maybe—

I silenced the thoughts with sheer force of will.

Tomorrow I’d work. And the day after. And the day after that.

I had this handled.

I was in control.

I was Emily.

And Emily was unstoppable.

The lies tasted like ash and cocaine.

But I swallowed them anyway.

Day 243 awaited.

Two more days until the warning I wouldn’t heed.

Two more days of pretending I wasn’t already falling.


Chapter 27: The Addiction Warning

Day 244, 3 PM. I was cutting lines on my nightstand when Vicky walked in without knocking.

We both froze.

Her eyes went from my face to the mirror with six neat white lines arranged on it, to the baggie of cocaine sitting openly beside it, to the rolled-up twenty-dollar bill in my hand.

“Em…” Her voice was very quiet. “You’re doing it in the middle of the day now?”

“I have a long night ahead.” I tried to sound casual, but my heart was pounding. “Five clients booked. I need the energy.”

“Five?” She closed the door and crossed her arms. “Em, that’s insane. Your body can’t—”

“My body is fine. I have Pain Block. I have healing spells. I have Glamour to look perfect and Cosmetica to maintain grooming. Magic makes me superior to normal prostitutes.”

“That’s not the point!” Her voice rose. “You’re not just using cocaine when clients offer anymore. You bought this. You’re using it at home. During the day. You’re addicted.”

“I’m not—”

“Yes you are!” She grabbed the mirror, making the lines scatter. “This is exactly how it starts! I watched my cousin spiral the same way. ‘Just weekends.’ Then ‘just before work.’ Then ‘just to wake up.’ Then every fucking hour because you can’t function without it anymore!”

“I’m not your cousin,” I said coldly, salvaging what cocaine I could. “I’m in control. I use strategically. It enhances my performance, makes me more money, helps me work longer hours. It’s a tool.”

“It’s a trap.” Vicky’s grey eyes were wet. “Em, please. I love you. I’m watching you spiral and I can’t—I can’t just stand by while you destroy yourself.”

“I’m not destroying myself. I’m building myself.” I gestured at the apartment, at my designer clothes, at my expensive makeup. “Look around! I’m making twenty thousand dollars per month! I have clients begging to book me! Porn directors fighting over me! I’m at the top of my game!”

“You’re also using cocaine daily, working six nights a week, barely sleeping, skipping classes, and you’ve lost seven pounds in the past few months. You look exhausted without your magic makeup. Your eyes are—” She touched my face gently. “Your eyes are dying, Em. The light’s going out.”

I pulled away. “You’re being dramatic. I had four hours of sleep last night. I’m a little tired. That’s normal for someone working hard.”

“Four hours? Em, that’s not normal! That’s sleep deprivation! Add cocaine on top of that and—”

“I’m fine!” I snapped. “I’m making more money than you. I’m more successful than you. My magic level is sixty! I’m a recognized pornstar! Don’t project your failures onto me just because you’re jealous!”

The words came out cruel. Deliberately hurtful.

Vicky’s face crumpled. “I’m not jealous. I’m scared for you. Because I love you and I’m watching you kill yourself slowly and you’re too high to see it.”

Silence hung heavy between us.

I wanted to apologize. Wanted to admit she was right. Wanted to put down the cocaine and rest and stop.

But I couldn’t. The admission would mean accepting I’d lost control. That the golden period was ending. That I was failing.

And Emily didn’t fail.

“I have to get ready for work,” I said flatly. “Five clients. I need to prep.”

“Em—”

“Please leave. I need privacy.”

Vicky stared at me for a long moment, tears sliding down her cheeks. Then she turned and walked out, closing the door softly behind her.

I stared at the closed door, feeling something crack inside me.

Then I finished the first line—the one Vicky had interrupted.

The burn. The drip. The rush. Energy flooding back.

Cocaine system: 39 → 40. Another morning dose before facing the day. Tolerance was building, requiring higher doses for the same effect.

Fuck Vicky’s concern. Fuck her tears. Fuck everyone who questioned my choices.

I was Emily. I was powerful. I was in control.

I did another line for good measure.

System: 40 → 41.

Better. The doubt faded. The guilt vanished. Only confidence remained.

I cast Cosmetica (300 mana) and Glamour (500 mana), transforming from exhausted addict to supernatural goddess in seconds.

Perfect.

Nobody would see the cracks. The magic and the cocaine working together to create the illusion of control.

At 4 PM, I headed to the massage parlor for my first client.



Client 1, 4:30 PM: Businessman, 45, balding, 7-inch cock. Wanted standard missionary. I performed efficiently—moaning appropriately, clenching my pussy at the right moments, making him feel like a god despite his mediocre size and technique.

He came inside the condom after twelve minutes. Paid $300. Easy money.

+100 mana from mechanical orgasm.



Client 2, 5:30 PM: College boy, 23, nervous first-timer with an escort. 8 inches, enthusiastic but unskilled. I guided him—showed him how to touch me, where to lick, how to thrust. Made his first escort experience memorable.

He came in my mouth (his request), and I swallowed with practiced ease, maintaining eye contact while his cum slid down my throat.

Paid $250 plus $50 tip (grateful for the teaching). $300 total.

+150 mana from successful teaching performance.



Client 3, 6:45 PM: Rough trade, 35, aggressive. 9-inch thick cock. Wanted hard anal.

I cast Pain Block (1000 mana) and bent over the bed. He fucked my ass brutally for twenty minutes—no gentleness, no warm-up beyond lube, just punishing thrusts that would’ve destroyed a normal woman.

But I wasn’t normal. The Pain Block kept it pleasurable rather than agonizing. I moaned and begged for more (performance), and he loved it.

He came deep in my ass (condom), groaning about how tight I was. Paid $400 for the rough service.

+200 mana from rough anal climax.

Afterward, cleaning up in the massage parlor bathroom, I noticed discharge that looked wrong. Greenish. Thick.

Fuck.

I cast Cure Disease immediately (1000 mana). The spell activated, golden energy flowing through my body, eliminating the gonorrhea infection I’d just caught from Client 3 (despite condom—must have been oral contact or something).

Normal prostitutes would need antibiotics, clinic visits, days of worry. I just spent 1000 mana and was cured instantly.

Magical advantages making the impossible sustainable.

But also: this was another STD this month. Clients were getting riskier. Or I was getting careless. Either way, the danger was escalating.



Client 4, 8 PM: BBC client—not Vince, but a man named Jerome who’d booked me recently and was becoming a regular. Forty years old, 11-inch cock, gym-fit body. He always wanted the same thing: hard pussy pounding with dirty talk.

“There’s my platinum slut,” he greeted when I entered. Already naked, his massive cock jutting obscenely.

“Hi, Jerome.” I stripped efficiently—no seduction needed with regulars. Just get naked and get to work.

He positioned me on my back, legs over his shoulders, and slammed inside. His 11 inches filled me completely, stretching my pussy wide, bottoming out against my cervix.

“Fuck yes,” he groaned, establishing a brutal pace. “Take this big black dick, white girl. Take all of it.”

The dirty talk was routine—racial play was common with BBC clients, part of the fantasy. I played along.

“Yes—give me that huge cock—stretch my pussy—fuck me—”

He pounded me for thirty minutes straight—his stamina was exceptional. My pussy was sore even with Pain Block (the spell prevented pain but couldn’t eliminate the physical impact of repeated pounding). I came twice from the size and intensity, my succubus nature feeding on his sexual energy.

He finally came with a roar, pulling out and spraying my tits and face with thick ropes of cum. His loads were always massive—BBC stereotype proving true.

I lay there covered in his seed, catching my breath, and he took photos with his phone (I’d agreed to this for an extra $100).

“Perfect,” he said, admiring the shots. “Gonna jerk off to these all week.”

Paid $500 total (base $400 + photo fee).

+250 mana from two orgasms during rough BBC session.



Between clients, I did another line of cocaine in the bathroom.

System: 41 → 42.

The high cut through the exhaustion. My pussy ached from four clients in four hours, but the cocaine made me not care. Made everything seem manageable.

Just one more client. Then I’m done.



Client 5, 9:30 PM: The finale. Anal specialist—50s, wealthy, 10-inch cock, wanted brutal backdoor action.

He paid premium: $600 for forty-five minutes of relentless ass-fucking.

I cast Pain Block again (another 1000 mana), bent over the hotel bed, and took it. His 10-inch cock invaded my ass, stretching me wide, filling me completely. He fucked me with no mercy—pounding my asshole like he was trying to break me.

“Tight little ass,” he grunted. “Perfect fuck-hole. This is what you’re for, isn’t it? Taking cock in all your holes like a good whore.”

“Yes sir,” I gasped. “I’m a whore—use my ass—fuck me—”

He came deep in my bowels (condom), then stayed inside me for long moments, savoring the tightness.

When he finally pulled out, my asshole was gaping—stretched wide, twitching. He took photos of that too (another $100).

Paid $600 total.

+200 mana from final brutal session.



I left the hotel at 10:45 PM, my body destroyed despite healing magic. Five clients in six hours. $2,100 earned. 900 mana generated from eight orgasms total. Gross earnings: $2,100; Cash on hand after settlement: $1,400.

Successful night by the numbers.

But walking to the subway, the cocaine high was fading. The crash was beginning.

Exhaustion slammed into me like a truck. My pussy ached. My ass ached. My jaw ached from sucking. My legs trembled from the heels and the fucking.

I hurt everywhere.

I ducked into a bodega bathroom and did another line—the last one from today’s supply.

System: 42 → 43.

The high was weaker this time. Diminishing returns. I’d need more tomorrow to feel the same effect.

Classic addiction progression.

But I pushed the thought away and headed home.



At my apartment, multiple texts waited:

Vanessa: “Emily, I’m worried about you. Your mana generation is too high—you’re working yourself to death. Please come by. We need to talk. I love you.”

Zola: “Wednesday 8 PM. Glory holes. Fifteen cocks minimum. Be there or I’m releasing the unedited footage of you begging to be my slave.”

Vincent: “Reality Kings shoot confirmed Monday 6 AM. Three-man anal gangbang. $2,000 payment. You’ll be AMAZING.”

Harrison (elite client): “Confirming our Friday lunch date. Also, I’d like to propose an arrangement: $5,000 per month for guaranteed weekly availability. No other clients on our nights. Exclusive time. Interested?”

Katie: “Lucas wants another orgy next weekend! This time EIGHT people!! You in??”

Marcus: “Saturday double BBC session with my friend Darius. Both 11+ inches. $800. You can take two at once right?”

Unknown: “Saw you at Velvet Dreams. Want private session. $600 cash. Tomorrow night?”

Washington Square dealer: “You buying tomorrow? Got good shit. $300 for week supply.”

Seven texts. Seven demands. Seven different versions of Emily required.

Lover. Slave. Pornstar. Elite escort. Corruption mentor. Size queen. Addict.

I stared at my phone, the words blurring.

How many people could one person be before they disappeared entirely?

I should respond. Should book the sessions. Should accept Harrison’s $5,000 monthly offer (that alone would cover all expenses). Should confirm the Reality Kings shoot. Should agree to Zola’s demands.

Should keep being productive.

Instead, I walked to my mirror and let the Glamour spell fade.

The transformation was immediate and harsh.

My supernatural glow dimmed. My skin lost its luminescence. Without the magic, every sign of deterioration was visible—the shadows under my eyes, the sharp angles of my collarbones, the way my implants now dominated my shrinking frame.

I looked like what I was: a working girl running on fumes.

A junkie who’d convinced herself the powder was medicine.

A performance artist who’d forgotten the difference between the mask and the face.

I looked like I was dying slowly.

The thought hit me with unexpected force.

I’m killing myself.

The realization crystallized. Five months of escalation: virgin to prostitute to pornstar to addict. Working six nights minimum, sometimes seven. Cocaine daily now. Four hours sleep maximum. Barely eating. Magic compensating for physical deterioration but not preventing it.

Unsustainable.

But I couldn’t stop. The bookings were there. The money was excellent. The power was addictive. And stopping meant admitting I’d lost control.

Admitting I was spiraling.

Admitting the golden period was over.

I picked up the baggie of cocaine—my third purchase this week. $300 worth of white powder that would last maybe five days at my current usage rate.

$300 per week. $1,200 per month. Just on cocaine.

Plus rent, plus beauty maintenance, plus designer clothes, plus everything else.

I needed to keep working to maintain the lifestyle that the work required.

The trap was elegant.

I did a line right then—not for work, not for performance, just because the crash was coming and I couldn’t face it sober.

System: 43 → 44.

The high was brief. Barely thirty minutes of energy before exhaustion clawed back.

Tolerance building. Addiction deepening.

At 5 PM, my phone rang. Elite client from the $2,000 overnight offer.

“Emily? This is David Chen. We spoke about a private session. Are you available Saturday night? I have a penthouse in Tribeca. Overnight, possibly into Sunday morning. Filming optional but encouraged—I’d pay extra. $2,500 total if you agree to filming.”

$2,500 for one night.

“I’ll do it,” I said immediately. “Send me the details.”

“Excellent. I’ll have champagne and party favors ready. You like cocaine, correct? I can provide premium quality.”

My stomach clenched. He knew. Somehow he knew I was using.

“That’s… yes. That works.”

“Perfect. Saturday 8 PM. Dress elegantly. This will be a special night.”

He hung up. I stared at my phone.

A client was offering cocaine as part of the booking. Not just sex—drugs and sex. The combination that was destroying me, packaged as luxury.

And I’d accepted immediately.

I should cancel. Should recognize this was dangerous. Should listen to Vicky’s warnings and Vanessa’s concern.

Should stop.

But $2,500 for one night was irresistible. And free premium cocaine meant saving $150 that week.

The math won. Like it always did.

I did another line to celebrate the booking.

System: 44 → 45.

At 6 PM, I headed back to the massage parlor for my evening shift.



The night was brutal.

By the numbers: incredible success.

But walking home at 11:30 PM, the cocaine completely faded now, I felt the truth of what I’d just done.

I’d been fucked by five different men in six hours. Had cum dripping from all three holes. Had been choked, stretched by BBC, covered in cum. Had caught an STD and cured it magically. Had worked while high on cocaine to maintain the pace.

This was my life.

This was Emily.

And as I walked through the Manhattan night, my body aching despite healing spells, my mind foggy despite the mana surge, I felt the first real crack in my denial.

How long can I keep this pace?

How many more cocks?

How much more cocaine?

When does the golden period end?

The questions haunted me, but I pushed them away. Opened my phone and responded to the texts:

To Vanessa: “I’m fine. Just busy. Love you too. See you next week.”

To Zola: “I’ll be there Wednesday. Ready for fifteen cocks.”

To Vincent: “Confirmed for Monday 6 AM. I’ll bring my A-game.”

To Harrison: “$5,000 monthly exclusive sounds perfect. Let’s discuss details at lunch.”

To Katie: “Eight-person orgy? Hell yes. Count me in.”

To Jerome: “Double BBC Saturday works. My pussy can handle anything.”

To Unknown: “$600 private session confirmed. Send details.”

To Dealer: “Yes. Meet me tomorrow 2 PM. Washington Square, usual spot.”

Eight commitments. Eight more sessions. Eight more performances.

The machine kept running.

I kept working.

The money kept flowing.

At midnight, I collapsed on my bed fully clothed, too exhausted to even shower. My phone buzzed one more time.

Vicky: “I’m staying at Katie’s tonight. I can’t watch you destroy yourself. When you’re ready to admit you need help, I’ll be here. I love you. Please be safe.”

She’d left. My girlfriend had left because I was too far gone.

The crack widened.

But I was too tired to care. Too high (residual cocaine) to process. Too numb to feel.

I pulled up my Power App one final time:

╔════════════════════════════════════╗
║ EMILY LEWIS                        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════╣
║ Day: 244 (midnight)                ║
║ Magic Level: 61 → 62 (+1)          ║
║ Mana: 6400/8000                    ║
║                                    ║
║ Today's Work:                      ║
║ - Clients Serviced: 5              ║
║ - Orgasms: 8                       ║
║ - Mana Generated: 1000             ║
║ - Money Earned: $2,100             ║
║ - Cocaine Lines: 7                 ║
║ - Hours Worked: 7                  ║
║ - Hours Slept: 4                   ║
║                                    ║
║ TOTALS (5 months):                 ║
║ - Sexual Partners: 87              ║
║ - Orgasms: ~550+                   ║
║ - Money Earned: $57,350            ║
║ - Bank Balance: $35,700            ║
║                                    ║
║ ADDICTION STATUS:                  ║
║ - Cocaine System: 46 (SEVERE)      ║
║ - Daily Usage: 6-8 lines           ║
║ - Tolerance: Building              ║
║ - Dependency: Complete             ║
║                                    ║
║ HEALTH WARNINGS:                   ║
║ - Sleep: CRITICAL (4 hrs/night)    ║
║ - Nutrition: POOR (1 meal/day)     ║
║ - Weight: 118 lbs (lost 7 lbs)     ║
║ - STD Exposure: HIGH (2 this month)║
║ - Physical State: Deteriorating    ║
║                                    ║
║ RELATIONSHIP STATUS:               ║
║ - Vanessa: Worried                 ║
║ - Vicky: Left (temporary)          ║
║ - Katie: Oblivious                 ║
║ - Zola: Demanding more             ║
║                                    ║
║ UPCOMING COMMITMENTS:              ║
║ - Wednesday: Zola glory holes      ║
║ - Friday: Harrison lunch           ║
║ - Saturday: David $2,500 booking   ║
║ - Saturday: Double BBC             ║
║ - Monday: Reality Kings $2,000     ║
║ - Next weekend: Eight-person orgy  ║
║                                    ║
║ STATUS: PEAK PERFORMANCE           ║
║ REALITY: IMMINENT COLLAPSE         ║
╚════════════════════════════════════╝

The numbers told two stories:

Success story: Level 62 mage, $35,700 saved, elite clients, porn fame, supernatural beauty, multiple lovers.

Tragedy story: Addicted to cocaine, working unsustainable hours, relationships fracturing, health deteriorating, identity dissolving.

Which story was real?

Both.

I was simultaneously at my peak and my breaking point.

The golden period was ending. I could feel it. The cracks spreading. The exhaustion seeping through despite the cocaine and magic. The hollowness expanding inside me where Emily’s core should be.

But I couldn’t stop.

The commitments were made. The money was too good. The validation was too necessary. The alternative—admitting failure, accepting help, stopping—was unthinkable.

Emily didn’t quit.

Emily was strong.

Emily had everything under control.

I did one final line from tomorrow’s pre-cut supply, breaking my own rationing rules.

System: 45 → 46.

Fuck it. I’d buy more tomorrow. The dealer always had supply. And I always had money.

Infinite loop. Perpetual motion. Unstoppable.

I fell asleep in my clothes at 1 AM, alarm set for 7 AM (six hours—luxury), and dreamed of:

Cocks. Endless cocks. Filling every hole. Client after client after client. Never stopping. Never ending. Just an infinite line of men waiting to fuck Emily’s perfect holes.

Money. Bills raining down. My bank balance climbing. Numbers increasing. Success quantified.

Cocaine. White powder becoming white sand becoming white snow becoming everything. The only thing that made the work possible. The only thing between me and collapse.

And underneath it all: Michael’s ghost, screaming warnings I couldn’t hear anymore.

And Emily’s voice, growing quieter, whispering questions I didn’t want to answer:

How long can you maintain this?

When do you become just a corpse going through motions?

At what point does survival become suicide?

I woke at 7 AM to my alarm, immediately reached for my phone, and checked my messages.

Ten new booking requests.

Three from clients I’d never serviced.

Two from porn studios.

One from Zola with a photo attachment—me on my knees, collar visible, cum on my face. Caption: “My favorite slave. Available for bookings through me.”

She was pimping me out now. Using my footage to advertise. Taking a cut of clients who found me through her premium site.

I should be furious.

Instead, I calculated: If Zola sent me five clients per month at $400 average, and took 30% cut, I’d still net $1,400. Additional income stream.

Everything was economics now. Everything was transactional.

Even my slavery had a profit margin.

I laughed—harsh and bitter. The sound echoed in my empty apartment.

Empty because Vicky had left.

Empty because I’d driven her away with my denial.

Empty because I was alone despite fucking ninety people.

Alone with my money and my magic and my cocaine and my choices.

I stood, walked to my nightstand, and picked up the small baggie of white powder.

Tomorrow I’d buy more. Saturday I’d accept David’s $2,500 booking with included drugs. Monday I’d film the Reality Kings scene for $2,000. Wednesday I’d service fifteen anonymous cocks through glory holes for Zola.

The schedule was full.

The money was flowing.

The power was growing.

Everything was perfect.

Everything was fine.

I had everything under control.

I stared at my reflection—at the platinum blonde prostitute pornstar with huge fake tits and hollow eyes—and whispered the lies I needed to believe:

“I’m Emily Lewis. I’m twenty-one years old. I’m a successful sex worker and magical being. I make twenty thousand dollars per month. I have supernatural beauty and powerful magic. I’m at the top of my game.”

“I’m in control.”

“I can stop whenever I want.”

“I’m not addicted.”

“I’m fine.”

“Everything is fine.”

The platinum blonde in the mirror stared back at me with dead eyes and said nothing.

Because she knew the truth.

The golden period was over.

The collapse was beginning.

And I was too high, too proud, too deep to see it coming.


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Michael L Carver. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few simple ways you can keep the energy going:

	Leave a rating or review
Even a few words, or just tapping a star rating, makes a big difference. Reviews help other readers discover the book, and ratings are completely anonymous. Both are deeply appreciated.

	Follow on Amazon
By following Michael L Carver on Amazon, you’ll get notified whenever a new book is published. No emails, no spam, just a quiet alert for the next release.

	Explore more stories
If you’re curious what else might be waiting, more books from Michael L Carver are just a search away. Kindle Unlimited reader? Every page you read helps support more wild ideas becoming real stories.



Thanks again for spending your time in this world. It means more than you know.

Michael L Carver
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