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Chapter 1: The Daily Habit

The first thing I did when I opened my eyes was reach for the cocaine.

My hand found the small plastic bag on the nightstand before consciousness fully kicked in—muscle memory, pure and simple. The morning light streaming through my apartment windows felt too bright, too harsh, too much. Everything felt like too much until that first line.

I sat up in bed, my 35DD breasts shifting heavily beneath my silk nightgown. The fabric clung to my hardening nipples as I moved, my augmented tits swaying with exaggerated weight that made every motion feel pornographic. My platinum blonde hair fell around my face in tangles as I leaned forward, the ends tickling across my exposed cleavage.

I tapped out a small pile of white powder onto the glass surface of my nightstand. My hands were steady—practice makes perfect—as I rolled a twenty into a tight tube and snorted the line in one smooth motion. The chemical burn in my nostril, the bitter drip down my throat, the instant numbness spreading across my upper lip.

There.

The rush hit immediately—that beautiful surge of confidence and clarity flooding my brain like liquid electricity. The harsh light became golden and warm. The heaviness in my limbs transformed into tingling energy. The anxiety gnawing at my chest dissolved into something that felt almost like joy. My pussy clenched involuntarily, a Pavlovian response to the euphoria. Cocaine had become intertwined with sex, with arousal, with the very core of who I was now.

I checked my phone: 2:47 PM. I’d slept most of the day away again. But that was fine. My work happened at night.

Three texts from the madam at the massage parlor:

“Emily, you have a 9 PM confirmed” “Also 11 PM, rough type, pays extra” “And 1 AM closing slot available if you want it”

I typed back: “I’ll take all three.”

Money. I needed money. The cocaine wasn’t cheap—$50 per dose, and I was doing three doses a day now. Sometimes four on bad days. That was $150-200 daily just to feel normal. Just to function.

But it was fine. I was making good money. Everything was under control.

I pulled up my banking app and checked my balance: $29,340. Still healthy. Still wealthy. I’d been at $31,400 at my peak a few weeks ago, but I’d spent over two grand in the last two days—mostly on cocaine, plus new lingerie and preparation for tonight’s shifts. The dip was nothing to worry about. I was Emily Lewis, magical prostitute extraordinaire. I could make that back in a week of good shifts.

I climbed out of bed and padded to the bathroom, my heavy tits bouncing with each step. The silk nightgown rode up my thighs, exposing my smooth bare pussy—I’d stopped wearing panties to bed months ago. What was the point when I spent most nights with multiple cocks inside me?

I caught my reflection in the full-length mirror mounted on the wall. Even without makeup, even with last night’s mascara smeared under my eyes and my hair a disaster, I was still beautiful. Supernaturally so, thanks to the Glamour spell I’d learned from Vanessa.

My body was a work of art now: massive 35DD breasts that jutted from my chest like pornographic sculptures, the kind of tits that made men stupid. My augmented breasts were round and firm, defying gravity even without a bra, my nipples large and dusky pink against pale skin. A tiny 23-inch waist flared into wide 35-inch hips that screamed fertility and fuckability. Long toned legs led up to a perfectly smooth pussy—waxed bare, the better to display my slit to paying customers.

My platinum blonde hair cascaded to my waist when I combed it out, the artificial color so bright it looked white in certain lights. My face had that perfect pornstar quality—pouty lips swollen from collagen, high cheekbones, grey-blue eyes that sparkled with supernatural allure, even when dilated from cocaine.

This body is my product, I reminded myself, cupping my heavy breasts in both hands, feeling their weight. My power source. My income.

I peeled off the nightgown and stepped into the shower. Hot water cascaded over my curves, running between my breasts, down my flat stomach, between my legs. I could have used the Shower spell to clean myself instantly, but I liked the ritual of it. I soaped my body carefully, paying special attention to my pussy and asshole—both needed to be pristine for tonight’s clients.

My fingers slid between my pussy lips, checking for any soreness from yesterday’s work. Three clients. Two had fucked my pussy, one had taken my ass. I was a little tender but nothing concerning. My succubus healing had already repaired most of the damage. I fingered myself briefly, testing my hole’s readiness, and couldn’t help but moan softly as I pushed two fingers deep. So wet already. Always wet these days.

After the shower, I spent an hour on makeup and hair. Foundation to smooth my skin. Concealer under my eyes where the cocaine and late nights left faint shadows. Smoky eye shadow to make my grey-blue eyes pop. False lashes thick and dramatic. Lips lined and glossed in deep red—dick-sucking lips, one client had called them, and he wasn’t wrong.

I blow-dried my platinum blonde hair until it fell in sleek waves down my back, then misted it with shine spray until it gleamed like spun silver.

For tonight’s outfit, I selected a tiny black dress that was more suggestion than clothing—strapless, barely covering my ass, and so tight it molded to every curve. No bra underneath because my tits didn’t need it, and the dress was designed to showcase them anyway. The neckline plunged nearly to my navel, my enhanced cleavage on full display. No panties either—just bare pussy beneath the hem, easily accessible for quick fucks.

Six-inch black stilettos completed the look. Fuck-me heels that made my legs look impossibly long and my ass stick out at just the right angle.

I examined myself in the mirror one final time. I looked like an expensive whore. Which was exactly what I was.

Before leaving, I did another line of cocaine. Just for confidence. The powder disappeared up my nose, and the familiar rush followed—my heart rate accelerating, my pupils dilating, confidence surging through my veins like fire. My pussy grew wet immediately, arousal and chemical euphoria intertwining.

Perfect.



The massage parlor was in Midtown, a nondescript building that most passersby would never look twice at. Inside, the madam—Mrs. Chen, a stern woman in her fifties—gave me a once-over and nodded approval.

“Room 3. He’s waiting.”

I click-clacked down the hallway in my heels, my ass swaying with practiced motion. Room 3’s door was unlocked. I pushed it open and stepped inside.

First client: Marcus, a businessman in his forties, regular customer. He stood when I entered, his eyes immediately dropping to my tits. They always looked at the tits first.

“Emily,” he said, voice already thick with anticipation. “You look incredible.”

“Thanks, baby.” I closed the door behind me and locked it, then turned to face him fully. “You ready for me?”

“Always.”

I approached slowly, letting him drink in every detail. The way my massive tits bounced with each step. The sliver of bare pussy visible when my dress rode up. The promise of everything underneath.

When I was close enough, I reached up and pulled the dress down, exposing my breasts. They spilled free, heavy and round, my nipples already tight from arousal and air conditioning. Marcus groaned.

“Touch them,” I purred.

His hands came up immediately, cupping my augmented tits, squeezing the firm flesh. His thumbs brushed over my nipples, making them stiffen further. I let him play for a minute, watching his face contort with lust.

“You like my fake tits?” I asked, voice breathy.

“They’re perfect.”

“They’re made for fucking.” I pushed the dress down further, letting it pool at my feet, and stood before him naked except for my heels. “All of me is made for fucking.”

He stripped quickly—businessman efficiency—revealing an average body and an already-hard seven-inch cock. Not impressive by my standards anymore, not after the 10-inch BBCs and brutal rough traders I’d serviced, but serviceable.

“Get on the bed,” he ordered, trying for dominance but lacking the edge to pull it off.

I climbed onto the massage table on my hands and knees, presenting my body to him. Huge tits hanging down, back arched to display my ass and the smooth pink slit between my legs. He moved behind me, hands gripping my hips.

“Condom’s on the table,” I reminded him.

He rolled it on quickly, then pressed his cock against my pussy entrance. I was wet already—the cocaine and my succubus nature made arousal constant—and he slid inside easily. Seven inches filled my well-used cunt, stretching me just enough to feel good.

“Fuck,” he groaned, bottoming out inside me. “So tight.”

I wasn’t tight. Not after hundreds of cocks. But I knew how to clench my pussy muscles, how to squeeze a dick to make it feel like I was. I contracted around him and moaned appropriately.

“Your cock feels so good, baby.”

He started thrusting, gripping my hips hard enough to leave faint bruises. His rhythm was steady but uninspired—just a man fucking a hole, nothing special. I rocked back to meet him anyway, making my ass cheeks jiggle, giving him the show he was paying for.

“Touch yourself,” he panted.

I reached between my legs, fingers finding my clit. I rubbed in quick circles, chasing the orgasm I knew would come. Not for him—for the mana. Every orgasm fed my power.

His cock pumped in and out of my pussy, the wet sounds of fucking filling the small room. Slap, slap, slap of his hips against my ass. His grunts getting louder, more desperate.

“I’m close,” he warned.

“Cum for me, baby. Fill that condom.”

He thrust deep and froze, cock pulsing inside me as he emptied his balls. I rubbed my clit harder, pushing myself over the edge a few seconds later. My pussy clenched around his softening dick as pleasure rolled through me. Not a huge orgasm, but enough to generate 80 mana. I felt the familiar golden surge of power filling my internal reservoir.

He pulled out, the condom heavy with cum. I stayed on all fours, letting him admire my used body for a moment before climbing off the table.

“Thanks, Emily. Same time next week?”

“Sure thing.” I smiled sweetly, already thinking about the cocaine in my purse.

He dressed, left $200 on the table, and departed. I cleaned up quickly with the Shower spell—one instant flash of magic and my pussy was pristine again, no trace of his cock inside me. The beauty of magic.

One down. Two to go.



Second client: Derek. The rough one.

The madam had warned me—“rough type, pays extra”—and she wasn’t kidding. He was a big man, maybe 6’2” and 220 pounds of solid muscle, with a thick neck and cold, cruel eyes. The kind of man who paid premium rates because regular girls wouldn’t take what he wanted to dish out. The kind who got off on pain and degradation.

Good thing I wasn’t a regular girl.

Before he entered, I cast Pain Block silently, feeling 1000 mana drain from my pool. Instantly, pain receptors shut down across my entire body. I could still feel pressure, temperature, and pleasure, but pain was simply gone. He could beat me, choke me, fuck me bloody, and I’d just float through it on a cloud of sensation.

The door opened. Derek stepped inside, eyes raking over my naked body with predatory hunger.

“You the whore?”

“That’s me, baby.” I kept my voice sweet, submissive. Men like this wanted submission. “What do you want tonight?”

“Everything.” He closed the door behind him, locking it with deliberate slowness. “Strip.”

“I’m already naked.”

“Then get on your fucking knees.”

I obeyed, sinking to my knees on the thin carpet. My massive tits jutted out before me, impossible to ignore. He approached, unbuckling his belt with mechanical efficiency. When he opened his pants, his cock sprang free—thick and angry-looking, maybe eight inches, girthy enough to stretch any hole.

“Open wide, slut.”

I opened my mouth. He grabbed a fistful of my platinum blonde hair, yanking my head back at a painful angle—except the Pain Block turned it into pressure without hurt—and thrust his cock past my lips without ceremony.

His cock hit the back of my throat immediately, making me gag. The spell eliminated pain but couldn’t stop reflexes. My throat convulsed around his thick shaft, trying to reject the invasion, but he held my head in place and pushed deeper.

“That’s it,” he grunted, watching my face turn red. “Take it all, you whore.”

He started face-fucking me with brutal efficiency. Long, hard thrusts that buried his entire eight inches down my throat, cutting off my air, making drool and precum leak from my stretched lips. My eyes watered from the throat violation, tears streaking my carefully applied mascara. Spit dripped onto my huge tits, making them glisten.

“Look at you,” he sneered, never stopping his assault on my mouth. “Expensive fake tits and bleach-blonde hair. You’re just a set of holes for men to use, aren’t you?”

I couldn’t answer with his cock lodged in my throat, so I just moaned around his shaft. The degradation, the brutality, the sheer filth of it—my succubus nature responded with arousal despite the circumstances. My pussy grew wet, cream beginning to leak down my inner thighs.

He fucked my face for a solid ten minutes, using my throat like a masturbatory sleeve. His balls slapped against my chin with each thrust. The wet, obscene sounds of cock forcing through spit filled the room. My jaw ached—one sensation Pain Block couldn’t completely eliminate—and my lungs burned from lack of air.

Finally, he pulled out, leaving me gasping and coughing, spit connecting his cock to my lips in thick strands.

“Bend over the table. Ass up.”

I climbed to my feet on shaky legs and bent over the massage table, presenting my ass to him. My huge tits pressed against the vinyl surface, squeezed and bulging. I spread my legs, exposing both my dripping wet pussy and my puckered asshole.

He stepped up behind me. I heard him spit, felt wetness hit my asshole, and then his thick cockhead was pressing against my rear entrance.

“No condom,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

“Extra fee,” I managed, my voice hoarse from the throat-fucking.

“How much?”

“Fifty.”

He slapped my ass hard enough to leave a handprint—even through Pain Block, I felt the impact as a distant thud—and then shoved his entire cock into my ass in one brutal thrust.

Without Pain Block, it would have been agony. Eight thick inches forcing past my sphincter, splitting me open, filling my bowels completely. But with the spell active, all I felt was intense fullness. Pressure. Stretching. And, despite everything, arousal.

“Fucking tight,” he grunted, pulling back and slamming in again. “Rich whore has a tight asshole.”

He started pounding me in earnest—long, brutal strokes that pulled nearly all the way out before ramming back in to the hilt. His hips slammed against my ass cheeks, making them jiggle with each impact. His hands gripped my hips so hard I knew there would be finger-shaped bruises tomorrow, even with my healing.

I gripped the edges of the table, holding on as he violated my ass. My huge tits dragged across the vinyl with each thrust, nipples scraping, adding stimulation. My pussy clenched around nothing, desperate to be filled too.

“You like getting your ass fucked, whore?” He reached around and grabbed one of my breasts, squeezing the augmented flesh roughly. “These fake tits cost good money. How many cocks did you suck to pay for them?”

“Hundreds,” I gasped, because it was true.

“That’s right. You’re a professional cock-sleeve.” He squeezed my tit harder, his other hand moving to my hair, yanking my head back. My spine arched painfully—except it wasn’t pain, just intense pressure. “Say it.”

“I’m a professional cock-sleeve,” I repeated obediently.

“Louder.”

“I’m a professional cock-sleeve!” My voice echoed in the small room.

He laughed cruelly and increased his pace, fucking my ass with punishing force. The obscene slap-slap-slap of flesh on flesh. The wet squelch of his cock churning through my abused hole. His grunts of effort. My moans and whimpers—half performance, half genuine arousal.

“Touch yourself, slut. Cum with my cock in your ass.”

I reached between my legs with one hand, fingers finding my soaking wet pussy. My clit was swollen and sensitive, begging for attention. I rubbed in frantic circles, chasing the orgasm building in my core.

His cock reshaped my insides with each thrust, battering my prostate and sending jolts of perverse pleasure through my body. The fullness in my ass, the pressure against my inner walls, the degradation of being used like meat—it all combined into overwhelming stimulation.

“I’m gonna cum,” I warned, my voice high and desperate.

“Do it. Cum like the anal whore you are.”

My orgasm hit like a freight train. My pussy clenched and spasmed around my fingers, releasing a gush of cream that ran down my thighs. My asshole tightened around his pistoning cock, gripping him like a vice. Pleasure exploded through my body in waves, my mind going blank with ecstasy. Golden mana surged into my pool—150 points from the intensity of it.

“Fuck!” Derek roared, his rhythm becoming erratic. “Take it! Take my cum!”

He buried himself balls-deep in my ass and froze, cock pulsing as he emptied directly into my bowels. I felt his hot seed flooding my insides, filling me, marking me. Spurt after spurt of thick cum painting my anal walls.

When he finally finished, he pulled out without gentleness. His cock emerged from my gaping asshole with an obscene plop, immediately followed by his cum. It leaked out in thick rivulets, running down my pussy and dripping onto the floor.

I stayed bent over the table, ass up, hole gaping and leaking, too wrung out to move immediately. He tucked his cock away, threw four hundred-dollar bills on the table—the base rate plus raw anal premium—and left without another word.

The door clicked shut behind him.

I straightened slowly, feeling cum continue to leak from my destroyed asshole. My reflection in the small mirror on the wall showed a thoroughly used whore—mascara streaked down my face, hair mussed, huge tits red from being squeezed, and cum literally dripping from my ass.

This is what I do now, I thought, watching myself. This is who I am.

I cast Shower, and instantly I was pristine again—no trace of his cock in my throat or ass, no cum leaking from my holes, makeup perfect. Magic was fucking convenient.

But I could still feel the phantom sensation of being split open. Still felt that deep satisfaction of being thoroughly used. And my mana pool was higher now—350 points from that brutal session.

Two clients down. One to go.



The third client arrived at 1 AM: Jake, a young guy, maybe twenty-five, nervous and fumbling. First-timer at a prostitute, clearly. He could barely look at my naked body without blushing, his eyes darting between my massive tits and the floor.

“Hi,” he stammered. “I’m… uh…”

“Jake, right?” I smiled warmly, channeling a different energy than with Derek. This one needed gentleness. “The madam told me. First time?”

He nodded, face crimson.

“That’s okay, baby. I’ll take care of you.” I approached slowly, unthreatening, letting him adjust to my nakedness. “You want to touch me first? Get comfortable?”

“I… yes. Please.”

I took his hand and placed it on my breast. He gasped like he’d touched fire, his palm molding to the augmented flesh. I guided him, showing him how to squeeze, how to play with my nipple.

“You can touch anywhere you want,” I purred. “I’m yours for the next hour.”

His other hand came up tentatively, cupping my other breast. He stared at my huge tits like they were miracles, squeezing and massaging with growing confidence. When he pinched my nipple, I moaned softly, encouraging him.

“Does that feel good?” he asked.

“It feels amazing, baby. You’re good at this.”

He wasn’t, but the praise made him smile.

I helped him undress slowly, revealing a skinny body and an already-hard cock—maybe six inches, average thickness. Not impressive, but eager. His dick twitched when I wrapped my hand around it.

“God, you’re beautiful,” he breathed.

“You’re sweet.” I stroked his cock slowly, feeling it pulse in my grip. “You want to fuck me, Jake?”

“Yes. Please.”

I led him to the massage table, laid down on my back, and spread my legs wide. My bare pussy glistened with arousal, pink and ready. He stared at it like a man dying of thirst staring at water.

“Condom’s there,” I pointed.

He fumbled with the wrapper, nearly dropping it twice, but finally managed to roll it onto his cock. He climbed between my legs, positioning himself at my entrance.

“Just push inside,” I coached. “I’m wet for you.”

He pushed, his cockhead splitting my pussy lips and sliding into my channel. Six inches filled me easily—after Derek’s brutal eight-inch ass-fucking and Marcus’s seven-inch pussy pounding, Jake felt small. But I clenched around him anyway, made myself tight, and moaned like he was the biggest cock I’d ever taken.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, bottoming out inside me. “You’re so… warm…”

“You feel so good, baby. So big.” I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. “Fuck me. Use my pussy.”

He started thrusting with no rhythm or technique, just desperate need. His hips jerked erratically, his cock pumping in and out of my wet hole. I could tell he wasn’t going to last long—his face was already contorting, his breathing ragged.

I reached down and rubbed my clit while he fucked me, chasing my own orgasm. My pussy made wet squelching sounds around his thrusting cock. My huge tits bounced with his movements, jiggling hypnotically.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” he stammered.

“Cum for me, Jake. Fill that condom. I want to feel you cum inside me.”

That did it. He thrust deep with a groan that sounded almost like a sob, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself. I rubbed my clit harder, pushing myself over the edge a few seconds later. My pussy clenched around his softening dick, milking the last spurts from him while pleasure rippled through my body. Another 60 mana surged into my pool.

When he pulled out, he looked dazed and satisfied.

“Thank you,” he whispered, voice full of genuine emotion. “That was… thank you.”

“Anytime, baby.” I smiled sweetly, already thinking about the cocaine waiting in my purse.

He dressed quickly, left $200 on the table with shaking hands, and departed. I cleaned up one final time with the Shower spell, then pulled my tiny black dress back on.

Total earnings for the night: $800. Total mana generated: 290. Total cocks serviced: 3. Total cum swallowed or taken inside me: 3 loads.

Just another Tuesday.



I walked out of the massage parlor at 2:30 AM, heels clicking on the pavement, purse heavy with cash. The late-night city stretched before me—dangerous for most women, but I had magic and practiced awareness. Still, I found a dark corner in an alley and fished out my cocaine.

My hands trembled slightly as I tapped powder onto my phone screen and snorted it up my nose with a rolled bill. The third dose of the day—no, fourth if I counted the morning one. Maybe fifth? I’d lost track.

The euphoria washed through me immediately, making the dangerous city feel like a wonderland instead of a threat. Everything glowed. Everything felt possible. The ache in my jaw from Derek’s face-fucking disappeared. The phantom fullness in my ass faded. All that remained was chemical bliss and the satisfaction of money earned.

I should probably cut back, I thought absently as I hailed a cab. This is getting expensive.

But the thought drifted away on a wave of cocaine confidence. I’d made $800 tonight. That was plenty. Everything was fine.

Everything was under control.



Back at my apartment, I couldn’t sleep. The cocaine had me wired, my heart racing like a hummingbird’s, my mind spinning through plans and fantasies and paranoid spirals. I paced the living room in my heels and dress, unable to sit still.

I did another line. Fifth? Sixth? It didn’t matter.

The euphoria crashed over me again, and I pulled out my phone to check my Power App.

Power App Update: ├─ Magic Level: 62 ├─ Mana: 4,200/8,000 ├─ Sexual Partners: 79 (+3 tonight, including 2 from Day 244 evening) ├─ Orgasms: 556 (+2) ├─ Bank: $29,540 (+$800 - $150 cocaine) └─ Cocaine System: 39/100 (ADDICTED)

That last line made me pause. Addicted. The app was being dramatic. I wasn’t addicted—I just liked the way cocaine made me feel. There was a difference.

I could stop anytime I wanted.

I just didn’t want to.

My phone buzzed. Text from Vanessa: “I’m worried about you. Please come by. We need to talk.”

I ignored it.

Another text from the Washington Square Park dealer: “Got a fresh batch. Same price.”

I replied: “I’ll take two doses. Meet me tomorrow at noon.”

More money going out. But I’d make it back. I always did.

I did one more line before finally collapsing into bed at 5 AM, still wearing my dress and heels, my body exhausted but my mind still buzzing. The sun was coming up outside my window, painting the sky pink and gold.

Tomorrow I’ll work more, I promised myself. Make more money. Stay ahead of the spending.

But even as I thought it, I was already calculating how much cocaine I’d need for the next day. Already craving the next hit. Already planning my next massage parlor shift.

Somewhere deep in my mind—in the place where Michael Carver used to live, before the memories faded to smoke—a warning bell tried to ring.

I didn’t hear it.

I was too high to hear anything except my own heartbeat and the promise of another beautiful day.



Power App Update (End of Day 245): ├─ Magic Level: 62 ├─ Mana: 4,200/8,000 ├─ Sexual Partners: 79 ├─ Orgasms: 556 ├─ Bank: $29,540 ├─ Cocaine System: 42/100 (ADDICTED - THRESHOLD EXCEEDED) └─ Days Since Transformation: 245


Chapter 2: The Money Drain

The next ten days blurred together in a haze of cocaine and cum.

I worked every night—sometimes five, six, even seven clients in a single shift. The madam loved me; I was reliable, beautiful, and willing to do almost anything for the right price. My reputation at the massage parlor had reached legendary status. Men specifically requested “the blonde with the magic tits,” not knowing how literal that description really was.

But the money wasn’t adding up the way it should have.

Day 246, I woke at 3 PM and did my morning line. The familiar rush made the world bearable—that electric surge up my spine, the sudden clarity that made everything seem possible, manageable, right. I checked my banking app—$29,200. Down $340 from yesterday after cocaine and food expenses. But I’d make it back tonight.

I took three clients that evening: a gentle businessman who wanted missionary with lots of eye contact ($200), a rough construction worker who pounded my pussy until I screamed ($250), and a group booking—two college guys who wanted to spit-roast me, one cock in my mouth while the other fucked my pussy from behind ($400 split between them).

The construction worker was the memorable one. He arrived smelling of sawdust and sweat, a big man with a beer gut and rough, callused hands that groped my enhanced breasts the moment I opened the door to my room. No preamble, no small talk—just immediate possession of my body. His thick fingers found my nipples through the thin silk robe I wore, twisting hard enough to make me gasp.

“Fuck, these tits are real?” he grunted, already pulling his shirt off.

“Enhanced,” I purred, letting the robe slide off my shoulders to pool at my feet. I stood naked except for my heels—all 35DD of enhanced curves on full display. My breasts stood out proudly from my chest, defying gravity, nipples already hardening in the cool air of the massage room.

He stripped fast, revealing a body built from manual labor—broad shoulders, thick arms, and a substantial gut that hung over his waistband. But when his jeans hit the floor, I saw what I really cared about: a thick eight-inch cock, already rock-hard and pointing at me like an accusation. The shaft was veiny and intimidating, the head flushed dark purple with arousal. His balls hung heavy beneath, clearly full of cum he intended to deposit inside me.

“On your knees,” he ordered. “Hands and knees, ass up. I wanna watch those tits swing while I fuck you.”

I obeyed, positioning myself on the massage table—padded but firm beneath my knees and palms. The position arched my back, presenting my ass and completely bare pussy to him. I could feel how wet I already was, could feel my inner lips parting slightly, glistening with arousal that had nothing to do with desire and everything to do with my succubus nature preparing my body for what was coming.

He didn’t tease or ease into it. One rough hand gripped my hip, the other positioned his cockhead against my entrance, and then he thrust—burying himself to the hilt in one brutal stroke that punched the air from my lungs.

“Fuck!” I gasped, my pussy stretched wide around his thick shaft. I could feel every ridge, every vein, every inch of his cock forcing my inner walls to accommodate him. The sensation was overwhelming—fullness bordering on too much, pressure that made my toes curl in my heels.

“Tight fucking cunt,” he grunted, already pulling back and slamming in again. No gentle buildup, no considerate rhythm—just raw, animalistic fucking. His hips pistoned against my ass with meaty slap-slap-slap sounds that filled the room. “Squeeze me, slut.”

My pussy clenched around him involuntarily, my succubus nature responding to the degradation and raw male dominance. Each brutal thrust made my enhanced breasts swing beneath me—heavy globes of flesh and silicone swaying with the momentum of his fucking. I could feel the weight of them, the way they pulled at my chest, nipples dragging against the air with each movement.

He fucked me like he was angry at me, like I’d personally wronged him and this was punishment. His callused fingers dug into my hips hard enough to leave bruises I’d have to heal with magic later. His swollen cockhead punched my cervix with every thrust, sending jolts of sensation—part pain, part pleasure—radiating through my core.

“Dirty whore,” he panted, sweat dripping onto my back. “This what you do all day? Let strangers fuck this tight cunt? How many cocks you had in you this week?”

“Lots,” I gasped, because dirty talk was part of the service. “So many cocks. Love being fucked.”

“Fuckin’ slut.” But his cock jerked inside me, clearly aroused by the confession. His thrusts got harder, faster, more erratic. I could feel him getting close—his shaft swelling even thicker, his rhythm breaking down into desperate rutting.

My own arousal was building despite myself. The relentless friction against my inner walls, the way his cockhead ground against my g-spot on every withdrawal, the sheer overwhelming fullness of being split open on a thick cock—it was all combining into that familiar pressure building low in my belly.

I came first, my pussy clenching rhythmically around his shaft, inner walls rippling and milking him. The orgasm hit like a wave, washing through my core and radiating outward. My toes curled. My back arched further. A genuine moan escaped my lips—not the performative sounds I usually made, but a real expression of pleasure.

He roared his approval, gripping my hips with both hands and hammering into me—three, four, five more brutal thrusts that made my eyes roll back—and then his cock pulsed, swelled, and erupted.

I felt every spurt. Felt thick ropes of hot cum flooding my unprotected pussy, painting my cervix, claiming me from the inside. His cock jerked again and again, pumping what felt like an enormous load deep into my cunt. He stayed buried balls-deep, grinding against my ass, making sure every drop was deposited as deep as possible.

“Fucking take it,” he groaned, his fingers digging in hard enough to hurt. “Take all my fucking cum.”

When he finally pulled out—his cock sliding from my well-fucked hole with an obscene wet sound—I immediately felt his cum start to leak. Hot, thick, copious amounts of it began seeping from my gaping pussy, running down my inner thighs in sticky streams. My hole stayed open for several seconds, stretched and used, giving me a visceral reminder of what I’d just endured.

“Worth every fucking penny,” he muttered, already pulling his jeans back on. “Best fuck I’ve had in years.”

He left $250 on the table and walked out, leaving me on my hands and knees with his cum slowly dripping out of me, forming a small puddle on the massage table beneath my abused cunt.

I cast Shower immediately—the magical water washing away the evidence, cleaning the cum from my thighs and pussy, resetting my body to pristine condition. But I could still feel it, could still feel the phantom sensation of being stretched and filled and used.

Total so far: $450. Still two clients to go.

The college boys were enthusiastic but unskilled—twenty-year-olds who’d probably pooled their money for this experience. They kept high-fiving each other while I sucked one’s cock and the other fucked me from behind, treating me more like a video game achievement than a person. But their cocks were hard and eager, and they came quickly—one flooding my pussy with his youthful load, the other pulling out to splatter my face with his cum. They left whooping and laughing, already texting their friends about the “hot blonde slut” they’d just tag-teamed.

$400 more.

Total: $850. Minus the $200 I spent on cocaine throughout the night—two doses to start, one to maintain energy, another when I felt the crash coming. Net: $650.

See? I told myself, doing another line in the bathroom after the last client left. Still profitable.



Day 248, I worked a marathon shift. The madam called at noon with an “emergency”—a bachelor party needed entertainment, and they were paying premium rates. Eight men, one hotel suite, four hours.

I arrived at the Midtown hotel at 8 PM, coked up and ready. I’d done three lines in preparation—enough to make me energized and confident, but not so much that I seemed tweaked. My Glamour spell was active, making me supernaturally beautiful under the hotel’s flattering lighting. The groom-to-be was a nervous-looking guy in his late twenties; his friends were rowdier, already drunk and grabbing at me before I’d even finished walking through the door.

“Holy fuck, look at those tits,” one of them slurred, his hand immediately cupping my breast through my tight red dress. His fingers squeezed, testing the firmness, trying to determine if they were real or fake.

“Worth every fucking penny,” another agreed, his hand on my ass, squeezing hard enough to make me gasp. “Goddamn, this ass is perfect.”

The madam had negotiated $1,500 for the full service package—I’d keep $1,200 after her cut. The most I’d ever made in a single booking.

I stripped slowly in the center of the suite, eight pairs of eyes devouring every inch of revealed skin. I let them watch my dress slide off my enhanced curves—slowly, teasingly, giving them a show they’d remember. First the shoulders, revealing my collarbones and the upper swells of my breasts constrained in a red lace bra. Then down further, letting the fabric catch on my nipples before sliding past, revealing my 35DD breasts barely contained in the delicate lace.

The dress pooled at my feet, leaving me in just the lingerie—red lace bra and matching thong, thigh-high stockings, and black heels. My completely bare pussy was visible through the sheer fabric of the thong, the outline of my slit clearly defined.

“Take it all off,” someone demanded, voice thick with arousal.

I reached behind my back and unhooked the bra, letting it fall away. My breasts bounced free—heavy, perfect globes capped with pale pink nipples already hard from the cocaine and anticipation. The implants gave them a fullness and shape that natural breasts couldn’t match, standing proud from my chest without sagging, defying gravity in a way that made men’s mouths water.

The thong slid down next, revealing my completely waxed pussy—smooth, pink, and already glistening with wetness. My succubus nature was responding to the concentrated male attention, flooding my cunt with arousal whether I wanted it or not. I could feel my inner lips swelling, my clit engorging, my hole beginning to open in anticipation of being filled.

“Who’s first?” I purred, standing naked except for my stockings and heels.

They descended on me like wolves on wounded prey.

For the next four hours, I was passed around like a party favor, like a human fleshlight, like the whore I’d become. Cocks in my mouth, my pussy, my ass—sometimes two at once, sometimes all three holes stuffed simultaneously while rough hands groped every inch of my body, twisted my nipples, spread my ass cheeks wider, held my head in place while someone face-fucked me.

The groom took me first—on my back on the king-sized bed, legs spread wide, his friends cheering him on as he rutted into my pussy like an animal. He wasn’t particularly large—maybe six inches—but he made up for it in enthusiasm, pounding into me with desperate energy while his buddies watched and offered commentary.

“Fuck her harder!”

“Make the slut scream!”

“She’s so fucking tight!”

I played it up, moaning and gasping and begging for more—exactly what they wanted to see. When he came inside me, I made sure to clench my pussy around his cock, milking his orgasm, feeling his cum flood my unprotected cunt. He stayed inside me even after he finished, letting his softening cock marinate in his own cum while he caught his breath.

“Tightest pussy I’ve ever felt,” he groaned, finally pulling out. His cum immediately started leaking from my hole, but there was no time to clean up—his best man was already climbing between my legs.

“My turn.”

The best man preferred my ass—a thick, veiny nine-inch cock that looked intimidating even before he pressed it against my sphincter. I’d cast Pain Block earlier, but I could still feel the pressure, the stretch, the overwhelming sensation of my asshole being forced to accommodate something far too large.

He pushed in slowly at first, watching my face contort as inch after inch of thick cock disappeared into my ass. The stretch was intense—my sphincter burning as it was forced wider, my rectal walls straining to accept his girth. When he was finally balls-deep, I could swear I felt him in my stomach.

Then he started fucking—hard, brutal thrusts that made me grunt and whimper with each impact. He gripped my hair and yanked my head back, arching my spine, using the leverage to pound deeper into my asshole.

“Fucking whore,” he snarled, his voice thick with arousal and aggression. “Dirty fucking cumdump. You love this, don’t you? Love getting your ass destroyed?”

“Yes,” I gasped, because my body was responding—my pussy was gushing, dripping arousal onto the sheets beneath me, my nipples were painfully hard, my asshole was clenching around him despite the discomfort. “Fuck my ass harder. Use me.”

He did exactly that, hammering into my stretched asshole with brutal efficiency. His balls slapped wetly against my dripping pussy with every thrust—a lewd metronome marking the rhythm of my degradation. I could hear the obscene sounds my body was making—the wet squelch of his cock pistoning in and out of my ass, the slap of his hips against my cheeks, the desperate gasps and moans escaping my throat.

When he came, he buried himself to the hilt and held there, his cock jerking as he emptied his balls deep in my bowels. I felt each pulse, felt the warmth of his cum flooding my ass, coating my insides. When he pulled out, I could feel his cum leaking from my gaping asshole—warm, obscene, a physical reminder of my degradation.

Three of the others focused on my mouth. They took turns face-fucking me, using my throat like a pussy, their cockheads punching past my tonsils with every thrust. I knelt on the floor while they stood around me, taking turns shoving their cocks down my throat.

The first one gripped both sides of my head and held me in place while he fucked my face without mercy. His cock was average-sized—maybe seven inches—but thick enough that my jaw ached within minutes. He didn’t care about my comfort, didn’t care that I was gagging and drooling all over his balls, didn’t care that tears were streaming down my face and ruining my makeup.

Saliva and pre-cum dripped from my chin in thick strands, making a mess of my tits and the hotel carpet beneath me. I could barely breathe between thrusts, gasping for air whenever he pulled out, only to have another cock immediately shoved down my throat.

“Fuck, her mouth is amazing,” one groaned, watching his friend’s cock disappear between my stretched lips. “Like a warm, wet glove.”

When the first one came, he buried his cock so deep I could feel his balls pressed against my chin. Hot cum erupted directly down my throat, and I had no choice but to swallow frantically, gulping down his thick load while my eyes watered and my lungs burned. Some of it backed up and came out my nose—a humiliating sensation that made them all laugh.

“She’s leaking cum from her nose! Fucking slut can’t even swallow right!”

The remaining men took me in various combinations—two, three, sometimes four at once. I lost count of positions, lost count of orgasms (both theirs and mine), lost track of which hole was being fucked at any given moment. All I knew was the constant sensation of being filled, stretched, used.

Double penetration—one massive cock stretching my pussy while another forced its way into my ass—became a highlight they all wanted to try. The sensation of being so completely, utterly filled was overwhelming. I could feel both cocks through the thin membrane separating my holes, could feel them sliding against each other with every thrust. My body felt impossibly full, stretched to its absolute limits.

I came during one particularly brutal DP—my body convulsing, pussy and ass clenching simultaneously around the cocks impaling me. The orgasm was involuntary, intense, almost painful in its intensity. My succubus nature drank in the sexual energy, converting it to mana, but it didn’t make the experience any less overwhelming.

By the time they were done—after four full hours of relentless fucking—I was utterly destroyed. Cum leaked from all three of my holes: thick white globs dripping from my gaping, well-fucked pussy, more seeping from my stretched and aching asshole, and still more coating my throat and dripping from my swollen lips.

My hair was matted with dried cum—at least two of them had pulled out to finish in my hair. My face was glazed with multiple loads that had been splattered across my features in thick, degrading ribbons. My enhanced breasts were painted white, nipples slick with jizz that was slowly drying into crusty patches.

My makeup was completely destroyed—mascara running down my cheeks in black streaks, lipstick smeared across my face, foundation rubbed away to reveal the slightly grey tinge my skin had developed from cocaine use.

I must have swallowed at least four full loads, with at least six more pumped into my pussy and ass. My body ached despite the Pain Block spell I’d cast at the beginning—the spell prevented pain, but not the deep, bone-tired exhaustion of being fucked for four straight hours, not the soreness in my jaw, not the rawness of my throat.

“Best fucking night ever,” the groom declared, stuffing bills into my trembling hand. “Worth every goddamn dollar. My fiancée could never do what you just did.”

I counted it in the bathroom while cum slowly dried on my skin—crusty, uncomfortable, smelling of sex and male musk: $1,200 cash, plus $200 in tips. $1,400 total.

I cast Shower to clean myself instantly, watching the magical water wash away the evidence of my degradation—the cum, the sweat, the traces of shame. My skin returned to its pristine state, my hair to its glossy perfection, my pussy and ass to their tight, barely-used appearance.

Then I did two lines in quick succession, right there on the bathroom counter next to the sink. The euphoria hit like a freight train, washing away the used feeling, replacing it with triumphant, invincible energy.

I’m a fucking queen, I thought, examining my pristine reflection in the mirror—perfect skin, perfect tits, perfect face. No evidence of what I’d just endured for four hours. Magic had erased it all, like it never happened. Men pay thousands to use my body. I have the power here.

I stopped at my dealer on the way home and bought $300 worth of cocaine. My supply was running dangerously low, and I couldn’t risk running out.



Day 250, reality started knocking.

I woke at 4 PM to a text from my bank: “Your account balance has fallen below $28,000.”

I blinked at the notification, my mind still foggy from last night’s cocaine and insufficient sleep. That couldn’t be right. I’d made over $3,000 in the past four days. How was I losing money?

I opened my banking app and scrolled through recent transactions with growing dread:

	Cocaine: $150/day × 4 days = $600
	Rent payment (due the 1st): $2,500
	Salon (touch-up roots): $200
	New lingerie (work expense): $350
	Food and incidentals: $400


Total expenses: $4,050

Income over same period: $3,850

Net change: -$200

Plus the previous four days before that…

My heart started racing—not from cocaine this time, but from genuine panic. When had I started spending more than I was making? The cocaine budget alone was eating almost $1,000 per week. And my tolerance was building—I needed more now to get the same high. Yesterday I’d done six doses instead of my usual four.

I need to work more, I decided, trying to calm my racing thoughts. Make more money. Cut expenses somewhere.

But even as I thought it, my hand was reaching for the baggie on my nightstand. Just one line to help me think clearly.

The powder hit my bloodstream and the panic receded, replaced by that familiar confidence. Of course I could fix this. I just needed to be smarter, work harder, spend less.

Then another line, because the first one didn’t quite hit right.

Then a third, because I was stressed about money and needed to calm down.



Day 252, I filmed a porn scene—my first in weeks. Vincent had been calling repeatedly, and I’d finally answered. He wanted me for a BBC scene: me and three black performers, all of them packing ten inches or more.

“$500 for the day,” he offered. “You still look amazing on camera, Emily. The fans have been asking about you.”

I showed up at the Brooklyn studio at 10 AM, having done only two lines instead of my usual three—I wanted to look fresh for the cameras, not tweaked and jittery. My Glamour spell was active, making me supernaturally beautiful under the bright studio lights, concealing the slight grey tinge my skin had developed and the faint darkness under my eyes.

The three male performers were impressive specimens: tall, muscular black men with bodies sculpted from dark mahogany, oiled and gleaming under the lights, and hung like fucking horses. Their cocks were massive—thick, veiny, intimidating in their sheer size even when only half-hard. The smallest had to be ten inches, the largest closer to twelve. Jamal (my old fuck buddy from the university) wasn’t among them, but these men were cut from similar cloth. Big Black Cocks that promised to split me open in ways I craved.

“You ready, Emily?” Vincent called from behind the camera. “Let’s make some magic.”

The scene opened with me on my knees between all three men, surrounded by a forest of massive black cocks. I wrapped both hands around two of them—my fingers couldn’t even close around the thick shafts—while sucking the third, my jaw stretching painfully wide just to accommodate his girth.

The cock in my mouth was warm, heavy, tasting of clean skin and male musk. I dragged my tongue along the prominent veins that ran up the underside, traced the ridge of his flared cockhead, then took him as deep as I could—maybe five inches before I started gagging. Even that felt like a lot, my throat straining to accept his girth.

I switched between them, worshipping their length with theatrical enthusiasm. Licking from balls to tip, sucking on their heavy sacks, moaning like the cock-hungry slut I was playing. Pre-cum leaked from their tips, coating my lips and tongue with the slightly salty taste.

“You love big black cock, don’t you?” one of them growled, scripted dialogue but no less true for it.

“I fucking love it,” I moaned, looking up at him with desperate, hungry eyes—the expression I’d perfected through dozens of porn shoots. “I need it inside me. Please fuck me. Stretch my tight white pussy with your huge black cock.”

They moved me to the bed, positioning me on all fours. The first cock—easily eleven inches of thick, dark meat—pressed against my entrance. I was already soaking wet, my pussy dripping with arousal (aided by my succubus nature), but even prepared I gasped when he pushed inside.

The penetration was slow, deliberate, letting the camera capture every inch as it disappeared into my pussy. The stretch was overwhelming—I could feel every inch of his massive shaft forcing my pussy open wider than it had ever been, spreading my inner walls, pushing deeper and deeper until I swore I could feel him in my stomach. My pussy clenched and spasmed around the invading cock, trying desperately to accommodate his size while my body screamed that this was too much, too big, impossible.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” he grunted, gripping my hips and pulling me back onto his cock. The final few inches pushed in with a wet squelch, his balls finally pressed against my clit. I felt impossibly full, stretched beyond my limits.

“Won’t be for long,” another laughed, moving to my face with his own massive cock.

I opened my mouth and accepted the second cock, letting him fuck my throat while the first pounded my pussy from behind. The contrast was stark—my pussy stretching painfully around one massive black cock while another violated my throat, making me gag and drool. The rhythm was punishing: thrust into my pussy from behind, cock down my throat from the front, my body rocking between them like a piece of meat on a spit.

Saliva ran down my chin in thick strands, dripping onto the sheets beneath me. My eyes watered from the throat-fucking, mascara running in black streaks down my cheeks. I could barely breathe—just desperate gasps between thrusts, my lungs burning.

The third performer waited his turn, stroking his enormous cock to full hardness as he watched me get spit-roasted. His cock was the biggest—a solid twelve inches of thick, dark meat that looked more like a weapon than a sex organ.

For the next ninety minutes, they used me in every position imaginable.

I rode one while sucking another—bouncing on his cock, my pussy making obscene wet squelching sounds as I impaled myself again and again on his massive shaft. Each downward thrust buried him completely, his cockhead punching my cervix, sending jolts of pain-pleasure radiating through my core. My enhanced breasts bounced with the motion, drawing the camera’s attention, and I knew the viewers would love watching my tits jiggle while I rode a huge black cock.

They put me on my back, legs spread obscenely wide, and took turns pounding into me missionary-style. From this angle I could watch their massive cocks disappearing into my pussy—could see my lips stretched thin around their girths, could see the obscene bulge in my lower abdomen as they buried themselves completely. One of them pressed down on that bulge while he fucked me, increasing the pressure, making me scream.

“Feel that? Feel how deep I am? You’re fucking stuffed with black cock, baby.”

Then came the double penetration. I’d done DP before, but never with cocks this large. The one underneath me positioned his cock at my pussy while I straddled him, and I sank down slowly, gasping as his massive shaft filled me completely. Then the second moved behind me, his cock pressing against my asshole.

“Relax,” he commanded, and I tried—tried to unclench my sphincter, tried to breathe through the pressure as he pushed inside.

The stretch was incredible. Even with the cock already filling my pussy, my ass still struggled to accept him. My sphincter burned as it was forced wider, my rectal walls screaming in protest. When he was finally fully seated in my ass, I felt like I was being split in half.

They started moving—slow at first, getting a rhythm, then faster, harder, their cocks sliding against each other through the thin membrane separating my holes. I could feel everything—every ridge, every vein, every inch of both massive cocks impaling me from two directions. The fullness was indescribable, overwhelming, bordering on too much.

I came. Hard. My body convulsing between them, pussy and ass clenching rhythmically around the cocks filling me. The orgasm ripped through me like electricity, making me scream genuinely—not performing, just raw pleasure-pain response. My succubus nature flooded my system with endorphins, converting the sexual energy into mana, feeding on the intensity of the moment.

They passed me back and forth, each one taking turns in each of my holes. My pussy was fucked until it was gaping and sloppy, cum and arousal dripping down my thighs in sticky streams. My ass was stretched and violated until my sphincter burned and stayed partially open even when empty. My throat was used until it was raw and aching, my gag reflex beaten into submission.

I came seven times total. Genuine, full-body orgasms that had nothing to do with performance and everything to do with my succubus nature feeding on the sexual energy and the undeniable physical stimulation of being fucked by massive cocks for ninety minutes straight. Each climax generated mana, filling my pool even as my body was wrung out by these hung men. My pussy gushed around their cocks, my asshole clenched, my throat constricted. I was a shaking, moaning mess—and the camera captured all of it.

The cumshot was spectacular: all three of them standing over me as I knelt on the bed, stroking their huge black cocks over my upturned face. I looked up at them with desperate, cock-hungry eyes—giving the camera exactly what it wanted—and opened my mouth wide, tongue out, ready to receive.

They timed their releases to splatter me simultaneously—thick, heavy ropes of hot white cum erupting from three directions at once.

It painted my face like a Jackson Pollock masterpiece. Cum splashed across my forehead, dripping down into my eyebrows. More hit my cheeks, my nose, running down in thick rivulets. The biggest load hit my open mouth—I swallowed what I could, but there was too much, it overflowed and dripped down my chin in obscene streams. More cum splattered across my tits, coating my nipples, dripping down the slopes of my breasts and pooling in my cleavage.

I was absolutely drenched in their seed—completely glazed, dripping, looking like I’d been bukkaked by a dozen men instead of just three.

“Cut! Perfect fucking take!” Vincent shouted, and I heard the satisfaction in his voice. This would sell well.

I lay there for a moment, covered in cum, satisfied and exhausted. The Power App notification pinged in my mind:

Mana generated: +450 Orgasms: +7 Sexual partners: +3

“You’re a natural, Emily,” Vincent said, handing me a towel. “Same time next week?”

“Sure,” I agreed, already thinking about the $500 and how quickly it would disappear into my dealer’s pocket.

I stopped at my dealer’s on the way home. Bought $200 worth.



Day 255, the cracks started showing.

My bank balance: $26,800. Down another $1,200 in three days despite working constantly. The math was undeniable now—I was spending faster than I was earning.

Worse, my appearance was starting to suffer. Even with Glamour active, I could see the changes in the mirror when I looked closely: slightly sunken cheeks from appetite suppression (cocaine killed my hunger, and I was forgetting to eat most days), a faint grey tinge to my skin that no amount of magic could fully conceal, dark circles under my eyes that spoke of insufficient sleep and chemical dependency.

My weight had dropped from 118 to 113 pounds. My ribs were starting to show. My face was losing its fullness, my cheekbones becoming more prominent in a way that wasn’t attractive—just gaunt.

“You look tired,” Vicky said that evening. She’d been staying with friends mostly, but stopped by to grab some clothes. Her grey eyes studied me with concern I didn’t want. “Are you sleeping enough?”

“I’m fine,” I snapped, more harshly than I intended. “Just busy with work.”

She studied me with those knowing grey eyes—the eyes of someone who’d seen addiction before, who knew what it looked like. “Em… you’re using every day now, aren’t you?”

“I’m fine,” I repeated, my hands trembling slightly—from cocaine jitters or anger, I couldn’t tell. “Mind your own business.”

“I’m worried about you. This isn’t—”

“I said I’M FINE!” The words came out as a scream, startling us both. I was breathing hard, my heart racing, my vision tunneling slightly. Rage I couldn’t explain or control was bubbling up—chemical anger, cocaine paranoia making me lash out at someone trying to help.

Vicky backed toward the door, her face pale, actually afraid of me. “Okay. Okay, I’ll… I’ll give you space.”

“Good. Do that.” My voice was cold, dismissive.

She left, and the moment the door closed I immediately did another line to calm my nerves. But the euphoria was muted this time—I needed more to get the same effect. Tolerance building.

Normal. Nothing to worry about.

I checked my phone: three texts from the madam about tonight’s clients, one from Katie asking why I’d missed our study session (I’d completely forgotten about university—when was the last time I’d attended class?), and one from Vanessa:

“Haven’t heard from you in weeks. Everything okay? Call me.”

I ignored all of them and got ready for work. Did another line for energy.



That night, I took four clients. All rough types—the gentle ones didn’t pay enough anymore, and I needed the money.

First: a businessman with specific tastes. He wanted to choke me during sex—his hands around my throat, squeezing while his average six-inch cock pumped into my pussy.

I let him, agreeing to it, knowing the danger but needing the $300 he was paying. His hands closed around my throat almost immediately after he entered me, fingers pressing into the sides of my neck, cutting off blood flow to my brain. My vision darkened at the edges, lungs burning as his fingers crushed my windpipe. I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t speak. Could only feel his cock pumping in and out while I slowly suffocated.

The lack of oxygen made everything more intense—my pussy was hypersensitive, every thrust feeling magnified. Colors bloomed behind my eyes. My face turned red, then purple, my eyes bulging slightly as I struggled desperately for air. My hands clutched at his wrists, not fighting him off but just holding on, surrendering to the experience.

He came just before I would have passed out, releasing my throat at the last second. I gasped desperately for air—huge, heaving breaths—while his cock pulsed inside me, filling my pussy with his cum. My throat ached for hours afterward, bruised internally, painful to swallow.

$300.

Second: a group of three friends. They wanted the “spit-roast special”—one in my mouth, one in my pussy, trading places every few minutes. They weren’t particularly skilled, but they were enthusiastic, and they each came twice over the course of an hour.

The one fucking my face was the roughest—he gripped my hair in both hands and used my throat like a fleshlight, pistoning in and out with no regard for my comfort or ability to breathe. His cock wasn’t huge—maybe seven inches—but it was thick enough that my jaw ached within minutes. Drool and pre-cum dripped from my chin in thick strands, running down my neck and coating my tits in a disgusting mess. My makeup ran from the tears streaming down my face.

When he came the first time, he buried his cock deep in my throat and held me there, my nose pressed against his pubic bone, while he emptied his balls directly down my throat. I swallowed frantically, gulping down his load, but there was too much and some of it backed up and came out my nose. I was choking, suffocating, desperate—and my pussy clenched around the other cock in response, my traitorous body aroused by the degradation.

I swallowed all their loads without being asked; the cumeater trait had become second nature at this point.

$450 total.

Third: an older man, probably sixty, with a soft gut and grey chest hair. He couldn’t get hard at first, his cock remaining stubbornly flaccid despite my touch. So I spent twenty minutes sucking his soft cock, trying everything I knew to arouse him.

I licked his balls, tongued his asshole (degrading, tasting of sweat and skin), deep-throated his flaccid dick (it flopped around in my mouth uselessly), moaned and whimpered like I was desperate for it. Finally he managed a semi-erection—barely hard enough to penetrate—and fucked me missionary, his sweaty, saggy body pressing against mine while he wheezed with effort.

His half-hard cock barely stimulated me, just sort of flopped around inside my pussy while he grunted. He came—barely—a weak dribble instead of a proper load, and left a $250 tip because he felt guilty about wasting my time.

$350 total.

Fourth: a twenty-something who wanted anal only. He had a thick eight-inch cock and no patience, forcing past my sphincter before I was properly relaxed despite my attempts to slow him down. Even with Pain Block active, it was deeply unpleasant—the spell didn’t eliminate discomfort, just pain.

He jackhammered my ass for fifteen brutal minutes, his cock punishing my bowels, calling me degrading names the entire time.

“Dirty anal slut. Fucking whore. You love getting your shitter destroyed, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped, because that’s what he wanted to hear. “Fuck my ass. Use it. Wreck my asshole.”

He did exactly that. When he finally pulled out and came all over my back, splattering my skin with his thick load, my asshole was gaping obscenely—a red, stretched hole that didn’t immediately close. I could feel how loose and wrecked it was, could feel air entering my ass as my sphincter slowly, painfully closed.

$400.

Total for the night: $1,500.

I walked out of the massage parlor at 3 AM, exhausted but buzzing with cocaine energy. I’d done eight lines throughout the night—more than I’d ever done in a single session. Two before starting, one between each client, two more at the end. My heart was racing erratically, my hands trembling, my thoughts scattered and frantic. My jaw was clenched so tight it hurt.

I need more, I realized, checking my baggie. I’m running low.

I called my dealer. He was still up—dealers always were at this hour—and agreed to meet me in Washington Square Park.

The transaction was quick: $250 for five doses. That would last me… maybe two days at my current rate of consumption.

Walking home through the dark streets, I tried to do the math:

Income tonight: $1,500 Cocaine spent: $250 (just now) + $200 earlier today Net for the day: maybe $1,000 if I was lucky

But tomorrow I’d spend another $150-200 on cocaine. And the next day. And the day after that.

The numbers were clear: I was hemorrhaging money, and I couldn’t seem to stop.

It’s fine, I told myself, unlocking my apartment door with shaking hands. I still have over $26,000 in the bank. That’s plenty. I just need to work a little harder, spend a little less.

I did another line before bed, hoping it would help me sleep.

It didn’t help. I lay awake for hours, heart racing, mind spinning, grinding my teeth, staring at the ceiling while my body buzzed with unwanted energy.



Power App Update (End of Day 255): ├─ Magic Level: 60 (declining from addiction stress) ├─ Mana: 5,100/8,000 ├─ Sexual Partners: 94 (+15) ├─ Orgasms: 578 (+22) ├─ Bank: $26,800 (-$2,540) ├─ Cocaine System: 51/100 (HEAVILY ADDICTED) ├─ Weight: 113 lbs (down from 118) └─ Days Since Transformation: 255

The numbers didn’t lie. But I wasn’t ready to listen.

Not yet.


Chapter 3: Academic Failure

Day 260 started with the letter.

I found it in my mailbox when I stumbled downstairs at 2 PM, still buzzing from last night’s cocaine and desperate for more. The tremor in my hands made it hard to turn the tiny mailbox key. My heart was racing—not from excitement, just from the cocaine still coursing through my system, making everything feel urgent and jittery.

The NYU logo in the corner made my stomach clench even before I tore it open with shaking fingers.

Dear Ms. Lewis,

This letter serves as official notification that you have been placed on Academic Probation effective immediately. Our records indicate the following concerns:

- Attendance: 40% of required classes attended (failing threshold) - Assignments: 15 of 24 required submissions missing - Examinations: Failed 2 of 3 midterm examinations - GPA: 1.2 (minimum required: 2.0)

You are required to meet with your academic advisor within 14 days to discuss a remediation plan. Failure to improve your standing by the end of the semester will result in mandatory withdrawal from the university.

Sincerely, Office of Academic Affairs

I read the letter twice, the words blurring slightly—my eyes couldn’t quite focus, another side effect of too much cocaine and too little sleep. Then I laughed bitterly and crumpled it into a ball.

Academic probation. As if that mattered anymore.

Once upon a time—back when I was still clinging to Michael’s memories, back when I thought transformation might be temporary—I’d cared about university. Getting my education degree, becoming a teacher, having a “normal” life. What a fucking joke.

I made more in one night of prostitution than most teachers made in a week. Last night alone I’d earned $1,500 for letting strangers fuck me. What did I need a degree for? What was the point of studying and attending classes and writing papers when I could lie on my back and make more money in an hour than most graduates made in a day?

I tossed the crumpled letter toward the trash, missed by a foot, and left it on the floor. I had more important things to worry about—like the fact that my cocaine supply was almost gone and my hands were starting to shake.

Back in my apartment, I laid out three lines on my glass coffee table—thick, generous lines that would cost me maybe $75. I snorted them in quick succession, one nostril then the other, the familiar burn making my eyes water. The powder hit my bloodstream and the world snapped into focus.

The shaking stopped. The anxiety receded. Colors became brighter, sounds sharper, my thoughts crystallized into beautiful clarity.

I don’t need school, I thought, examining my reflection in the mirror across the room. Even from here I could see the changes—slightly hollow cheeks, darker circles under my eyes that my Glamour couldn’t fully conceal, a grey tinge to my skin. But I was still beautiful. Still fuckable. Still worth hundreds of dollars an hour.

I’m fine. Everything is fine.



I didn’t have any clients booked until 10 PM, so I decided to use the time “productively.” First, a trip to my dealer for more supply. Then maybe I’d swing by the strip club and see if Richard needed an extra dancer tonight.

Washington Square Park was quiet in the late afternoon, just students and tourists and the occasional homeless person sprawled on a bench. The October air was crisp, making me shiver in my thin jacket. I’d lost enough weight that I was constantly cold now—110 pounds and dropping, my body consuming itself to fuel the addiction.

My dealer—I never learned his name, just called him D—was sitting on his usual bench near the chess tables. He was maybe thirty, Latino, with slicked-back hair and gold chains that glinted in the fading sunlight. The moment he saw me approaching, his face broke into a smile.

“Emily,” he said, his voice warm. “Back so soon? Wasn’t expecting you until tomorrow.”

“I need more.” My voice came out scratchy, throat still raw from last night’s client who’d face-fucked me for twenty minutes straight.

“How much?”

I did the math in my head. I was going through about $200 worth per day now—sometimes more if I had a lot of clients and needed the energy boost. If I bought a week’s supply at once, I could probably negotiate a discount. “Fifteen hundred worth. Can you do better on bulk?”

His eyes lit up—actual excitement at landing such a big sale. This was the biggest single purchase I’d made from him. “For my favorite customer? Twelve hundred, and I throw in an extra gram.”

I felt a rush of triumph, like I’d won some kind of negotiation. Never mind that I was about to hand over $1,200—money I’d earned by letting strangers use my holes—for a bag of powder that would be gone in a week.

“Deal.”

I handed over the cash—a thick wad of twenties and fifties pulled from my purse—and received a ziplock bag that felt substantial in my palm. Heavy. More white powder than I’d ever held at once. Enough to keep me going for a week, maybe more if I rationed carefully.

I won’t ration, I knew even as I thought it. I’ll do more because I have more. That’s how this works.

But that was a problem for future Emily. Current Emily had supply secured and clients to prepare for. I tucked the bag into my purse, already calculating how soon I could do another line without looking desperate in public.



The strip club was busy for a Tuesday night—clearly some kind of corporate event, judging by the groups of suited men clustered around the stages. Richard nodded when he saw me walk in, his bald head gleaming under the colored lights, but his expression was troubled.

“Emily. You look like shit.”

“Thanks, boss,” I said dryly, already heading toward the dressing room. “Love you too.”

“I’m serious.” He followed me, his voice dropping so the other dancers wouldn’t hear. “You’ve lost weight, your eyes are bloodshot, and your usual glow is… dim.” He studied me critically with the eye of someone who’d managed strippers for twenty years and seen every kind of decline. “You been sick?”

Just coked out of my mind and working myself to death, I thought.

“Just tired,” I said aloud. “Extra shifts at my other job. You know how it is.”

“Uh-huh.” He didn’t look convinced, his arms crossed over his broad chest. “Well, you’re still hot enough to put on stage. But if you keep going downhill, I’ll have to pull you. Customers don’t pay top dollar for girls who look like they’re dying.”

The words stung more than they should have. I’d always prided myself on my appearance—my supernatural beauty, my perfect body, my magnetic allure. But Richard was right. I’d seen it in the mirror this morning. The Glamour spell could only do so much to hide the physical toll cocaine was taking.

My face was thinner, cheekbones sharp where they’d once been softly contoured. My eyes had a hollow quality, the whites slightly yellow-tinged. My skin had lost its glow, replaced by a greyish pallor that made me look slightly ill. Even my hair—platinum blonde and expensively maintained—seemed duller, more brittle.

“I’ll take better care of myself,” I promised, knowing it was a lie even as I said it.

“See that you do. Stage three in twenty minutes. And try to look like you’re enjoying yourself, for fuck’s sake. Half the appeal is watching a girl who loves being looked at.”

I went to the dressing room, locked myself in a bathroom stall, and did two lines in quick succession—the euphoria would help me perform, would make me sparkle under the lights. The powder burned going up, but then the rush hit and I felt alive again. Beautiful. Confident. Powerful.

At the mirror, I began applying makeup over my increasingly haggard features. Foundation—thick layers of it—to cover the grey pallor of my skin. Concealer caked under my eyes to hide the dark circles. Contour to disguise the sharpening angles of my face, to bring back the soft femininity that was slowly being eaten away by my addiction.

By the time I was done, I looked almost like my old self. The Glamour spell layered over the makeup created an approximation of the supernatural beauty I’d once radiated effortlessly. Not perfect—there was something slightly off, something desperate in my eyes that even magic couldn’t hide—but good enough.

Good enough, I decided, examining my reflection. My 35DD breasts still looked perfect in the sheer bra I wore, my waist still narrow despite the weight loss, my ass still round and grabbable. The package was intact even if the wrapping was getting worn.

For now.



The stage performance went well enough. I danced, I stripped, I let the men watching devour me with their eyes. The cocaine made me feel invincible—I moved with exaggerated sensuality, arching my back to make my tits jut out, spreading my legs to give glimpses of my barely-covered pussy, making eye contact with the high tippers and biting my lip suggestively.

The money came in steadily—singles, fives, occasionally a twenty tossed onto the stage. I collected bills between my breasts, tucked them into my thong, let men slide them directly against my skin while I ground on the pole.

Tips totaled $220 for two hours of work—decent, but not the $500+ nights I used to command before the cocaine started showing in my face.

Afterward, a client wanted a private dance. He was a Wall Street type, slicked-back hair and expensive suit, probably in his forties with the beginnings of a gut straining against his button-down. The hungry way he looked at me made my skin crawl—there was something predatory in his gaze, like he was assessing meat—but his wallet was thick and visible in his jacket pocket.

“How much for the full service?” he asked as soon as we were alone in the private room, his hand already on his belt, gesturing at the bulge in his pants. The bulge didn’t look particularly impressive, but men like him always thought their money made their cocks bigger.

“This is a strip club, not a brothel,” I said automatically, even though we both knew the script. “Private dances only.”

“Come on.” He peeled off five hundreds—crisp bills that crackled—and set them on the small table against the wall. “I know how these places really work. Name your price.”

I stared at the money. $500 for a quick fuck in a private room. Richard didn’t allow actual prostitution on premises—it was his one hard rule, the thing that kept the club from getting shut down—but plenty of dancers broke it when they thought they could get away with it. And God knew I needed the cash.

My cocaine fund was running low again despite the morning’s $1,200 purchase. I’d already gone through at least $150 worth today, and it wasn’t even 10 PM yet.

No, I told myself. You have clients tonight at the massage parlor. Don’t risk your job here.

But the money was right there. Physical. Real. And this was $500 I could have in my pocket right now instead of working for hours at the parlor, spreading my legs for multiple men, taking their cum in all my holes.

“Eight hundred,” I heard myself say, my mouth moving before my brain caught up. “Blowjob only, no kissing, and you keep your mouth shut about it.”

He smirked—that superior expression of a man who’d just gotten what he wanted—and added three more hundreds to the pile. “Deal.”

I checked that the room door was locked, cast a quick Silence spell (100 mana) to muffle any sounds, and got on my knees in front of him. My knees hit the industrial carpet with a soft thud, and I could smell the cleaning chemicals mixed with the scent of sex that never quite left these rooms.

He unzipped with eager hands, pulling out his cock—average at best, maybe six inches, curved slightly to the left, already half-hard from anticipation. He smelled of expensive cologne and scotch, and when I wrapped my hand around his shaft to position him, his skin was warm and slightly sweaty.

I took him in my mouth and started working, using every technique I’d learned over months of professional cocksucking. Tongue swirling around the head, tracing the ridge of his glans, lips sliding down the shaft with steady pressure, throat relaxing to take him deeper. My enhanced breasts pressed against his thighs as I leaned in, and I made sure he could see them—men always wanted to watch their cock disappearing between a pretty face and a pair of huge tits.

He groaned and tangled his fingers in my platinum hair, gripping tight, using the leverage to guide my head. “Fuck, you’re good at this,” he panted, his hips starting to thrust slightly, fucking my mouth.

I didn’t respond—hard to talk with a cock in your mouth. I just kept sucking, bobbing my head rhythmically, hollowing my cheeks for more suction. My tongue worked the underside of his shaft, that sensitive spot just below the head that made most men shudder. Saliva dripped down my chin, making a mess, but he seemed to like that—liked seeing me drool all over his cock like a desperate slut.

He lasted maybe five minutes before his grip on my hair tightened painfully and his cock swelled in my mouth. “Fuck, I’m gonna—”

He came without warning, flooding my mouth with his load—thick, slightly bitter, coating my tongue and filling my throat. I swallowed automatically, the cumeater trait making it almost pleasurable, converting the degradation into something my body craved. His cock pulsed several more times, smaller spurts adding to the load, and I swallowed it all like the professional I’d become.

When I released him, his cock was clean—not a drop wasted. I stood, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, and tucked the $800 into my bra. The bills felt warm against my skin, pressed between my breasts.

“Best blowjob I’ve ever had,” he said, still catching his breath, tucking his softening cock back into his pants. “Worth every fucking penny.”

“Spread the word,” I said, checking my reflection in the wall mirror—my lipstick was smeared, but otherwise I looked fine. “Private dances with Emily. Ask for me specifically.”

He nodded, already fumbling with his wallet again. “I’ll be back. Next week. Same deal?”

“Sure,” I said, though I knew Richard would eventually find out and fire me. But next week felt like a lifetime away.

He left, and I waited a few minutes before following, giving him time to disappear into the crowd. Then I went straight to the bathroom and did two more lines—one for each nostril—celebrating my easy $800.



The massage parlor shift went as expected: four clients, all varying degrees of rough. The first was a businessman who wanted to be called “Daddy” while he fucked me, his average cock pumping into my pussy while I moaned “Yes, Daddy” and “Fuck me, Daddy” until he came. ($250)

The second was a young guy, maybe twenty-two, with a massive cock—easily nine inches and thick—who didn’t know how to use it properly. He just jackhammered into me without rhythm or technique, his huge cock stretching me painfully until he grunted and filled me with his cum. My pussy ached afterward, over-stretched and sore despite the Pain Block spell. ($300)

The third and fourth were two men who’d booked together—friends or coworkers, I never asked—who wanted to take turns using my holes while the other watched and jerked off. They spent an hour trading places: one would fuck my pussy while the other got his cock sucked, then they’d switch. Then one fucked my ass while the other used my mouth. Back and forth, using me like a shared toy.

By the time they were both satisfied—both having came twice, once in each of my holes—I’d swallowed two loads and had two more leaking from my well-fucked pussy and ass. They left me $550 combined and walked out laughing, probably already planning their next visit.

By 3 AM, I had another $1,400 in earnings from the massage parlor, plus the $800 from the strip club.

Total for the night: $2,200. A good haul.

And I’d done at least ten lines of cocaine throughout the night—one before each client for energy, one after each client to maintain the high, extras whenever I felt the crash coming. My nose was raw inside, slightly bloody, and I could taste copper in the back of my throat.

I stopped at an all-night diner on the way home, suddenly ravenous. Cocaine suppressed appetite, but it also meant that when the hunger finally hit—usually around dawn—it hit hard. I ordered pancakes, eggs, bacon, toast—enough food for two people—and sat at a corner booth, my hands still trembling slightly from the cocaine.

The food arrived and I attacked it, shoveling forkfuls into my mouth, barely tasting anything. But after maybe a third of the meal, my stomach clenched and nausea rose in my throat. I pushed the plate away, suddenly disgusted by the greasy smell, by food in general.

My phone buzzed. A text from Katie:

“Em, I’ve texted you like five times. Are you okay? You missed study group again. Everyone’s asking about you.”

I stared at the message, trying to remember the last time I’d seen Katie. A week ago? Two weeks? We used to hang out all the time—best friends, corruption partners, lesbian experiments. Now I couldn’t remember her last text, couldn’t remember when I’d stopped responding.

Study group. Right. I was supposed to be a university student. I was supposed to have friends and classes and a future that didn’t involve trading my body for cocaine money.

“I’m fine,” I typed back with shaking fingers. “Just busy with stuff. Talk soon.”

Another buzz before I could put the phone down. Vanessa this time:

“Emily, please call me. I can sense something’s wrong. Your mana signature has been fluctuating weirdly. Are you taking drugs? Let me help.”

My thumb hovered over the reply button. Vanessa could help—she was a powerful mage, she cared about me, she might know spells to break addiction or at least make the withdrawal bearable. But that would mean admitting I had a problem. That would mean facing the reality of what I’d become.

That would mean stopping the cocaine.

And I couldn’t stop. Didn’t want to stop. The cocaine was the only thing that made this life bearable, that gave me energy to fuck stranger after stranger, that dulled the shame and made me feel powerful instead of used.

I deleted the message without responding.

Then I went to the diner bathroom, locked myself in a stall, and did another line right there on the toilet tank cover—because the comedown was starting and I couldn’t face the walk home without a boost. The burn up my nose was familiar, comforting. The rush that followed made the world sharp and clear again.

I’m fine, I told my reflection in the bathroom mirror. My pupils were huge, black holes surrounded by thin rings of grey-blue. Everything is fine.



Back at my apartment, I dumped my earnings on the bed and counted:

	Strip club tips: $220
	Private “dance”: $800
	Massage parlor clients: $1,400


Total income for the day: $2,420

I felt a surge of pride looking at the pile of cash. That was a good haul. That would cover expenses for…

I opened my banking app and checked my balance: $24,200.

The pride evaporated.

Down another $2,600 in five days despite making good money. Despite working my ass off, despite letting strangers use every hole in my body.

The cocaine purchases were killing me. $1,200 to D earlier today alone—the biggest single purchase I’d ever made, and it would be gone in a week. Plus another $200-300 in smaller purchases I’d made throughout the previous week. I was spending over $300 per day on cocaine now—more than $2,000 per week.

And my tolerance was still building. I needed more to get the same high. What used to be two lines was now three. What used to last all day now lasted a few hours.

I need to cut back, I thought, even as my hand reached for the baggie on my nightstand. After this one last line.

But “one last line” turned into two, then three. I told myself I needed them to wind down, to help me sleep after the long night. But really I just wanted the feeling—that rush of euphoria, that sense of power and control that was increasingly hard to find in my actual life.

By 5 AM, I’d gone through almost $100 worth of my new supply. And I’d need more to get through tomorrow. And the next day. And the day after that.

The sun was coming up outside my window, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink. Another day wasted, another night of degrading myself for money that vanished as fast as I earned it. Another step down a spiral I couldn’t seem to stop.

I should call Vanessa, I thought, lying back on my bed, staring at the ceiling while my heart raced. I should get help.

But the cocaine was singing in my blood, making everything feel possible. I didn’t need help. I had money, I had magic, I had a body that men would pay hundreds of dollars to use. I was Emily Lewis, supernatural prostitute. I was in control.

I’m fine, I told myself, too wired to sleep even though exhaustion made my bones ache. Everything is fine.

The crumpled letter from NYU lay on the floor where I’d dropped it hours ago, a silent reminder of everything I was losing. Academic probation. Potential expulsion. A future that didn’t involve selling my holes.

I didn’t even look at it as I finally crashed into bed still wearing my work makeup, smelling of sex and cocaine, my pussy and ass leaking cum from my last clients. Sleep came eventually, fitful and full of fractured dreams about Michael—a man I barely remembered, a life that felt like it belonged to someone else.



Power App Update (End of Day 260): ├─ Magic Level: 59 (continued decline from poor quality mana generation) ├─ Mana: 4,800/8,000 ├─ Sexual Partners: 102 (+8) ├─ Orgasms: 592 (+14) ├─ Bank: $24,200 (-$2,600) ├─ Cocaine System: 58/100 (SEVERELY ADDICTED) ├─ Weight: 110 lbs (down from 118) ├─ University Status: ACADEMIC PROBATION └─ Days Since Transformation: 260

The warning signs were everywhere.

I was blind to all of them.


Chapter 4: The First Arrest

Day 268 changed everything.

It started badly. I woke at 7 PM—later than intended—to a text from Mrs. Chen at the massage parlor: “You were supposed to be here at 6. Your clients were reassigned. One-week suspension. Don’t bother showing up.”

I stared at the message through blurry eyes, my phone screen too bright in the darkness of my bedroom. My heart pounded with something that felt like panic—not the chemical racing from cocaine, but genuine fear. One week suspension meant no massage parlor income. No steady client base. No safe, indoor work where someone else screened the clients and collected the money.

I’d overslept because I’d been up until 9 AM doing cocaine, trying desperately to chase a high that kept retreating no matter how much I snorted. My tolerance was astronomical now—ten, twelve lines a day barely gave me the euphoria that two lines used to provide. The powder just kept me functional, kept the withdrawal at bay, kept the depression from swallowing me whole.

And now I’d lost my main income source.

It’s fine, I told myself, reaching for the baggie on my nightstand with trembling fingers. I still have the strip club. And there’s always… other options.

I did three lines in quick succession, laying them out on my glass nightstand with increasingly sloppy precision. The burn up my nose was familiar, comforting even. The rush hit my bloodstream and my thoughts crystallized—the panic receded, replaced by chemical confidence. By the time I was dressed and out the door, I’d convinced myself this was a minor setback. Nothing I couldn’t handle.

I’m Emily Lewis. I’m beautiful. I’m valuable. Men pay top dollar for my body.

The lies were getting easier to believe when I was high.



The strip club was dead. Tuesday nights were always slow, and Richard took one look at me—really looked at me—and shook his head slowly.

“You look worse than last week,” he said bluntly, his voice heavy with resignation. “I can’t put you on stage like this. The Glamour thing you do… it’s not working anymore. You’re scaring the customers.”

“I can fix it,” I said desperately, hating how my voice came out—thin, pleading. “Just give me twenty minutes to—”

“Emily.” His voice was firm but not unkind. He looked tired, like he’d had this conversation too many times before with too many girls. “Go home. Get some sleep. Clean yourself up. Come back next week and we’ll talk.”

I wanted to argue, wanted to beg, wanted to tell him I needed this job. But the look in his eyes stopped me. He wasn’t angry—he was worried. Pitying. And that was somehow worse than anger would have been.

I left the club feeling like the ground was crumbling beneath my feet. No massage parlor. No strip club. My bank account showed $18,400—down almost $6,000 in a single week despite working constantly. And I needed cocaine money for tonight, tomorrow, the next day…

The math was simple and terrifying: I was burning through my savings, I’d lost my steady income, and my body was deteriorating to the point where even sympathetic employers didn’t want to look at me.

There was only one option left.



The Meatpacking District was known for two things: overpriced clubs where trust-fund kids went to feel edgy, and street prostitution that catered to men who couldn’t afford better. I’d avoided this area since my early days as Emily, when the massage parlor had given me a safe, controlled environment to work in. But now I didn’t have that luxury.

I dressed for the street: tiny black miniskirt that barely covered my ass, riding up with every step. Low-cut top that showcased my 35DD cleavage—the one part of me still reliably attention-grabbing. Six-inch heels that made my legs look endless but made walking an exercise in controlled falling. Heavy makeup caked over my deteriorating features. Glamour spell cranked up as high as I could manage with my depleted mana.

Looking in the mirror before I left, I could see what Richard had seen: the Glamour was flickering, unstable. It made me look almost beautiful, but with something off—like a mannequin or a corpse made up to look alive. My eyes were too hollow. My skin too grey beneath the foundation. My smile too desperate.

Good enough, I told myself, doing another line for courage. Has to be.

It was 11 PM when I took my position on a corner near the Hudson River, joining a handful of other girls working the same strip. They looked at me with a mixture of curiosity and hostility—fresh competition in their territory. Most of them looked worn down by years of this work: too-thin bodies, track marks, faces aged beyond their years. I probably looked better than them, but not by much anymore.

“New girl,” one of them said. She was older, maybe forty, with hard eyes and visible track marks running up her arms. Her voice was surprisingly kind despite her appearance. “Who sent you?”

“No one. I’m independent.”

Her expression shifted to something like pity. “Independent don’t work here, honey. Marcus controls this block. You want to work, you talk to Marcus first.”

Shit. I’d forgotten about pimps. The massage parlor had handled all that—Mrs. Chen had her own arrangements with the local powers, protection money paid to the right people. Out here on the street, I was in someone else’s territory. Unprotected.

“Where do I find Marcus?”

The woman shrugged. “He’ll find you. Stay out here long enough, he’ll come by. But word of advice?” She looked me up and down. “You look like you still got options. Get off this corner before you end up like us.”

I didn’t have options. Not anymore.

I stayed on my corner and tried to look available—hip cocked, chest out, making eye contact with passing cars. The cold October air made me shiver in my thin clothes. I’d lost so much weight I was constantly freezing now.

The first car pulled up within fifteen minutes.

The driver was a nervous-looking man in his thirties, wedding ring visible on the hand gripping the steering wheel. He rolled down the passenger window and looked at me with a mixture of desire and shame.

“How much?” he asked, not quite meeting my eyes—looking at my tits instead.

I’d done this before—car negotiations were part of the job. “Depends what you want.”

“Just… just a blowjob. Quick.” His voice was almost apologetic.

“Eighty dollars.” Street rates were lower than massage parlor rates, but I needed the money.

He nodded quickly, unlocked the door, and I slid into his car. It smelled of coffee and stale cigarettes. He was already unzipping his pants before I’d even closed the door.

We drove two blocks to a dark side street—empty, industrial, the kind of place where screams wouldn’t be heard. The danger of that registered somewhere in the back of my mind, but the cocaine made me feel invincible. Untouchable.

His cock was already half-hard when I leaned over the center console, the position awkward, my back protesting. I wrapped my lips around him and started working—tongue swirling, lips creating suction, the practiced motions of hundreds of blowjobs before this one.

He was average—maybe six inches—and so nervous he came in under five minutes, barely managing to grunt “I’m coming” before flooding my mouth with his load. I swallowed without thinking, the cumeater trait making it almost pleasurable now, the taste barely registering. Just another load, another transaction.

He handed me four twenties with shaking hands, not looking at me. Probably already regretting it, already planning how he’d explain being late getting home to his wife.

I walked back to my corner, $80 richer.

Easy, I thought. I can do this.

The second client was rougher. He wanted full sex, haggled me down to $120 (I needed to learn the street rates better, wasn’t as good at negotiating without the structure of the parlor), and took me to a cheap motel—the kind that rented by the hour and didn’t ask questions.

The room smelled of mildew and bleach attempting to cover worse smells. The sheets had stains I didn’t want to identify. He fucked me doggy style on that stained mattress, his thick cock pounding into my pussy while he pulled my hair hard enough to make my scalp burn, calling me a whore, a slut, a dirty bitch.

“This what you like?” he grunted, his hips slapping against my ass. “Like being fucked like the whore you are?”

“Yes,” I gasped, because that’s what they wanted to hear. And because some traitorous part of me did respond to it—my succubus nature flooding my pussy with wetness, my body clenching around his cock, chasing pleasure even in degradation.

I came despite myself—my pussy convulsing around him, milking his cock while shame and arousal mixed into something I couldn’t quite name. He finished inside the condom with a satisfied grunt, then kicked me out within seconds of pulling out, barely giving me time to collect my clothes.

$120 added to my earnings. Plus whatever mana the orgasm generated.

The third “client” was the problem.



He looked normal enough at first: middle-aged white guy in a silver Honda, well-dressed in business casual, polite smile. He rolled down his window and looked me over with an assessing gaze that I misread as typical male interest.

“How much for a blowjob and full service?” he asked, his voice friendly.

“Two hundred.” I was getting bolder with my prices.

“Deal.” He unlocked the door. “Get in.”

He drove us to what he said was his apartment building’s parking garage—underground, dimly lit, concrete pillars casting shadows. Alarm bells were ringing somewhere in my head, but the cocaine drowned them out. I’d been in parking garages before, had fucked clients in cars dozens of times.

But once we were parked in a dark corner, away from any cameras or witnesses, he reached into his jacket and pulled out a badge.

“NYPD. You’re under arrest for soliciting prostitution.”

My stomach dropped through the floor. My heart stuttered. The world seemed to tilt sideways.

“Please,” I heard myself say, my voice small and childlike. “Please, I can—”

“Put your hands where I can see them.” His voice had changed completely—no longer friendly, now cold and professional and utterly in control. “Step out of the vehicle slowly.”

I obeyed on shaking legs, my mind racing through panicked thoughts. I was carrying cocaine in my purse—possession charges on top of prostitution. My Glamour spell flickered and died completely as panic disrupted my concentration. I probably looked terrible now, hollow-eyed and desperate and used.

He handcuffed me against his car, the metal biting into my wrists. Then he patted me down—his hands lingering on my breasts far longer than necessary, squeezing through my thin top. His fingers slid over my ass, between my thighs, pressing against my pussy through my skirt before finally, almost reluctantly, moving to my purse.

He found the cocaine immediately.

“Well, well,” he said, holding up the baggie to the dim light. There was satisfaction in his voice, like he’d won something. “Prostitution AND possession. This just got a lot more serious for you, sweetheart.”

He read me my rights while I stood there trembling, handcuffed, watching my life fall apart. Then he put me in the back of his car—an unmarked sedan that smelled of old coffee—and drove me to a precinct in downtown Manhattan.

Processing was mechanical and degrading. They stripped me of my purse, my jewelry, my cheap plastic earrings. The booking officer—a woman with tired eyes and efficient hands—took my fingerprints, rolling each digit across the ink pad and then the paper with practiced precision. She asked questions I answered automatically: name, age, address.

Then the mugshot. I looked at myself in the camera’s viewfinder and barely recognized the woman staring back: a haggard, hollow-faced prostitute with smeared makeup and dead eyes. Platinum hair ratty and unkempt. Skin grey and lifeless without the Glamour. Nothing like the supernatural beauty I’d once been, nothing like the confident woman who’d commanded top dollar for her services.

This was Emily at day 268: a junkie whore who’d been caught.

“First offense?” the booking officer asked, not unkindly.

“Yes.”

“You’ll see a detective in an hour. Sit tight.”

They put me in a holding cell with two other women—both prostitutes, both looking as worn and used as I felt. We didn’t talk. Just sat on the cold metal bench and stared at the walls, each lost in our own private hells.

I tried to process what had just happened.

Arrested. Actually arrested. For prostitution and drug possession.

I should have been more careful. I should have stayed at the massage parlor. I should have never started the cocaine. I should have called Vanessa when she offered to help. I should have—

But the should-haves were useless now. I was in a cell, facing charges, looking at fines I couldn’t pay and jail time I couldn’t survive.

My thoughts were interrupted by the cell door clanging open. A male officer stood there, tall and broad-shouldered, with a face like carved granite and cold eyes that assessed me like meat.

“Emily Lewis?” he asked.

“That’s me.”

“I’m Officer Davis. Come with me.”



He led me through the station—past desks where other officers worked, past other cells where other desperate people waited. I was still handcuffed, my heels clicking on the linoleum, my short skirt riding up with each step. I could feel eyes on me, knew exactly what they were thinking: another whore, another junkie, another problem.

He took me to a small interrogation room—bare walls painted institutional beige, a metal table bolted to the floor, two chairs facing each other. No camera visible, but that didn’t mean anything. He closed the door behind us with a solid thunk and gestured for me to sit.

I sat, my handcuffed wrists awkward in my lap.

He took the opposite chair and opened a folder—my folder, I realized, already filled with my mugshot and initial paperwork. “So,” he said, his voice almost conversational. “Prostitution. Drug possession. First offense, but these are serious charges.” He looked up at me, his eyes cold. “You’re looking at mandatory fines—probably fifteen hundred dollars minimum. Possible jail time—thirty to ninety days. A permanent record that will follow you forever. Make it hard to get a real job, find housing, rebuild your life.”

Each word was a hammer blow. I didn’t have $1,500. I couldn’t survive ninety days in jail—I’d die from withdrawal, or worse. And a permanent record…

“But,” he continued, leaning back in his chair, “these things… sometimes they can be flexible. If everyone involved is willing to be… reasonable.”

My heart started pounding. I knew where this was going. I’d heard stories from other girls about cops who “worked things out” with pretty prisoners. I’d always told myself I’d never let it happen to me.

But now it was happening, and I was realizing I’d do whatever it took to avoid jail.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked, my voice steadier than I felt.

Officer Davis stood and walked around the table slowly, deliberately, letting me feel his presence. He stopped beside me, close enough that I could smell his cologne—something cheap and masculine. His eyes roamed over my body with open assessment: my tits straining against my low-cut top, my exposed thighs, my cheap heels.

“Here’s the situation,” he said, his voice dropping lower. “I can write this up the hard way—full charges, arraignment in the morning, your name and mugshot in the system forever. You’ll get a public defender who doesn’t give a shit, you’ll plead out to lesser charges, you’ll still do time and pay fines you can’t afford. Your life is over.” He paused, letting that sink in. “Or… I can make this go away. Lost paperwork. Evidence misplaced. You walk out of here tonight with nothing but a warning. Clean record. Like this never happened.”

“And what do you want in return?” But I already knew. My stomach was twisting with dread and resignation.

He smiled, and there was nothing friendly in it. “I think you know, Emily. You’ve been selling it all night. Why not one more transaction?”

The choice wasn’t really a choice, and we both knew it. Go to jail, face charges, have my life destroyed completely—or fuck a cop and walk free. I’d been selling sex for months. Hundreds of clients. Thousands of dollars earned on my back. This was just another transaction.

Different context, maybe. Higher stakes. But fundamentally the same: my body for something I needed.

Survival, I told myself. This is survival. I’m choosing this. I have agency. It’s a trade.

“Okay,” I said quietly, meeting his eyes. “What do you want me to do?”

His smile widened. He’d won, and we both knew it. “Stand up. Strip. Let me search you properly.”

I rose on shaking legs—the heels making me wobble slightly—and began removing my clothes. My fingers fumbled with the zipper on my tiny skirt, the adrenaline making me clumsy. The skirt fell to the floor. Then my top, pulled over my head, leaving me in my underwear.

“All of it,” he said, his voice thick.

The bra came off next, freeing my 35DD breasts. They still looked good despite everything else—implants held their shape regardless of weight loss. Then my panties, sliding down my legs, leaving me naked except for my heels.

I stood there in the harsh fluorescent light while Officer Davis circled me slowly, his hands “searching” every inch of my body. This wasn’t a search—it was an inspection. An assertion of power. A reminder that I had no control here.

His fingers found my breasts first, squeezing roughly, testing their weight and firmness. “Nice tits. Fake?”

“Implants,” I admitted, my voice barely a whisper.

“Figured. Pornstar tits.” He pinched my nipples hard enough to make me gasp, rolling them between his fingers. “Bet men love these.”

He moved behind me, his hands sliding down my sides, over my hips. Then they spread my ass cheeks, fingers probing, exposing me completely. One finger pressed against my asshole—not entering, just pressing, reminding me that he could if he wanted.

“You a working girl, huh? How many cocks have been in here?”

“I don’t… I don’t know.” The honest answer was too depressing to calculate.

“Bet it’s a lot.” His finger pushed inside my ass without warning—dry, uncomfortable, invasive. I flinched, but his other hand on my hip held me in place. “Tight though. You take good care of yourself. Used to, anyway.”

He withdrew the finger and moved to my front, his hand sliding between my thighs. “And here? How many johns have you let fuck this pussy?”

“Please,” I whispered, hating the pleading in my voice. “Just… just tell me what you want.”

His fingers found my clit, rubbing roughly—no gentleness, just calculated stimulation. And despite everything—the fear, the humiliation, the wrongness of it all—my body responded. My succubus nature didn’t care about consent or context or power dynamics; it just craved sexual stimulation.

My pussy started getting wet.

“Look at that,” he said, feeling my growing wetness with satisfaction. “The whore’s getting turned on. All you girls are the same—bodies made for fucking, can’t help yourselves.” He withdrew his hand and unzipped his pants with his other hand. “On your knees.”

I dropped to my knees on the cold tile floor, the impact jarring. I looked up at him as he pulled out his cock—average, maybe seven inches, already half-hard and getting harder as he looked down at me naked and kneeling and completely at his mercy.

“Suck it,” he ordered. “And do a good job. Your freedom depends on how well you perform.”

I opened my mouth and took him inside, tasting sweat and musk and the slightly acrid flavor of a man who’d been working all day. His hands immediately gripped my platinum hair, controlling my movements, forcing me to take him deeper.

I gagged as he hit the back of my throat, drool spilling from my stretched lips, but he didn’t care. He just pushed deeper, his cock forcing past my gag reflex, cutting off my air. I struggled to breathe through my nose, tears forming in my eyes.

“That’s it,” he groaned, his hips starting to thrust, fucking my face without mercy. “Take it all, you fucking whore. This is what you’re good for. This is what you get for selling that pussy on my streets.”

He used my mouth like it was just another hole, just another part of the service. His cock pistoned in and out of my throat—pulling almost all the way out so I could gasp for air, then slamming back in until his balls pressed against my chin. The rhythm was brutal, unrelenting. My jaw ached. My throat burned. Drool and pre-cum dripped from my chin onto my tits in thick strands.

But I didn’t fight. Didn’t resist. Just knelt there and let him use me, because this was the price of freedom.

He pulled out suddenly, his cock glistening with my saliva, and slapped it against my cheeks—left, right, left—leaving wet marks on my face. Then he shoved it back in, even deeper, his cockhead forcing into my throat. I could feel him in my esophagus, could feel my throat bulging around his girth.

“Fuck, your throat is good,” he panted, both hands on my head now, holding me in place while he fucked deeper. “Worth the wait. Been watching you out there for weeks, waiting for you to slip up.”

The realization hit me through the haze of degradation: he’d been waiting for this. Watching me work the streets, waiting for an opportunity. This wasn’t random bad luck—this was calculated.

And there was nothing I could do about it.

He held my head still, buried balls-deep in my throat, cutting off my air completely. I couldn’t breathe. My lungs burned. My vision started to darken at the edges. Panic flooded through me—genuine fear that he might not let go, that I might pass out or worse.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, he pulled back enough for me to gasp desperately for air. Then he shoved back in.

“Take it,” he growled. “Fucking take it all.”

He fucked my face like that for what felt like forever—alternating between letting me breathe and choking me on his cock. My knees ached against the hard floor. My jaw felt like it might unhinge. My eyes watered constantly, tears and mascara running down my face in black streaks.

Finally, with a groan, he pulled my head forward and held it there, his cock buried completely in my throat. His cock swelled, pulsed, and he came—flooding my throat with his load, hot and thick and seemingly endless.

“Swallow it,” he commanded, even though I didn’t have a choice. “Swallow every fucking drop.”

I swallowed frantically, gulping down his cum while I still couldn’t breathe properly. Some of it backed up, coming out my nose in a humiliating burning sensation. But I swallowed most of it, the familiar action almost automatic now. Just another load. Another transaction completed.

He pulled out finally, his cock softening but still substantial. He tucked himself away while I knelt there gasping, cum still coating my throat, the taste of him filling my mouth.

“Good girl,” he said, looking down at me with cold satisfaction. “See? That wasn’t so hard. You’re a natural at this.”

I stayed on my knees, cum and saliva dripping from my lips, waiting to be told what to do next. Waiting to find out if this was enough, or if he’d want more.

“You can go,” he said finally, moving back to the table and picking up my folder. “Charges dropped. Evidence… misplaced.” He made a show of tearing up some paperwork. “But Emily? Be smarter next time. If I catch you again…” He smiled. “Well, let’s just say it won’t be this easy. Next time I’ll want that pussy too. Maybe that ass.”

The threat hung in the air between us.

“Get dressed,” he said, opening the door. “And get the fuck out of my precinct.”



I walked out of the police station at 4 AM, still tasting his cum, still feeling the ache in my jaw, still feeling his hands on my body like phantom touches. The night air was cool against my flushed skin, and I realized I was crying—silent tears running down my already ruined makeup.

I should have felt relieved. I’d avoided arrest, avoided charges, avoided having my life ruined even further than it already was. But all I felt was hollow. Empty. Used in a way that went beyond all the hundreds of clients before.

I just sucked a cop’s cock to stay out of jail, I thought numbly, walking aimlessly down the empty street. I let him use me. And I chose it.

But had I really chosen? Was it a choice when the alternative was jail, withdrawal, possibly dying in a cell?

Yes, some part of me insisted. It was still a choice. You could have said no. You could have accepted the consequences. You chose to trade sex for freedom. Like you’ve been choosing all along.

Every step of this spiral had been a choice. Choosing cocaine. Choosing to keep using. Choosing to keep working. Choosing Officer Davis’s offer.

I couldn’t claim to be a victim when I’d made every decision that led me here.

I stopped at my dealer’s on the way home—D was always available, always ready to sell. I bought another $200 worth of cocaine with the $200 I’d earned earlier that night from the two clients before the arrest.

Net earnings for the night: $0.

Net cost: one more piece of my soul, one more degradation added to a list that was getting impossibly long.

But at least I was free. At least I had cocaine. At least I could do another line and forget—for a few hours—how far I’d fallen.

I stumbled into my apartment as dawn was breaking, went straight to my coffee table, and laid out three thick lines. Snorted them one after another, chasing oblivion.

The rush hit and the world narrowed to that perfect chemical clarity. Nothing else mattered. Not the arrest, not Officer Davis, not the fact that I’d just prostituted myself to avoid jail for prostitution.

At least I still have this, I thought, feeling the euphoria flood my system. At least I still have the cocaine.

It was the only thing left that felt like freedom.



Power App Update (End of Day 268): ├─ Magic Level: 58 (magical abilities atrophying) ├─ Mana: 4,400/8,000 ├─ Sexual Partners: 108 (+6) ├─ Orgasms: 604 (+12) ├─ Bank: $18,200 (-$200 cocaine) ├─ Cocaine System: 64/100 (SEVERELY ADDICTED) ├─ Weight: 108 lbs (down from 118) ├─ Legal Status: WARNING - First arrest, charges dropped (coerced compliance) └─ Days Since Transformation: 268

The spiral was accelerating.

And I was too high to notice.


Chapter 5: Downward Spiral Accelerates

The next seventeen days blurred together in a haze of cocaine and desperate survival.

After the arrest, I had nowhere to turn. The massage parlor suspension was still in effect. The strip club had banned me until I “cleaned up.” My reputation in the professional escort world was crumbling—word traveled fast in that community, and “unreliable junkie” was not a label any madam wanted associated with her business.

That left the streets.



Day 269: I returned to the Meatpacking District, this time prepared. I’d researched—asked around, paid attention to the territorial dynamics. A man named Marcus controlled the blocks around the Hudson River, taking fifty percent of his girls’ earnings in exchange for “protection.”

I found him at 10 PM, lounging in a black SUV while three of his girls worked the nearby corners. He was exactly what I’d expected: mid-forties, gold chains glinting under streetlights, leather jacket stretched over solid muscle, eyes that calculated human value like a commodities trader.

“You’re the new girl,” he said when I approached. His voice was smooth, dangerous. “Emily, right? Heard about you. Massage parlor girl gone freelance.”

“I need to work.”

“Then you work for me.” He smiled, revealing a gold tooth. “Fifty percent of everything you make. I provide protection, bail money if needed, regular customers who know to ask for Marcus’s girls. You don’t work for me, you don’t work this area. Simple.”

Fifty percent was brutal—I’d been keeping everything at the massage parlor—but I didn’t have options. My bank account was hemorrhaging money. Cocaine was eating $150-200 per day now. The math was simple: work for Marcus or starve.

“Deal,” I said.

He nodded and handed me a burner phone. “Text me your earnings at the end of each night. I collect on Fridays. Don’t skim, don’t lie, don’t try to work other corners. We clear?”

“Crystal.”

“Good girl.” His eyes raked over my body—the tight dress clinging to my 35DD implants, the platinum blonde hair, the heels that made my legs look endless. “You clean up nice, even strung out. Should fetch good prices. Now get to work.”



That first night under Marcus’s “protection,” I learned what street prostitution really meant.

My first client rolled up at 11 PM in a beaten Honda Civic. White guy, maybe forty, beer gut straining against his polo shirt. The window rolled down and his eyes locked onto my tits immediately—the male gaze in its purest form, reducing me to body parts worth paying for.

“How much for head?” he asked.

“Eighty,” I said, the price Marcus had told me to quote.

“Sixty.”

My stomach twisted with the need for cocaine. I’d already burned through my morning supply, and the craving was building. “Seventy. Final offer.”

“Get in.”

I slid into the passenger seat, and he drove us three blocks to a dark alley behind a warehouse. Engine still running. The smell of his cologne—cheap, cloying—mixed with sweat and something greasy from his fast food dinner.

He unzipped immediately, pulling out a cock that was already half-hard. Average size—maybe six inches when fully erect—thick enough to stretch my mouth but nothing I couldn’t handle. Uncircumcised, with a slight curve to the left.

“Make it good,” he said, one hand already reaching for my hair.

I leaned over the center console and took him in my mouth. My tongue circled his cockhead, tasting the salt and musk of his unwashed dick, feeling him swell and harden against my palate. He groaned and his fingers tightened in my platinum hair, guiding my head down.

“Yeah, that’s it. Take it deeper.”

I relaxed my throat—skills honed over months of professional cocksucking—and let him slide deeper. His cock pushed past my gag reflex, filling my throat completely. Spit pooled around my stretched lips, dripping down his shaft, making wet sounds in the dark car.

“Fuck, you’re good at this,” he grunted, his hips starting to thrust. “You do this a lot, don’t you? You like sucking cock?”

I didn’t answer—couldn’t answer with my throat stuffed full of dick. Just kept bobbing my head, using my tongue on the underside of his shaft, hollowing my cheeks to create suction that made him moan.

He lasted maybe five minutes before I felt him swell. “Gonna cum. Swallow it all.”

His cock pulsed against my tongue and hot cum flooded my mouth—thick and bitter, coating my throat as I swallowed reflexively. My cumeater trait kicked in, the succubus nature that made swallowing easier, almost pleasurable in a mechanical way. I drank down every drop, milking his softening cock for the last few spurts.

When I pulled off, he was already tucking himself back into his pants.

“Here.” He handed me $70 in crumpled bills. “You’re good. Real good. I’ll ask for you again.”

I pocketed the money and got out of his car, wiping my cum-slicked lips with the back of my hand. Seventy dollars. Minus Marcus’s fifty percent: thirty-five for me.

One client down. The night was just beginning.



Second client, midnight: A businessman in a BMW, crisp suit, wedding ring gleaming under the streetlights. He wanted full service—complete girlfriend experience, he called it.

“Dinner first,” he said. “Then a hotel. I want the whole package. Two hours. Three hundred.”

I calculated quickly. Three hundred split with Marcus meant $150 for me. Two hours of work. But it included dinner, which meant food I desperately needed.

“Deal.”

He took me to a diner in Hell’s Kitchen—nothing fancy, but more than I’d eaten in days. I ordered a burger and fries, trying not to look too desperate as I ate while he made awkward conversation about his job in finance.

“You’re very pretty,” he said, his eyes fixed on my tits straining against my low-cut top. “Even skinnier than your pictures suggested. You eating okay?”

“Fine,” I lied. The food sat heavy in my cocaine-ravaged stomach, but I forced it down. Fuel. Energy I’d need for the fuck ahead.

After dinner, he drove us to a mid-range hotel near Times Square. The room was anonymous—beige walls, firm bed, mini-bar he ignored. The moment the door clicked shut, his demeanor changed. Less nervous, more demanding.

“Strip,” he ordered. “Slowly.”

I peeled off my dress, revealing the black lingerie underneath—cheap stuff from Target, but it framed my enhanced tits and showed off my thin waist. My ribs were starting to show, I noticed in the mirror. Weight loss from cocaine appetite suppression was accelerating.

His eyes devoured every inch of my body. The male gaze at its most raw—ownership, hunger, the assumption that his money bought him access to every hole. He palmed his cock through his expensive slacks, already hard.

“On the bed. Legs spread.”

I lay back on the crisp hotel sheets and spread my thighs, exposing my pussy—already waxed smooth from habit, glistening slightly from my succubus nature’s involuntary response to sexual situations.

He undressed methodically, revealing a body maintained by gym memberships and good nutrition. Not bad for his age—maybe forty-five, still fit. His cock when he freed it was above average, maybe seven inches, thick enough to stretch me.

He knelt between my legs and pushed inside without preamble. No foreplay, just immediate penetration, his thick shaft spreading my pussy lips and filling me in one smooth thrust.

“Tight,” he grunted, starting to fuck me with long, hard strokes. “God, you feel good.”

His cock pistoned in and out, each thrust making the bed creak and my tits bounce. I wrapped my legs around his waist, playing the part—moaning at the right moments, arching my back, pretending his cock was the best thing I’d ever felt.

“You like that?” he demanded. “You like my cock inside you?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Fuck me harder.”

He obliged, pounding into me with increasing force, his balls slapping against my ass with each thrust. The room filled with the wet sounds of fucking—skin on skin, his grunts, my practiced moans.

My succubus nature responded whether I wanted it to or not. Arousal built, my pussy clenching around his driving cock, wetness coating his shaft. He noticed.

“You’re cumming, aren’t you? Fuck, you’re cumming on my cock.”

I was. The orgasm rolled through me—not the mind-blowing pleasure I’d once experienced, but still physical, real, generating the mana my depleted pool desperately needed. My pussy spasmed around him, milking his cock, and he groaned.

“Gonna fill this tight pussy,” he warned. “Gonna cum inside you.”

“Yes,” I moaned, because that’s what he paid for. “Cum in me.”

He thrust deep and held, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside me. I felt his hot seed flooding my womb, coating my inner walls, the familiar sensation of being filled and used.

He pulled out slowly, watching his cum leak from my freshly-fucked hole. The sight seemed to satisfy something in him.

“That was worth every penny,” he said, already heading to the bathroom to clean up.

He left $300 on the nightstand—the agreed price. I used the hotel shower, watching his cum drip down my thighs and circle the drain, then dressed and called Marcus’s runner to report the take.

My share: $150.

I had enough now for more cocaine.



Third client, 2 AM: Young guy in his twenties, nervous energy, clearly drunk. He wanted anal in his car.

“Hundred bucks,” he slurred. “I got condoms.”

“One-fifty,” I countered.

“Fine, fine. Just hurry.”

His car was parked behind a closed gas station. I climbed into the back seat and he followed, already fumbling with the condom wrapper. His cock was decent—maybe seven inches, reasonably thick—and he managed to get the condom on despite his drunken fingers.

“On your hands and knees,” he ordered, his voice thickening with lust.

I positioned myself on the cramped back seat, my ass raised, my face pressed against the window. I felt him spit—crude lubrication—and then his latex-covered cock was pressing against my asshole.

I cast Pain Block with my depleted mana—1000 points draining from my already low pool—and felt the spell take hold just as he thrust inside.

Anal was different from pussy. Tighter, more invasive, the sensation of being filled in a way that felt almost too much. He groaned as my ass gripped his cock, the tight ring of muscle stretching around his shaft.

“Fuck, that’s tight. Jesus, that’s tight.”

He fucked my ass with drunken enthusiasm, his cock driving deep, pulling almost all the way out, then slamming back in. My tits bounced with each thrust, my face smearing makeup against the cold window glass. The sounds were obscene—his grunts, the slap of his hips against my ass, the wet squelch of his cock in my hole.

“Gonna cum,” he warned after maybe three minutes. “Gonna fill this ass.”

He did. I felt him swell even through the condom, then pulse as he emptied himself. He pulled out quickly, tossed the used condom out the window, and handed me $150 in cash.

“Thanks,” he muttered, already climbing back into the front seat.



Fourth client, 3:30 AM: Two drunk tourists who wanted a threesome.

They were in their thirties, European accents I couldn’t quite place, both clearly wasted from a night of club-hopping. They offered $200 for both of them, which Marcus’s price guide said was too low, but I was desperate for more cocaine money.

“Deal.”

Their hotel room in Midtown was nice—upscale, clean, the smell of expensive alcohol heavy in the air. They made me strip completely, then stood there gawking at my naked body like I was an exhibit.

“She’s skinny,” one of them said.

“But look at those tits,” the other replied. “Definitely fake, but nice.”

They took turns with me. The first one—shorter, darker hair—bent me over the bed and fucked my pussy while his friend watched, stroking his own cock to hardness. His cock was thick, stretching me wide, making me gasp into the hotel bedspread as he pounded away.

“Your turn,” he said after he came, pulling out and letting his cum drip down my thighs.

The second one—taller, blonde—flipped me onto my back and drove into my cum-slicked pussy. He lasted longer, fucking me for what felt like twenty minutes while his friend recovered, taking pictures with his phone that I was too exhausted to protest.

They switched positions. First one in my mouth while the second one fucked me. Then trading again. Then both trying to fit in my pussy at once—it didn’t work, they were too thick—before settling for one in my pussy and one making me jerk him off.

By the time they finished, I was coated in cum and sweat, my hair a tangled mess, my makeup completely destroyed. They handed me $200 and called me an Uber with fake cheerfulness.

Marcus’s cut: $100.

My take: $100.



Total for the night: $630 gross, $315 net after Marcus’s cut.

But I’d spent $200 on cocaine between clients—needed it to function, needed it to keep going.

Actual profit: $115.

I stumbled back to my apartment at 5 AM, cum still leaking from various holes, the cocaine in my system making me feel invincible even as my body screamed for rest.

This was the math that would destroy me. But I wasn’t thinking about math. I was thinking about the next line, the next client, the next hour of survival.



Day 273: My appearance was deteriorating faster now.

I caught my reflection in a storefront window and stopped dead.

Who is that?

The woman staring back looked nothing like the supernatural beauty I’d become through magic and surgery. Cheekbones jutted sharply beneath skin that looked dull and grey even through the flickering Glamour spell I could barely maintain. Dark circles ringed sunken eyes—no amount of concealer could hide them anymore. My platinum blonde hair hung lank and lifeless, the expensive extensions now looking like cheap costume pieces, greasy at the roots.

My body told a different story. The 35DD implants still defied gravity, drawing every male eye that passed. My waist was shrinking from weight loss—107 pounds now, down from 118—creating an almost cartoonish hourglass. Legs that had been toned were now stick-thin, but still long and eye-catching in heels.

I was becoming a grotesque parody of male-gaze fantasy—porn star tits on a junkie’s body.

I look like a junkie, I thought.

Because I was one.

I did another line right there on the street, huddling in a doorway while pedestrians walked past without looking. The euphoria made me feel beautiful again, powerful again, in control again.

The feeling lasted maybe twenty minutes before the comedown started.



Day 276: My first violent client.

He was massive—6’4” easily, 250 pounds of muscle and mean, like he worked construction or security. He’d seemed normal enough during the negotiation, standing under a streetlight in the Meatpacking District at 1 AM.

“Full service, $150,” I quoted Marcus’s price.

He looked me over with dead eyes. “You’re skinny. Hundred.”

I should have walked away. Something in his posture, his cold assessment, should have triggered my survival instincts. But I needed the money. Cocaine was calling.

“One-twenty-five,” I countered.

“Fine. My hotel.”

The room was in a cheap motel on the West Side Highway, the kind of place that rented by the hour and didn’t ask questions. The moment the door closed, his demeanor shifted. The polite negotiator disappeared, replaced by something predatory.

“Strip,” he ordered, and something in his voice made me cast Pain Block immediately—1000 mana draining from my depleted pool.

I undressed slowly, revealing my body. His eyes tracked over my exposed skin like he was cataloging damage points.

The moment I was naked, he moved. One second he was across the room, the next his hand was around my throat, lifting me until my feet dangled, slamming my back against the wall hard enough to rattle the cheap picture frames.

“You’re a fucking whore,” he snarled, his face inches from mine. “You know that? A fucking worthless whore.”

I couldn’t speak—couldn’t breathe—his grip was too tight. I clawed at his hand, but he was too strong. Black spots danced in my vision, my lungs screaming for air.

He held me there for what felt like minutes but was probably thirty seconds, watching my face turn red, my eyes bulging, before dropping me. I collapsed to the floor, gasping, my throat aching even through Pain Block.

“On the bed. Face down.”

I crawled onto the stained mattress, too scared to disobey, too oxygen-deprived to think clearly. He grabbed my hips and yanked me into position—ass up, face pressed into the pillow.

His cock entered me without preparation, without lube, without any consideration for my body. Seven inches of hard meat ramming into my dry pussy, forcing its way deep. The Pain Block kept me from feeling the tearing sensation, but I knew there would be damage.

He fucked me brutally. Each thrust was designed to hurt, to punish, to demonstrate his power. His hands gripped my hips hard enough that I knew there would be bruises even through the spell. He yanked my hair, pulling my head back at a painful angle, making me gasp and choke.

“Yeah, take it, whore. Take my cock. This is all you’re good for.”

My succubus nature responded despite everything—or because of it. Some fucked-up part of my biology read the violent penetration as sexual stimulus and built arousal against my will. My pussy clenched around his punishing cock, wetness finally lubricating his thrusts.

“You’re getting wet,” he laughed, mean and harsh. “You actually like this, don’t you? Fucking junkie slut.”

He came inside me—no condom, I realized belatedly—his cock pulsing as he filled my pussy with his seed. Then he kept going. Round two started immediately, his cock still hard, driven by whatever chemical rage fueled him.

He flipped me over, shoved his cum-slicked cock back inside, and fucked me face-to-face. His hands found my throat again, squeezing while he thrust, cutting off my air, watching my face turn purple.

I couldn’t fight back. Too weak, too small, too broken. All I could do was survive, moment by moment, waiting for it to end.

He came again. Pulled out. Stood over me while I lay there gasping, my body a used rag on the filthy motel bed.

“Round three,” he announced, flipping me onto my stomach again.

This time he took my ass. No preparation, just his cum-lubricated cock forcing its way into my asshole, stretching me painfully wide. Even through Pain Block, the pressure was intense—too much, too fast, too brutal.

He fucked my ass like he’d fucked my pussy and throat—violently, cruelly, treating my body like a masturbation sleeve designed to absorb his rage. His fingers dug into my flesh. His weight crushed me into the mattress. Each thrust felt like being split open.

When he finally came a third time—shooting his load deep in my ass—I was barely conscious. My mind had retreated somewhere safe, somewhere distant, watching the violation from outside my body.

He threw $150 on the bed and left without a word.



I lay there for a long time, staring at the stained ceiling, trying to remember how to move.

When I finally crawled to the bathroom, I saw the damage in the mirror. Bruises on my throat—dark purple fingerprints. Bruises on my hips and wrists. Blood between my legs from vaginal tearing that Pain Block had hidden.

I cast Shower, watching the evidence wash away—his cum, the blood, the sweat. Then I cast Cure Wounds, feeling my mana drop dangerously low as the spell knitted torn tissue and faded the worst bruises.

Magic could fix my body.

Nothing could fix what was happening to my soul.

But I had $150. I could buy more cocaine. And with cocaine, I could forget this ever happened.

That’s what I told myself as I walked out of that motel room into the cold New York night.

That’s what I needed to believe to keep going.



Day 280: My bank account hit $10,000.

I’d burned through over $8,000 in less than two weeks.

The math was simple and devastating: - Average daily income: $400 (street work, minus Marcus’s cut) - Average daily cocaine expense: $250 (tolerance building, needing more) - Other expenses: $100 (food, transit, apartment utilities) - Net daily loss: -$50

But that was optimistic. Some nights I made less, spent more. Some nights the cocaine ran out and I had to buy more at markup prices. Some nights I couldn’t work at all because I was too high or too strung out.

I was hemorrhaging money, and the bottom was getting closer every day.

I should cut back on the cocaine, I thought, even as I tapped out another line on my phone screen. I should call Vanessa. I should get help.

But the cocaine made those thoughts disappear. The cocaine made everything feel possible, manageable, under control. And in that chemical illusion, I kept spiraling.



Day 282: Mrs. Chen called. My suspension was over. I could return to the massage parlor.

I showed up that night, desperate for the higher rates and safer environment. But Mrs. Chen took one look at me and shook her head.

“You look like death,” she said flatly, her eyes traveling over my gaunt face, my skeletal frame, my dull skin and hollow eyes. “I can’t put you with clients like this.”

“I can cover it with makeup, I can cast Glamour—”

“Emily.” Her voice was firm but not unkind. “You were one of my best girls. Beautiful, skilled, professional. But whatever you’re doing to yourself, it’s destroying you faster than anything I’ve seen. Come back when you’re clean, when you look like you used to. Until then, don’t bother.”

She closed the door in my face.

The massage parlor was gone. The strip club was gone. The porn studio wasn’t returning my calls—Vincent had seen what I’d become and wasn’t interested in filming a deteriorating addict.

All I had left was the street.

And Marcus, who was getting impatient about his cut.



Day 284: I tried to contact the people I used to care about.

First, Katie. My phone showed a dozen unanswered texts from her over the past weeks, each one more worried than the last:

“Em, where are you?” “I stopped by your apartment, you weren’t there” “Please call me, I’m scared” “Everyone’s asking about you. What do I tell them?” “Emily, please. Whatever’s happening, let me help.”

I typed back: “I’m fine. Just busy. Don’t worry about me.”

She responded immediately: “You’re NOT fine. I saw you last week near the river. You looked… Emily, please, let me help you.”

I deleted the message and blocked her number. I couldn’t deal with her concern, her judgment, her reminder of the person I used to be.

Next, Vicky. We hadn’t spoken in weeks—she’d been staying elsewhere, unwilling to watch my self-destruction up close. Her texts were less frequent but just as worried:

“I heard you got arrested. Are you okay?” “Mrs. Chen says you’re banned from the parlor. What happened?” “Call me when you’re ready to get clean. Until then, I can’t be around this.”

I didn’t bother responding. What would I say? That I was fine? That I had everything under control? Even I couldn’t lie that convincingly anymore.

Finally, Vanessa. Her messages were different—clinical, precise, worried in a scientific way:

“Your mana signature has been fluctuating erratically. This indicates severe physical stress. Please contact me immediately.” “Emily, I’ve attempted to track your location but your magical aura is too weak. Are you using drugs? This is consistent with drug addiction.” “I’m coming to find you. Please don’t do anything foolish.”

I read that last message three times. Vanessa was coming. Vanessa would see what I’d become. Vanessa would know I’d failed.

I turned off my phone and did another line.

She won’t find me, I thought. I’m too far gone to find.



Day 285: The first real withdrawal hit.

I’d run out of cocaine at 3 AM and didn’t have money for more. My dealer wasn’t answering his phone. Marcus’s runners wouldn’t give me credit. I walked back to my apartment—still mine, barely, as long as I could keep paying rent—and collapsed into bed.

Then the symptoms started.

First came the depression. A black wave of despair washing over me, making everything feel hopeless and pointless. What was the point of getting up? Of working? Of living? The bedroom ceiling became the entire universe—grey and stained and closing in.

Then the anxiety. My heart racing like I’d run a marathon, my skin crawling with invisible insects, a sense of impending doom that I couldn’t shake. Every sound made me jump. Every shadow seemed threatening. The rational part of my brain knew it was just withdrawal, but the lizard brain was screaming that I was dying, that the world was ending, that everything was wrong.

Then the physical symptoms. Sweating despite the cool apartment, my sheets soaking through in minutes. Trembling so badly I couldn’t hold a glass of water—I tried to drink and spilled it all over myself, the cold liquid shocking against my feverish skin. Nausea churning in my empty stomach, sending me stumbling to the bathroom to heave up nothing but bile.

I lay on the bathroom floor, my cheek pressed against the cold tiles, writhing in misery. My body demanded cocaine with a ferocity that overrode everything else. I would have done anything for another hit. Killed, stolen, degraded myself beyond even what I’d already done.

Finally, at 10 AM, my dealer texted back: “Got supply. Same place. Cash only.”

I dragged myself out of bed, every movement agony. My muscles ached like I had the flu. My head pounded. The walk to my stash felt like climbing Mount Everest.

I grabbed the last $200 from my wallet and stumbled to Washington Square Park. The sunshine felt like an assault—too bright, too warm, too real. The sounds of the city were overwhelming—car horns, conversations, music—all of it drilling into my skull. By the time I found my dealer’s bench, I was barely coherent.

“Jesus,” he said, looking at me. “You look like shit.”

“Just give me the stuff.”

He handed over the baggie and took my money. I didn’t even make it out of the park—I found a secluded bench, hunched over to hide what I was doing, and snorted two lines in quick succession.

The euphoria was almost painful in its relief. Like drowning and finally breaking the surface, gasping in air. The depression lifted like fog burning off in sunlight. The anxiety faded to manageable levels. The physical symptoms didn’t disappear, but they became bearable. The world became manageable again.

I’m fine, I told myself, wiping white powder residue from my nose. I just need to be more careful about running out.

But some part of me—some small, dying spark of sanity—knew the truth.

I wasn’t fine.

I was killing myself, one line at a time.



Power App Update (End of Day 285): ├─ Magic Level: 55 (rapid decline - addiction preventing quality mana generation) ├─ Mana: 3,200/8,000 ├─ Sexual Partners: 143 (+35) ├─ Orgasms: 656 (+52) ├─ Bank: $9,800 (-$8,400) ├─ Cocaine System: 72/100 (EXTREME ADDICTION) ├─ Weight: 105 lbs (down from 118) ├─ Appearance: 6/10 (severely degraded) ├─ Street Work Income: $400/day average (minus 50% to Marcus) └─ Days Since Transformation: 285

The spiral was tightening.

And there was nowhere left to go but down.


Chapter 6: Eviction Notice

Day 290 started with a knock on the door.

I stumbled out of bed at noon—I’d been up until 7 AM working the streets, then done enough cocaine to keep me wired for hours afterward. My head pounded like someone was using a jackhammer inside my skull, my mouth tasted like I’d been licking ashtrays, and my body felt like it had been wrung out and left to crumble.

The knocking came again, more insistent. Aggressive. The kind of knocking that meant bad news.

“Fuck off,” I muttered, pulling on a ratty robe that barely covered my ass. The fabric was thin from too many washes, transparent enough to show the outline of my 35DD implants underneath. “I’m coming.”

I opened the door to find a man in a cheap suit holding an envelope. His expression was carefully neutral—the face of someone who delivered bad news for a living and had learned not to care about the recipients.

“Emily Lewis?”

“Yeah?”

He handed me the envelope like it might bite him. “You’ve been served.”

Before I could respond, he turned and walked away, his footsteps echoing down the hallway. I stared at the envelope in my hands, my cocaine-addled brain struggling to process the red stamped letters.

EVICTION NOTICE



I opened it with trembling hands. The legal language swam before my eyes, but the essentials were clear enough:

NOTICE TO QUIT

Dear Ms. Lewis,

This notice serves to inform you that you are in default of your rental agreement for the premises at [ADDRESS] for the following reason(s):

- Non-payment of rent for the months of [MONTH] and [MONTH PRIOR] - Total amount owed: $5,000 (two months at $2,500/month)

You have fourteen (14) days from the date of this notice to pay the total amount owed in full. Failure to do so will result in the commencement of eviction proceedings and mandatory vacating of the premises.

Dated: Day 290

Non-payment of rent. Two months. Had I really not paid rent in two months?

I grabbed my phone with shaking hands and checked my banking app. The balance glared at me like an accusation: $1,847.32.

That was it. That was all I had left from the $18,000 I’d had just weeks ago.

I scrolled through recent transactions, trying to understand how I’d gotten here, but I already knew the answer:

	Cocaine purchases: $200, $150, $300, $250, $200, $350…
	Cash withdrawals (for more cocaine): $200, $400, $300…
	Sparse deposits from street work, half of which went to Marcus immediately
	No rent payments. Not one. Not in over sixty days.


I forgot, I realized with dawning horror. I was so focused on cocaine that I completely forgot to pay rent.

The eviction notice trembled in my hand. Fourteen days. I needed $5,000 in fourteen days or I’d be homeless.

My bank account had less than $2,000.

No, I thought, panic rising like bile. No, no, no. This can’t be happening.

But it was happening. It was already happening.



I did a line to calm my nerves. Then another. By the time I could think clearly—or what passed for clearly these days—I’d burned through almost $100 worth of supply and my hands had finally stopped shaking.

Think, I told myself. How do I get $5,000 in two weeks?

The math was brutal. I was making maybe $300-400 per night after Marcus’s cut. Half of that went to cocaine. That meant maybe $150-200 in actual savings per night.

$200/night × 14 nights = $2,800. Not enough.

I’d have to work harder. More clients. More hours. Cut back on cocaine—

Ha. Even in my desperate state, I knew that wasn’t going to happen. Cutting back on cocaine meant withdrawal, and I couldn’t handle withdrawal and work at the same time. The math didn’t work that way.

I needed money NOW. Not slowly earned through street work.

My eyes fell on my phone. I could call Vanessa—she had money, she’d help me. But that would mean admitting how far I’d fallen. Admitting I’d ignored her warnings. Admitting I needed help.

No. Not yet.

I could call Vicky—but she’d cut me off weeks ago, stopped responding to my increasingly erratic messages.

Katie? Blocked.

Zola? I hadn’t seen her since before the spiral started. She’d made it clear she had no use for broken toys.

I was alone. Truly alone. And the walls were closing in.



That night, I worked with desperate, frantic energy.

Marcus noticed the change immediately—my hunger for clients, my willingness to take anyone at any price, the way I practically threw myself at every car that slowed down.

“What’s got into you?” he asked from his SUV, watching me negotiate with my third john of the hour.

“Need money,” I said shortly. “Rent.”

He chuckled, the sound cold and amused. “Should’ve thought about that before you snorted your savings, baby girl. How much you short?”

“None of your business.”

“Everything about you is my business now. Remember that.” His gold chains glinted in the streetlight. “Work hard, pay me my cut, maybe you’ll make it. But I doubt it.”

I ignored him and got into the client’s car. Fifty-year-old white guy, beer gut straining against his shirt, wedding ring catching the light. He wanted a blowjob and was willing to pay $100 for it.

I sucked him off in a parking garage, his thick cock stretching my lips, his hands tangled in my platinum hair guiding my head up and down. He tasted like sweat and musk, his precum salty on my tongue. When he came, he held my head down, forcing me to take his load directly down my throat while he groaned above me.

“Swallow it all,” he ordered, and I did. My cumeater trait made it easy, almost automatic. His hot seed slid down my throat while he watched, satisfaction obvious in his eyes.

He handed me $100 in crumpled bills. Back on the corner five minutes later, looking for the next one.

Four more clients that night:

Client 1, 11:30 PM: College kid, barely legal, nervous energy. Wanted a handjob. I jerked his average-sized cock in his car, my hand sliding up and down his shaft while he panted and moaned. He came in under a minute, shooting his load all over my hand and his steering wheel. Easiest $80 I’d ever made.

Client 2, 12:45 AM: Married businessman who wanted to fuck me doggy style in his car. His cock was thicker than average, stretching my pussy as he bent me over the back seat and pounded into me from behind. My face pressed against the leather, my tits swinging with each thrust, his balls slapping my clit. He grunted like an animal and came hard, filling my pussy with his seed before pulling out and watching it drip down my thighs. $150.

Client 3, 2 AM: Older man, maybe sixty, who couldn’t get hard. I spent thirty minutes trying everything I knew—sucking his soft cock, playing with his balls, dirty talk, everything—but nothing worked. Finally, I gave up on his dick and worked his balls with my tongue while fingering his prostate through his ass. He came from that, weak spurts dribbling onto his stomach while he gasped in embarrassment. He paid me $100 anyway out of shame.

Client 4, 3 AM: Two drunk guys who wanted to share me. Young, maybe late twenties, cocky and rough. They split the cost—$200 total for both of them.

They took me to a cheap hotel room and made me strip while they watched. Then they took turns.

The first one—shorter, stocky—fucked my pussy while his friend waited. He was aggressive, his cock driving deep, his hands gripping my tits hard enough to leave marks. “Tight little whore,” he grunted, pounding away. “You like taking cock, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned, playing the part. “I love it.”

He came inside me, then switched with his friend.

The second one—taller, thinner—wanted my ass. He flipped me over, spit on my asshole for lube, and pushed his cock inside. I gasped at the invasion, my ass stretching around his shaft. He fucked me hard and fast, chasing his own pleasure, while his friend recovered enough to shove his soft cock in my mouth.

They used me like a toy for twenty minutes, trading holes, laughing and high-fiving over my body. By the time they both came again—one in my ass, one in my mouth—I was coated in sweat and cum and completely exhausted.

They handed me $200 and kicked me out.



Total income for the night: $630 Marcus’s cut: $315 My take: $315 Cocaine used throughout the night: $200

Net gain: $115

At this rate, I’ll have about $1,600 in two weeks. Plus my current $1,800. That’s $3,400. Still $1,600 short.

The math was impossible. But I couldn’t stop trying.



Day 295: I sold everything I could.

My designer clothes went first—the remnants of my golden period when I’d been a high-class prostitute with money to burn. A consignment shop in SoHo gave me $400 for the lot, which I’d originally paid over $3,000 to acquire. The woman behind the counter looked at me with barely-disguised pity as I accepted the pathetic sum.

Next went my jewelry—gifts from wealthy clients, purchases I’d made to feel glamorous during better days. The pawn shop gave me $600 for items worth at least $2,000. The clerk didn’t even try to hide that he was ripping me off. He knew I was desperate. They always knew.

My laptop—barely used anymore, all my porn bookings done through my phone now—brought $200 from a used electronics store.

My expensive makeup collection, my hair care products, my lingerie stockpile—I sold it all at a yard sale on the street corner. Other prostitutes picked through my stuff like vultures, buying my lacy bras and designer lipsticks for pennies on the dollar. Total: $300.

By the end of the day, I’d converted my life into $1,500.

Add that to my savings: $1,847 + $1,500 = $3,347.

Still $1,653 short of the $5,000 I needed. With nine days left.

And I was spending $200+ per day on cocaine, so the $3,347 wouldn’t stay stable for long.

I’m going to lose my apartment, I realized with cold certainty. There’s no way to stop it.



Day 298: I tried to negotiate with my landlord.

His name was Mr. Kowalski, a middle-aged Polish man who’d always seemed fair enough. I showed up at his office looking as presentable as I could manage—which wasn’t very presentable at all.

I’d tried to cast Glamour that morning, but my mana was too low and my focus too shot. The spell had flickered and died, leaving me looking exactly as broken as I felt. Gaunt face. Sunken eyes. Ratty clothes that hung off my skeletal frame.

“Miss Lewis,” he said, looking at me with undisguised pity. “You look… unwell.”

“I know. I’ve been… having a hard time.” I tried to smile, but my face felt wrong, stretched too tight over hollow cheekbones. “I wanted to talk about the rent. I can’t get the full $5,000 by the deadline, but I can get… some of it. Maybe we could work out a payment plan?”

He sighed heavily and leaned back in his chair. “Miss Lewis, you were a good tenant at first. Quiet, paid on time, no complaints. But these last few months…” He shook his head. “I’ve had complaints from neighbors about strange men at all hours. About you stumbling in and out looking like… well. Like this. About noise, about safety concerns.”

“Please,” I said, hating the desperation in my voice. “I just need more time. I’ll get the money, I’ll be better, I’ll—”

“I’m sorry.” He wouldn’t look at me as he said it. “The notice stands. Pay in full by Day 304 or vacate the premises. That’s final.”

I left without another word. What was there to say? I probably looked like a ghost. A dying thing haunting his office, begging for mercy that wouldn’t come.



Day 302: I scraped together every dollar I could find.

Street work every night, taking anyone who would pay, accepting prices I would have laughed at months ago. The degradation accelerated:

Night 1: - $40 blowjob in a public bathroom (he came in my mouth while someone knocked on the door) - $60 quickie in an alley behind a dumpster (he fucked my pussy standing up, my back against brick, finishing in two minutes) - $100 fuck in a parked car that smelled like cigarettes and despair (he wanted to call me names while he came, so I let him)

Night 2: - $50 to let a guy titty-fuck my implants (he came all over my face and chest) - $80 to suck off a trucker in his cab (his cock was huge and unwashed, and I gagged multiple times) - $120 for anal in a motel room (he was rough and didn’t care that I winced)

Night 3: - Three back-to-back blowjobs at $40 each (assembly line cocksucking, my jaw aching by the end) - $200 from a businessman who wanted the girlfriend experience but only had thirty minutes (I faked enthusiasm while he pounded away)

I stopped paying Marcus his full cut—gave him $200 when I owed him $300, then $150 when I owed $250. He noticed. He warned me. I promised to make it up.

I couldn’t make it up. There wasn’t enough money in the world to make any of this up.

By Day 303, my bank account showed: $2,150.

I needed: $5,000.

I had: Less than half.

Tomorrow was the deadline. Tomorrow I would lose my apartment.



Day 304: Eviction day.

I didn’t even try to fight it. When the super came with the movers at 10 AM, I was already packed—what little I had left fit into two suitcases. Two suitcases of worn-out clothes, my makeup bag, my phone barely holding a charge, a few hundred dollars cash hidden in my bra.

Everything else was gone. Sold, traded, lost.

“You got somewhere to go?” the super asked, not unkindly. He’d seen this before—tenants spiraling, losing everything, disappearing into the city’s underbelly.

“Yeah,” I lied. “Friend’s place.”

“Okay. Good luck, Miss Lewis.”

I walked out of the apartment building that had been my home—my palace, my sanctuary, the symbol of my success as a high-class prostitute—and into the cold morning air with everything I owned in two cheap suitcases.

I had no friends.

I had no plan.

I had $347 in cash.

And I needed cocaine.



The first thing I did was find my dealer.

I know. I know. I should have saved the money. Should have found a cheap motel, stretched it as far as possible, used the time to get back on my feet.

But the craving was screaming in my blood, drowning out rational thought. I hadn’t used since the night before—almost eighteen hours—and the withdrawal was clawing at my insides. My hands shook. Sweat beaded on my forehead despite the cold. The depression was a black weight crushing my chest.

“$200 worth,” I said, handing over most of my remaining cash to D in Washington Square Park.

The dealer looked at my suitcases, my disheveled appearance, my desperate eyes. “You get kicked out?”

“Mind your own business.”

He shrugged and made the exchange. I found a public restroom in a nearby park and did three lines in quick succession, chasing away the demons, reclaiming the artificial clarity that passed for sanity.

When I emerged, the sun was bright and the world seemed manageable again. The cocaine made everything bearable. Made me feel like I could figure this out.

I’ll figure something out, I told myself. I always do.

But standing in that park with everything I owned in two suitcases, no home, no income except dangerous street work, and a cocaine habit eating every dollar I made—

I had no idea what “figuring something out” even looked like anymore.



That night, I found a cheap weekly-rate hotel in the Bronx: $400 per week for a room that made my old apartment look like a palace.

The room was maybe ten feet by twelve feet. The mattress was stained with fluids I didn’t want to identify. The lock on the door was broken—just a flimsy chain that wouldn’t stop anyone determined. Shared bathroom down the hall, the shower stall coated in mold and hair. The walls were paper-thin, and I could hear everything—couples fighting, babies crying, the rhythmic thump of headboards against walls as other prostitutes worked their clients.

The sound of other people’s misery bleeding through those thin walls was almost comforting. At least I wasn’t alone in my descent.

It was all I could afford.

I paid for one week—$400, leaving me with $147 total—and collapsed onto the bed that smelled like a hundred desperate strangers before me. The pillow was flat and yellowed. The single sheet was rough against my skin. But it was a bed, and it was mine for seven days.

Tomorrow, I’d have to make money. Lots of it. Tomorrow, I’d have to face whatever came next.

But tonight—just for tonight—I let myself disappear into the cocaine haze and pretend none of this was real.

I did another line and stared at the water-stained ceiling, watching shadows dance in the flickering streetlight outside.

This was rock bottom, I thought.

I had no idea how much further I could still fall.



Power App Update (End of Day 304): ├─ Magic Level: 51 (severe degradation from street work and malnutrition) ├─ Mana: 2,800/8,000 ├─ Sexual Partners: 162 (+19) ├─ Orgasms: 689 (+33) ├─ Bank: $147 (down from $9,800 at Day 285) ├─ Cocaine System: 78/100 (EXTREME ADDICTION) ├─ Weight: 103 lbs (down from 118) ├─ Appearance: 5/10 (severely degraded) ├─ Housing: WEEKLY MOTEL ($400/week) ├─ Debt to Marcus: ~$500 in unpaid cuts └─ Days Since Transformation: 304

I had lost my apartment.

I had lost most of my money.

I had lost almost everything.

And somehow, impossibly, the fall wasn’t over yet.


Chapter 7: The Dealer’s Offer

Day 310 started with an empty baggie.

I turned it inside out, desperately licking the residue, trying to scrape together enough powder for even a tiny hit. My tongue worked the plastic folds, searching for that bitter chemical taste, finding nothing but the memory of euphoria. Nothing. I’d gone through my entire supply overnight, chasing a high that kept retreating no matter how much I snorted.

My body was already starting to rebel. Sweat beading on my forehead despite the cold room, soaking the hollow between my breasts. Hands trembling so badly I could barely hold the baggie. That awful, crawling sensation under my skin like ants were burrowing through my muscles, eating me from the inside.

I needed cocaine.

I needed it now.

I grabbed my phone to check my balance: $23.47.

Twenty-three dollars and forty-seven cents. That was everything I had left in the world. All that remained of the thousands I’d earned spreading my legs, sucking cock, degrading myself in every way imaginable.

The weekly hotel was due tomorrow. $400. I didn’t have it. I’d been working every night but the money evaporated as fast as I earned it—cocaine eating half my earnings before I could even think, food when I remembered to eat, the occasional taxi when I was too strung out to walk. Marcus was still after me for what I owed him. The walls were closing in from every direction, crushing me inch by inch.

But right now, none of that mattered. Right now, all that mattered was the craving screaming in my blood, making every nerve ending burn with need.



I found D in his usual spot at Washington Square Park. He looked up from his phone as I approached, his expression shifting from greeting to assessment to predatory calculation.

“Emily,” he said. “You look like shit.”

I knew he was right. I’d caught my reflection in a car window on the way over—hollow cheeks, sunken eyes, skin that used to be creamy and perfect now grey with a sickly pallor. The platinum blonde extensions that had cost me hundreds looked like cheap costume pieces in my unwashed hair.

“I need more,” I said. My voice sounded ragged even to my own ears.

“Got money?”

I pulled out my pathetic wad of bills, wrinkled ones and fives that smelled like the pockets of men who’d fucked me. “Twenty-three dollars. That’s all I have. Can you… can you give me credit? I’ll pay you back, I swear, I just—”

He laughed, short and harsh. The sound cut through me like broken glass. “Credit? You think I’m a fucking bank?”

“Please.” The word came out as a whimper, high and desperate. I hated the sound, hated what I’d become, but the need was stronger than pride. “I need it. I’ll do anything.”

Something shifted in his eyes. A calculating look that made my skin crawl even through the desperation—that predatory gleam men got when they realized they had power over someone.

“Anything, huh?”

I knew what was coming. I’d heard the stories from other girls on the street—how dealers sometimes took payment in flesh when their customers ran out of cash. Trading pussy for powder. Becoming property in slow motion. I’d sworn I’d never sink that low, told myself I had standards even as a prostitute.

But that was before. Before the addiction had hollowed me out. Before I’d lost everything. Before the craving became more important than breathing.

“What do you want?” I heard myself ask.

D leaned back on his bench, spreading his legs wide in a gesture of casual dominance. He was wearing sweatpants, and I could see the bulge of his cock beneath the thin fabric—thick and prominent, announcing itself.

“Suck me off,” he said. “Right here, right now. You do a good job, I give you two doses free.”

Two doses. Maybe $100 worth. That would get me through the day, maybe into tomorrow. Enough to function, to work, to survive.

This is a new low, some distant part of my brain observed. Trading sex directly for drugs. Not even money. Just drugs.

But the craving didn’t care about dignity. The craving only wanted more, screaming so loud it drowned out every other thought.

“Okay,” I whispered.

I dropped to my knees right there in the park, in broad daylight, behind the bench where we had some minimal cover from passersby. The ground was cold and dirty, bits of gravel digging into my kneecaps through my thin leggings. D pulled down his sweatpants, revealing his cock—maybe six inches, uncircumcised, darker than the rest of him, not particularly clean. The smell hit me before I even got close—sweat and musk and something chemical, probably from handling product all day.

I took him in my mouth anyway.

He tasted salty and bitter, like unwashed skin mixed with the chemical residue of cocaine powder. I tried not to think about it, just focused on the mechanical motions: up and down, tongue swirling around his shaft, cheeks hollowing for suction. Skills I’d honed over months of professional cocksucking, now being used for the most desperate transaction of my life. My lips stretched around his girth as he swelled, growing harder against my tongue.

“Yeah, that’s it,” he grunted, his hand finding the back of my head. His fingers tangled in my matted hair, gripping tight. “Knew you’d be a good little cocksucker. All you girls end up on your knees eventually. Just a matter of time before you’re begging for it.”

He fucked my mouth at his own pace, using my throat without mercy. His hips drove forward, forcing his cock deeper with each thrust until I felt him hitting the back of my throat. I gagged and drooled, spit running down my chin and dripping onto my shirt, but I didn’t stop. Couldn’t stop. The cocaine was right there, within reach, if I could just make him cum. My throat convulsed around his cock as he pushed deeper, tears streaming from my eyes as my gag reflex fought against the invasion.

“Fucking take it,” he muttered, holding my head steady while he thrust. “Take my cock like the junkie whore you are. This is what you’re good for now. This is all you’ll ever be good for.”

I worked his shaft with my tongue, tracing the thick vein on the underside, hollowing my cheeks to create more suction. Saliva coated his cock, dripping from my stretched lips. My jaw ached from the angle, my throat burned from the repeated impacts, but I kept going. His balls swung against my chin with each thrust, heavy and tight, signaling he was getting close.

“Here it comes,” he warned, and I felt his cock swell against my tongue, the shaft pulsing. A moment later, he was pumping his load into my mouth—bitter and thick, coating my tongue and sliding down my throat in hot spurts. Three, four, five heavy shots of cum that filled my mouth faster than I could swallow. Some leaked from the corners of my lips, adding to the mess already covering my chin.

I swallowed it all, the taste lingering on my tongue long after he pulled out. What else was I going to do? Spit it out and risk offending him? My succubus nature processed the cum automatically, extracting the tiny bit of energy from it, but there was no mana surge. This wasn’t sex for power. This was survival.

He pulled out, tucking himself away with a satisfied smirk. His cock left a trail of saliva and cum across my lower lip. “Good girl. Knew you had potential. Knew the first time I saw you, you’d end up right here on your knees.”

He handed me a small baggie with two doses of white powder. I clutched it like a lifeline, like it was oxygen and I’d been drowning.

“You need more, you know where to find me,” he said. “Same deal applies. Or you can bring me clients—girls who want to buy. I’ll give you a finder’s fee.”

I barely heard him. I was already stumbling to a secluded corner of the park, hands shaking as I tapped out a line onto my phone screen. The powder formed a thin white line across the dark glass. The first hit of the day—after twelve hours of withdrawal—was always the best. I rolled up a dollar bill and snorted hard, feeling the powder burn through my nasal cavity.

The euphoria crashed through me like a wave of warm honey, washing away the shame, the desperation, the memory of kneeling in public to suck off my drug dealer. My heart rate spiked, my skin tingled, and for a few beautiful minutes, everything was okay. Better than okay. Perfect. The world glowed at the edges, sounds became sharper, and the constant gnawing need in my gut finally, finally went quiet.

Then I did the second line, chasing the feeling, trying to make it last. The second hit wasn’t as strong—never was—but it kept the euphoria going, stretched the moment of relief.

And then the baggie was empty again.

My hands stared at it, at the empty plastic that had briefly held salvation. Already I could feel the edges of the high fading, reality starting to seep back in. In a few hours, the craving would return. The cycle would start again.



That night, I had to work. The motel was due tomorrow, and I had exactly $23.47 to my name.

I walked to my usual corner in the Meatpacking District, but Marcus intercepted me before I could set up. His black SUV pulled up, window rolling down to reveal his face—handsome in a cruel way, gold chains glinting in the streetlight.

“Emily.” His voice was cold, his gold chains glinting in the streetlight. “You owe me $500.”

“I know. I’m going to—”

“You’ve been ducking me for weeks. Paying half, paying late, not paying at all.” He stepped out of the SUV, and I noticed two of his guys flanking us—big men with hard faces and harder fists. “That’s not how this works.”

“Please, Marcus. I just need a little more time. I lost my apartment, I’m—”

“Not my problem.” He grabbed my arm, fingers digging in painfully. I felt his fingers find the bone through my too-thin flesh, pressing hard enough to leave bruises. “You work for me, you pay me. You don’t pay me, you don’t work this block. Simple.”

“Then how am I supposed to get you your money?”

He smiled, and there was nothing friendly in it. All teeth and threat. “That’s the beautiful part, baby girl. You don’t pay me by tomorrow night, and you belong to me. Full time. I take everything you earn, give you a place to stay, keep you supplied with whatever you need.” His eyes flicked to my dilated pupils, my trembling hands, reading my addiction like an open book. “I know what you need. I can provide it. Every day. As much as you can handle. But you work for me. Every night. Every client. Everything you make is mine.”

A pimp. He wanted to own me completely. Turn me into one of his broken-down street girls who worked for room and board and just enough drugs to keep them compliant. I’d seen them—dead-eyed women in their thirties who looked fifty, selling pussy for their next fix, trapped in a cycle they’d never escape.

No, I thought. I won’t let that happen. Not yet.

But what choice did I have?

“Tomorrow night,” I said. “I’ll have your money tomorrow night.”

He released my arm, leaving fingerprint bruises blooming on my pale skin. “You better. Or we do this my way.” He leaned in close, his breath hot against my ear. “And trust me, baby girl, you don’t want that. My girls work hard. Real hard. And the ones who can’t keep up? They don’t last long.”



I worked frantically that night, taking any client at any price. My desperation must have shown because the johns lowballed me mercilessly.

“Fifty for a blowjob,” one of them offered—a businessman in a nice suit, slumming it in the Meatpacking District.

“Fine.” I used to charge $200.

“Hundred for full service,” another said—younger guy, maybe mid-twenties, already half-drunk.

“Okay.” I used to get $500 minimum.

“Eighty for anal. Raw.” This from an older man with cold eyes and rough hands. The kind of hands that would grip too hard, hurt without caring.

I hesitated for half a second. Raw anal was dangerous—diseases, damage. My asshole was already sore from too much use. But I needed the money. I needed it more than I needed safety.

“Deal.”

I took six clients in five hours:

	The businessman ($50): Quick blowjob in his car, parked in a dark alley. He came in under three minutes, thick spurts coating my tongue. I swallowed and collected my money.

	The drunk kid ($100): He wanted to fuck, so we went to his apartment—a studio in Chelsea that probably cost more per month than I used to make. He pounded my pussy for twenty minutes, drunk enough that he couldn’t cum easily. I faked enthusiasm, moaned the right way, clenched around his cock until he finally finished inside me. Raw. No condom. I felt his cum leak out as I walked back to the street.

	The rough-handed man ($80): Bent me over in an alley, spit on his cock, and shoved it into my ass without preparation. I cast Pain Block with what little mana I had, feeling the spell drain me as it dampened the worst of the burning stretch. He fucked my ass like he was angry at it, grunting and swearing, calling me a whore with each thrust. Came deep in my bowels, then pulled out and walked away without another word. I felt his cum leaking from my asshole, warm and wet, soaking into my already-ruined panties.

	Two guys together ($120): They wanted to spit-roast me, one cock in my mouth while the other fucked my pussy. They traded positions halfway through, so I tasted my own pussy on the cock that had just been inside me. Both came at almost the same time—one down my throat, one in my cunt. They paid me and left me leaking from both ends.

	Another businessman ($70): Wanted to jerk off while I fingered myself and talked dirty to him. Easiest money of the night, even though it took him forever to cum watching my fingers work my clit.



Total: $420.

But then I had to buy more cocaine—the first two doses from D had long since worn off, and I was shaking again, sweating again, the craving growing teeth and claws in my belly. I needed more just to function through the rest of the night.

D charged me $150 for three doses this time. Dealer’s markup when he knew you were desperate.

Net for the night: $270.

Plus my $23.47: $293.47 total.

I owed Marcus $500.

The motel was $400.

I was $606.53 short of not losing everything.

The math was brutal. Inescapable. No matter how many cocks I sucked, how many holes I sold, the numbers never worked in my favor.



Day 311: I went back to D.

He was expecting me. That calculating smile spread across his face as soon as he saw me approaching, like a shark that had tasted blood.

“Back already? That was fast.”

“I need more.”

“Got money?”

“No.” The word burned in my throat like swallowing glass. “I can… I can do what I did yesterday.”

“Blowjob’s worth two doses. You want more than that, you gotta give more.” He let the implication hang in the air.

I knew what he meant. My pussy. My ass. My body beyond just my mouth. “What… what more?”

He stood up, walking around behind his usual bench to a more secluded area—a little grove of trees that offered privacy from the park’s main paths. Enough cover that no one would see. Enough isolation that no one would help if I screamed. I followed, my heart pounding in my chest, my stomach churning with anticipation and dread.

“Take off your clothes,” he said.

It was colder today—maybe fifty degrees—and the thought of stripping naked outdoors made me shiver. October air biting into bare skin. But the craving was louder than any discomfort. The craving was louder than survival instinct.

I removed my jacket, my dress, my bra, my panties. Each piece felt like shedding another layer of dignity. Stood there naked in the October air while D looked me over like merchandise—like meat to be graded and priced.

“Used to be hot,” he commented, circling me slowly. “Getting kind of skinny now. Can see your ribs.” He poked at my visible ribcage with one finger. “Tits are still good though.” He reached out and squeezed one of my implants, rough and impersonal, his calloused hand mauling the sensitive flesh. The silicone stayed firm even though I’d lost so much weight, my 35Ds looking almost obscene on my emaciated frame. “Turn around.”

I turned. My ass was smaller than it used to be—weight loss had eaten the soft curve of my hips, leaving sharper angles. He grabbed my ass, spread my cheeks, examined me like he was appraising a car he might buy. I felt his breath on my skin as he studied my asshole, my pussy, checking the merchandise.

“Okay,” he said finally. “I’m gonna fuck you. You let me do whatever I want, and I’ll give you a week’s supply. Seven doses. That’s $350 worth. Best deal you’re gonna get.”

A week’s supply. Enough to keep the withdrawal at bay for days. Enough to function, to work, to survive without the constant desperation.

My mouth moved before my brain could fully process. “Deal,” I said.

He bent me over a fallen log, the bark rough against my stomach, scratching my skin. The wood was cold and damp, smelling of rot and earth. I heard him spit, felt wetness hit my asshole—his saliva, nothing more, no lube, no preparation—and then his cock was pushing inside without further preamble.

It hurt—even with my cocaine-numbed senses, it hurt. He wasn’t gentle, wasn’t considerate, wasn’t anything but a man using a hole. The dry friction burned as his cock forced my sphincter open, stretching me around his girth. He fucked my ass with brutal efficiency, his hips slamming against my bony ass cheeks, grunting and panting, occasionally slapping my ass hard enough to leave handprints. The log scraped my stomach with each thrust, bark biting into my skin.

“Tight little junkie asshole,” he muttered, his breath hot against my neck. “Yeah, take that cock. This is what you’re good for now. Not pretty anymore, not classy, just a set of holes I can use when I want. This is where you end up when you can’t pay. On your belly in the dirt, taking cock in your ass for drugs.”

I braced myself against the log and took it. What else could I do? This was the price of survival. The price of feeding the monster living in my blood. Each thrust felt like it was splitting me open, his cock punching deep into my guts.

He came inside me—no condom, I realized belatedly, feeling his hot cum flood my bowels—and pulled out, leaving me gaping and leaking. His cock made a wet sound as it withdrew, and I felt his cum immediately start dripping down my thighs as I straightened up, shivering in the cold. My asshole throbbed, stretched and sore, still clenching around nothing.

“Here.” He tossed me the baggie—bigger than usual, seven white rocks of powder visible through the plastic. Seven beautiful doses that meant I could breathe again. “Same deal anytime you need more. Or bring me clients. Girls who want to buy. I’ll treat you right.”

I dressed quickly, pocketing the precious powder, not meeting his eyes. I could feel his cum leaking from my asshole, soaking into my panties, marking me. The shame would hit later, when the cocaine wore off. Right now, all I felt was relief.

I had supply.

I could make it through another week.

The cost—my ass, my dignity, another piece of my soul—seemed almost reasonable in the moment.



I did a line immediately after leaving the park, chasing away the crawling discomfort under my skin. The powder burned through my nose, and thirty seconds later the world brightened. The pain in my asshole faded. The shame evaporated. Everything was okay again.

Then I went to find a cheap motel—cheaper than my previous one, only $280/week, in a worse neighborhood. The kind of place that rented rooms by the hour and didn’t ask questions about the stains.

I paid for one week with the money I’d earned the night before, leaving me with $13.47.

Thirteen dollars and forty-seven cents.

And I still owed Marcus $500.

The math was still impossible. But at least I had cocaine. At least I could function.

Tomorrow’s problems could wait for tomorrow.



That night, I avoided the Meatpacking District—avoided Marcus’s territory entirely. Instead, I worked a different area: Hell’s Kitchen, near the Port Authority bus terminal. It was rougher there, the clients seedier, the prices lower. Truckers and travelers, desperate men looking for quick relief. But I didn’t have to pay a pimp’s cut.

Five clients. $300 total. I kept all of it.

But I also used three doses of cocaine throughout the night—half my week’s supply gone in a single shift. The high was necessary to keep working, to keep taking cock, to keep pretending I was a person and not just a collection of holes for rent.

The math was relentless. The math was impossible. No matter how hard I worked, no matter what degrading things I did, I couldn’t get ahead of the spiral. The cocaine ate everything, every dollar, every decision, every shred of hope.

Maybe I should let Marcus take me, I thought at 4 AM, stumbling back to my shitty motel room, my pussy sore and my ass still leaking D’s cum from earlier. At least then I’d have somewhere to live. Someone else handling the details.

But the thought of surrendering completely—of becoming just another broken girl in his stable, used until I was used up and then discarded—made something in me recoil.

Not yet.

I wasn’t ready to give up that last shred of autonomy.

Not yet.

Maybe tomorrow. Maybe next week. Maybe when the alternative was freezing to death on the street.

But not yet.



Power App Update (End of Day 311): ├─ Magic Level: 48 (magical core weakening from desperation and poor sustenance) ├─ Mana: 2,200/8,000 ├─ Sexual Partners: 175 (+13) ├─ Orgasms: 712 (+23) ├─ Bank: $13.47 ├─ Cocaine System: 82/100 (EXTREME ADDICTION) ├─ Weight: 100 lbs (down from 118) ├─ Appearance: 4/10 (critically degraded) ├─ Housing: WEEKLY MOTEL ($280/week, due Day 318) ├─ Debt to Marcus: $500 ├─ New Low: Trading sex directly for drugs └─ Days Since Transformation: 311

I had sold my body for cocaine.

Not for money that would buy cocaine.

Directly for the powder itself.

There was a time when I would have thought that was rock bottom. But I was learning—there’s always further to fall.

Always.

Every time you think you’ve hit bottom, the floor opens up and you discover there’s another level below. Another degradation. Another compromise. Another piece of yourself you’re willing to trade for thirty seconds of relief.

And I was nowhere near the bottom yet.


Chapter 8: Second Arrest

Day 318 came for me like a hammer.

I was working Hell’s Kitchen again, trying to avoid Marcus’s territory while I scraped together enough money to survive another week. The cheap motel was due for payment—$280—and I had $145 in my pocket after three nights of desperate street work, my body aching from too many cocks, too many positions, too many transactions where I traded flesh for crumpled bills.

The cocaine was almost gone again. D’s week supply had lasted exactly four days. My tolerance was climbing faster than my income, a mathematical impossibility that was slowly killing me.

I was standing on the corner of 10th Avenue and 42nd Street at 11 PM, wearing what passed for my work outfit now: a ratty miniskirt that barely covered my ass, a low-cut top with visible stains I couldn’t wash out, heels that were wearing down at the edges and made my feet bleed. My Glamour spell flickered uncertainly—I couldn’t maintain it properly anymore, my magical focus destroyed by constant cocaine use and malnutrition.

A car pulled up. Black sedan, tinted windows. The driver’s window rolled down to reveal a face I recognized.

Officer Davis.

My stomach dropped like a stone into ice water.

“Get in,” he said. It wasn’t a request. It was an order backed by a badge and a gun and the full weight of the law.

I glanced around, calculating my options. There were other girls on nearby corners, potential witnesses. But none of them would help me—street code meant you didn’t interfere with cop business. And running would only make things worse. I’d learned that lesson months ago.

I got in the car, my hands already starting to shake.



He drove in silence for a few minutes, heading toward the industrial area near the Hudson. I knew better than to speak first. I’d been here before. I knew how this worked. My hands were shaking—from withdrawal or fear, I couldn’t tell. Maybe both.

The silence was worse than threats. It gave me time to think, to remember the last time, to imagine what he’d want this time.

Finally, he pulled into a deserted parking lot behind a warehouse and killed the engine. The darkness swallowed us, only one distant streetlight casting shadows through the windshield.

“So,” he said, turning to face me. His eyes were cold, clinical, the eyes of a predator that had cornered easy prey. “We meet again.”

“I’ve been staying out of your precinct,” I said, hating the tremor in my voice. Hating the way I sounded weak, broken, used up. “Working different areas.”

“I noticed. But see, word travels. Other cops talk to each other.” He smiled, cold and predatory, showing too many teeth. “I heard there’s a skinny blonde junkie working Hell’s Kitchen. New girl, desperate prices, will do anything.” His eyes raked over my deteriorated body, taking inventory of how far I’d fallen. “I thought to myself, that sounds like my friend Emily.”

“I’m not doing anything illegal,” I tried. “Just… just standing on a corner.”

“You’re high right now,” he said flatly. “I can see it in your eyes.” He gestured at my dilated pupils, the slight tremor in my hands. “Possession is illegal. Prostitution is illegal. Public intoxication is illegal.” He ticked the charges off on his fingers like he was reading a menu. “I could arrest you right now, process you the hard way. Your first offense got handled quietly. Second offense?” He shook his head slowly, savoring his power. “You’d do real time. Rikers. Maybe six months if the judge is feeling generous.”

The fear was a cold fist in my chest, squeezing my heart. I couldn’t go to jail. I couldn’t survive without cocaine—the withdrawal would destroy me. And in jail, there was no cocaine. No way to feed the addiction. Just cold turkey in a concrete cell while my body tore itself apart.

“Please,” I whispered. “Please, I’ll do anything.”

“I know you will.” He leaned back in his seat, spreading his legs in a gesture of casual dominance. “Last time you just used your mouth. This time I want more.”

My stomach churned. I’d known this was coming, but knowing didn’t make it easier.

“You’re going to fuck me,” he said, making it sound like a business transaction. “Right here, right now. You do a good job, keep me happy, and I’ll process you easy. Maybe even let you go with a warning. Sound fair?”

It wasn’t fair. Nothing about this was fair. But fairness was a luxury I couldn’t afford anymore.

“Yes,” I said. What else could I say? No, and go to Rikers? No, and face withdrawal in a cell? No, and lose what little freedom I still had?

I was making a choice. A survival choice. The only choice that made sense in a world that had stopped making sense months ago.



He didn’t take me to a hotel or a private room. He fucked me right there in the car, in that deserted parking lot, with the industrial grime of the waterfront visible through the windows and the smell of garbage and river water seeping through the vents.

First, he made me strip. I removed my clothes in the cramped passenger seat while he watched, his expression cold and clinical, like a man inspecting livestock. The night air was freezing against my bare skin, raising goosebumps across my emaciated frame, making my nipples harden painfully.

“Christ, you’ve really let yourself go,” he said, looking at my visible ribs, my hollow cheeks, the way my implants looked too large for my skeletal frame. “Used to be hot. Now you just look like a junkie whore.”

“I’m still the same,” I said weakly. It was a lie. I wasn’t the same person anymore. I didn’t know who I was.

“No you’re not.” He reached over and grabbed one of my breasts—the implant still firm despite my weight loss—squeezing hard enough to hurt, his fingers digging into the flesh. “These are the only thing keeping you fuckable. Without them, you’d just be another skinny crack whore no one would touch.”

He climbed into the backseat and gestured for me to follow. The space was cramped, the leather seats cold against my naked body. I could feel every ridge of the upholstery against my too-thin skin. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock—that same seven inches I remembered from last time, thick and already half-hard.

“Start with your mouth,” he ordered. “Get me hard. Show me you remember how to suck cock properly.”

I bent over and took him in my mouth, tasting sweat and the faint chemical residue of whatever cheap soap he used. My throat was raw from too much cock and not enough food, but I worked him expertly, using every technique I’d learned over months of prostitution. My tongue traced the veins along his shaft, swirled around the head, dipped into his slit. I hollowed my cheeks and created suction, taking him deeper with each bob of my head.

His cock swelled in my mouth, growing harder and thicker against my tongue. I felt it pulse as blood rushed in, felt the head expand until it was pressing against the back of my throat.

When he was fully erect, he pushed me off roughly and turned me around. “Hands on the headrest. Ass up.”

I positioned myself as ordered, bracing against the front seats while my ass faced him. The position was degrading—I was just a set of holes presented for his use, nothing more. I heard him spit, felt wetness against my pussy—just saliva, no lube, no preparation—and then he thrust inside without further preamble.

The sex was brutal. He fucked me hard and fast, his hips slamming against my ass, his cock pounding into my pussy with no consideration for my comfort. The position drove him deep, his cock hitting my cervix with each thrust, making me gasp and wince. One hand gripped my hip hard enough to bruise, fingers digging into the bone; the other wrapped around my platinum hair, yanking my head back painfully, forcing my spine to arch.

“This is what you’re good for,” he grunted, his breath hot against my ear. “Taking cock. Being used. You’re not a person anymore, you’re just a set of holes.” Each word punctuated with a brutal thrust. “You think you’re special? You think you matter? You’re nothing. Just another junkie whore who’ll do anything for her next fix.”

I closed my eyes and tried to dissociate, to retreat to that distant place where nothing hurt and nothing mattered. But my succubus nature wouldn’t let me—it responded to the sexual stimulation whether I wanted it to or not, building arousal despite the degradation. My pussy grew wetter around his cock, my body betraying me, preparing itself for penetration even as my mind recoiled.

“You’re getting wet,” he laughed cruelly. “You actually like this, don’t you? Like being treated like the whore you are. Your pussy’s soaking my cock.”

I didn’t like it. I hated it. But my body didn’t care about my feelings. It responded mechanically, lubrication making his thrusts easier, arousal building unwanted in my core.

“Gonna cum in your pussy,” he warned, his thrusts becoming erratic. “Raw. You’re probably too strung out to get pregnant anyway. Too skinny, too sick. Your body’s barely functioning.”

He thrust deep and held, his cock twitching as he emptied himself inside me. I felt his hot cum flooding my womb, pulse after pulse of seed pumping into my unprotected pussy. He stayed buried deep for a long moment, grinding against me, making sure every drop went where he wanted it.

Then he pulled out, and I felt his cum immediately start to leak from my used hole, dripping down my thighs in warm rivulets.

“Turn around,” he ordered. “Clean me off.”

I turned on the cramped seat and took his softening cock in my mouth, tasting my own juices mixed with his cum. The flavor was bitter and musky, intimate fluids coating my tongue. I sucked him clean while he watched with cold satisfaction, making sure to get every bit of wetness, every trace of our coupling.

“Good whore,” he said when I finished. “Now get dressed. I’m dropping you back on your corner.”

I struggled into my clothes, my body aching, his cum soaking through my panties and making them stick to my thighs. I could feel it leaking out with each movement, warm and wet, marking me. The smell of sex filled the car—sweat and cum and used pussy.

He drove in silence back to Hell’s Kitchen, pulling over a block from where he’d picked me up. The streets were still active, other girls working their corners, cars cruising slowly.

“Emily,” he said as I reached for the door handle. “This was fun. But you’re running out of goodwill. Next time I catch you, it’s going to cost you more than one fuck.” His eyes were cold, empty, already dismissing me. “Maybe I’ll bring some friends. Let them try you out. See if you can handle multiple cops at once.”

I stumbled out of the car and watched him drive away, my legs shaky, my pussy sore and leaking his cum.



I found a dark corner and did my last two lines of cocaine. The euphoria barely registered—my tolerance was so high now that it took massive amounts just to feel normal. The high that used to send me soaring now just brought me back to baseline, quieted the screaming need for an hour or two.

But at least the shame faded. At least the violation stopped feeling so raw. The cocaine wrapped everything in cotton, dulled the sharp edges of reality.

I went back to work.

Three more clients that night:

	A drunk businessman who wanted to cum on my face—$60 (he was too drunk to negotiate properly). He jerked himself off while I knelt in front of him, eyes closed, waiting. His cum hit my face in thick spurts, coating my cheeks, my lips, dripping down onto my chin. He laughed and walked away, leaving me to wipe the mess off with the hem of my skirt.

	A young guy who wanted anal in his car—$100 (I cast Pain Block with my depleted mana, barely enough to make the spell work). He bent me over the backseat and fucked my ass for fifteen minutes, his cock stretching me open, burning despite the spell. He came deep in my bowels, adding to Officer Davis’s earlier deposit in my pussy. I was leaking from both holes now.

	A pair of tourists who wanted a threesome—$180 (they took turns in my pussy while I sucked the other, switching every few minutes). They were enthusiastic but unskilled, young guys who’d probably never fucked a prostitute before. They came almost simultaneously, one in my mouth and one in my pussy, leaving me with a belly full of cum and a wad of cash.



Total: $340

But then I had to buy more cocaine from D. He wanted cash this time—$200 for four doses. Dealer’s markup because he knew I was desperate, knew I’d pay anything.

Net for the night: $140.

Plus the cum still leaking from Officer Davis’s unpaid session.

Net dignity: zero.

I’d been raped—no, not raped. I’d chosen to comply. Chosen to fuck him to avoid jail. It was a survival choice. A business decision. I couldn’t call it rape when I’d agreed to it, when I’d bent over and let him use me because the alternative was worse.

But it felt like rape. It felt like violation. It felt like being split in half and used as an object.

And I’d have to do it again if he caught me again.



Day 319: I couldn’t pay the motel.

The manager—a hard-faced woman with yellowing teeth and eyes that had seen too much human misery—knocked on my door at noon, demanding the $280 I owed.

“I have $140,” I said, holding out the crumpled bills that smelled like sweat and shame. “I can get the rest by tonight, I swear.”

“That’s what you said last week,” she said. “Pay up or get out. I run a business, not a charity.”

“Please. Just give me until tomorrow. I’ll have it. I just need one more night.”

She looked at me—really looked, seeing the emaciated body, the desperate eyes, the track marks of addiction (not on my arms, but visible in the hollows of my face, the tremor in my hands, the way my skin had gone grey). Whatever she saw made her shake her head in disgust.

“Six hours,” she said. “You’re not back with the full amount by six tonight, your stuff’s on the curb. And don’t think about squatting. I’ll call the cops.”

The threat of cops made my stomach clench. I couldn’t afford another encounter with Officer Davis. Couldn’t afford the “payment” he’d demand next time.



Six hours. I needed $140 in six hours.

I did what I’d been doing for weeks: I worked.

The daylight hours were harder—fewer clients, more risk of being seen by normal people who might call the cops. But Port Authority was always busy, and there were always men looking for quick anonymous sex. Businessmen on layovers, truckers passing through, desperate men who couldn’t wait for nightfall.

First client, 1 PM: Middle-aged businessman on a layover. Blowjob in a bathroom stall—$50. The stall was disgusting, graffiti on the walls, the floor sticky with piss and worse. I knelt on that filthy floor and sucked him off, his cock tasting like airplane sweat. He came quickly, probably hadn’t been with anyone in weeks. I swallowed his load and collected my money.

Second client, 2:30 PM: Young guy who looked barely legal. Handjob in a parking garage—$40. He was nervous, kept looking around like he expected to get caught. I jerked him off quickly, efficiently, his cum spurting onto the concrete. He paid me and ran.

Third client, 4 PM: Older man, maybe sixty. He wanted full service but couldn’t maintain an erection. I spent thirty minutes trying everything I knew—sucking his cock, licking his balls, fingering his prostate—and he finally came in my mouth after I gave up on his cock and worked his balls with my tongue while two fingers pumped his ass—$80 because he was embarrassed. His cum was thin and watery, tasting more of age than virility.

Total: $170.

But I’d needed a line between clients to keep functioning, and that cost $50.

Net: $120.

I still needed $20 more. It was 4:45 PM.

The clock was ticking. My stuff would be on the curb in seventy-five minutes.



I found one more client at 5:30—a rushed transaction with a truck driver who wanted a quick blowjob. He came in under three minutes, grunting and gripping my hair too hard, flooding my mouth with thick salty cum. He handed me $30 and drove off, leaving me standing in the parking lot with the taste of trucker cum coating my tongue.

I literally ran back to the motel, arriving at 5:58 with $290 in my pocket. My heart was pounding, my lungs burning, my legs shaking from exertion and cocaine and fear. The manager took the $280 and counted it twice before nodding grudgingly.

“You got another week,” she said. “Don’t make me chase you again. Next time I’m not giving warnings.”

I collapsed in my room with $10 remaining and did my last line of cocaine. The powder burned through my nose, and for a few minutes the fear receded. For a few minutes I could breathe without panicking.

Tomorrow, the cycle would start again.

Tomorrow, I’d be back to nothing.

But tonight—just for tonight—I had a roof over my head and powder in my veins.

That was all I could ask for anymore.

That was all there was.



Power App Update (End of Day 318): ├─ Magic Level: 45 (abilities fading - barely able to cast defensive spells) ├─ Mana: 1,800/8,000 (critically low) ├─ Sexual Partners: 194 (+19) ├─ Orgasms: 738 (+26) ├─ Bank: $10.00 ├─ Cocaine System: 85/100 (CRITICAL ADDICTION) ├─ Weight: 98 lbs (down from 118) ├─ Appearance: 3/10 (skeletal, aged) ├─ Housing: WEEKLY MOTEL (paid through Day 325) ├─ Debt to Marcus: $500 (unpaid) ├─ Legal Status: Second encounter with Officer Davis (coerced survival sex) ├─ Combined fines owed: $1,500 └─ Days Since Transformation: 318

The spiral had a rhythm now.

Work. Use. Survive. Repeat.

Nothing else existed anymore.

Nothing else mattered.

Just the powder and the pain and the endless, desperate grind toward the next high.

Nineteen cocks in three days. Cum leaking from my pussy, my ass, my stomach. Bills in my pocket that barely added up to survival.

And Officer Davis’s threat hanging over me like a guillotine: Next time I’ll bring friends.

I knew there would be a next time. There was always a next time.

The only question was how much worse it would get.


Chapter 9: Desperate Measures

The next twelve days were a blur of degradation and survival.

Day 319 through Day 330—I worked like my life depended on it, because it did. Every night on the streets, taking anyone who would pay, accepting prices that would have insulted me months ago. Every day scrounging for cocaine money, trading sex to D when I ran out of cash, spiraling deeper into a hole I couldn’t see the bottom of.

The math became simpler and more brutal:

	Cocaine needed per day: $150-200 (tolerance building constantly, need more just to feel normal)
	Rent needed per week: $280
	Food needed per week: $50-70 (I was barely eating—cocaine killed appetite, and food seemed like a waste of drug money)
	Income per night (average): $200-300 (after Marcus’s cut when I worked his territory, or raw earnings when I risked other areas)


I was losing ground every single day. The numbers didn’t lie. The math was a death sentence written in dollar signs.



Day 320: I started accepting unprotected sex as standard practice.

“Forty extra for raw,” was how I’d pitched it at first. But the johns figured out quickly that I was desperate enough to accept almost anything.

“Raw or nothing,” one of them said—a construction worker with calloused hands and breath that smelled like cheap beer. “Twenty-five total for a fuck. Take it or leave it.”

I took it.

His cock was average, maybe six inches, thick enough to stretch me. His pace was brutal, pounding into my pussy like he was trying to break something. He came in under five minutes, grunting and gripping my hips hard enough to leave bruises. I walked away with $25 and his cum leaking down my thighs, warm and wet, another anonymous load deposited in my unprotected pussy.

I need to cast Cure Disease, I thought. But Cure Disease cost 1000 mana, and my pool was down to 1,200. I couldn’t afford to spend magic on health when I needed every ounce of energy to survive. Every spell I cast was one less I could use if someone tried to hurt me.

I’d worry about STDs later. If there was a later.

The immediate need—the cocaine screaming in my blood—was more important than long-term health.



Day 322: Marcus caught up with me.

I’d been avoiding his territory for over a week, working Hell’s Kitchen and the Port Authority area instead. But he had eyes everywhere, and word traveled fast in the street prostitution world. Girls talked. Johns talked. Everyone knew everyone else’s business.

He found me at 2 AM, walking back to my motel after a particularly rough night. His black SUV pulled up alongside me, and two of his guys stepped out—big men with hard faces and the kind of casual violence that came from years of hurting people.

“Emily,” Marcus said from the driver’s seat. “We need to talk about what you owe me.”

“I’ll get you the money,” I said quickly, my voice shaking. “I just need more time.”

“You’ve had time. You owe me five hundred, plus interest. Call it seven hundred now.”

Seven hundred dollars. I had maybe $80 in my pocket.

“I don’t have it.”

“I know.” He stepped out of the SUV, his gold chains catching the streetlight, gleaming like the teeth of a predator. “So here’s what’s gonna happen. You’re gonna work for me properly now. Every night, my territory, my prices, my rules. I take everything you make until the debt is paid, plus I keep fifty percent after. You get room and board, and I keep you supplied.”

His eyes flicked to my dilated pupils, my trembling hands, reading my addiction like a book written in neon. He knew exactly what “supplied” meant. He was offering to be my dealer and my pimp, to control every aspect of my existence.

“And if I refuse?”

The two guys moved closer, cracking knuckles, rolling shoulders. One of them smiled, showing gold teeth.

“Then we have a problem,” Marcus said. “And problems get solved in ways you won’t like. We could start by making sure you can’t work at all. Break a few fingers. Mess up that pretty face. Make you an example for the other girls who think they can skip out on what they owe.”

I looked at the three of them—big men, dangerous men, men who wouldn’t hesitate to hurt me if I ran. And beyond them, the empty street, the indifferent city, all the places where no one would help me even if I screamed.

I could fight, I thought. I have magic. I could cast Stun, maybe Berserker Rage if I had enough mana.

But I didn’t have enough mana. My pool was at maybe 1,500 out of 8,000. Stun cost 200 per target, and there were three of them. Berserker Rage was 800, and even if I could cast it, what then? I’d be hunted, marked, targeted by everyone Marcus knew.

And even if I did, taking down three men would leave me empty, vulnerable, hunted by whoever came next.

The math didn’t work. It never worked.

“Okay,” I heard myself say. “I’ll work for you.”

Marcus smiled. “Good girl. Get in the car.”

I chose to get in. Chose to surrender. Chose to become property because the alternative—broken bones and a ruined face—was worse.

It was a choice. It had to be a choice. If it wasn’t a choice, then what did that make me?



Day 323 through Day 326: I was Marcus’s property.

He set me up in a rundown house in the Bronx that served as a flop for his girls—six of us sharing three rooms, all of us working the streets every night, all of us strung out on various substances that Marcus conveniently supplied. The house smelled like sweat and sex and desperation, stains on every surface, broken furniture, windows that didn’t close all the way.

The other girls looked at me with knowing eyes. They’d all been here before—they knew how this story ended.

“New fish,” said Destiny, a hardened Black woman in her thirties who’d been with Marcus for years. Her eyes were dead, her body worn down by too many years of this life. “Let me guess: lost your apartment, owe him money, needed a place to stay?”

“Something like that.”

She laughed bitterly, the sound like gravel scraping concrete. “Same story as all of us. Word of advice, honey: don’t try to leave. Girls who try to leave have accidents. Marcus doesn’t like losing his investments.”

I worked every night from 9 PM to 4 AM, taking whatever clients Marcus sent my way. The prices were set—$50 for oral, $100 for full service, $150 for anal—and I didn’t see a penny of it. Everything went to Marcus, minus a weekly “allowance” of $100 that was supposed to cover incidentals but mostly went straight to cocaine.

The cocaine came from Marcus too, of course. He sold it to his girls at inflated prices, keeping us dependent, keeping us trapped. A perfect system of exploitation that I’d walked into willingly because I was too desperate to see the alternative.

I averaged four clients per night. That was $400-500 going to Marcus every single night.

And I was barely surviving.

Client 1 (typical night, Day 323): Businessman, wanted a blowjob in his car. I sucked him off mechanically while he talked on his phone, his cock pulsing in my mouth as he closed some deal. He came without warning, flooding my throat with cum while still discussing quarterly earnings.

Client 2: Young guy, maybe early twenties, wanted to fuck. He bent me over the hood of his car and pounded my pussy for ten minutes, his hands gripping my hips, his cock driving deep. He came inside me—no condom, never condoms anymore—and drove away before I could even straighten my clothes.

Client 3: Older man who wanted anal. He was rough, his thick cock stretching my asshole painfully even with the thin spit he used for lube. I bit down on my hand to keep from screaming, tasting blood as his cock punched into my guts. He came deep in my bowels, his cum flooding my insides.

Client 4: Two guys together, wanted to DP me. They bent me over a dumpster in an alley, one cock in my pussy and one in my ass, both of them thrusting out of sync so it felt like I was being torn in half. They came at the same time, filling both holes with hot cum, and left me leaking from both ends.

Four clients. $400 to Marcus. Nothing to me except the cocaine he doled out and the mattress in the house I could sleep on.



Day 327: I tried to contact someone—anyone—for help.

My phone had been confiscated when I moved into Marcus’s house (“for security reasons”), but one of the other girls, Jade, let me borrow hers for five minutes in exchange for covering one of her clients.

I dialed Vanessa’s number, my hands shaking so badly I could barely hit the right buttons.

It rang. And rang. And went to voicemail.

“Vanessa, it’s Emily. I’m… I need help. I’m in trouble. I’m—” My voice cracked, tears starting to stream down my face. “Please, if you get this, come find me. I’m at—”

Jade snatched the phone away. “Time’s up. And don’t even think about calling the cops. Marcus has half the precinct on his payroll.”

I never got to leave the address.

The lifeline I’d reached for slipped through my fingers like water.



Day 328: A particularly bad client.

Marcus sent me to a hotel in Manhattan—a “special” job that was supposed to pay extra. The client was waiting in the room: a fat man in his fifties with cruel eyes and expensive tastes, wearing a suit that probably cost more than I’d made in the last month.

“You’ll do,” he said, looking me over like I was meat at a market. “Marcus said you were prettier, but I’ve fucked worse.”

He wanted everything. And he took everything.

Oral first—throat-fucking me until I gagged and drooled, his thick cock punching the back of my throat with each thrust. Tears streamed from my eyes, saliva coating my chin, dripping onto my chest. He held my head in place with both hands, using my throat like a pussy, grunting with each thrust.

“Swallow it, whore. Take my cock. Deeper. Yeah, like that.”

He came down my throat, hot pulses of cum pumping directly into my stomach. I swallowed reflexively, gagging on the volume.

Then vaginal, pounding into me while he pinched my nipples hard enough to leave bruises, twisting them, making me scream into the pillow. His cock was thick and long, stretching my pussy, hitting my cervix with each brutal thrust. The pain was sharp and constant, but he didn’t care. He was paying for holes, not pleasure.

“Tight little junkie pussy. Bet you’ve fucked hundreds of guys, huh? Bet you can’t even remember half of them. Just another whore selling cunt for drugs.”

He came inside me, his cock twitching as it pumped seed deep into my womb. I felt it flood me, hot and thick, marking me from the inside.

Then anal, using spit for lube, making me scream into the pillow while he called me every degrading name he could think of. His cock forced my sphincter open, burning despite my desperate attempt to relax. He fucked my ass like he was angry at it, each thrust punching deeper, stretching me wider.

“Worthless cumdump. That’s all you are. That’s all you’ll ever be. A set of holes for men to use and throw away.”

He came three times in two hours. In my mouth. In my pussy. In my ass. No condoms for any of it. Three loads of cum deposited in my body, marking every hole.

“Good whore,” he said when he was done, tossing $300 on the bed. “Tell Marcus I’ll book again next week.”

I collected the money that I’d never see a cent of and took the subway back to the Bronx, his cum leaking from multiple holes, my body aching despite the Pain Block spell I’d managed to cast with my depleted mana.

I need to get out of here, I thought. I need to escape.

But how? Marcus had eyes everywhere. The other girls would report me if I tried to run. And even if I got away, where would I go? I had no money, no home, no one to help me.

The trap was complete.

Every door locked. Every window barred. Every escape route blocked.



Day 329: I overheard Marcus talking on the phone.

“Yeah, the blonde. She’s wearing down fast—won’t last much longer at this rate. Maybe a month before she’s too strung out to work. Then we dump her like the others.”

A month. That was how long he expected me to survive. Thirty more days of this hell, and then I’d be discarded like trash. Another broken body in a system that chewed up girls and spit them out.

I can’t let that happen, I thought. I won’t let that happen.

But thinking and doing were two different things. And every day I stayed, I got weaker, more dependent, more trapped.

The cocaine made it impossible to think clearly. Made it impossible to plan. Made it impossible to do anything except survive moment to moment.



Day 330: The court summons arrived.

It had been forwarded from my old apartment address, through some bureaucratic miracle. Officer Davis’s second “encounter” had apparently resulted in formal charges after all—or maybe it was accumulated offenses from my street work. Either way, I was being summoned to appear for arraignment on multiple counts of prostitution and drug possession.

The paper listed the charges: - Solicitation (×3) - Possession of controlled substance (×2) - Public intoxication - Failure to appear at previous hearing - Outstanding fines: $1,500

“Fuck,” I muttered, staring at the paper. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

Marcus saw the summons and laughed. “Court date? Better hope they don’t send you to Rikers. You’d never survive withdrawal in there.”

He was right. I knew he was right. Jail meant no cocaine, and no cocaine meant withdrawal, and withdrawal at this level of addiction could be genuinely dangerous. My system needed it now just to function. Without it, my body would collapse.

But what choice did I have?

The court date was in two weeks: Day 345.

Two weeks to figure out how to survive whatever was coming.

Two weeks of being Marcus’s property.

Two weeks of trading my body for survival while the walls closed in from every direction.



That night, I worked my usual shift—five clients, each one more degrading than the last.

Client 1: A man who wanted to piss on me after he came. He fucked my pussy brutally, came inside me, then pulled out and urinated on my chest and face while I knelt there taking it. The smell was acrid, the humiliation complete.

Client 2 & 3: A pair of guys who double-penetrated me simultaneously, one in my pussy and one in my ass. They coordinated their thrusts, both cocks driving deep at the same time, stretching me impossibly wide. I felt like I was being split in half, torn open, destroyed. They came together, flooding both holes with cum.

Client 4: A businessman who choked me until I nearly passed out while he fucked my throat. His hands wrapped around my neck, squeezing, cutting off my air. Black spots danced in my vision as his cock drove into my mouth, as his fingers tightened. Just before I lost consciousness, he released, let me gasp for air, then did it again.

Client 5: A young guy who wanted to cum on my face and tits. He jerked off while I played with my pussy, fingers working my clit mechanically. He came with a groan, thick spurts of cum hitting my face, my hair, my chest, marking me.

I came back to the house at 4 AM, covered in various bodily fluids, too exhausted to even shower before collapsing onto my thin mattress.

In the darkness, I did my final lines for the night—the cocaine Marcus doled out as “payment” for our work.

The euphoria was a ghost now, barely noticeable through my astronomical tolerance. My body needed the cocaine just to feel normal, just to keep the withdrawal at bay. The high was gone. Only the need remained.

But it was enough to push back the withdrawal, enough to let me sleep.

Tomorrow, I’d do it all again.

And the day after that.

And the day after that.

Until I couldn’t anymore.

Until my body gave out or my mind broke or Marcus decided I wasn’t worth keeping anymore.

The countdown had started. Day 345. Court. Rikers. Withdrawal. The end.



Power App Update (End of Day 330): ├─ Magic Level: 42 (magical core critically weakened) ├─ Mana: 1,100/8,000 (critically depleted) ├─ Sexual Partners: 247 (+53) ├─ Orgasms: 814 (+76) ├─ Bank: $0.00 ├─ Cocaine System: 88/100 (LIFE-THREATENING) ├─ Weight: 97 lbs (down from 118) ├─ Appearance: 3/10 (emaciated, aged) ├─ Housing: Marcus’s house (trapped) ├─ Legal Status: Court summons, Day 345 ├─ Fines owed: $1,500 (will increase) └─ Days Since Transformation: 330

The numbers told the story:

Two hundred and forty-seven men had been inside me since I became Emily. I’d lost count of how many loads of cum I’d swallowed, how many times I’d been filled, how many times I’d traded my body for survival.

Eighty-eight percent addicted to cocaine, whatever that meant in clinical terms. It meant I needed it to function. Needed it to breathe. Needed it more than food or water or hope.

Ninety-seven pounds—I’d lost over twenty pounds in less than three months. My body was eating itself, burning muscle and fat to keep the addiction fed.

Zero dollars to my name. Zero hope. Zero future.

The only number that mattered anymore was the countdown.

Fifteen days until court.

Fifteen days until everything got worse.

Because somehow, impossibly, things could still get worse.

They always could.

Every time I thought I’d hit bottom, the floor opened up and I discovered there was another level below. Another degradation. Another compromise. Another piece of myself I was willing to trade for thirty seconds of relief.

And I wasn’t at the bottom yet.

Not even close.


Chapter 10: Lost Connections

Day 331: I found a way to escape Marcus’s house.

It wasn’t clever or brave—it was pure desperation and luck. One of the other girls, Destiny, had been planning her own escape for months. She had a cousin in New Jersey who would take her in, a small stash of cash hidden where Marcus’s people wouldn’t find it (sewn into her mattress, cash she’d skimmed by lying about how much clients paid), and a plan to slip out during the chaos of a Saturday night when the handlers were distracted.

“You can come with me,” she whispered during one of our rare moments alone, after we’d both serviced our clients for the night and the house was quiet. “I don’t owe you nothing, but no one deserves to die in this place.”

“Why help me?” My voice was hoarse from too much throat-fucking, my body aching from the night’s work.

“Because I was you once. Pretty, strung out, trapped. Someone helped me survive long enough to get here. Paying it forward.” Her eyes were hard, but there was a flicker of something human beneath the shell. “You coming or not?”

On Day 333, we made our move. Saturday night, 2 AM, handlers busy dealing with a fight between two of the other girls—a staged distraction that Destiny had arranged. We slipped out the back, ran six blocks to where Destiny’s cousin was waiting in a beat-up Honda, and disappeared into the night.

My heart pounded the entire time, expecting Marcus’s guys to appear, to drag us back, to make an example of us. But the streets stayed empty. The car doors closed. The engine started.

We’d made it.

I never saw Destiny again after she dropped me at a women’s shelter in Brooklyn. She went to New Jersey; I went… nowhere. I had nowhere to go. No money, no plan, no hope beyond the immediate escape.

“Good luck,” she said through the car window, her expression unreadable. “Stay away from Marcus’s territory. He’ll have people looking for you. And don’t go back to the Meatpacking District. Word travels.”

Then she was gone, and I was alone again.

More alone than I’d ever been.



The shelter gave me three days. A bed, two meals a day, access to a shower. It sounded like luxury after Marcus’s house, but there was a catch: no drugs allowed on premises. Zero tolerance policy.

Which meant I spent most of those three days in withdrawal hell.

The symptoms were worse than anything I’d experienced before. Without the constant drip of cocaine that Marcus had provided—just enough to keep us functional, never enough to get truly high—my body crashed hard.

Day 334: Sweating, shaking, nausea. I couldn’t keep food down. The smell of the shelter’s institutional meals made my stomach heave. Couldn’t sleep. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw shadows moving, heard whispers that weren’t there. The craving was a living thing clawing at my insides, screaming for relief that wouldn’t come.

Day 335: Depression so black I couldn’t see a way out. I lay in my shelter cot and thought about dying. About how easy it would be. About how no one would miss me. Vicky had abandoned me. Katie had disappeared. Vanessa hadn’t answered my calls. Even Marcus only wanted me for the money my body could generate.

I was worth nothing except the holes between my legs.

Day 336: Some of the physical symptoms started to ease, but the psychological ones got worse. Anxiety attacks that left me gasping on the floor, my heart racing so fast I thought it would explode. Paranoia that Marcus’s people had found me, that they were waiting outside, that they’d take me back and punish me for running. Hallucinations at the edges of my vision—shadows that moved wrong, whispers that no one else could hear, Michael’s face staring at me from mirrors with accusing eyes.

Look what you’ve done to us. Look what you’ve become.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered to ghosts that weren’t there. “I’m so sorry.”

On Day 337, my three days were up. The shelter wished me well and showed me the door.

Back to the streets. Back to nothing.



I tried to contact everyone I’d ever known.

First, I found a payphone—one of the few that still existed in the city, a relic from another era—and called Vicky’s number. My hands shook as I fed quarters into the slot. It rang four times, then went to voicemail. Her voice, cheerful and alive, speaking words recorded back when she still answered my calls:

“Hey, it’s Vicky! Leave a message and I’ll call you back!”

“Vicky, it’s Emily. I know I… I know I fucked up. Everything is wrong. I’m in trouble and I don’t know what to do. I escaped from a pimp, I’m in withdrawal, I have a court date in eight days, and I don’t know what to do.” My voice cracked, tears streaming down my face. “Please call me back at—” I looked at the payphone’s number and recited it through sobs. “Please. I need help. I need you. I’m sorry for everything. Please.”

She never called.

Hours passed. The phone sat silent. I stood there staring at it, willing it to ring, praying for the sound of her voice. But nothing. She’d given up on me. I couldn’t blame her. I’d given up on me too.

Next, I tried Katie. Her number had changed—disconnected, no forwarding. The automated voice told me the number was no longer in service. She’d probably blocked me entirely, gotten a new phone just to escape my increasingly desperate messages from before.

I thought about calling Zola, but what would I say? “Hi Mistress, remember when I was your pet? Can you help me now that I’m a homeless junkie?” She’d laugh and hang up. She’d collected me like a toy and discarded me when I stopped being entertaining.

Finally, I tried Vanessa’s number again.

It rang. And rang. And—

“Hello?”

My heart stopped. Her voice. Vanessa’s voice. She’d actually answered.

“Vanessa, it’s Emily. Please don’t hang up.”

Silence on the line. Long enough that I thought she had hung up, that I’d imagined her answering. Then: “Emily. Where are you? I’ve been trying to track you for weeks. Your mana signature is almost undetectable.”

“I’m… I’m in Brooklyn. I’m in trouble. I escaped from a pimp, I’m coming off cocaine, I have a court date in eight days, and I don’t know what to do.” The words tumbled out in a rush, all the desperation I’d been holding back flooding through the phone line. “Please help me. Please. I don’t have anyone else. I’m at a payphone on Atlantic Avenue near a women’s shelter. Please come get me.”

“Stay where you are. I’m coming to get you. Don’t move. I’ll find you.”

“Thank you. Thank you so much. I’ll wait right here. I won’t move. I promise.”

“I’ll be there in an hour. Stay safe.”

The line went dead.



But she never came.

I waited at that payphone for three hours, shivering in my thin clothes, watching for Vanessa’s car or any sign of magical arrival. Every car that passed made my heart jump. Every person who walked by made me think it was her.

Nothing.

At some point, I realized what must have happened: she’d tried to track my mana signature and failed because I was too depleted. My magical energy was at an all-time low, barely a flicker. Or she’d gotten lost in Brooklyn’s maze of streets. Or something had come up—some magical emergency more important than saving a junkie prostitute.

Or she’d decided I wasn’t worth saving.

I couldn’t blame her if that was the case. I’d ignored her calls for months, pushed away everyone who tried to help, made choices that led inevitably to this moment. Why would anyone save me? I wouldn’t save me. I was a used-up whore with nothing to offer except holes that had been fucked too many times to count.

The payphone rang. I grabbed it, hope surging—

“Is this Emily?” A man’s voice. Not Vanessa. Deep, familiar, threatening.

“Yes?”

“This is Officer Davis. I hear you’ve been making trouble for some friends of mine.”

My blood went cold. Ice flooded my veins.

“Marcus is very upset that his property walked out,” Davis continued, his voice silky and dangerous. “He asked me to help find you. But see, I think we can work something out. You come meet me, we have a little… conversation… and I convince Marcus to let you go. Sound fair?”

“How did you get this number?”

“I’m a cop, sweetheart. I can get anything. I have resources you can’t imagine.” His voice was smooth, practiced, the voice of a predator that had done this before. “Atlantic Avenue, right? Payphone near the shelter? Yeah, I’m about ten minutes away. Stay there.”

I hung up and ran.

Ran like my life depended on it, because it did. Ran until my lungs burned and my legs gave out, until I was lost in a maze of Brooklyn streets with no idea where I was going.



Days 338-340: I lived on the streets.

I couldn’t go back to the shelter—Davis or Marcus’s people might be watching. I couldn’t go to any of the territories I’d worked before—too many people who knew me, too many dangers. Too many eyes looking for the girl who’d run from Marcus.

I had to become invisible.

I slept in doorways, in parks, under bridges. Anywhere I could find that offered minimal shelter from the October cold. I begged for change during the day—not much, usually less than $20—and used every cent for cocaine. The withdrawal was too much to bear without it. I’d tried going clean in the shelter and failed. I needed it just to function, just to survive.

My dealer had relocated to Tompkins Square Park in the East Village, and he was still willing to trade sex for product when I ran out of cash.

“Back again?” he said when I approached on Day 339, looking worse than before. “You look like death.”

“I need—”

“I know what you need.” He looked me over with calculating eyes. “Fifty bucks or you suck my cock. Your choice.”

I didn’t have fifty bucks. I had $12.

I dropped to my knees behind a tree and took his cock in my mouth. It tasted like sweat and piss and chemicals. I sucked him until he came, swallowed his load, and collected my two doses of powder.

The street claimed more of me every day. My clothes became rags, torn and stained with fluids I didn’t want to identify. My hair was a tangled mess, the expensive platinum extensions now looking like cheap costume pieces covered in dirt and grease. My skin was grey, my eyes sunken so deep they looked like holes in a skull, my body a skeleton barely held together by addiction and my succubus nature’s stubborn refusal to let me die.

I caught my reflection in a store window on Day 339 and didn’t recognize myself.

The woman staring back looked at least thirty-five years old—aged beyond her twenty-one years by drugs and degradation. Hollow cheeks with visible bone structure. Dark circles so deep they looked like bruises. Visible bones everywhere—ribs, collarbones, hip bones jutting through my thin clothing. She looked like she was dying.

Because she is, I thought. Because I am.

I turned away and kept walking, unable to bear the sight of what I’d become.



Day 340: I tried one last connection.

Dr. Nina Patel’s clinic was in Greenwich Village—I remembered the address from my visits back when I was still functional, back when I could afford her services. I didn’t know if she’d see me, didn’t know if she could help, but she was the only person left who might understand.

She was a succubus like me. She knew what this body needed. Maybe she could help.

I stumbled through the clinic doors looking like death warmed over—if death had been fucked repeatedly and left to rot. The receptionist took one look at me and reached for the phone—probably to call security.

“I need to see Dr. Patel,” I said quickly, my voice raspy and broken. “Tell her it’s Emily Lewis. She knows me. Please. I’m… I’m like her.”

The receptionist frowned but made the call. A few tense minutes later, Dr. Patel emerged from the back, her dark eyes widening when she saw me.

“Emily? My god, what happened to you?”

“Everything,” I said, and then I was crying, tears cutting tracks through the grime on my face, my body shaking with sobs. “Everything happened to me.”



She took me to an exam room and listened while I talked. The whole story poured out: the cocaine, the spiral, Marcus, the streets, the court date in five days. I told her about my depleted mana, my failing magic, my inability to heal myself or protect myself or do anything except survive moment to moment.

When I finished, she was quiet for a long time.

“You’re a succubus,” she finally said, her voice clinical but not unkind. “Like me. We’re hard to kill—our nature keeps us going when normal humans would have died. But even we have limits.” She examined my body clinically, checking my vitals, pressing fingers against my pulse points, assessing the damage. “Your weight is dangerously low. You have multiple untreated infections—I can sense them even without examination. Your mana pool is almost empty, which means your magical healing isn’t functioning properly. You’re at serious risk of organ failure.”

“Can you help me?”

“I can stabilize you,” she said. “Give you some energy, treat the worst of the infections. But I can’t cure your addiction—that’s not magical, that’s psychological. Your brain has been rewired. And I can’t protect you from the courts or Marcus or anyone else who wants to hurt you.”

“Anything. Anything helps.” I was begging, and I didn’t care. Pride was a luxury I’d lost months ago.

She nodded and began her treatment. First, the strapon—the same one she’d used during our previous “sessions,” which felt like a lifetime ago. She fucked me gently, professionally, while I lay there and let my succubus nature feed on the sexual energy. Her hands were gentle, her movements practiced, but there was no pleasure in it. It wasn’t pleasurable—my body was too broken for pleasure, too numb from abuse—but it was nourishing. I felt mana trickling back into my depleted pool, filling the empty spaces drop by drop.

Her strapon was thick and long, stretching my pussy in ways that would have hurt if I wasn’t so desperate for the energy. She moved with clinical precision, each thrust designed to generate maximum arousal without causing damage. My body responded mechanically, wetness coating her silicone cock, arousal building despite my mental exhaustion.

Then she went down on me, her skilled tongue working my clit until I came weakly—a shadow of the orgasms I used to have, barely a flicker of pleasure, but still generating precious mana. Her tongue was warm and soft, finding nerve endings I’d forgotten existed, coaxing my broken body toward climax. When I came, it was a weak shudder, nothing like the explosive releases of before, but the mana surge registered in my depleted core.

“Your pool is at maybe fifteen percent now,” she said when we finished, wiping her mouth with a clinical efficiency. “Enough to cast basic spells. Cure Disease would be a good start.”

I focused my will and cast the spell: 1000 mana, draining half of what I’d just gained. I felt something shift inside me—infections dying, damage beginning to heal. Gonorrhea, chlamydia, whatever else I’d picked up from months of unprotected sex, all purged by magical fire.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

“Don’t thank me yet.” Dr. Patel helped me sit up, her expression sympathetic but realistic. “You have a court date in five days. You have no money, no home, no support system. You’re still addicted to cocaine—I can see it in your eyes, the way you’re already thinking about your next hit. And you look like a corpse. Your appearance alone will prejudice any judge against you.” She met my eyes. “Emily, I don’t know how you’re going to survive this.”

Neither did I.

But at least I had a little mana now. At least the infections were gone. At least I had five more days to figure something out.



Power App Update (End of Day 340): ├─ Magic Level: 40 (near rock bottom - power barely functional) ├─ Mana: 750/8,000 (critical) ├─ Sexual Partners: 262 (+15) ├─ Orgasms: 831 (+17) ├─ Bank: $0.00 ├─ Cocaine System: 86/100 (still addicted, in partial withdrawal) ├─ Weight: 95 lbs ├─ Appearance: 2/10 ├─ Housing: HOMELESS ├─ Legal Status: Court date Day 345 ├─ Contact with Vanessa: Failed ├─ Contact with Vicky: Failed ├─ Contact with Katie: Failed ├─ Contact with Dr. Patel: Temporary stabilization only └─ Days Since Transformation: 340

Everyone I’d ever cared about was gone.

Everyone who’d ever cared about me had given up.

I was alone on the streets of New York with five days until the courts decided my fate.

And the cocaine was calling again, whispering that just one more hit would make everything bearable. Just one more hit to take the edge off. Just one more hit to quiet the screaming in my skull.

I had $3.47 in my pocket—change I’d begged that morning.

It wasn’t enough for a dose.

It wasn’t enough for anything.

But maybe if I found the right john, maybe if I offered the right services, maybe if I degraded myself just a little bit more…

I walked into the night, looking for somewhere to sleep that wasn’t too cold, too dangerous, too exposed.

Five days.

I just had to survive five more days.

And then whatever came next—court, jail, withdrawal, death—would come whether I was ready or not.


Chapter 11: The Third Arrest

Day 345. The streets had become my entire world.

I’d been working desperately for the past week, trying to scrape together enough money for cocaine and whatever fine the court would eventually impose. My last court date had been postponed—some bureaucratic delay—giving me seven more days to find $1,500 I didn’t have. Seven days of survival.

Tonight was no different. I stood on my usual corner in the Meatpacking District, shivering in a torn miniskirt and a top so stained I’d stopped trying to clean it. My platinum blonde extensions were matted and tangled, my makeup long since sweated off. I looked like exactly what I was: a desperate junkie whore working the bottom of the barrel.

The cold bit through my thin clothes as I watched cars cruise past. Most didn’t even slow down anymore. Word had spread that I was damaged goods—too skinny, too strung out, too far gone for even the roughest johns to want.

But I couldn’t stop. Couldn’t rest. The craving gnawed at my bones, a constant screaming need that drowned out everything else. I’d scored a small bump earlier from a john who paid in powder instead of cash, but it was wearing off fast. The crash was coming, and with it the sweating, the shaking, the bone-deep agony of withdrawal.

A car slowed. Dark sedan, tinted windows. Not a marked police car, but something about it made my survival instincts twitch.

I should have run.

Instead, I walked toward it, my worn-down heels clicking on the pavement. Because running required energy I didn’t have, and because maybe—just maybe—this was a client who would give me enough for one more fix.

The window rolled down. A man’s face appeared, hard and familiar.

My blood went cold.

“Well, well,” Officer Davis said, his smile predatory in the streetlight. “Look who’s still out here. Didn’t learn your lesson the first two times, huh?”

“Please,” I heard myself say. “I’m just trying to—”

“Get in the car, Emily.”

It wasn’t a request. His tone made that clear. And somewhere behind me, I heard another car door open—his partner, cutting off my escape route.

I got in the car.



They didn’t take me to the main precinct. Instead, Davis drove to a smaller station house in a quieter neighborhood—the kind of place where screams might go unnoticed, where paperwork could get “misplaced.”

His partner—a younger cop he introduced as Officer Mike—walked behind me as they led me inside. Mike was built like a linebacker, with cruel eyes and a bulge in his uniform pants that told me exactly what kind of night this was going to be.

“Processing room,” Davis said to the desk sergeant, who barely glanced up. “Got a repeat offender. Needs… thorough documentation.”

The sergeant waved us through without a word. Whatever happened in that back room, he didn’t want to know about it.

The processing room was small and windowless, with a metal table bolted to the floor and fluorescent lights that buzzed overhead. Davis closed the door behind us. The click of the lock was the loudest sound I’d ever heard.

“So here’s the situation,” Davis said, circling me like a shark. “Third arrest in three months. Prostitution, possession, public intoxication. You’re looking at serious time, Emily. Rikers. Maybe six months, maybe a year. You know what happens to pretty little junkies in Rikers?”

I knew. Everyone knew.

“Please,” I whispered. “I can’t—”

“But,” he continued, holding up a finger, “there might be another way. Mike and I, we’re reasonable men. We understand that sometimes the system is… harsh. And we have some discretion in how we handle cases like yours.”

Mike stepped closer, his hand dropping to his belt buckle. “We can make this easy for you. Process you through the night court, get you a court date instead of immediate lockup. Hell, we might even lose some of this paperwork.” He gestured at the folder Davis was holding. “Make some of these charges disappear.”

“What do you want?” I asked, even though I already knew.

Davis’s smile widened. “Same thing we wanted last time. Same thing every man wants from a whore like you.” He unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock—seven inches, already half-hard. “You’re going to service both of us. Right here, right now. And then we’ll see about making your night a little easier.”

I stared at him, at Mike who was now stroking his own cock through his pants, at the locked door behind them. I thought about Rikers. About withdrawal in a cell. About what would happen to me if I refused.

This was coercion. This was abuse of power. This was everything wrong with the system that had chewed me up and spit me out.

But it was also a choice. My choice. I could refuse and face the consequences—immediate lockup, no mercy, thrown to the wolves. Or I could comply, use my body one more time to survive, and maybe—just maybe—buy myself another day of freedom.

I’d made this calculation before. I’d make it again.

“Okay,” I said, my voice hollow. “I’ll do it.”



They positioned me between them like a piece of meat.

Davis sat on the edge of the metal table, his uniform pants bunched around his ankles, his seven-inch cock jutting up from a nest of dark pubic hair. The head was swollen and purple, already leaking precum that glistened under the fluorescent lights. Mike moved behind me, his belt buckle clinking as he worked his pants open.

“Strip,” Davis ordered. “Let’s see what we’re working with.”

My fingers trembled as I pulled off my stained top, revealing my 35D breasts—the implants still holding their shape even as the rest of me wasted away. My nipples hardened in the cold air, pebbling tight against my will. My skirt followed, pooling at my feet along with my torn panties. I stood naked between two cops in a locked room, goosebumps rising across my skin, my body on display, my dignity long since sold for powder and survival.

“Fuck, she’s skinny,” Mike muttered, running a rough hand down my spine. His calloused palm scraped over my vertebrae, each one visible now through my stretched skin. “Can see her ribs. Look at this—” He grabbed my hip bone, fingers digging into the hollow where fat used to cushion. “Practically a skeleton.”

“Still got a nice ass though,” Davis said, his eyes fixed on my chest. “And those tits are still holding up. Fake tits don’t sag even when the rest goes to shit.” He reached out and grabbed my left breast, squeezing hard enough to make me wince. His thumb found my nipple and twisted. “Get on your knees, whore. Show me what that mouth can do.”

I knelt on the cold concrete floor, the chill biting into my kneecaps as I positioned myself between Davis’s spread legs. His cock bobbed inches from my face, thick and veined, the musky smell of his unwashed crotch filling my nostrils. A bead of precum dripped from his slit, stretching in a thin strand before breaking.

Behind me, I heard Mike’s zipper, then the heavy slap of his cock against his palm as he stroked himself. “Ass up,” he ordered, kicking my knees wider apart. “Spread those legs. Let me see that junkie pussy.”

I arched my back, raising my ass, feeling the cool air hit my exposed cunt. I knew what I looked like from behind—my pussy lips swollen and reddened from weeks of rough street trade, my asshole probably visible too, gaping slightly from all the anal I’d taken for extra cash.

“Here’s how this works,” Davis said, grabbing a fistful of my matted hair and yanking my head back so I had to look up at him. “You suck my cock while Mike fucks you from behind. We both finish, you swallow and take it like a good little junkie slut, and then we talk about your future. Understand?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, sir.”

He smiled and shoved my face down onto his cock.

The head pushed past my lips, salty and bitter with old sweat and precum. I opened my jaw wide as he forced deeper, his shaft sliding across my tongue, filling my mouth until the head bumped the back of my throat. I gagged, my throat spasming around his cockhead, and he groaned.

“Fuck yeah. That’s it. Choke on it, bitch.”

He didn’t give me time to adjust. Both hands clamped onto my skull and he started fucking my face, driving his cock into my throat with short, brutal thrusts. My lips stretched around his girth, spit bubbling up around his shaft, drool spilling down my chin.

Behind me, Mike grabbed my hips with both hands, his fingers bruising my jutting hip bones. I felt the hot, blunt pressure of his cockhead against my pussy—eight inches at least, thick as a beer can. No lube, no preparation—just a rough shove as he forced his way inside me.

“Unngh—” I tried to cry out around Davis’s cock as Mike split me open. My pussy burned, the dry friction scraping my walls despite my body’s desperate attempt to lubricate. He was too big, too fast, and I was too depleted to get properly wet.

“Tight little cunt,” Mike grunted, burying himself to the hilt in one savage thrust. His balls slapped against my clit—a perverse jolt of unwanted sensation. “Guess she hasn’t been fucked in a couple hours. Don’t worry, slut. We’ll loosen you up.”

He pulled back until just his cockhead remained inside, then slammed home again. The impact drove me forward onto Davis’s cock, shoving it deeper down my throat. I couldn’t breathe—Davis blocking my airway from the front, Mike’s brutal thrusts rocking my entire body.

They found a rhythm. Mike would pull back, and I’d gasp a breath around Davis’s shaft. Then Mike would slam forward, driving me onto Davis’s cock until my nose buried in his pubic hair and his balls pressed against my chin. Over and over. Used from both ends like a piece of fuck-meat caught in a vice.

“That’s it,” Davis groaned, holding my head down as my throat convulsed around him. “Knew you’d be good at this. All you junkie whores are. Spent so much time on your knees you forgot how to do anything else.”

Spit and precum coated my chin, strings of it hanging down and dripping onto the concrete. Tears leaked from my eyes—from the gagging, from the choking, from the cock repeatedly punching my cervix from behind. My mascara ran in black streaks down my hollow cheeks.

Mike set a brutal pace, his hips slapping against my ass with wet, meaty sounds. Each thrust made my tits swing beneath me, the heavy implants swaying back and forth. “Look at these udders,” he said, reaching around to grab both breasts, squeezing them hard, using them as handles to pull me back onto his cock. “Fake as fuck but still nice to hold onto while you fuck a bitch.”

They talked about me like I wasn’t there. Like I was just a series of holes to be used and discarded. And maybe that’s all I was anymore. Maybe that’s all I’d ever been, since the moment Vanessa transformed me.

Davis pulled his cock out of my throat just long enough for me to gasp—one ragged breath—before shoving back in. “Fucking take it. Take it all, you worthless slut.” He fucked my face harder, his balls slapping my spit-soaked chin, his cock stretching my throat until it bulged visibly against my neck. “This is what you’re good for. This is all you’re good for.”

My pussy was getting wetter now despite everything—my traitorous succubus body responding to the stimulation, lubricating whether I wanted it to or not. Mike noticed immediately. “She’s getting into it,” he laughed, driving deeper. “Feel that? Junkie cunt is starting to drip. Probably gets off on being treated like trash.”

I hated that he was right. Hated that each brutal thrust was starting to send little sparks of unwanted pleasure through my core. Hated that my nipples were hard and aching where they scraped against Mike’s palms.

Tears streamed down my face—from the gagging, from the degradation, from the crushing weight of what my life had become. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t stop. Survival meant compliance, and compliance meant letting them use me however they wanted.

Mike’s thrusts grew erratic, his rhythm falling apart as he got close. “Gonna cum,” he growled, his fingers digging into my hips hard enough to leave bruises. “Gonna fill this junkie pussy up. Pump you full of cop cum.”

“Do it,” Davis said, holding my head down so I couldn’t breathe, my lips sealed around the base of his cock. “Breed the bitch. Not like anyone would want her kids anyway.”

Mike slammed deep one final time—balls deep, his pelvis grinding against my ass—and held. I felt his cock pulse inside me, thick and hot, then the wet heat of his cum flooding my pussy in long spurts. One, two, three, four jets of semen painting my insides, filling me until it squelched around his shaft and began leaking out around the seal of my stretched lips.

“Fuck yeah,” he groaned, grinding into me, milking every drop. “Take it all. Every fucking drop.”

He held there for a long moment, his cock twitching with aftershocks, before finally pulling out with a wet pop. His cum immediately started dripping from my gaping pussy, thick white streams running down my inner thighs, splattering onto the concrete between my knees.

Davis wasn’t far behind. He grabbed my head with both hands, fingers twisted in my hair, and fucked my throat with desperate abandon. His balls tightened against my chin. His cock swelled even thicker, stretching my throat to its limit.

“Swallow it all,” he commanded, his voice strained. “Every fucking drop. Don’t you dare waste any.”

His cock erupted, pulsing against my tongue as thick ropes of cum shot directly down my throat. I swallowed reflexively, my throat working around his spurting head, taking load after load straight to my stomach. The taste flooded my mouth anyway—salt and bleach and bitter musk—as some of it backed up around his shaft.

He pulled out while still cumming, painting the inside of my mouth with the last spurts, then wiped his dripping cockhead across my lips and cheeks, smearing cum across my face like war paint. “Good girl. You take cock like a pro.”

I collapsed forward, gasping for air, coughing up spit and cum that dripped from my lips to the floor. My throat burned raw. My jaw ached from being forced open so wide for so long. Mike’s cum continued leaking from my pussy, forming a puddle beneath me, mixing with the spit and tears already there.

But I’d survived. I’d made my choice and survived.

“Not bad,” Davis said, tucking himself back into his pants. “For a strung-out piece of trash, you still know how to fuck.”

Mike zipped up behind me, giving my ass a dismissive slap. “So what now? We cutting her loose?”

I looked up at Davis, hope flickering weakly in my chest. Maybe this was it. Maybe they’d let me go, lose the paperwork like they’d promised, give me one more chance—

Davis’s smile turned cruel.

“Nah,” he said. “We’re processing her. Third offense, multiple charges. Can’t let a repeat offender just walk, can we? What would that say about law enforcement?”

The hope died. Of course. Of course they’d lied. Of course this was just another way to use me before throwing me away.

“But—” I started.

“But nothing.” Davis grabbed my arm and hauled me to my feet. “You got your fun, we got ours. Now it’s time for the system to do its job. Mike, get her dressed and processed. I want her in front of a judge by morning.”



They let me clean up—barely—in a small bathroom before processing. I wiped their cum from my face and between my legs with rough paper towels, staring at my reflection in the cracked mirror. Hollow eyes. Sunken cheeks. A skeleton wrapped in skin that had once been beautiful.

This is who you are now, I thought. A receptacle for men’s cum and cruelty. A thing to be used and discarded.

Michael’s voice was silent. Had been silent for weeks now. Whatever remained of the man I’d once been had finally given up, retreated into some dark corner of my mind where he didn’t have to witness what I’d become.

There was only Emily now. Broken, addicted, used Emily. And she had a court date to survive.



Processing took the rest of the night. Fingerprints, photos, paperwork. They added new charges to my file—disturbing the peace, public intoxication, resisting arrest (a lie, but who would believe me over two cops?). By the time they finished, my fines had ballooned to $3,300.

Three thousand, three hundred dollars. I had less than a hundred to my name.

“Court date’s in seven days,” the booking officer said, handing me a slip of paper. “Day 352. Don’t miss it, or we’ll issue a warrant and you’ll be looking at real time.”

Seven days. Seven days to find $3,300.

I walked out of the station at 4 AM with cum still crusted in my hair, Davis’s taste still in my mouth, and absolutely no hope of making that money through any means I could survive.

The golden period was over.

The fall had begun.



Day 352 dawned grey and cold.

I’d spent the seven days between my arrest and my court date working the streets with manic desperation, trying to earn enough money for cocaine and maybe—just maybe—enough to pay the fine. It was a fantasy, but it was the only hope I had. I’d averaged $150 per night, half of which went straight to my dealer. The other half barely covered food and the occasional hour in a cheap motel to warm up, to wash the street grime off my body.

By the morning of my court date, I had $87 to my name.

Eighty-seven dollars wouldn’t pay a lawyer. Wouldn’t pay the fines I owed. Wouldn’t do anything except buy me maybe one more day of cocaine if I was lucky.

I tried to make myself presentable. Found a public restroom in a McDonald’s, washed my face in the sink, combed my tangled hair with my fingers. Dirty water ran black from my platinum extensions. My clothes were stained and wrinkled, but they were the only clothes I had. The skirt was torn at the hem, the top had cum stains I couldn’t wash out, and my heels were so worn down they barely qualified as shoes anymore.

I couldn’t cast Cosmetica—my mana was too low, and I needed to save what little I had for emergencies. For survival. My appearance would have to be natural, which meant I looked like exactly what I was: a homeless junkie prostitute.

The courthouse was downtown, a massive stone building that loomed like a monument to human suffering. I joined the line of other defendants—mostly Black and brown faces, mostly poor, mostly looking as desperate as I felt. We were the disposable people, the ones the system chewed up and spit out.

The proceedings were a blur. My name was called. I stood before a judge who barely looked at me while a public defender I’d never met recited my charges:

“Multiple counts of prostitution. Drug possession. Public intoxication. Disturbing the peace. Resisting arrest. Failure to pay existing fines totaling $3,300.”

The judge finally glanced up. His eyes swept over my skeletal frame, my hollow face, my ratty clothes. Whatever he saw made him frown—disgust, maybe pity, probably both.

“Ms. Lewis, you were given opportunities to address these charges and failed to do so. Your fines have compounded. Your behavior has continued unchecked. I’m inclined to impose a sentence that reflects the seriousness of your repeated offenses.”

“Your Honor,” my public defender said, clearly reading from a script he’d used a thousand times before, “my client has struggled with addiction and homelessness. She’s a victim of circumstances beyond her control—”

“She’s a victim of her own choices,” the judge interrupted, his voice sharp. “The court has limited patience for repeat offenders who show no effort to reform. This is your third offense, Ms. Lewis. Three arrests in as many months. The pattern is clear.” He looked at me directly, his gaze heavy with judgment. “Ms. Lewis, can you pay the outstanding fines of $3,300?”

“No, Your Honor.”

“Do you have the means to acquire that sum in a reasonable timeframe?”

“No, Your Honor.”

He made a note in my file, his pen scratching across paper like a death sentence being signed. “Then I have no choice but to impose a custodial sentence. Forty-eight hours at Rikers Island, effective immediately. This will be considered payment of your existing fines. Any future offenses will result in significantly longer sentences. Am I clear?”

“Yes, Your Honor.”

“Bailiff, take her into custody.”

Two words. My fate sealed.



The holding cell in the courthouse basement was cold and crowded. A dozen women waited there—some for processing, some for transport, all of us wearing the same expression of defeated resignation. This was the waiting room to hell, and we all knew it.

I sat on a metal bench and tried not to panic. Rikers Island. The most notorious jail in New York City. Home to violence, gangs, and—most terrifying for me—no drugs.

I’d been in partial withdrawal for days, managing the worst symptoms with small doses of cocaine whenever I could afford them or trade for them. But in Rikers, there would be nothing. No dealer. No supply. No escape from the full weight of withdrawal crushing me while I tried to survive whatever else the jail would throw at me.

I’m going to die in there, I thought. This is how it ends. Not on the streets, not from overdose, but locked in a cage while my body tears itself apart.

But then a voice in my head—maybe the last trace of Michael, maybe just survival instinct—whispered: You’ve survived everything else. You’ll survive this too.

I wasn’t sure I believed it. But I held onto it anyway. Because what else did I have?



Around 3 PM, they loaded us onto a bus for transport to Rikers. The bus was a cage on wheels, hard seats and barred windows, the smell of fear and unwashed bodies filling the air thick enough to choke on.

I sat near the back, trying to make myself invisible, trying to disappear into the shadows. Most of the other women ignored me—lost in their own troubles—but a few cast appraising glances my way. I knew what they were thinking: Fresh meat. Pretty, even if she’s skinny. Easy target.

The bridge to Rikers Island was long and grey, crossing water that looked cold enough to kill. Beyond it, the jail complex rose like a prison city—multiple buildings, guard towers, chain-link fences topped with razor wire that gleamed in the afternoon light. It looked like something from a nightmare, industrial and inhuman.

This is hell, I thought. I’ve literally descended into hell.



Processing took hours. Strip search—humiliating but nothing I hadn’t experienced before. Cavity search—female guard’s fingers probing my pussy and ass, looking for contraband, rough and impersonal. The cocaine I’d managed to score that morning had been in my pocket, not inside me, and they’d confiscated it immediately along with everything else I owned.

They took my clothes and gave me a shapeless grey uniform that smelled like industrial detergent and despair. Took my jewelry—what little I had left, a cheap bracelet and earrings. Took my fingerprints, my photo, my dignity.

By the time they assigned me a cell, it was past 10 PM. My hands were already starting to shake, withdrawal creeping in at the edges.

“Cell block C,” the guard said, pointing down a long corridor. “You’re in 47. Don’t cause trouble, you won’t have trouble.”

Cell 47 was a small concrete box—maybe eight feet by ten feet—with a metal bunk, a toilet, and a thin mattress that smelled like a hundred previous inmates. No window. No privacy. Just walls closing in and the sound of other prisoners screaming, crying, fighting in nearby cells.

I climbed onto the bunk and curled into a ball, waiting for the withdrawal to get worse.

It didn’t take long.



The first hours were manageable. Sweating. Shaking. The familiar crawling sensation under my skin like insects burrowing through muscle. I’d been through this before, briefly, when I’d run out of money between fixes. I knew what was coming.

But knowing didn’t make it easier.

By midnight, the real symptoms started. Nausea that sent me crawling to the toilet, retching up bile since I had nothing else in my stomach. Muscle cramps that twisted my limbs into painful knots, my back arching, my legs seizing. Cold sweats that soaked through my uniform while I simultaneously shivered from what felt like ice in my veins.

The depression was the worst part. A black tide rising in my mind, filling every corner with hopelessness. What was the point of surviving this? What was waiting for me on the other side? More streets, more johns, more cocaine, more spiral until the final crash?

Let me die, I thought, pressing my face against the cold concrete floor. Please, just let me die. I can’t do this anymore. I can’t keep fighting.

But my succubus nature wouldn’t let me. My body clung to life with desperate tenacity, regenerating damage even as the withdrawal tried to tear me apart. Some distant part of me was still generating mana—my Power App showed 400 out of 8,000, the tiny amount my broken body could produce from existing passively.

Not enough to cast anything useful. Not enough to help myself.

Just enough to keep me alive when death would have been a mercy.



Day 353, 6 AM: The cell door clanged open.

I looked up from my fetal position on the bunk, barely conscious, expecting a guard or food delivery.

Instead, I saw a woman. Big—probably 5’10” and 180 pounds, all of it muscle and hard living. Hard face with scars across one cheek. Prison tattoos visible on her arms and neck, crude ink that told stories of violence. Eyes that assessed me like I was something she might eat or fuck or break, depending on her mood.

“Fresh meat,” she said, stepping into my cell. “They said I was getting a cellmate. Didn’t say she’d be this pretty. Even skinny like you are.”

The door clanged shut behind her with a sound like a tomb sealing.

No, I thought, panic cutting through the withdrawal fog. No, no, no—

“Name’s Oksana,” she said, moving closer. Her voice had an accent—Eastern European, maybe Russian. “I run this block. You want to survive your stay here, you’re going to need protection.” She smiled, and there was nothing friendly in it. All teeth and threat. “Lucky for you, I’m willing to provide it.”

“What… what do you want?” My voice was hoarse, broken, barely audible.

She sat on the edge of my bunk, close enough that I could smell her—sweat and something chemical, probably whatever drugs circulated in prison. Her weight made the mattress dip, rolling me toward her.

“Same thing everyone wants, sweetheart.” Her hand found my thigh, squeezing through the thin uniform, her calloused fingers rough against my skin. She slid higher, her palm pressing against the juncture of my legs, cupping my pussy through the fabric. “You’re gonna be my bitch while you’re here. Do what I say, serve me how I want, and no one else touches you. Refuse?” She shrugged, her smile widening as her fingers pressed harder against my cunt. “Then I tell the block you’re fair game. See how long you last when every woman in here knows you’re available.”

The choice was no choice at all. In my current state—weak, sick, magically depleted—I couldn’t fight her. Couldn’t fight anyone. My only option was survival.

I could choose to comply with her demands, or I could choose to be victimized by everyone. Those were my only options. And I chose the path that gave me the best chance of surviving these forty-eight hours.

Just like always, I thought bitterly. Just like every decision since this nightmare started. Choose the lesser evil and call it agency.

“Okay,” I whispered. “I’ll do what you want.”

Oksana’s smile widened, predatory and satisfied. “Good girl. Smart girl. Let’s start with something simple so we understand each other.” She stood up and grabbed the waistband of her uniform pants, shoving them down her thick thighs. No underwear beneath—just a thatch of dark, wiry pubic hair covering her sex. “On your knees. Show me what that pretty mouth can do.”

I slid off the bunk onto the cold concrete floor, my knees hitting the hard surface with a jolt of pain. Oksana stepped out of her pants and spread her stance, planting her feet wide, her thick thighs framing my face.

“You ever eat pussy before?” she asked, grabbing a fistful of my hair and pulling my face toward her crotch.

“Yes,” I managed. “Lots of times.”

“Good. Then you know what I want.” She yanked harder, forcing my face into her bush. “Make me cum, and we’ll get along fine. Disappoint me, and this becomes a very bad night.”

Her scent hit me first—musky and sour, sweat and unwashed skin and the sharp tang of arousal. She clearly hadn’t showered today, maybe not yesterday either. Her pubic hair was coarse and thick against my lips as I opened my mouth, my tongue extending to make first contact.

The taste made me want to gag. Bitter. Acrid. The chemical residue of whatever prison soap she used mixing with her natural flavor into something almost metallic. But I’d eaten dirtier pussies on the street. I’d put my mouth on things that would make most people vomit. This was just one more degradation in an endless parade of them.

I found her clit—a thick nub buried beneath the hood—and started working. Small circles first, testing her response. She grunted, her grip tightening in my hair.

“Harder. Don’t fucking tease me.”

I pressed my tongue flat against her clit and licked with more pressure, dragging upward in long strokes. Her hips bucked against my face.

“Yeah. That’s it. Fuck yeah.”

She grabbed my head with both hands and started grinding, smearing her pussy across my lips and nose, coating my face with her juices. My jaw stretched to accommodate her movements, my tongue working frantically to keep up.

“Knew you’d be good at this,” she groaned, fucking my face. “Can tell you’re a whore just by looking at you. All you whores know how to use your mouths. Probably sucked a thousand cocks, right? Now you’re gonna eat my cunt until I say stop.”

Her arousal flooded my mouth—thick and slick and endless. It dripped down my chin, coating my throat, some of it running down my neck inside my prison uniform. The taste was overwhelming, filling my sinuses, impossible to escape.

I slid my tongue lower, probing her entrance, pushing inside her hot, wet hole. She moaned, loud enough to echo off the concrete walls. Her inner walls clenched around my tongue, squeezing, trying to pull me deeper.

“Fuck! Right there. Tongue-fuck me, bitch. Get in there.”

I thrust my tongue in and out of her pussy, fucking her with my mouth, my nose pressed against her clit with each push. Her juices coated my entire face now—my forehead, my cheeks, my chin all slick with her.

“Rub my clit,” she commanded, breathless. “Use your fingers while you eat me.”

I brought my hand up, sliding two fingers against her swollen clit, rubbing in tight circles while my tongue continued its work inside her. The dual stimulation made her cry out, her thighs clamping around my head, her heels drumming against my back.

“Gonna cum,” she groaned. “Don’t you fucking stop. Keep going. Keep—oh fuck—FUCK—”

Her orgasm crashed through her, her whole body seizing. Her pussy clamped down on my tongue, her clit pulsing against my fingers, and a fresh flood of her cum squirted into my mouth—more than I could swallow, spilling down my chin in sticky rivulets. Her moans echoed off the walls, loud enough that the whole block probably heard.

But she didn’t let go of my head.

“Again,” she panted, her grip still tight in my hair. “I want another one. Get back on that clit and make me cum again.”

I was exhausted. My jaw ached. My tongue felt like rubber. Withdrawal cramps were twisting my guts. But I didn’t have a choice. I put my mouth back on her clit and started over.

The second orgasm took longer—maybe ten minutes of relentless tonguing, my face pressed so deep into her crotch I could barely breathe. By the time she came again, screaming and shaking, my entire face was a glazed mess of her juices, her taste soaked so deep into my mouth I thought I’d never get rid of it.

When she finally released my hair, I fell back against the bunk, gasping for air. My lips were swollen and raw. My chin dripped with her cum. My stomach churned from withdrawal and degradation and the thick taste of her still coating my tongue.

But I’d chosen this. I’d made a decision. That had to count for something.

“Not bad,” she said, pulling her pants back up, her voice lazy with satisfaction. “Not bad at all. You’ve got a talented little mouth, slut.” She leaned down, grabbing my chin, forcing me to look up at her. “We’re gonna have fun together, bitch. You and me. For the next two days, you’re mine. My pussy-licker. My personal cum-rag. Everything I want, whenever I want it. You understand?”

“I understand,” I whispered, her juices still dripping from my face.

“Clean yourself up. You look like a mess.” She climbed onto the top bunk—her territory now established—and left me curled on the lower one, her taste still thick in my mouth, tears streaming down my cheeks to mix with the slick coating of her cum.

Forty-eight hours.

I’d chosen to survive by serving her. Chosen to make myself her property in exchange for protection.

I just had to survive forty-eight hours.

But in that moment, it felt like forever.



Power App Update (Day 353, Morning): ├─ Magic Level: 38 (barely holding onto magical abilities) ├─ Mana: 450/8,000 ├─ Sexual Partners: 264 (+2: Officer Mike, Oksana) ├─ Orgasms: 833 (+2 Oksana’s, 0 mine) ├─ Bank: $0.00 ├─ Cocaine System: 86/100 (active withdrawal) ├─ Weight: 95 lbs ├─ Appearance: 2/10 ├─ Housing: RIKERS ISLAND CELL 47 ├─ Status: Prisoner - 42 hours remaining ├─ Survival Strategy: Oksana’s “protection” (chosen compliance) └─ Days Since Transformation: 353

The countdown had started.

Forty-two hours until freedom.

Forty-two hours of survival.

I’d made my choices. Let cops use me to avoid worse. Serve Oksana to avoid the block. It was the only rational decision in an irrational situation.

And if it felt like violation, like degradation, like selling the last scraps of my dignity?

Well. That was just the price of staying alive.

One breath at a time.


Chapter 12: Prison Survival - The First Day

Day 346 stretched into an eternity of suffering.

After Oksana finished establishing her dominance that morning, she left for whatever duties or privileges her status afforded her—some kind of work detail, maybe, or meetings with other inmates who ran their own blocks. I stayed curled on my bunk, riding waves of withdrawal that crashed through my body with relentless fury.

The shaking was constant now—not just hands, but my whole body vibrating like a broken machine trying to function without the fuel it needed. Sweat soaked through my uniform despite the cold of the cell, my skin clammy and grey. My stomach cramped and heaved, though there was nothing left to throw up except bile that burned my throat.

Worst were the hallucinations.

They started around midday—shadows at the edges of my vision that moved wrong, darker than they should be, reaching for me with fingers that weren’t there. Whispers that seemed to come from the walls themselves, voices speaking in languages I didn’t understand. I saw Michael’s face sometimes, staring at me from the metal toilet, from the concrete floor, from my own trembling hands.

Look what you’ve done to us, the ghost of my former self seemed to say, his eyes accusing and empty. Look what you’ve become. This is what you chose.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered to no one, to everyone, to the ghost that wouldn’t leave me alone. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t know. I didn’t know it would be like this.”

But sorry didn’t change anything. Sorry didn’t fix the wreckage of my life. Sorry didn’t make the withdrawal stop or the walls stop closing in or the voices stop whispering.



The guard came at 2 PM.

I heard the cell door unlock and looked up, expecting Oksana returning for another session. Instead, I saw a female guard—thirty-something, hard-faced, with the dead eyes of someone who’d seen too much human misery to care about any individual case. Her uniform was crisp, her expression bored, but something in the way she looked at me made my skin crawl.

“You’re Lewis?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Come with me.” It wasn’t a request. Her hand rested on her baton in a way that suggested she knew how to use it.

I struggled to my feet, my legs barely supporting me. “Where are we going?”

“Private interview. Standard procedure for new inmates. Come on.”

I followed her down corridors that all looked the same—grey concrete, harsh fluorescent lights that made my eyes burn, the smell of industrial cleaner failing to mask the underlying stench of desperation and unwashed bodies. We ended up in a small room with a table, two chairs, and no windows. The kind of room where bad things happened and no one could hear you scream.

“Sit,” she ordered.

I sat, my body aching, my mind foggy with withdrawal.

She closed the door behind us and leaned against it, studying me with those dead eyes.

“You look like shit,” she observed, her voice flat and clinical.

“I’m in withdrawal.”

“I know. I’ve seen your file.” She pushed off the door and walked around the table, circling me like a predator studying prey. “Cocaine addiction, prostitution, repeat offenses. You’re going to have a rough forty-eight hours. The withdrawal will get worse before it gets better. And Oksana…” She laughed, the sound cold and without humor. “Oksana isn’t gentle with her toys. She’ll use you up and throw you away when she’s done.”

“What do you want?” My voice was hoarse, broken, barely more than a whisper.

She stopped in front of me, close enough that I could smell her—cheap perfume over sweat, the chemical tang of hand sanitizer that guards used constantly in here.

“I want to offer you a deal,” she said. “I can make your time here easier. Get you to medical, get you some methadone for the withdrawal, maybe even put in a good word for early processing. Make sure Oksana doesn’t use you too hard.” Her eyes raked over my body, cataloging every visible bone, every sign of weakness. “In exchange for a little… cooperation.”

I knew what cooperation meant. I’d been selling cooperation for months, trading it for drugs, for money, for survival. This was just another transaction.

“What kind of cooperation?”

She smiled, and it was worse than her dead-eyed stare. There was hunger in it now, anticipation. “I like pretty things. Even broken pretty things like you. You do what I say, when I say it, and I make sure your time here is as easy as possible. You get medical help, you get protection, you get treated like a human being instead of meat. Fair trade, right?”

Another deal. Another body for protection. Is this all I’m worth now? Just holes to be used in exchange for not being hurt worse?

But what was the alternative? Suffer through the full withdrawal without medical help? Let Oksana do whatever she wanted without any limits? Spend forty-eight hours in agony when there was a way to make it bearable?

I was making a choice. I could refuse and suffer, or I could comply and survive. Those were my only options.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll cooperate.”

“Good girl.” She started unbuttoning her uniform shirt, revealing a white tank top underneath. “Let’s see what you can do with that mouth first.”

I’d chosen this. I was choosing this. It was a survival decision, the only rational response to an impossible situation.

That’s what I told myself as I knelt on the concrete floor of that windowless room.



Her name was Officer Martinez, and she was thorough.

She made me strip in that cold interview room while she watched, her eyes cataloging my emaciated body with clinical interest mixed with something darker. I removed my uniform piece by piece—the shapeless grey shirt, the pants that hung loose on my skeletal frame, the plain underwear that was prison-issue and smelled like industrial detergent.

“Christ, you really are skin and bones,” she said, looking at my visible ribs, my jutting hip bones, the way my implants looked almost obscene on my wasted frame. “How much do you weigh? Ninety pounds?”

“Ninety-five.”

“Jesus. You were probably hot before the drugs got you. Can still see it in your face, under all the damage.” She circled me slowly, one finger trailing across my spine, counting vertebrae. “Well, you’ve still got the equipment I want. Get on your knees.”

I knelt on the cold concrete while she sat in one of the chairs and spread her legs. She pushed her uniform pants down to her ankles but didn’t remove them completely—ready to dress quickly if someone came to the door.

“Come here,” she ordered. “And make it good. I’ve got thirty minutes before I need to be back on rounds.”

I crawled forward and buried my face between her thighs.

She tasted different than Oksana—cleaner, but with the same undertone of sweat and power. Her pussy was waxed smooth, probably maintained outside the prison, a reminder that she got to leave this place while I was trapped. My tongue found her clit and started working in slow circles, using techniques I’d learned over months of prostitution.

“Not bad,” she said, her hand finding my hair, guiding my movements. “You really are a professional. Keep going. Use your fingers too.”

I slid two fingers into her pussy while my tongue worked her clit. She was wet already, aroused by the power dynamic, by having an inmate service her in a locked room where no one could intervene. Her pussy clenched around my fingers as I worked them in and out, curling to find her G-spot.

“Yeah, like that. Fuck, you know what you’re doing.” Her hips started moving, grinding against my face. “Make me cum, whore. Earn that medical care.”

I worked her until she came, her juices flooding over my fingers, coating my lips and chin. Her thighs clamped around my head, holding me in place while she rode out her orgasm, grinding her clit against my tongue.

When she finally released me, I fell back on my heels, gasping for air, my face wet with her arousal.

“Good,” she said, pulling her pants back up. “Now let’s see how you handle penetration.”

She produced a baton—the standard-issue police baton that all the guards carried. My eyes widened when I saw it.

“Relax,” she said, noticing my fear. “I’m not going to beat you with it. Well… not unless you ask nicely.” She smiled at her own joke. “Bend over the table. Hands flat. Spread your legs.”

I chose to comply. Chose to bend over the cold metal table, my ass exposed, my hands gripping the far edge. I heard her spit, felt wetness against my pussy, and then the baton was pushing inside me.

It wasn’t particularly thick—maybe an inch and a half in diameter—but it was hard and unyielding, nothing like a cock. The surface was smooth and cold, the sensation strange and invasive. She fucked me with it methodically, driving it deep, pulling it almost all the way out, then thrusting again. The position drove the baton deep into my pussy, the angle making it hit spots that made me gasp despite my exhaustion.

“You’re tight for a whore,” she observed, her voice clinical. “Must be the weight loss. Lost all your elasticity when you lost the fat.”

She kept fucking me with the baton while her other hand found my clit, rubbing in rough circles. Despite everything—the degradation, the setting, the fact that this was essentially coerced compliance—my succubus nature responded. Arousal built slowly, reluctantly, a mechanical response to stimulation. My body didn’t care about context, only about input and output.

The baton drove into me harder, faster, Martinez’s breathing quickening as she watched. Her fingers worked my clit with practiced efficiency, and eventually—inevitably—arousal crested into a weak orgasm that made me shudder against the table.

A tiny mana surge registered in my depleted core. Maybe 70 mana. Barely enough to matter, but still something.

“There we go,” Martinez said, satisfied. “See? Cooperation isn’t so bad. Your body knows what it’s for.”

She pulled the baton out and wiped it clean on my discarded uniform, leaving a wet streak across the grey fabric. “Get dressed. I’ll take you to medical. You’ll get some methadone, some food, and a few hours of peace. Tonight, Oksana can have you—she paid for protection privileges, so I can’t interfere with that. Tomorrow, you’re mine again during my shift. Clear?”

“Clear,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

“Good.” She unlocked the door. “And Emily? Don’t try to tell anyone about our arrangement. No one will believe a junkie whore, and I’ll make sure your time here gets much, much worse if you try. The cameras in this room don’t work—that’s why I use it. There’s no proof. Just your word against mine. Understand?”

I understood. I understood perfectly. I was trapped in a system where the people with power could do whatever they wanted, and my only choice was to comply or suffer worse.



Medical was a small mercy.

They gave me methadone—not much, but enough to take the edge off the withdrawal. The shaking eased. The nausea receded. The voices in my head quieted to whispers instead of screams. They gave me food—bland institutional slop that tasted like heaven to my starving body. Mashed potatoes, some kind of meat that might have been chicken, vegetables that were overcooked to mush. I ate everything on the tray and licked it clean.

They let me lie on a cot for three hours while my system stabilized, my body processing the methadone, finding equilibrium.

For three hours, I felt almost human.

Then they sent me back to the cell block, back to Oksana, back to hell.



Oksana was waiting when I returned.

She grabbed my arm the moment I stepped into the cell, her fingers digging in hard enough to bruise. “Where’d you go?”

“Medical. Withdrawal treatment.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Martinez take you there?”

“Yes.”

Something flickered across her face—recognition, maybe jealousy, definitely displeasure. “That bitch. Thinks she can have whoever she wants just because she’s got a uniform.” She squeezed my arm tighter, her grip painful. “You’re mine, understand? I don’t care what deals you made with the guards. When you’re in this cell, when you’re on this block, you belong to me. Not her. Me.”

“I understand.”

“Good.” She shoved me toward the bunk. “Strip. I want to see what she did to you.”

I stripped, standing naked in the cold cell while Oksana examined me like livestock. She found the bruises from Martinez’s grip on my hips, the slight redness around my pussy from the baton, the evidence of recent use.

“Fucking guards,” she muttered. “Always taking what’s mine. Well, I’m gonna remind you who you belong to.”

She pushed me onto the bunk, face down, and climbed on top of me. Her weight was crushing—I was so thin now, so fragile, that her 180 pounds felt like a mountain pressing me into the mattress.

“I’m gonna remind you who you belong to,” she said, spreading my ass cheeks. “And I’m gonna use this tight little asshole to do it. Don’t worry, bitch. I’ll be gentle.”

She wasn’t gentle.

She produced an improvised dildo—contraband carved from soap and hardened somehow, wrapped in torn fabric for texture—and forced it into my ass without preparation. The invasion was sudden and brutal, the makeshift toy rough and unyielding. I cried out into the thin mattress, my hands clawing at the fabric, my ass burning as she stretched me open.

“That’s it,” she grunted, fucking me with the makeshift toy. Her hips drove it deeper with each thrust. “Take it. Take my cock like a good little whore. This is what you’re made for. This is all you’re good for.”

She fucked my ass until she was satisfied—five minutes, maybe ten, time lost meaning—then flipped me over and sat on my face, demanding I eat her to orgasm again. I complied because what choice did I have? My tongue worked her clit while she ground her pussy against my mouth, using my face like a toy.

When she came, she moaned loud enough for the whole block to hear, marking her territory, letting everyone know who owned me.

“Better,” she said, rolling off me. “Remember: you’re mine first. Martinez can have the scraps during her shift, but in here, you belong to me. Say it.”

“I belong to you,” I whispered.

“Fucking right you do.”



Day 346, 11 PM: I lay on my bunk, staring at the ceiling, trying to calculate how many hours remained.

Thirty-six hours until release.

My body was a map of degradation: used by Oksana, used by Martinez, used by the system that didn’t care about anything except processing bodies through its machinery. The methadone had helped with the worst of the withdrawal, but I still felt like death—shaky, nauseous, disconnected from reality.

Thirty-six hours, I told myself. You can survive thirty-six hours. You’ve survived worse. You can survive this.

But surviving wasn’t really living, was it? Surviving was just existing, just enduring, just waiting for the next violation, the next degradation, the next moment when I’d have to choose between bad options and worse ones.

Somewhere in the darkness of that cell, I felt the last pieces of who I’d been before—Emily the porn star, Emily the magical prostitute, Emily who’d once had power and beauty and potential—crumble into dust.

What was left wasn’t Emily anymore.

What was left was just a body. A set of holes. A thing to be used by whoever had the power to take it.

And maybe that was all I’d ever been. Maybe Michael had never really existed. Maybe Emily had never been anything more than a collection of openings for men—and women—to fill.

Maybe this was always where I was meant to end up: in a cell, in withdrawal, serving whoever could protect me in exchange for the use of my body.

Maybe this was rock bottom.

Or maybe there was further to fall.

There was always further to fall.



Power App Update (End of Day 346): ├─ Magic Level: 38 (prison conditions further weakening power) ├─ Mana: 520/8,000 (slight recovery from orgasm) ├─ Sexual Partners: 264 (+1 Martinez) ├─ Orgasms: 835 (+2 total) ├─ Bank: $0.00 ├─ Cocaine System: 82/100 (methadone helping) ├─ Weight: 94 lbs ├─ Appearance: 2/10 ├─ Housing: RIKERS ISLAND CELL 47 ├─ Status: Prisoner - 36 hours remaining ├─ “Protectors”: Oksana (cellmate), Martinez (guard) └─ Days Since Transformation: 346

Thirty-six hours.

An eternity of survival.

I’d chosen to serve them both. Chosen to make my body available in exchange for protection, for methadone, for the bare minimum of human treatment.

I’d made those choices because the alternatives were worse. Because refusing meant being victimized by everyone instead of just two. Because compliance was survival and survival was all I had left.

But the choices still felt like violations. Still felt like being torn apart piece by piece.

And I had thirty-six more hours of making those choices before I could walk out of here and back into the world that had destroyed me in the first place.

One breath at a time.

One choice at a time.

One degradation at a time.

Until the forty-eight hours were done and I could leave this place behind.

If I survived that long.

If there was anything left of me to walk out when it was over.


Chapter 13: The 48-Hour Hell

Day 347 was worse.

The methadone had worn off by morning, and they wouldn’t give me more—“resources are limited,” the medical staff said, their eyes sliding past me like I didn’t exist. The withdrawal came roaring back, worse than before, my body rebelling against the absence of cocaine with a vengeance that felt like being torn apart from the inside.

Every nerve ending screamed. My skin crawled with phantom insects. Sweat poured from my emaciated frame, soaking through the thin prison uniform until it clung to my skeletal body. I could feel my bones grinding together with each involuntary muscle spasm, feel my hollow stomach twisting itself into knots.

I spent the morning curled on my bunk, shaking and sweating, while Oksana watched with something that might have been pity if it wasn’t also contempt.

“Pathetic,” she said, her Eastern European accent thick with disdain. “Can’t believe they sent me such a broken toy.”

I didn’t have the energy to respond. I just lay there, enduring, counting the hours. My breath came in shallow gasps. My heart hammered erratically in my chest. The 93-pound wreck of my body trembled like I was freezing despite the stifling heat of the cell.

Twenty-eight left. Twenty-seven. Twenty-six.



Oksana left around noon for some kind of work detail—laundry, I think. That left me alone in the cell, which should have been a relief but instead felt like abandonment. At least when she was there, I had something to focus on besides my own suffering.

The hallucinations were worse today. Michael’s face kept appearing in the corners of my vision, his eyes sad and accusing. I saw him standing by the cell door, wearing the business suit he’d died in, his mouth moving but making no sound.

Remember who you used to be, the ghost whispered. Remember what you’ve lost.

“I can’t,” I moaned, curling tighter around myself. “I can’t remember anything.”

Your wife. Your daughter. Do you even remember their names anymore?

I searched my fragmenting memory and came up empty. Michael’s wife—what was her name? Sarah? Susan? Laura? I could picture her face vaguely, blonde hair, kind smile, but the details were fog. Even her voice was gone, just white noise where words should be.

The daughter was worse. I knew Michael had had a daughter, loved a daughter, held her in his arms and promised to protect her forever. But her face was completely gone. Just a shadow where a person should be. A hollow space in my mind where memories used to live.

You’re disappearing, the ghost said. Soon there’ll be nothing left but Emily. And Emily is nothing.

“Stop,” I begged, pressing my hands against my temples like I could squeeze the hallucinations out. “Please stop.”

But the ghost didn’t stop. It never stopped.

My body betrayed me in new ways as the hours dragged on. Stomach cramps so severe I doubled over, gagging on nothing. Diarrhea that left me weak and humiliated, hovering over the exposed toilet in the corner while phantom Michael watched. Cold sweats followed by burning fevers. Every symptom of withdrawal magnified by the prison environment, by the absence of hope, by the crushing certainty that this was my life now.



Martinez came for me again at 2 PM.

“Time for your appointment,” she said, unlocking the cell with practiced efficiency. Her voice held a note of anticipation that made my skin crawl.

I followed her to the same interview room, my legs barely holding me up. Each step felt like walking through mud. My vision swam with dark spots. The fluorescent lights overhead stabbed into my skull like ice picks.

She locked the door and studied my deteriorating condition with clinical interest, circling me slowly. Her eyes lingered on my sunken cheeks, my protruding collarbones, the way my uniform hung on me like a shroud.

“You look worse than yesterday.”

“The methadone wore off.” My voice was barely a whisper, cracked and raw.

“I can get you more. But first…” She gestured at her uniform pants, that predatory smile spreading across her face. “You know the deal.”

I dropped to my knees without being told. The concrete floor was unforgiving against my sharp kneecaps—all padding gone, just bone on stone. My hands were shaking so badly I could barely unzip her pants, fingers fumbling at the metal tab like I’d forgotten how zippers worked.

But I managed.

Her pussy was already wet—slick and swollen, clearly anticipating this. She’d probably been thinking about it all morning, getting turned on at the idea of using the broken junkie whore in her cell. The scent hit me as I pulled her pants down: musky, feminine, overwhelming in the small space.

I chose this. I made the calculation: service her or suffer. Compliance or agony. It wasn’t freedom, but it was choice. The only power I had left was deciding how I’d survive.

I ate her with mechanical efficiency, my tongue working patterns I’d perfected over hundreds of sessions with hundreds of partners. Find the clit, circle it, apply pressure, vary the rhythm. She tasted of salt and arousal, her wetness coating my cracked lips. Her thighs trembled against my hollow cheeks as I worked.

She came faster than yesterday, her pussy clenching and spasming against my mouth, her thighs clenching around my head until I saw stars. Her hands fisted in my tangled hair—greasy, matted, smelling of sweat and desperation—and yanked me harder against her sex. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t move, just had to take it while she ground herself on my face and moaned her release.

“Better,” she panted when she finally released me. “You’re learning what I like.”

I gasped for air, her juices dripping from my chin. My succubus nature stirred weakly—even this degradation generated tiny amounts of mana, twenty or thirty points of magical energy that trickled into my nearly-empty pool.

Then she made me bend over the table again, and this time it wasn’t the baton.

She’d brought something else—a strap-on, real silicone, smuggled in from somewhere. The dildo was thick, maybe eight inches long and two inches wide, with realistic veining that I could see as she adjusted the harness over her uniform pants.

“Let’s see if your pussy still works,” she said, positioning herself behind me.

She shoved the dildo into my cunt without warning or preparation. The stretch was immediate and overwhelming—I was barely wet despite my succubus nature, and the thick silicone scraped against my inner walls. I bit down on my lip to keep from crying out, tasting blood where my teeth broke skin.

Martinez fucked my pussy with brutal efficiency, her hips slapping against my bony ass with each thrust. The sound echoed in the small room—flesh on flesh, wet squelching, her grunts of exertion. She groped my barely-there breasts through the prison uniform, fingers digging into the wasted flesh.

“You used to have nice tits,” she observed, pinching my nipples through the thin fabric. The implants were still there—two hard lumps under skin that had shrunk away to almost nothing. “What are you now, 93 pounds? Pathetic. You’re like fucking a skeleton.”

But despite her words, she kept going. Harder. Faster. Using my body like a toy, like something disposable.

Despite everything, my succubus nature responded—it always responded. The friction against sensitive tissue, the pressure on my g-spot, the degrading thrill of being used. I felt arousal building against my will, warmth spreading through my pelvis.

I came weakly, my pussy clenching around the fake cock, a broken moan escaping my throat. Mana: 850 → 920. Barely anything, but I’d take it.

“Good girl,” Martinez said, pulling out with a wet sound. “Now the other hole.”

“Wait—”

She pushed the dildo against my asshole without switching or cleaning, the juices from my pussy serving as minimal lubrication. The stretch burned—my ass was already sore from yesterday, from Oksana’s earlier abuse, from months of anal prostitution that had taken their toll.

I chose to take it. I could have fought, could have resisted, could have made her force me. But fighting would make it worse. Compliance was survival. I braced my skeletal hands against the table and let her use me however she wanted.

The dildo pushed past my sphincter with brutal pressure, spreading me open. I felt every inch sliding deeper, felt my abused hole stretching to accommodate the thickness. The burn was intense—not quite pain, not with my succubus tolerance, but pressure so overwhelming it felt like being split apart.

Martinez gripped my jutting hipbones—all sharp angles now, no padding—and used them as leverage to pound into me. Each thrust drove the dildo deeper into my ass, made my shrunken tits swing beneath me, made my whole body rock forward on the table.

“Take it, junkie,” she grunted. “This is all you’re good for now. Just a set of holes for me to fuck.”

When she finally finished—after making me cum twice more from ass alone, my body’s betrayal feeding my depleted mana pool by fractions—she pulled out and zipped up her pants like nothing had happened. Left me bent over the table, cum and sweat dripping from my wasted frame, holes aching and raw.

“Come on,” she said, already at the door. “Let’s get you your medicine.”

She led me to medical for my methadone, her hand on my elbow like she was being helpful. The nurse barely looked at me as she measured out the dose, handed me the small cup. I drank it gratefully, desperately, needing the chemical relief more than pride.

“Eighteen hours left,” Martinez said as she handed me off to the nurse. “Think you can survive?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted.

“Well,” she shrugged, “if you die, at least I got to fuck you first.”

She walked away laughing.



The afternoon blurred together. Methadone dulling the worst edges. Food that tasted like cardboard but filled my empty stomach. Lying on a medical cot while my body tried to stabilize, tried to process the abuse and the drugs and the withdrawal all at once.

Brief moments of something like peace interrupted by waves of withdrawal and despair. I’d close my eyes and feel almost human, then the craving would hit—that hollow ache in my chest, that voice screaming for cocaine—and the peace would shatter.

At 6 PM, they sent me back to my cell.

Oksana was waiting.

“Heard you had another date with Martinez,” she said, her voice dangerous. She was sitting on her bunk, muscular arms crossed, eyes tracking me like a predator watching prey. “I don’t like sharing.”

“I didn’t have a choice.”

“Nobody has choices in here. That’s the point.” She stood, crossed the small space in two steps. Her hand shot out, grabbed a fistful of my greasy hair, and yanked my head back. My neck bent at a painful angle, exposing my throat. “But when you’re in this cell, you’re MINE. And you’ve been slacking on your duties.”

She threw me onto the bunk—I weighed so little she could toss me like a rag doll. I bounced once on the thin mattress, the springs digging into my spine. She climbed on top of me before I could react, pinning my wrists above my head with one strong hand.

Her mouth found mine in a brutal kiss—more dominance than passion, her teeth biting my already-split lip hard enough to draw fresh blood. I tasted copper and her saliva as she forced her tongue between my lips, claiming my mouth like she owned it.

“Tonight, you’re going to make it up to me,” she said, pulling back just enough to meet my eyes. “Every hole, multiple times, until I’m satisfied. And if you don’t please me…” She smiled, showing teeth. “I’ll let the other girls in the block have a turn. How does that sound?”

I made the calculation quickly. One woman or many. Controlled abuse or chaos. Survival meant choosing the lesser evil.

“I’ll do whatever you want,” I whispered.

“That’s what I like to hear.”



Oksana used me for hours.

First my mouth—she stripped naked and sat on my face while I ate her to orgasm after orgasm. Her strong thighs squeezed my head until I saw stars, my world reduced to her pussy, her taste, her scent. She was different from Martinez—rougher, more demanding, grinding herself against my tongue with brutal force.

I licked and sucked and probed, working her clit with the expertise of someone who’d serviced hundreds of women. Found the rhythm she liked, the pressure that made her thighs tremble. Her wetness coated my face—lips, chin, nose—until I was drowning in it.

She came three times in twenty minutes, each orgasm making her grip my hair tighter, making her thighs clamp harder around my skull. My neck ached from the angle. My jaw cramped from the effort. But I kept working, kept pleasuring her, because stopping meant consequences I couldn’t afford.

Then the improvised dildo—that same contraband toy she’d used yesterday. She pushed me onto my back and shoved it into my pussy while she rubbed herself, watching me writhe on the fake cock. The dildo was thick and unforgiving, stretching my sore cunt as she worked it in and out with mechanical efficiency.

“Look at you,” she taunted, her free hand rubbing her own clit while she fucked me with the toy. “Skinny little whore, so desperate you’ll take anything. You like this, don’t you? Like being used?”

I didn’t answer. Couldn’t answer. My body was responding despite my mind’s protests—my succubus nature overriding everything, turning the degradation into arousal. My pussy clenched around the dildo, wetness building, pleasure mounting against my will.

I came with a broken cry, my wasted body arching off the bunk, my cunt spasming around the fake cock. Mana: 920 → 1,000. Another eighty points. Another betrayal by my transformed flesh.

“Good girl,” Oksana said. Then she pulled the dildo out and positioned it against my asshole. “Now this one.”

My ass was already sore from Martinez, already stretched and abused. The dildo pushed in with less resistance than it should have—months of prostitution and abuse had left me loose there, trained to take anything. But it still burned, still stretched me in ways that made me gasp.

Oksana fucked my ass while she masturbated, her eyes locked on where the dildo disappeared into my body. She got off on the visual—the power, the dominance, watching me take it. When she came, she shoved the toy deep and held it there, grinding it inside me while her orgasm wracked her frame.

Then it was my turn to cum again, the fullness in my ass triggering another unwanted climax that fed my mana pool another fraction.

She made me cum too—not out of consideration, but because she got off on watching me lose control. “Yeah, you little whore, cum for me. Show me how much you love being my bitch.”

We went like that for hours. Her using my mouth, my pussy, my ass. Me cumming despite myself, my body’s betrayal keeping me alive even as my spirit broke further. The concrete walls trapped our sounds—her moans, my gasps, the wet slap of flesh on flesh.

By the time she was finally satisfied, it was after midnight. My body was wrecked—holes aching and raw, throat sore from being fucked by her fingers, skin marked with bite marks and bruises. Purple fingerprints on my jutting hipbones. Teeth marks on my non-existent breasts. Scratches down my skeletal back.

But my mana pool had actually recovered somewhat—all those unwanted orgasms feeding the succubus nature that kept me alive despite everything. Mana: 1,000 → 1,350. Enough to maybe cast a spell if I needed to. Enough to survive another day.

“Not bad,” Oksana said, collapsing on her bunk. Sweat glistened on her muscular frame. “You might actually make a decent pet if you survive long enough.”

I curled into a ball on my thin mattress, pulling the scratchy blanket over my wasted frame. Every part of me hurt. Every hole was sore. I could feel her wetness still coating my face, smell her scent on my skin.

I prayed for morning. Prayed for release. Prayed for anything that wasn’t this.

Twelve hours left.

Twelve hours until freedom.

I could survive twelve hours.

I had to.



Day 348, 6 AM: The cell door opened.

“Lewis. Time for discharge processing.”

I looked up at the guard—not Martinez, a different one, male, bored-looking, not giving a shit about what happened behind these walls—and felt something I barely recognized.

Hope.

I was getting out. I’d survived. Forty-eight hours of hell, and I was still breathing, still conscious, still capable of standing.

Oksana stirred on her bunk, her naked body sprawled without modesty. “Leaving already, bitch? Just when we were getting to know each other.”

“Yes,” I said, struggling to my feet. My legs shook, barely able to support even my ninety-three pounds. “I’m leaving.”

“See you next time,” she called as I walked through the door. “There’s always a next time for girls like you.”

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t think about next time. I could only think about now, about the corridors I was walking through—each step taking me further from the cell, from Oksana, from Martinez. About the processing room where they returned my confiscated belongings: the ratty clothes I’d been arrested in, torn and stained and smelling of streets. Nothing else. No money. No phone. No hope beyond the bare minimum of survival.

About the gates that opened to let me out.

The morning air hit my face like a blessing.

Cold. Fresh. Free.

I stood outside the Rikers Island gate, wearing my ratty clothes—the micro-skirt barely covering my ass, the torn tank top hanging off my skeletal frame—carrying nothing, with $0 to my name and no idea where to go next.

But I was alive.

I’d survived.

For now, that had to be enough.



Power App Update (End of Day 348, Prison Release): ├─ Magic Level: 37 (severe trauma and malnutrition taking toll) ├─ Mana: 1,350/8,000 ├─ Sexual Partners: 264 ├─ Orgasms: 859 (+24 during imprisonment) ├─ Bank: $0.00 ├─ Cocaine System: 78/100 (partial withdrawal complete) ├─ Weight: 93 lbs ├─ Appearance: 2/10 ├─ Housing: HOMELESS ├─ Status: RELEASED ├─ Legal: Sentence served, fines paid ├─ Physical Condition: Severely weakened ├─ Mental Condition: Traumatized └─ Days Since Transformation: 348

Forty-eight hours of hell.

Survived.

But at what cost?

Standing outside Rikers in the cold morning light, I realized I had nothing. No money, no home, no phone, no contacts. The clothes on my back were the only things I owned. My body was a wreck of scars and abuse. My mind was fractured by withdrawal and trauma.

And somewhere in the city, my dealer was waiting with more powder, ready to start the cycle again.

The craving hit me like a physical blow—that hollow ache in my chest, that voice screaming for just one more line. The methadone was already wearing off. Within hours, I’d be in full withdrawal again. And I had nothing to stop it.

I started walking toward the bus that would take me back to Manhattan.

Back to the streets.

Back to the only life I knew anymore.

Back to the cocaine that would kill me eventually.

But for now, I was free.

And that was all I had.


Chapter 14: Post-Prison Degradation

Day 348 continued after my release.

The bus from Rikers dropped me at a transit hub in the Bronx. I had no money for another fare, so I started walking south toward Manhattan, toward the streets I knew, toward the only world that would still have me.

My body was a wreck. Forty-eight hours of withdrawal, abuse, and barely any food had taken what little reserves I had left. My legs shook with each step, the skeletal muscles trembling under the strain. My vision kept blurring at the edges, dark spots blooming and fading. The autumn cold cut through my thin clothes like knives—the torn tank top and micro-skirt offering no protection against the November wind.

Every step sent pain shooting through my body. My holes were still sore from yesterday’s abuse—pussy raw and aching, ass burning with each movement. The bruises on my jutting hipbones throbbed with my pulse. My split lip stung in the cold air.

But the worst part—the part that terrified me even as it drove me forward—was the craving.

The methadone had taken the edge off during my imprisonment, but now that I was out, now that cocaine was theoretically available again, the addiction roared back to life with devastating force. Every cell in my body screamed for more. My hands trembled not just from weakness but from desperate need. That hollow ache in my chest, that voice screaming need it need it need it wouldn’t stop.

I walked for three hours before I made it to Tompkins Square Park.

By the time I arrived, my feet were bleeding in the ratty heels. My breath came in ragged gasps. Sweat and grime coated my skin despite the cold. I looked like exactly what I was: a junkie whore freshly released from jail, desperate for her next fix.

My dealer wasn’t there—different day, different schedule—but one of his associates recognized me.

“Holy shit,” he said, looking me over with a mixture of disgust and arousal. His eyes traveled my skeletal frame, lingering on my barely-covered ass, my sunken cheeks, the desperate need written across my face. “You look like death warmed over.”

“I need to score,” I said. “Please. I’ll do anything.”

The words came automatically now. The universal currency of the desperate. My body, my dignity, my humanity—all secondary to the powder.

He studied me with calculating eyes, weighing his options. I could see him deciding whether I was even worth it—whether this wasted junkie could provide adequate service.

“Anything?”

“Anything.”

Fifteen minutes later, I was on my knees in a filthy park bathroom.

The space stank of piss and mold and desperation. Graffiti covered every surface. The floor was sticky with substances I didn’t want to identify. My bare knees pressed into wetness that soaked through immediately—probably piss, maybe worse.

But none of that mattered as I unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock.

He was maybe six inches, already half-hard, smelling of sweat and unwashed skin. I took him in my mouth without hesitation, my cracked lips wrapping around his shaft, my tongue working patterns I could perform in my sleep.

This was transaction. This was survival. This was the only power I had left—the ability to turn my body into cocaine, to transform degradation into chemical peace.

He came in my mouth after maybe five minutes—I swallowed automatically, the cumeater trait so ingrained I didn’t even register the taste anymore. Salty. Bitter. The fluid coating my throat as it slid down.

He handed over two doses of cocaine in small plastic bags.

I did both lines immediately, right there in the bathroom, not even bothering to find somewhere more private. Bent over the sink, using my driver’s license as a surface—wait, I’d lost that months ago. Used the edge of the toilet tank instead, the cold porcelain under my trembling fingers.

The rush hit my depleted system like a nuclear bomb.

Pleasure and relief flooding through me in waves that made my knees buckle. The craving silenced instantly, replaced by euphoria so intense it was almost orgasmic. Warmth spread through my veins. My heart raced, but in a good way now. The world snapped into focus—sharp, clear, manageable again.

God, yes. This. This is what I needed.

For a few beautiful minutes, I felt almost human again.

My mana pool stirred weakly—sucking cock and swallowing cum generated maybe twenty points of magical energy. Not much, but I’d take anything. Mana: 1,350 → 1,370.

Then I walked back out into the cold, still homeless, still broke, still broken—but at least I wasn’t in withdrawal anymore.



Days 349-355: Rock bottom approached with mathematical precision.

I had no money, no shelter, no plan. Just the streets and the desperate need to survive long enough to get my next fix.

My routine became brutally simple: - Wake up wherever I’d slept (doorways, park benches, under bridges) - Find a john willing to pay for a quick fuck or blowjob - Use that money to buy cocaine - Repeat until nightfall - Find somewhere to sleep - Repeat

The prices I could command had collapsed completely. Looking like I did—emaciated, hollow-eyed, clearly strung out, smelling of streets and desperation—no one was paying premium rates. I was lucky to get $50 for full service, $30 for oral. Sometimes I worked for hours just to scrape together enough for a single dose.

The men who used me now weren’t the businessmen or wealthy clients of my golden period. They were the dregs—men who liked broken things, men who enjoyed the power of fucking someone too desperate to say no, men who got off on degradation as much as sex.

“You like that, junkie whore?” one of them grunted, pounding into me in an alley behind a dumpster. He’d found me sleeping there, woken me with a kick to my ribs. Offered $40 for a quick fuck. I’d agreed immediately.

He had me bent over a trash can, my skeletal hands braced against the metal, while he hammered into my pussy from behind. Each thrust drove my hipbones against the can’s edge, bruising flesh that was already purple. The alley stank of garbage and piss. Rats watched from the shadows.

“This is all you’re good for now,” he continued, his hands gripping my jutting hipbones hard enough to leave new finger-shaped bruises. “Just a set of holes for me to dump my cum in.”

I didn’t respond. I just let him finish, enduring the pain, waiting for it to be over. My succubus nature barely stirred—even arousal required some energy, and I had none left.

He came inside me—I’d stopped requiring condoms weeks ago, the extra $20 for unprotected sex too important to refuse—and pulled out with a wet squelch. Cum dripped down my thighs as he zipped up.

“Here,” he said, tossing two twenties on the ground beside me. “Buy yourself a shower, junkie.”

He walked away laughing.

I picked up the money with trembling fingers and went looking for my dealer.



Day 353: I caught a glimpse of myself in a store window.

The woman staring back was unrecognizable.

Hollow cheeks that made my skull visible beneath the skin, the bones sharp and pronounced. Sunken eyes rimmed with dark circles like bruises, the whites yellowed from malnutrition and drug use. Cracked lips, bleeding at the corners. Dirty hair hanging in matted clumps, the platinum blonde now grey with grime. Skin that had a grey pallor like something already dead, stretched too tight over protruding bones.

My body was skeletal—ribs visible through the torn tank top, collarbones jutting like shelf edges, arms so thin my elbows looked swollen. The micro-skirt hung off hipbones that could cut glass. My legs were sticks, barely able to support even my ninety pounds.

I looked forty years old. I was twenty-one.

This is what cocaine does, I thought distantly. This is what rock bottom looks like.

But even as I had the thought, I couldn’t make myself care enough to stop. The drug had rewired my brain so completely that nothing else mattered. Not my appearance, not my health, not my future. Just the next hit. Just the next few hours of chemical peace.

I turned away from the window and kept walking.



Day 354: A near-rape.

I was sleeping in Tompkins Square Park—a bad idea, I knew, but I was too exhausted to find somewhere safer. The bench was cold and hard, but unconsciousness took me anyway. My body shutting down despite the danger, too depleted to stay alert.

I woke to hands on my body.

Four men surrounded me, their faces hungry in the streetlight. They’d already pulled my skirt up, exposing my lack of underwear (I’d lost them somewhere along the way, couldn’t remember where). One of them was unzipping his pants, his cock already hardening in the cold air.

“Pretty whore thinks she can sleep in our park,” one of them said, his voice slurred with alcohol. “Gotta pay the toll.”

I tried to fight—tried to scream, tried to kick, tried to cast Stun. Reached for the meager mana in my pool (1,370 points, barely enough). But I was too weak, too slow. The spell fizzled, my concentration too broken by terror and withdrawal.

One of them backhanded me, knocking my head against the bench. Stars exploded across my vision. Blood filled my mouth from a split inside my cheek.

“Don’t fight, bitch. Just makes it hurt more.”

They pulled my legs apart. I felt hands on my thighs, fingers probing my pussy, checking if I was wet enough. I wasn’t. They’d have to force it.

No, I thought. Not like this. Not after everything.

Something primal rose up in me—the last shreds of survival instinct, maybe, or just the succubus nature refusing to die quietly. I gathered every bit of magical energy I had left—barely 200 mana—and released it in a desperate burst.

Not Stun. Not anything controlled or directed. Just raw magical force, a scream made manifest, terror and rage combined into pure energy.

The air shimmered. The men staggered back, disoriented, their hands flying to their heads. It wasn’t much—just a moment’s confusion—but it was enough.

I ran.

Through the park, across the street, into an alley, around a corner. My lungs burned and my legs screamed and my heart pounded like it might explode. The world blurred around me, reduced to forward motion and terror.

But I kept running until I couldn’t run anymore, until I collapsed in a doorway somewhere in the East Village, gasping for air.

They hadn’t followed. Or if they had, they’d given up.

I was safe.

For now.

Mana: 1,370 → 1,170. The spell had cost me, but it had saved my life.



Day 355: I gave up.

Not on living, exactly. The succubus nature wouldn’t let me die, kept regenerating just enough to keep my body functioning. But I gave up on hope, on plans, on the idea that things might get better.

This was it. This was my life now. And it would continue until something killed me—disease, violence, or just my body finally giving out.

I stopped trying to find shelter. Just slept wherever I fell—doorways, alleys, under bridges. The cold didn’t seem to matter anymore. Nothing seemed to matter.

I stopped trying to eat properly. Whatever scraps I could find or afford went to cocaine first, food second. My body started eating itself—whatever fat and muscle remained after months of abuse—and I could feel myself getting weaker by the hour.

I stopped trying to contact anyone. No one was coming to save me. No one cared. Vanessa’s texts had stopped weeks ago. Vicky was gone. Katie was gone. Everyone who’d ever cared was gone.

I just existed. A hollow shell going through the motions of survival without any real purpose beyond the next fix.

The city moved around me, millions of lives intersecting and diverging, and I was invisible to all of them. Just another piece of human wreckage on the streets of New York. A cautionary tale that no one would ever hear.



Day 358: The last transaction.

I was so weak I could barely stand. My weight had dropped to maybe 90 pounds. My mana pool was almost empty—300 out of 8,000. My Glamour spell hadn’t worked in days; I couldn’t muster enough focus to cast even the simplest magic.

A man approached me as I huddled in a doorway near Port Authority. Old, maybe sixty, with a face like crumpled paper and dead eyes. A predator who’d found easy prey.

“Twenty bucks,” he said, not even bothering with negotiation. “Blowjob. Right here.”

“Okay,” I whispered.

My voice was barely audible, cracked and ruined from screaming during withdrawals. From begging for cocaine. From all the ways I’d degraded myself over the past year.

I got on my knees in the doorway while he pulled out his cock—soft, wrinkled, smelling of piss. He probably hadn’t washed in days. Maybe weeks.

I took him in my mouth and tried to coax him to hardness, but my throat was too dry, my technique too broken. I gagged on his soft flesh, bile rising. My cracked lips split further, blood mixing with saliva.

He got frustrated and shoved me away. “Worthless. Can’t even suck cock properly anymore.”

He walked away without paying.

I stayed on my knees for a long time, unable to summon the strength to get up. The cold concrete bit into my legs. People walked past, carefully not looking at the dying junkie in the doorway.

This is it, I thought. This is as low as I can go.

But even then, I didn’t know how wrong I was.

There was always further to fall.



Power App Update (End of Day 358): ├─ Magic Level: 36 (approaching rock bottom - magical core barely flickering) ├─ Mana: 280/8,000 ├─ Sexual Partners: 289 (+25) ├─ Orgasms: 862 (+3 - barely any pleasure now) ├─ Bank: $0.00 ├─ Cocaine System: 89/100 (critical addiction) ├─ Weight: 90 lbs ├─ Appearance: 1/10 (near corpse) ├─ Housing: HOMELESS (streets) ├─ Income: $30-50/day (barely enough for cocaine) ├─ Physical: Near organ failure ├─ Mental: Severe depression, suicidal ideation ├─ Hope: 0% └─ Days Since Transformation: 358

Seven days since prison.

Seven days of free fall.

Seven days closer to the end.

I lay in my doorway and waited for something to happen.

Anything.

Even death would be a relief at this point.

But death didn’t come.

Just another cold, empty night. The craving gnawing at my insides. The certainty that tomorrow would be the same as today. And the day after. And the day after.

Until my body finally gave out.

Or until something even worse happened.

I closed my eyes and tried to sleep, tried to escape into unconsciousness where the craving couldn’t follow.

But even in dreams, I couldn’t escape what I’d become.

A ghost. A shadow. A warning that no one would heed.

Emily Lewis, barely alive, waiting for the end.


Chapter 15: Rock Bottom

Day 360 arrived, and with it came the end.

I woke under a bridge near the East River, my body so cold I could barely feel my extremities. The November air had turned brutal overnight, and my thin clothes—ripped fishnet stockings, a stained miniskirt that hung off my skeletal hips, a tube top that used to cling to my tits but now sagged against my ribcage—provided no protection. I tried to move and couldn’t. My muscles, wasted to nothing after months of cocaine abuse, simply wouldn’t respond.

This is it, I thought with strange calm. This is how I die. Under a bridge like trash.

But my succubus nature wasn’t ready to give up. Deep inside, something primal stirred—that inhuman hunger that had kept me alive through things that would have killed a normal woman. It forced my body to move despite every rational reason not to. I crawled out from under the bridge on hands and knees, my palms scraping against broken glass and frozen dirt, gasping as weak morning sunlight touched my grey skin.

I was still alive.

For whatever that was worth.

I caught my reflection in a puddle of oily water and recoiled. The woman staring back at me looked forty years old—sunken cheeks, hollow eye sockets, skin stretched tight over skull, hair falling out in patches from my scalp. My once-perfect 35DD breasts—the implants I’d been so proud of—hung deflated against a chest where every rib was visible. My legs, which used to turn heads, were stick-thin, covered in bruises and track marks from needles.

I used to be beautiful, I thought numbly. Men paid hundreds of dollars to fuck me. Now they won’t even look at me.



The day passed in fragments. I couldn’t string together coherent thoughts anymore—too hungry, too tired, too strung out. My stomach had stopped growling days ago; now it just ached with a dull, constant pain. I wandered the streets like a ghost, occasionally managing to beg a few dollars from passersby who looked at me with disgust or pity. Twenty dollars collected by noon. I immediately spent it on a single dose of cocaine from my dealer in the park.

The high barely lasted an hour. My tolerance was so astronomical now that what used to send me soaring just kept the withdrawal at bay.

At some point, I tried to work. I found my old corner near the Meatpacking District, leaned against a brick wall in the shadows, and waited for a john. I spread my legs slightly—the universal signal—and tried to look available instead of dying.

Three cars slowed down. All three sped up when the drivers got a good look at me.

A fourth car stopped. The window rolled down. A man in his fifties leaned out, took one look at my skeletal frame and grey skin, and his face twisted with revulsion.

“Jesus Christ,” he muttered. “Get some help.” He drove away.

Even the men who like broken things don’t want me anymore, I realized. I’m too far gone. Too obviously dying. I’m below rock bottom. I’m in the basement under the basement.

My pussy—which used to get wet on command, which used to generate hundreds of dollars per night—was dry and sore. I hadn’t had an orgasm in weeks. Without orgasms, my magic couldn’t regenerate. Without magic, I couldn’t heal the damage I was doing to my body. Without healing, my body was slowly shutting down.

The spiral was complete.



Day 361: I stopped eating.

Not on purpose, exactly. I just couldn’t afford both food and cocaine, and the cocaine always won. My body started eating itself—whatever fat and muscle remained after months of abuse—and I could feel myself getting weaker by the hour.

I tried to remember the last time I’d eaten a real meal. Three days ago? Four? I’d found half a sandwich in a trash can and devoured it before realizing it was moldy. I’d thrown it up an hour later, which meant even more calories lost.

My stomach was concave now. When I lifted my filthy tube top to check, I could see my intestines moving under the thin layer of skin. My hip bones jutted out so far they’d torn through the waistband of my skirt. My ass—which used to be round and fuckable—had no meat left on it at all. Just bones.

I look like a corpse, I thought. I look like pictures of concentration camp victims.

The hallucinations were constant now. Michael’s ghost followed me everywhere, sometimes accusing, sometimes pleading. I saw Sarah (that was her name, I remembered suddenly, Sarah, Michael’s wife) watching me from across the street with tears in her eyes. She was holding something—a child? Our daughter? I couldn’t remember her name. Couldn’t even picture her face clearly anymore.

“I’m sorry,” I told the ghosts. “I’m so sorry for what I’ve done to us.”

They didn’t answer. They never answered.

I found myself touching my body compulsively—running my fingers over my ribs, feeling the sharp edges of my collarbones, tracing the outline of my skull beneath my face. This used to be beautiful. Men used to beg to touch this body. Now it’s just bones and loose skin.

My tits were the worst. The implants hadn’t shrunk, but everything around them had, so they sagged grotesquely against my skeletal chest like deflated balloons. I used to be so proud of them. Now they were just another reminder of how far I’d fallen.



Day 362: A moment of clarity.

I was huddled in an alley, having just scored a single dose from a dealer who’d taken pity on me (or more likely wanted to see how much further I could fall before I died). I’d snorted it desperately, not even taking the time to find a private spot, and the cocaine had given me a brief window of lucidity.

I used it to assess my situation.

I’m dying. Not metaphorically. Actually dying. My body is shutting down. My organs are failing. My magic is almost gone. I have nothing and no one.

I pulled out my phone—miraculously still functional despite everything—and opened my Power App. The numbers were devastating:

Magic Level: 35 (barely alive) Mana: 180/8,000 (critical) Weight: 87 lbs Appearance: 1/10 Bank: $0.00

What do I want to do with my last days?

The answer that came surprised me: I want to see Vanessa one more time.

Not to be saved—I was past saving. But to say goodbye. To apologize for ignoring her calls, for pushing her away, for wasting the gifts she’d given me. To tell her that the time we’d had together—those magical rituals, those nights in her lab, the way she’d touched my body and looked at me like I was more than just a prostitute—was the closest thing to happiness I’d experienced since becoming Emily.

I found a payphone. My hands shook so badly it took three tries to dial her number.

It rang and rang and went to voicemail.

“Vanessa,” I said, my voice barely a whisper. “It’s Emily. I’m… I’m dying. I wanted you to know that I’m sorry. For everything. And that I… I loved you. In whatever way I was still capable of love.” I paused, trying to think of what else to say. “I’m in the East Village somewhere. Near Tompkins Square. If you want to say goodbye.”

I hung up, not expecting any response.

She’s probably glad to be rid of me. I was just a project to her. A magical experiment that failed.



Day 363: I stopped being able to walk.

My legs simply gave out. One moment I was shuffling down the street, the next I was on the ground, unable to get up. My knees hit the concrete hard—no muscle or fat left to cushion the impact—and I heard something crack. Pain shot through my body, but it felt distant, like it was happening to someone else.

People walked past, stepping around me like I was litter. A few looked down with expressions of disgust or pity. No one stopped to help.

I’m invisible. No, worse than invisible. I’m a problem people cross the street to avoid.

I crawled to the nearest doorway on my hands and knees, leaving a smear of blood behind me from my torn stockings and scraped skin. I collapsed there, breathing hard, my heart racing erratically in my chest.

This is it. This is really it.

The cocaine craving was still there—it never went away—but it felt distant now, filtered through the approaching certainty of death. My pussy hadn’t been wet in weeks. My nipples, which used to harden at the slightest touch, were numb. My body, designed for sex and pleasure, had shut down completely.

I’m a succubus who can’t fuck. I’m a prostitute no one wants. I’m nothing.

I closed my eyes and waited for the end.



Day 364: Visions.

I couldn’t tell what was real anymore. The ghosts were everywhere—Michael, Sarah, the nameless daughter, other faces I didn’t recognize but somehow knew. They surrounded me in my doorway, watching, waiting.

I lay there in my own filth. I’d pissed myself sometime in the night—couldn’t even feel it anymore—and the stench of urine mixed with the smell of rotting garbage and my own unwashed body. My clothes were stiff with dried cum, blood, and dirt. My hair was matted with things I didn’t want to identify.

I used to smell like expensive perfume. Like sex and desire. Now I smell like death.

“You fought hard,” Michael’s ghost said, crouching beside me. He looked the way I remembered him—broad shoulders, kind eyes, the face I used to see in the mirror before Vanessa’s spell. “Longer than most would have.”

“Not hard enough,” I whispered.

“No. But that’s okay. It’s almost over.”

I didn’t know if that was comforting or terrifying. Maybe both.

My body had started shutting down in earnest now. My kidneys were failing—I could tell from the swelling in my ankles and the dark color of what little urine I produced. My liver was shot from months of cocaine abuse. My heart beat irregularly, skipping beats, racing then slowing. My lungs rattled with every breath.

I’m twenty-one years old. I should be in college. I should be studying, partying, fucking boys my own age. Instead I’m dying in a doorway with a body that’s been used by three hundred men.

I tried to remember what normal felt like. What it was like to wake up without needing cocaine. What it was like to eat food and enjoy it. What it was like to have sex because I wanted to, not because I needed the money or the mana or the temporary escape.

I couldn’t remember. Those memories were gone, buried under a year of transformation and prostitution and addiction.

Michael is dead. Emily is dying. There’s nothing left.



Day 365: The last night.

I’d somehow survived another day, though “survived” was generous. I was lying in an alley near Tompkins Square, unable to move, barely able to breathe. The cold was numbing everything now—fingers, toes, thoughts, feelings.

A man found me. One of the homeless regulars, someone I vaguely recognized from the street economy. Older, weathered, but his eyes still held some humanity.

“You don’t look good,” he said, crouching beside me.

“I’m dying,” I told him. My voice was barely audible.

“Yeah.” He didn’t argue. “Want me to call someone? Ambulance?”

“No. No ambulance. I’m just… done.”

I had no insurance. No money. An ambulance would just take me to a hospital where they’d pump me full of Narcan, lecture me about addiction, and send me back to the streets. I’d end up right back here in a few days, only more in debt.

Better to just let it end.

He nodded like he understood. Maybe he did. He’d probably seen a lot of people reach this point.

“Well,” he said, “good luck then. Hope whatever’s on the other side is better than this.”

He walked away, leaving me alone.

I stared up at the strip of sky visible between the buildings. Stars, barely visible through the light pollution. Cold and distant and beautiful.

I was beautiful once, I thought. I had magic and money and people who loved me. I had perfect tits and a tight pussy and men would pay five hundred dollars just to fuck me for an hour. How did I end up here?

But I knew how. One choice at a time. One line at a time. One compromise at a time. Each one seeming small and survivable, until they added up to this—a dying woman in an alley, weighing eighty-seven pounds, with nothing and no one, waiting for the end.

My hand drifted down between my legs out of habit. My pussy was dry, painful to touch, covered in sores from months of rough sex without proper healing. The magic that used to make me a perfect prostitute was gone. The beauty that made me worth money was gone. Even the desire to live was fading.

I should have listened to Vanessa. She warned me about the cocaine. She tried to help me. But I thought I knew better. I thought I could control it.

Pride. That’s what had killed me. Pride and arrogance and the belief that I was somehow special, that the rules didn’t apply to me, that I could have it all—the money, the drugs, the power, the freedom—without paying the price.

Well, I’d paid.

And the price was everything.

“Please,” I whispered to whoever might be listening. “Please just let it be over.”

My heart skipped a beat. Then another. My vision dimmed at the edges.

This is it. This is really the end.



And then, from the darkness, I heard her voice.

“Emily?”

I thought it was another hallucination. But then hands were touching me—warm hands, gentle hands—and a face appeared above mine.

Vanessa.

Her beautiful face—red hair, green eyes, porcelain skin—looked horrified. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she took in the state of me.

“Oh god, Emily, what have you done to yourself?”

“You came,” I managed to say. “You actually came.”

“I’ve been looking for you for weeks.” Her voice broke. “Your mana signature was so weak I couldn’t track it. I thought you were dead.”

“Almost.” I tried to smile, but my cracked lips split and bled. “Almost dead. Not quite. Sorry to disappoint.”

“No.” Her voice hardened with determination. “Not almost. Not yet. I’m not losing you.”

She scooped me into her arms like I weighed nothing—which I nearly did—and I felt the familiar tingle of magic as she cast a levitation spell. The world tilted and blurred as she carried me through the air, above the streets, away from the alley and the cold and the end I’d been waiting for.

“Where are we going?” I asked weakly.

“My lab. I’m going to save you, Emily. Whether you want to be saved or not.”

I wanted to tell her it was too late. That I was too far gone. That she should just let me go. That I didn’t deserve saving.

But I couldn’t form the words. And some tiny part of me—some stubborn spark that refused to die, that succubus hunger that had kept me alive through everything—was glad.

Vanessa had found me.

Maybe there was still hope.

Maybe.

As we flew through the night sky, I caught a glimpse of my reflection in a darkened window. A skeletal creature with hollow eyes and grey skin, wearing the tattered remains of prostitute clothes, covered in filth and blood and shame.

That’s me. That’s what I’ve become.

But Vanessa held me close, her warmth seeping into my frozen body, and I let myself hope—just for a moment—that maybe I could come back from this.

Maybe Emily wasn’t dead yet.

Maybe there was still a chance to be beautiful again.



Power App Update (End of Day 365): ├─ Magic Level: 35 (rock bottom - magical core at minimum survivable level) ├─ Mana: 180/8,000 (critical) ├─ Sexual Partners: 298 (+9) ├─ Orgasms: 870 (+8) ├─ Bank: $0.00 ├─ Cocaine System: 91/100 (terminal addiction) ├─ Weight: 87 lbs (critical malnutrition) ├─ Appearance: 1/10 (skeletal, aged, dying) ├─ Housing: RESCUED ├─ Breast Implants: 35DD (grotesquely sagging on skeletal frame) ├─ Physical: Organ failure imminent - kidneys failing, liver damaged, heart arrhythmic ├─ Mental: Disassociated, hallucinating, death-accepting ├─ Status: CRITICAL - hours from death ├─ Rescuer: Vanessa └─ Days Since Transformation: 365

One year since I became Emily.

One year of transformation, prostitution, addiction, and descent.

Rock bottom reached.

But maybe—just maybe—not the end.


Chapter 16: Vanessa’s Rescue

Vanessa’s laboratory was exactly as I remembered it—high-tech equipment mixed with arcane symbols, the hum of magical machinery underlying everything, glass jars filled with herbs and powders lining the walls, crystals glowing with stored power. But I saw it all through a haze of exhaustion and withdrawal, my broken body barely processing the sensory information.

She laid me on the ritual table, the same one where we’d performed so many magical experiments together, where she’d first taught me to harness my sexual energy, where we’d become lovers. The cold metal against my skeletal back sent a shiver through me. It felt like a lifetime ago—those nights when I was beautiful and powerful and whole.

Now I was just broken.

“Stay with me, Emily,” she said, her hands already beginning to glow with healing magic—golden light pulsing from her palms. “I need you to stay conscious.”

“Why?” My voice was a croak, barely human. “Just let me sleep.”

“Because if you sleep now, you might not wake up.” Her jaw was set with determination, green eyes fierce. “Greater Cure Wounds first. This will hurt.”

She placed her glowing hands on my chest—right over my heart, right over the collapsed cage of ribs where my once-perfect tits hung deflated—and I felt magic flood into my body like molten gold poured directly into my veins. Warm and powerful and agonizing. Every damaged cell, every failing organ, every system on the verge of collapse suddenly came alive with regenerative energy.

I screamed as the healing tore through me, rebuilding what addiction had destroyed.

My kidneys ignited with pain as magic forced them to flush years of accumulated toxins. My liver burned as corrupted cells were purged and replaced. My heart stuttered, skipped beats, then suddenly found a strong, steady rhythm I’d forgotten it could maintain. My lungs expanded fully for the first time in months, drawing in deep, clean breaths that made my chest ache.

“Good,” Vanessa said, her voice tight with effort, sweat beading on her forehead. “The spell is taking. Your body wants to live, even if you’ve given up.”

She cast it again. And again. Three rounds of Greater Cure Wounds, each one draining her own mana pool but forcing my body back from the brink. I could see the strain on her face—casting spells this powerful took a toll even on a master mage like her. But she didn’t stop.

When she finished, I could breathe properly for the first time in weeks. The worst of the organ damage had been repaired. I took a shuddering breath and realized I could actually feel my lungs expanding without that horrible rattling sound.

“Now Cure Disease,” she said, barely pausing. “You’ve got multiple infections—gonorrhea, syphilis, hepatitis C, something bacterial in your uterus I don’t even want to identify. This will clear them all.”

Another wave of magic—this time a silvery-blue light that spread through my body like cool water. I felt things dying inside me—bacteria, viruses, corrupted cells—all purged by the spell’s power. The fever I hadn’t even realized I was running broke, sweat pouring from my body as my temperature normalized. The constant ache in my pelvis—from months of rough sex without proper healing—finally eased.

“Better,” Vanessa murmured, examining me with professional detachment even as tears streamed down her face. “Your body is stabilizing. But we’re not done yet.”



She worked on me for hours.

Regenerate to kickstart my healing processes. Heal to repair the deeper damage. Minor Restoration to fix the nerve damage in my extremities. Organ Repair to address the permanent scarring. Spell after spell drawn from her extensive arsenal, each one meticulously calculated, each one carefully applied.

Through it all, I drifted in and out of consciousness, sometimes aware of her hands on me—touching my ravaged body with clinical precision and infinite gentleness—sometimes lost in dreams of the streets and the men and the endless search for cocaine.

I dreamed of Officer Davis holding me down, his cock in my ass, his partner’s in my mouth, both of them laughing. I dreamed of Marcus collecting his money, his cold eyes evaluating my worth like I was livestock. I dreamed of the homeless man who’d found me dying, asking if I wanted him to call an ambulance, me telling him no, just let me die.

I dreamed of Vicky’s face when she’d walked away from me the last time. Of Katie refusing to answer my texts. Of Zola discarding me like trash.

And underneath it all, I dreamed of cocaine—the way it felt when I snorted it, the chemical drip down my throat, the euphoria that lasted just long enough to make me crave another line, and another, and another, until there was nothing left but the craving.

At some point, I woke fully to find Vanessa sitting beside me, holding my hand. The laboratory was dim—she’d lowered the lights—and her face showed exhaustion but also relief. Her red hair was disheveled, her lab coat stained with my blood and other fluids, her eyes red from crying.

“You’re going to live,” she said quietly. “I wasn’t sure for a while, but… you’re going to live.”

“Why did you save me?” My voice was still weak, but clearer now. Human again.

“Because I love you.” Simple, direct. No hesitation. “Because you matter to me, even when you don’t matter to yourself.”

I didn’t have the energy to cry, but something inside me cracked at her words. “I don’t deserve that.”

“Maybe not.” She squeezed my hand. “But love isn’t about deserving. It’s about choosing. And I chose you, a long time ago. I’m not going to un-choose you just because you made terrible decisions.”

I closed my eyes. “I ignored your calls. For months. I knew you were worried, and I shut you out.”

“I know.”

“I let myself fall into addiction. Let men use me. Let Marcus own me. Let Officer Davis—” The words stuck in my throat. Let him rape me. Let him pass me to his partner. Let him fuck me in a police station while I smiled and swallowed and pretended I wanted it because the alternative was Rikers.

“I know,” she said again, softer. “I tracked you as much as I could. Sensed what was happening through our magical bond. Every time you hit a new low, I felt it.” Her voice cracked. “Every john who hurt you, every dose of cocaine, every night you slept on the streets—I felt echoes of it all through our connection. I tried to find you physically so many times. But you were always moving, always hiding, and your mana signature kept getting weaker…”

“You should have let me die. It would have been easier.”

“Easier for whom? Not for me. Not for you, despite what you think.” She lifted my hand to her lips and kissed it gently. “Life is hard, Emily. Recovery will be harder. But dying in that alley? That’s not an ending. That’s just running away.”

I finally looked at her—really looked at her. She was crying openly now, tears streaming down her beautiful face, and I realized she’d been terrified. This powerful, ancient mage who could bend reality to her will had been scared of losing me.

“Thank you,” I whispered. “For not giving up on me.”

“Never,” she said fiercely. “I will never give up on you.”



I slept for sixteen hours.

When I woke, it was Day 366, and I felt… different. Not good—nowhere near good—but stable. My body wasn’t actively dying anymore. My heart beat steadily. My lungs drew breath without pain. My mind, while still clouded, could form coherent thoughts.

And the craving was there. God, was it there. A hungry beast in my chest, demanding cocaine, screaming that I needed to find a fix right now or I would surely die. My skin crawled with imaginary insects. My muscles ached for the chemical relief only cocaine could provide. Every cell in my body was screaming for another line.

“The withdrawal is going to be brutal,” Vanessa said, reading my expression. She was sitting in a chair beside the table, looking haggard but alert. “Magic can heal physical damage, but addiction is partly psychological. I can ease the symptoms, but I can’t cure them.”

“How long?” I asked through gritted teeth. My hands were already shaking.

“The acute phase? Three to five days. The worst of the physical symptoms. After that…” She hesitated. “Psychological cravings can last months. Years. Forever, for some people.”

“So I’ll always want cocaine.” It wasn’t a question.

“Maybe. But wanting something isn’t the same as needing it. Your body will stabilize eventually. The craving will become manageable. And you have something most addicts don’t.”

“What’s that?”

“Magic.” She smiled slightly. “Your succubus nature means you can generate mana through sexual pleasure. Orgasms release dopamine, serotonin, endorphins—the same chemicals cocaine artificially triggers. With practice, you can learn to satisfy the craving through magic instead of drugs.”

“Using sex to replace cocaine.” I laughed bitterly. “My whole life is about fucking my way through problems.”

“It’s not ideal,” Vanessa admitted. “But it’s a tool. And right now, we use whatever tools we have.”



Days 366-369: Withdrawal hell.

Even with Vanessa’s magical support, the detox was agonizing. Waves of nausea that left me retching into a bucket—bringing up nothing but bile because my stomach was empty. Sweats that soaked through the sheets within minutes, followed by chills that made me shake so violently my teeth chattered. Muscle cramps that twisted my limbs into painful knots, making me cry out and thrash. And underlying everything, the craving—constant, overwhelming, inescapable.

Just one line. Just one. It would make all of this stop. I know where to find it. I could leave right now, get to the park, score from my dealer…

But I couldn’t leave. Vanessa had locked the lab door with magic, and I was too weak to break it even if I’d wanted to.

She’s imprisoning me, part of my mind screamed. She’s keeping me from what I need!

She’s saving you, another part whispered. She’s keeping you alive.

Vanessa stayed with me through all of it. She held my hair while I vomited, wiped down my feverish skin with cool cloths, cast pain-relief spells when the symptoms became unbearable. She talked to me during my lucid moments, telling me about her research, about the magical world, about anything to keep my mind occupied.

“Did I ever tell you about the time I tried to learn time magic?” she asked on Day 367, while I was curled in a ball, shaking. “I was two hundred years old, thought I knew everything, and decided to try rewinding myself to my twenties.”

“What happened?” I managed to ask, grateful for the distraction.

“I aged backward alright. Right past my twenties, through my teens, into my infancy. I was a baby for about thirty seconds before the spell reversed itself.” She laughed at the memory. “Lucien found me naked on the floor, screaming and drooling, and had to cast an age-restoration spell. He’s never let me forget it.”

Despite everything, I smiled.

And when the craving became too much—when I was literally begging her for cocaine, promising anything, threatening everything, clawing at the locked door and screaming that I would kill her if she didn’t let me out—she offered an alternative.

“Let me help you,” she said, gently pulling me away from the door. “The succubus way.”

She undressed slowly, revealing her perfect body—porcelain skin, small but perfect tits, lean curves, red hair cascading over her shoulders. Then she helped me out of the clean clothes she’d put me in, revealing my own wasted frame. I looked down at myself and felt shame—ribs visible, hip bones jutting out, my once-proud tits deflated and sagging.

I’m ugly. She’s beautiful and I’m ugly and why would she even want to touch me?

But she climbed onto the table with me, positioning her body over mine, and her kiss was gentle, loving, nothing like the brutal transactions I’d grown accustomed to. Her hands explored my wasted body with tenderness, finding sensitive spots I’d forgotten existed—the hollow of my throat, the underside of my wrists, the soft skin behind my knees.

“This is about healing,” she whispered against my lips. “About replacing the poison with something real.”

She kissed her way down my body, her tongue tracing the valleys between my ribs, her hands massaging my skeletal hips. When she reached my pussy—dry and sore from months of abuse—she was infinitely gentle. Her tongue lapped softly at my outer lips, coaxing wetness, awakening nerves that had gone numb.

I felt a spark of sensation. Then another. And slowly, impossibly, pleasure began to build.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Let yourself feel it. Let your body remember what real pleasure is.”

She worked me slowly, carefully, her fingers joining her tongue, finding my clit and stroking it with feather-light touches. My hips began to move on their own, seeking more contact. My nipples hardened against my bony chest. My breath came faster.

The craving for cocaine was still there—a screaming need in the back of my mind—but it was getting quieter, drowned out by the rising tide of pleasure.

When I came—weakly, a shadow of my former orgasms—it was like a dam breaking. Dopamine and endorphins flooded my brain, quieting the craving, giving me a few precious hours of peace. Mana surged into my pool—not much, maybe 50 points, but it was something. My magic was regenerating.

This is what Vanessa meant. Sex instead of drugs. Pleasure instead of poison.

“See?” she said afterward, holding me close. “Magic, not cocaine. Pleasure, not poison.”

We repeated this every few hours over the next three days. Each session lasted longer, felt better, generated more mana. Vanessa brought me to orgasm with her fingers, her tongue, her hands—sometimes gently, sometimes more firmly as my body began to respond better. She made it clear this was healing, not just sex. This was medicine.

My pool slowly refilled—180 to 500 to 1,200 to 2,000. My body began to heal not just from external magic but from internal regeneration. Color returned to my skin. My hair stopped falling out. I gained a few pounds—92 by Day 369—and my face no longer looked like a skull.

By Day 369, the worst of the withdrawal had passed.

I was weak, thin, traumatized—but I was clean.

For the first time in months, I didn’t have cocaine in my system.

And I was still alive.

I stood in front of the full-length mirror in Vanessa’s lab and examined my body. Still skeletal—my ribs visible, my hip bones jutting out, my tits hanging sad and deflated. But I was alive. My skin had a faint pinkness instead of grey. My eyes had a tiny spark of life instead of the dead stare of a few days ago.

This is me. This is what I’ve become. But I’m alive.

“You’re going to get better,” Vanessa said, coming to stand beside me. “It will take time, but you’re going to heal. And then we’ll decide what comes next.”

“What if I can’t do it?” I asked quietly. “What if I relapse?”

“Then I’ll be here.” She put her arm around my shoulders. “And we’ll start again. As many times as it takes.”

I leaned into her warmth, feeling something I hadn’t felt in months.

Hope.



Power App Update (End of Day 369): ├─ Magic Level: 35 (stabilized but not yet recovering) ├─ Mana: 2,400/8,000 (recovering) ├─ Sexual Partners: 299 (+1 Vanessa healing sessions) ├─ Orgasms: 886 (+16) ├─ Bank: $0.00 ├─ Cocaine System: 35/100 (declining, withdrawal progressing) ├─ Weight: 92 lbs (gained 5 lbs from healing) ├─ Appearance: 3/10 (improving slowly) ├─ Breast Implants: 35DD (still deflated-looking but healing) ├─ Housing: Vanessa’s laboratory ├─ Physical: Stable, healing, organs functional ├─ Mental: Fragile but lucid, craving present but manageable ├─ Status: IN RECOVERY ├─ Healer: Vanessa └─ Days Since Transformation: 369

The craving was still there—quieter now, but present. A constant whisper in the back of my mind: One line would feel so good…

The trauma was still there—raw and unprocessed. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Officer Davis’s face. Marcus’s cold stare. The homeless men circling me like predators.

The memories of everything I’d done, everything that had been done to me, were still there—waiting to be faced.

But I had survived.

Against all odds, I had survived.

And tomorrow, I would start learning how to live again.


Chapter 17: The Body Reset

Day 370 brought transformation.

I woke in Vanessa’s laboratory feeling clearer than I had in months. The acute withdrawal had passed—the constant vomiting, the uncontrollable shaking, the fever dreams. What remained was a deep exhaustion and a persistent psychological craving that whispered constantly in the back of my mind: Just one line. Just one line would feel so good…

But I could think. I could feel. I could look in the mirror and see myself for the first time since the spiral began.

What I saw was terrifying.

“God,” I whispered, studying my reflection in the full-length mirror. “I look like a corpse.”

Ribs jutting out like ladder rungs. Hip bones sharp enough to cut glass. My once-perfect 35DD tits hanging deflated against my bony chest like empty sacks. My face gaunt and hollow, cheekbones protruding, eyes sunken in dark circles. My platinum blonde hair—which used to flow like silk—hung limp and lifeless, patches missing where it had fallen out.

This is what cocaine did to me. This is the price I paid.

“You nearly were a corpse,” Vanessa said from behind me. “But we can fix that.”

She stood at my shoulder, her expression calm and professional—the look she got when discussing magical matters. “Your body has been through severe trauma. Weight loss, malnutrition, drug damage, infections, physical abuse. Normal healing would take months, maybe years. But you’re not normal.” She smiled slightly. “You’re magical.”

“What are you proposing?”

“The Body Reset spell.”

I’d heard her mention it during my earlier training, but I’d never seen it performed. “That’s advanced magic. Way beyond what I can cast.”

“I’ll cast it. It costs 40 mana—nothing for me. The spell will restore your body to its optimal state, reversing the drug damage, returning your weight to healthy levels, clearing your skin, regenerating your hair.” She met my eyes in the mirror. “You’ll look like you did before the cocaine. Maybe better.”

“Before the cocaine.” I thought about what that meant. The golden period. When I’d been a successful prostitute, a rising porn star, a woman in control of her life and her body. When men paid five hundred dollars an hour to fuck me. When I’d walk into a room and every head would turn. Before it all fell apart.

“How long does it take?” I asked.

“Ten minutes. Maybe fifteen.”

Fifteen minutes to undo months of damage. Magic is incredible.

“Yes,” I said. “Do it.”



The Body Reset spell was unlike any magic I’d experienced.

Vanessa had me lie on the ritual table, naked—the spell required full body access. I stretched out on the cold metal, feeling self-conscious about my skeletal frame, my sagging tits, my visible ribs. She traced arcane symbols on my skin with oils that tingled and warmed—one on my forehead, one between my breasts, one on my navel, one on each hip, one on my pubic mound.

The oil felt alive against my skin, seeping into my pores, spreading warmth through my body.

“Stay still,” Vanessa instructed. “The spell will feel strange, but don’t fight it. Let it reshape you.”

She stepped back and began the incantation.

The words were in a language I didn’t recognize—ancient and powerful, each syllable resonating with magical energy that made the air vibrate. As she spoke, golden light began to emanate from the symbols, spreading across my body in patterns that pulsed with each word.

Then the transformation began.

It started with my skin. I could feel it happening—dead cells sloughing away in waves, new growth rushing to replace them. The grey pallor I’d developed over months of addiction faded like mist burning off in sunlight, replaced by healthy pink color. Blemishes disappeared. Track marks and needle scars vanished. The damage from rough sex without healing—the bruises, the tears, the scarring—all melted away.

My skin became flawless. Smooth. Perfect. Glowing with health and youth.

Next came my weight. This was stranger—I felt my body drawing in energy from somewhere, converting it to mass. Muscle rebuilt itself on my skeletal frame, fiber by fiber, wrapping around bones that had been exposed for too long. Fat redistributed to proper locations—my ass filling out, my thighs rounding, softness returning to my belly and hips. The gaunt, hollow look of starvation filled out into curves I’d almost forgotten I possessed.

My tits were transforming too. The implants were still there—35DD silicone sacks—but now the tissue around them was regenerating. My breasts lifted, filled out, became full and firm again instead of deflated and sagging. My nipples, which had been pale and numb, darkened to a healthy pink and hardened as blood flow returned.

I could feel my pussy changing too. The damage from months of rough fucking without proper healing—the tearing, the soreness, the permanent ache—all repaired itself. My inner walls tightened, my clit became sensitive again, my natural lubrication returned. I could feel moisture gathering between my legs as my body remembered what arousal felt like.

My waist narrowed. My hips flared. My ass lifted and rounded. My legs lengthened and toned. Every curve, every line, every proportion adjusted to some magical ideal of female beauty.

My hair was last. The damaged, lifeless strands thickened and strengthened, the platinum blonde color deepening from dull straw to lustrous gold. Even the extensions—which had become matted and destroyed—seemed to revitalize, flowing down my back in waves that caught the light and shimmered.

The whole process took maybe ten minutes, but it felt like being remade from the ground up. Like being born again. Like someone had taken the broken, dying junkie and rebuilt her into something perfect.

When the light faded and I sat up, I felt… whole. For the first time in months, I felt whole.



I looked in the mirror and saw a stranger.

No—not a stranger. Emily. The Emily I’d been before cocaine destroyed her. The supernatural beauty that magic and surgery had created, now restored to its full glory.

My body was perfect again: 35DD breasts defying gravity, perky and full and begging to be touched. Tiny waist that curved into flared hips. Long toned legs that went on forever. Smooth skin that glowed with health. Platinum blonde hair flowing down my back like silk. Grey-blue eyes sparkling with the faint supernatural allure of my succubus nature.

My face was perfect—high cheekbones, full lips, straight nose, clear complexion. My neck was graceful. My shoulders were delicate but strong. My arms were toned without being muscular.

And my pussy—I could see it in the reflection when I spread my legs—was perfect too. Smooth, waxed, pink and healthy. The kind of pussy men paid hundreds of dollars just to fuck.

My weight had jumped from 87 pounds to a healthy 130—the exact number I’d maintained during my golden period. Not too thin, not too thick. Just right. The perfect male-gaze fantasy body.

“Holy shit,” I breathed.

“The spell worked perfectly,” Vanessa said, satisfaction in her voice. “You’re back to optimal condition. Maybe even slightly better—the spell tends to correct genetic imperfections as well as damage.”

I turned slowly, examining myself from every angle. The woman in the mirror was gorgeous. Drop-dead beautiful. The kind of woman who turned heads wherever she went. The kind of woman who could walk into a club and have men fighting to buy her drinks. The kind of woman who could make five thousand dollars in a single night of sex.

This is me. This is who I can be when I’m not destroying myself.

“I forgot what I looked like,” I admitted. “When I was healthy. When I wasn’t dying.”

I ran my hands over my body, marveling at the changes. My tits were firm and heavy in my palms, my nipples hardening at the touch. My waist dipped in dramatically. My ass was round and fuckable. My thighs were thick enough to be sexy but not fat.

I’m beautiful again. I’m perfect again.

“You’re not dying anymore.” Vanessa came up behind me, her hands settling on my shoulders. “You’re alive. Restored. Ready to start over.”

I met her eyes in the mirror. “Start over as what? A prostitute again? A porn star? That’s all I know how to do.”

“That’s all you’ve done,” she corrected gently. “It’s not all you’re capable of. But yes, if you choose to return to sex work, you now have the tools to do it safely. Pain Block for protection. Cure Disease for health. Glamour for enhancement. And me…” She squeezed my shoulders. “For support.”

“Why are you so good to me? After everything I did?”

“Because you’re worth saving.” Simple, direct. “Because underneath the addiction and the bad choices, there’s a person I care about. A person who deserves a second chance.”

Tears welled in my eyes—the first tears I’d cried in weeks that weren’t from withdrawal.

“I don’t know who that person is anymore,” I said. “I don’t know who Emily is without the cocaine. Without the streets. Without the constant desperation.”

“Then we’ll figure it out together.” Vanessa turned me around to face her directly. “One day at a time. One choice at a time. That’s how recovery works.”

She kissed me then—soft and sweet and full of promise. I kissed her back, tasting hope for the first time in months.

Her hands slid down my back, cupping my ass, pulling me close. I could feel her body against mine—soft and warm and safe. Not transactional. Not desperate. Just… connection.

“You’re beautiful,” she whispered against my lips. “You’ve always been beautiful, but now you’re also healthy. Strong. Whole.”

“Thanks to you,” I said. “You saved me. Twice. You found me dying in that alley, and then you rebuilt me.”

“You did the hard part. You survived the withdrawal. You chose to live. I just gave you the tools.”



That night, we made love properly.

Not the frantic healing sessions of the past few days, but real lovemaking—slow and tender and focused on pleasure rather than survival. Vanessa explored my restored body with reverent hands, finding sensitive spots, building arousal gradually until I was trembling with need.

She started with my neck, kissing and sucking the tender skin there, making me gasp. Her hands cupped my tits, thumbs stroking my nipples until they were hard as diamonds and aching for more attention. She took one in her mouth, sucking hard, her tongue flicking the sensitive tip, and pleasure shot straight to my pussy.

“God, I missed this,” I moaned. “I missed feeling good.”

“Your body remembers,” Vanessa murmured against my skin. “It remembers pleasure. It remembers magic.”

She kissed her way down my body—between my breasts, across my flat stomach, along my hip bone. When she reached my pussy, she paused, looking up at me with those green eyes.

“You’re so wet,” she said, her breath hot against my sensitive lips. “Your body wants this.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please.”

She licked me slowly, her tongue parting my folds, finding my clit and circling it with maddening lightness. I arched up, my hips rolling, seeking more contact. She held me down, controlling the pace, building the pleasure so slowly I thought I’d go insane.

Her fingers joined her tongue, sliding inside me, finding that spot deep inside that made me see stars. She worked me expertly—sucking my clit while her fingers curled inside me, stroking, building, pushing me higher and higher.

The orgasm built slowly, starting deep in my core and spreading outward like ripples on water. My pussy clenched around her fingers. My thighs trembled. My breath came in short gasps.

And then I came—hard, my whole body convulsing, my back arching off the table, a scream tearing from my throat. The climax crashed through me in waves, each one stronger than the last, pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

Mana surged into my pool. I could feel it filling me, golden energy flooding through my magical pathways, regenerating power I’d lost during the dark months. 800 mana from a single orgasm.

Mana: 2,400 → 3,200.

“God,” I gasped when I could speak again. “I forgot what that felt like.”

“The streets stripped everything from you,” Vanessa murmured against my thigh, kissing the soft skin there. “Pleasure, power, hope. But those things can be rebuilt.” She kissed her way up my body. “We’re going to rebuild them together.”

I returned the favor, pushing her onto her back and exploring her body the way she’d explored mine. I kissed her breasts, sucked her nipples, ran my tongue down her flat stomach. When I reached her pussy, I dove in eagerly, tasting her, licking her, making her moan and writhe beneath me.

She came on my face, her thighs clamping around my head, her pussy pulsing against my tongue, her fingers tangled in my hair. I drank down her juices and kept licking, drawing out her pleasure until she was begging me to stop.

We made love once more that night—scissoring together, our pussies grinding against each other, our clits rubbing until we both came simultaneously, screaming and shaking and clinging to each other.

By the time we fell asleep tangled together, my mana pool had risen to 4,500.

More power than I’d had in months.

And it came from love, not desperation.

Maybe that was the difference between then and now.

Maybe that was what recovery looked like.



Power App Update (End of Day 370): ├─ Magic Level: 35 (core stabilized, ready for slow recovery) ├─ Mana: 4,500/8,000 (recovering rapidly) ├─ Sexual Partners: 300 (milestone) ├─ Orgasms: 893 (+7) ├─ Bank: $0.00 ├─ Cocaine System: 25/100 (continuing decline) ├─ Weight: 130 lbs (RESTORED) ├─ Appearance: 10/10 (RESTORED) ├─ Breast Size: 35DD (implants fully healed and perfect) ├─ Hair: Platinum blonde, flowing, perfect ├─ Skin: Flawless, glowing ├─ Body: 35DD-23-35 (male-gaze ideal) ├─ Pussy: Tight, healthy, responsive ├─ Housing: Vanessa’s laboratory ├─ Physical: OPTIMAL ├─ Mental: Recovering, fragile but hopeful ├─ Status: Body Reset complete └─ Days Since Transformation: 370

I looked in the mirror one more time before bed.

The woman staring back was beautiful. Powerful. Alive.

Perfect platinum blonde hair. Sparkling grey-blue eyes. Flawless skin. Big tits. Tiny waist. Round ass. Long legs.

She looked like a pornstar. A prostitute. A male fantasy made flesh.

She was Emily Lewis.

And she was ready to start over.


Chapter 18: The Conversation

Days 371-373 were about talking.

For the first time since my spiral began, I had space to think, to reflect, to process what had happened. Vanessa gave me that space—she didn’t push, didn’t demand explanations, just stayed close and let me work through things at my own pace.

We spent hours talking. Lying in her bed, skin against skin, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my restored body. Sitting in her laboratory, surrounded by magical equipment and the quiet hum of power. Walking through the streets of Midtown that I’d once worked, my perfect body drawing stares from men who had no idea what I’d been through. Conversations that ranged from the trivial to the profound, slowly untangling the mess I’d made of my life.



Day 371, afternoon: We talked about Michael.

“Do you still want to reverse the transformation?” Vanessa asked.

We were lying in her bed, tangled in sheets, my perfect restored body pressed against hers. Afternoon sunlight filtered through the windows, making her red hair glow like fire.

“I told you once it might be possible if you reached high enough magical levels,” she continued. “You’re at 35 now, but your core is stable. With focused effort, you could probably reach 80 or higher within a year. That’s the threshold where reversal becomes theoretically possible.”

I thought about it—really thought, for the first time in months. Michael. The person I’d been before the amulet changed me. Husband, father, man.

Who was he?

I tried to picture his face and got only fragments. Dark hair. Grey-blue eyes. A smile that felt familiar but distant. Like looking at a photograph of someone you used to know.

“No,” I said finally. “I don’t think I do.”

“Why not?”

“Because Michael is gone.” The words came slowly, each one costing something. “His memories are… fading. I can barely remember his wife’s name now. Sarah, I think? And his daughter—I don’t even know her name anymore. It’s like trying to remember a dream after you’ve been awake too long.”

I ran my hands over my body—perfect tits, narrow waist, soft skin. This body. My body.

“I remember being male the way you remember a story someone told you,” I continued. “I know intellectually that I used to have a cock. That I used to fuck women instead of getting fucked. That I used to be a father and husband. But I can’t feel those memories anymore. They’re just… data.”

“That’s the transformation deepening,” Vanessa said. “The longer you stay in this body, the more Emily becomes your true identity. Eventually, Michael will be just a story you were told, not a life you lived.”

“I think… I think that’s okay.” I looked at my hands—slender, manicured, feminine. Hands that had jerked hundreds of cocks. Hands that had touched my own pussy in pleasure and desperation. Hands that had held cocaine vials and syringes and five-hundred-dollar bills. “I am Emily now. This body, this life, this nature—it’s mine. Whatever Michael wanted, whatever he dreamed about, those aren’t my dreams anymore.”

“What are your dreams?”

“I don’t know yet.” I smiled slightly. “But I know they don’t include being a man again. That person is gone. It’s just me now. Just Emily. Just a twenty-one-year-old prostitute with perfect tits and a drug problem I’m trying to recover from.”

Vanessa squeezed my hand. “Then we move forward. Emily Lewis, version 2.0.”

“Emily Lewis, the porn star,” I said. “Because that’s what I’m good at. That’s what this body was made for.”

I cupped my tits, feeling their weight, their perfection. 35DD implants that had cost thousands of dollars. Nipples that hardened at the slightest touch. A body built for sex.

This is who I am. This is all I am.

And for the first time, I wasn’t sure if that made me sad or relieved.



Day 372, evening: We talked about the cocaine.

“Tell me about it,” Vanessa said. “Not the spiral—I saw that from the outside. Tell me what it felt like from inside.”

We were sitting in her laboratory, me on the ritual table where she’d healed me, her in a chair facing me. She was holding a mug of tea. I was naked—I’d stopped bothering with clothes in the lab—and the cold air made my nipples hard.

I closed my eyes, remembering. The euphoria. The confidence. The way the world seemed brighter, sharper, more manageable when I was high.

“It felt like power,” I said. “Like I could handle anything. The sex work was easier—I didn’t feel the degradation as much when I was high. Some client wanted to fuck my ass without lube? Snort a line, cast Pain Block, and suddenly it didn’t matter. The fear was muted. The loneliness was bearable. The shame…” I opened my eyes. “The shame disappeared completely.”

“That’s what you were running from,” Vanessa said. “The shame.”

“Yes.” The admission hurt. “I hated what I’d become. A prostitute. A pornstar. A woman who’d fucked three hundred men for money. Every time I looked in the mirror, I saw someone I didn’t recognize. Someone who’d lost everything Michael had—his family, his business, his manhood—and replaced it with big tits and a tight pussy.”

I touched myself as I spoke, running my hands over my perfect body. The body that men paid to fuck. The body that generated magical power through orgasms. The body that had nearly killed me.

“The cocaine made me not care,” I continued. “When I was high, I could look in the mirror and see a successful businesswoman instead of a whore. I could fuck clients and pretend I was powerful instead of used. I could ignore the fact that I was trading my body for money and slowly destroying myself in the process.”

“And now?” Vanessa asked. “Without the cocaine, how do you feel about what you’ve become?”

I thought about it.

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “Some days I feel strong. I survived things that would kill normal people. I made money doing something most people are too afraid to try. I took a terrible situation—being transformed into a woman against my will—and found a way to profit from it.”

“And other days?”

“Other days I feel like trash.” The words came out bitter. “A junkie prostitute who got what she deserved. A failure who couldn’t even be a man properly, so she became a woman and fucked three hundred strangers for drug money.”

“Both things can be true,” Vanessa said. “You can be strong and struggling. Survivor and victim. The human experience is complicated.”

“I’m not human anymore,” I said. “I’m a succubus. My nature is to fuck and feed and generate power. Maybe the cocaine was just… helping me accept what I am.”

“Or maybe it was an escape from accepting it.” Vanessa set down her tea and came to stand in front of me. “Emily, you don’t have to love what you’ve become. But you have to accept it. Because this is your reality now. You’re a magical being in a female body with a succubus nature. You can either spend your life fighting that reality, or you can make peace with it and build something.”

“How do I stay clean?” I asked. “How do I make sure I don’t go back?”

“There’s no guarantee.” She was honest about it. “Relapse is common. The craving never fully disappears—it just becomes manageable. The key is building a life where using isn’t worth the cost. Having things you care about more than the high.”

“Like what?”

“Like relationships. Goals. Purpose.” She traced patterns on my skin—my arm, my shoulder, my neck. “You had all that once—the prostitution was working, the porn career was growing, you had friends and lovers and a future. Then cocaine took it all away. If you rebuild, you’ll have reasons to stay clean that the drug can’t compete with.”

“And if I don’t rebuild? If I can’t?”

“Then we cross that bridge when we come to it.” She kissed my forehead. “But I believe in you, Emily. You survived things that would have killed most people. You crawled out of an alley where you should have died. That same strength can keep you clean.”

I wanted to believe her. I wasn’t sure I did.

But I was willing to try.



Day 373, night: We talked about the future.

“What do you want to do?” Vanessa asked. “Once you’re ready to leave here. Once you’re strong enough to face the world again.”

We were in her bed again, naked and sated from hours of lovemaking. My pussy was still wet, throbbing gently from the orgasms she’d given me. My mana pool was nearly full—7,200 out of 8,000—and I could feel the power humming through my body.

“I’ve been thinking about that.” I’d spent hours turning it over in my mind. “The streets are out—too dangerous, too low-paying, too degrading. Marcus would try to own me again if he saw me, and Officer Davis…” I shuddered. “I can’t go back to that.”

“What about the massage parlor?”

“They won’t take me back even if I wanted to go. I was too unreliable during the addiction. Missed too many shifts. The madam banned me.” I thought about it. “The strip club is possible, but Richard knows what happened to me, and I doubt he’d hire someone with my history.”

“What does that leave?”

“Porn.” The word sat between us. “Vincent—the director I worked with before—he liked my work. Said I was a natural. Said the camera loved my face, my body, the way I moved.” I ran my hands over my tits, feeling their weight. “If I can get him to give me another chance, I could rebuild a career there.”

“Porn is still sex work.”

“I know. But it’s… different. Controlled environments. Professional sets. Medical screenings. Contracts and negotiated rates. It’s not the chaos of the streets, where anyone could hurt me and no one would care.” I thought about it more. “And I’m good at it. The camera loves this face, this body. I know how to perform, how to sell the fantasy, how to fuck on cue and make it look real. It’s the one skill I have that hasn’t been destroyed.”

“There are other options,” Vanessa said carefully. “You have magical abilities. Combat spells, healing spells, utility magic. You could find work in the supernatural community—security, research assistance, even magical escort services for wealthy clients who want discretion and power.”

“Maybe eventually. But right now, I need something familiar. Something I know I can do without risking another breakdown.” I met her eyes. “Porn makes sense. It pays well, generates mana through orgasms, and doesn’t require me to learn entirely new skills while I’m still putting myself back together.”

“Then we’ll make that work,” Vanessa said. “I’ll help however I can.”

“Thank you.” The words felt inadequate. “For everything. For saving me, for healing me, for rebuilding my body with that spell, for staying with me through withdrawal, for just being here.”

“You’d do the same for me.”

“Would I?” I thought about the person I’d been during the spiral—selfish, desperate, willing to hurt anyone to get my next fix. Ignoring Vanessa’s calls. Shutting out everyone who cared about me. Choosing cocaine over love, over life, over everything. “I’m not sure the addict version of me would have.”

“The addict version of you was a survival mechanism,” Vanessa said. “Not the real you. The real Emily—the one I fell in love with—is still in there. Recovery is about finding her again.”

I hoped she was right.

I really, really hoped she was right.



Later that night, we made love again—slowly, tenderly, relearning each other’s bodies after months of separation.

Vanessa worshipped my restored form with lips and fingers. She kissed every inch of my perfect skin, sucked my nipples until I was moaning, licked my pussy until I came screaming. Then she made me come again with her fingers, and again with her tongue, and again with both together.

I returned the favor, eating her pussy until she was trembling and begging, making her come on my face while I moaned at the taste of her. We scissored together, our pussies grinding, our clits rubbing, both of us gasping and crying out until we came together in a rush of pleasure.

By the end of the night, my mana pool was nearly full and my body was gloriously sore. Good sore. The sore that came from pleasure instead of pain. From love instead of desperation.

Afterward, lying in her arms, I felt something I hadn’t felt in months.

Hope.

Not certainty—the road ahead was still terrifying. Not confidence—I knew how easily I could fall back into old patterns. But hope. The belief that maybe, just maybe, things could get better.

“I love you,” I whispered into the darkness.

“I love you too,” Vanessa said.

And for that moment, it was enough.



Power App Update (End of Day 373): ├─ Magic Level: 35 (holding steady during recovery) ├─ Mana: 7,200/8,000 ├─ Sexual Partners: 300 ├─ Orgasms: 912 (+19) ├─ Bank: $0.00 ├─ Cocaine System: 15/100 (acute withdrawal complete, psychological craving remains) ├─ Weight: 130 lbs ├─ Appearance: 10/10 ├─ Breast Size: 35DD (perfect implants) ├─ Body: 35DD-23-35 (male-gaze ideal restored) ├─ Hair: Platinum blonde, perfect ├─ Pussy: Tight, healthy, responsive ├─ Housing: Vanessa’s laboratory ├─ Physical: Optimal ├─ Mental: Stabilizing, fragile but improving ├─ Identity: Emily Lewis (Michael fully integrated/faded) ├─ Goal: Porn career comeback ├─ Support System: Vanessa └─ Days Since Transformation: 373

Three days of conversation.

Three days of healing.

Three days of learning who I was now.

Tomorrow, I would start rebuilding.

But tonight, I just rested in the arms of someone who loved me.

That was enough.


Chapter 19: Magical Enhancement Planning

Days 374-375 were about preparation.

If I was going to make a comeback in the porn industry, I needed to be better than before. Not just recovered—improved. Enhanced. Armed with every advantage magic could provide.

And that meant leveraging every magical tool at my disposal to make myself the perfect pornstar.

Vanessa and I sat down with notebooks and grimoires, planning the enhancements that would make me not just competitive, but dominant.



Day 374, morning: We assessed my magical arsenal.

“You have sixteen spells from your earlier training,” Vanessa said, reviewing her notes. We were in her laboratory, me sitting naked on the ritual table—I’d stopped bothering with clothes around her—while she consulted her spellbooks. “Combat, healing, and utility. For porn work, the most relevant are Pain Block, Cure Disease, Glamour, Cosmetica, and Shower.”

“Pain Block for rough scenes,” I said, thinking through the applications. “Cure Disease after shoots to clear any STDs. Glamour for supernatural beauty on camera. Cosmetica for instant grooming between takes. Shower for quick cleanup.”

“Exactly. But we can do more.” She pulled out a worn leather book—her personal spellbook, filled with decades of research. The pages were yellowed with age, covered in precise handwriting and arcane diagrams. “I’ve developed several spells specifically for the sex work I used to do. Before I became a researcher, I was… like you.”

This was new information. “You were a prostitute?”

“Long ago. Before magic, before the university, before everything.” Her expression was distant, remembering a past I couldn’t imagine. “I learned to survive the same way you did. Then I learned to enhance that survival through magic. These spells were my creations. Tools for women like us.”

She opened the book to marked pages, showing me spells I’d never seen before.

“First: Perfect Pussy. 200 mana. Temporarily enhances vaginal tightness and sensitivity. Makes you feel like a virgin again, makes clients think they’re fucking the tightest pussy they’ve ever had. Popular with men who want the ‘barely legal’ fantasy, essential for performers who need to sell that illusion on camera.”

I thought about the applications. “That could be huge for certain scenes. The ‘teen’ category is always popular.”

“Second: Orgasm Control. 150 mana. Allows you to delay, enhance, or trigger orgasms at will. Essential for porn where the climax needs to happen at the right moment for the camera. No more faking—you can cum on command, as hard as the director needs.”

“I’ve faked a lot of orgasms,” I admitted. “Being able to have real ones on demand…”

“Would make your performances much more convincing. Real orgasms generate mana. Fake ones don’t. This spell makes you more powerful while making better content.” Vanessa smiled. “Third: Stamina Surge. 300 mana. Provides four hours of enhanced physical endurance. Useful for marathon sessions or multi-partner scenes. You won’t get tired, won’t get sore, won’t flag halfway through even if you’re taking five cocks at once.”

“The BBC gangbang Vincent mentioned could be several hours of filming.”

“With this spell, you won’t just survive it—you’ll dominate it.” She turned to another page. “Fourth—and this one’s special: Penis Envy.”

I blinked. “What?”

“400 mana. When using a strap-on or similar device, the spell creates a magical nerve link. You feel the dildo as if it were your own cock. Every sensation transmitted directly—the warmth of a mouth, the tightness of a pussy, the grip of an asshole.” She watched my reaction carefully. “I developed it to help some of my clients who missed certain aspects of their previous lives. But it has other applications.”

My mind reeled. “I could… feel what it’s like to have a cock again? Without actually being male?”

“Exactly. The spell creates phantom nerve endings that map the dildo to your nervous system. Your brain interprets it as a penis, even though your body is still fully female.” She leaned forward. “And in porn, it could create some unique content. Lesbian scenes where you actually experience the penetration from both sides—feeling yourself getting fucked while also feeling yourself doing the fucking. Very popular in certain markets. The futa fantasy without the actual transformation.”

I sat with that for a moment. The idea of experiencing sexuality from Michael’s perspective again—feeling what it was like to have a cock, to penetrate instead of be penetrated, to fuck instead of be fucked—but in Emily’s body, without losing what I’d become…

It was strange and intriguing and a little heartbreaking.

“Teach me,” I said.



Day 374, afternoon: We practiced.

Learning new spells was challenging—my magical education had been interrupted by addiction, my focus damaged by months of cocaine abuse, my mana pathways weakened from disuse. But Vanessa was patient, walking me through each incantation until I could cast reliably.

Perfect Pussy: I cast it on myself and immediately felt the difference. My pussy clenched down, tightening dramatically. Everything became more sensitive—my inner walls, my clit, my G-spot. When Vanessa tested it with her fingers, sliding two inside me, I gasped at the intensity of sensation.

“Very tight,” she observed, her fingers barely able to move. “This would definitely sell the ‘barely legal’ fantasy. You feel like you’ve never been fucked before.”

“Even though I’ve been fucked by three hundred men.”

“Even though.” She withdrew her fingers. “The spell lasts about an hour. Cast it right before a scene starts, and you’ll feel virgin-tight the whole time. Makes for better reactions on camera when you’re ‘struggling’ to take a big cock.”

Orgasm Control: Harder to learn, requiring precise mental focus and awareness of my own arousal patterns. But once I mastered it, the applications were obvious. I could edge myself indefinitely, building pleasure to impossible heights, then release on command with explosive results. Or I could have quick, sharp orgasms that looked good for the camera but didn’t drain my energy. Or I could layer multiple orgasms, one after another, creating the visual of a woman completely overwhelmed by pleasure.

Vanessa made me practice, her fingers working my pussy while I tried different patterns. Small orgasm. Big orgasm. Multiple orgasms in rapid succession. Delayed orgasm after five minutes of building. By the end, I was sweating and trembling, but I had control.

“Perfect,” she said, licking my juices from her fingers. “You’re going to look incredible on camera.”

Stamina Surge: Simple but powerful. I cast the spell and felt energy flood my body—not nervous jittery energy like cocaine, but solid, sustainable endurance. My muscles felt stronger. My breathing came easier. Exhaustion felt distant and irrelevant.

“This lasts four hours,” Vanessa explained. “After that, you’ll crash hard—sleep for twelve hours minimum. But during those four hours, you’re superhuman. You could fuck fifty men and still be ready for more.”

Penis Envy: This one required equipment. Vanessa produced a strap-on from her collection—not a cheap toy but a high-quality silicone dildo, eight inches long and realistically shaped, attached to leather harness that fit snugly against my pelvis.

I strapped it on, feeling the weight of it hanging between my legs. The harness pressed the base against my clit, providing some stimulation, but otherwise it was just a toy. Dead silicone.

Then I cast the spell.

And everything changed.

“Oh god,” I breathed, feeling sensations I hadn’t experienced since before the transformation.

The dildo wasn’t just attached to me anymore—it was part of me. I could feel it as clearly as I’d once felt Michael’s cock. Every movement, every touch, every change in temperature translated to pleasure that was distinctly masculine despite my female body. It felt… right. Like a phantom limb suddenly restored.

“How does it feel?” Vanessa asked, her voice soft.

“Like… like I’m both at once.” I couldn’t quite articulate it. “Emily’s body, but Michael’s sensations. I can feel my tits and my pussy, but I can also feel this.” I touched the dildo and shuddered at the dual sensation—my fingers touching silicone, and the phantom cock feeling my fingers. “It’s strange. And kind of amazing. And really fucking sad.”

“Why sad?”

“Because this is as close as I’ll ever get to being male again. This fake cock is the only penis I’ll ever have.” I looked down at my perfect female body—big tits, narrow waist, no bulge between my legs except for the strap-on. “I’m Emily now. Fully. This spell just lets me remember what I lost.”

Vanessa came close, her hands gentle on my hips. “Do you want to try it?”

I nodded.

She knelt in front of me and took the strap-on in her mouth, and I felt everything. The warmth of her lips. The pressure of her tongue. The suction as she worked the shaft. The wetness. The heat. Every sensation I’d felt a thousand times as Michael, getting blowjobs from his wife, now experienced in Emily’s body.

The pleasure built in unfamiliar patterns—not centered in my pussy but in the phantom cock, pressure building at the base, spreading outward. When I came, it was unlike anything I’d experienced as either Michael or Emily. A masculine orgasm in a female body, my pussy clenching empty while my brain registered the release as coming from the cock.

I gasped and shook and nearly collapsed.

“That’s going to be popular in certain markets,” Vanessa said after I stopped trembling. She stood up, wiping her mouth. “Futanari content. Strap-on scenes where you actually feel it. Lesbian dominance where you can fuck like a man.”

“It’s bittersweet,” I admitted. “It reminds me of what I used to be. What I’ll never be again.”

“That’s the paradox of transformation,” Vanessa said gently. “You can taste the past, but you can’t return to it. Only forward.”



Day 375: We planned the physical enhancements.

“The Body Reset restored you to optimal health,” Vanessa explained. We were back in the laboratory, her laptop open with before-and-after images of previous clients. “But ‘optimal’ is based on your genetics and previous peak. We can go further. We can make you supernaturally perfect.”

“Further how?”

“Magical body modification.” She scrolled through images—women with enhanced lips, brighter eyes, flawless skin, hair that defied physics. “I can adjust almost any aspect of your appearance. Breast size, hip width, lip fullness, hair length, even eye color if you want. Anything that makes you more visually appealing.”

“I thought about getting bigger implants before the spiral. 35DD to 40DDD or something.”

“Possible, but consider the practicalities. Larger breasts are harder to support magically—eventually gravity wins even with enhancement spells. And in porn, 35DD is already impressive. You might benefit more from other adjustments that don’t come with structural challenges.”

She showed me options:

Lip Enhancement: Fuller, poutier lips. The classic pornstar blowjob lips. Makes you look more fuckable, more eager to suck cock. 300 mana, permanent modification.

Perfect Skin: Permanent supernatural smoothness, like Glamour made flesh. No pores, no blemishes, just flawless glowing skin. 1000 mana, permanent.

Eye Brightening: Enhanced grey-blue to sparkling, luminous intensity. Your eyes will capture light on camera, draw focus, make you mesmerizing. 300 mana, permanent.

Hair Enhancement: Thicker, longer, more lustrous platinum blonde. Hair that looks like silk, that catches light, that men want to grab and pull. 500 mana, permanent.

“Each one is relatively cheap and makes a noticeable difference on camera,” Vanessa said. “Together, they’ll make you look otherworldly beautiful without any obvious artificial tells. You’ll just look… perfect.”

“Let’s do all of them.”

“Are you sure? These are permanent changes. Once I cast them, there’s no going back without expensive reversal magic.”

I looked at my reflection in the laboratory mirror. Perfect body. Big tits. Platinum blonde hair. The face and form of a pornstar prostitute.

“I’m sure. This is who I am now. Emily. Not Michael. Let’s make Emily as perfect as she can be.”

We spent the rest of the day implementing the changes.

Each spell was simple but significant. Vanessa traced symbols on my skin, chanted in ancient languages, channeled power through her hands into my body.

Lip Enhancement: I felt my lips swelling, growing fuller and poutier. The change was subtle but noticeable—lips designed for sucking cock, for looking eager and hungry on camera. When I ran my tongue over them, they felt plush and inviting.

Perfect Skin: This one took longer. Magic flowed through every inch of my skin, erasing the last microscopic imperfections, smoothing texture, evening tone. When it finished, my skin glowed with health—not makeup or lighting, but actual luminosity. I touched my arm and it felt like silk.

Eye Brightening: My grey-blue eyes became brighter, more vibrant, almost luminescent. They caught the light in ways that made them seem to sparkle. I stared at my reflection and barely recognized myself—these were eyes that would dominate any camera shot.

Hair Enhancement: My platinum blonde hair thickened dramatically, each strand becoming stronger and more lustrous. The extensions blended seamlessly with my natural hair, creating a cascade of golden silk that flowed down my back. I ran my fingers through it and it felt like water—smooth, cool, perfect.

When we finished, I looked like a fantasy come to life.

“Perfect,” Vanessa said, circling me appraisingly. “You’re not just beautiful anymore. You’re supernaturally perfect. You’re going to dominate every scene you’re in.”

I looked at myself in the mirror—platinum blonde perfection, pouty cock-sucking lips, luminous eyes, flawless glowing skin, big perfect tits, tight perfect body.

This is me. This is Emily. A magical pornstar prostitute. The ultimate male-gaze fantasy.

“I’m ready,” I said. “Let’s do this.”



Power App Update (End of Day 375): ├─ Magic Level: 35 (stable - will grow again with healthy work) ├─ Mana: 6,800/8,000 ├─ New Spells Learned: │ ├─ Perfect Pussy (200 mana - virgin-tight illusion) │ ├─ Orgasm Control (150 mana - cum on command) │ ├─ Stamina Surge (300 mana - 4-hour superhuman endurance) │ └─ Penis Envy (400 mana - feel strap-on as real cock) ├─ Body Modifications Applied (PERMANENT): │ ├─ Lip Enhancement - fuller, pornstar blowjob lips │ ├─ Perfect Skin - supernatural flawless glow │ ├─ Eye Brightening - luminous grey-blue sparkle │ └─ Hair Enhancement - thick lustrous platinum silk ├─ Sexual Partners: 300 ├─ Orgasms: 920 (+8) ├─ Bank: $0.00 ├─ Cocaine System: 10/100 (minimal craving) ├─ Weight: 130 lbs ├─ Appearance: 10+/10 (magically enhanced perfection) ├─ Breast Size: 35DD (implants, perfect) ├─ Body: 35DD-23-35 (supernatural male-gaze ideal) ├─ Physical: Super-optimal ├─ Ready for: Porn comeback └─ Days Since Transformation: 375

Twenty spells in my arsenal—four designed specifically for sex work.

Magical body modifications that made me look more beautiful than nature ever intended.

I was armed with every advantage magic could provide.

Now I just needed to use them.

Tomorrow, I would contact Vincent and start my comeback.

Tomorrow, Emily Lewis would rise again.


Chapter 20: The Comeback Plan

Day 376 was about strategy.

Vanessa and I sat at her kitchen table, planning my re-entry into the world. She’d bought me new clothes—nothing designer, but clean and professional. A fitted blouse that showed off my enhanced cleavage without looking desperate. Dark jeans that hugged my ass and thighs. Ankle boots with a modest heel. The look of a woman getting her life back together, not a desperate junkie prostitute.

I’d spent an hour with makeup, making sure I looked the part. My magically enhanced features needed minimal help—the pouty lips, luminous eyes, and flawless skin did most of the work—but I added mascara, lip gloss, a touch of blush. Professional pornstar, not street whore.

“Okay,” Vanessa said, pen poised over a notepad. “Let’s map this out. What are your goals?”

“Rebuild my porn career. Get financially stable. Stay clean.” I ticked them off on my fingers. “Those are the priorities.”

“In that order?”

“Staying clean should probably be first. But I need money to survive, and porn is the fastest path to money. So they’re all intertwined.” I thought about it. “If I don’t make money, I’ll be desperate. If I’m desperate, I’ll be vulnerable to relapse. If I relapse, everything falls apart again. So… money first, which enables staying clean.”

“Fair enough.” She wrote down the goals. “Let’s start with porn. What’s your plan for contacting Vincent?”

“Show up at the studio. In person. Let him see that I’m recovered, that I look better than ever.” I’d thought about this a lot over the past day. “He saw me spiral. He watched me go from rising star to skeletal junkie. He needs to see that I’ve come back—that the woman he’s hiring isn’t the corpse who disappeared months ago.”

“What if he says no?”

“Then I try other studios. Other directors. My face was known before the collapse—not famous, but recognized. I did eighteen films. Some of them were popular. Someone will give me a chance.” I paused. “And if no one does, I’ll start my own content. OnlyFans, independent videos, whatever. I’m not going back to the streets.”

Vanessa nodded approvingly. “And once you’re working again? How do you make sure the money doesn’t disappear like before?”

This was the hard part. The part that required admitting I couldn’t trust myself.

“I need structure. Someone to help me manage finances. Someone who’ll hold me accountable when the craving gets bad.” I met her eyes. “Someone who’ll keep me from having unlimited access to cash that could go straight to a cocaine dealer.”

“I can do that,” she said immediately. “You can stay here as long as you need. We’ll set up a joint account—I’ll control it, you’ll have limited access. Bills get paid first, savings second, your personal expenses third. No large cash withdrawals without my approval.”

“That’s… a lot to ask.”

“It’s what you need. Recovery isn’t a solo project, Emily. You need support. You need someone who’ll say ‘no’ when you can’t say it yourself. Let me give that to you.”



We continued planning, writing everything down in meticulous detail:

Phase 1: Porn Re-entry - Contact Vincent at the Brooklyn studio (in person, show don’t tell) - Offer to do a “comeback” scene—something dramatic that showcases recovery - Accept whatever rate he offers initially (need the credit more than the money) - Build reputation back scene by scene - Leverage magical enhancements to stand out - Target: 2-3 scenes per week minimum

Phase 2: Financial Stability - All earnings deposited into joint account (Vanessa controls) - Fixed weekly allowance for personal expenses ($200 cash maximum) - Bills paid automatically: * Rent contribution to Vanessa ($800/month) * Phone ($100/month) * Food and basic necessities * Transportation - Emergency fund: First $5,000 saved before any discretionary spending - NO large cash withdrawals - NO access to savings without Vanessa’s approval - Financial review every Friday

Phase 3: Recovery Maintenance - Daily check-ins with Vanessa (morning and night) - Weekly NA meetings (Narcotics Anonymous - Vanessa would research local options) - Magical sex sessions to replace cocaine dopamine (scheduled, not desperate) - Avoid old triggers: * Meatpacking District (where I worked streets) * Washington Square Park (dealer territory) * Former contacts (Marcus, Officer Davis, street johns) * Cocaine-using friends - Emergency protocols if craving gets overwhelming: * Call Vanessa immediately * Use Orgasm Control spell for dopamine * Go to emergency NA meeting * Lock myself in lab if necessary

Phase 4: Long-term Goals - Exclusive contract with reputable studio - Regular STD testing (weekly) - Build savings to $20,000+ (financial cushion) - Consider elite escort work for wealthy magical clients (once stable) - Learn more magic (advance to Level 50+) - Possibly mentor other magical sex workers - Stay clean for one year minimum

“This is more structure than I’ve ever had,” I admitted, looking at the pages of notes. “Even before the transformation. Michael’s life was chaotic in different ways—business stress, family obligations, no real planning. This is… organized.”

“Structure is what keeps addicts clean,” Vanessa said. “The cocaine was a symptom of chaos. We replace the chaos with order, and the symptom becomes manageable.”

“What if I can’t do it? What if I slip?”

“Then we deal with it.” Her voice was firm but not harsh. “Relapse doesn’t mean failure—it means we adjust the plan. Maybe you need more check-ins. Maybe you need stricter cash limits. Maybe you need a different work schedule. The goal isn’t perfection; it’s progress. As long as you’re trying, we’re succeeding.”

I felt tears prickling at my eyes. “Why are you doing all this for me?”

“Because I love you. Because I’ve been where you are—not exactly, but close enough. Because no one should have to climb out of that pit alone.” She reached across the table and took my hand. “And because I believe you can do this. I wouldn’t invest this much time in someone I thought was hopeless.”



Day 376, afternoon: We made contact.

Vanessa let me use her phone to call Vincent’s studio. My heart pounded as I dialed—this was the first step back into a world that had rejected me, and I wasn’t sure what kind of reception I’d get.

“Brooklyn Studio, this is Jen.”

“Hi. I’m looking for Vincent. Tell him it’s Emily Lewis.”

A pause. I could practically hear her thinking. “Emily Lewis? The blonde who—”

“Yes. That Emily Lewis. The one who disappeared. Please, just put him on.”

More pause. Muffled conversation in the background. Whispered words I couldn’t make out. Then:

“Emily?” Vincent’s voice, surprised and cautious. “I heard you were dead.”

“Reports of my death were greatly exaggerated.” I tried to sound confident instead of terrified. “I was sick. I’m better now. I want to work.”

“Sick. Is that what we’re calling it?” His tone was skeptical, edged with anger. “Last time I saw you, you looked like a walking corpse. Skinny, strung out, barely able to stand. You missed three scheduled shoots, cost me thousands of dollars. I can’t put that on camera, Emily. I can’t risk it.”

“I’m clean now. Seven days sober. And I’ve recovered physically—completely. Better than before, actually.” I took a breath. “Vincent, I know I burned bridges. I know I disappeared and caused problems and lost you money. But I’m asking for one chance. One scene. If I can’t perform, if I look anything less than professional, you never hear from me again. I’ll walk away and you can forget I existed.”

Silence on the line. I could practically hear him thinking, weighing risks against potential reward. Vincent was a businessman before anything else—if he thought I could make him money, he’d take the chance.

“I have a scene coming up,” he finally said. “BBC gangbang. Five guys, all of them hung like horses. Four hours of filming, multiple positions, every hole. It’s brutal, Emily. A real test.”

“I can handle it.”

“If you can’t, it costs me the whole shoot. That’s thousands of dollars in talent fees, location rental, equipment time. Not to mention the damage to my reputation if I have to cancel.”

“I can handle it,” I repeated, putting every ounce of confidence I could muster into my voice. “I’ve got magic now, Vincent. I’m not the same woman who disappeared. I’m better. Stronger. More capable.”

Another pause. “Magic?”

“Body enhancements. Stamina spells. Things that’ll make me perform better than anyone else you could hire.” I was gambling now, revealing information I probably shouldn’t. “Give me this chance and I’ll prove it.”

“Day 378. Two days from now. Be here at 10 AM sharp. Clean, shaved, ready to work.” He paused. “And Emily? If you show up looking anything less than perfect—if I see even a hint of the junkie you became—I’m sending you home and we’re done forever. Understood?”

“Understood. I’ll be there.”

“10 AM. Don’t be late.”

He hung up.

I sat there for a moment, heart racing, hands shaking slightly. Then I looked up at Vanessa, who’d been listening to the whole conversation.

“I have a scene,” I said. “Two days.”

“Then we have two days to make sure you’re ready.” She smiled. “Let’s get to work.”

My phone—actually Vanessa’s phone, but she’d let me use it—buzzed with a text. I glanced down, surprised to see a name I hadn’t seen in months.

Vicky.

“Heard through the grapevine you’re alive. And clean. I’m so glad, Em. I’m sorry I wasn’t there when you needed me. I was scared and I ran and that wasn’t fair to you. If you ever want to talk, I’m here. No judgment. Just… I’m rooting for you. -V”

I stared at the message for a long moment, emotions swelling in my chest. Vicky had walked away when things got bad—but I’d pushed her away first, really. I’d been so deep in addiction that I’d shut out everyone who cared about me. And now she was reaching out, offering support without demands or conditions.

“Thanks, V. That means more than you know. I’m doing better. Taking it one day at a time. Maybe we can get coffee soon?”

I hit send, then put the phone away. One more bridge beginning to rebuild. One more piece of my support system returning.

“Who was that?” Vanessa asked gently.

“Vicky. She heard I’m okay. She’s… supportive.”

“Good.” Vanessa squeezed my hand. “You’re going to need all the support you can get. Recovery isn’t a straight line. There will be hard days. Days when the craving feels overwhelming. Days when you’ll want to give up. Having people who believe in you makes the difference.”

“I know.” I took a breath. “But I’m ready to try.”



Day 376, evening: Ritual preparation.

Vanessa walked me through the magical preparation I’d need for a four-hour BBC gangbang scene. We were in her laboratory, me naked on the ritual table, going through each spell systematically.

“Cast Stamina Surge right before the shoot starts,” she instructed. “That gives you four hours of enhanced endurance—you won’t flag halfway through no matter how rough it gets.”

“Check.”

“Cast Pain Block if any of the performers gets too rough. BBC performers can be… enthusiastic. Some of them think bigger automatically means better and forget about technique.”

“Check.”

“Glamour should be active the whole time. It makes you photograph better, gives you that supernatural glow on camera. Viewers will see something special even if they can’t identify exactly what.”

“Check.”

“Perfect Pussy at the start. Makes you virgin-tight despite three hundred previous partners. Good reactions, good visuals, good sensations for you.”

“Check.”

“Orgasm Control is crucial. You need to cum when it looks best on camera—not randomly, not too often, not too little. Practice feeling for the right moment. Vincent will call out when he wants the money shot.”

“That one’s harder.”

“We’ll practice tonight.” She winked. “I’ll help you learn to control it perfectly.”

We spent the rest of the evening doing exactly that—Vanessa bringing me to the edge over and over, making me hold it, making me release on command. Her fingers worked my magically tightened pussy. Her tongue circled my clit. Her hands caressed my enhanced body. And through it all, I practiced control.

Small orgasm on command. Big explosive orgasm on command. Multiple orgasms in rapid succession. Delayed orgasm after five minutes of building. By the time we finished (after maybe a dozen climaxes), I had much better control over my responses.

“You’re ready,” she said, lying beside me on the ritual table, both of us naked and sweating. “Not just physically, not just magically. You’re ready mentally too. I can see it in your eyes. You’re not the broken woman I found in that alley. You’re Emily Lewis, and you’re about to remind the porn world why they should know your name.”

“I don’t feel ready.”

“No one ever does.” She kissed me softly. “But you’re going to walk into that studio looking like a fucking goddess, and you’re going to take five huge cocks like it’s nothing, and they’re going to see a star.”

I hoped she was right.

In two days, I’d find out.



Power App Update (End of Day 376): ├─ Magic Level: 35 (baseline maintained - ready for comeback) ├─ Mana: 7,500/8,000 ├─ Sexual Partners: 300 ├─ Orgasms: 934 (+14) ├─ Bank: $0.00 ├─ Cocaine System: 8/100 (manageable craving, psychological only) ├─ Weight: 130 lbs ├─ Appearance: 10+/10 (magically enhanced perfection) ├─ Breast Size: 35DD (implants, perfect) ├─ Body: 35DD-23-35 (supernatural male-gaze ideal) ├─ Physical: Optimal ├─ Mental: Focused, nervous but determined ├─ Scheduled: BBC Gangbang, Day 378, 10 AM ├─ Studio: Brooklyn (Vincent) ├─ Payment: TBD (need the credit more than the cash) ├─ Preparation: Complete ├─ Support System: Vanessa (primary), Vicky (returning) └─ Days Since Transformation: 376

Two days until the shoot.

Two days until I proved I could come back.

Two days until Emily Lewis rose from the ashes.

I spent the night in Vanessa’s arms, alternating between nervous energy and exhausted sleep. She held me through both, whispering reassurances, keeping me grounded.

“You’ve got this,” she murmured in the darkness. “You’re going to be amazing.”

I wanted to believe her.

I had to believe her.

Because if I couldn’t do this—if I couldn’t make this comeback work—I didn’t know what else I had left.

Tomorrow: final preparations.

Day after: showtime.

Just sex.

Just magic.

Just me.

Emily Lewis, the comeback kid.


Chapter 21: Vincent’s Offer

Day 378 arrived.

I woke early, nervous energy buzzing through my body like electricity. Today was the day—the test that would determine whether I could rebuild my life or whether the streets would claim me again.

Vanessa helped me prepare. She’d bought me a professional outfit for the trip to the studio—tight jeans that showed off my magically perfect ass, a low-cut top that displayed my enhanced 35DD cleavage, designer heels that added three inches to my height and made my legs look endless. Not stripper clothes, but not modest either. The look of a woman who knew her worth and wasn’t afraid to show it.

“You’re beautiful,” she said, turning me toward the mirror. “The most beautiful you’ve ever been.”

She wasn’t wrong. The magical enhancements had taken my already-supernatural appearance and elevated it to something otherworldly. My platinum blonde hair cascaded in perfect waves down my back, catching the light like spun gold. My pouty lips glistened with gloss, begging to be kissed—or to wrap around a cock. My eyes sparkled with that unnatural luminous quality, drawing focus like magnets. My 35DD breasts defied gravity in ways that made physics jealous, pushed up and together by a carefully chosen bra. My waist was impossibly narrow, my hips flared perfectly, my ass round and fuckable.

I looked like every man’s fantasy.

I looked like a pornstar.

“I don’t feel beautiful,” I admitted. “I feel terrified.”

“Good. Terror means you care.” She kissed my forehead. “Now go show them what you’re made of.”



The Brooklyn porn studio was exactly as I remembered it—nondescript building in an industrial area, no signage, no indication of what happened inside. Just anonymous brick and barred windows. I took a deep breath, cast Glamour silently (felt the magic shimmer over my skin), and walked through the door.

The receptionist—Jen, the woman I’d spoken to on the phone—looked up from her desk and did a double-take so dramatic it would have been funny in other circumstances.

“Emily? Emily Lewis?”

“That’s me.”

“Holy shit.” She stood up, walking around the desk to get a better look at me, her eyes wide. “Vincent said you were better, but… you look incredible. Like you did before the collapse, maybe better. Way better. Are those new implants?”

“Same ones. Just healthier.” I smiled, trying to project confidence I didn’t quite feel. “Is Vincent available?”

“Yeah, he’s in the back setting up. Go on through.” She was still staring. “Seriously, you look amazing. Whatever you did, it worked.”

Magic, I thought. Magic and desperation and Vanessa’s love.

I walked through the familiar hallways, past dressing rooms where I’d once prepared for shoots, past storage areas filled with equipment and props, to the main studio where Vincent was directing crew members setting up lights and cameras.

He turned when he heard my heels clicking on the concrete floor.

His reaction was gratifying.

“Well, well, well.” He circled me slowly, taking in every detail with the practiced eye of someone who’d evaluated thousands of bodies for camera-worthiness. “The prodigal pornstar returns.” He stopped in front of me, arms crossed, expression assessing. “You weren’t lying. You look… perfect. Better than perfect. Whatever you did, however you did it, it worked.”

“I told you I was better.”

“Better is an understatement. You look like you’ve never been sick a day in your life.” His business mind was clearly working, calculating potential returns. “If you can perform like you look, this could be something special. The comeback narrative alone is worth gold. Porn star falls to addiction, hits rock bottom, rises from the ashes like a phoenix…” He smiled. “Fans eat that redemption shit up. It’s marketable.”

“I can perform,” I said. “Where are my co-stars?”



The five men waiting in the dressing room were impressive specimens.

All Black, all tall, all powerfully built with the kind of muscles that came from dedicated gym time. And all hung. I could see the outlines of massive cocks through their sweatpants—easily ten inches each, probably more. These were professional performers, men who’d spent years in the industry developing both their bodies and their techniques for maximum on-camera impact.

“Emily Lewis,” said the first one, extending a hand. He was maybe six-foot-four, built like a linebacker, with kind eyes that contrasted with his intimidating size. “I’m Marcus. Not to be confused with the pimp,” he added with a wink that suggested he knew more about my past than I’d expected. “These are DeShawn, Tyrone, Jamal, and Vince.”

I shook hands with each of them, noting their curious but professional demeanor. They were sizing me up the way I was sizing them up—evaluating whether I could handle what was coming, whether I’d be a good scene partner or a disaster that wasted everyone’s time.

DeShawn was lean and athletic. Tyrone was the biggest, easily six-foot-six and muscular as hell. Jamal was smoother, more refined in his movements. Vince (the performer, not the director) was covered in tattoos and had an edge of danger about him.

All of them were handsome. All of them were professional. And all of them were packing serious equipment.

“Vincent says this is a comeback shoot,” Marcus continued. “That true?”

“True.”

“Then let’s make it memorable.” He smiled, and it was surprisingly warm. “We’ll take care of you, baby girl. Just follow our lead and let the camera see that pretty face when you’re taking our cocks. You do that, and we’ll make you look like a star.”



The shoot started at 10:30 AM.

First came preparation. I went to the dressing room, stripped completely, and used Vanessa’s spells systematically.

Glamour: 500 mana. I felt the magic wash over me, enhancing every feature, making me glow with supernatural beauty. In the mirror, I looked like a fantasy—too perfect to be real.

Perfect Pussy: 200 mana. My pussy clenched tight, virgin-tight despite three hundred previous partners. I tested it with my fingers and gasped at the sensitivity.

Stamina Surge: 300 mana. Energy flooded my body, solid and sustainable. I felt like I could fuck for days.

Orgasm Control: 150 mana. I practiced triggering a small orgasm just to verify the spell was active. Perfect control.

Then I walked onto set wearing nothing but heels and confidence.

We did the standard porn opening—me entering a room where the five men were sitting on a couch, pretending surprise at finding them there. The dialogue was minimal and cheesy.

“You guys wanted to see me?” I purred, dropping my purse.

“We heard you were back,” Marcus said. “Wanted to welcome you properly.”

“All five of you?” I let my eyes travel over their obvious bulges. “I don’t know if I can handle that much…”

“Only one way to find out,” Tyrone rumbled.

Then came the real work.

I dropped to my knees in front of them and they stood, surrounding me with their massive bodies. Five cocks came out—and holy fuck, they were huge. Marcus was eleven inches, thick as my wrist. DeShawn was ten inches but curved perfectly for deep penetration. Tyrone was easily twelve inches, the biggest cock I’d ever seen outside of porn. Jamal was ten inches and smooth as silk. Vince was ten and a half with prominent veins that would feel incredible.

I took the first one—Marcus’s massive cock—in my mouth and started working.

The muscle memory was still there. Months of prostitution, dozens of blowjobs, all that practice translated into skill. I opened my throat, relaxed my gag reflex, and took him deep. My magically enhanced lips wrapped around his shaft, my tongue worked the underside, my hand stroked what didn’t fit in my mouth.

“Fuck,” Marcus groaned. “She’s good. Real good.”

They took turns with my mouth while cameras captured every angle. I sucked each cock in turn, making sure to look up at the camera with those luminous eyes, making sure to show my enthusiasm, making sure to drool and gag and moan like I was loving every second.

And the truth was, part of me was. My succubus nature responded to the sexual energy, drinking it in, converting degradation into power. Every cock I sucked made me stronger.

Then they moved me to the bed.

Marcus lay down, his massive twelve-inch cock standing straight up. “Ride it,” he commanded.

I straddled him, positioned his cock at my entrance, and sank down slowly. The Perfect Pussy spell made me tight—incredibly tight—and even with my wetness it was a struggle to take him. The camera captured my face as I lowered myself inch by inch, captured the way my pussy stretched around his thickness, captured the moment when I bottomed out with all twelve inches buried inside me.

“Holy fuck, she’s tight,” Marcus gasped. “Virgin-tight. How is that possible?”

Magic, I thought, but I just moaned and started riding.

While I rode Marcus, DeShawn moved behind me. I felt his cock pressing against my asshole—testing, probing. I cast Pain Block silently (500 mana) and relaxed, letting him push inside.

Double penetration. One huge cock in my pussy, another in my ass, both of them moving, both of them stretching me, both of them filling me completely.

The cameras captured everything—the way my tits bounced, the way my face contorted in pleasure, the way I took both cocks like I was built for it.

And then Jamal moved to my face, his cock sliding between my lips, and I was airtight. Three holes, three cocks, completely filled and completely used.

They fucked me like this for what felt like hours but was probably thirty minutes. Then they switched positions—different cocks in different holes, different angles for the camera. I was passed between them like a toy, a fuck doll, a body designed for their pleasure.

I used Orgasm Control to cum three times in the first hour—once from the initial double penetration, once when Tyrone’s massive cock forced its way into my virgin-tight pussy, once when all three holes were filled simultaneously. Each orgasm generated mana (200 points each), keeping my magical energy high despite the physical exertion.

At the halfway point, Vincent called for a break. The performers retreated to hydrate while I lay on the bed, catching my breath, cum already leaking from multiple holes, my body gloriously sore in ways that felt good instead of painful.

“You okay?” Vincent asked, checking on me with genuine concern beneath the professional assessment.

“I’m fine.” I was more than fine—I was alive with sexual energy, my mana pool nearly full despite casting multiple spells. “When do we go again?”

He laughed. “Give me five minutes to check the footage. If it looks half as good as I think it does, you’re about to become very popular, Emily.”



The second half of the shoot was even more intense.

They took me in every position—missionary, doggy, cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, standing, bent over furniture. They took turns and they took me together. They were gentle when the scene required it and rough when the cameras needed that energy.

The finale was spectacular: all five performers stood around me as I knelt on the bed, stroking themselves, timing their releases. Vincent called directions from behind the camera.

“Emily, look up. Eyes on camera three. Beautiful. Hold that look.”

I looked up with my luminous eyes, my platinum blonde hair cascading over my shoulders, my big tits heaving, my face flushed with exertion and pleasure. I looked like every pornstar fantasy—beautiful and used and eager for more.

“NOW!” Vincent shouted.

All five performers came simultaneously. Thick ropes of hot cum splattered my face, my hair, my tits, my open mouth. I caught what I could on my tongue, swallowed reflexively (cumeater trait from my succubus nature), and let the rest paint me white.

The cameras captured every second—the way the cum covered my perfect face, the way it dripped down my enhanced tits, the way I smiled through it all like it was the best thing that had ever happened to me.

“CUT!” Vincent shouted. “That’s a wrap! Perfect money shot!”

The cameras stopped rolling. The performers dispersed to clean up, their professional demeanors returning immediately. And Vincent approached with a look of pure amazement.

“Emily… that was the best scene I’ve directed in five years.”

“Thank you.”

“No, thank you.” He handed me a towel. “Get cleaned up. We need to talk about your future here.”



The business conversation happened thirty minutes later, after I’d showered and dressed.

“I want you on contract,” Vincent said, sitting across from me in his office. “Exclusive. Two years minimum. I’ll make you a star, Emily—bigger than you ever were before. Bigger than most performers ever get.”

“What’s the offer?”

“$1,200 for today’s shoot. That’s the one-time rate since you’re just back. Going forward: $1,500 per scene for standard content, $2,500 for specialty work like today’s gangbang. Plus royalties on content that hits certain view thresholds—five percent of net revenue after production costs. If a scene with you gets a million views, you get paid again.”

I calculated quickly. If I worked three scenes per week—totally doable with my magical stamina—that was $4,500 to $7,500 per week minimum. $18,000 to $30,000 per month. More than enough to rebuild, to save, to stay clean.

“And you handle medical, scheduling, security?”

“All of it. Weekly STD testing mandatory for all performers. We schedule shoots around your availability. Security on set and for transportation if needed.” He leaned forward. “You’re my talent—I protect my investments. If some fan recognizes you on the street and gets creepy, I have people for that. If you need time off for personal reasons, we work around it. My job is to make sure you can focus on performing and everything else is handled.”

I thought about it. Exclusivity meant I couldn’t work for other studios, but it also meant stability, structure, someone else handling the business side while I focused on what I did best—fucking on camera.

“One condition,” I said.

“Name it.”

“I stay in control of my content. Nothing goes out that I haven’t approved. And if I need a mental health day—if I’m struggling and need to take time—I get it without penalty. No pressure, no guilt, no punishment.”

Vincent considered, his eyes narrowing slightly as he weighed the request. Then he nodded. “Done. You take care of yourself, you produce better work. That’s good business for both of us. But I want the same from you—if you’re struggling, you tell me before it becomes a problem. No disappearing acts, no missed shoots without warning. We’re partners in this.”

“Deal.”

We shook hands.

“Welcome back, Emily Lewis,” he said. “The comeback kid. Let’s make you a legend.”



I left the studio at 5 PM with a check for $1,200 in my hand—the first legitimate money I’d earned in months that wasn’t going immediately to cocaine or survival.

Vanessa was waiting outside in her car, exactly where she’d promised she’d be. I climbed in and showed her the check, tears already forming in my eyes.

“You did it,” she said, her own eyes wet. “You actually did it.”

“This is just the beginning.” But I was crying too—relief, pride, hope, exhaustion, everything mixing together. “I’m contracted. Exclusive. Two years. $4,500 to $7,500 per week minimum. It’s real, Vanessa. I have a future.”

“That’s… Emily, that’s amazing. That’s life-changing.”

“It means I have a path forward. A real one. Structure, income, something to build on.” I wiped my eyes, smearing mascara I’m sure. “A week ago I was dying in an alley. Thirteen days ago. And now…”

“Now you’re a porn star.” Vanessa laughed through her tears. “Again. A comeback story for the ages.”

“Yeah.” I looked at the check in my hand—proof that I’d done it, proof that I could come back, proof that Emily Lewis wasn’t dead yet. “Now I’m a porn star. The comeback kid.”

She leaned over and kissed me, deep and passionate, tasting like hope and love and everything I’d thought I’d lost forever.

“Let’s go home and celebrate,” she whispered against my lips.

“Yes. Let’s.”



Power App Update (End of Day 378): ├─ Magic Level: 35 (stabilized at recovery baseline - will rebuild slowly with healthy work) ├─ Mana: 8,000/8,000 (FULL - orgasms during shoot refilled pool completely) ├─ Sexual Partners: 305 (+5 BBC performers) ├─ Orgasms: 952 (+18 - mix of filming and orgasm control) ├─ Bank: $1,200 (first clean money in months) ├─ Cocaine System: 5/100 (minimal craving, manageable) ├─ Weight: 130 lbs ├─ Appearance: 10+/10 (magically enhanced perfection) ├─ Breast Size: 35DD (implants, perfect) ├─ Body: 35DD-23-35 (supernatural male-gaze ideal) ├─ Physical: Optimal (slightly sore from intense scene, but Stamina Surge kept me going) ├─ Mental: Hopeful, proud, nervous about future ├─ Employment: Vincent’s Studio (2-year exclusive contract) ├─ Income: $1,500-2,500 per scene, 2-3 scenes per week ├─ Potential Weekly Earnings: $4,500-7,500 ├─ Status: COMEBACK COMPLETE ├─ Support System: Vanessa (primary), Vicky (returning), Vincent (professional) └─ Days Since Transformation: 378

One year and thirteen days since I became Emily.

One hundred and thirty-three days since I first tried cocaine.

Thirteen days since Vanessa found me dying in an alley.

One day since I proved I could come back.

The road ahead was still uncertain. The craving still whispered in the back of my mind—just one line, just to celebrate, you deserve it—but I pushed it away. The trauma was still unprocessed, the scars still healing. I’d been to hell and barely crawled back.

But I had a future now.

I had hope.

I had Vanessa’s love and Vincent’s professional support and Vicky’s friendship returning.

I had magic that made me powerful.

I had a body that made me beautiful.

I had a job that would pay me well for doing what I was good at.

And most importantly, I had survived.

Against all odds, against every terrible choice, against the addiction that should have killed me—I had survived.

I am Emily Lewis.

I am a pornstar.

I am a survivor.

I am clean.

And I am ready to live.

End of Book 3.



The story continues in Book 4: Risen Emily — where Emily’s porn career explodes, her magical abilities grow to new heights, she discovers the full extent of her succubus nature, and faces the choice between embracing her power completely or finding a way to balance sex work with humanity.

But for now, she rests in Vanessa’s arms.

For now, she’s clean and hopeful.

For now, that’s enough.


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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