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Prologue: The Amulet

The tomb smelled like death and centuries of dust.

I stood at the bottom of the excavation pit in Brooklyn, hard hat tilted back, staring at what my crew had uncovered. The construction site was supposed to be straightforward—foundation work for another glass-and-steel luxury condo. Instead, we’d hit something that predated the Dutch settlers by what looked like millennia.

“Mr. Carver?” My foreman, Rodriguez, gestured toward the entrance. “You seeing this?”

I was seeing it. Ancient stonework, intricate beyond anything I’d studied in my engineering degree. Pottery fragments scattered across the floor. Bones—human, probably—arranged in patterns that made my skin crawl. And at the center, on a raised stone platform, a collection of artifacts that would make any archaeologist cream their pants.

“Call it in,” I said, pulling out my phone. “We’re shutting down until—”

My screen showed no signal. Five bars a minute ago, now nothing.

Rodriguez frowned at his own phone. “Dead. Mine too.”

The air felt heavy. Wrong. Like the moment before a thunderstorm, when the pressure makes your teeth ache.

I should’ve walked away right then.

Instead, I stepped closer to the platform. My flashlight beam caught something greenish among the pottery shards—an amulet on a tarnished silver chain. The metal was covered in runes I didn’t recognize, intricate patterns that seemed to shift when I wasn’t looking directly at them.

Beautiful work. The kind of craftsmanship that suggested this wasn’t just some burial site. This was important. Sacred, maybe.

I reached out.

“Mr. Carver, should we be touching—”

My fingers closed around the amulet.

Power hit me like a freight train.

Not metaphorical. Not poetic. Actual, physical power that slammed through my nervous system and made every muscle lock rigid. The amulet burned against my palm—not with heat, with something else. Energy. Magic. Whatever the fuck you wanted to call the force that absolutely shouldn’t exist but was currently lighting up my entire body like a Christmas tree made of lightning.

I tried to let go.

My hand wouldn’t open.

The runes on the amulet blazed green-gold, so bright I had to squint. The power kept flooding in, wave after wave, filling me with something masculine and ancient and utterly wrong. It felt like my body was a container being overfilled, pressure building in my chest and groin and skull until I thought I’d burst.

Then it stopped.

The light died. The amulet fell from my suddenly slack fingers, hitting the stone with a musical clink. I staggered, gasping, my heart hammering against my ribs.

“Jesus Christ,” Rodriguez breathed. “Did you see—”

“I’m fine.” My voice came out shaky. “I’m fine. Just… static shock. Big one.”

It wasn’t static shock. We both knew it. But what else could I say?

I left the tomb on unsteady legs, the crew staring as I climbed out of the pit. My whole body felt strange—buzzing with energy, hyper-aware. When I gripped the ladder, my hands seemed stronger. When I breathed, my lungs felt larger. Even my cock was half-hard in my jeans for no goddamn reason.

Rodriguez called something after me but I kept walking, heading for my car. I needed to get to my hotel. Needed to figure out what the hell just happened. Needed to—

The energy pulsed inside me. A wave of masculine power that made me stumble against my Lexus, groaning.

This wasn’t normal. This wasn’t safe.

I drove to the Manhattan hotel with white knuckles, ignoring three calls from Laura. My wife’s beautiful face flashed on the screen—blonde hair, bright smile, holding our daughter Emma at the zoo. I should answer. I should tell her something’s wrong.

But what would I say? “Honey, I touched a magic amulet and now I feel like I’m going to explode from the inside out?”

She’d think I was having a breakdown.

Maybe I was.

By the time I reached my hotel room on the eighteenth floor, the energy had intensified. It rolled through me in waves now, each one stronger than the last. Burning. Building. My skin felt too tight, my bones aching like they were expanding. I stripped off my suit jacket and tie with shaking hands, yanked open my collar.

The sensation pooled in my groin. My cock was rock-hard, straining against my slacks, and when I touched it through the fabric I nearly came from that alone. The power surged, and I groaned, doubling over.

What was happening to me?

I stumbled to the bathroom and splashed cold water on my face. In the mirror, my reflection looked… different. Sharper. My eyes seemed brighter, almost glowing. My jaw more defined. The masculine energy had enhanced me somehow, made me more.

Too much more.

Another wave hit and I fell to my knees, gasping. The energy was building to a crescendo now, pressure mounting in my chest and balls and brain until I thought my skull would crack open. I clawed at the tile floor, trying to breathe through it.

Then someone spoke.

“You’re going to die.”

I jerked my head up. A man stood in my hotel room—tall, lean, red hair falling to his shoulders beneath a navy traveling cloak that looked straight out of a medieval fair. Amber eyes regarded me with cold assessment.

“How did you—” I tried to stand. Failed. “Get out. I’m calling—”

“No, you’re not.” He stepped closer, and the air rippled around him. Reality bent. Suddenly he was across the room. Then he was next to me. Space folding like origami. “The amulet. Where is it?”

“What?” My head spun. Was I hallucinating? “Who are you?”

“Lucien. Council enforcer. The artifact you touched contains ancient masculine power—war magic, dominance, primal male energy concentrated over millennia. It was sealed for a reason.” His expression didn’t change, but something flickered in those ancient eyes. “It’s already integrated with your body. You have perhaps three days before the power overloads your nervous system and kills you. Painfully.”

Three days. To live.

I thought of Laura. Of Emma. Of never seeing them again.

“There’s got to be—” Another surge cut me off. I writhed on the carpet, back arching. “Please. Help me.”

“I’m trying.” Lucien crouched, studying me like a particularly interesting insect. “But the power has bonded to you. I can’t extract it without killing you faster. You’re caught in a magical overload with no compatible vessel to—”

The hotel room door exploded inward.

A woman strode through, red hair gleaming, emerald eyes fierce. Behind her came a mountain of muscle—a massive man with a shaved head and tattoos covering every visible inch of skin. Both of them radiated the same impossible wrongness that Lucien did.

Magic. They were all fucking magic.

“Lucien, you absolute idiot.” The woman’s voice carried command despite her appearing no older than thirty. “Did you even check if there was a solution before delivering a death sentence?”

“Vanessa.” Lucien stood smoothly. “This doesn’t concern—”

“It absolutely concerns the Veil. You were about to let a random human die from masculine overload in a Manhattan hotel room. Do you know how many questions that would raise?” She turned those green eyes on me, and I felt naked under her gaze. “What’s your name?”

“Michael. Michael Carver.” My voice came out hoarse. “What’s happening to me?”

“You touched an amulet that was sealed for containing pure masculine magical energy. War magic. Conquest magic. The kind of power that drove ancient warrior-kings mad with bloodlust.” She knelt beside me, one cool hand touching my forehead. I shuddered at the contact. “That energy can only be held safely by a magical being, and even then, only by certain types. A human male body? It’ll rip you apart in days. Maybe hours now.”

“Then I’m dead.” The words fell flat. I was thirty-three. I had a wife who loved me, a daughter who thought I hung the moon. And I was going to die because I grabbed a pretty necklace like a fucking tourist.

“Not necessarily.” Vanessa’s hand moved to my chest, fingers splaying over my hammering heart. “There’s one option. It’s extreme. It’s irreversible. But you’d live.”

“Vanessa, no.” Lucien’s voice went sharp. “The Council doesn’t authorize—”

“The Council can eat my ass.” She didn’t look away from me. “Michael. The masculine power is killing you because you’re male. Your body can’t metabolize that energy—it’s too much testosterone, too much aggression, too much pure male magic for a human male to process. But if you were female…”

The words didn’t register at first.

Then they did.

“You’re insane.” I tried to laugh. It came out as a wheeze. “You’re telling me you can change my gender? That’s not possible. That’s—”

“Magic.” She smiled, but there was no humor in it. “And yes, it’s possible. I’m a body modification specialist. I could transform you into a woman—completely, permanently. Every cell restructured. Your body would then be able to hold the masculine power safely, creating a stable magical paradox. You’d be physically female but carry male war-energy. The tension would actually generate new power. You’d become a mage.”

I stared at her. At the sincere expression on her beautiful face.

She was serious.

“I’d rather die.” The answer came instantly. “I have a wife. A daughter. I’m not going to—”

Another surge of energy, stronger than before, cut through me like a chainsaw. I screamed. My muscles spasmed. Blood dripped from my nose, hot and coppery.

The massive tattooed man—Briggs—rumbled from the doorway. “He’ll die while you debate ethics.”

“Michael.” Vanessa gripped my shoulders, forcing me to look at her. “Listen to me. If you die here, your wife becomes a widow. Your daughter grows up without a father. Is your masculine pride really worth more than getting to see Emma graduate high school? College? Walk down the aisle?”

How did she know my daughter’s name? How did she—

Magic. Right.

I thought of Emma’s gap-toothed smile. Of Laura’s laugh. Of all the moments I’d miss if I died on this hotel room floor.

“If I… if I let you do this…” My voice cracked. “Can you change me back? Later?”

Vanessa’s expression softened. “Maybe. If we can find a way to safely discharge the masculine energy, then theoretically yes. But Michael, that could take years. Decades, even. And the change is complete. You won’t just look female. You’ll be female in every way. Breasts, vagina, ovaries, hormones, everything. Your body will have a menstrual cycle. You could get pregnant.”

Pregnant.

Jesus Christ.

“But I’d be alive.” I said it more to myself than to her. “I’d get to see my daughter grow up.”

“You would.” Her voice went gentle. “And I’d help you. I’d give you a new identity, set you up with money and housing, train you in magic. The transformation would make you powerful, Michael. Very powerful. That has to be worth something.”

Another wave hit. This one brought blood to my ears. My vision blurred.

I was dying.

“Do it.” The words left my mouth. “Save me. Please.”

Vanessa nodded once, then turned to Lucien. “Note in your report that I acted to prevent a Veil breach via catastrophic magical overload. The Council can either approve my methods or find a new body specialist.”

Lucien’s jaw tightened. But he nodded.

“Briggs, hold him down. This is going to hurt.”

The massive man moved with surprising gentleness, pinning my shoulders to the carpet. His grip was unbreakable—when I tried to fight, he didn’t even seem to notice.

Vanessa’s hands glowed with pinkish-purple light. She placed them on my chest, and power flooded through me—different from the amulet’s energy. This was controlled. Precise. Surgical.

“Michael Carver,” she intoned. “By my power and with your consent, I remake you. Male to female. Man to woman. Every cell. Every fiber. Every atom of your being.” Her eyes blazed. “Hold on. This is going to be the worst thirty minutes of your life.”

The spell hit like a sledgehammer.

My body convulsed. Bones cracked and reformed—hips widening, shoulders narrowing, ribcage shifting. I screamed as my spine compressed, my height shrinking. My muscles burned away, mass melting like wax, leaving softer flesh in its wake.

My face contorted. I felt my jaw softening, cheekbones rising, brow ridge flattening. My Adam’s apple dissolved. My nose reshaped. Even my lips felt fuller, more feminine.

But nothing compared to what happened below my waist.

My cock—my source of masculine pride for thirty-three years—began to shrink. Horror washed over me as it pulled inward, sensation by sensation disappearing, until there was nothing but smooth flesh where my manhood had been. Then the flesh inverted, forming a slit, and I felt structures building inside me that I’d never had. A vagina. A cervix. Ovaries forming from dissolved testes.

I was becoming female. Actually, truly female.

And it didn’t stop.

My chest burned. Tissue swelled beneath my pectorals, soft and tender, growing outward into unmistakable breasts. B-cups, from the feel of them, with nipples that peaked against my shirt. The weight pulled at my chest in a way that made me want to vomit.

My hair lengthened, dark strands pouring across my shoulders. My skin softened. My waist nipped in. My ass and thighs filled out with feminine curves.

Even my voice changed. When I screamed again, it came out higher. Feminine. A woman’s scream of agony.

The masculine energy from the amulet settled into my transformed body, no longer fighting, no longer burning. The paradox stabilized—female form holding male power, the tension between them generating something new. Magic. Real, actual magic.

Then Vanessa’s hands moved to my temples.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “But if I leave your memories intact, you’ll go insane. The cognitive dissonance of being a woman while remembering being a man, having a wife, being a father… it’ll destroy you. I’m blocking the painful parts. Your family. Your old life. You’ll still be you inside, but you won’t remember what you lost. It’s mercy, Michael. I promise.”

“No—” I tried to grab her wrists. My hands were smaller now, delicate. “Please, don’t take—”

Purple light filled my vision.

Memories shattered like glass. Laura’s face crumbled to fragments. Emma’s laugh dissolved into static. Our wedding day, Emma’s birth, every moment of love and joy—ripped away, sealed behind mental walls I couldn’t break through.

New memories flooded in to replace them. False ones. A childhood in Jersey City. A mother named Anna. Siblings named Amy and Kyle. High school classes. Part-time jobs. An identity that had never been mine.

Emily Lewis. Twenty-one years old. Starting university next week.

That was my name now. My past. My life.

The spell released me.

I lay on the carpet, gasping, my—her—chest rising and falling with small breasts shifting beneath the fabric of my oversized men’s dress shirt. My body felt alien. Foreign. Everything was different—the weight distribution, the center of gravity, the sensation of thighs touching where my legs came together.

No cock. Just a slit. Smooth and foreign and wrong.

“Easy.” Vanessa helped me sit up. Even her touch felt different now—skin more sensitive, sensations heightened. “The disorientation will pass. Give yourself a moment.”

A moment? I needed a lifetime to process this.

Briggs handed Vanessa a leather journal—worn, filled with handwriting. “Emily Lewis. Age twenty-one. Deceased three weeks ago in a car accident. No living relatives. I retrieved this from the morgue.”

“Perfect.” Vanessa offered me the journal. “Read this tonight. Study it. Become her. This is your life now, Emily.”

Emily.

That was my name. The sound of it felt wrong and right simultaneously, like a word in a language I was just learning.

I forced myself to stand on shaky legs. My balance was different—hips wider, less muscle mass, center of gravity lower. When I walked to the bathroom mirror, my gait had changed. More hip sway. More delicate.

The reflection stopped me cold.

A young woman stared back. Twenty-one, as Vanessa said—achingly young, with smooth clear skin and wide grey-blue eyes. Long dark hair tumbled past her shoulders in waves. Her lips were full and pink. Her bone structure delicate and feminine. Small but noticeable breasts pressed against the dress shirt, the fabric gaping now that my chest had shrunk.

Beautiful. She was beautiful.

I was beautiful.

“Say something,” Vanessa prompted. “Get used to your voice.”

“I’m…” The sound was breathy, feminine, completely wrong. “I’m a woman.”

“You are.” Vanessa stood behind me in the mirror. “And you’re going to learn to be an incredible one. But Emily? There’s something you need to understand about the power you carry now.”

I—she—I met Vanessa’s eyes in the reflection.

“The masculine energy you hold generates magical power through sexual activity. Specifically, through orgasms.” Vanessa’s smile was wicked. “Every time you cum, you’ll generate mana. The more intense the orgasm, the more power you create. Your body is now a magical power plant, and sex is the fuel.”

Heat flushed through my—Emily’s—new body. The suggestion alone made my nipples harden, made something clench between my legs. Arousal felt different now. Not the straightforward urgency of a cock demanding attention, but a spreading warmth, a tightness in my core, a wetness—

Oh god. Was I getting wet?

“That’s normal,” Vanessa said, reading my expression. “Female arousal is different. You’ll learn. And trust me, Emily—you’re going to love learning.”

She handed me a smartphone, the screen already glowing with an app interface. Charts, numbers, statistics.

“This will track your magical development. Mana levels, power growth, spells learned. Check it regularly. And when you’re ready, come find me. I have a laboratory in Midtown. I’ll teach you everything.”

Then she and Briggs were gone. Walking through the door like normal people, not vanishing into thin air. Only Lucien remained, his amber eyes assessing.

“For what it’s worth,” he said quietly, “you made the right choice. Death is permanent. This…” he gestured at my new body, “…can be survived. Perhaps even enjoyed.”

He vanished between one blink and the next.

I was alone.

Emily was alone.

I walked back to the mirror on unsteady legs, forcing myself to look. To really see what I’d become. The stranger’s face stared back—beautiful, feminine, young. When I touched my cheek, she touched hers. When I cupped a breast tentatively, she did too, and the sensation made me gasp.

Soft. Sensitive. So different from my old flat chest.

My hand drifted lower, over my flat stomach, to the gap between my thighs. My fingers found the slit, traced the soft folds. A jolt of pleasure made me whimper.

A woman’s whimper.

Because I was a woman now. Completely. Permanently. My cock was gone. My masculine body was gone. Michael Carver was gone.

Only Emily Lewis remained.

And as I touched myself, as pleasure built in this foreign body, as my new breasts heaved and my pussy—my pussy, Jesus Christ—grew slick with arousal, I felt the first flicker of magical energy.

Gold-purple light danced across my fingertips.

Power from pleasure. Magic from sex.

This was my life now.

This was who I was.

I looked at the beautiful stranger in the mirror and tried not to think about how much I’d lost. Tried not to reach for memories that were blocked, sealed away where I couldn’t touch them.

Tried not to notice how good my body felt as I explored it.

Tried not to wonder if becoming Emily Lewis might not be the worst thing that had ever happened to me.

And failed at all three.


Chapter 1: Waking as Woman

I woke to the sensation of weight on my chest.

Wrong weight. Soft weight. Moving as I breathed.

For one blissful moment, I thought it had been a nightmare. Some kind of stress-induced hallucination brought on by too many fourteen-hour days at the construction site. I’d wake up in my own bed, Laura beside me, Emma’s stuffed animals scattered across our bedroom floor from when she’d snuck in during a thunderstorm.

Then I opened my eyes.

The hotel room ceiling stared back at me. Unfamiliar. Wrong. And when I looked down at my chest, I saw them.

Breasts.

Small but unmistakable mounds rising and falling with each breath, pushing against the oversized dress shirt I’d collapsed in last night. My dress shirt. Michael’s shirt. But the body wearing it was all woman.

The reality crashed down like a building collapse.

It was real. All of it. The amulet, the transformation, Vanessa’s spell. I was female now. Completely, permanently female.

My breath came faster, making my—her—my new breasts rise and fall more noticeably. I pressed my hands to them, feeling soft flesh and sensitive nipples through the fabric. They were real. Warm. Part of me.

Part of her.

Part of Emily.

I threw off the covers and stood on shaky legs, the world tilting slightly. My center of gravity was different—lower, offset by wider hips. When I walked to the bathroom, my gait had changed. More sway. Less stability. Everything felt alien.

The bathroom light was harsh. Unforgiving. I flicked it on and forced myself to look in the mirror.

A young woman stared back.

Twenty-one years old, Vanessa had said. She looked it—no, I looked it. Achingly young, with smooth skin that had never seen a razor, eyes that seemed too large for my face, lips naturally full and pink. My dark hair tumbled past my shoulders in messy waves, the kind of bedhead that somehow managed to look sexy rather than slovenly.

I was beautiful.

And I had no idea who I was looking at.

I touched my face with trembling fingers. The reflection mimicked the gesture, confirming this wasn’t someone else. Soft cheek. Delicate jawline. No Adam’s apple, no stubble, no masculine bone structure. My fingers traced down my neck to my collarbone—thinner, more prominent—and then to the swell of my breasts through the shirt.

So sensitive. The lightest touch sent tingles straight to my core.

A pressure in my bladder reminded me I’d been asleep for hours. I needed to pee. Badly.

I’d done this thousands of times as Michael. Simple. Automatic. Stand, aim, done.

But I didn’t have the equipment for that anymore.

I fumbled with the oversized men’s slacks—they hung loose on my narrower hips—and pushed them down along with the boxers I’d been wearing. They pooled at my feet, and I stepped out of them, catching sight of my reflection again.

Long legs. Slim. Feminine. The curve of my thighs, the gap at the top where they didn’t quite touch. And between them…

Nothing.

No cock. No balls. Just smooth skin and a slit I’d only ever seen on women I’d been intimate with. Never on myself. Never mine.

But it was mine now.

I sat on the toilet—sat, because standing wasn’t an option—and tried to relax. This shouldn’t be difficult. Bodies know how to pee. It’s automatic.

Except everything felt different.

When the stream started, it was a tickling sensation, nothing like the directed flow I was used to. The urine flowed through different anatomy, hitting the toilet bowl with a softer sound. I felt exposed. Vulnerable. My thighs were spread, my new pussy open to the air, and the position itself screamed feminine in a way that made my face burn.

I was peeing like a woman. Because I was a woman.

The thought sent an unexpected jolt of something through me. Not quite arousal. Not quite horror. Something in between.

When I finished and wiped—front to back, some instinct told me—the tissue came away with a hint of moisture that wasn’t just urine. I was wet. Actually wet, the way women get when they’re aroused.

Was I turned on by this? By peeing? By my own body?

I flushed and washed my hands, deliberately not looking at my reflection. But I couldn’t avoid it forever. This was my body now. I needed to understand it.

I stripped off the dress shirt.

My breasts bounced free, unfettered by a bra because I didn’t own one. They were small—B-cups, probably—but perfectly shaped. Perky. The nipples were pink and already slightly hard from the cool air. When I cupped them experimentally, the weight was foreign but not unpleasant. Soft. Squeezable. The sensitivity was intense—every touch sent sparks of sensation radiating outward.

I turned sideways, examining my profile. Slim waist. Curved hips. A ass that was rounder than Michael’s had ever been, high and tight. My stomach was flat, unmarred by the slight paunch I’d been developing from too many business lunches.

I was a fucking knockout.

And that thought made me feel like a pervert, objectifying my own body, except it wasn’t objectification when it was literally me, right? I was allowed to notice that I—she—I was hot.

My hand drifted lower.

I told myself I was just examining. Just understanding my new anatomy. Clinical. Medical. Not sexual.

But when my fingers touched my pussy—god, that word felt wrong and right simultaneously—the jolt of pleasure was undeniable.

So different from touching a cock. This was softer, wetter, more complex. My fingers explored the folds, finding the little nub at the top that had to be my clit. One gentle touch and I gasped, nearly doubling over from the intensity.

Holy shit.

Is this what women felt? This concentrated burst of pleasure from one tiny spot? No wonder they made so much noise during sex.

I shouldn’t be doing this. I should be panicking, grieving, planning how to reverse this nightmare. But my body had other ideas. The arousal built with each tentative exploration, my pussy getting wetter, my nipples tightening into hard peaks.

A knock at the hotel room door made me jerk my hand away.

“Emily? It’s Vanessa. Let me in.”

Emily. Right. That was my name now.

I scrambled to pull on the slacks and shirt, not bothering with the boxers because they felt ridiculous on my female body. My hands shook as I buttoned the shirt over my breasts—which refused to fit properly, the fabric gaping where my chest had been flat before.

I opened the door.

Vanessa stood there looking impossibly put-together in jeans and a fitted t-shirt, her red hair caught in a ponytail. She carried several shopping bags and a leather messenger bag. Behind her, Briggs loomed like a tattooed mountain.

“Morning, sunshine.” She breezed past me into the room, setting the bags on the bed. “You survived the night. That’s step one.”

“I’m a woman.” The words came out flat. Shocked. “I have breasts.”

“You do. Nice ones, too.” Vanessa pulled items from the bags—clothes, from the looks of it. Women’s clothes. “34B, if I’m not mistaken. They might grow a bit as your body adjusts to the new hormones, but probably not much. You’ll want to invest in good bras. The underwire ones provide better support.”

I stared at her. “I don’t care about bra support. I care about the fact that I have a vagina.”

“Pussy,” Vanessa corrected absently, holding up a pair of jeans against me to check the size. “If you’re going to be female, use the right words. Vagina sounds clinical. Pussy is honest.” She smiled at my expression. “And yes, you have one. A fully functional one. Ovaries, uterus, cervix, the whole package. You’ll start your menstrual cycle in about four weeks. I’d recommend buying tampons and pads sooner rather than later—periods can be a bitch when you’re not prepared.”

Periods. Jesus Christ.

Briggs set a sleek black box on the desk—a new smartphone, still in packaging. Vanessa gestured to it. “That’s yours. Already set up with your new identity. Emily Lewis, age twenty-one, born September fourteenth. Jersey City native. Mother Anna Lewis still lives there with your younger sister Amy and brother Kyle. Father died when you were ten. You were accepted to NYU’s education program, start classes next week.”

The information washed over me. “None of that is real.”

“It’s real enough. The documents are perfect—passport, birth certificate, school transcripts, the works. As far as the world is concerned, you’ve always been Emily Lewis.” She pulled out a wallet, flipped it open to show a New York driver’s license with my new face on it. “Your old life is gone, Michael. Sealed. Buried. Emily is all you have now.”

My throat tightened. “What about my family? My wife, my daughter—”

“Blocked.” Vanessa’s voice went gentle. “I’m sorry, but you can’t think about them. The memories are behind walls in your mind. If you try to break through, if you obsess over what you’ve lost, you’ll go insane. The cognitive dissonance will literally destroy your psyche.” She touched my shoulder. “You’re Emily now. Accept it. Mourn what you’ve lost if you need to, but don’t try to remember. That’s not mercy—it’s survival.”

I wanted to rage at her. To punch something. But she was right. Every time I reached for those blocked memories—my wife’s face, my daughter’s laugh—a sharp pain lanced through my skull. A warning. A barrier I couldn’t cross.

They were gone. Locked away where I couldn’t touch them.

“Here.” Vanessa handed me the journal Briggs had given her last night. “This belonged to the real Emily Lewis. The girl who died three weeks ago. Read it. Study it. Her handwriting, her mannerisms, her memories. You need to become her convincingly enough that anyone who knew her casually won’t notice the difference.”

“You’re asking me to become a dead girl.” My voice cracked.

“I’m asking you to take on her identity so you can survive. There’s a difference.” Vanessa started laying out clothes on the bed—jeans, t-shirts, a simple bra and panties, sneakers. Women’s clothes in my size. “Get dressed. We have things to discuss.”

I picked up the bra, turning it over in my hands. “I don’t know how to put this on.”

“Clasp in back, cups in front. Or do it backward and rotate it. YouTube has tutorials.” She grinned at my expression. “Welcome to being a woman, Emily. It’s a learning curve.”

I retreated to the bathroom with the clothes, closing the door for privacy even though she’d literally transformed my entire body last night. The bra was a mystery—I fumbled with it for five minutes before getting the clasps hooked, then had to adjust the straps so it sat properly. The cups held my breasts in place, lifting them slightly. Supportive. Weird.

The panties were simpler. Just underwear. But the way they fit, cupping my ass and lying flat over my smooth pussy, was a constant reminder of what I’d lost.

The jeans were snug, designed for hips wider than my old body. The t-shirt was fitted, clinging to my breasts and waist. I looked in the mirror and saw a college girl. Young. Pretty. Unremarkable in the best way.

Emily Lewis.

When I emerged, Vanessa was setting up the smartphone. She handed it to me. “Your new lifeline. It’s got an app installed—Power Tracker. Check it.”

I tapped the unfamiliar screen, finding an app with a purple-gold icon. It opened to a dashboard showing various statistics.

POWER APP UPDATE:

├─ Name: Emily Lewis
├─ Age: 21
├─ Magic Level: 1
├─ Mana: 50/500
├─ Sexual Partners: 0
├─ Orgasms: 0
├─ Bank: $2,000
└─ Status: Transformed (Day 1)

“What is this?” I asked.

“Your magical progression. The amulet’s power integrated with your body creates a feedback loop—sexual pleasure generates magical energy. Every time you have an orgasm, you’ll generate mana. The more intense the orgasm, the more power you create.” Vanessa leaned back against the desk, arms crossed. “You’re a magical power plant now, Emily. And sex is the fuel.”

Heat flooded my face. “You’re saying I have to… to have orgasms to do magic?”

“Not have to. Get to.” She grinned. “Most mages spend years meditating, studying, practicing to accumulate power. You? You just need to cum. Masturbation works. Sex works better—the physical and emotional intensity generates more energy. And the really kinky stuff? That’s premium fuel.”

My pussy clenched at the suggestion, a rush of wetness soaking my new panties. My nipples hardened beneath the bra. The arousal was sudden and overwhelming, my body responding to the mere idea of sex in a way Michael’s never had.

“You’re feeling it already,” Vanessa observed. “The female body is more sexually responsive than male. More nerve endings, more erogenous zones, more capacity for multiple orgasms. You’re going to love it once you get past the shock.”

“I don’t want to love it.” But even as I said it, my body betrayed me. My breathing had quickened. My skin felt flushed. The ache between my legs was undeniable.

“Doesn’t matter what you want. Your body knows what it needs.” She stood, collecting her bags. “I’m giving you two thousand dollars cash to get started. There’s a dorm room waiting for you at NYU—pre-paid for the semester. You’ll have a roommate, Victoria Chen. She’s… interesting. You’ll like her.”

“What if someone recognizes me? What if—”

“No one will. You’re twenty-one now, not thirty-three. Different face, different body, different life. Michael Carver is still listed as missing, presumed dead after disappearing from a Brooklyn construction site. His wife is filing a missing persons report. The investigation will go nowhere.” Vanessa’s expression softened. “I’m sorry. But that’s the price of survival.”

She handed me a stack of cash—actual bills, crisp hundreds. “Spend it wisely. Food, books, supplies. You start classes Monday. Try to act normal. Be a regular college student. And when your mana builds up—when you’ve had enough orgasms that your power pool is substantial—come find me. I’ll teach you real magic.”

“Where?” I asked.

“Midtown. I’ll text you the address when you’re ready.” She headed for the door, Briggs following silently. Then she paused. “Oh, and Emily? Explore your body. Touch yourself. Learn what feels good. You’re going to need to understand your own pleasure if you want to generate power efficiently.”

“You’re telling me to masturbate.”

“I’m telling you to embrace who you are now.” She winked. “Besides, female orgasms are incredible. Trust me—you’re going to thank me once you get over the weirdness.”

Then they were gone.

I was alone.

I stood in the hotel room for a long moment, holding my new phone, wearing women’s clothes, feeling the weight of breasts on my chest and the emptiness between my legs.

Then I walked to the full-length mirror by the closet.

Emily Lewis stared back.

She was gorgeous. Young and fresh-faced, with natural beauty that didn’t need makeup to shine. Her dark hair framed delicate features. Her grey-blue eyes were wide and expressive. Her body was lithe and feminine, curves in all the right places.

I touched my face again. Cupped my breasts through the t-shirt, feeling their soft weight. Ran my hands down my sides to my hips, marveling at how different the shape was.

My pussy throbbed.

The arousal had been building since I’d first explored myself in the bathroom, and Vanessa’s talk about orgasms and power had only intensified it. Now, looking at my reflection, I felt it fully. Raw. Undeniable.

I wanted to touch myself.

I wanted to explore this body, to understand it, to discover what made it feel good. Not as Michael examining a foreign vessel, but as Emily learning herself.

The thought should have horrified me. Instead, it excited me.

My hand slipped beneath the waistband of my jeans, under the panties, to the wet heat between my thighs. My fingers found my clit and I gasped, my knees nearly buckling.

So sensitive. So intense. So different from anything Michael had ever felt.

I watched my reflection as I touched myself—saw my lips part, my eyes dilate, my chest heave with quick breaths. The girl in the mirror was aroused. Desperate. Beautiful.

She was me.

I was her.

I was Emily.

And maybe, just maybe, that wasn’t the worst thing in the world.

My fingers circled my clit faster, the pleasure building, my free hand gripping the edge of the dresser for support. This was wrong. Perverted. Insane.

It was also the best thing I’d ever felt.

When the orgasm hit, it wasn’t like Michael’s quick release. It was a wave that started at my core and rolled through my entire body, making my pussy clench and spasm, my nipples tighten almost painfully, my legs shake. I cried out—a woman’s voice, high and breathy—and barely stayed upright as pleasure crashed through me.

Golden-purple light flickered across my skin.

The phone in my pocket buzzed.

Trembling, I pulled it out. The Power App had updated.

POWER APP UPDATE:

├─ Name: Emily Lewis
├─ Mana: 100/500 (+50)
├─ Orgasms: 1 (+1)
└─ Status: Arousal +20

Real. The magic was real. I’d just generated power from cumming.

I stared at my flushed reflection, at the girl who’d just masturbated while watching herself, who’d generated magical energy from a female orgasm.

Emily Lewis.

That was who I was now.

And I was going to have to learn to live with it.


Chapter 2: Shower Awakening

The next morning started with sweat.

I woke in the hotel bed—still here, still female, still Emily—with my skin clammy and my t-shirt clinging to curves I wasn’t used to. The dream had been fragmented, confusing. Flashes of a blonde woman’s smile, a little girl’s laughter, both just out of reach behind walls in my mind that sparked pain when I pushed too hard.

Blocked memories. Things I’d lost.

I shoved them away and sat up, my breasts shifting beneath the shirt. The weight still startled me. The way they moved independently, swaying slightly with momentum. Real. Undeniable.

I needed a shower.

The bathroom was small but had a decent shower-tub combo. I turned the water on hot—scalding, the way I liked it—and started stripping off yesterday’s clothes. The t-shirt first, pulling it over my head and watching in the mirror as my breasts bounced free, nipples already peaked from the cool air.

They were beautiful. I could admit that now, in the privacy of the bathroom. Perky B-cups with pink nipples that looked almost delicate. Soft. Touchable. The kind of breasts Michael would’ve stared at on a woman across the bar.

Except they were mine now.

The jeans came next, along with the panties I’d slept in. I caught sight of my full reflection—naked, female, young. Long dark hair mussed from sleep. Slim waist. Curved hips. Smooth pussy with just a hint of dark hair. Long legs that seemed to go on forever.

A knockout. That’s what I was. A fucking knockout.

The thought made my pussy clench, a rush of heat flooding between my thighs. Was it narcissistic to be turned on by my own body? Or was this just… hormones? Female hormones flooding a brain that didn’t know how to handle them yet?

I stepped into the shower before I could overthink it.

The hot water hit my skin like a blessing.

It cascaded over my shoulders—narrower than Michael’s, more delicate—and down my chest. Water sluiced over my breasts, making the nipples tighten even more. The sensation was incredible. Every drop felt amplified, each rivulet of heat drawing a line of pleasure down my body.

I’d showered thousands of times as Michael. It had been routine. Functional. Soap up, rinse off, dry, done.

This was different.

This was an experience.

The water hit my breasts and I gasped, my hands coming up automatically to cup them. The wet skin was slick, slippery, and when my thumbs brushed my nipples the jolt of pleasure nearly made my knees buckle.

Holy shit. Were all women this sensitive? Or was it just me, new to this body, hyperaware of every sensation?

I explored cautiously, soaping my hands and running them over my chest. The breasts were soft, yielding under my palms, but firm enough to hold their shape. When I squeezed gently, pleasure radiated outward from my nipples. When I pinched those pink peaks, I moaned—a high, breathy sound that echoed off the tiles.

This body was a revelation.

I soaped my arms, my neck, my stomach—all new territory. My waist nipped in dramatically, a curve I’d never had. My hips flared wide, designed for childbearing even though the thought made me dizzy. Everything was softer, smoother, more responsive to touch.

When I reached between my legs, I hesitated.

Yesterday I’d touched myself briefly. Explored just enough to understand the basics. But this was different. This was deliberate. This was… god, what was I doing? I shouldn’t be turned on right now. I should be mourning, panicking, planning.

Instead, I was horny as hell.

My fingers found my pussy—slick not just from water but from arousal. The folds were soft, delicate, and when I parted them to explore I found structures I’d only ever touched on other women. The inner lips. The entrance. The little nub of my clit peeking out from its hood.

One brush of my fingertip over my clit and I gasped, my free hand slapping against the tile wall for support.

Fuck. FUCK. That was intense.

I tried again, circling my clit slowly. The pleasure built in waves, spreading from that concentrated point outward through my entire body. My nipples tightened almost painfully. My pussy clenched, aching to be filled even though I didn’t have anything to fill it with. My legs trembled.

Just like yesterday, the female orgasm was completely different from anything Michael had known. This overwhelming, all-consuming pleasure that built in waves rather than peaking and crashing. My entire body becoming one quivering nerve ending.

I leaned against the shower wall, water pouring over me, one hand working my clit while the other squeezed my breast. The position felt natural. Instinctive. Like my body knew what it wanted even if my mind was still catching up.

I thought about Vanessa’s words. Sexual pleasure generates magical energy. Every orgasm makes you more powerful.

Fine. If I needed to cum to survive, to thrive, to become powerful enough to maybe reverse this someday… then I’d fucking cum.

I circled my clit faster, adding more pressure. My hips rocked against my hand automatically, seeking friction. The pleasure intensified, my breathing turning to panting. Soft little moans escaped my throat with each exhale—feminine sounds I’d never made as Michael.

But I wasn’t Michael anymore.

I was Emily. Female. Woman. Girl. Whatever the hell I wanted to call myself.

And right now, I was horny.

My fingers slipped lower, exploring my entrance. It was wet—so wet—my arousal mixing with the shower water until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. I pressed a finger inside experimentally, feeling my inner walls grip it.

Tight. Hot. Pulsing with my heartbeat.

I’d been inside women before, as Michael. Felt this tightness around my cock. But experiencing it from the inside was completely different. Vulnerable. Intimate. A sensation of being filled that was both foreign and desperately needed.

I added a second finger, stretching myself, and whimpered at the fullness. Not enough to satisfy the aching need, but better than nothing. My thumb found my clit again and I worked both—fingers pumping in and out while my thumb circled that sensitive nub.

The pleasure spiraled higher.

My free hand roamed my body—squeezing my tit, pinching my nipple, sliding down my stomach to my hip. Everything felt good. Everything sent sparks of sensation straight to my core. I was a live wire, every touch amplifying the building orgasm.

“Oh god,” I moaned, my voice echoing in the shower. High and breathy and desperate.

I pumped my fingers faster, curling them to hit a spot inside that made me see stars. My G-spot—I’d found it on women before but never felt it from this side. The pressure was intense, the pleasure bordering on too much, and when I rubbed my thumb hard over my clit at the same time—

The orgasm hit like lightning.

My pussy clenched around my fingers, rhythmic contractions that felt like my entire core was seizing. Pleasure exploded outward in waves, each one cresting higher than the last. My legs gave out and I slid down the tile wall, landing on my ass in the tub while water poured over me and my body shook with the force of the climax.

I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. Could only feel the overwhelming, all-consuming pleasure rolling through me in wave after wave after wave.

Not one peak and done like a male orgasm. This was multiple peaks, each rolling into the next, my pussy spasming and my clit throbbing and my entire body lit up with sensation. I heard myself crying out—high, desperate sounds—and couldn’t stop.

Golden-purple light flared around me, visible even through my closed eyelids.

The orgasm finally crested and began to fade, leaving me gasping in the cooling water. My fingers were still buried in my pussy, my body still trembling with aftershocks. My mind was blank, wiped clean by pleasure.

Holy shit.

If female orgasms were like that every time… I understood why women were so eager for sex. That was fucking incredible.

I pulled my fingers out slowly, wincing at the sensitivity. My pussy felt swollen, well-used, tender. I leaned my head back against the tile and let the water wash over me, trying to catch my breath.

The phone buzzed from the counter where I’d left it.

I forced myself to stand on shaky legs, turned off the water, and stepped out. Grabbed a towel—too rough against my sensitive skin—and checked the app.

POWER APP UPDATE:

├─ Name: Emily Lewis  
├─ Magic Level: 2 (+1)
├─ Mana: 200/600 (+150)
├─ Orgasms: 2 (+1)
├─ Status: Arousal +40
└─ Notes: First intense orgasm. Mana generation increased.

My magic level had gone up. The orgasm in the shower—longer, more intense than yesterday’s quick exploration—had generated more power.

Vanessa was right. Sex was fuel. And female sexuality was apparently premium grade.

I toweled off slowly, my body hyper-sensitive. The rough fabric rubbed my nipples and sent aftershock pleasure through my core. Even drying between my legs made me bite my lip, my pussy still aching with unfulfilled need.

Because that’s what it was. Despite the mind-blowing orgasm, I still felt… unsatisfied. Not in the way I expected, but there was an emptiness. My pussy wanted to be filled. Properly filled. Not by my fingers but by something bigger.

By a cock.

The thought made my face burn. I couldn’t want that. I shouldn’t want that. I was—had been—a straight man. The idea of being penetrated by a cock should horrify me.

Instead, it made my pussy clench with anticipation.

Fuck. The female hormones were really doing a number on my brain.

I wrapped the towel around my body—tucked under my arms, covering my breasts—and walked back to the main room. The bed was rumpled, my clothes scattered across the floor. Evidence of my chaotic transformation.

I needed to get organized. Move on with my life. Figure out this Emily Lewis identity and make it work.

But first, I needed to understand this body better.

I dropped the towel and stood naked in front of the full-length mirror again. Let myself look. Really look.

My skin was flushed from the hot shower and the orgasm, pink suffusing my chest and face. My nipples were hard little peaks, dark pink and sensitive. My breasts sat high on my chest, full and soft. My waist was narrow, my hips wide, my ass round and firm.

And my pussy… I turned slightly, lifting one leg onto the edge of the bed to get a better view. The soft folds were swollen and pink from my exploration, glistening with residual arousal. My clit peeked out from its hood, still visible and sensitive. The opening to my vagina was small, tight, virginal.

I was a virgin as Emily. The hymen was intact. Every penetration would be a first.

The thought sent another rush of heat through me. I’d fucked women as Michael. I’d been the penetrator, the one in control, the one giving pleasure. Now I would be the one receiving. Vulnerable. Open. Filled.

My hand drifted to my pussy again before I could stop it.

I should stop. I’d already cum once. I should get dressed, eat breakfast, start figuring out my new life.

But my clit was throbbing and my pussy was aching and god, one more time wouldn’t hurt, right?

I lay back on the bed, legs spread, and let my fingers explore.

This time I took it slow. Traced the soft outer lips, feeling how swollen they were. Parted them to reveal the pink inner folds, delicate and slick. Found my clit and circled it gently, building pleasure in slow increments.

My other hand cupped my breast, kneading the soft flesh, pinching the nipple. Every sensation fed into the others—breast stimulation making my pussy clench, clit rubbing making my nipples harden, everything building in a feedback loop of pleasure.

I tried different touches. Light circles. Firm pressure. Fast flicks. Slow strokes. Learning what this body liked, what made it respond.

Turns out, it liked everything.

When I slipped a finger inside myself again, I moaned. The penetration was shallow, not enough, but it eased the ache slightly. I pumped slowly, feeling my inner walls grip and release, learning the rhythm.

One finger became two. Two fingers curling to hit that magic spot inside. My thumb on my clit, circling in time with my thrusts.

The pleasure built slower this time. More deliberately. I drew it out, riding the edge, letting it crest and ebb without tipping over. My hips rocked against my hand. My back arched. Little moans spilled from my lips.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “Fuck, fuck, fuck…”

The words came naturally. Dirty and desperate. I’d heard women say shit like that during sex but never understood the need behind it. Now I did. The pleasure was so intense it had to be vocalized, had to escape somehow or it would consume me.

I pumped my fingers faster, harder. Added a third, stretching myself, feeling the burn and pleasure mix. My palm ground against my clit with each thrust and that combination—fullness and friction—drove me higher.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Oh god, yes…”

I imagined being fucked. Really fucked. A cock pushing into my virgin pussy, stretching me, filling me completely. Strong hands gripping my hips. A masculine voice groaning in my ear. Being taken, claimed, used.

The fantasy pushed me over the edge.

The second orgasm was different from the first. Not explosive but rolling, a long sustained peak that had my entire body trembling. My pussy clenched rhythmically around my fingers, trying to milk them like a cock. My clit pulsed against my palm. Pleasure radiated through my core in waves that went on and on and on.

“Fuck!” I cried out, my voice breaking. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh—”

Golden light blazed, brighter this time. The mana generation was visible, tangible, real.

When it finally faded, I lay panting on the bed, my fingers still buried inside myself, my body limp with satisfaction.

The phone buzzed again.

POWER APP UPDATE:

├─ Magic Level: 3 (+1)
├─ Mana: 400/700 (+200)  
├─ Orgasms: 3 (+1)
├─ Status: Arousal +60
└─ Notes: Multiple techniques mastered. Mana efficiency improving.

Three orgasms. 400 mana. Level 3 magic.

All from masturbating.

I pulled my fingers free and stared at them—slick with my arousal, evidence of what I’d just done. I should feel ashamed. Disgusted. This was my body, I was getting off on exploring myself, that was weird and wrong and—

And it felt fucking amazing.

I brought my fingers to my mouth, curiosity overcoming hesitation. Licked them clean. The taste was musky, slightly sweet, distinctly feminine. My taste.

Another flush of arousal pulsed through my core. Jesus Christ, was I always going to be this horny now? Was this what women dealt with constantly?

No wonder Vanessa said sex was fuel. If I felt like this all the time, I’d be desperate to cum just to ease the ache.

I forced myself to get up, to shower again quickly to wash away the evidence, to dry off properly this time. I pulled on fresh panties and a bra, jeans and a t-shirt. Combed my damp hair. Looked at my reflection.

Emily Lewis stared back. Flushed. Satisfied. Beautiful.

“Okay,” I told her—told myself. “Okay. So I’m horny. So I like cumming. So my body is designed for sex. That’s… fine. I can work with that.”

She nodded back at me.

I grabbed the phone and checked the time. Still early morning. I had the whole day ahead of me to figure out my new life.

But first, I needed food. And coffee. And maybe to read that journal Vanessa had given me, to learn how to be Emily Lewis convincingly.

My pussy throbbed again, a reminder that my arousal hadn’t fully faded. 60 on whatever scale the app was using. Still elevated. Still needy.

I wondered how long it would take before I could walk around without being constantly aware of my body. Without feeling the weight of my breasts, the emptiness in my pussy, the sensitivity of my skin.

Probably never, a small voice whispered.

Because I wasn’t Michael anymore, trying to inhabit a woman’s body temporarily. I WAS a woman now. Twenty-one years old. Female. Fertile. Sexual.

And maybe—just maybe—that could be okay.

I grabbed my wallet and room key, checked my reflection one more time. Presentable. Normal. Just another college girl about to start her life.

Emily Lewis.

That’s who I was.

And judging by the wet heat still pulsing between my thighs, Emily Lewis was going to be very, very sexual.

I headed for the door, ready to face the world.

My pussy clenched with each step, a reminder of what I’d just done. Of what I’d learned.

Female orgasms were incredible. My body was built for pleasure. Sex would make me powerful.

And I was going to need all the power I could get.

Because somewhere in the back of my mind, behind those painful memory blocks, I knew I’d lost something important. Someone important. And someday, I’d need to be powerful enough to get them back.

Or powerful enough to accept that they were gone forever.

Either way, the path forward was clear.

Embrace being Emily. Learn this body. Generate power.

And enjoy every fucking minute of it.


Chapter 3: Moving to University

The next morning began with a text from Vanessa.

Pick you up at noon. Bring everything. You’re moving to NYU today.

I stared at my phone, still in bed, my body warm from sleep and residual arousal. Everything meant the few clothes Vanessa had bought me, the cash, the journal, and the smartphone that was quickly becoming my lifeline to understanding this new world.

Not much to pack. Michael had owned a house full of belongings—furniture, clothes, tools, memories. Emily Lewis owned what fit in two shopping bags.

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

I showered quickly—keeping my hands to myself this time, despite the temptation—and dressed in jeans and a t-shirt. Ran a brush through my damp hair. Applied the tiniest bit of the makeup Vanessa had included, just mascara and lip gloss, enough to look polished without feeling like I was playing dress-up.

The girl in the mirror looked ready. Young. Nervous. Excited.

Emily Lewis, about to start university.

I could do this.

Vanessa arrived exactly at noon, driving a sleek silver Mercedes that probably cost more than Michael’s entire construction business. She honked once and I grabbed my bags, checked out of the hotel, and slid into the passenger seat.

“Morning, sunshine.” She wore sunglasses and a leather jacket, looking like she’d stepped out of a fashion magazine. “Ready for your new life?”

“As ready as I’ll ever be.” I buckled in, hyperaware of how the seatbelt bisected my breasts. Everything was still so new, so different.

She pulled into Manhattan traffic with practiced ease. “We need to talk about the magical world while we have privacy. You’ve been dropped into this blind, which isn’t fair.”

“I’m listening.”

“First, the basics. Magic exists. Has existed for millennia. There are approximately fifty thousand mages worldwide, hidden among the general population.” She changed lanes smoothly. “We call non-magical humans ‘mundanes,’ and keeping our existence secret from them is the Veil. Breaking the Veil—exposing magic publicly—is a death sentence.”

“Lucien mentioned that.” I watched the city blur past. “He’s an enforcer?”

“Council enforcer. The Council of Elders governs magical society. Thirteen ancient mages, each representing a different magical discipline. Lucien represents space-time magic. He hunts rogue mages, enforces the Veil, and generally plays magical police officer.” She grinned. “He’s also a massive stick in the mud, but he means well.”

“He wanted to let me die.”

“No, he wanted to follow protocol. There’s a difference.” Vanessa’s voice softened. “The Council doesn’t approve of what I did—transforming you without explicit permission. But they won’t punish me because the alternative was a magical catastrophe in a Manhattan hotel that would’ve made international news. I chose the lesser chaos.”

I processed that. “So I’m… what? An illegal mage?”

“You’re a registered mage under my sponsorship. I filed the paperwork last night. As far as the Council is concerned, you’re Emily Lewis, newly awakened mage, learning under my tutelage.” She glanced at me. “They don’t need to know about the transformation. That’s between us.”

“And Lucien. And Briggs.”

“Lucien won’t talk—he owes me favors. Briggs is magically bound to me; he literally can’t reveal my secrets.” She turned onto a tree-lined street. “Which brings me to my second point. In the magical community, power is currency. The more mana you have, the more spells you can cast, the more respect you command. Your unique situation—male power in a female body—makes you potentially very powerful. That’s good. But it also makes you interesting, and in the magical world, interesting can be dangerous.”

“Dangerous how?”

“Some mages will want to study you. Some will want to recruit you. Some will want to fuck you to see if they can absorb your power.” She said it casually, like it was no big deal. “Stay under the radar until you’re strong enough to defend yourself. Don’t tell anyone about the amulet or the transformation. As far as anyone knows, you’re just a natural-born mage with an unusual talent for sex magic.”

Sex magic. Right. Because my life wasn’t weird enough.

“What about you?” I asked. “What’s your specialty?”

“Body modification. Flesh-shaping, transformation magic, biokinesis—whatever you want to call it. I can alter living tissue down to the cellular level.” Pride colored her voice. “I’m one of three body specialists in North America. That’s why the Council tolerates my methods even when they disapprove. I’m too useful to punish.”

“Is that why you could transform me so completely?”

“Exactly. Most mages couldn’t manage what I did. Full gender transformation with memory modification and identity integration? That’s master-level work.” She pulled up to a curb near Washington Square Park. “We’re here.”

I looked out at NYU campus. Students everywhere—walking, talking, laughing. Backpacks and coffee cups and the buzz of youth. Normalcy.

I was about to pretend to be one of them.

“Your dorm is three blocks that way.” Vanessa pointed. “Greenwich Village, near the park. Shared room, third floor. Your roommate is Victoria Chen—goes by Vicky. Nineteen years old, poor as dirt, working her ass off to pay tuition. Be nice to her. She’ll be a good friend if you let her.”

“How do you know so much about her?”

Vanessa just smiled. “I make it my business to know things. Now go. Classes start Monday. Get settled. Read that journal. Become Emily.” She handed me a business card with just a phone number on it. “When your mana hits eight hundred or so, text me. I’ll start your real magical training.”

“Eight hundred. That’s… a lot of orgasms.”

“Four or five good ones, actually. You’ll manage.” She winked. “Now get out. You’re going to be late for check-in.”

I grabbed my bags and stepped onto the sidewalk, the Mercedes already pulling away before I could say goodbye. Typical Vanessa—dramatic entrance, quick exit.

I stood there for a moment, bags in hand, staring at the campus. Students streamed past, none of them giving me a second glance. I was just another girl moving into the dorms.

Just Emily.

I could do this.

The walk to the dorms was shorter than I expected. Three blocks through Greenwich Village, past cafes and bookshops and the kind of bohemian atmosphere that screamed “college town.” The building itself was older, probably from the sixties, brick and concrete with small windows.

Check-in was in the lobby. A tired-looking RA—name tag said “Derek”—barely looked at my ID before handing me a key and pointing to the elevator.

“Third floor, room 312. Roommate’s already moved in. Quiet hours start at ten PM. Any questions?”

“I’m good.”

He waved me away, already focused on the next person in line.

The elevator was tiny and smelled like cleaning products and weed. It creaked its way to the third floor, and I stepped out into a hallway that looked like every college dorm ever—scuffed linoleum, flickering fluorescent lights, music bleeding from under various doors.

Room 312 was at the end of the hall.

I stood outside, key in hand, suddenly nervous. This was it. My new life. My new identity. The moment I walked through that door, I stopped being Michael and became Emily permanently.

No going back.

I unlocked the door and pushed it open.

The room was small. Two twin beds on opposite walls, two desks, two closets, one window looking out at the street. Posters on one side—K-pop bands and anime—but the other side was bare. Mine.

A girl sat at the decorated desk, hunched over a textbook. She turned when I entered.

“Hi! You must be Emily!”

Victoria Chen was tiny—maybe five-four, slim, with light brown hair pulled back in a messy ponytail. Grey eyes that looked tired despite her smile. Pretty in an understated way, like she didn’t have time or money for makeup.

“Yeah. Call me Em or Emi, though.” The nickname felt natural. “You’re Vicky?”

“That’s me.” She stood, and I noticed she was wearing worn jeans and a NYU sweatshirt that had seen better days. “Welcome to our shoebox. It’s not much, but the location’s great and the rent’s included in tuition, so…”

“It’s perfect.” I set my bags on the bare bed. “Sorry I’m late getting here. Had some… family stuff to deal with.”

“No worries. I just got here yesterday.” She gestured to the empty desk. “That’s yours. Closet too. Bathroom’s shared—down the hall, which sucks, but whatever. There’s a kitchen on the first floor and a laundry room in the basement.”

I started unpacking my meager belongings. Two pairs of jeans, three t-shirts, underwear, a hoodie. Everything Vanessa had bought me fit in half the closet.

“You travel light,” Vicky observed.

“Fresh start. Left most of my stuff back in Jersey City.” The lie came easily. “What about you? Where are you from?”

“Queens. Still live there technically, but commuting was killing me.” She sat back at her desk. “Working two jobs to pay for this place, so I won’t be around much. Hope you don’t mind having the room to yourself most nights.”

“Two jobs?” I set the journal on my desk. “That’s rough.”

“Yeah, well, scholarships don’t cover everything.” She shrugged, but I saw the exhaustion in her eyes. “Waitress during the day, night shift… elsewhere. It pays the bills.”

Night shift elsewhere. That was deliberately vague.

I remembered what Vanessa had said: Working her ass off to pay tuition. And the instruction file had mentioned Vicky was a prostitute, working escort services to fund her education. But she clearly wasn’t ready to share that yet.

“Well, if you ever need help with coursework or whatever, let me know. I’m pretty good at—” I paused. What was Emily good at? I had no idea. “—figuring things out.”

Vicky smiled. “Thanks. Same here. We’ll be study buddies.”

She went back to her textbook—calculus, from the looks of it—and I finished unpacking. When I plugged in my phone to charge, I saw a text from an unknown number.

Diane Benson. Your neighbor. Want a campus tour?

I showed it to Vicky. “You know her?”

“Oh yeah, Diane’s great. Room 315, down the hall. Super helpful, knows everything about NYU.” She glanced at her phone. “I’ve got work in an hour, so I can’t join, but you should definitely go. She’ll show you all the good spots.”

I texted back: Sure! When?

The reply was instant: Now? Meet in the lobby?

Five minutes later, I was back in the lobby. A girl approached—tall, maybe five-eight, with dark curly hair and warm brown skin. She wore leggings and an oversized flannel shirt, looking effortlessly cool.

“Emily?” She extended a hand. “Diane Benson. Welcome to NYU.”

“Thanks.” Her handshake was firm, confident. “I appreciate the tour offer.”

“No problem. I remember being lost my first week. Come on, I’ll show you the important stuff—library, cafeteria, best coffee shop, where to avoid campus security when you’re sneaking someone into your dorm.” She grinned.

We walked out into the late afternoon sunshine. The campus was beautiful in the golden light—old buildings mixed with modern architecture, students sprawled on the grass, the energy of youth and possibility everywhere.

“So, Jersey City, right?” Diane asked. “What brings you to NYU?”

“Education program. Want to be a teacher.” The lie flowed smoothly, drawn from Emily’s false memories. “My mom was a teacher. Seemed like a good path.”

“Nice. I’m pre-med, which is basically hell, but whatever.” She pointed out buildings as we walked. “That’s the library—open 24/7 during finals, amazing study spaces. That’s the student center—food, gym, health services. That’s Kimmel—events, movies, random club stuff.”

We walked through Washington Square Park, the iconic arch standing tall. Street performers competed for attention—musicians, dancers, a guy doing magic tricks that made my skin prickle. Actual magic? Or just illusion?

“Quick question,” I said. “Are there any… weird clubs? Like, alternative stuff?”

Diane raised an eyebrow. “Define weird.”

“I don’t know. Paranormal? Occult? That kind of thing.”

“Oh, you’re into that scene?” She didn’t sound judgmental, just curious. “There’s a Pagan student union that meets Thursdays. Some Wicca stuff. Nothing too crazy, though. NYU’s pretty mainstream despite the Village location.”

So no obvious magical student groups. That was probably smart—keep magic hidden from mundanes, like Vanessa said.

We circled back toward the dorms, stopping at a Starbucks. Diane bought us both coffees—my first as Emily—and we sat outside watching people pass.

“Can I ask you something?” Diane leaned forward. “You seem… different. In a good way. But like you’re figuring stuff out.”

My heart jumped. Could she tell? Could she sense something off about me?

“I just… I’m starting over, you know? New city, new life. Trying to figure out who I am.” The truth, even if the context was a lie.

“I get that. College is weird that way. You can be whoever you want.” She smiled. “Just be yourself, Em. Don’t try too hard to fit in. The real people will find you.”

We finished our coffees and walked back to the dorm. Diane gave me her number—“For emergencies or boredom, whichever comes first”—and headed to her room.

I returned to 312 to find Vicky gone, a note on my desk: Out until 3 AM. Don’t wait up! —V

3 AM. That was a late shift for a waitress.

I was alone.

I sat at my desk and opened Emily Lewis’s journal.

The handwriting was neat, feminine. The entries spanned four years—high school through her death three weeks ago. I read them slowly, absorbing the life that was now supposed to be mine.

Anna Lewis, her mother. Amy and Kyle, her siblings. Growing up in Jersey City. High school crushes. Part-time jobs. The death of her father when she was ten. College acceptance to NYU. Plans for the future that would never happen.

A real girl. A real life. Cut short.

And I was wearing it like a costume.

Guilt twisted in my stomach. Emily Lewis had died so I could live. I was using her identity, her history, her everything.

But what choice did I have? Michael Carver was gone. The amulet had seen to that.

I closed the journal and opened the Power App instead.

POWER APP UPDATE:

├─ Name: Emily Lewis
├─ Magic Level: 3
├─ Mana: 400/700
├─ Orgasms: 3
├─ Sexual Partners: 0
├─ Arousal: 30
├─ Bank: $2,000
└─ Day: 3

Three days. Three orgasms. 400 mana.

Vanessa wanted me at 800 before she’d teach me real magic. That meant at least two more good orgasms, maybe three.

My pussy clenched at the thought. Ever since the shower this morning, I’d been aware of a low-level arousal humming through my body. Not desperate, but present. A reminder that my body was designed for this now.

I was alone. Vicky wouldn’t be back for hours.

I could…

No. I needed to focus. Read more of the journal. Learn my false history. Prepare for classes Monday.

But my hand had already slipped beneath my jeans.

Just once more. Just to take the edge off.

Twenty minutes later, I lay on my bed panting, my pussy still pulsing with aftershocks. The orgasm had been quick, efficient, and powerful enough to generate another 100 mana.

Mana: 500/800

Halfway to my goal.

I cleaned up, straightened my clothes, and went back to the journal. But I couldn’t focus. My mind kept drifting to Vanessa’s words: Some mages will want to fuck you to see if they can absorb your power.

Was that possible? Could someone steal my magic through sex?

The thought should’ve terrified me. Instead, it sent another flush of heat through my core.

What was happening to me? Michael had been straight. Vanilla. Conventional.

Emily was… something else entirely.

I forced myself to read until Vicky came home at 3:15 AM, exhausted and smelling like expensive perfume. She showered—thirty minutes, like she was washing something away—and collapsed in her bed without a word.

I lay awake in the dark, listening to her breathe, feeling the weight of my breasts and the emptiness in my pussy.

Three days as Emily Lewis.

A lifetime of this ahead.

And I was just getting started.


Chapter 4: First Day as University Girl

Monday morning arrived too early.

I woke to my phone alarm—a jarring electronic beep that had me fumbling for the device on my nightstand. Across the room, Vicky’s bed was empty, already made. She’d left at some point during the night or early morning, probably for her mysterious “work.”

First classes at NYU.

I forced myself out of bed, my body still adjusting to the constant awareness of being female. The weight of my breasts shifted as I sat up. My hair tangled around my shoulders. The dampness between my thighs reminded me I’d been dreaming something sexual, though the details had already faded.

My arousal stat was probably elevated again.

I showered quickly—resisting the urge to touch myself, barely—and returned to the room to face the monumental task of getting dressed for my first day as a college student.

The clothes Vanessa had bought were basic. I pulled on a simple bra, panties, jeans, and a fitted t-shirt. Ran a brush through my wet hair. Stared at the makeup bag she’d included.

Did I need makeup? The other girls probably wore some. But I had no idea how to apply it beyond what I’d fumbled through the first day.

Fuck it. Natural would have to do.

I grabbed my backpack—new, still stiff—and the printed schedule I’d received at orientation. Education program, like Emily’s false history claimed. Introduction to Teaching, Educational Psychology, some general ed requirements. All classes I had zero preparation for, in a field I’d never studied.

This was going to be a disaster.

The hallway was already bustling with students heading to early classes. Girls in yoga pants and oversized hoodies, guys in baggy jeans and band t-shirts, the smell of coffee and energy drinks in the air. I joined the flow, following the crowd toward campus.

Washington Square Park was alive in the morning light. Students sprawled on benches, sketching or reading. A guy played guitar near the fountain. Street vendors sold coffee and bagels. The energy was infectious—young, hopeful, full of possibility.

I stopped at a coffee cart and ordered a latte, fumbling with the cash. The barista—a guy about my age, maybe twenty-two—smiled at me.

“First day?” he asked, handing over the cup.

“That obvious?”

“You’ve got that deer-in-headlights look. You’ll be fine. Everyone’s faking it anyway.” He winked.

I thanked him and hurried toward my first class, clutching the hot cup like a lifeline.

The education building was old, with high ceilings and worn linoleum floors. Room 204 was halfway down the first-floor corridor. I slipped inside and found a seat near the middle—not too eager, not too hiding.

The room filled quickly. About thirty students, mostly women, a few guys. Everyone looked young and nervous and excited. I tried to blend in, pulling out a notebook and pen, crossing my legs the way I’d seen women do.

The professor entered—a woman in her fifties, grey hair in a bun, kind eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses. “Good morning. I’m Professor Martinez. Welcome to Introduction to Teaching.”

The next hour was a blur of syllabi and expectations. I took notes dutifully, my handwriting messier than I’d like. Being female hadn’t magically given me neat penmanship—that was a relief, at least. Some things didn’t change.

When class ended, a girl approached me. Red hair, freckles, green eyes, maybe five-five. She wore a flowered dress and looked wholesome, innocent. Her smile was genuine.

“Hi! I’m Katie. Katie Monroe.”

“Emily Lewis.” I shook her hand. “Nice to meet you.”

“You look lost. Want to grab food between classes? I could use a study partner.” She tilted her head, hopeful.

According to the outline, Katie was important. A friend, a corruption partner, someone who’d be part of my journey into sexuality. Right now, she just looked like a sweet girl trying to make friends.

“Sure. I’ve got Educational Psych at eleven. You?”

“Same! We can walk together.” She beamed. “This is going to be great. I love meeting new people.”

We left the building together, Katie chattering about her high school in Jersey City—wait, she mentioned Jersey City. According to Emily’s false memories, I grew up there too. Had Katie and I known each other?

“You’re from Jersey City?” I asked carefully.

“Yeah! Small world, right?” She laughed. “I think we might’ve been at the same high school for like, a year? But different grades, so…”

Perfect. The false identity was working. We’d been casual acquaintances, not close friends. Just enough history to feel comfortable, not enough to trip me up with details I didn’t know.

We grabbed coffee at the Starbucks near campus—my second of the day, but I needed the caffeine—and sat outside at a small table. Katie asked about my summer, my family, why I chose NYU. I answered with Emily’s fabricated history, the lies flowing smoothly now that I’d memorized the journal.

“What about you?” I asked. “What made you want to be a teacher?”

Her face lit up. “I love kids. Always have. My mom was a teacher, and she’d bring me to her classroom sometimes. Seeing her help students understand things, watching them grow… I want that.” She blushed. “Sorry, that probably sounds cheesy.”

“Not at all. It sounds nice.” And it did. Katie was genuine, earnest. The kind of person who actually wanted to make the world better.

The kind of person I was apparently going to corrupt.

The thought made my stomach twist. But I pushed it away. That was future-Emily’s problem. Right now, I just needed to survive the day.

Educational Psychology was in a different building, a modern glass-and-concrete structure that felt sterile compared to the older buildings. Katie and I found seats together near the front. The professor was younger, maybe thirties, energetic and engaging. The class flew by.

By the time I got back to my dorm room that afternoon, I was exhausted. Not physically—the body was fine—but mentally. Pretending to be someone else, maintaining the facade, constantly monitoring my behavior to seem natural… it was draining.

Vicky still wasn’t back. The room was empty, silent.

I collapsed on my bed and checked my phone.

POWER APP UPDATE:

├─ Name: Emily Lewis
├─ Magic Level: 3
├─ Mana: 500/800
├─ Day: 4-5
├─ Arousal: 45
└─ Note: No mana generation in 2 days. Consider masturbation.

Right. I hadn’t cum since the dorm room two days ago. The arousal was building, a low hum of need that I’d been ignoring while dealing with classes and social situations.

But now I was alone.

I glanced at the door. Locked. Vicky wouldn’t be back for hours.

My hand slipped beneath my jeans before I could overthink it.

This time was quick, efficient. I knew my body better now—knew exactly where to touch, how much pressure, what rhythm. My clit responded immediately, pleasure building fast. I pumped two fingers into my pussy, curling them to hit my G-spot while my thumb worked my clit.

The orgasm hit in under five minutes. My back arched off the bed, pussy clenching around my fingers, a soft cry escaping my lips. Golden light flared.

Mana: 650/900 (+150)

Better. The edge was gone, replaced by satisfied exhaustion.

I cleaned up and forced myself to study Emily’s journal again, memorizing more details. Her favorite foods. Her childhood friends. The layout of her house in Jersey City. Every little detail that might come up in conversation.

The next day—Day 5—followed a similar pattern. More classes. More pretending. Katie invited me to lunch again, and we ate in the dining hall, surrounded by hundreds of other students. I watched how the girls moved, talked, laughed. Tried to mimic their mannerisms.

Everything felt performative. Like I was an actor in a play where everyone else knew the script.

After my last class, I walked through Washington Square Park alone. The late afternoon sun painted everything gold. I found an empty bench and sat, people-watching.

A group of guys played frisbee on the grass. Shirtless, showing off. Several had impressive bodies—athletic, toned. I found myself staring at one in particular. Tall, maybe six-two, broad shoulders, the v of his lower abs visible above his shorts.

My pussy clenched.

I looked away, face burning. Was I attracted to men now? Or was it just the female body’s instinctive response to masculine displays?

Michael had never looked at men that way. But Emily…

My phone buzzed. A text from Katie.

Study group forming for EdPsych. Want in? We’re meeting Thursday night.

I texted back: Definitely! Thanks for including me.

Her reply was instant: Of course! You’re my friend now. :)

Friend. I had a friend. Or at least, Emily did.

I stood and headed back to the dorm, passing the guys with the frisbee. One of them—the tall one—caught my eye and smiled. I smiled back automatically, then hurried past before he could say anything.

My heart was racing. My pussy was wet. The male attention had triggered something visceral.

The shortcut through Greenwich Village took me past a construction site—scaffolding, cement mixers, men in hard hats and dirty work clothes. I didn’t think twice about it. Michael had managed construction workers. They were just guys doing a job.

But I wasn’t Michael anymore.

“Hey, gorgeous!” one of them called out as I passed. “Smile for me, baby!”

I kept walking, face burning, pretending I hadn’t heard.

“Nice ass!” another yelled. “Where you going so fast? We don’t bite!”

Laughter from the group. Cat calls and whistles following me down the street. Michael would’ve yelled back, gotten in their faces, demanded respect.

Emily just walked faster.

Then I felt it—a hand on my ass. A hard squeeze through my thin skirt.

I spun around, heart pounding. A worker with a leering grin was right behind me, close enough to touch. He’d grabbed me. Actually grabbed me.

“What the fuck—” I started, but my voice came out small. Weak. Not Michael’s commanding baritone but Emily’s soft alto.

“Just being friendly,” he laughed. “You should take it as a compliment.”

His coworkers whooped and cheered. I was surrounded by large men who saw me as prey, not a person. As a body to touch, not someone to respect.

Michael would’ve thrown a punch. Emily couldn’t even form words.

I fled. Practically ran down the street, heels clicking frantically on pavement, their laughter echoing behind me. Face burning with humiliation.

And the worst part? The absolute worst part?

My pussy was soaking wet.

The attention. The aggression. The raw masculine energy directed at my female body—it had triggered something primal. Something that horrified Michael’s consciousness but made Emily’s body respond with shameful arousal.

I hated it. Hated the vulnerability, the powerlessness, the way my body betrayed me.

But I couldn’t deny it. Being seen as a sexual object had turned me on.

Back in my room, I masturbated again. This time I let myself fantasize—imagining that tall guy pinning me down, his weight on me, his cock pushing inside. The fantasy felt wrong and right simultaneously, foreign and natural, Michael’s disgust warring with Emily’s arousal.

Emily won.

I came hard, screaming into my pillow, and generated another 150 mana.

Mana: 800/1000

The next notification made me freeze.

New Quest Available: Visit Vanessa for First Magic Lesson Requirements: 800+ Mana (COMPLETE)

I’d hit the threshold. Vanessa wanted to see me.

My hands shook as I texted her number: I’m ready.

Her reply came instantly: Tomorrow. 4 PM. Address attached. Come alone. Wear something comfortable—you’ll be getting naked.

Getting naked. For magic training.

With Vanessa.

I lay back on my bed, heart pounding, pussy still throbbing from my orgasm. Tomorrow I’d learn real magic. Tomorrow I’d see what this body could really do.

But tonight, I had to get through one more evening of being a normal college student.

Vicky came home around 2 AM again, smelling of expensive perfume and cigarette smoke. She showered for half an hour before collapsing into bed. I pretended to be asleep, listening to her cry softly into her pillow.

Whatever she was doing for money, it was taking a toll.

I wanted to help her. But I didn’t even know how to help myself yet.

Day 5 ended with me staring at the ceiling, my body satisfied but my mind racing. In less than twenty-four hours, I’d be learning magic. Real, actual magic.

The power system Vanessa had promised. The spells that could change everything.

All fueled by orgasms.

All dependent on being sexual.

All requiring me to embrace being Emily completely.

I touched my breast through my t-shirt, feeling the soft weight. Slipped my hand between my thighs, feeling the wet heat still present despite cumming twice today.

This body was insatiable. Designed for sex. Built for pleasure and power.

And tomorrow, I’d learn to use it properly.

I fell asleep with my hand between my legs, fingers resting against my pussy, the promise of magic and sexuality and transformation swirling in my dreams.

Emily Lewis, mage-in-training.

Day 6 couldn’t come fast enough.


Chapter 5: Learning to Be Female

The next morning began with an unexpected problem.

I woke up and went to the bathroom down the hall, noticing in the harsh fluorescent light that my legs were… fuzzy. Not dramatically hairy, but visible. Dark hair against pale skin, catching the light when I moved.

Body hair. Something Michael had barely thought about beyond shaving his face. But women were expected to be smooth, hairless, maintained.

I’d been female for six days and hadn’t shaved once.

Back in my room, I googled “how to shave legs” on my phone and found myself in a rabbit hole of tutorials. Apparently, this was a whole production. Exfoliate first. Use shaving cream. Go against the grain? With the grain? The internet couldn’t agree. Don’t press too hard or you’ll cut yourself. Moisturize after.

Vicky had left a razor in the shower caddy we shared. I grabbed it along with her shaving cream—I’d buy my own later—and headed back to the bathroom.

The shared shower was empty, thank god. I locked the stall door and stripped down, turning on the water hot. Once wet, I lathered my right leg with the floral-scented cream and stared at the razor.

This shouldn’t be difficult. Just… drag the blade over skin. Remove hair. Simple.

I started at my ankle, pulling the razor up slowly. A strip of smooth skin appeared in the foam’s wake. Hair collected on the blade. I rinsed it and continued, working my way up my calf.

It was meditative, actually. Repetitive. The scratch of the blade, the reveal of smooth skin. I moved to my thigh, marveling at how much surface area there was compared to a face. My legs were long, and every inch needed attention.

Halfway through my left leg, I nicked myself. A tiny cut on my shin that immediately welled with blood.

“Shit.” I pressed my finger to it, waiting for it to stop. The sting was sharp but faded quickly.

Twenty minutes later, I finished. Both legs smooth, a few small cuts but nothing major. When I ran my hands over my skin, it felt foreign—silky, soft, completely hairless. Female.

I couldn’t shake the fact that I’d just participated in a ritual millions of women performed regularly. Something mundane but deeply gendered.

Something that made me feel more like Emily.

Back in my room, I stood in front of the mirror in just my towel and examined the results. My legs did look better smooth. Sleeker. More feminine. The few small cuts would heal quickly.

I dropped the towel.

My body was adjusting. Six days in, and I was starting to see myself differently. Not as Michael trapped in a female body, but as Emily learning her body. My breasts weren’t foreign—they were mine. My hips, my ass, my smooth pussy—all mine.

I cupped my breasts, feeling their soft weight. Ran my hands down my newly smooth legs. Turned to see my ass in the mirror—round, firm, high.

I was hot.

The thought made my pussy clench, heat flooding my core. I was getting turned on by my own body again, but this time it didn’t feel as weird. This was my body. Being attracted to it made sense.

My hand slipped between my legs.

No. I had classes in an hour. I needed to get dressed, not masturbate.

But my clit was already throbbing, my pussy wet, my arousal stat probably spiking.

Just quickly. Just to take the edge off.

I sat on my bed and spread my legs, my newly smooth thighs parting easily. My fingers found my clit—swollen, sensitive—and I moaned immediately. After days of regular stimulation, my body knew what it wanted.

I worked myself efficiently, two fingers pumping into my pussy while my thumb circled my clit. The orgasm built fast, pleasure coiling tight in my core. When I came, it was with a muffled cry, my free hand gripping the sheets as my pussy spasmed.

Golden light flared.

Mana: 900/1000 (+100)

I cleaned up and dressed quickly—jeans, t-shirt, bra, panties. My smooth legs felt different in jeans, the fabric sliding over hairless skin. Even walking felt slightly different, more awareness of my thighs rubbing together.

Classes that day were uneventful. Katie sat next to me in EdPsych, passing notes about the cute TA. I played along, pretending to care about which guys were hot even though my brain was still recalibrating what attraction meant now.

After classes, I went shopping.

Urban Outfitters in Greenwich Village was overwhelming. Racks and racks of clothes—crop tops, high-waisted jeans, flowy dresses, graphic tees, accessories. Colors and patterns and styles I’d never had to consider as Michael.

A salesgirl approached—early twenties, nose ring, friendly smile. “Need help finding anything?”

“I… I need a new wardrobe. Just moved here, didn’t bring much.” The lie was easy now.

“Cool! What’s your style? Casual? Edgy? Feminine?”

“I have no idea,” I admitted. “I’m still figuring it out.”

She laughed. “Okay, let’s start with basics. Size?”

“Small? Maybe medium?” I honestly didn’t know.

She eyeballed me. “You’re like a two or four. Come on, I’ll pull some stuff.”

Thirty minutes later, I stood in a dressing room surrounded by clothes. Skinny jeans. A flowy blouse. A crop top. A sundress. Leggings. A leather jacket.

I tried them all on, studying my reflection in each. The sundress made me look soft, feminine, approachable. The leather jacket made me look edgy. The crop top showed a sliver of my flat stomach and made my breasts look great.

I bought everything, spending $200 of Vanessa’s cash. Walking back to the dorm with shopping bags felt surreal. Emily Lewis, shopping for clothes like a normal girl.

A few days later brought a new challenge: makeup.

Katie invited me to the library to study, but when she arrived at my dorm room, she took one look at me and frowned.

“Want me to show you makeup? Not that you need it—you’ve got great skin—but it’s fun.”

I hesitated. “I don’t really know how…”

“Perfect! I’ll teach you.” She pulled out a makeup bag that looked like Mary Poppins’ carpetbag—full of products I couldn’t name. “Sit.”

For the next hour, Katie transformed my face. Foundation to even my skin tone. Concealer under my eyes. Blush on my cheekbones. Eyeshadow in neutral browns. Eyeliner—which she had to redo three times because I kept flinching. Mascara that made my lashes look twice as long. Lipstick in a soft pink.

“There. Natural but polished.” She handed me a mirror.

I stared at my reflection. I looked… prettier. More put-together. The makeup enhanced my features without looking overdone. My eyes looked bigger. My lips looked fuller. My cheekbones looked more defined.

“Wow.”

“Right? You’re gorgeous, Em. You should do this every day.” She started packing up her supplies. “Keep practicing. Watch YouTube tutorials. You’ll get it.”

We studied for two hours in the library. Diane Benson appeared at our table halfway through, arms full of materials from the stacks.

“Mind if I join? I saw you from the reference section.” She slid into the chair next to me, setting down a stack of course readers and highlighted notes. “Oh, Emily, I found that EdPsych supplementary reading list you mentioned needing. The professor put most of these on reserve, but I made copies.”

She handed me a folder of photocopied articles and chapter excerpts—exactly what I’d been struggling to find. “You’re a lifesaver, Diane.”

“Happy to help. First semester is rough enough without hunting down materials alone.”

The three of us formed an impromptu study group. They talked about professors, classes, campus gossip. I mostly listened, learning the social dynamics.

Girls complimented each other constantly. “I love your shirt!” “Your hair looks amazing!” “Those shoes are so cute!” It was performative but also genuine—women building each other up.

But there was also cattiness. A girl walked by in a short skirt and heels, and Diane muttered, “Trying too hard.” Katie agreed, and they both giggled.

I was learning the rules. Be supportive of your friends. Be subtly critical of everyone else. Navigate the careful balance of female friendships where competition and camaraderie coexisted.

It was exhausting.

By Day 8, I’d established a routine. Wake up. Shower. Shave (legs every other day, I’d learned from more googling). Minimal makeup—foundation, mascara, lip gloss. Cute clothes from my new wardrobe. Classes. Study. Masturbate when arousal built too high. Sleep.

The masturbation was becoming more frequent. My arousal stat rarely dropped below 40 now. The female body seemed designed for constant sexual readiness, and every little thing triggered it. A attractive guy in class. Katie touching my arm while laughing. The vibration of the subway. The rub of my jeans against my pussy.

I was horny constantly.

A few days later brought male attention I couldn’t ignore.

Walking through Washington Square Park, a group of guys playing basketball noticed me. One of them—tall, muscular, Black, probably mid-twenties—jogged over.

“Hey. You’re Emily, right? I’m Jamal. I live on the eighth floor of your dorm.”

I recognized him vaguely. “Oh, yeah. Hi.”

“Want to join us? We need another player.” He gestured to the court, his smile easy and confident.

“I don’t really play basketball…”

“That’s cool. You can just hang out. Watch me dominate.” He winked.

It was flirting. Clear, obvious flirting. His eyes traveled down my body—lingering on my breasts in my fitted t-shirt, my hips in my jeans—before meeting my eyes again.

I should’ve been offended. Michael would’ve punched a guy for looking at his wife that way.

But Emily… Emily’s pussy clenched. Her nipples hardened. Her breath quickened.

“Maybe another time,” I managed. “I’ve got to study.”

“Sure thing. Hit me up if you want to hang. Room 810.” He jogged back to his game, and I noticed—couldn’t help noticing—how his athletic shorts hung low on his hips, how his muscles moved under his skin.

He was attractive. Very attractive.

And I was attracted to him.

Not as Michael observing that objectively. As Emily, responding viscerally.

I hurried back to my dorm and masturbated immediately, fantasizing about Jamal pinning me down, his body between my thighs. The orgasm was intense, shame and arousal mixing into something overwhelming.

Mana: 700/1000 (+100)

Day 10 was makeup tutorial day. I locked myself in my room with YouTube and practiced for two hours.

Eyeliner was impossible. My hand shook, the line came out crooked, I poked myself in the eye twice. But I persisted, using makeup remover and trying again and again until I got a semi-straight line.

Lipstick was easier. Blush was just… put it on your cheekbones and blend. Mascara required a steady hand but was manageable.

By the end, I could do a basic face. Not perfect, not Instagram-worthy, but passable.

I studied my reflection. Foundation smoothed my skin. Mascara made my eyes pop. Pink lipstick made my lips look plump and kissable. Blush gave me a healthy glow.

I looked like a girl who knew what she was doing.

Emily Lewis, getting better at being female every day.

I took a selfie—first one as Emily—and stared at the image. A pretty twenty-one-year-old girl with long dark hair and grey-blue eyes smiled back at me. Confident. Feminine. Alive.

I sent it to Vanessa: Getting the hang of this.

Her reply: Gorgeous. See you tomorrow for your lesson. 4 PM sharp. Address: 412 West 42nd Street, Suite 2000. Be ready.

Tomorrow. Magic training.

The thought made my pussy throb with anticipation.

I lay back on my bed, hand slipping into my jeans one more time. This was becoming a habit—multiple orgasms per day, chasing mana, chasing pleasure, chasing the validation that I was doing this right.

My fingers found my clit and I moaned, already close from the constant arousal. I pumped two fingers into my pussy, curling them, working myself expertly now. No more fumbling. I knew this body. Knew what it needed.

The orgasm rolled through me, my back arching, a cry escaping my lips.

Mana: 800/1000 (+100) Magic Level: 5 (+1)

A new notification popped up:

Achievement Unlocked: Self-Sufficient Generated 10+ orgasms through masturbation. Mana generation efficiency +5%

Ten orgasms. In ten days.

Michael had maybe jerked off twice a week. Emily was cumming multiple times per day.

This body was designed for it. Craved it. Needed it.

And tomorrow, I’d learn what that power could really do.

I cleaned up and studied Emily’s journal again, but my mind kept drifting to Vanessa’s lab. To magic. To the ritual machines she’d mentioned. To discovering what being a female mage really meant.

My pussy throbbed again. Arousal already building for round two.

I checked the Power App one more time before bed.

POWER APP UPDATE:

├─ Name: Emily Lewis
├─ Magic Level: 5
├─ Mana: 800/1000  
├─ Orgasms: 11
├─ Sexual Partners: 0
├─ Arousal: 55
├─ Bank: $1,750
├─ Day: 10
└─ Next: Visit Vanessa (Tomorrow 4 PM)

Ten days as Emily Lewis.

I’d learned to shave my legs. To do makeup. To dress like a girl. To navigate female social dynamics. To manage constant arousal. To generate power through pleasure.

I was adapting.

Surviving.

Maybe even thriving.

Tomorrow, I’d take the next step.

Tomorrow, I’d become a real mage.

I fell asleep with anticipation coiling in my gut and wetness between my thighs, dreaming of magic and power and what it would feel like to be fucked by a dildo machine while generating enough mana to light up the city.

Emily Lewis, ready for anything.

Bring on Day 11.


Chapter 6: The First Period

Day 28 started with pain.

I woke to a deep, cramping ache low in my belly, like someone had reached inside and squeezed my internal organs in a fist. The sensation was completely foreign—not the sharp pain of injury or the dull ache of sore muscles. This was something else. Something wrong.

I groaned and rolled over, pulling my knees to my chest. The pressure helped slightly, but the cramping persisted. Pulsing. Throbbing. Radiating from my core outward.

What the fuck was happening?

I stumbled out of bed, my body feeling heavy and wrong. Vicky’s bed was empty—gone to her mysterious night job already. The room was dim in the early morning light. I made it two steps toward the bathroom before I felt it.

Wetness. Between my legs. Not arousal. Something else.

My heart hammered. I looked down at my sleep shorts—grey cotton, comfortable—and saw it.

Blood.

A dark stain spreading across the fabric between my thighs.

For one frozen moment, I couldn’t process it. Blood from my pussy. That shouldn’t be possible. Unless I was injured. Unless something was wrong. Unless—

Oh god.

My period.

I was having my period.

Panic surged through me as I rushed to the bathroom down the hall, locking myself in a stall. My hands shook as I pushed down my shorts and underwear, revealing the damage.

More blood. Not a lot, but unmistakable. Dark red, smeared across my inner thighs, soaking into the fabric of my panties. And the cramping intensified, a deep ache that made me want to curl up on the tile floor and whimper.

Michael had never experienced this. Never had to deal with blood coming from between his legs for no reason except biology. Never had to manage the monthly reminder that his body was designed to carry children.

But Emily did.

Because Emily was female. Completely. And this was what female bodies did.

I sat on the toilet, my stomach cramping viciously, and tried to remember what I knew about periods. Which was basically nothing. Michael had been married, sure, but Laura had handled her menstruation privately. He’d known it happened, bought tampons at the store when asked, but never actually understood the mechanics.

Now I was living it.

The bleeding continued. I used toilet paper to clean up, but it just kept coming. Not a flood, but a steady trickle. I needed supplies. Pads or tampons or whatever women used. I needed ibuprofen. I needed to figure out what the hell I was supposed to do.

I cleaned myself as best I could and pulled my shorts back up, wincing at the wet fabric against my skin. Walked back to my room with my thighs pressed together, hyperaware of the blood seeping out with each step.

My phone showed 6:47 AM. Too early to bother anyone. But I didn’t have supplies. I didn’t even know what to buy.

I googled “first period what do I do” and spent twenty minutes reading through articles clearly aimed at twelve-year-olds. Use pads or tampons. Change them every 4-6 hours. Take pain medication for cramps. Expect mood swings. It lasts 3-7 days.

Days. This would last for DAYS.

My stomach cramped again, hard enough to make me gasp. I doubled over on my bed, clutching my abdomen. The pain was relentless, a deep aching throb that wouldn’t fade.

By 8 AM, I couldn’t take it anymore. I needed help.

I knocked on Diane’s door down the hall. No answer—she was probably in class already. Knocked on another door, then another.

Finally, a girl I didn’t know answered—short, curvy, black hair in a messy bun. She took one look at my face and sighed.

“Period?”

“How did you—”

“You’ve got that look. First one?”

“Is it that obvious?” My voice cracked.

Her expression softened. “Oh, honey. Come in.”

She led me into her room and rummaged through her closet, pulling out a box of tampons and a bottle of ibuprofen. “Take two of these. The tampons are regular—that should be fine for a first period. You know how to insert one?”

I shook my head, embarrassed.

“Okay. Unwrap it, pull the applicator open. Squat or put one foot on the toilet. Insert it—angle toward your back, not straight up. Push the inner tube, leave the string hanging. Got it?”

The instructions sounded simple but terrifying. “Thank you. I’ll buy you replacements—”

“Don’t worry about it. We’ve all been there.” She handed me the supplies. “Take it easy today. Periods suck the first few times. Hell, they suck every time. Welcome to being a woman.”

I hurried back to the bathroom with the supplies clutched to my chest. Locked myself in a stall. Opened the tampon package with shaking hands.

The thing was smaller than I expected. White cotton cylinder with a plastic applicator. Instructions printed on the wrapper. I read them twice before gathering the courage to try.

I hiked one leg up on the toilet seat and positioned the tampon at my entrance. The angle felt wrong, everything felt wrong, but I pushed gently.

The resistance was immediate. My body didn’t want this foreign object inside. I gritted my teeth and pushed harder, feeling the tampon slide past my opening, the sensation of invasion making me whimper.

Not arousing. Not pleasurable. Just… intrusive. Uncomfortable. A necessary violation.

I pushed the inner applicator, felt the tampon slide deeper, and pulled the plastic out. The string dangled between my legs—visible proof of what I’d just done.

My pussy felt full. Violated. The tampon wasn’t painful exactly, but I was hyperaware of it. A constant pressure inside me, a reminder that I was bleeding, that my body was doing things completely beyond my control.

I pulled up clean underwear—I’d have to do laundry today to wash the blood-stained pair—and swallowed two ibuprofen dry.

Classes were torture.

The cramping continued through the morning, waves of pain that made me clench my jaw. I felt bloated, uncomfortable, wrong. My breasts were more tender than usual, my nipples aching against my bra. My mood swung wildly—one moment fine, the next fighting tears over nothing.

Katie noticed during Educational Psychology.

“You okay?” she whispered, her green eyes concerned. “You look pale.”

“Period,” I muttered.

Understanding flooded her face. “Oh god, that sucks. First day?”

“Yeah.”

“The worst. Do you need anything? Chocolate? More painkillers? I’ve got some in my bag.”

Her kindness made my throat tight. “I’m okay. Thanks.”

But I wasn’t okay. By lunch, the cramping had intensified to the point where I could barely stand. I skipped the cafeteria and went straight back to my dorm, collapsing on my bed fully clothed.

This wasn’t right. Michael had never experienced pain like this. Persistent, cyclical, inescapable. A reminder every few minutes that this body was designed for childbearing, regulated by hormones, subject to biological processes he’d never had to consider.

I wanted to call Vanessa. To demand she reverse this. To scream that I couldn’t do this, couldn’t be female, couldn’t handle the monthly reminder that Michael Carver was truly gone.

But the memories of who Michael had been—his wife, his daughter, his life—were locked away. Reaching for them brought sharp pain, a magical barrier keeping me from breaking.

I was Emily now. Emily who bled. Emily who cramped. Emily who had to manage tampons and pads and ibuprofen and all the bullshit that came with being female.

Tears leaked from my eyes for the first time since the transformation.

Not dramatic sobbing. Just quiet tears sliding down my temples as I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling, one hand pressed to my cramping abdomen.

Male bodies didn’t do this. Male bodies didn’t bleed unless injured. Male bodies didn’t have cycles, didn’t cramp, didn’t need to plan around menstruation.

I could never be Michael again. Not really. Not when this body would remind me every month that I was female. Fertile. Woman.

The door opened around 3:30 AM. Vicky, home from her night shift, stopped when she saw me.

“Emi? You awake?”

“Yeah.” My voice came out rough.

She crossed to my bed, sitting on the edge. “What’s wrong?”

“Period. First one. It hurts.”

“Oh, sweetie.” Her hand touched my shoulder, warm and comforting. “Did you take painkillers?”

“Hours ago. Didn’t help much.”

“It gets easier. The first few are always the worst.” She grabbed her heating pad from her desk—a flat electric pad I hadn’t noticed before—and plugged it in. “Here. This helps.”

She laid the heated pad across my lower abdomen. The warmth seeped into my cramping muscles, easing the pain slightly. Not gone, but better.

“Thanks,” I whispered.

“No problem. We girls gotta stick together.” She squeezed my shoulder. “Need anything else? Water? Snacks?”

“Just… stay? For a minute?”

Vicky didn’t hesitate. She lay down next to me on the narrow twin bed, her arm around my shoulders. I turned into her embrace, my face against her shoulder, and let myself cry.

Not about the period. About everything. The transformation. The lost memories. The overwhelming femininity of this body that wouldn’t let me forget for even one day what I’d become.

She held me without asking questions. Just being there, solid and warm and human. When my tears finally stopped, I was exhausted, empty, wrung out.

“Better?” she asked softly.

“A little.”

“Get some sleep. Tomorrow will be easier. And the day after that. By day three, you’ll barely notice it.” She smiled. “Well, except for the bleeding and cramping and mood swings. But you get used to those.”

She stood to go to her own bed, but I grabbed her hand.

“Stay?”

Vicky looked surprised but nodded. She kicked off her shoes and lay back down next to me, her smaller body fitting easily against mine. The heating pad was still warm between us. Her presence was comforting in a way I desperately needed.

I fell asleep with her arms around me, the pain medication finally kicking in, my body exhausted from pain and emotion.

This was femininity. Not just the pretty parts—the soft skin, the breasts, the sexual pleasure. But this too. The pain. The bleeding. The vulnerability. The monthly reminder that this body operated on cycles I couldn’t control.

Male bodies didn’t bleed.

But mine did.

Because I wasn’t male anymore.

I was Emily. Female. Woman. Girl.

And there was no going back from that truth.

Not when it was written in blood.


Chapter 7: Discovery of Power

Day 29 arrived with a text that made my heart race.

Ready for your first real lesson? Come to the lab. 4 PM. Don’t be late. —V

Attached was an address in Midtown: 412 West 42nd Street, Suite 2000.

I’d been building toward this moment for weeks. Ever since Vanessa had explained the power system—orgasms generating mana, mana fueling magic—I’d been masturbating regularly, watching my power pool climb. My mana was sitting at 800 now, right at her threshold.

But I still didn’t know what actual magic felt like. What spells I could cast. What this power was really for.

Today, I’d find out.

Classes dragged. Katie noticed my distraction during Introduction to Teaching, passing me a note: You okay? You seem weird.

I scribbled back: Just nervous about something. Tell you later.

By 3:30 PM, I was on the subway heading to Midtown, my stomach doing flips. I’d dressed simply—jeans, t-shirt, sneakers—since Vanessa’s text had said “wear something comfortable.” The implications of that were… concerning.

The building at 412 West 42nd was a modern glass-and-steel tower, the kind that housed tech startups and law firms. I rode the elevator to the twentieth floor, finding Suite 2000 at the end of a quiet hallway.

The door had no signage. Just a number and a keypad.

I knocked.

The door opened immediately. Briggs stood there, massive and intimidating as ever, his tattooed arms crossed over his chest. He nodded once—a greeting—and stepped aside.

“She’s in the back,” his deep voice rumbled.

The suite was larger than I expected. A reception area gave way to several doors—offices, maybe, or storage. Everything was clean, modern, professional. Not what I’d imagined a magical laboratory would look like.

“Emily!” Vanessa emerged from one of the back rooms, her red hair pulled into a ponytail, wearing jeans and a white lab coat. “Right on time. Come on, I’ll show you the ritual space.”

She led me through a door at the back, and the professional atmosphere evaporated.

The room was circular, maybe twenty feet across, with walls covered in intricate runes that glowed faintly purple in the dim light. Candles burned in holders mounted at intervals, casting flickering shadows. The floor was stone—actual stone, not tile—inscribed with a complex circular pattern of more runes.

At the center sat a piece of equipment that made my pussy clench.

It looked like a saddle. The kind you’d find on a mechanical bull at a country bar. Padded leather seat, no back support, mounted on a articulated base. But the surface had strange contours—raised sections, indentations—and what looked like control panel built into the side.

And it was positioned over a glowing runic circle carved directly into the stone.

“What is that?” My voice came out smaller than I intended.

“Sex magic ritual device.” Vanessa circled it proudly, running her hand over the leather. “I designed it myself. Combines physical stimulation with magical energy extraction. You mount it, the ritual activates the vibration patterns, you orgasm, and the excess mana gets channeled into this.” She held up a small crystal fragment, greenish and pulsing with faint light. “Talisman fragment from the original amulet. It stores power I can use for teaching.”

“So I… ride it?” Heat flooded my face. “In front of you?”

“Did you think magic training would be private?” She grinned at my expression. “Sweetie, sex magic is intimate by nature. You’re going to be cumming in front of me a lot over the next year. Get comfortable with that.”

The idea should’ve mortified me. Instead, my pussy throbbed, arousal spiking. Something about being watched, being displayed, having my pleasure be a performance…

Michael would’ve been horrified. Emily was getting wet.

“How does it work?” I asked, trying to focus on mechanics rather than the exhibitionism.

“Strip down first. Naked. Magic works better with skin-to-skin contact with the ritual space.” Vanessa was already pulling ingredients from a shelf—candles, herbs, a vial of something that glowed. “I’ll set up the circle while you undress.”

I hesitated, my hands going to the hem of my shirt. I’d been naked in front of Vanessa before—she’d transformed my entire body, after all. But that had been medical. Necessary. This was… different.

This was sexual.

“Come on, Emi. I’ve seen everything already. And you’re gorgeous, so there’s nothing to be embarrassed about.” She winked. “Besides, once the vibrations start, you’ll forget I’m even here.”

Somehow, I doubted that.

But I pulled off my shirt anyway, unclasping my bra and letting it fall. My breasts bounced free, nipples already hard from anticipation. The jeans came next, then my panties, until I stood completely naked in the ritual room.

The air was cool against my skin. I fought the urge to cover myself, forcing my hands to stay at my sides while Vanessa walked around me, appraising.

“Beautiful. Your body’s responding well to the regular sexual activity—your breasts have grown slightly. 34B now, I’d say. And you’re nicely groomed.” Her fingers traced down my spine, making me shiver. “Mana pool at 800. Perfect. Hop on.”

I approached the saddle nervously. It was taller than I expected—I had to step up onto a small platform to mount it. The leather was cool against my pussy when I settled onto it, my legs spread wide to straddle the seat.

The contours made sense now. Raised sections positioned exactly where my clit and pussy lips would rest. Indentations for my thighs. Everything designed to maximize stimulation.

“Hands behind your back,” Vanessa instructed. “Arch your spine. Good. That position opens your hips and presses your clit firmly against the saddle. You’ll feel it more intensely.”

I obeyed, lacing my fingers behind me. The new position pushed my breasts forward, made my back curve, pressed my pussy harder against the leather. Already I could feel the pressure, the promise of friction.

Vanessa began the ritual.

She walked the circle, chanting in a language I didn’t recognize, lighting candles at specific points. The runes on the walls blazed brighter with each completed circuit. The air grew thick, heavy with power. A sweet scent—something floral—filled the space.

Then a mist began to form.

Pink and purple, swirling from the floor upward, gathering in the ritual circle. It surrounded me, clinging to my skin, warm and tingly. The sensation was electric, heightening every nerve ending.

“The ritual amplifies sensation,” Vanessa explained, her voice cutting through the mist. “Everything you feel will be magnified. Pleasure especially. When I activate the saddle, you’re going to cum harder than you ever have before. Don’t fight it. Let the power flow through you. Give it to me.”

She paused, then added: “The app also tracks various achievements. Sexual milestones that unlock additional traits. You’ll see them as they become relevant.”

She pressed a button on the control panel.

The saddle came alive.

Vibrations started low, a gentle hum against my pussy. Pleasant. Teasing. I gasped, my hips instinctively pressing down, seeking more pressure. The raised sections under my clit and lips buzzed, sending sparks of pleasure radiating outward.

“Oh fuck,” I breathed.

“That’s level one,” Vanessa said, her voice husky. “There are five levels. Let’s see how far you can go.”

She turned a dial.

Level two was more intense. The vibrations increased, faster and deeper, the pattern changing from steady hum to rhythmic pulses. My clit throbbed against the buzzing leather, pleasure building rapidly. I moaned, my head falling back, my breasts heaving with my quickening breath.

“Good girl,” Vanessa murmured. “Let it build. Don’t rush.”

But my body had other ideas. Weeks of regular masturbation had trained it to respond quickly, to seek release efficiently. The pleasure was already coiling tight in my core, my pussy clenching against the saddle, my arousal soaking the leather.

Level three hit like lightning.

The saddle began moving beneath me—not just vibrating but undulating, creating a grinding motion that rubbed my clit and lips in maddening circles. I cried out, my hips rocking, following the rhythm instinctively. The stimulation was overwhelming, pleasure building faster than I could process.

“Vanessa—” My voice cracked. “I can’t—”

“Yes you can. Hold on just a little longer.” She circled me, and I caught a glimpse of her face through the mist. Flushed. Eyes dark. Breathing hard. She was affected by this, aroused by watching me.

The knowledge made me even wetter.

Level four nearly broke me.

The vibrations intensified to a fierce, relentless buzz that had me screaming. The grinding motion sped up, the saddle moving faster, harder, driving me toward the edge with mechanical precision. My thighs shook. My breasts bounced with the motion. Sweat beaded on my skin, mixing with the pink-purple mist that clung to me like a second skin.

“Please,” I gasped. “Please, I need—”

“I know what you need.” Vanessa’s hand touched my shoulder, her fingers trailing down my spine. “Give me your power, Emily. Cum for me. Show me what you can do.”

She activated level five.

The saddle exploded into motion.

Vibrations so intense they bordered on pain, grinding so fast I couldn’t distinguish individual movements. The leather buzzed against every sensitive spot simultaneously—my clit, my lips, even pressing against my asshole from behind. The stimulation was total, inescapable, overwhelming.

I lasted maybe ten seconds before the orgasm detonated.

It wasn’t a gentle wave or a rolling peak. It was an explosion that ripped through my entire body, every muscle seizing, my back arching so hard I thought my spine might snap. My pussy spasmed wildly, clenching around nothing, trying to milk a cock that wasn’t there. My clit pulsed against the saddle, each vibration sending another shock of pleasure through me.

And the power…

Golden-purple light erupted from my body. Visible. Tangible. It streamed out of my chest, my pussy, my fingertips—mana pouring from me in waves, drawn by the ritual circle. The light flowed toward Vanessa, into the talisman fragment she held, filling it with glowing energy.

I screamed. Couldn’t help it. The orgasm went on and on, sustained by the relentless saddle, my body convulsing with pleasure so intense it bordered on transcendent. Wave after wave crashed through me, each peak higher than the last, until I couldn’t tell where the orgasm ended and I began.

Then it stopped.

The saddle powered down. The vibrations died. The mist began to dissipate.

I slumped forward, gasping, my entire body trembling. My pussy was swollen, throbbing, oversensitive. My thighs were soaked—with sweat, with arousal, with evidence of the most intense orgasm I’d ever experienced.

Vanessa caught me as I nearly fell off the saddle, her arms strong and steady.

“Easy. I’ve got you.” She helped me down, my legs barely supporting my weight. “That was incredible, Emi. Look.”

She held up the talisman fragment. It blazed with golden-purple light, power pulsing within the crystal.

“That’s yours. That’s the mana you just generated. More than I’ve ever extracted in a single ritual.” Her voice was awed. Hungry. “You’re incredibly powerful.”

I could barely process her words. My brain was still melted from the orgasm, my body hypersensitive. When she wrapped a robe around my shoulders, the soft fabric against my nipples made me gasp.

“Sit. Recover. Then I’ll teach you your first spell.”

I sank into a chair by the wall, my pussy still throbbing. The Power App buzzed in my discarded jeans.

POWER APP UPDATE:

├─ Name: Emily Lewis
├─ Magic Level: 8 (+4)
├─ Mana: 350/1200 (Ritual extracted 450)
├─ Orgasms: 12 (+1 INTENSE)
├─ Status: Ritual 1 Complete
└─ New: Spell slots available (2)

Four magic levels from one orgasm. The ritual had supercharged my growth.

Vanessa returned with water and a protein bar. “Eat. Sex magic depletes your body. You need to stay hydrated and fed, especially after intense rituals.”

I ate mechanically, still dazed. The water helped, cool and refreshing against my parched throat.

“Ready for your first spell?” Vanessa asked, her excitement palpable.

“I… yeah. Yeah, let’s do this.”

She led me to a clear space in the room, both of us still inside the ritual circle. The runes had dimmed but still glowed faintly, maintaining the magical atmosphere.

“Magic is about will and energy. You have the energy—plenty of it, after that display.” She smiled. “Now you need to learn to shape it with your will. The easiest spell for beginners is Fog. It’s simple, low mana cost, and immediately visible. Perfect for understanding the basics.”

She demonstrated, holding out her hand. Purple-pink mist gathered in her palm, then expanded outward, filling the space around us with thick obscuring fog. I could barely see her through it, just her silhouette.

“See? Useful for escaping, hiding, creating confusion. Mana cost is twenty. Well within your means.” The fog dissipated. “Your turn.”

I held out my hand, mimicking her stance. “How do I…?”

“Feel the power inside you. The mana pool. It’s there, in your chest and core. A reservoir of energy. Now imagine pulling from that reservoir, directing it to your hand. Visualize the fog you want to create. Feel it forming. Then…” she made a pushing gesture, “…release it.”

I closed my eyes, searching for the power. At first, nothing. Then—there. A warmth in my chest, a tingling in my core. The mana pool, vast and deep and mine.

I pulled.

Energy flowed from my center to my hand, warm and electric. I visualized fog—thick, purple, obscuring. Held the image in my mind. Then pushed.

Purple-pink mist erupted from my palm.

My eyes flew open. The fog was real, tangible, spreading outward exactly like I’d imagined. It filled the space around us, thick enough to hide in.

“Holy shit,” I breathed. “I did it.”

“You did!” Vanessa laughed, delighted. “First try, too. You’re a natural. Try it again. Get a feel for the mana cost.”

I let the fog dissipate and tried again. This time was easier, the energy flowing more smoothly. Pull from the reservoir, visualize, push. Fog bloomed.

Mana: 380/1200 (-20)

The app tracked it automatically. Twenty mana per cast, just like Vanessa said.

“Practice until you’re comfortable,” she instructed. “Once you’ve cast it ten times, the spell becomes second nature. Muscle memory.”

I practiced for twenty minutes, casting and dismissing, watching my mana pool drain incrementally. By the tenth cast, I could do it without thinking, the magic flowing as naturally as breathing.

New Skill Unlocked: Fog (Mastered)

“Excellent work.” Vanessa beamed like a proud teacher. “You’re officially a mage now, Emily. A weak one, but that’ll change with training. Ready for spell two?”

I nodded, energized despite my drained mana. This was real. Magic was real. I had actual power.

“This one’s more complex. Clone.” She demonstrated, and suddenly there were two Vanessas standing side by side. “It creates a decoy—looks like you, moves like you, but has no substance. Good for confusing enemies or escaping danger. Mana cost is four hundred.”

Four hundred. More than half my current pool.

“I don’t have enough—”

“So generate some more.” She dismissed her clone with a wave. “You know how.”

Right. Masturbate. Cum. Generate mana.

“Now? Here?” My face burned.

“Why not? You just had an explosive orgasm on my saddle ten minutes ago. A little self-pleasure should be easy after that.” She gestured to the ritual circle. “Lie down. I’ll give you privacy if you want, or I can stay and coach. Your choice.”

Every instinct screamed to tell her to leave. To have privacy for something so intimate.

But another part of me—Emily’s part—wanted her to stay. Wanted her to watch. Wanted to perform for her the way I’d performed on the saddle.

“Stay,” I heard myself say.

Vanessa’s smile turned predatory. “Good girl.”

I lay back on the stone floor—cool against my heated skin—and spread my legs. My robe had fallen open, leaving me completely exposed. My breasts rose and fell with my nervous breathing. My pussy was still swollen from the saddle, pink and glistening.

“Touch yourself,” Vanessa said softly, crouching nearby. “Show me how you’ve been generating all that power.”

My hand slid down my stomach to my pussy, fingers finding my oversensitive clit. I gasped at the contact, my hips jerking. Still tender from the ritual. Still primed for pleasure.

I circled my clit slowly, letting the pleasure build gradually. My other hand cupped my breast, teasing the nipple. Both sensations fed into each other, the familiar feedback loop I’d learned over the past month.

Vanessa watched. Her emerald eyes tracked every movement—my fingers working between my legs, my back arching, my lips parting with soft moans. She was breathing harder now, her lab coat shifting with the rise and fall of her chest.

She was aroused. Watching me masturbate was turning her on.

The knowledge sent a spike of heat straight to my core.

I pumped two fingers into my pussy, curling them to hit my G-spot. My thumb stayed on my clit, circling faster now. The wet sounds of my arousal filled the quiet ritual room—obscene, erotic, impossible to ignore.

“That’s it,” Vanessa murmured. “Such a good student. So eager to learn.”

Her praise made me clench. I added a third finger, stretching myself, the fullness helping ease the ache the saddle had created. My hips rocked against my hand, fucking my own fingers while Vanessa watched.

“I’m close,” I gasped.

“Then cum. Show me.”

Permission and command simultaneously. I let go of the control I’d been maintaining, let my body chase the pleasure frantically. My fingers pumped faster, my thumb ground hard against my clit, my free hand pinched my nipple almost brutally.

The orgasm hit like a freight train.

My back arched off the stone floor, my pussy spasming around my fingers, a strangled cry ripping from my throat. Not as intense as the saddle—nothing could match that mechanical precision—but still powerful, still satisfying, still generating that golden-purple energy I could see even with my eyes closed.

When I opened them, panting, Vanessa was licking her lips.

“Beautiful,” she whispered. “You’re absolutely beautiful when you cum, Emily.”

I pulled my fingers free, my face burning with a mix of shame and pride. I’d just masturbated to orgasm in front of my magical mentor, performed like a trained animal, and loved every second of it.

Mana: 550/1200 (+150)

“Better. Now try Clone.” Vanessa stood, offering her hand to help me up.

I stood on shaky legs, the robe wrapped around me again. Held out my hand and reached for the reservoir. It was lower now but still substantial. I pulled, visualizing a copy of myself standing beside me.

The mana flowed, more than before—a river instead of a stream. I felt it drain from my pool, four hundred points worth of power channeling into the spell. Energy crackled in the air.

A duplicate Emily shimmered into existence beside me.

She looked exactly like me—same height, same body, same confused expression. When I moved my hand, she mimicked the gesture. A perfect copy.

“Incredible!” Vanessa circled the clone, studying it. “First-cast success again. You have serious talent, Emi.”

Pride swelled in my chest. I was good at this. Magic came naturally to me.

The clone lasted about thirty seconds before fizzling out, the mana exhausted. I swayed, suddenly dizzy.

“Easy.” Vanessa caught me. “Spell exhaustion. You drained most of your pool. Sit down before you pass out.”

I sat, the robe falling open again but too tired to care. My mana was at 150 now. Barely anything. And I felt it—a hollowness, like running on empty.

“First lesson done,” Vanessa announced. “Two spells learned: Fog and Clone. Your homework is to practice both until they’re second nature. Cast them daily. Build your mana pool through regular orgasms, and when you hit a thousand again, come back. I’ll teach you healing magic next.”

“A thousand?” I looked at the app. “That’s like… six or seven orgasms from now.”

“Then I suggest you get friendly with someone who can help you generate that mana faster.” She smirked. “Partner sex generates more power than masturbation. So maybe it’s time you lost your virginity properly. With an actual person, not a machine.”

My pussy clenched at the suggestion. “I don’t know anyone—”

“You know Jamal. Eighth floor. The one who keeps staring at your tits.” Vanessa helped me stand. “Or Katie, if you prefer girls. Hell, both of them together if you’re adventurous. The point is: you need to start having real sex, Emily. Your power growth depends on it.”

She was right. I knew she was right. But the idea of intentionally fucking someone, using them for mana generation…

“It’s not using them if you both enjoy it,” Vanessa said, reading my expression. “Sex is mutual pleasure. You’re just getting a bonus power boost. They don’t need to know about the magic part.”

I dressed slowly, my body still tingling from the ritual. When I pulled on my panties, they immediately darkened with arousal—my pussy was still wet, still aching, still unsatisfied despite the orgasms.

“Next time,” Vanessa said as she walked me to the door, “we’ll go further. More intense stimulation. More power extraction. Your body can handle it—I designed the rituals specifically for your physiology.” She touched my cheek, the gesture surprisingly tender. “You’re going to be the most powerful sex mage I’ve ever trained. I can feel it.”

“Sex mage?” I repeated.

“A mage whose power comes from sexuality. It’s rare—most mages pull from other sources. But you?” She grinned. “You’re built for this. Literally. The amulet made sure of that when it integrated with your female body.”

Briggs walked me to the elevator, silent as ever. In the lobby, back among mundane humans who had no idea magic existed, I checked my reflection in the glass doors.

I looked freshly fucked. Flushed skin. Mussed hair. Swollen lips from biting them during pleasure. Eyes still dilated.

I looked like I’d just been thoroughly satisfied.

And I had been.

The subway ride back to NYU was surreal. I was a mage now. A real, spell-casting, power-generating mage. The girl sitting across from me, reading her phone? She had no idea. The businessman next to her? Clueless. The homeless guy muttering to himself?

They lived in a world without magic. I didn’t. Not anymore.

Back in my dorm room, I collapsed on my bed and checked the app one more time.

POWER APP UPDATE:

├─ Name: Emily Lewis  
├─ Magic Level: 8
├─ Mana: 150/1200
├─ Spells Known: Fog (Mastered), Clone (Learned)
├─ Rituals Completed: 1/8
├─ Orgasms: 13
├─ Day: 32
└─ Next Goal: Reach 1000+ mana for Ritual 2

Eight levels. Two spells. One ritual complete.

I was a mage.

And all it cost was my dignity, my inhibitions, and my identity as Michael.

I touched my breast through my shirt, feeling the soft weight. Slipped my hand between my legs, feeling the wet heat still present.

This body generated power through pleasure. The more sex I had, the stronger I became. The more I embraced being Emily—being female, being sexual, being desired—the more magic I could wield.

Vanessa was right. It was time to stop masturbating alone and start actually fucking.

Time to find a partner.

Or several.

My pussy throbbed at the thought. Already aroused again despite cumming twice today.

This body was insatiable.

And now I knew why.

I was a sex mage. Built for pleasure. Designed for power.

Emily Lewis, ready to embrace what she was.

Even if Michael’s ghost screamed from inside me, horrified at what he’d become.


Chapter 8: First Male Attention

Days 33-38 passed in a haze of magic practice and sexual frustration.

My transformation had been the original magical event—the process that changed me from Michael into Emily. Vanessa’s saddle ritual was technically the first training ritual, where I’d learned my initial spells. Now I practiced those spells obsessively.

I spent every spare moment alone in my dorm room casting Fog—summoning purple-pink mist to hide my bed, my desk, myself. After a couple of days, I could cast it without thinking, the spell flowing as naturally as breathing. The mana cost barely registered, my pool regenerating passively at 5% per hour.

But Clone was harder. The four-hundred-mana cost meant I could only practice it twice per day, after generating enough power through masturbation. And each failed cast—and there were several—drained my pool without result.

By the end of the week, I’d finally mastered it. Could summon a duplicate Emily who moved in sync with me, who could walk around the room independently once I got the hang of controlling her.

Spells Mastered: 2/2

But my mana pool was sitting at 350, depleted from practice. I needed to build it back up. And Vanessa’s words kept echoing in my mind: Partner sex generates more power than masturbation.

I needed to fuck someone.

The thought no longer horrified me. Excited me, actually. My body had been in a constant state of arousal for weeks, my pussy wet almost all the time, my nipples sensitive. Masturbation took the edge off but never fully satisfied. I needed more. Needed real penetration. Needed someone else’s hands on my body.

But who?

Katie was an option. Sweet, innocent Katie who blushed when talking about sex. We’d had that moment—the lingering touch, the sexual tension—but neither of us had pushed further. I could. Should, maybe. Explore that lesbian possibility.

Or there was Jamal. Tall, athletic Jamal from the eighth floor who kept finding excuses to talk to me in the hallway, whose eyes always lingered on my chest.

As if summoned by my thoughts, I ran into him at the mailboxes that afternoon.

“Emily! Hey.” His smile was warm, genuine. “Haven’t seen you around much lately.”

“Been busy. Classes and… stuff.” I fumbled with my mailbox key, hyperaware of his presence next to me. He was tall—at least six-two—with broad shoulders and athletic build visible under his fitted t-shirt. Attractive. Very attractive.

And I was noticing. Not objectively, the way Michael might’ve acknowledged another man’s looks. But viscerally. My pussy clenched. My nipples hardened. My breath quickened.

“Yeah, university’s kicking my ass too.” He leaned against the wall, casual. “You doing anything Friday? Some of us are hitting up this club in the Meatpacking District. You should come.”

A club. Dancing. Probably drinking. Definitely the kind of environment where things could happen.

“Maybe,” I said, my voice coming out breathy. “I’ll let you know.”

“Cool. Text me if you want to go together. You’ve got my number, right?” He pulled out his phone. “Actually, let me get yours. Just in case.”

We exchanged numbers, his fingers brushing mine when he handed back my phone. The contact was electric, sending a jolt straight to my core.

“See you around, Em.” He walked away, and I couldn’t help watching. The way he moved, confident and masculine. The V-taper of his back. The way his jeans hung on his hips.

My pussy was soaked.

I hurried back to my room and masturbated immediately, fantasizing about Jamal. About him pinning me against the wall. His hands on my body. His cock—I imagined it thick and long—pushing into my virgin pussy, stretching me, filling me.

The orgasm was intense, my back arching off the bed as I came with his name on my lips.

Mana: 500/1300 (+150)

But even after, the ache remained. My body wanted more than my fingers could provide.

That evening, Katie dragged me to Starbucks for a study session. We grabbed a table outside, textbooks spread between us, iced coffees sweating in the humid evening air.

“So,” Katie said, grinning. “Jamal, huh?”

My face heated. “What about him?”

“Please. I saw you two at the mailboxes earlier. You were practically drooling.” She giggled. “He’s cute. You should go for it.”

“I don’t know if I’m ready for… that.” The lie felt uncomfortable. I was ready. My body was screaming for it.

“No pressure. But Emily? You’re gorgeous. Guys notice. You could have anyone you wanted.” She sipped her coffee. “Just saying.”

Before I could respond, two guys approached our table. College-aged, maybe twenty-two or twenty-three. One was average—brown hair, friendly face. The other was taller, more athletic, with dirty blonde hair and a cocky smile.

“Hey ladies,” the blonde one said. “Mind if we join you?”

Katie glanced at me, seeking permission. I shrugged, and she smiled at them. “Sure.”

They sat, introducing themselves. The blonde was Connor, the other Mark. Both business majors. Both clearly interested—their eyes kept dropping to our chests, our faces, our lips. The male gaze in action.

Michael had been on the other side of this. The one looking, assessing, pursuing. Now I was the prey. The one being evaluated, desired, hunted.

It should’ve felt objectifying. Uncomfortable. Wrong.

Instead, I felt powerful.

Connor focused on me, his attention flattering and intense. “You’re in the education program, right? I think I’ve seen you around campus.”

“Yeah. Teaching.” I wrapped my lips around my straw, sipping my coffee, and watched his eyes track the movement. He was thinking about my mouth. About what I could do with it.

The knowledge made my pussy clench.

We talked for twenty minutes—surface-level college conversation about classes, professors, weekend plans. But underneath, the sexual tension was palpable. Connor’s knee brushed mine under the table. His eyes lingered on my lips. When he laughed at something I said, he leaned closer, his hand touching my arm.

Flirting. He was flirting with me. Aggressively, confidently, like he knew I’d respond.

And I did. My body responded. My breathing quickened. My nipples pressed hard against my bra. My pussy grew wet enough that I worried it might soak through my jeans.

Katie and Mark were having their own conversation, giggling at something. But I barely noticed. My attention was on Connor. On his blue eyes. His broad shoulders. The way his t-shirt stretched across his chest.

I wanted him. Actually, physically wanted him.

“We should get going,” Connor said eventually, standing. “But hey, Emily? Here’s my number.” He scribbled on a napkin and slid it across the table. “Text me sometime. We could grab coffee. Or dinner. Or… whatever.”

The implications were clear.

After they left, Katie squealed. “Oh my god, he was totally into you! Are you going to text him?”

“I don’t know. Maybe?” My hands shook slightly as I gathered my books. “I’m not sure I’m ready for dating or—”

“Who said anything about dating?” Katie waggled her eyebrows. “Sometimes a girl just needs to have fun, you know?”

I knew. God, did I know. My body was practically vibrating with need.

That night, alone in my room—Vicky at her night shift—I lay in bed thinking about Connor. About Jamal. About all the male attention I’d been receiving lately, the stares and comments and appreciation.

Michael had never been desired this way. Sure, Laura had found him attractive, loved him. But the raw, immediate hunger I saw in men’s eyes when they looked at Emily? That was different. Primal.

And I loved it.

I touched myself slowly, savoring the building pleasure. Imagined Connor kissing me, his hands roaming my body. Jamal pressing me against the wall, his strength overpowering my smaller frame. Even the construction worker who’d catcalled me last week—fantasizing about him bending me over, taking me rough and dirty.

My fingers pumped faster, three deep inside my pussy, my thumb working my clit. The fantasies blurred together—multiple men, all wanting me, all hard for me, all eager to fuck me.

When I came, it was explosive. My pussy spasmed around my fingers, trying to milk cock that wasn’t there. My free hand twisted in the sheets, my body convulsing with pleasure.

Mana: 650/1300 (+150)

But it wasn’t enough. I came again twenty minutes later, then again before bed. Each orgasm generated power, pushed me closer to the thousand mana I needed for the next ritual.

But they also reinforced what I’d first noticed weeks ago—the attraction to men was only growing stronger. Not exclusive—Katie still made my pulse race—but undeniable now. Masculine bodies. Cocks. The thought of being penetrated and dominated.

Michael had been straight. Emily was clearly not. And the more I experienced this body’s responses, the more I accepted that as simply who I was now. Designed to receive, to be filled, to complement male anatomy with female.

The thought made me touch myself again, my pussy still sensitive but eager.

A few days later brought more male attention. Walking through Washington Square Park, I passed a group of guys playing basketball. Shirtless, sweating, athletic bodies on display.

One of them called out: “Yo, pretty girl! Want to play?”

I should’ve ignored him. Should’ve kept walking.

Instead, I stopped. Looked. Let my eyes travel over his body—dark skin glistening with sweat, muscles defined, athletic shorts hanging low enough to show the V of his lower abs.

Hot. He was hot.

He jogged over, a basketball under one arm. “I’m Marcus. You go to NYU?”

“Emily. Yeah, I do.”

“Freshman?”

“Yeah.”

“Cool. I’m a junior. Engineering.” He spun the ball on one finger, showing off. “You play?”

“Not really.”

“I could teach you.” His smile was confident, flirtatious. “Or we could just hang out. Get food. Whatever.”

Another invitation. Another guy interested in me.

“I’ll think about it,” I said, already backing away. My pussy was throbbing, my face flushed. If I stayed any longer, I might do something stupid. “I’ve got to get to class.”

“Sure thing. See you around, Emily!”

I practically ran back to the dorm, my heart hammering. Every guy I met was a potential partner. Every masculine smile a promise of sex. Every glance at my body a reminder that I was desirable, fuckable, wanted.

The male gaze had been oppressive at first. Objectifying. Uncomfortable.

Now it was intoxicating.

I masturbated in my room immediately, cumming to the memory of Marcus’s abs, his confident grin, the size of his hands. Imagined those hands on my tits, my ass, my pussy.

Mana: 800/1400 (+150)

The next day, Katie invited me to study at Starbucks again. We sat at our usual outside table, coffees and textbooks between us.

“You seem different lately,” she observed, stirring her latte. “More… confident? Relaxed?”

“Do I?” I hadn’t noticed. But maybe she was right. A month as Emily, and I was settling into this body. Into this life.

“Yeah. Like you’re comfortable with yourself.” She smiled. “It’s nice. You were so tense the first week.”

“I’m adjusting.” That was an understatement. “New city, new life. It takes time.”

A guy walked past our table—tall, muscular, probably a jock from the university team. His eyes raked over me, lingering on my breasts in my fitted t-shirt, before he caught himself and looked away.

But I’d seen it. The hunger. The appreciation.

My pussy clenched, my nipples tightening.

Katie noticed my reaction. “See? Like that. You notice when guys check you out now. You didn’t before.”

“Is that bad?”

“No! It’s normal. Guys are going to look—you’re beautiful. Might as well enjoy the attention.” She leaned closer, voice dropping. “Between you and me? I kind of love when guys stare. Makes me feel sexy.”

“Me too,” I admitted. “I shouldn’t, but…”

“Why shouldn’t you? Being desired is a compliment. Own it.” She grinned. “We’re young and hot, Em. We should enjoy it while we can.”

That night, I stood naked in front of my full-length mirror, examining my body with clinical detachment.

One month since transformation. How had I changed?

My breasts had definitely grown. Not dramatically, but noticeably. They felt fuller, heavier. I cupped them, estimating size. 34B, maybe even pushing toward B-plus. Natural growth from hormones and regular sexual activity—Vanessa had mentioned that might happen.

My waist was still slim but my hips had widened slightly. More pronounced curves. More feminine shape.

My face was the same but different. I’d learned to do my makeup properly now—not every day, but when I wanted to look good. The result was subtle enhancement, my features refined by skillful application.

My legs were smooth. I’d kept up with shaving every other day, the ritual becoming automatic. The result was sleek, feminine, touchable.

And my pussy…

I spread my legs, looking at my reflection from the side. The soft folds, the pink inner lips barely visible. My clit peeking out from its hood. The opening to my vagina, still virgin-tight despite my exploration.

I was beautiful. There was no denying it. And men wanted me.

The thought made me touch myself, fingers finding my clit almost automatically now. This body craved constant stimulation. The arousal never truly faded, just ebbed and flowed.

I worked myself efficiently, thinking about all the men who’d looked at me that week. Connor. Jamal. Marcus. The jock at Starbucks. The TA in my Educational Psychology class. Even Professor Martinez’s husband, who’d come to pick her up after class and whose eyes had widened when he saw me.

Men wanted to fuck me. Wanted to be inside me. Wanted to make me cum.

And I wanted them to.

The realization pushed me over the edge. I came with a cry, my pussy clenching around two fingers, imagining being full of cock instead.

Mana: 950/1400 (+150)

Almost to the thousand I needed for Ritual 2.

That Friday, Katie texted me: Study group tonight at the library? A few people from our classes.

I agreed, needing the social interaction and the distraction from my constant horniness.

The study group turned out to be six people: Katie, me, Diane, and three guys from our education cohort. We claimed a large table on the library’s second floor, spreading out textbooks and notes.

One of the guys—tall, dark-haired, name was something like Derek—kept glancing at me. Not subtle glances. Long looks, his eyes tracing my body when he thought I wasn’t paying attention.

I was paying attention. And it was making me wet.

“So, Emily,” Derek said during a break, “you’re from Jersey City, right? My cousin lives there. Where’d you go to high school?”

I recited Emily’s false history automatically, the lies smooth from practice. We chatted about neighborhoods, about teachers, about nothing important. But the subtext was clear. He was interested. Flirting. Testing if I’d respond.

Part of me—Michael’s ghost—wanted to shut him down. To focus on studying, on being professional, on not encouraging male attention.

But Emily? Emily leaned forward slightly, letting her neckline gape. Smiled. Laughed at his jokes. Touched his arm when making a point.

Flirted back.

Katie watched with barely concealed amusement, her green eyes sparkling. After the study session broke up, she pulled me aside.

“Derek has it bad for you.”

“Does he?” I tried to sound innocent.

“Oh please. He was practically drooling. And you were totally flirting back.” She poked my shoulder. “So when are you going out with him?”

“I don’t know if—”

“Emily. You’re twenty-one. You’re single. You’re gorgeous. And you clearly want to have sex.” She said it matter-of-factly, like discussing the weather. “Just do it. Have fun. Life’s too short to overthink everything.”

She was right. Life was too short. Michael had learned that the hard way.

But more than that—I needed the mana. Needed the power. And partner sex would generate it faster than grinding my clit alone in my dorm room every night.

“Maybe I will text him,” I said.

Katie squealed and hugged me. “Yes! Do it! Tell me everything after!”

Walking back to my dorm, I felt the weight of inevitability settling over me. I was going to have sex. Real sex. With a man. As Emily.

Not with a machine. Not with my own fingers. With an actual human male who wanted to fuck me, who’d push his cock inside my body, who’d make me cum while he used me.

The thought made me stop walking, one hand pressed to my stomach as arousal rolled through me in waves.

I was about to cross a line. My pussy had been touched, explored—but not penetrated. Not yet. That was still to come. But this would be different. This would be choosing to be sexual with someone. Choosing to be the woman, the receiver, the one who got fucked.

This would make Emily real in a way nothing else had.

Back in my room, I pulled out my phone and stared at Connor’s number. And Derek’s. And Jamal’s—I’d gotten his at some point, I couldn’t even remember when.

Three men. Three offers. Three possibilities.

I opened the Power App instead.

POWER APP UPDATE:

├─ Name: Emily Lewis
├─ Magic Level: 8  
├─ Mana: 950/1400
├─ Spells: Fog (Mastered), Clone (Mastered)
├─ Orgasms: 18
├─ Sexual Partners: 0
├─ Arousal: 70
└─ Goal: 1000+ mana for Ritual 2

Zero sexual partners. Eighteen orgasms, all solo.

That needed to change.

I texted Jamal before I could chicken out: Hey, you busy tonight?

His reply was instant: Nah, just chilling. Want to come up?

My heart hammered. Room 810?

Yeah. Door’s open. See you in 10?

Ten minutes. I had ten minutes to decide if I was really doing this.

I looked at my reflection in the mirror. Emily stared back—young, beautiful, flushed with arousal. Her breasts were 34B now, fuller than they’d been. Her body was toned from walking everywhere. Her face was pretty even without makeup.

She was ready for this. Had been ready for days.

And she needed the power.

I grabbed my phone and keys, not bothering to change clothes. If I overthought this, I’d talk myself out of it.

The elevator ride to the eighth floor felt like descending into inevitability. The hallway was quiet, most students out for Friday night. I stood outside room 810, hand raised to knock.

This was it. The moment everything would change. The moment Emily took another step toward becoming fully real.

I knocked.

Jamal opened the door, smiling. “Hey, you made it. Come in.”

His room was different from mine. Posters of musicians and artists. Incense burning. A keyboard and laptop set up in the corner—he was a DJ, I remembered. The bed was larger than the dorm standard, probably custom.

“Want a drink?” He gestured to a bottle of wine on his desk. “Nothing fancy, but it’s decent.”

“Sure.” Liquid courage couldn’t hurt.

He poured two glasses, handing me one. We sat on his bed—the only seating option—and talked about music, his DJ gigs, my classes. Surface conversation while we both drank and the tension built.

Halfway through my glass, he leaned closer.

“Can I be honest?” His voice dropped lower. “I’ve wanted to kiss you since I first saw you moving into the building.”

My breath caught. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.” His hand touched my cheek, thumb brushing my lips. “You’re gorgeous, Emily. And I think… I think you want this too.”

He was right. I did want this. Desperately.

“Kiss me,” I whispered.

He did.

His lips were firm, confident, commanding. Not tentative like the brief kiss with Katie had been. This was a man who knew what he wanted and took it. His tongue slid into my mouth and I moaned, my body responding instantly.

His hands moved to my body—one cupping my breast through my shirt, the other sliding to my hip. I arched into his touch, my nipple hardening against his palm.

“Fuck, you’re responsive,” he groaned against my mouth. “I’ve been dreaming about this.”

He pushed me back on the bed, his body covering mine. The weight of him was shocking—so much heavier than I expected, so solid. Masculine energy pinning me down, surrounding me, overwhelming me.

His hand slid under my shirt, finding my breast, skin-to-skin contact making me gasp. He squeezed, thumb teasing my nipple, and I writhed beneath him.

“God, you’re beautiful,” he murmured against my neck, kissing down to my collarbone.

His other hand slid between my legs, pressing against my jeans. Even through the denim, I could feel the heat, the pressure. My hips bucked involuntarily.

“So eager,” he said with a low laugh. “I like that.”

We made out for what felt like hours—his hands exploring my body over and under my clothes, my hands roaming his muscular back and chest. When he ground his hips against mine, I felt the hard bulge of his erection pressing against my thigh.

He was big. I could tell even through our clothes. Eight inches at least.

The thought of that inside me made my pussy clench with anticipation.

“Jamal,” I gasped as his fingers teased under the waistband of my jeans. “I want—I want to—”

“Shh.” He kissed me again, softer this time. “Not tonight. Not like this.”

I blinked, confused. “What?”

He pulled back slightly, his dark eyes meeting mine. “I like you, Emily. Really like you. And I can tell this would be your first time. I don’t want it to be some drunk hookup on a Friday night.” He stroked my cheek. “When we do this—and we will—I want you sober. I want you sure. I want you begging for it because you need me, not because you had two glasses of wine.”

My face flushed. He’d noticed. Of course he’d noticed—he was experienced, could probably tell a virgin from a mile away.

“I’m not that drunk,” I protested weakly.

“Maybe not. But I want your first time to be memorable for the right reasons.” He kissed my forehead. “Come back when you’re ready. Really ready. And I’ll make it worth the wait.”

Part of me wanted to argue, to insist we continue. My body was screaming for release, for penetration, for everything he could give me.

But another part—the part that wasn’t clouded by wine and arousal—knew he was right. My first time with a real person should be deliberate. Chosen. Not fumbled through in a haze.

“Okay,” I said finally. “Rain check?”

“Definitely.” He helped me sit up, handed me my wine glass. “Finish this. We’ll talk. Get to know each other better. And when you’re ready…” His smile was pure promise. “I’ll be here.”

We spent another hour talking—really talking. About his music, his dreams of producing professionally. About my classes, my adjustment to university life. About nothing and everything.

When I finally left, my body was still humming with unfulfilled arousal, but my mind was clearer. He’d given me something I hadn’t expected: respect. Patience. The choice to decide when and how I’d lose my virginity.

Walking back to my room, I tried to process what had just happened.

I’d wanted to have sex. Had been ready—or thought I was ready—to let Jamal fuck me. And he’d said no. Had chosen to wait. For me.

Michael had never been on this side of the equation. Had never been the one being pursued, being protected, being given the choice.

Emily was learning that being desired wasn’t just about being used. It could also be about being valued.

In my room, I checked the app before bed.

POWER APP UPDATE:

├─ Name: Emily Lewis
├─ Magic Level: 8
├─ Mana: 950/1400
├─ Spells: Fog (Mastered), Clone (Mastered)
├─ Orgasms: 18
├─ Sexual Partners: 0
├─ Arousal: 85
└─ Goal: 1000+ mana for Ritual 2

Zero sexual partners. Still a virgin—technically. But not for much longer.

Because next time I went to Jamal’s room, I’d be sober. Sure. Ready.

And I’d finally experience what it meant to be fucked.

The anticipation was almost better than the act itself.

Almost.

I masturbated twice before falling asleep, cumming to fantasies of Jamal’s cock inside me. Each orgasm generated mana, pushing me closer to the thousand I needed.

Mana: 1150/1400 (+200)

Soon. Very soon.

Because this was who I was becoming. Emily Lewis, sex mage in training. And my education was just beginning.


Chapter 9: The Coffee Shop Proposition

Day 40 arrived with a financial reality check.

I sat at my desk, Emily’s journal open beside my laptop, and did the math.

Starting funds: $2,000 Spent so far: $350 (clothes, food, supplies, toiletries) Remaining: $1,650

The dorm was covered for the semester, but I still needed money for food ($50/week minimum), books ($300 for the semester), metro cards, and basic supplies. At my current burn rate, I’d be broke by the end of the semester.

I needed income.

The problem was, I had no marketable skills. Emily Lewis’s resume was fiction—made-up jobs from a dead girl’s life. I couldn’t get a real job without references, experience, any proof I could do what I claimed.

My only real asset was my body.

Beautiful. Young. Sexual. The thing men wanted and would pay to see.

The thought should’ve depressed me. Instead, it sparked an idea.

I grabbed my laptop and searched for “NYC student jobs flexible hours.” Babysitting. Tutoring. Retail. Restaurant work. All requiring experience or availability I didn’t have.

Then I saw it: “Nightclub staff wanted. Promoters, dancers, servers. Cash tips. Flexible schedule.”

Nightclub work. Probably sketchy. Definitely playing on my appearance. But cash, immediately, with a schedule that wouldn’t interfere with classes.

I saved the listing and headed to Starbucks, needing coffee and a change of scenery.

The cafe near campus was busy with the mid-morning crowd. I ordered my usual latte and found a small table outside, pulling out a textbook to at least look productive.

I’d been reading for maybe five minutes when a voice interrupted.

“Emily Lewis, right?”

I looked up. A man stood by my table—early thirties, well-dressed in a casual way, with styled dark hair and an easy smile. He looked vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t place him.

“Do I know you?” I asked carefully.

“Joe Martinez. I run promotions for Pulse, the club in the Meatpacking District.” He gestured to the chair across from me. “Mind if I sit?”

A nightclub promoter. Interesting timing.

“Sure.”

He sat, pulling out a business card and sliding it across the table. “I’ve seen you around campus. You’ve got a look—beautiful, young, fresh. The kind of look that brings people into clubs.”

My guard went up immediately. “I’m not interested in—”

“Whoa, not what you’re thinking.” He raised his hands, laughing. “I’m talking about legitimate work. Customer recruitment, drink promotion, maybe cage dancing if you’re coordinated. All above board, all paid in cash.”

Cage dancing. Like those suspended cages on nightclub dance floors, girls in bikinis dancing while crowds watched below.

Exhibitionism for money.

“What’s the pay?” I asked.

“Recruiting customers on the street, ten to thirty an hour depending on how many you bring in. Promotion work inside, twenty an hour base. Cage dancing…” he tilted his head, assessing, “…twenty to thirty if you’re good, plus tips. Could clear fifty to a hundred for a two-hour shift.”

A hundred dollars for two hours. That was significantly better than minimum wage.

“What’s the catch?”

“No catch. You’d be wearing club-appropriate clothes—short dress or bikini for cage work, something tight and sexy for promotion. You’d be dealing with drunk people, which can be annoying. And it’s late hours—nine PM to two AM usually.” He shrugged. “But the money’s good, the environment’s fun, and it’s legitimate work. We’re licensed, insured, the whole deal.”

I considered. Wearing revealing clothes, being stared at by drunk men, potentially dancing in a cage while crowds gawked…

Michael would’ve been horrified by the objectification.

Emily’s pussy was getting wet at the thought.

“I’ll think about it,” I said.

“Fair enough.” Joe stood, smiling. “Call me if you’re interested. We always need pretty girls, and you’d do well. Trust me—guys would pay just to look at you.”

He walked away, leaving me with the business card and a decision to make.

Being looked at. Being desired. Being paid for my appearance.

My body as currency. My beauty as commodity.

The thought should’ve disgusted me.

Instead, it excited me.

I checked my phone. 11:45 AM. Katie had texted asking if I wanted to study together this afternoon. I replied yes and finished my coffee, my mind spinning with possibilities.

Katie’s room was on the second floor, number 204. She opened the door wearing leggings and an oversized hoodie, her red hair pulled into a messy bun. Cute. Wholesome. Innocent.

“Come in! Sorry it’s a mess. My roommate Sofia is never here, so I kind of spread out.” She gestured to the chaos—textbooks on both desks, clothes on Sofia’s empty bed, snacks scattered across every surface.

We settled on Katie’s bed, backs against the wall, textbooks in our laps. Started working through Educational Psychology homework. But the studying lasted maybe twenty minutes before conversation drifted.

“So,” Katie said, closing her textbook. “How are you adjusting? It’s been like five weeks now.”

“Better. It’s starting to feel normal.” More normal than I’d ever admit to her. “Made some friends. Learned my way around. The usual.”

“Any… romantic interests?” She grinned, nudging my shoulder.

Jamal’s face flashed in my mind. His hands on my body. His lips on mine.

“Maybe. There’s this guy, Jamal. Eighth floor. We’ve hung out a few times.” We’d kissed, made out, touched each other. But nothing more. Not yet.

“And?” Katie leaned forward, eyes sparkling. “Come on, give me details!”

“We kissed.” True. “It was nice.” Massive understatement.

“That’s it? Just kissed?” She looked disappointed. “I thought maybe you two had—”

“Had what?”

“You know…” She blushed furiously. “Done more.”

The opening was there. I could tell her everything. About the magic rituals with Vanessa. About the way my body responded to touch. About how I was discovering sexuality from the female side and finding it confusing and arousing.

But something held me back.

“Not yet,” I said. “I’m nervous. About my first time.”

“Me too!” Katie grabbed my hand. “That’s why I wanted to talk to you. Everyone else seems so experienced, but you… you get it. Being scared but wanting it anyway.”

Her hand was warm in mine. Smaller, softer. When she squeezed gently, I felt the tingle of electricity.

Sexual tension.

We’d felt it before, that moment in the library. But both of us had pulled away. Now, sitting on her bed, alone in her room, the tension was undeniable.

“Katie—”

“I’ve been thinking about you,” she blurted out. “A lot. Is that weird?”

My heart raced. “No. I’ve been thinking about you too.”

“Yeah?” Her eyes were dark, pupils dilated. “What kind of thoughts?”

The question hung between us, loaded with possibility. I could deflect. Make a joke. Pretend I didn’t know what she was asking.

Or I could be honest.

“Sexual thoughts,” I admitted. “About kissing you. Touching you. More.”

Her breath hitched. “Me too. I’ve never… with a girl… but I think about it. About you.”

The air between us was charged, electric. Her hand was still in mine. Our bodies were close on the bed. All I’d have to do was lean forward slightly and—

A loud bang from the hallway made us both jump. Someone’s door slamming. The spell broke.

Katie pulled her hand away, laughing nervously. “Sorry. I don’t know what came over me. That was weird.”

“Not weird.” I touched her arm. “Just… unexpected. For both of us.”

“Yeah.” She tucked a strand of red hair behind her ear. “Should we get back to studying?”

“Probably smart.”

We returned to our textbooks, but I couldn’t focus. My pussy was throbbing, my arousal stat probably spiking. Katie kept glancing at me, biting her lip, her own face flushed.

We both wanted it. But neither of us was ready to take the leap.

Not yet, anyway.

I left her room an hour later, sexually frustrated and confused. The hallway felt too warm, my skin too sensitive. Back in my own room, I collapsed on my bed and checked my phone.

A text from Joe: Thought about my offer? We have an opening Friday night. Easy street promotion work. $25 for two hours. Let me know.

$25 for two hours of bringing customers to a nightclub. Standing on the street in the Meatpacking District, calling out to passing groups, using my looks to entice.

My starting funds were dwindling. I needed money. This was easy money, if I could stomach the objectification.

I texted back: I’ll do it. Friday 9 PM?

Perfect. Meet at the club entrance. Dress sexy—short skirt, heels, makeup. You’re selling a fantasy.

A fantasy. Right.

I was the fantasy. Young, pretty Emily Lewis who could lure men into spending money at a nightclub.

The irony wasn’t lost on me. Michael had owned a business, managed employees, dealt with million-dollar contracts. Emily was being hired to look pretty and smile at drunk people.

But Emily needed money. And being looked at was apparently a marketable skill.

I pushed the thoughts away and practiced magic instead. Cast Fog until my dorm room was obscured, then let it clear. Summoned my Clone and watched her mimic my movements. The spells were becoming second nature, muscle memory taking over.

My mana drained to 800, then climbed back to 950 through passive regeneration.

I needed more orgasms. More power. More everything.

My hand slipped between my legs before I could think about it. My body on autopilot now, seeking pleasure instinctively. I was wet, ready, my clit already swollen with need.

This time I used my new dildo—the small one I’d bought at the sex shop. Seven inches, smooth silicone, nowhere near as intimidating as the machines at Vanessa’s lab but better than my fingers.

I lubed it up and positioned it at my entrance. Pushed slowly, feeling the stretch, the fullness. The dildo slid in easily—my pussy was well-trained now from regular use. When it was fully seated, I started pumping.

The rhythm was mechanical but effective. Thrust in, pull out, thrust in. Each motion drove the dildo against my G-spot, building pleasure steadily. My free hand worked my clit, the dual stimulation exactly what my body craved.

I came thinking about being desired. About Joe’s words—you’ve got a look that brings people in. About Connor’s hungry stare. About Jamal’s cock inside me. About Katie’s hand in mine, the tension unspoken but present.

About being wanted by everyone. Men and women. About my body being the fantasy that people paid to see, to touch, to fuck.

The orgasm rolled through me, my pussy clenching around the dildo, my back arching. Golden light flared.

Mana: 1100/1500 (+150)

Eleven hundred. More than enough for Ritual 2.

I pulled out the dildo and checked the app.

POWER APP UPDATE:

├─ Name: Emily Lewis
├─ Magic Level: 10
├─ Mana: 1100/1500
├─ Sexual Partners: 0
├─ Orgasms: 20
├─ Arousal: 65
├─ Bank: $1,650
├─ Day: 40
└─ Status: Ready for Ritual 2, Friday work scheduled

Twenty orgasms in forty days. Half a masturbation per day average, though the reality was messier—sometimes three in one day, sometimes none.

But they all generated power. Made me stronger. Made me more Emily and less Michael.

I texted Vanessa: Mana at 1100. Ready for lesson 2.

Her reply was instant: Tomorrow 4 PM. This one’s more intense. Prepare yourself.

More intense than the saddle? My pussy clenched with anticipation and nervousness.

That evening, I tried on outfits for Friday’s nightclub work. The shortest skirt I owned—barely covered my ass. A tight crop top that showed my stomach and made my tits look great. The heels Vicky had lent me—five inches, black, slutty.

I looked like a club girl. Young, hot, available.

I looked like exactly what Joe wanted.

In the mirror, Emily stared back. Not the confused, scared girl from a month ago. This Emily was confident. Sexual. Aware of her power—both magical and physical.

Men wanted her. Women wanted her. Everyone wanted a piece of Emily Lewis.

And maybe, just maybe, I was okay with that.

I took a selfie—full body shot, the slutty outfit on display. Sent it to no one, just saved it to my photos. Evidence of transformation. Who I was becoming.

Then I stripped down and masturbated again, cumming to the fantasy of Friday night. Standing on the street in that outfit. Men staring. Being paid to be desired.

Mana: 1250/1500 (+150)

Tomorrow, Ritual 2. More magic. More power.

Friday, my first real job. Money for being pretty.

And somewhere in the near future, more sex. More partners. More experiences.

Emily Lewis, sex mage and aspiring nightclub girl, ready for whatever came next.

The power was intoxicating. The pleasure was addictive.

And I was just getting started.


Chapter 10: Dr. Patel’s Examination

Day 42. The morning started with a reminder notification on my phone.

NYU Health Services Appointment: 10:00 AM. Student health forms required. Do not miss.

Right. The university required all students to complete a basic health screening. I’d been putting it off, uncomfortable with the idea of a doctor examining my new body. But the deadline was today, and missing it would flag my file.

I had to go.

The clinic was in a converted brownstone near campus, the NYU medical logo discrete on the door. Inside, the waiting room was standard—uncomfortable chairs, outdated magazines, the smell of antiseptic and anxiety. I checked in with the receptionist—a bored-looking woman in her forties—and filled out the required forms.

Medical history. All lies. Allergies. None that I knew of. Previous conditions. Nothing. Sexual activity. I hesitated, then checked “no.” I was still a virgin—technically. The kisses and touches with boys didn’t count, right?

The form asked about birth control. I checked “no” as well. Did I need it yet? The constant arousal in this body made me wonder how long I could hold out.

“Emily Lewis?” A nurse called from the doorway.

I followed her back to an examination room—small, clinical, with the standard paper-covered table and medical equipment. She took my vitals—blood pressure fine, temperature normal, weight 128 pounds, height 5’6”.

“The doctor will be in shortly. Change into this gown, please. Opening in front.” She handed me a paper gown and left.

I stripped down to my underwear, then hesitated. The gown was thin, barely covering anything. Did I leave my bra and panties on or—

Fuck it. This was a medical exam. The doctor would need access.

I stripped completely naked and put on the gown, tying it loosely in front. It barely reached mid-thigh, my legs exposed. My breasts were outlined through the thin paper. I felt absurdly vulnerable sitting on the exam table, my bare ass on the paper, nothing but a flimsy gown between me and complete exposure.

A knock, then the door opened.

The doctor who entered was not what I expected.

She was young—mid to late twenties, maybe early thirties at most. Absolutely gorgeous, with jet-black hair pulled into a neat bun, dark brown eyes that seemed to see right through me, and olive skin that glowed with health. She wore the standard white coat over professional clothes, but somehow made it look effortlessly sexy. Her heels clicked on the tile as she approached.

“Good morning, Emily. I’m Dr. Nina Patel.” Her voice was smooth, almost purring. “How are you feeling today?”

“Fine. Nervous, I guess. I hate doctor visits.” The admission came easily.

“Understandable. This will be quick and painless, I promise.” She washed her hands at the sink, then pulled on latex gloves—the snap of the material making me flinch. “Any specific concerns? Pain, irregularities, questions?”

“I need birth control. And I want to make sure everything’s… normal. Down there.”

Her eyebrows rose slightly. “Sexually active?”

“Not yet. But… I might be soon.” My face burned at the admission. “I want to be prepared.”

“Smart thinking. We’ll do a full exam and I’ll write you a prescription for birth control pills so you’re ready. Any preference on type?”

“Whatever’s most effective.”

“Standard combination pill, then. We’ll get you set up.” She pulled a rolling stool over and sat, her eyes level with mine. “Let’s start with a breast exam. Untie the gown, please.”

My hands shook as I undid the ties, letting the gown fall open. My breasts were exposed, my nipples hardening immediately from the cool air and the vulnerability.

Dr. Patel’s gloved hands were clinical but warm. She palpated my left breast, fingers pressing firmly, searching for lumps or irregularities. Her touch was professional, methodical, covering every inch of tissue.

But it felt good. Too good.

My nipples tightened into hard peaks. Heat flushed through my chest. My pussy clenched, arousal spiking despite the medical context.

“You’re very sensitive,” Dr. Patel observed, her fingers circling my nipple. “That’s normal for young women, especially if you’re sexually active. Hormones increase sensitivity.”

She moved to my right breast, repeating the examination. This time her fingers lingered on my nipple, thumb brushing over the peak in a way that felt less clinical and more… exploratory.

“Beautiful breasts. 34B, I’d estimate. Natural?”

“Yes.” My voice came out breathy.

“They’ll probably grow a bit more over the next few years. Regular sexual activity stimulates hormone production.” Her hands slid down to my ribcage, then my stomach. “Any pain here? Cramping?”

“Just during my period. Which I had for the first time recently.”

“Mm. That’s fairly late for menarche, but not unheard of. How was it?”

“Painful. Confusing. Scary.”

“The first one always is.” Her hands moved lower, to my hips. “Lie back, please. Legs in the stirrups for the pelvic exam.”

My heart hammered as I obeyed, scooting back on the table until I was lying flat. The stirrups were cold metal, forcing my legs apart, spreading me wide. The gown barely covered anything, bunched around my waist. I was completely exposed from the waist down.

Dr. Patel rolled her stool between my spread legs, her face level with my pussy. I could feel her breath on my inner thighs.

“Relax. This won’t hurt.” She touched my thigh, the latex glove smooth against my skin. “I’m going to check your hymen first, make sure everything’s intact and healthy.”

Her gloved finger traced my pussy lips, parting them gently. The touch was electric despite the clinical setting. My clit throbbed. My pussy clenched. I was getting wet, arousal building shamefully.

“Intact,” Dr. Patel murmured, her finger tracing the edge of my hymen gently. “Yes, virgin. Good. Everything looks healthy.”

“That’s… good?” My voice came out breathy, uncertain.

“Very good. Your hymen is intact and properly formed. When you do decide to have intercourse, the first time may involve some discomfort, but nothing serious.” Her finger pressed against the membrane experimentally, not breaking it but testing. “You’re very sensitive here.”

God, why was I getting wetter? This was a medical exam, not foreplay.

Her finger circled my entrance, exploring the outer areas without penetrating past my hymen. I gasped, my hips lifting slightly. “You’re very responsive. Does this hurt?”

“No.” It didn’t hurt at all. It felt good. Too good.

“And this?” Her finger found my clit, circling it with gentle pressure.

Pleasure sparked through me. I moaned before I could stop myself.

Dr. Patel smiled. “Clitoral stimulation. You respond strongly. That’s excellent—means you’ll have no trouble achieving orgasm when you do become sexually active.”

Her finger continued circling my clit with practiced precision. Clinical. Educational. Except it was making me wetter by the second, my arousal climbing, my pussy clenching around nothing, desperate for more.

“You’re very aroused right now,” she observed. “That’s actually a good sign. Healthy sexual response. But Emily… you’re also generating energy. I can see it.”

My eyes snapped to hers. “What?”

“Magical energy. Golden-purple light, right at the edge of visibility. You’re a mage.” She pulled her finger out and peeled off one glove, then held her bare hand above my pussy. “And I think… yes. Succubus. Or at least, succubus-adjacent.”

My heart stopped. “How do you—”

“I’m a tantric specialist. I work with sexual magic. I can sense mages like you—the ones who generate power through pleasure.” She smiled, warm and knowing. “Don’t worry. Your secret’s safe. But Emily? You should learn to control this. To use it properly.”

“I’m training. With someone. She’s teaching me.”

“Good. Then you know: arousal is healthy. Sexual energy is power. And right now…” her hand drifted lower, fingers trailing over my clit, “…you’re absolutely crackling with it.”

I gasped at the direct stimulation. Not clinical anymore. Deliberate.

“Dr. Patel—”

“Nina, please. And I think you need release. The energy is building to uncomfortable levels. May I?”

She was asking permission. To make me cum. During a medical exam.

I should say no. Should tell her to stop. Should maintain professional boundaries.

“Yes,” I whispered instead.

Her fingers returned to my pussy—but stayed external, two fingers stroking either side of my clit while her thumb pressed directly on the sensitive nub. She worked me with expert precision, the rhythm perfect, the pressure exactly right.

“Relax into it,” she murmured, her free hand pressing on my lower abdomen. “Let the pleasure build. Don’t fight it.”

I couldn’t fight it. The stimulation was too good, her technique too practiced. My hips rocked against her hand, seeking more friction. My breasts heaved with my quickening breath, nipples hard as diamonds. Soft moans escaped my throat.

“That’s it. Good girl. Let me see you cum.”

Her words pushed me over the edge.

The orgasm crashed through me, my pussy clenching on emptiness while my clit pulsed against her fingers. I cried out—loud, desperate, not caring who might hear in the next room. Pleasure radiated from my core outward, wave after wave, while Dr. Patel’s fingers worked my clit through it.

Golden-purple light blazed, visible even in the bright exam room. Mana generation obvious, undeniable.

When it faded, I lay gasping on the table, my body limp with satisfaction.

Dr. Patel lifted her fingers from my sensitive flesh, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “Beautiful. You generate impressive amounts of energy, Emily. And the quality is exceptional.” She stripped off her gloves and washed her hands. “I’m going to refer you to a specialist colleague of mine. She’s a succubus researcher—she can help you understand your nature better.”

“My nature?”

“You’re a sexual being. Built for pleasure, designed for power generation through sex. That’s not a flaw—it’s a gift.” She wrote something on her prescription pad. “Birth control pills. Start these tonight. Take one daily, same time each day. They’ll be effective in seven days. Until then, use condoms.”

She handed me the prescription, then a business card. “My direct number. If you ever have questions about your… unique condition… call me. Day or night.”

I took both, my hands still trembling. “Thank you.”

“My pleasure. Literally.” She smiled. “And Emily? Don’t be ashamed of what you are. Succubi are rare, powerful, and incredible. Embrace it.”

She left me alone to dress. I pulled on my clothes with shaky hands, my pussy still throbbing from the orgasm, Dr. Patel’s touch lingering on my skin.

A doctor had just made me cum in an exam room. Had brought me to orgasm with expert fingers on my clit. Had revealed that she knew about magic, about succubi, about what I was.

And I’d let her. Had begged for it, even.

Mana: 1350/1600 (+200)

More power from a partner—even a clinical, professional partner—than from masturbation.

I walked out of the clinic in a daze, the prescription and business card clutched in my hand. Stopped at a pharmacy and filled the prescription—a three-month supply of little pink pills.

Back in my dorm room, I stared at the pill packet. Instructions said to start on the first day of my next period, or anytime if I used backup protection for the first week.

I popped one out and swallowed it. The first step toward safe sex. Toward being able to fuck without fear of pregnancy.

Toward being a sexually active woman.

My phone buzzed. Jamal: Want to come over tonight?

I knew what that meant. Round two. More sex. More mana.

But I was drained—emotionally, if not physically. The clinic visit had been intense, confusing, revelatory.

I texted back: Rain check? Busy tonight.

His reply: No problem. Hit me up whenever.

Instead, I lay on my bed and processed what Dr. Patel had said.

Succubus. A being that generated power through sex. That explained so much—the constant arousal, the insatiable need, the way my body responded to everything sexual. I wasn’t broken or perverted. I was just… what I was designed to be.

A sexual creature.

The knowledge should’ve horrified me. Michael would’ve been disgusted.

But Emily? Emily felt validated. Understood. Like the pieces finally made sense.

I was a succubus mage. Sex magic was my specialty. My body wasn’t a curse—it was a tool. A weapon. A source of incredible power.

And tomorrow, I’d learn more spells. More ways to harness that power.

I touched myself that night, not frantically but slowly, savoring. Exploring what it meant to be designed for pleasure. My fingers traced my pussy lips, my clit, the entrance to my vagina. Every nerve ending was alive, responsive, eager.

When I came, it was gentle. A rolling wave rather than an explosion. But the mana generation was still substantial.

Mana: 1500/1600 (+150)

Nearly full. Ready for tomorrow’s ritual.

I fell asleep with one hand between my legs, the other cupping my breast. Comfortable with my body in a way I’d never been as Michael.

This was who I was now.

Emily Lewis. Succubus. Mage. Sexual being.

And tomorrow, I’d embrace it fully.


Chapter 11: Second Magic Ritual

Day 45. My phone buzzed with a text from Vanessa.

Mana check?

I pulled up the power app. Mana: 1500/1600. Nearly full again from Dr. Patel’s “examination” and my solo sessions since.

1500, I texted back. Ready for lesson two?

Perfect. Come to the lab. 3 PM. Eat light—this one’s intense.

That last line made my stomach flip with nervous anticipation.

I arrived at Vanessa’s Midtown laboratory right on time, the discrete entrance hidden behind a coffee shop. The magical wards tingled against my skin as I passed through the doorway—stronger than before, or maybe I was just more sensitive to magic now.

Vanessa met me in the sterile hallway, her red hair pulled back in a neat ponytail, white lab coat crisp and professional. But her green eyes sparkled with something that wasn’t entirely clinical.

“Emily. Good, you’re punctual.” She led me deeper into the facility, past the room where we’d done the first ritual. “How’ve you been? Any issues with the mana generation?”

“No issues. It’s actually getting easier. More natural.”

“Excellent. That means your succubus nature is awakening properly.” She stopped at a heavy door marked RESTRICTED and pressed her palm to a scanner. The lock clicked. “Today’s lesson is more advanced. We’re going to extract significantly more mana than last time, which requires… deeper stimulation.”

The room beyond was larger than the first ritual space. The same rune-covered walls pulsed with faint purple light, but the equipment was different. In the center stood a padded examination table, and mounted beside it was a chrome mechanical arm with a dildo attached—sleek, metallic, about seven inches long and moderately thick.

But it wasn’t positioned for vaginal use.

It was angled for anal.

My face went hot immediately. “Is that—”

“An anal dildo machine, yes.” Vanessa’s tone was matter-of-fact as she checked the equipment. “You need to experience penetration to generate the most powerful mana. But I can’t break your virginity yet—you might want to save that for someone special. Or…” she glanced at me with a knowing smile, “…for income. Virgin pussy commands premium prices if you ever go that route.”

“So you’re going to fuck my ass instead?” The bluntness surprised even me.

“The machine will. I’ll control the ritual and extract the mana.” She gestured to the table. “Strip completely and position yourself: hands on the table, ass out, feet spread shoulder-width. I need full access.”

My hands shook as I undressed. This was different from the saddle—that had been external stimulation. This was penetration. Real, actual penetration of my body.

Michael had never been penetrated anywhere. Never wanted to be, never considered it.

But Emily’s body was already responding. My pussy was wet. My asshole clenched in nervous anticipation. And beneath the fear was curiosity—what would it feel like?

I folded my clothes on a chair and approached the table naked, my skin prickling with goosebumps from the cool air and vulnerability. The position Vanessa wanted was humiliating: bent over, ass exposed, legs spread.

I placed my hands on the padded surface and bent forward, presenting myself.

“Perfect.” Vanessa’s voice had gone slightly husky. She moved behind me, her gloved hands adjusting my stance—pushing my feet wider, angling my hips up slightly. “This position gives optimal access and allows the machine to hit your P-spot—the female equivalent of the prostate. It’s incredibly sensitive and will amplify your orgasm significantly.”

Her clinical explanation didn’t match the heat I heard in her voice.

She retrieved a bottle of lube and I heard the snap of her gloves as she peeled them off. “The machine is self-lubricating, but I need to prep you first. Relax your muscles. This will feel strange.”

Warm fingers touched my asshole—her bare fingers, not gloved. I gasped at the intimate contact. She circled the tight ring of muscle, spreading cool lube, then pressed one finger inside slowly.

The intrusion burned. My body resisted instinctively.

“Breathe,” Vanessa murmured. “Push out slightly, like you’re trying to go to the bathroom. It’ll help.”

I obeyed, and her finger slid deeper. The sensation was bizarre—fullness, pressure, a strange not-quite-pleasure that bordered on discomfort. She worked the finger in and out slowly, stretching me.

Then two fingers. The stretch intensified. I whimpered.

“Good girl. You’re taking it well.” Her other hand rubbed my lower back soothingly. “The machine’s dildo is bigger than this, but not by much. You can handle it.”

She withdrew her fingers and I heard her washing her hands. Then the hum of machinery as the mechanical arm activated.

The chrome dildo moved into position. I couldn’t see it, but I felt the cool metal touch my lubed asshole. The tip was smooth, tapered, pressing insistently against my entrance.

“Starting the ritual now,” Vanessa announced.

The runes on the walls blazed brighter. Purple-pink mist rose from floor vents, filling the room with that strange arousing scent from before. My arousal spiked immediately—pussy dripping, nipples hardening, skin flushing hot.

The ritual magic was amplifying everything.

And then the dildo began to push inside.

The stretch was intense. Far more than Vanessa’s fingers. The smooth chrome shaft pressed relentlessly inward, my asshole forced to open wider and wider to accommodate it. I gasped, hands gripping the table edge, as the thick toy breached my tight ring of muscle.

“Ah—fuck—” The curse escaped before I could stop it.

“Breathe through it,” Vanessa coached. “The initial penetration is always the hardest part. Once you’re stretched, it’ll feel better.”

Better felt like a lie. It hurt. Burned. My ass was being violated by a machine, filled with something it was never designed to take. Michael’s mind screamed that this was wrong, unnatural, humiliating.

But Emily’s body… Emily’s body was responding.

The dildo pushed deeper. Three inches. Four. The pressure was enormous, the fullness overwhelming. And then it hit something inside me—a spot that sent sparks of shocking pleasure through my core.

I moaned, the sound desperate and needy.

“There it is,” Vanessa murmured, satisfaction in her voice. “Your P-spot. Keep going, machine.”

Five inches. Six. The chrome shaft was buried almost completely in my ass now, stretching me impossibly wide, filling me in a way I’d never imagined. My pussy clenched on nothing, empty and desperate, while my asshole spasmed around the invading toy.

When the dildo finally seated fully—seven inches deep—I was gasping for breath, sweat beading on my forehead, my whole body trembling.

“Now for the fun part,” Vanessa said.

The machine began to thrust.

Slow at first. Drawing back an inch, then pressing forward. The friction was incredible—the smooth metal sliding through my stretched hole, the pressure on my P-spot building with each stroke. The pain started fading, replaced by a dark, taboo pleasure that I’d never experienced before.

The rhythm increased. Two-inch strokes now, faster. The mechanical precision was inhuman, relentless. Each thrust drove the dildo deep, hitting that magic spot inside me that made my vision blur with sensation.

“Oh god—oh fuck—” I couldn’t form coherent thoughts. The pleasure was too much, too intense, coming from a place I didn’t know could feel this good.

The machine fucked my ass with increasing speed. Four-inch strokes now, nearly pulling out completely before slamming back in. The wet sounds of lube and the hum of machinery filled the room, mixed with my desperate moaning.

My pussy was dripping, arousal running down my thighs. My clit throbbed, untouched but screaming for attention. And my ass—my ass was on fire with sensation, stretched around the pistoning chrome shaft.

“You’re generating massive amounts of mana,” Vanessa said, her voice strained. I glanced back and saw her flushed face, her hand pressed against her own crotch through her jeans. “The ritual is working perfectly. Just let go, Emily. Cum for me.”

The machine pounded faster. Harder. The dildo was a blur now, fucking my ass with brutal mechanical precision. The P-spot stimulation was overwhelming, pleasure building like a tsunami ready to crash.

I came without touching my pussy.

The orgasm exploded from deep inside, radiating outward in waves of white-hot ecstasy. My asshole clamped down on the thrusting dildo, spasming violently. My pussy gushed, liquid arousal spraying from my untouched cunt. I screamed, my voice raw and primal.

And the mana erupted.

Golden-purple energy blazed from my body in a supernova of power. The talisman fragment in Vanessa’s hand flared so brightly I could see it even with my eyes squeezed shut. The intensity was incredible—far more mana than the first ritual had generated.

The machine kept thrusting through my orgasm, prolonging it, wringing every drop of pleasure and power from my convulsing body. I sobbed with the intensity, hands clawing at the table, unable to process the overwhelming sensations.

Finally, mercifully, the machine slowed. Stopped. The dildo held deep inside me for one more moment, then slowly withdrew.

The emptiness was shocking. My asshole was gaping, stretched wide, twitching as air hit the sensitive inner flesh. I felt utterly violated. Utterly used.

And utterly satisfied.

I collapsed forward on the table, my body limp with exhaustion. Behind me, I heard Vanessa’s ragged breathing.

“Jesus, Emily.” Her voice was thick with arousal. “That was… incredible. The power you generated…”

I turned my head to look at her. The professional mask had cracked completely. Her face was flushed deep red, her pupils dilated with lust. Her hand was still pressed against her crotch, and I could see the wet spot on her jeans where she’d been touching herself.

“I need—” she started, then stopped herself. “No. We can’t. I’m your teacher. This is professional.”

But she was moving toward me even as she said it. Her hands touched my back, sliding down to my ass. She spread my cheeks, looking at my gaping, twitching hole.

“Fuck,” she whispered. “You’re so open. So beautiful.”

Before I could respond, she leaned down and kissed me—hard, desperate, her lips crashing against mine. Her tongue invaded my mouth, tasting me, claiming me. I kissed back on instinct, still dazed from the orgasm.

When she pulled away, we were both panting.

“Next time,” she said roughly, “I might not be able to stop myself. Fair warning.”

“Noted,” I managed.

She helped me stand on shaky legs, my asshole throbbing with lingering sensation. She handed me my clothes and I dressed slowly, feeling the stretch and soreness with every movement.

“The spells,” I reminded her. “You promised to teach me spells.”

“Right. Yes.” She collected herself with visible effort, pulling her professional demeanor back into place. “Two new spells today. Cure Wounds—basic healing magic. One thousand mana cost. It’ll close cuts, bruises, minor injuries. And Stun—paralysis spell. Two hundred mana cost. Freezes an enemy for thirty seconds.”

She demonstrated each spell, the purple-gold energy flowing from her hands. I watched carefully, memorizing the hand gestures and the feeling of the mana flow.

“Practice these. Master them. You’ll need them.” She handed me a small vial of healing salve. “For your ass. Apply it tonight before bed. It’ll help with the soreness.”

I took the vial, my face burning with embarrassment. “Thanks.”

“Emily.” She touched my arm. “What we’re doing here—the rituals, the training—this is important. You have incredible potential. Don’t let shame or old ideas of propriety hold you back. Your body is your power source now. Use it.”

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

Walking out of the lab was agony. Every step reminded me of what had just happened—the violation, the pleasure, the orgasm that had shattered my sense of self. My asshole felt stretched, sore, sensitive. I was hyperaware of the emptiness now, the way my body had been opened and used.

Michael was never penetrated. Michael would’ve been horrified by this.

But Emily had just been fucked in the ass by a machine. Had cum harder than ever before from it. Had generated massive magical power from the taboo act.

There was no going back from this.

I reached my dorm room and immediately pulled out my phone to check the power app.

Mana: 300/2000 (Max increased from 1600!)

The ritual had drained me completely—1500 mana extracted into Vanessa’s talisman—but my maximum capacity had grown by 400. Stronger. More powerful.

Magic Level: 12 (up from 8)

Spells Known: - Fog (20 mana) - Clone (400 mana) - Cure Wounds (1000 mana) - Stun (200 mana)

I lay on my bed, face down, processing everything. Applied the healing salve Vanessa had given me—the cool gel soothing the burning stretch. Within minutes, the worst of the soreness faded.

Magic was incredible.

My phone buzzed. Katie: Study group tomorrow? My room?

Right. Normal college student life. Classes. Friends. Studying.

As if I was still normal. As if I hadn’t just been anally penetrated by a machine for magical power.

I texted back: Sure. What time?

Her reply: 2 PM. Bring snacks. :-)

I smiled despite everything. Katie was uncomplicated. Sweet. Normal.

But as I lay there, my newly-stretched asshole still tingling, I wondered how long I could maintain the illusion of normalcy. How long before my two worlds—Emily the university student and Emily the magical being—collided completely.

I touched myself that night, carefully, exploring how my body felt after the ritual. My pussy was sensitive but responsive. My asshole was sore but oddly hungry for more. I came thinking about the machine, the violation, the overwhelming pleasure of being penetrated for the first time.

Mana: 400/2000 (+100)

Generation was slow now with my depleted state. I’d need multiple orgasms to refill before the next ritual.

But I had time. And I had a body that craved sex, that generated power through pleasure.

I was learning to use both.

Tomorrow I’d be normal college Emily, studying with Katie and pretending I wasn’t a succubus mage.

But tonight, I was simply a woman discovering that her body could experience pleasure in ways she’d never imagined. Ways Michael had never known.

And fuck, if it didn’t feel amazing.

I fell asleep with my hand between my legs, wondering what the next ritual would bring.

If anal felt that good, what would vaginal be like? What would a real cock feel like, not just a machine?

I’d find out soon enough.

For now, I had magic to practice, mana to generate, and a new understanding of my body’s capacity for pleasure.

The transformation from Michael to Emily was accelerating.

And I was starting to wonder if I even wanted it to stop.


Chapter 12: Nightclub Temptation

Day 46. I checked my bank balance on my phone: $1,520.

That looked decent until I did the math. Rent for the dorm was included in my tuition, but food cost about $50 per week. Books for next semester would be at least $300. My phone bill was $75 monthly. And I’d need real apartment money eventually—dorms were temporary, and a studio in Manhattan started at $2,500 per month.

The university stipend Vanessa had set up barely covered basics. I needed income.

Which is why, when Joe the nightclub promoter texted me that afternoon, I actually considered his offer.

Friday night. Customer recruitment outside Pulse. $10-30/hour depending on crowd. 2-hour shift, 9-11 PM. You in?

Two hours. Maybe $40-50. Better than nothing.

What do I have to do?

Look hot. Smile. Invite people inside. That’s it. Wear something sexy.

I stared at the message for a long moment. This was using my body for money. Not sex, not yet, but… commodifying my appearance. My attractiveness.

Michael would’ve been disgusted.

But Emily needed cash.

I’m in, I texted back.



Friday evening I raided Vicky’s closet—she’d offered to lend me club clothes weeks ago. I found a tight black dress that hit mid-thigh, showed plenty of cleavage, and clung to every curve. Paired it with borrowed heels—3-inch stilettos that made my legs look endless.

Makeup took me forty minutes. I was getting better: smoky eyes, dark lipstick, contouring that made my cheekbones sharp. The face in the mirror was stunning. Sexy. Fuckable.

Not Michael. Emily.

Vicky whistled when she saw me. “Damn, girl. Where are you going?”

“Work.”

Her eyebrows rose. “Work?”

“Customer recruitment. For a nightclub. Just inviting people inside.” I grabbed my small purse. “It’s legit.”

“Uh huh.” She gave me a knowing look but didn’t press. “Be safe. Text me if you need anything.”

“Thanks.”

I took the subway to the Meatpacking District, my heels clicking on the pavement as I walked the last few blocks to Pulse. The nightclub was a converted warehouse with purple neon lights and a line of people already waiting outside despite it being only 8:45 PM.

Joe met me at the door—tall, trendy, radiating party energy. “Emily! Damn, you clean up nice. Perfect.” He handed me a clipboard with flyers. “Okay, here’s the deal: stand out front, smile, hand out flyers, chat people up. Convince them to skip the line and pay cover. You get $10 base for the two hours, plus $5 for every group you bring in. Think you can do twenty people?”

Twenty people in two hours. “Yeah, I can do that.”

“Great. If you’re good at this, we can talk about other work. Cage dancing pays triple.”

Cage dancing. Girls in cages above the dance floor, barely dressed, shaking their asses for tips.

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said noncommittally.

He showed me my spot—just outside the entrance, prime location for catching foot traffic. Then he disappeared inside, leaving me alone in the cool October night with a stack of flyers and a mission.

For the first fifteen minutes, I was terrible at it. I’d hand out flyers timidly, barely making eye contact. People would take them and keep walking. No one went inside.

Then a group of guys—early twenties, already drunk, loud—came stumbling past.

“Hey!” One of them noticed me. “You work here?”

“Yeah. Best music in the city. No cover if you come in the next ten minutes.” The lie came easily.

“What’s inside?” His eyes were on my chest, not my face.

“Good music. Hot girls. Fun.” I smiled and leaned forward slightly, giving him a better view of my cleavage.

His gaze locked on my tits. “Alright, we’re in.”

The group of five pushed past the line and went inside. I texted Joe: Five guys coming in. Count them.

His reply: Nice! Keep it up.

The rest of the shift was easier once I figured out the formula: smile, make eye contact, lean forward to show cleavage, promise fun inside. Men responded instantly. Women were harder—they saw through the sales pitch—but drunk groups were easy targets.

By 11 PM, I’d brought in thirty-seven people. Joe counted them on his security camera footage and whistled.

“Thirty-seven? Fuck, Emily. That’s a record for a first-timer.” He handed me cash: a hundred dollar bill and a twenty. “$120 total. Base plus commissions.”

I stared at the money. $120 for two hours of standing outside and smiling at strangers. $60 per hour.

That was… actually great money.

“Like I said,” Joe continued, “cage dancing pays triple. You interested?”

“Maybe. I need to think about it.”

“Fair. Let me know. Friday and Saturday nights if you want the gig.” He grinned. “You’re a natural. The guys couldn’t take their eyes off you.”

I knew. I’d felt every stare, every lingering look at my tits and legs. Michael would’ve felt violated.

Emily had felt powerful.

“Come inside,” Joe offered. “Employees get free entry. Have a drink, enjoy the music. You earned it.”

I hesitated, then nodded. Why not? I was already here, already dressed for it.

Inside, Pulse was packed. The bass pounded through the floor, purple and blue lights strobing across a sea of grinding bodies. The bar glowed neon, bottles backlit in rainbow colors. Everywhere I looked, people were dancing, drinking, laughing, touching.

The air smelled like sweat, alcohol, and sex.

I pushed through the crowd toward the bar, acutely aware of the male attention following me. Hands brushed my hips “accidentally.” Eyes tracked my body. Someone whistled.

I ordered a vodka cranberry—my first drink as Emily. The bartender didn’t even card me. “On the house,” he said with a wink. “Joe said you killed it tonight.”

The drink was strong. I sipped it carefully, feeling the alcohol warm my throat and stomach. Within minutes, my head buzzed pleasantly. My inhibitions loosened.

A hand touched my lower back. “Wanna dance?”

I turned to find a guy—maybe twenty-five, athletic build, cocky grin, dark hair. Not bad looking. Not asking, really. Assuming.

Michael would’ve said no.

“Sure,” Emily said.

He pulled me onto the dance floor, into the crush of bodies. The music was deafening, the bass vibrating through my chest. He put his hands on my hips, pulling me close, and we moved together to the beat.

I’d never really danced before. Not like this. Not pressed against a stranger’s body, his hands on my ass, his hips grinding against mine.

It felt good.

Wrong, but good.

His bulge pressed against my stomach—he was hard, obviously aroused. One of his hands slid lower, cupping my ass through my dress. The other moved up my side, thumb brushing the underside of my breast.

I should’ve pulled away. Should’ve told him to stop.

Instead, I pressed back against him, matching his rhythm. My body responded instinctively, arousal spiking despite the public setting. My pussy was getting wet. My nipples hardened against my bra.

He noticed. “You’re fucking hot,” he breathed in my ear. “Want to get out of here?”

That snapped me back to reality.

“I need to use the bathroom,” I said, pulling away.

His disappointment was obvious, but he let me go. I pushed through the crowd toward the restrooms, my heart pounding, my body aching with frustrated arousal.

The women’s bathroom was crowded—girls fixing makeup, gossiping, drunk and giggling. I locked myself in a stall and leaned against the door, breathing hard.

What the fuck was I doing? I’d just let a stranger grope me on a dance floor. Had pressed back against his hard cock like I wanted it. Had gotten wet from the attention.

My hand slid under my dress, between my legs. My panties were soaked.

I needed release.

I hiked my dress up, pulled my panties aside, and touched my clit. The stall was small, cramped, smelling of cheap perfume and piss. Outside, girls chatted and laughed, oblivious.

I fingered myself desperately, biting my lip to stay quiet. Imagining the guy from the dance floor pushing me against a wall, hiking up my dress, sliding his cock inside me. Taking me roughly, publicly, claiming me.

The orgasm hit fast and hard. I shuddered, my pussy clenching around my fingers, muffling my moan against my forearm.

Golden energy flared briefly. Mana generation even from this quick, desperate climax.

Mana: 550/2000 (+50)

When I came down, I cleaned up with toilet paper and fixed my appearance. My reflection in the bathroom mirror was flushed, glassy-eyed, thoroughly debauched.

I looked like a girl who’d just gotten fingered in a club bathroom.

I looked like Emily.

I left Pulse without saying goodbye to Joe or looking for that guy. Took the subway home in a daze, the $120 tucked in my purse feeling heavier than it should.

Back in my dorm room, Vicky was already asleep. I stripped off the borrowed dress and heels, washed my face, and climbed into bed.

But sleep didn’t come easily.

I kept thinking about the money. $120 for two hours. Joe said cage dancing paid triple—$60 per hour instead of $20-30. That was $180 for a three-hour shift. $360 if I worked both Friday and Saturday.

And all I’d have to do was dance in a cage. No sex. No touching. Just… exhibitionism.

I pulled up my phone and checked Instagram, looking at the club’s account. Found videos of cage dancers—girls in tiny bikinis or lingerie, platforms boots, bodies oiled and shining, dancing and grinding in suspended cages above the crowd. Men below stared up, throwing bills.

It looked degrading. Objectifying. Reducing women to sexual objects for male consumption.

It also looked lucrative.

My phone buzzed. Jamal: You around? Been a while.

My pussy clenched. I’d avoided him since the clinic visit—too confused about what I was becoming, what I wanted.

But now, lying in bed aroused and conflicted, his text felt like an invitation to something I desperately needed.

Come over, I texted back.

His reply: 20 minutes.

I got up, threw on a tank top and shorts—no bra, no panties—and waited. When he texted that he was outside, I snuck down to let him in, hyperaware of every rule I was breaking. No overnight guests. Definitely no men in the girls’ dorm after midnight.

But fuck the rules.

In my room, Jamal pulled me into a kiss immediately—hungry, demanding. His hands roamed my body, finding no barriers under my thin clothes.

“Missed you,” he murmured against my lips.

“Missed this,” I corrected.

He grinned. “Honest. I like it.”

We made out intensely, his hands everywhere. When he reached between my legs and found how wet I was, he groaned.

“Let me taste you,” he murmured.

He pushed me back on my bed and buried his face between my thighs. His tongue found my clit immediately, licking and sucking with practiced skill. I came hard and fast, my hands in his hair, muffling my moans so Vicky wouldn’t wake.

Mana: 650/2000 (+100)

But when he started pulling down his sweats, I stopped him.

“Not tonight. The walls are thin. My roommate…” I gestured toward Vicky’s sleeping form.

He looked disappointed but nodded. “Rain check?”

“Definitely.” I meant it. My body was screaming for more, but Vicky’s warning about overnight guests echoed in my mind.

He left with a kiss and a promise, and I fell asleep with the taste of anticipation on my lips, already planning when I’d let him go further.

I lay in bed afterward, my body satisfied but my mind restless.

I’d made $120 tonight by looking pretty and smiling at strangers. I’d gotten groped on a dance floor and liked it. I’d masturbated in a public bathroom. I’d snuck a guy into my dorm and let him go down on me.

Emily’s life was accelerating. Choices were coming faster. And each one pulled me further from who Michael had been.

The question was: did I want to stop?

Or did I want to see how deep this rabbit hole went?

As I drifted off to sleep, I imagined myself in one of those cages—dancing, grinding, bodies writhing below me, bills floating through the air. Being watched. Being desired. Being paid for my body.

The image didn’t horrify me as much as it should have.

And that scared me more than anything.


Chapter 13: Katie’s Kiss

Day 52. Katie’s text came during my afternoon class: Study session tonight? My room? I have wine ;)

The winky face made my stomach flutter in a way I wasn’t ready to examine.

Sure. What time?

7? Bring your psych notes.

I showed up at her dorm room—floor 2, room 204—at exactly seven, my psychology textbook and notes tucked under my arm. Katie answered wearing yoga pants and an oversized NYU sweatshirt, her red hair pulled into a messy bun, glasses perched on her nose.

She looked adorable.

“Hey!” She pulled me into a quick hug. “Come in, come in. My roommate’s gone for the weekend so we have the place to ourselves.”

Her room was similar to mine—two beds, two desks, cramped but functional. The walls were covered with posters of bands I’d never heard of and photos of Katie with friends and family. Her desk was organized chaos: textbooks stacked, sticky notes everywhere, a laptop open to a half-finished essay.

“Wine?” She produced a bottle of cheap red from under her bed. “I know we’re underage but like… everyone drinks, right?”

“Right,” I agreed, even though Emily had only had alcohol once—at the nightclub. Michael had been a responsible adult who followed rules. Emily apparently wasn’t.

She poured us each a generous glass in mismatched mugs—no proper wine glasses. We clinked them together and drank. The wine was terrible, bitter and acidic, but the alcohol buzz started almost immediately on my empty stomach.

We settled on her bed with our textbooks, attempting to study for our upcoming psychology exam. But within twenty minutes, we’d abandoned the pretense and were just talking—about classes, professors, campus gossip, the usual college girl chatter.

Katie was easy to talk to. Genuine. Sweet in a way that felt rare. She laughed easily, her nose crinkling, and touched my arm for emphasis when making a point.

I found myself relaxing in a way I hadn’t since the transformation. With Katie, I could almost pretend to be normal.

“So,” she said after we’d both finished our first glass of wine and she was pouring seconds, “have you hooked up with anyone here yet?”

The question caught me off guard. “Um. Define hooked up.”

“You know.” She gestured vaguely, blushing. “Sex. Making out. Whatever.”

“There’s a guy. Jamal. We’ve… done stuff.” I kept it vague.

“Ooh.” Katie’s eyes widened with interest. “Details?”

“Just sex. Casual. Nothing serious.” My face was hot despite the wine.

“Was it good?”

“Yeah. Really good, actually.” The admission felt strange. Talking about sex with a girlfriend, like this was normal girl talk. Which I guess it was.

“I’m so jealous.” Katie sighed, flopping back on her bed. “I’m still a virgin. I feel like the last one on campus.”

“You’re not.” The lie came automatically. “I was too, until recently.”

“Really?” She rolled onto her side to face me, propping her head on her hand. “How was it? Your first time?”

I thought about the machine. The stretch. The pain-pleasure of being penetrated. “Intense. Scary at first. Then… really, really good.”

“I want that.” Her voice was soft. “But I’m nervous. About not knowing what I’m doing. About it hurting. About… everything.”

“It’s okay to be nervous.” I set down my mug and lay beside her, mirroring her position. We were close now, our faces maybe a foot apart. “The right person will make it good.”

“How do you know when it’s the right person?”

“You just… know. You feel it.”

Her eyes searched mine. Green, flecked with gold, earnest and open. “Do you feel things? Like… for people?”

My heart started pounding. “Yeah. I do.”

“What kind of people?”

The question hung between us, loaded with meaning I wasn’t sure I was ready to unpack.

“Different people,” I said carefully. “Guys. But also…”

“Girls?” Katie whispered.

“Maybe. I don’t know. I’m still figuring it out.”

“Me too.” She bit her lip, a nervous gesture that drew my attention to her mouth. Full lips, slightly chapped, the bottom one caught between white teeth. “I’ve thought about it. About girls. Is that weird?”

“Not weird.” My voice had gone husky. “Totally normal.”

“Have you ever…?” She didn’t finish the question but I understood what she was asking.

“No. Not with a girl. But I’ve thought about it.”

“Yeah?” Her hand moved—just slightly, but enough that her fingers brushed mine where they rested on the bed between us. “What do you think about?”

I should’ve pulled back. Should’ve changed the subject, suggested we actually study, made an excuse to leave.

Instead, I closed the distance between us.

The kiss started soft. Tentative. My lips barely brushing hers, testing, questioning. Katie made a small sound—surprise or pleasure, I couldn’t tell—and then she was kissing me back.

Her lips were softer than Jamal’s. Gentler. The kiss tasted like cheap wine and something sweeter, something uniquely Katie. No stubble to scratch my face, no aggressive dominance. Just softness and warmth and exploration.

I pulled back after a moment, breathless. “Was that okay?”

“Yeah.” Katie’s eyes were dark, pupils dilated. “Can we… do it again?”

This time I kissed her harder. My hand came up to cup her cheek, angling her head for better access. Our mouths opened, tongues meeting tentatively. The sensation was electric—different from kissing Jamal, but not less. Just… different.

Katie’s hand found my waist, pulling me closer. Our bodies pressed together on the narrow dorm bed, breasts touching through our clothes. The contact made my nipples harden immediately.

We kissed for long minutes, learning each other. Katie tasted like wine and nervousness and forbidden desire. Her tongue was shy at first, then bolder, exploring my mouth with growing confidence. When I sucked on her bottom lip, she moaned—a soft, needy sound that made my pussy clench.

My hand slid from her face to her neck, then lower. Over her sweatshirt, I cupped her breast—small but firm, the nipple a hard point against my palm. Katie gasped into my mouth and arched into the touch.

“Is this okay?” I asked against her lips.

“Yes. God, yes.” Her voice was breathless.

I squeezed gently, testing her response. Katie whimpered and her hand moved to my breast, mimicking my action. Through my tank top and bra, I felt her fingers exploring, learning my shape, finding my nipple and circling it.

Pleasure sparked through me. Having another woman touch my breasts felt different than when Jamal did it—more intimate somehow, like she understood what felt good because she had breasts too.

We kissed and touched over our clothes, both of us breathing hard, arousal building between us. I slid my hand under Katie’s sweatshirt, found warm skin and the band of her sports bra. She lifted slightly, giving me access, and I pushed the bra up to touch her bare breast.

Her skin was silky soft. The breast fit perfectly in my palm, nipple hard as a pebble. I rolled it between my fingers and Katie moaned loudly, her hips jerking.

“Emily,” she gasped. “That feels—oh god—”

I kissed down her neck, sucking at her pulse point while I played with her breast. Katie’s hands were in my hair, gripping tight, holding me against her. Her body writhed beneath mine, seeking more contact, more friction.

My other hand slid down her side, over her hip, to her thigh. The yoga pants were thin—I could feel the heat of her skin through them. I traced higher, slowly, giving her time to stop me.

She didn’t stop me.

When my hand reached the apex of her thighs, I cupped her pussy through her pants. Even through the fabric, I could feel heat. Wetness.

Katie cried out, her hips bucking into my hand. “Fuck—sorry—I just—”

“Don’t apologize.” I rubbed her gently through her pants, feeling her respond. “This is good. You feel good.”

“You too.” Her hand moved from my hair to my body, trailing down my side to my hip. I was wearing a skirt—easy access. When her fingers slipped under the hem and touched my thigh, I shivered.

“Can I?” she whispered.

“Please.”

Her hand moved higher, up my inner thigh, fingers trembling with nervousness and excitement. When she reached my panties and touched the soaked fabric, we both gasped.

“You’re so wet,” Katie breathed, awed.

“You’re touching me. Of course I’m wet.”

She rubbed me through my panties, tentative at first, then with more confidence as I moaned encouragement. Her fingers found my clit through the fabric and circled it. Pleasure shot through me, sharp and intense.

I pressed harder against her pussy, grinding my palm against her clit. Katie whimpered and spread her legs wider, her hips rocking into my hand. We found a rhythm—touching each other, kissing sloppily, gasping against each other’s mouths.

Katie’s fingers pushed my panties aside. Touched bare skin. Slid over my wet pussy lips, exploring. I was dripping, arousal coating her fingers as she discovered my anatomy.

“You’re so soft,” she whispered. “And so wet. Is this all for me?”

“Yes.” The word came out as a moan.

She found my clit—direct contact this time—and rubbed it in small circles. I was so turned on, so sensitive, that the orgasm was already building. My hips rocked against her hand, seeking more pressure, more friction.

“Katie—fuck—I’m going to—”

Her finger slipped lower, to my entrance. Pressed inside just slightly.

I came.

The orgasm crashed through me, my pussy clenching around her fingertip, my clit pulsing under her touch. I cried out, burying my face in her neck to muffle the sound, my whole body shaking with the intensity.

Golden energy flared—visible even in the dim dorm lighting.

Katie pulled her hand back immediately, eyes wide. “What was that? Did you just—did you glow?”

Fuck. She’d seen the mana.

“I—” My mind raced for an explanation. “I don’t know. Sometimes when I cum really hard, I see colors. It’s a synesthesia thing.” The lie was terrible but she seemed to buy it.

“That was amazing,” Katie breathed. “You’re amazing.”

We lay there for a moment, both breathing hard, my orgasm fading. Katie’s hand was still under my skirt, resting on my thigh. My hand was still on her breast.

Then reality crashed in.

We’d just made out. Touched each other. I’d cum from another girl’s fingers.

Katie seemed to realize it at the same time. Her face flushed deep red. “Oh my god. We just—did we just—”

“Yeah.” I carefully removed my hand from her breast, smoothing down her bra and sweatshirt. “We did.”

“Was that okay?” Her voice was small, uncertain.

“More than okay.” I touched her face gently. “That was really, really good.”

“I liked it.” She bit her lip. “I want to do it again. But I’m also kind of freaking out because I’ve never done that before and I don’t know what this means and—”

I kissed her to stop the spiral. Soft and sweet this time, reassuring. “It means we’re figuring things out. Together. No labels, no pressure. Okay?”

“Okay.” She smiled tentatively. “So… next time?”

“Next time.” I climbed off the bed, straightening my clothes. My panties were soaked, my pussy still throbbing from the orgasm. “I should probably go. Before we… before things go further.”

“Yeah. Probably smart.” She walked me to the door, then grabbed my wrist before I could leave. “Emily? Thank you. For… this. For not making it weird.”

“It’s not weird. It’s just us.” I kissed her one more time, tasting wine and possibility. “Text me?”

“Definitely.”

I walked back to my dorm in a daze. The hallways were quiet—most people out at parties or bars on a Saturday night. I made it to my room without seeing anyone, which was good because I probably looked thoroughly fucked.

Vicky was gone—another night shift at whatever job she had. I stripped off my clothes and examined myself in the mirror.

My lips were swollen from kissing. My nipples were hard. My pussy was still wet, Katie’s touch lingering on my skin.

I looked like a girl who’d just made out with her friend. Who’d been brought to orgasm by another woman’s fingers.

I looked like Emily discovering she was attracted to both genders.

The realization should’ve been shocking. Michael had been straight—100% into women. But Emily’s body didn’t have those limitations. It responded to touch, to pleasure, to desire regardless of the source.

I was bisexual. Or pansexual. Or just… sexual.

A succubus.

I touched myself that night thinking about Katie—her soft lips, her shy fingers, the way she’d gasped when I touched her breast. But I also thought about Jamal—his strong hands, his hungry kisses, what it might feel like when we finally went further.

I wanted both. Needed both.

Mana: 1100/2000 (+300 from Katie, +50 from masturbation)

The power app showed my stats had updated:

Sexual Partners: 1 (Katie) Orgasms (Total): 45 Magic Level: 12

One partner. Female. And I wanted more—from both genders.

I fell asleep with my hand between my legs, my mind spinning with possibilities and desire and the lingering taste of Katie’s lips.

Tomorrow I’d deal with the implications. Tonight, I was just a girl who’d discovered that pleasure came in many forms.

And I was eager to explore them all.


Chapter 14: The Sex Shop Encounter

Day 54. Sunday afternoon, no classes, restless energy buzzing under my skin. I’d been avoiding Katie since our makeout session two days ago—not out of regret, but because I didn’t know what to say. What we were now. What I wanted.

So instead of dealing with complex emotions, I did what any confused college student would do: I wandered the city aimlessly.

I ended up in the West Village, the streets narrow and tree-lined, brownstones and boutiques everywhere. The neighborhood had character—rainbow flags, artsy cafes, vintage shops. It felt bohemian, accepting, the kind of place where anything goes.

Which is probably why I wasn’t surprised when I stumbled across the sex shop.

The Pleasure Chest announced itself in discrete lettering above a black-painted storefront. The windows were tinted, but I could see silhouettes of mannequins in provocative poses. A small sign said “18+ Only.”

I should’ve kept walking. Should’ve found a coffee shop or headed back to campus.

Instead, I pushed open the door.

Inside was larger than I expected—well-lit, clean, organized like a boutique rather than the seedy back-alley place I’d imagined. The walls were lined with merchandise: lingerie, leather harnesses, handcuffs, whips, paddles. One section was entirely dildos and vibrators in every imaginable size and shape.

Soft electronic music played. The air smelled like leather and something faintly sweet—scented candles, maybe.

An employee at the counter—a woman with purple hair and multiple piercings—glanced up and smiled. “Let me know if you need help finding anything.”

“Just browsing,” I managed, my face already hot.

I wandered deeper into the store, simultaneously fascinated and mortified. The lingerie section featured things I’d never imagined wearing: crotchless panties, nipple pasties, leather corsets. The bondage section was extensive—ropes, chains, blindfolds, gags.

But what drew my attention was the dildo wall.

Dozens of them. Hundreds, maybe. Organized by size, from demure 4-inch models to absolutely monstrous 12+ inch beasts that looked impossible. They came in every color: pink, purple, black, realistic flesh tones. Some were smooth, others ridged or beaded. A few had suction cups at the base.

I found myself gravitating toward the larger ones, studying them with academic curiosity mixed with genuine arousal. Could I take something that big? Jamal was 8 inches—I’d managed that. But some of these were easily 10, 11, 12 inches long and proportionally thick.

My pussy clenched just looking at them.

“Shopping for something specific?”

The voice came from behind me—low, purring, laced with amusement.

I turned and nearly gasped.

The woman standing there was stunning. Late twenties, maybe thirty, with rich dark brown skin that glowed under the shop lights. Her natural black hair was styled in intricate braids that cascaded over one shoulder. Dark brown eyes assessed me with an intensity that made me feel naked despite being fully clothed.

She wore a black leather jacket over a tight white tank top, dark jeans that hugged impressive curves, and heeled boots that brought her to about 5’9”. Everything about her screamed confidence, power, dominance.

I felt like prey facing a predator.

“I—just looking,” I stammered.

“Mm.” She moved closer, circling me slowly like she was examining a piece of art. Or a meal. “You’re new to this, aren’t you? I can tell. The way you’re blushing. The way you can’t quite meet my eyes.”

I forced myself to look at her. Big mistake. Her gaze was magnetic, commanding. I looked away almost immediately.

She laughed—rich and knowing. “Yeah. Definitely new.” She gestured to the large dildos I’d been examining. “Curious about size, or just window shopping?”

“Curious, I guess.” My voice was barely above a whisper.

“Have you been with anyone larger than…” she sized me up, “…nine inches?”

My face burned. “No. How did you—”

“I can read people. It’s a gift.” She picked up one of the massive dildos—at least 10 inches long and intimidatingly thick. “This is what you’re looking at. Wondering if you could take it. Wondering what it would feel like to be stretched that full.”

I couldn’t breathe. She was describing exactly what I’d been thinking.

“The answer is yes, by the way. You could take it. With patience, preparation, and the right… encouragement.” She set the dildo down and focused entirely on me. “What’s your name?”

“Emily.”

“Emily.” She repeated it like she was tasting it. “I’m Zola. And Emily, I think you and I have something in common.”

“What’s that?”

“You’re a natural submissive. You just don’t know it yet.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. Submissive. The label should’ve been insulting. Should’ve made me defensive.

Instead, it resonated. Deep. True.

“I don’t—I’m not—” I couldn’t even finish the denial.

“It’s okay.” Zola’s smile was predatory but not unkind. “Most people don’t realize what they are until someone points it out. But I see it in you. The way you won’t hold eye contact. The way your breathing changed when I got close. The way you’re squeezing your thighs together right now because you’re turned on by this conversation.”

I was squeezing my thighs together. And I was turned on—my pussy was wet, my nipples hard against my bra.

“What do you want from me?” I asked, my voice shaking.

“Nothing. Yet.” She pulled a card from her jacket pocket and handed it to me. Black card stock with gold lettering: Zola - 801.

“That’s my dorm room number. NYU, eighth floor. I’m a junior there, just like you’re a freshman. I like to teach people about themselves. About what they need. What they crave.” She leaned in close, her lips nearly brushing my ear. “I think you need to be taught, Emily. And I’d very much enjoy teaching you.”

“Teaching me what?”

“How to submit. How to let go. How to find pleasure in surrender.” She pulled back, her eyes dark with promise. “But only if you’re willing. Only if you come to me of your own choice. I don’t take unwilling students.”

“I don’t know if I—”

“You will.” She said it with absolute certainty. “When you’re ready. When the curiosity becomes too much. When you realize that vanilla sex isn’t enough anymore.” She gestured to the card. “Room 801. Eighth floor. Come find me when you’re ready to call me Mistress.”

Then she walked away, her heels clicking on the polished floor, hips swaying with deliberate sexuality. She didn’t look back.

I stood there trembling, the card clutched in my hand, my pussy throbbing with need I didn’t fully understand.

Mistress. She wanted me to call her Mistress.

The idea should’ve been ridiculous. Degrading. Wrong.

But it made me wetter than I’d been in days.

I forced myself to move, to continue browsing like nothing had happened. My hands shook as I selected a dildo—not one of the massive ones Zola had pointed out, but a modest 6-inch model in purple silicone. Something small. Safe. Not too intimidating.

At the counter, the purple-haired employee rang me up without comment or judgment. “First toy?”

“Yeah,” I admitted.

“Nice choice. Good for beginners. Use lots of lube and go slow.” She bagged it discretely in a plain black bag. “Have fun.”

I walked back to campus in a daze, the bag feeling like it weighed a hundred pounds. Zola’s card was in my pocket, seeming to burn against my thigh.

Room 801. Eighth floor.

I lived on the third floor. The eighth floor might as well have been another planet.

Back in my room, Vicky was gone again. I locked the door, pulled out the dildo, and stared at it for a long moment.

It was smaller than Jamal. Smaller than the machine had been. But it was mine. Something I’d bought specifically to fuck myself with.

I stripped naked and lay on my bed, the dildo in one hand, lube in the other. My pussy was already wet from the encounter with Zola, from the lingering arousal that had followed me home.

I lubed the purple toy thoroughly, then spread my legs wide. Pressed the rounded tip against my entrance.

As it slid inside—smooth, cool, filling me inch by inch—I imagined Zola watching. Standing at the foot of my bed, arms crossed, dark eyes assessing my performance.

“Deeper,” imaginary Zola commanded. “Take it all.”

I pushed the dildo fully inside, gasping at the fullness. Then I started fucking myself with it, slow at first, then faster. My free hand found my clit, rubbing frantically.

In my mind, Zola was there. Directing me. Telling me what a good girl I was. How pretty I looked getting fucked. How much better it would be when she was the one controlling the toy, using my body for her pleasure.

The orgasm built fast and hit hard. I cried out as my pussy clenched around the dildo, waves of pleasure radiating from my core. The fantasy of Zola’s approval pushed me over the edge into a mind-blowing climax.

Golden-purple energy blazed, the mana generation visible even with my eyes squeezed shut.

Mana: 1400/2000 (+300)

When I came down, I pulled the dildo out slowly, my pussy still twitching with aftershocks. The toy was slick with my arousal, glistening in the dim light.

I’d just masturbated while fantasizing about a dominant woman I’d met in a sex shop. A woman who’d instantly identified me as submissive. Who’d invited me to visit her so she could “teach” me.

Michael would’ve been horrified by all of this.

But Emily… Emily was intrigued. Aroused. Curious about what Zola meant by “teaching.” What being submissive really meant.

I cleaned the dildo carefully and hid it in my drawer under some clothes. Then I pulled out Zola’s card and stared at it.

Zola - 801

The eighth floor. I could take the elevator. Walk down the hall. Knock on her door.

But not tonight. Not yet.

I needed to think about this. About what I wanted. About whether I was ready to explore this new side of myself—the submissive side that Zola had so easily identified.

I fell asleep with the card on my nightstand, my pussy still throbbing from the orgasm, and dreams of leather and chains and a commanding voice telling me I was a good girl.

The next morning, I checked my power app out of habit.

Mana: 1400/2000 Magic Level: 15 (increased from 12) Arousal: 60 (elevated from Zola encounter) Sexual Partners: 1 (Katie) Orgasms (Total): 47

New Status: Awakening (Submission Interest Detected)

That last line was new. The app was tracking my psychology now, identifying patterns. It knew I was interested in submission before I’d fully admitted it to myself.

Magic was invasive. Insightful. Uncomfortable.

But also incredibly useful.

I put the card in my wallet, not quite ready to throw it away but not ready to use it either. Zola had said I’d come when I was ready.

Maybe she was right.

Maybe I just needed time to accept what I was becoming. Not just a woman. Not just a succubus. Not just a bisexual experimenting with her sexuality.

But a submissive. Someone who craved dominance. Who found pleasure in surrender.

The thought was terrifying.

It was also the most arousing thing I’d felt in days.

Room 801, I thought. When I’m ready.

But how would I know when I was ready?

I suspected Zola was counting on that uncertainty. Counting on curiosity and arousal to eventually drive me to her door.

And fuck, she was probably right.

Because even as I tried to go about my normal day—classes, meals, homework—part of my mind was already in that dorm room on the eighth floor. Already kneeling. Already calling her Mistress.

It was only a matter of time.


Chapter 15: Vicky’s Secret

Day 56. Saturday afternoon, I was sprawled on my bed doing homework when Vicky came home early—2 PM instead of her usual 3 AM return. She looked exhausted, dark circles under her grey eyes, her light brown hair tangled.

She dropped her purse on her desk—I heard the jingle of coins and rustle of bills—and went straight to the bathroom. The shower ran for forty minutes.

When she emerged, wrapped in a towel, she found me watching her.

“What?” she asked defensively.

“Where do you work?” I asked directly. No more dancing around it.

She froze. “I told you. I work nights at a—”

“Don’t lie to me, Vicky. We’ve been roommates for almost two months. I’m not stupid.” I closed my textbook. “You leave at 2 PM and come back after 3 AM. You carry cash. You shower for half an hour like you’re washing something off. You’re exhausted every morning. And you won’t tell me where you actually work.”

Her eyes filled with tears. “I… I walk around. The city. At night.”

“That’s not an answer.”

She sat on her bed, shoulders slumping. For a long moment, she said nothing. Then: “Fine. You want the truth? I work at a nightclub. As a… waitress. Serving drinks. That’s all.”

The lie was transparent. But I recognized the fear in her eyes—fear of judgment, of rejection, of being seen as less than human.

“Okay,” I said gently. “A waitress. That’s hard work.”

Relief flooded her face. “Yeah. It is. The hours suck and the customers are… demanding. But the tips are good. I need the money for tuition.”

We sat in silence for a moment. I wanted to push, wanted to ask the real questions. But Vicky wasn’t ready to tell me. And maybe I wasn’t ready to hear it.

“Want to study together?” I offered instead. “I’m stuck on this psychology chapter.”

“Sure.” She dressed quickly and joined me on my bed, textbooks spread between us.

We worked in comfortable silence for an hour. Vicky was smart—helping me understand concepts I’d been struggling with, explaining things clearly. It was nice. Normal. Two college roommates studying together like nothing was wrong.

Then she said, out of nowhere: “Listen, Emily. I need to tell you something important.”

My stomach tightened. “Okay.”

“The RA on our floor? She’s a total hardass about dorm policies. Especially about male overnight visitors.” Vicky met my eyes seriously. “I know you’ve had Jamal over. Late at night. I don’t judge—I really don’t. But other people do. Our neighbors have complained about noise. About seeing guys leaving your room in the morning.”

My face burned. “I didn’t think anyone noticed.”

“Everyone notices everything in dorms. Thin walls, gossipy students, RAs who want to enforce rules to feel important.” She touched my hand. “I’m telling you this as a friend: be careful. If you get written up too many times for policy violations, they’ll evict you. And finding an apartment in Manhattan with no rental history, no job, no references? You’d need like five thousand dollars upfront—first month, last month, security deposit. That’s not easy money.”

Five thousand dollars. I had maybe $1,500 left from Vanessa’s initial $2,000, after food and books and supplies.

“I’ll be more careful,” I promised.

“Good.” She squeezed my hand. “Because I’d really hate to lose you as a roommate. You’re one of the only people here who doesn’t treat me like shit.”

The vulnerability in her voice made my chest ache. “You’re a good roommate too. And a good friend.”

She smiled—tired but genuine. “Thanks, Emi.”

We returned to studying, but the warning lingered in my mind. Be careful about overnight guests. Don’t get evicted. Five thousand dollars to move out.

I pushed the thought away. I’d be fine. I’d just have to be quieter with Jamal. More discrete.

That evening, after Vicky left for her “waitress” shift, I lay on my bed thinking about everything she’d said. About the money. About the apartment costs. About how precarious my situation actually was.

Vanessa had set me up with a dorm room and $2,000. But beyond that? I was on my own. No parents to call for money. No safety net. Just a fake identity and a body that generated magical power through orgasms.

My phone buzzed. Katie: Want to hang out tomorrow? Maybe we could… talk about what happened?

The kiss. The touching. The near-orgasm from her fingers on my wet panties.

Sure, I texted back. Your room?

Yes! 2 PM?

See you then.

I set my phone aside and stared at the ceiling. My life was getting complicated: magic rituals with Vanessa, sexual tension with Katie, submission curiosity about Zola, unfinished tension with Jamal, work at the nightclub, financial pressure mounting, and now warnings about eviction.

And underneath it all, the growing awareness that I was changing. Emily was becoming more real, more dominant in my mind. Michael felt distant—a memory of someone else’s life.

I pulled up the power app to check my status.

Mana: 1400/2000 Magic Level: 15 Bank Balance: $1,547 Sexual Partners: 1 (Katie) Orgasms (Total): 48

Nearly two months as Emily. Nearly two months of learning to be female, of experiencing sexuality in a completely new way, of navigating a world that saw me as prey and object and potential conquest all at once.

I touched myself that night, thinking about everything that had happened. About Vanessa’s machine fucking my ass. About Dr. Patel’s fingers in my pussy. About Katie’s soft lips. About what Jamal’s cock might feel like when I finally let him inside me.

About Zola’s commanding presence and the card she’d given me: Room 801.

When I came, it was quiet and controlled. A rolling orgasm rather than an explosion. My mana climbed.

Mana: 1500/2000 (+100)

Tomorrow I’d deal with Katie. With whatever was building between us.

But tonight, I was just Emily: a college student with growing magical power, mounting financial pressure, and a body that was teaching her things Michael had never known.

The transformation wasn’t just physical anymore. It was mental. Emotional. Sexual.

And I was starting to wonder if I’d ever want to go back—even if reversal was possible.

Because despite everything—the confusion, the vulnerability, the fear—there was something intoxicating about being Emily. About being desired. About having power that Michael never possessed.

I fell asleep with Vicky’s warning echoing in my mind: Five thousand dollars. Be careful. Don’t get evicted.

I’d be careful.

I had to be.

Because I was just starting to figure out who Emily was. And I wasn’t ready to lose that yet.


Chapter 16: Third Magic Ritual - Vaginal

Day 58. A couple of days later, my mana had climbed back to 1500 through a combination of desperate masturbation sessions and fantasizing about what was to come. The power app pinged with Vanessa’s message: Ready for lesson three?

Yes, I texted back. When?

Today. 4 PM. This one’s big, Emi. Literally.

My stomach fluttered with nervous anticipation. Big. What did that mean?

I arrived at the lab exactly on time, the familiar tingle of wards washing over me as I passed through the entrance. Vanessa met me in the ritual room—the same space where the anal machine had violated me two weeks ago.

But the equipment was different today.

The mechanical arm was positioned differently, angled for a different target. And the dildo attached to it was larger—chrome and gleaming, at least eight inches long and proportionally thick. Definitely bigger than the anal one had been.

My pussy clenched just looking at it.

“You’re staring,” Vanessa said with amusement. “Nervous?”

“Should I be?”

She circled me slowly, appraising. “That depends. How do you feel about losing your virginity to a machine?”

The question hit me like a physical blow. “My virginity? But I thought the anal ritual already…”

“Anal doesn’t count as virginity in the traditional sense.” Vanessa’s expression was serious. “Your hymen is intact. You haven’t had vaginal penetration yet. This ritual requires vaginal penetration—deep, sustained, intense. Which means breaking it. Permanently.”

I stared at the chrome dildo. Eight inches. Thick. Designed to fuck me, to take my virginity, to make me a woman in the most fundamental way.

“I could save it,” I said slowly. “For someone. A real person.”

“You could. Virginity has value—especially for someone with your looks. You could sell it to a high-paying client for premium price. Or give it to someone special. Or…” Vanessa gestured to the machine, “…you could lose it here. Privately. No performance, no judgment, just you and the machine. Your choice, your control.”

The options spun through my mind. Selling my virginity felt mercenary but practical—Michael’s business brain recognized the financial opportunity. Giving it to someone I cared about felt romantic but risky—who did I care about enough? Jamal was casual. Katie was experimenting. Zola would make it degrading.

The machine was… safe. Private. Mine.

“Break it,” I decided. “I want to experience this without having to perform for someone. Without pretending I’m enjoying something I’m not sure about. The machine won’t judge me. Won’t expect me to be good at it. It’ll just… fuck me.”

Vanessa’s smile was approving. “Smart choice. And honestly? Your first time should be about your experience. Learning your body. Understanding what penetration feels like. Save the performance sex for when you know what you’re doing.”

She activated a control panel and the ritual circle on the floor began to glow. “Strip completely. Then lie on the table, back down, feet in the stirrups. I’ll position the machine.”

My hands shook as I undressed. This was different from the other rituals—more intimate somehow. More vulnerable. I was about to lose my virginity to a fucking machine for magical power.

Michael would’ve been horrified.

But Emily? Emily was curious. Nervous. Aroused.

I climbed onto the padded ritual table and lay back, the surface cool against my bare skin. Vanessa guided my feet into the stirrups—metal and leather, adjustable. She spread them wide, wider than felt comfortable, until my pussy was completely exposed.

“Too much?” she asked.

“No. It’s… fine.” My voice was barely audible.

“Good.” She adjusted the mechanical arm, bringing the chrome dildo into position between my spread legs. The cold metal touched my inner thigh and I shivered. “I’m going to lube you first. The machine is self-lubricating but you need extra for the first penetration.”

Her gloved fingers spread cool lube over my pussy lips, coating them thoroughly. Then one finger slipped inside my entrance, finding the intact hymen and pressing against it gently.

“There it is. Feel that resistance?”

“Yes.”

“That’s what’s breaking today. It’ll hurt for maybe five seconds, then the pain fades and pleasure takes over. Your body is designed for penetration—the hymen is just a membrane. Once it’s gone, you’ll never feel that particular pain again.” She withdrew her finger and positioned the dildo at my entrance. “Ready?”

“No. But do it anyway.”

Vanessa smiled. “Brave girl.” She initiated the ritual.

The runes on the walls blazed to life. Purple-pink mist rose from the floor vents, filling the room with that intoxicating arousing scent. My body responded immediately—nipples hardening, pussy clenching, arousal spiking from zero to sixty in seconds.

The ritual magic was preparing me. Making me want this.

“Beginning penetration,” Vanessa announced. “Slow speed. The machine will push forward until it’s fully seated, then begin thrusting. Breathe through it.”

The chrome dildo pressed against my entrance. Cool. Smooth. Unyielding.

Then it pushed inside.

The initial stretch was strange rather than painful—my pussy opening around the rounded tip, the lube making entry easier. One inch. Two inches. The fullness was growing, the invasion undeniable.

Then the dildo hit my hymen.

Pressure. Resistance. The membrane holding against the mechanical force.

And then it tore.

Sharp pain lanced through me—not agony, but a distinct ripping sensation that made me gasp and grip the table edges. The dildo pushed through the broken barrier, blood and arousal mixing, and drove deeper into my virgin pussy.

Three inches. Four. Five.

The pain was fading already, replaced by intense pressure and strange pleasure. My pussy was being opened, stretched, filled in a way Michael’s body never could have comprehended.

Six inches. Seven.

“Almost there,” Vanessa murmured. Her voice was thick with arousal. “Just one more inch.”

The dildo pushed fully inside—eight inches of chrome buried in my pussy, my body completely impaled. I felt impossibly full, stretched beyond what seemed anatomically possible. The tip pressed against something deep inside me—my cervix, maybe—and the pressure was overwhelming.

“There,” Vanessa breathed. “You’re not a virgin anymore, Emily. How does it feel?”

“Full,” I managed. “So fucking full.”

“Good. Now comes the actual ritual.”

The machine began to thrust.

Slowly at first—withdrawing two inches, then pressing back in. The friction was incredible. My pussy clenched around the moving shaft, trying to hold it, to keep it inside. Blood and arousal mixed, coating the chrome, making obscene wet sounds with each stroke.

The rhythm increased. Three-inch strokes now, faster. The machine was fucking me—really, truly fucking me—and my body was responding instinctively.

My hips lifted to meet the thrusts. My back arched off the table. Moans escaped my throat—desperate, needy sounds I couldn’t control.

“That’s it,” Vanessa encouraged. “Let your body teach you. Female bodies are designed for this. Designed to be penetrated, filled, fucked. Your pussy knows what to do even if your mind doesn’t.”

The machine fucked me harder. Faster. Four-inch strokes, then five. Nearly pulling completely out before slamming back inside. The chrome shaft was a blur, pounding my newly-opened pussy with mechanical precision and inhuman stamina.

I was being fucked harder than any human could manage. Perfectly rhythmic. Relentless. No breaks, no mercy, no stopping until the ritual was complete.

The pleasure built with each thrust. That spot deep inside—the G-spot that Dr. Patel had found—was being hammered repeatedly. My clit throbbed, neglected but sending sparks of sensation through my core with every impact as my pussy lips stretched around the thick shaft.

“Touch yourself,” Vanessa commanded. “Rub your clit. You’ll cum harder.”

I obeyed without thinking. My right hand flew to my clit, fingers finding the sensitive nub and rubbing frantically. The combined stimulation—internal pounding plus external friction—was devastating.

The orgasm built fast. Too fast. I wasn’t ready for how intense it would be.

“I’m going to—fuck—I’m—”

“Cum for me,” Vanessa demanded. “Give me all that power. Now.”

The orgasm detonated.

My pussy clamped down on the thrusting dildo, spasming violently around the chrome shaft. Pleasure exploded from my core, radiating outward in waves that made my entire body convulse. I screamed—raw and primal—as the machine kept fucking me through the climax, prolonging it, intensifying it beyond anything I’d ever experienced.

And the mana erupted.

Golden-purple energy blazed from my body in a supernova of power. The talisman fragment in Vanessa’s hand flared so brightly it was painful to look at. The air crackled with magical discharge. The runes on the walls pulsed in synchronization with my spasming pussy.

The machine slowed. Stopped. The dildo held deep inside me for one final moment, then slowly withdrew.

The emptiness was shocking. My pussy gaped, stretched wide, twitching and leaking a mixture of blood and clear arousal fluid. I could feel air touching my inner walls—an impossible, bizarre sensation.

I’d just been fucked. Really, truly fucked.

Not by a person. By a machine. But fucked nonetheless.

And I’d come harder than I’d ever imagined possible.

I lay gasping on the table, my body limp with exhaustion and satisfaction. Between my legs, blood stained my thighs—evidence of the broken hymen, the lost virginity.

Vanessa set down the blazing talisman fragment and approached, her face flushed and her breathing heavy. “Jesus, Emily. That was… that was extraordinary. The amount of power you generated…” She trailed off, staring at me with dark, hungry eyes.

“Did I do good?” The question came out small, vulnerable.

“You did perfect.” She helped me sit up slowly, supporting my back. “How do you feel?”

“Sore. Stretched. Empty.” I looked down at the blood on my thighs. “Not a virgin anymore.”

“No. You’re a woman now. Completely.” Vanessa handed me a warm, damp cloth. “Clean yourself up. Then we’ll do the spell lessons.”

I wiped away the blood and fluid, the cloth coming away stained pink. My pussy was tender, swollen, sensitive. When I prodded gently, I could feel the slight tear where my hymen had been. Could feel how open I was now.

I’d been penetrated. Fucked. Opened.

There was no going back from this.

Vanessa gave me a robe to wear while she taught the spells. Two new ones:

Invisibility - A concealment spell. Cost 600 mana. Makes you invisible for sixty seconds—enough time to escape any dangerous situation undetected.

Greater Cure Wounds - Advanced healing. Cost 1500 mana. Could heal anything short of death—deep cuts, broken bones, severe injuries. Far more powerful than the basic Cure Wounds spell.

I practiced both under her guidance, feeling the mana flow through my body, shaping it with will and gesture. Magic felt more natural now, like my body was learning the language fluently.

“You’re progressing faster than expected,” Vanessa observed. “Most mages take years to reach your level. You’ve done it in two months.”

“Because of the orgasms?”

“Partly. But also because you’re adapting quickly. Accepting what you are. The transformation isn’t just physical for you—it’s complete. Mental. Spiritual.” She studied me with those penetrating green eyes. “You don’t think of yourself as Michael anymore, do you?”

The question stopped me cold. Did I?

“Sometimes I remember being him. In dreams. Flashes of memories before the block kicks in. But when I’m awake?” I touched my breasts through the robe, felt the familiar weight and sensitivity. “I’m Emily. This body is mine. These experiences are mine. Michael feels like… someone else. Someone I used to know.”

“That’s healthy. Dwelling on what you’ve lost will drive you mad.” Vanessa touched my shoulder gently. “You’re Emily now. And Emily is powerful, beautiful, magical. She has a future. Michael… Michael is gone. Mourn him if you need to, but don’t try to resurrect him.”

“I’m not sure I want to,” I admitted. The words felt like betrayal. Michael had a wife. A daughter. A life he’d loved.

But Emily had power. Freedom. Sexuality Michael had never experienced. Magic Michael couldn’t have dreamed of.

Which life was real? Which one mattered more?

“Go home,” Vanessa said gently. “Rest. Your body needs to recover from today. Apply this salve tonight—it’ll help with the soreness.” She handed me a small jar of healing gel. “And Emily? Next time we meet, bring 2500+ mana. The fourth ritual is… significantly more intense. You’ll need to be ready.”

“More intense than losing my virginity to a machine?”

She smiled wickedly. “Much more intense. But I think you’ll enjoy it.”

I dressed slowly, every movement reminding me of the stretch and soreness between my legs. My panties felt foreign against my opened pussy. When I walked, I could feel the lingering emptiness, the way my body had been changed.

The subway ride home was surreal. I sat among normal people—students, workers, tourists—and wondered if they could tell. Could they see that I’d just lost my virginity to a magical dildo machine? That my pussy was still tender from being mechanically fucked?

Of course they couldn’t. I looked like any other college girl going home after a long day.

But I felt different. Transformed in a way that went beyond the initial gender change.

Back in my room, I examined myself in the full-length mirror on the closet door.

My face was flushed, my lips swollen from biting them during the ritual. My hair was tousled, wild. My body showed the signs of what had happened—slightly swollen breasts from arousal, a pink flush across my chest and stomach, and between my legs…

I lifted my skirt and pulled my panties aside. My pussy looked different. Swollen. The lips were puffy and pink. And when I touched myself gently, I could feel the difference—the entrance was more open, the resistance gone. No barrier anymore.

Just a hole meant to be filled.

I applied Vanessa’s healing salve—cool gel that immediately soothed the burning. Within minutes, the worst of the soreness faded. Magic was incredible.

My phone buzzed. Katie: Tomorrow still good? 2 PM?

Right. I’d promised to talk with her. To figure out what was happening between us.

Yes. See you then, I confirmed.

Another buzz. Jamal: Party tonight, 8th floor. You coming?

A party. Social interaction. Acting normal while my pussy throbbed from being mechanically deflowered.

Maybe. Let you know later, I hedged.

I didn’t go to the party. Instead, I spent the evening alone, processing what had happened.

I’d lost my virginity today. Not romantically—no candlelit room, no gentle lover, no emotional connection. Just clinical efficiency. A machine programmed to penetrate, a ritual designed to extract mana, a teacher who watched me get fucked for power.

It should’ve felt wrong. Degrading. A violation of something sacred.

But it felt… right. Appropriate. This body was a tool for generating magical power. Why treat its virginity like something precious when it was really just a resource to be utilized?

The thought was cold. Calculating. Not Emily thinking. Michael thinking.

Or maybe both, merging into someone new. Someone practical about sex. Someone who understood that virginity was just a concept, a social construct, and that the real value was in the pleasure and power that came after.

I checked my power app before bed.

Mana: 400/2200 (Max increased by 200!) Magic Level: 18 (up from 15) Sexual Partners: 2 (machines don’t count apparently) Virginity Status: Lost (new field) Arousal: 45 (elevated from ritual)

Spells Known: 1. Fog (20 mana) 2. Clone (400 mana) 3. Cure Wounds (1000 mana) 4. Invisibility (600 mana) 5. Greater Cure Wounds (1500 mana)

Five spells. Three rituals completed. Level 18 magical power.

And no hymen. No virginity. No barrier between me and becoming fully sexual.

I touched myself that night, carefully, exploring how my pussy felt different. The entrance was looser, more accommodating. When I slid two fingers inside, there was no resistance—they sank easily into my wet heat.

I could take more now. Bigger. Deeper.

I could take a real cock without fear.

The thought made me cum, my pussy clenching around my own fingers, mana generating from the masturbation.

Mana: 500/2200 (+100)

Tomorrow I’d deal with Katie. With whatever was building between us.

But tonight, I mourned the girl I’d been two months ago. The virgin. The one who didn’t know what penetration felt like, who’d never been filled, who’d never experienced the overwhelming pleasure of being fucked.

That girl was gone.

In her place was Emily: non-virgin, sexually experienced, magically powerful, and increasingly comfortable with her body’s capacity for pleasure.

Michael never knew what it felt like to be penetrated. To be the one receiving. To be filled and fucked and used.

But Emily knew now. And despite the soreness, despite the blood, despite the clinical nature of how it happened…

I wanted more.

My body craved it. Ached for the fullness. Remembered the rhythm of the machine and wanted to experience it with a real person. With warmth and weight and breath and connection.

I wanted to be fucked again. Really fucked. By someone whose cock would throb inside me, whose cum would fill me, whose weight would pin me down.

The desire was overwhelming. Undeniable.

I fell asleep with my hand between my legs, my fingers resting against my newly-opened pussy, and dreams of being filled again and again and again.

Because now that I knew what it felt like to be fucked, I couldn’t imagine ever not wanting it.

The virgin was dead.

Long live the woman.


Chapter 17: First Real Cock

Day 60. Two days after losing my virginity to the machine, my pussy had healed completely. No soreness, no tenderness. Just an awareness of being different—opened, ready.

And desperately, overwhelmingly horny.

I’d masturbated three times in the past two days and it wasn’t enough. My body craved more. Craved the fullness I’d experienced on that ritual table. Craved to be fucked.

But this time, I wanted it to be real. Warm. Human.

I texted Jamal: You free tonight?

His reply came immediately: For you? Always. Come by after 9.

Room 810. Eighth floor. I’d been there once before, weeks ago, when we’d just kissed and touched. But tonight would be different.

Tonight I was going to let him fuck me.

I spent an hour preparing. Showered thoroughly, shaved my legs and pussy until every inch was silky smooth. Applied makeup carefully—not too heavy, but enough to make my eyes pop and my lips look kissable. Dressed in a short skirt and a tight top that showed plenty of cleavage, no bra because I wanted easy access.

Panties? I hesitated, then chose a lacy black pair. Something pretty that he’d want to take off.

At 9:15 PM, I took the elevator to the eighth floor, my heart pounding with nervous anticipation. The hallway was quiet—most people were out at parties or bars on a Saturday night.

I knocked on 810.

Jamal opened the door almost immediately, like he’d been waiting. He was tall—6’2” of lean muscle, his dark skin gleaming in the warm light from his room. He wore loose sweats and a tank top that showed off his arms. His eyes traveled over my body appreciatively.

“Damn, Emily. You look good.”

“Thanks.” I stepped inside and he closed the door behind me.

His room was different from mine—larger, a single rather than shared, decorated with posters of jazz musicians and African art. Incense burned in the corner, filling the air with sandalwood. His desk held a professional DJ setup—turntables, laptop, headphones.

“Want a drink?” He gestured to a bottle of rum on his desk. “Or some music?”

“Music’s good.” I needed to relax, to ease into this.

He put on something smooth—jazz fusion with a steady bass beat. Then he sat on his bed and patted the space beside him.

I joined him, acutely aware of how close we were. How his thigh pressed against mine. How I could smell his cologne mixed with clean male sweat.

“So,” he said, his hand finding my knee. “What brings you to my room at 9 PM on a Saturday, looking like that?”

“Maybe I just wanted to see you.”

“Yeah?” His hand slid higher on my thigh, his fingers warm through my thin skirt. “Or maybe you wanted something specific.”

My breath caught. “Maybe.”

“Tell me what you want, Emily.” His voice dropped lower, commanding. “I’m not gonna assume anything. You gotta say it.”

“I want…” I forced myself to meet his eyes. Dark brown, intense, knowing. “I want you to fuck me.”

His smile was slow and satisfied. “There it is. Honest. I like that.” His hand moved to my face, cupping my cheek. “You sure? Because once we start, I’m not stopping until we’re both done. Really done.”

“I’m sure.” And I was. My pussy was already wet, my body eager despite my nerves.

He kissed me then—deep and hungry, his tongue invading my mouth, tasting me. I kissed back with equal intensity, my hands finding his shoulders, his neck, pulling him closer.

His hands roamed my body, learning my curves. He cupped my breast through my top, thumb finding my nipple and circling until it hardened. I moaned into his mouth, arching into his touch.

“No bra?” he murmured approvingly. “Fuck, that’s hot.”

He pulled my top over my head in one smooth motion. My breasts bounced free—34B now, noticeably larger than when I’d transformed. He stared at them for a long moment, then leaned down and took one nipple into his mouth.

I gasped at the sensation. His tongue swirled around the sensitive peak, teeth grazing gently, suction that sent electricity straight to my pussy. My hands buried in his hair, holding him against my chest.

“You like that?” he asked, switching to the other breast.

“Yes. God, yes.”

His hand slid under my skirt, up my thigh, finding my lacy panties. When his fingers pressed against the fabric, they found wetness. Soaked through.

“Damn, girl. You’re dripping.” He rubbed me through my panties, his fingers finding my clit and circling. “This all for me?”

“Yes.” The word came out as a moan.

He pushed my panties aside and touched bare skin. One finger slid over my pussy lips, exploring my folds, finding my entrance and pressing inside slightly.

I spread my legs wider, giving him access. Wanting more.

“You’re so wet. So tight.” He added a second finger, both of them pushing into my pussy slowly. “Fuck, I can’t wait to feel this wrapped around my cock.”

“Then stop waiting,” I breathed.

He pulled his fingers free and stood, stripping off his tank top. His chest and abs were defined, his dark skin perfect. Then he pushed his sweats down and my breath caught.

His cock sprang free—thick, hard, a solid eight inches long. The head was dark, smooth, a bead of precum glistening at the tip. It jutted from his body proudly, intimidating and arousing in equal measure.

It was the first real cock I’d seen up close. The first one that was about to go inside me.

“You good?” he asked, catching my stare. “I know it’s a lot.”

“I’m good,” I managed. “Just… wow.”

He grinned. “You want to touch it first? Get comfortable with it?”

I nodded and reached out tentatively. My fingers wrapped around his shaft—hot, hard, the skin silky smooth over rigid flesh. It pulsed in my hand, alive in a way the machine hadn’t been. I stroked experimentally, watching his face tighten with pleasure.

“That’s it,” he encouraged. “Just like that.”

I explored him for a minute—feeling the weight, the hardness, the way his cock twitched when I touched certain spots. Michael had had a cock. But touching one from this angle, as Emily, felt completely different. Foreign but fascinating.

“Lay back,” Jamal said, gently pushing me back on the bed. “Let me make this good for you.”

I obeyed, my skirt riding up around my waist. He hooked his fingers in my panties and pulled them down slowly, exposing my pussy completely. His eyes darkened as he took in the view.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful. Pretty pink pussy, all wet and ready for me.” He settled between my spread legs, his cock bobbing between us. He rubbed his cock along my pussy lips, coating himself in my arousal. The head bumped against my clit and I gasped.

“Gonna go bare,” he murmured. “Wanna feel every inch of you.”

I should have stopped him. Should have asked about a condom. Dr. Patel had started me on birth control weeks ago, but I’d been so distracted with magic training that I’d missed multiple days and stopped the pack entirely. Stupid. Reckless. But my body was screaming for him, for his cock, for the fullness I craved. I’d think about consequences later.

He positioned himself at my entrance. The head of his cock pressed against my opening—warm, blunt, insistent. So different from the cold chrome of the machine.

“Ready?”

“Yes.”

He pushed inside.

The stretch was immediate and intense. My pussy opened around him, accepting the invasion, and he slid in slowly but steadily. One inch. Two. Three. The warmth of real flesh, the slight give of his cock compared to the unyielding machine, the weight of his body settling over mine—it was overwhelming.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned. “Relax, baby. Let me in.”

Four inches. Five. Six. He was filling me, stretching me, claiming space inside my body that no human had occupied before. The machine didn’t count—this was real, warm, alive. Jamal was the first man. The first real cock.

“More,” I heard myself say. “All of it.”

He thrust the last few inches in one smooth motion, bottoming out inside me. Eight inches buried completely in my pussy, his hips flush against mine, our bodies locked together.

I cried out at the fullness. It was different from the machine—warmer, more alive, his cock throbbing inside me with his pulse. I could feel every vein, every ridge, the slight curve that hit spots I didn’t know existed.

“You okay?” he asked, holding still.

“Yes. Fuck, yes. Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He pulled back slowly, almost to the tip, letting me feel every inch dragging through my sensitive channel. Then he thrust back in hard.

I moaned loudly, my hands flying to his back, nails digging into his skin.

He established a rhythm—long, deep strokes that made me feel every inch. Out until just the tip remained, then back in until he was balls-deep. His cock dragged against my inner walls, stretching me, filling me, hitting that spot inside that made my toes curl.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his lips at my ear. “Take it. Take all of it.”

I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. The angle changed slightly and suddenly his cock was hitting my G-spot with every thrust. Pleasure sparked through me, building fast.

“Oh god—right there—don’t stop—”

He didn’t. He fucked me steadily, deeply, his thick cock pounding into my pussy with perfect rhythm. The sounds were obscene—wet slapping flesh, my moans, his grunts of effort. The bed creaked beneath us.

This was being fucked. Really, truly fucked by a man. His weight on me, his breath hot on my neck, his cock stretching me open with every powerful thrust.

It was everything the machine couldn’t provide. Connection. Heat. Life.

My orgasm built with frightening speed. The combination of physical stimulation and mental excitement—I’m being fucked, I’m taking a real cock, I’m experiencing what women have experienced forever—pushed me toward the edge rapidly.

“I’m gonna cum,” I gasped. “Fuck, I’m—”

“Do it,” he demanded, his thrusts speeding up. “Cum on my cock. Let me feel it.”

The orgasm crashed through me like a tsunami. My pussy clamped down on his thrusting cock, spasming violently around him. Pleasure exploded from my core, radiating through every nerve ending. I screamed—actually screamed—as wave after wave of ecstasy rolled through me.

And the mana erupted.

Golden-purple energy blazed from my body, visible even in the dim room. Jamal’s eyes widened but he kept fucking me through the orgasm, his cock driving deeper, prolonging the pleasure, making me see stars.

“Holy shit,” he breathed. “What the fuck was that?”

“Nothing,” I gasped. “Just—fuck—just feels really good—”

“Felt like more than good.” But he was too close to his own orgasm to question it further. His thrusts became erratic, desperate. “Gonna cum. Where do you want it?”

“Inside me,” I begged. The words left my mouth before I could think. I wasn’t on birth control. I could get pregnant. But I wanted to feel it. Wanted to experience a man cumming inside me, filling me with his seed. I’d deal with the consequences later.

“Fuck yes.” He buried himself to the hilt and groaned, his cock pulsing inside me.

I felt it. The throb of his cock. The heat of his cum flooding my pussy. Spurt after spurt of hot seed pumping into me, coating my insides, marking me as fucked.

The sensation triggered another orgasm—smaller but intense, my pussy milking him, drawing out every drop.

When he finally collapsed on top of me, both of us were panting and sweaty. His cock was still inside me, softening slowly, and I could feel his cum starting to leak around the tight seal of our joined bodies.

“Damn,” he said after catching his breath. “That was intense.”

“Yeah,” I agreed. Understatement of the century.

He pulled out slowly and I immediately felt the flood of cum spilling from my pussy. Warm, wet, unmistakable. His seed leaking from my hole, running down my ass cheeks onto his sheets.

The panic hit suddenly. I wasn’t on birth control. He’d cum inside me. I could get pregnant.

“Sorry about the mess,” I said, my voice slightly shaky now.

“Don’t be. That’s hot as fuck.” He grabbed a towel from his desk and helped me clean up. “You wanna stay? We could go again in a bit.”

I wanted to. God, I wanted to. My body was already craving more, my pussy still tingling from the fucking.

But Vicky’s warning echoed in my mind: Be careful about overnight visitors.

“I should go,” I said reluctantly. “Dorm policies and stuff.”

“Yeah, I get it. Rain check for round two?” He kissed me again, his hand cupping my breast possessively. “Because I definitely want to fuck you again.”

“Definitely,” I promised.

I dressed quickly—my panties felt weird against my cum-filled pussy, the fabric immediately soaking through. My legs were shaky as I walked to the door.

“Hey, Emily?” Jamal called after me.

I turned.

“That glowing thing? During your orgasm? That was fucking cool. You’re something special.”

I managed a smile. “Thanks. See you around.”

The hallway was empty, thank god. I made it to the elevator and hit the button for the third floor, hyperaware of the cum leaking from my pussy, soaking through my panties, threatening to run down my thighs.

By the time I reached my room, I could feel it—warm wetness on my inner thighs, Jamal’s seed escaping my body with each step. I’d never felt so thoroughly fucked. So used. So female.

Vicky wasn’t home yet—still at her “waitress” job. I locked the door and immediately stripped, examining myself in the mirror.

My hair was wild, tangled from being pressed into Jamal’s pillow. My lips were swollen from kissing. My breasts showed faint red marks where he’d sucked too hard. And between my legs…

My pussy was swollen, pink, gaping slightly. Cum dripped from my opening—thick white fluid that coated my thighs and lips. The evidence of being fucked was undeniable.

I looked like a woman who’d just been thoroughly, completely fucked.

I looked like Emily.

I touched my pussy gently, spreading my lips to see better. My entrance was stretched, relaxed, leaking cum. When I pressed inside with two fingers, they slid in easily. No resistance. No barrier. Just a wet, open hole that had been claimed by a cock.

The sight was messy. Debauched. Arousing.

I’d just been fucked. For real. By a real person with a real cock who’d cum inside me. And I’d loved every second of it.

I pulled up my power app to see the damage—or gain.

Mana: 700/2200 (+100 from time passage, +200 from orgasm with partner!)

Partner orgasms generated twice the mana of masturbation. And I’d cum twice during sex with Jamal. 400 mana total from one encounter.

Magic Level: 18 Sexual Partners: 2 (Katie, Jamal - machines don’t count) Orgasms (Total): 51

Two months. Sixty days as Emily. And tonight, I’d finally experienced what it meant to be fucked by a man.

The shower was long. I washed Jamal’s cum from my pussy, his scent from my skin, the evidence from my thighs. But I couldn’t wash away the memory. The feeling of his weight on me. His cock stretching me. The heat of his cum flooding my insides.

I couldn’t wash away the knowledge that I’d loved it.

That I wanted more.

That my body was designed for this—to be penetrated, filled, fucked. And that every time it happened, I generated massive magical power.

Sex with Jamal had given me more mana in twenty minutes than a full day of masturbation could produce.

The implications were clear: if I wanted power, I needed to fuck. Often. With partners. The more intense the sex, the more power I’d generate.

And if I was going to fuck anyway… why not get paid for it?

The thought crystallized in my mind with sudden clarity.

Vicky was making hundreds of dollars per night doing exactly what I’d just done with Jamal—letting men fuck her pussy, giving them access to her body, collecting money after.

The only difference was: Vicky did it for tuition money.

I could do it for magical power AND money.

The idea should’ve been horrifying. Michael would’ve been disgusted. But Michael had never experienced being fucked. Had never felt his body generate power through pleasure. Had never needed money desperately with rent costs looming.

Emily, though? Emily was starting to see possibilities.

I dried off and climbed into bed naked, my body still humming with post-sex satisfaction. My pussy ached pleasantly—not sore, just… aware. Used. Satisfied in a way masturbation never achieved.

I touched myself one more time, my fingers sliding through the remaining slickness between my legs. When I came, it was gentle, a soft wave rather than an explosion.

Mana: 800/2200 (+100)

I fell asleep with my hand between my legs and dreams of cocks and power and money all tangled together.

Before drifting off, I experimented with my growing power. Could I create something useful? Something practical? After an hour of concentration, I figured out a simple cleansing spell—Shower. It cost 500 mana but instantly cleaned my body. Perfect for hiding evidence of my activities without stumbling to the bathroom.

Tomorrow I’d process everything. Would deal with the implications. Would figure out what tonight meant for who I was becoming.

But tonight?

Tonight I was just a woman who’d been thoroughly fucked. Who’d had a man’s cum inside her. Who’d experienced penetrative sex for the first time as Emily and discovered she loved it.

The machine had broken my hymen. Jamal had broken something else—the last barrier between seeing myself as temporarily female and accepting that this body’s sexual nature was real, powerful, and potentially profitable.

Michael was dead.

Emily was alive.

And Emily had just discovered that her pussy was a source of power in more ways than one.


Chapter 18: Morning After Reflection

Day 61.

The next morning, I woke to sunlight streaming through the window and an immediate awareness of my body.

Soreness between my legs. Not painful, just… present. A lingering reminder of being stretched and filled. Of Jamal’s cock inside me. Of his cum flooding my pussy.

I lay there for a moment, processing. My first real sexual experience as Emily. My first time with an actual person since the transformation.

It had been different from the machine in every way.

Vicky was still asleep in her bed, having come home sometime after 4 AM. I slipped out of bed quietly and padded to the bathroom, locking the door behind me.

In the harsh fluorescent lighting, I examined myself. My hair was a mess—tangled, wild. My lips were still slightly swollen. Faint red marks dotted my neck and breasts where Jamal had sucked too hard.

I looked like a girl who’d been thoroughly fucked. Because I had been.

I sat on the toilet to pee and felt it immediately—the soreness, the slight gaping sensation. When I wiped, the tissue came away with traces of Jamal’s dried cum mixed with my own fluids.

Evidence. Proof. Undeniable.

The shower was long and contemplative. Hot water cascaded over my body while I processed everything that had happened.

The Machine vs. The Man:

The machine had been clinical. Efficient. Perfect mechanical rhythm, no emotion, no connection. It had broken my hymen, filled me, made me cum. But it was cold. Impersonal. A tool performing a function.

Jamal had been warm. Alive. His weight on me, his breath on my neck, his hands gripping my hips. The way he’d looked at my body with hunger. The way he’d talked to me during sex, dirty and appreciative. The way his cock had pulsed inside me when he came, his whole body shuddering with pleasure.

That connection—that aliveness—had made the sex infinitely better.

The Penetration Experience:

Being fucked was vulnerable in a way Michael had never experienced. Lying on my back, legs spread, completely exposed while someone else controlled the rhythm, the depth, the intensity. Being the one receiving rather than giving.

But it was also powerful. My pussy had taken eight inches of cock. Had squeezed it, milked it, made Jamal groan with pleasure. My body had given him satisfaction while generating massive magical power for me.

That was strength, not weakness. Agency, not submission.

At least, that’s what I was telling myself.

Multiple Orgasms:

I’d cum twice during sex with Jamal. Once from his cock hitting my G-spot repeatedly. Once from feeling his cum flood inside me.

Michael’s body had been one-and-done. Cum once, go soft, need recovery time.

Emily’s body? Ready for more after each orgasm. Could probably have kept going, could’ve cum five or six times if we’d had the stamina and time.

That capacity for pleasure was intoxicating. Addictive. I understood now why some women were insatiable—because their bodies could experience continuous pleasure without the limitations of male anatomy.

The Emotional Aspect:

This is where it got complicated.

I’d enjoyed sex with Jamal. The physical pleasure was undeniable. But did I have feelings for him? Was this the start of something romantic?

No. I recognized it for what it was: casual sex between two consenting adults. Scratching an itch. Using each other for mutual pleasure.

Which was fine. Healthy, even.

But it also meant I’d disconnected sex from emotion in a way Michael never had. Michael had only slept with his wife—love and sex were intertwined.

Emily was learning they could be separate. That sex could be just physical. Just pleasure and power and mutual satisfaction without deeper meaning.

Was that liberating or sad?

I didn’t know yet.

The Money Question:

The thought from last night lingered: why not get paid?

I’d fucked Jamal for free. For fun. For mana generation. And it had been good.

But what if he’d paid me $200? Would the sex have been any different? Would my orgasms have been less intense?

No. The pleasure would’ve been the same. The mana generation identical.

But I’d have $200 more in my account. Money I desperately needed.

Vicky was doing exactly that. Fucking strangers for cash. She’d even said the money was good—$200 to $500 per night.

If I needed $5,000 for an apartment eventually, and nightclub work paid maybe $50 per shift, I’d need to work a hundred shifts. Or I could work ten nights as an escort and make the same amount.

The math was brutal in its simplicity.

My body was a resource. My pussy generated magical power and could generate money. Why was I giving it away for free when I could be getting paid?

The thought process felt cold. Calculating. Prostitute thinking.

But also… logical?

I stepped out of the shower and dried off, examining my body in the mirror.

The Physical Changes:

Two months as Emily and my body had changed noticeably:

	Breasts were definitely larger—still 34B but filling the cups more than before. Fuller, heavier, more sensitive.
	Hips had widened slightly—more curve, more feminine silhouette.
	Face had feminized more—cheekbones more pronounced, lips fuller, eyes softer.
	Pussy was experienced now—stretched, trained, ready for penetration without pain.


The estrogen and sexual activity were transforming me. I was becoming more female every day, not just physically but in how I moved, how I spoke, how I thought.

Michael was fading. The memories of being male were distant, dreamlike, hard to hold onto.

Emily was real. Present. Alive.

The Identity Question:

Who was I?

Not Michael anymore. That person was blocked, suppressed, almost gone. When I tried to remember Michael’s face, it was hazy. His wife? Just a vague concept, no face, no name. His daughter? The same—nothing but the idea that a child existed somewhere.

The memory blocks were working. Michael was being erased.

Emily was taking over. Emily with her magical power and her sexual awakening and her growing comfort with her body’s needs.

But Emily wasn’t fully formed yet. She was still figuring out who she was. What she wanted. What she was willing to do.

The Katie situation: bisexual curiosity or genuine attraction? The Jamal situation: fuck buddy or potential relationship? The Zola situation: submission kink or just curiosity? The money situation: legitimate work or sex work?

All these questions swirling, no clear answers yet.

I dressed in comfortable clothes—sweatpants and a t-shirt, no bra because my breasts ached slightly from Jamal’s enthusiastic sucking. Made coffee with the shared coffee maker in the hallway kitchen. Returned to my room to find Vicky awake.

“Morning,” she mumbled, rubbing her eyes. “What time is it?”

“Almost noon. You got home late.”

“Yeah. Busy night.” She sat up, studying me. “You okay? You look… different.”

“Different how?”

“I don’t know. More relaxed? Less tense?” She tilted her head. “Did something happen?”

My face burned. “I… went to see Jamal. Last night.”

“And?” Her eyes sparkled with interest.

“And we… had sex. Full sex, with a man, for the first time as Emily.” The admission felt strange.

“How was it?”

“Really good. Like, really good. Better than I expected.”

Vicky smiled genuinely. “I’m happy for you. Jamal’s cute. And you deserve to have fun, explore, enjoy your body.” She paused. “Did you use protection?”

My stomach dropped. “I… no. He came inside me.”

Vicky’s eyes widened. “You’re not on birth control?”

“No. I know, I know—I should have thought about it. I just…” I trailed off, face burning with shame.

“Okay, don’t panic.” She was already grabbing her phone. “There’s a clinic near campus. They do walk-ins. You need to get Plan B immediately, and then get on the pill. Today.”

“Plan B?”

“Emergency contraception. Prevents pregnancy if you take it within 72 hours. The sooner, the better.” She typed quickly. “They open at 10. We’re going as soon as they do.”

“Okay,” I said weakly. “Okay.”

Two hours later, we were at the Greenwich Village clinic—the same one where I’d had my first checkup. Vicky waited in the lobby while I went back with a nurse.

Dr. Patel was on call today. She recognized me immediately, her dark eyes warming with that knowing smile I remembered from my first exam.

“Emily. Back so soon?” She glanced at my chart. “Emergency contraception. I see.”

My face burned. “I wasn’t thinking. It just happened and—”

“No judgment.” She handed me the Plan B pill and a cup of water. “Take this now. I’ll watch.”

I swallowed the pill, feeling the weight of what had almost happened.

Dr. Patel wrote out a prescription, her handwriting neat and precise. “Birth control pills. Start these tomorrow. Take one every day at the same time. They’ll be effective after seven days. Use condoms until then.”

I nodded, clutching the prescription like a lifeline.

“And Emily?” She met my eyes, her voice dropping slightly. “We need to talk more about your succubus nature. What I sensed during your first exam… it’s much stronger now.”

“Is that why I can’t stop thinking about sex? Why my body responds to everything?”

“Exactly. A succubus feeds on sexual energy. You’re becoming more fully what you are–and you need to learn to control it before it controls you.”

“How do you know about—”

“I’m a tantric specialist, remember? I work with sexual magic. I can sense your energy signature.” She handed me her business card again. “Come back when you’re ready for that conversation. When you want to understand what you really are.”

I took the card with trembling fingers. “I will.”

“Good. And Emily?” Her expression turned serious. “This was a close call. Don’t let it happen again. Your body can get pregnant now—that’s real, regardless of your magical nature.”

“I won’t,” I promised.

Walking out of the clinic with Vicky, I felt the weight of what had almost happened. I could have gotten pregnant. Could have been carrying Jamal’s baby right now if not for emergency contraception.

I need to be smarter about this, I told myself. My body can get pregnant now. That’s real. That’s terrifying.

And yet… some twisted part of me found it strangely arousing. The vulnerability. The fertility. The biological reality of being female.

I pushed that thought away and let Vicky guide me to the pharmacy to fill my prescription.

“Want breakfast after?” Vicky asked. “My treat.”

We went to a diner near campus and ordered obscene amounts of food—pancakes, eggs, bacon, coffee. I was starving, my body craving fuel after last night’s exertion.

Over breakfast, we talked about normal college stuff: classes, professors, campus drama. It was nice. Grounding. A reminder that I was still just a student, still just Emily living a regular life.

Except regular students didn’t generate magical power through orgasms. Didn’t have their virginities taken by machines. Didn’t get warned about eviction for sexual activity.

After we finished eating, Vicky paid the bill and we walked back slowly, enjoying the autumn afternoon.

“Emily,” she said carefully, “I know I warned you about the RA. About being careful with male visitors. Are you… being careful?”

“I’m trying. I left Jamal’s room last night instead of staying over.”

“Good. Because I meant what I said. Eviction is real. And finding an apartment…” She shook her head. “It’s not easy. Especially with no job, no rental history.”

“I have job prospects,” I said, thinking of Joe’s nightclub offers. “I’m working on it.”

“Okay. Just… keep being careful. I don’t want you to end up homeless.”

The word hung between us. Homeless.

That was the ultimate consequence of the eviction Vicky had warned about. Not just inconvenience. Not just moving to a different dorm.

Actual homelessness. Living on the streets of New York with nowhere to go.

The thought was terrifying.

Back in our room, I checked my bank balance: $1,100.

If I needed $5,000 for an apartment, I was $3,900 short. Even with nightclub work, even with selling possessions, that was a huge gap.

Unless I did what Vicky did. Sex work. Fast money. Dangerous money. But money.

I pushed the thought away. I wasn’t there yet. Wasn’t desperate enough yet.

But the seed was planted. Growing. Waiting.

That afternoon, I met Katie at her room as planned. She was nervous, fidgeting with her hair, avoiding eye contact.

“So,” she started. “About what happened. When we kissed and… touched.”

“I liked it,” I said honestly. “Did you?”

“Yeah. A lot. But I’m also confused because I’ve always thought I was straight and now I’m wondering if I’m bi or just experimenting or—” She was spiraling.

I stopped her with a gentle touch to her arm. “Katie. It’s okay to not know. To explore. To try things and see how you feel. You don’t have to label it.”

“But what are we? Are we dating? Friends with benefits? Just friends who kissed once?”

“What do you want us to be?”

She bit her lip. “I want to kiss you again. And maybe… more? If you want?”

“I want that too.”

Relief flooded her face. “Okay. Good. So… now?”

I laughed at her eagerness. “Now.”

We kissed, and it quickly escalated to touching. Her hands under my shirt, my hands under hers. But we kept our clothes on this time, just exploring through fabric, building tension without releasing it.

When I left her room an hour later, both of us were frustrated and aroused but also grinning like idiots.

I was definitely bisexual. Attracted to both Jamal’s masculine energy and Katie’s soft femininity. My body responded to both with equal enthusiasm.

Michael had been straight. Emily wasn’t.

Another way I was different. Another step away from who I’d been.

That evening, alone in my room with Vicky at her night job, I masturbated thinking about both of them. Jamal’s cock stretching me. Katie’s fingers finding my clit. The pleasure was different but equally intense.

I came twice, generating mana, and felt my power growing.
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I was approaching the threshold for the next ritual. Soon I’d return to Vanessa for lesson four. For whatever “significantly more intense” meant.

But first, I had to navigate the increasingly complicated web of my life: magical training, sexual awakening, financial pressure, relationships multiplying, and an identity crisis that grew deeper every day.

I fell asleep wondering who I’d be by the end of the semester. How much more Emily I’d become. How much more Michael I’d lose.

And whether that transformation was something to fear or embrace.

Because despite the confusion, despite the vulnerability, despite everything…

I was starting to like being Emily.

The power was intoxicating. The sexuality was liberating. The body was responsive and capable of pleasure Michael had never imagined.

Maybe losing Michael wasn’t a tragedy. Maybe it was an opportunity.

Maybe Emily was who I was always meant to be, and the transformation had just revealed my true nature.

Or maybe I was rationalizing. Coping. Defending against the trauma of losing everything I’d been.

I didn’t know. Couldn’t know yet.

But I was determined to find out.


Chapter 19: The Zola Visit

Day 63.

The black card had been in my wallet for nine days. Zola - 801.

Every time I saw it, my pussy clenched. Every time I thought about her commanding presence, her dark eyes assessing me, her certainty that I was submissive, arousal spiked through me.

I’d tried to ignore it. Tried to focus on normal things—classes, Katie, Jamal, magic training. But the curiosity was consuming me. The need to know what Zola had meant. What she would do to me. What submission really felt like.

That afternoon, after my last class, I stood in the elevator and pressed the button for the eighth floor instead of the third.

My hands shook.

I could still turn back. Go to my room. Forget about Zola and her offer.

But I knew I wouldn’t. The compulsion was too strong.

The eighth floor hallway was identical to mine—beige walls, fluorescent lighting, numbered doors. But room 801 felt different as I approached. Charged somehow. Like crossing a threshold into somewhere dangerous.

I knocked before I could chicken out.

The door opened almost immediately.

Zola stood there, unsurprised, as if she’d been expecting me. She wore black leggings and a tight tank top, her braided hair falling over one shoulder, those commanding dark eyes assessing me with amusement.

“I knew you’d come,” she said. Not a question. A statement of fact. “Good girls always do.”

“I’m not—I don’t—” I stammered.

“Shh.” She pressed one finger to my lips, silencing me. “Don’t lie. Not to me. Not to yourself.” She stepped aside. “Come in.”

I entered her domain.

The room was larger than mine—a single, not shared. The walls were painted deep burgundy, nearly black in the dim lighting. Her bed was bigger than standard dorm issue, covered in black silk sheets. Leather accessories hung on the walls—collars, leashes, paddles. A full-length mirror dominated one wall.

It looked like a dominatrix’s den. Which it was.

“Close the door,” Zola commanded.

I obeyed automatically, the lock clicking with finality.

“Good. You follow instructions well. That’ll make this easier.” She circled me slowly, like a predator examining prey. “Do you know why you’re here, Emily?”

“You said you could teach me. About… submission.”

“And you came because you’re curious. Because that word—submission—made your pussy wet. Because you’ve been thinking about me for over a week, touching yourself, wondering what it would feel like to kneel for me.” She stopped in front of me, so close I could feel her body heat. “Am I wrong?”

“No,” I whispered.

“No what?”

“No… you’re not wrong.”

“No, Mistress,” she corrected. “When you’re in this room, you call me Mistress. Understand?”

The word should’ve felt ridiculous. Theatrical. But it felt right somehow.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her smile was satisfied. “Good. Now strip. Let me see what I’m working with.”

My face burned but I obeyed. Slowly, I undressed—pulling my shirt over my head, unclasping my bra, sliding my skirt down my hips, stepping out of my panties. Each piece of clothing fell away until I stood completely naked before her.

Vulnerable. Exposed. Already aroused.

Zola circled me again, this time touching. Her fingers traced my collarbone, slid down between my breasts, circled one nipple until it hardened. I shivered but didn’t pull away.

“34B. Nice tits. Natural?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her hands moved lower, over my stomach, my hips. She turned me around roughly, inspecting my back, my ass. One hand squeezed my ass cheek, testing the firmness.

“Good ass. Not too big, not too small. Perfect for spanking.” She spread my cheeks, exposing my asshole. I gasped at the humiliation. “Been fucked here?”

“By a machine. Not a person.”

“Mm. Virgin asshole for human cock. I’ll remember that.” She released me and turned me back around. “Spread your legs.”

I obeyed, widening my stance. Her hand cupped my pussy, fingers sliding between my lips. I was dripping wet—she’d see it, feel it, know exactly how aroused I was.

“Soaked,” she observed. “You’re turned on by this. By being examined like a piece of meat. By my commands.” She pushed two fingers inside my pussy roughly, no gentleness. I gasped and my hips jerked. “And your cunt is loose. Recently fucked.”

“Two days ago. Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. So you know what it feels like to take cock. That’ll make training easier.” She withdrew her fingers and held them up to my face. They glistened with my arousal. “Lick.”

I hesitated only a moment before leaning forward and taking her fingers into my mouth. I tasted myself—musky, slightly sweet, undeniably aroused. My tongue cleaned her fingers thoroughly.

“Swallow.”

I swallowed.

“Good girl.” She wiped her hand on my hip, marking me with my own wetness. “You have potential. But you’re untrained. Sloppy. You don’t understand submission yet. You just know you want it. So I’m going to teach you. Lesson one: know your place.”

She walked to her bed and sat on the edge, legs crossed. Then she extended one foot toward me. She wore expensive heeled ankle boots—black leather, immaculate.

“Kneel,” she commanded.

I knelt on the hardwood floor, my knees hitting with a soft thud. The position put me lower than her, looking up. Subservient.

“Kiss my boot. Show me you’re willing to humble yourself.”

My face burned with shame. This was degrading. Humiliating. I was a person, not a dog.

But my pussy throbbed with need.

I leaned forward and pressed my lips to the toe of her boot. The leather was cool, smooth, smelling of expensive material and polish.

“Good start. Now lick. Clean it with your tongue.”

I hesitated, the last of my pride warring with curiosity and arousal.

Arousal won.

I extended my tongue and licked the leather. The taste was bitter, chemical, wrong. But the act of debasing myself—of licking her boot while naked and kneeling—sent electricity through my body.

“All over,” Zola directed. “Make my boot shine.”

I licked every inch of her boot, my tongue tracing the leather, tasting humiliation and surrender. Zola watched with dark amusement, her other foot coming up to rub against my breast, her toes teasing my nipple.

“You’re loving this,” she observed. “Your nipples are rock hard. I bet your pussy is dripping all over my floor.”

She was right. I could feel arousal running down my inner thighs.

“Now the other boot.”

She switched feet and I repeated the degrading process, licking and kissing her boot while she stimulated my breast with her other foot. My mind was blank with arousal, all pride and resistance melted away.

“Enough.” She pulled her feet back. “Unzip my boots. Carefully.”

I obeyed, my fingers fumbling with the zippers. When both boots were off, she extended her bare foot—high arches, perfectly pedicured toes painted deep red.

“Kiss my feet. Show reverence.”

I kissed the top of her foot, then her ankle. My lips traced her arch, worshipping. She sighed with pleasure.

“Suck my toes.”

I took her big toe into my mouth, sucking gently. The taste of skin and faint soap, the intimacy of having part of her body in my mouth while I knelt naked, the utter submission of the act—it all combined to make me dizzy with arousal.

“That’s it. Get them wet. Use your tongue.”

I licked between her toes, sucked each one, covered her foot in my saliva. Degrading myself completely. And my pussy was throbbing, aching, desperate for touch.

Zola’s other foot moved between my legs, her toes finding my clit and rubbing. I moaned around her toe, my hips rocking forward to seek more pressure.

“Greedy little slut,” she laughed. “You’re so hungry for it. For touch. For domination. For someone to control you.” Her foot rubbed my clit in circles, building pleasure. “Tell me what you are.”

I released her toe. “I’m… I’m a slut, Mistress.”

“And?”

“I’m… submissive. I want to submit to you.”

“Good. Now prove it.” She pulled both feet back and spread her legs. “Crawl to me. Between my legs. And show me what that tongue can do.”

I crawled forward on my hands and knees, closing the distance between us. From this angle, I could see up her leggings—she wasn’t wearing underwear. I could see the shadow of her pussy, smell her arousal mixing with mine.

She stood long enough to push her leggings down, kicking them aside. Then she sat back on the bed, completely naked from the waist down, legs spread wide.

Her pussy was beautiful. Shaved smooth, lips dark brown against her rich skin, glistening with arousal. Her clit peeked out from its hood, swollen and ready.

“Lick me,” she commanded. “Make me cum. And maybe I’ll let you touch yourself after.”

Maybe. Not definitely. She was making me earn my own pleasure.

I’d never eaten pussy before. Never even thought about it as Michael. But I’d fantasized about it since meeting Zola, had imagined this exact scenario.

Now it was real.

I leaned forward and pressed my face between her thighs. The heat of her pussy was intense. I extended my tongue tentatively, tasting her for the first time.

Tangy. Musky. Wet. Female.

“Don’t be shy,” Zola ordered, her hand gripping my hair. “Lick my clit. Circles. Firm pressure.”

I obeyed, my tongue finding her clit and circling it. She moaned, her thighs tensing around my head. Encouraged, I licked more confidently, exploring her pussy with my tongue—the folds, the entrance, back up to her clit.

“Good girl. Now suck it. Gentle.”

I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked softly. Zola’s hips jerked, a gasp escaping her throat. Her hand in my hair tightened, pulling slightly, guiding my movements.

I followed her cues—licking, sucking, finding what made her moan louder. When I pushed my tongue inside her entrance, she cursed and ground her pussy against my face. When I returned to her clit and flicked it rapidly, her thighs trembled.

I was making her feel good. Giving her pleasure with my mouth. The power in that realization was unexpected—I might be kneeling, might be the submissive, but I was controlling her pleasure.

“Faster,” she demanded. “Two fingers inside me. Now.”

I slid two fingers into her wet pussy while continuing to lick her clit. She was tight, hot, clenching around my fingers. I pumped them in and out while my tongue worked frantically.

“Yes—fuck—just like that—don’t stop—”

Her orgasm built visibly. Her hips rocked against my face, smearing my lips and chin with her wetness. Her breathing turned ragged. Her grip on my hair became almost painful.

Then she came.

Her pussy spasmed around my fingers, her clit pulsing against my tongue. She cried out—loud, uninhibited—and ground her cunt against my face hard enough to make breathing difficult. I kept licking through her orgasm, tasting her pleasure, feeling her body shake with release.

When she finally pushed my head away, I sat back on my heels, face soaked with her juices. My lips were swollen, my chin dripping. I’d just made another woman cum with my mouth.

And I was so turned on I thought I might explode.

Zola looked down at me with satisfaction. “Very good. For a first timer, that was impressive. You’re a natural.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” The words came automatically now.

“You may touch yourself. Kneel there and masturbate. Let me watch you cum.”

I spread my knees wider on the floor and slid one hand between my legs. My pussy was drenched, my clit swollen and desperate. I rubbed frantically, no finesse, just desperate need for release.

“Slower,” Zola ordered. “I want to watch. Make it last.”

I forced myself to slow down, circling my clit in steady rhythm instead of rubbing frantically. Zola watched from the bed, her legs still spread, her pussy still glistening from my tongue.

“Push two fingers inside. Fuck yourself while you rub your clit.”

I obeyed, sliding two fingers into my pussy. They went in easily—I was so wet, so ready. I fucked myself with my fingers while rubbing my clit with my thumb, performing for her, letting her watch my degradation.

“Tell me what you are,” she demanded.

“A slut, Mistress.”

“And?”

“Submissive. Your submissive.”

“Good girl. Now cum for me. Scream when you do.”

The orgasm hit me like a freight train. My pussy clamped around my fingers, my clit pulsing, pleasure exploding through my core. I screamed—raw and desperate—as I came, my whole body shaking with the intensity.

Golden-purple energy flared. Mana generation visible, undeniable.

Zola’s eyes widened. “You’re magical. Interesting.” She studied me as I came down from the orgasm. “That explains a lot. A magical submissive. Even rarer. Even more valuable.”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t process. I was still shaking, my fingers still inside my pussy, my body liquid with satisfaction and submission.

“Clean yourself up,” Zola said. “Bathroom’s through there. When you’re done, come back out. We need to discuss your training schedule.”

I stumbled to her small bathroom on shaky legs. The mirror showed a thoroughly debauched girl—face shiny with pussy juice, hair wild, lips swollen, eyes dark with residual arousal.

I’d just submitted to another woman. Had licked her boots, sucked her toes, eaten her pussy, masturbated while she watched. Had called her Mistress and meant it.

Had loved every fucking second of it.

I washed my face and hands, fixing my appearance as best I could. When I returned to the main room, Zola was dressed again, sitting at her desk with a notebook.

“Sit on the bed,” she instructed.

I sat, still naked, feeling exposed but no longer fighting it.

“You discovered something tonight,” Zola said. “About yourself. About what you need. Submission isn’t weakness, Emily. It’s a gift. The ability to let go, to trust someone else with your pleasure, to find freedom in surrender. Not everyone can do it. But you? You’re a natural.”

“I didn’t know,” I admitted. “I never thought I’d be into… this.”

“Most submissives don’t know until they try it. Until someone shows them.” She leaned back in her chair. “I can teach you properly. Train you. Help you explore this side of yourself in a safe, structured way. But only if you commit.”

“Commit how?”

“You come here every week. Same day, same time. You obey my instructions without question. You accept whatever I decide to teach you—even if it scares you, even if it pushes your limits. And you never, ever lie to me about what you’re feeling.”

“What if I can’t do something? What if it’s too much?”

“Then you use your safeword. Red means stop immediately. Yellow means slow down or ease up. Green means you’re good. Simple.” She pulled out a leather collar from her desk drawer—black with silver hardware, a D-ring for attaching a leash. “This is yours. When you’re in this room, you wear it. When you leave, you take it off. It’s a symbol of your submission to me.”

I stared at the collar. Once I put that on, I was hers. Really, truly hers.

“Do you accept?” Zola asked. “Or do you walk away now and we never speak of this again?”

Every rational part of my brain screamed to leave. To run. To not get involved in something so dark, so intense, so consuming.

But my pussy was wet. My nipples were hard. And some deep part of me—maybe Michael’s buried consciousness, maybe Emily’s true nature—craved this.

Craved to be dominated. To be controlled. To surrender completely.

“I accept, Mistress.”

Zola’s smile was predatory and triumphant. “Come here. Kneel in front of me.”

I knelt at her feet, my hands resting on my thighs, my pussy aching with renewed arousal.

She fastened the collar around my neck—snug but not choking. The leather was soft against my skin, the weight a constant reminder of its presence. Of what I’d agreed to.

“Perfect. Now you’re mine.” She attached a leash to the D-ring and tugged gently. “Stand.”

I stood, the leash connecting us physically, symbolically.

“Look in the mirror.”

I turned to face the full-length mirror. The reflection staring back was shocking: a beautiful naked woman, collar around her throat, leash held by a dominant goddess in black, eyes dark with submission and need.

That was me. That was Emily.

Not Michael. Not anymore.

“This is who you are,” Zola murmured behind me. “A submissive. My submissive. Do you accept this?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Then understand: when you wear this collar, you have no will but mine. No thoughts but obedience. No pleasure but what I allow. You exist to serve me, to please me, to be my toy. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Excellent.” She tugged the leash. “Now get dressed and go home. Your first real lesson is next Wednesday, same time. Come hungry and well-rested. You’ll need your energy.”

Just like that, she was dismissing me. I’d built up so much anticipation, so much curiosity, and she was sending me away.

“But—”

“Did I give you permission to question me?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Then dress. Leave. Spend the week thinking about what you’ve agreed to. About what’s coming. Let the anticipation build.” Her smile was cruel. “Trust me, the waiting will make it better.”

I dressed quickly, my body still humming with arousal. Zola removed the collar and handed it to me.

“Keep this. Bring it next week. It’s yours now.”

I clutched the collar and stumbled toward the door. Before I could open it, Zola called out:

“Emily?”

I turned.

“You’re going to be my favorite. I can tell already.” Her eyes gleamed. “See you Wednesday.”

I fled.

Down the elevator. Through the hallway. Into my room where I collapsed on my bed, the collar still clutched in my hand.

I’d just submitted to Zola. Had licked her boots, sucked her toes, eaten her pussy, masturbated on command. Had called her Mistress and meant it. Had accepted a collar that symbolized ownership.

And I’d loved it. Every humiliating, degrading, arousing second of it.

I masturbated three times that night, cumming to memories of submission. Each orgasm generated mana, filling my pool, feeding my power.
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When Vicky came home at 3 AM, I pretended to be asleep. I couldn’t face her. Couldn’t explain where I’d been, what I’d done.

I couldn’t admit that I’d discovered a side of myself I’d never known existed.

A side that craved to be dominated. To be used. To be owned.

The collar was hidden in my desk drawer, wrapped in a sock. But I was hyperaware of its presence. Of what it represented.

I was Zola’s now. Her submissive. Her toy to train.

And the terrifying part wasn’t that I’d agreed to it.

It was that I couldn’t wait for next Wednesday.


Chapter 20: Money Crisis and Eviction Notice

Day 67.

I returned from my afternoon psychology class to find an official envelope slipped under my door. The university seal was embossed on the front, and the weight of the paper felt ominous.

My stomach dropped before I even opened it.

I set my backpack down and picked up the envelope with trembling hands. Tore it open.

NYU RESIDENTIAL LIFE FINAL EVICTION NOTICE

Dear Ms. Emily Lewis,

Following multiple documented violations of dormitory policies, you are hereby notified that your housing contract is TERMINATED effective 11:59 PM, thirty days from date of notice.

Violations include but are not limited to: - Suspected male visitors outside quiet hours (multiple occasions) - Noise complaints from neighboring rooms - General pattern of conduct inconsistent with dormitory standards

You must vacate Room 314, Floor 3 within thirty (30) days of this notice. All personal belongings must be removed. Failure to comply will result in forced removal by campus security and additional fees assessed to your student account.

No appeals will be considered. This decision is final.

Sincerely, Jennifer Morrison, Residential Life Director

I read it three times, each reading making my heart pound harder.

Evicted. Thirty days.

I had thirty days to find an apartment in Manhattan.

My hands were shaking as I pulled out my phone and immediately searched rental listings. The reality hit me like a physical blow:

Studio apartments in Manhattan: - Absolute cheapest (shitty area, 5th floor walk-up): $2,200/month - Barely acceptable (still sketchy): $2,500/month
- Decent (safe neighborhood): $2,800-3,200/month

Requirements for leasing: - First month rent: $2,500 - Last month rent: $2,500 - Security deposit: $2,500 - Total upfront: $7,500

Some landlords would accept just first month plus deposit if you had good credit and references. That was still $5,000 minimum.

I checked my bank balance: $1,200.

The number stared back at me mockingly.

I needed $3,800 more. In thirty days.

That was $127 per day. Every single day.

My cage dancing shifts at the nightclub paid $45 for two hours of work. To make $3,800, I’d need to work 84 shifts. That was 2.7 shifts per day. Physically impossible.

Even if I worked every single Friday and Saturday for the next month—eight total shifts—that was only $360. Not even close.

I felt panic rising in my throat. Hyperventilating. The walls of the small dorm room seemed to close in.

Homeless. I’d be homeless in thirty days.

Where would I go? What would I do? I couldn’t call my fake family—they didn’t exist. Vanessa had set me up with a starting fund and identity, but she’d made it clear I was on my own after that. The Council wouldn’t care if I ended up on the streets.

I’d be a homeless magical prostitute within a month.

Unless I found a way to make $3,800 in thirty days.

My phone rang. Joe from the nightclub.

“Emily! Good timing. Got a cage dancing shift tonight, 9 PM to midnight. Three hours. You interested?”

“Yes,” I said immediately. “Absolutely.”

“Great. Wear the bikini again. And bring your A-game—it’s gonna be packed. You could make good tips.”

Three hours. Maybe $60-70 if the crowd was generous.

Still just a drop in the ocean of what I needed.



That evening I arrived at Pulse wearing the borrowed bikini and platform heels. The nightclub was indeed packed—a bachelorette party plus the regular Saturday crowd. The energy was electric.

Joe led me to the cage—a suspended platform about ten feet above the dance floor, enclosed by bars on all sides, accessed by a ladder. “You’ve got this,” he said encouragingly. “Just dance, be sexy, collect the bills. Easy money.”

I climbed the ladder in my heels—precarious but manageable—and took my position in the cage. Music pounded through the speakers, bass vibrating through the metal bars.

I started dancing.

At first I was self-conscious, awkward. But the alcohol in the crowd below loosened inhibitions—both theirs and mine. Men started gathering beneath the cage, staring up at me. At my barely-covered breasts. At my ass in the tiny bikini bottoms. At my legs in the platform heels.

Bills started floating up. Ones and fives, occasionally a ten.

I danced harder. Let my body move to the music, hips swaying, breasts bouncing. Turned to show them my ass, bending slightly to give them a better view. They whooped and threw more bills.

The male attention was intoxicating. Dozens of men staring up at me with hunger, desire, wanting. The power of being untouchable but desirable. Of controlling their arousal with just my body’s movement.

My pussy was wet. The exhibitionism turned me on more than I’d expected.

I danced for three hours straight, only taking a five-minute break in the middle to drink water. By midnight, my feet ached and my body was covered in a sheen of sweat.

Joe helped me down and we counted the bills together: $73.

Seventy-three dollars for three hours of dancing nearly naked while men stared at me.

Better than most jobs. But nowhere near enough.

“You killed it tonight,” Joe said, handing me the cash. “Seriously, best cage dancer we’ve had in months. Want to make this a regular thing? Every Friday and Saturday?”

“Yes. Definitely.”

“Great. I’ll put you on the schedule.” He hesitated. “And Emily? If you ever want to make more money… some of the girls do private shows. In the VIP rooms. It’s, uh, more intimate. More physical. But it pays really well.”

“How well?”

“Depends on what you’re willing to do. Topless lap dance starts at $100 for ten minutes. If you go further…” He left the implication hanging.

Further. Meaning sexual services. Meaning prostitution, basically.

“I’ll think about it,” I said.

Walking home through the night streets, I counted the money again. $73. Added it to my mental total. I now had $1,273 in the bank.

Still needed $3,727 for an apartment. In 30 days now.

The math was impossible. Absolutely, brutally impossible with legitimate work.

Back in my room, I pulled out a notebook and did the calculations properly:

INCOME SOURCES (Legal): - Cage dancing: $70 average per shift x 6 remaining shifts = $420 - Customer recruitment: $30 per shift x 8 possible shifts = $240 - Selling possessions: laptop ($200), textbooks ($150), jewelry ($50) = $400 - Total potential: $1,060

TOTAL AVAILABLE: $1,273 (current) + $1,060 (maximum possible) = $2,333

AMOUNT NEEDED: $5,000

SHORTFALL: $2,667

No matter how I calculated it, no matter what legitimate work I found, I’d still be $2,667 short.

I’d be evicted. Homeless.

Unless…

I thought about Vicky’s mysterious night work. About her exhaustion and her wads of cash and her long showers afterward. About her carefully non-specific answers about what she actually did.

She’d said it paid $200-500 per night.

If those numbers were real, I could make $2,620 in… five to ten nights of work. Maybe two weeks maximum.

The apartment crisis would be solved.

But I’d have to do whatever Vicky did. Sell something. My body, most likely.

The thought made me nauseous and aroused in equal measure.

I lay on my bed and pulled up my power app, checking stats like they’d provide answers:

Mana: 1900/2200 Magic Level: 18 Bank Balance: $1,273 Money Needed: $3,727

The numbers were stark. Undeniable. Terrifying.

My phone buzzed. Jamal: Want to hang out?

Hanging out with Jamal meant sex. Which meant mana generation but zero dollars.

I stared at his message for a long moment, then replied: Maybe later this week. Busy tonight.

Another message. Katie: Missing you! Coffee tomorrow?

Sweet, innocent Katie who I was slowly corrupting. Who knew nothing about my financial crisis or magical nature or submission kink or the fact that I might be forced into prostitution within weeks.

Sure, I texted back. Morning?

10 AM, our usual Starbucks? xoxo

Normal college life. Except nothing about my life was normal anymore.

I masturbated that night thinking about the cage. About all those men staring up at me. About Joe’s offer of “private shows” in VIP rooms. About going further. About making real money from my body.

When I came, the orgasm was tinged with desperation rather than pleasure.

Mana: 2000/2200 (+100)

Nearly full. Ready for the next ritual. More power. More magic.

But magic didn’t pay rent. Magic didn’t prevent eviction.

Magic just made me powerful in a world I couldn’t afford to live in.

I fell asleep with the eviction notice on my nightstand and nightmares of sleeping on park benches, of showering in public restrooms, of everything I’d built as Emily crumbling into nothing.

Thirty days.

The countdown had started.

And I had no fucking idea how I’d survive it.


Chapter 21: Katie’s Experimentation

Day 68.

Katie’s text came early: My roommate’s gone all day. Want to come over? We could… talk. Or not talk. Whatever you want.

The invitation was clear. We’d kissed, touched over clothes, built tension over multiple encounters. But we hadn’t gone further.

Today would be different.

Be there at 2, I confirmed.

I spent the morning in a nervous haze. Classes were a blur. Coffee with friends felt surreal. All I could think about was Katie’s room, her bed, what we were about to do.

I’d been with Jamal. Had his cock inside me, his cum flooding my pussy. That was straightforward male-female sex.

But Katie? That was different. Unknown. Taboo in ways that still surprised me given everything else I’d done.

At 1:45 PM I showered, shaved everywhere, applied light makeup. Dressed in a skirt and loose top—easy removal. Cute underwear—black lace bra and panties set. Then I walked to Katie’s dorm, my heart pounding.

She answered on the first knock, pulling me inside quickly. “Hi. Sorry. I’m nervous. Are you nervous?”

“Very,” I admitted.

“Okay. Good. I thought maybe it was just me.” She laughed shakily. “I’ve been freaking out all morning about whether this is a good idea or if we’re going to ruin our friendship or—”

I kissed her to stop the spiral. Soft and reassuring at first, then deeper as she responded. Her arms wrapped around my neck, pulling me close, and we kissed like we’d done before—hungry, exploring, building heat.

But this time, we weren’t going to stop.

“Bed?” I suggested against her lips.

“Yes. Please.”

We moved to her bed—the same one where we’d studied, where we’d first kissed, where tension had built over weeks. But now we were here with intent. With permission. With need.

Katie lay back and I climbed on top of her, our bodies aligning. The kiss continued as our hands roamed—over clothes at first, tentative, then bolder. I cupped her breast through her shirt and she gasped into my mouth.

“Can I take this off?” I asked, tugging her shirt.

“Yes. God, yes. Take everything off.”

I pulled her shirt over her head, revealing a simple pink bra. Her breasts were smaller than mine—33B maybe—but perfect. I unclasped her bra and she shrugged it off, baring herself completely.

Her nipples were pale pink, hard with arousal. I stared for a moment, then leaned down and took one into my mouth.

Katie’s back arched off the bed. “Oh fuck—that feels—”

I sucked her nipple while my hand played with the other breast, teasing and pinching gently. She writhed beneath me, moaning, her fingers tangled in my hair.

“Your turn,” she breathed. “I want to see you.”

I sat up and pulled off my top, then unclasped my bra. My 34B breasts bounced free, nipples already hard. Katie stared with wide eyes.

“You’re so beautiful,” she whispered. “Can I…?”

“Touch me. Please.”

Her hands were tentative at first, cupping my breasts like they might break. But as I moaned encouragement, she grew bolder—squeezing, pinching my nipples, learning what made me gasp.

We took turns like that, exploring each other’s breasts, learning the sensitive spots, the perfect pressure. When Katie leaned up and sucked my nipple into her mouth, I nearly came from that alone.

“More,” I demanded. “I want to see all of you.”

We stripped off our remaining clothes—skirts, panties, until we were both completely naked on her bed. Two young women, flushed and aroused, about to cross a line we’d been dancing around for weeks.

I took a moment to really look at her. Katie was beautiful in a girl-next-door way—freckles across her pale skin, red hair spread across the pillow, green eyes dark with lust. Her body was slim with gentle curves, a small strip of red hair between her legs.

“You’re staring,” she said, blushing.

“You’re gorgeous. I want to touch you everywhere.”

“Then do it.”

I started at her neck, kissing and sucking, leaving faint marks. Down to her collarbones. Her breasts again, this time spending long minutes on each nipple until she was writhing. Down her stomach, feeling her muscles quiver. Over her hips.

When I reached her thighs, I looked up at her. “Can I?”

“Yes. Please. I need—” She didn’t finish the sentence but I understood.

I spread her legs gently, settling between them. Her pussy was right in front of my face—pink, glistening with arousal, her clit swollen and peeking out. I’d eaten Zola’s pussy five days ago under command. But this was different. This was Katie. My friend. Someone I cared about.

I leaned in and licked her. One slow stroke from entrance to clit.

Katie gasped, her hips jerking. “Oh my god.”

She tasted different from Zola—sweeter, lighter. I licked again, learning her flavor, her texture. Her pussy was soft against my tongue, warm and wet and responsive.

“Is this okay?” I asked.

“Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I sealed my mouth over her pussy and really ate her—tongue exploring every fold, circling her clit, dipping into her entrance. Katie’s hands fisted in the sheets, her moans getting louder with each stroke of my tongue.

When I focused on her clit—sucking it gently while flicking with my tongue—she nearly levitated off the bed.

“Fuck—Emily—I’m going to—”

I pushed two fingers inside her tight pussy while continuing to suck her clit. She was a virgin—I could feel it in how tight she was, could feel the resistance near her entrance. My fingers stayed shallow, stimulating her inner walls and the sensitive area near the opening without breaking through her hymen.

Katie came with a scream, her pussy spasming around my fingers, her thighs clamping around my head. I kept licking through her orgasm, tasting her pleasure, feeling her body shake with release.

When she finally went limp, panting and flushed, I crawled up beside her.

“That was…” She couldn’t finish the sentence. “Wow.”

“Good wow?”

“Amazing wow. I just—a girl just made me cum. You made me cum. With your mouth.” She giggled, slightly hysterical with post-orgasm euphoria. “I’m definitely bi. Definitely.”

“Welcome to the club,” I said with a grin.

She rolled to face me, her hand tracing my side. “Your turn. I want to make you feel that good.”

“You don’t have to—”

“I want to. Please?” Her eyes were earnest. “Teach me. Show me what you like.”

I lay back and spread my legs, giving her access. My pussy was dripping—eating her out had turned me on intensely.

Katie settled between my thighs, studying my pussy like it was a fascinating puzzle. “It’s so pretty. And you’re so wet.” Her finger traced my lips tentatively. “Tell me what to do.”

“Start with licking. Long strokes. Get a feel for it.” My voice was already breathy with anticipation.

She leaned in and licked me, her tongue soft and uncertain but eager. The sensation was good but inexperienced. “Like that?”

“Mm, yes. More. Explore. Find what makes me react.”

She licked more confidently, her tongue trailing from my entrance up to my clit. When she circled my clit, I gasped and my hips lifted.

“There,” I coached. “That’s my clit. It’s really sensitive. Lick it. Suck it gently.”

Katie focused on my clit, licking in circles, experimenting with pressure and speed. When she sealed her lips around it and sucked, I moaned loudly.

“Just like that—fuck—don’t stop—”

She didn’t. She sucked my clit while her fingers—tentative at first, then bolder—explored my entrance. When she pushed two fingers inside me, I cried out.

“Yes—fingers—fuck me with your fingers—”

She pumped her fingers in and out, finding a rhythm, while her mouth worked my clit. The coordination was clumsy but enthusiastic. And the visual of Katie’s red hair between my thighs, her green eyes looking up at me, her mouth on my pussy—it was incredibly hot.

My orgasm built fast. “I’m close—go faster—”

Katie obeyed, her fingers fucking me harder, her tongue flicking my clit rapidly. When she curved her fingers and hit my G-spot, I exploded.

The orgasm ripped through me, my pussy clamping around her fingers, my clit pulsing against her tongue. I screamed her name, my body convulsing with pleasure. Golden-purple energy blazed—visible, undeniable.

Katie pulled back, eyes wide. “You’re glowing again! What is that?”

Fuck. She’d seen it twice now. I needed a better excuse.

“It’s a medical thing. Synesthesia mixed with intense arousal. My doctor said it’s harmless. Just… ignore it.” The lie was terrible but I sold it with conviction.

“If you say so.” She crawled up beside me, her lips and chin shiny with my juices. “But it’s beautiful. Like magic.”

You have no idea, I thought.

We lay tangled together, both naked and satisfied, our bodies pressed close. Katie’s fingers traced patterns on my stomach idly.

“That was amazing,” she said. “I can’t believe we just did that.”

“Regret it?”

“God, no. I want to do it again. Like, right now.” She giggled. “Is that weird? Am I becoming a nympho?”

“You’re discovering what you like. That’s healthy.” I kissed her forehead. “And for the record, I want to do it again too.”

“Yeah?” Her hand drifted lower, between my legs. “How’s this for again?”

Her fingers found my clit and I gasped. Still sensitive from the first orgasm, every touch was amplified.

We made out while she fingered me, our breasts pressed together, our legs tangled. When I came the second time, it was while Katie whispered dirty things in my ear—“I love making you cum, you taste so good, I want to do this every day”—and the combination of physical and verbal pushed me over the edge.

Mana: 2200/2200 (+400 from two partner orgasms)

Full mana pool. Ready for the next ritual.

Afterward, we cuddled and talked—about what this meant for us (friends with benefits? girlfriends? undefined?), about keeping it discreet (not ready for the whole campus to know), about doing it again (definitely).

“Lucas mentioned something,” Katie said carefully. “About maybe… a threesome? If we were both interested?”

“Lucas? The jock from your study group?”

“He’s my, um, fuck buddy. We’ve hooked up a few times. And he knows I’m bi-curious now and he suggested…” She trailed off, blushing. “We don’t have to. It was just an idea.”

A threesome. One guy, two girls. The ultimate male fantasy.

And honestly? The idea turned me on. Sharing Katie with a guy. Being with both of them. Exploring sexuality without limits or labels.

“I’m interested,” I admitted. “If you are.”

“Really?” Her face lit up. “You’d do that? With me?”

“With you, yeah. Let me think about it.” I checked my phone—4:30 PM already. Hours had passed in her bed. “I should go. Homework and stuff.”

“Okay.” She kissed me one more time, sweet and lingering. “Thank you for this. For being patient with me. For teaching me.”

“Thank you for being you.”

I dressed and left her room, my body still humming with satisfaction. In the hallway, I passed two male students who stared at me with interest. I probably looked thoroughly fucked—which I was.

Back in my room, I checked my power app:

Mana: 2200/2200 (FULL) Magic Level: 19 (up from 18) Sexual Partners: 3 (Jamal, Zola, Katie) Orgasms (Total): 55 Bank Balance: $1,273

Corruption Tracking: Katie’s Slut Stat: 15 (up from 0 - lesbian experience unlocked, virginity still intact)

The corruption of an innocent had begun. Katie, who’d been a shy virgin just weeks ago, was now eagerly exploring her sexuality. The app tracked it coldly, clinically.

Twenty-nine days.

The eviction notice sat on my desk, a constant reminder. But today’s lesbian experimentation with Katie had briefly made me forget the looming crisis.

I pulled up my phone and looked at rental listings again. The numbers hadn’t changed. Still impossible.

A text from Joe: Friday cage shift? Same pay, bigger crowd expected.

Yes, I confirmed.

Another $70 maybe. A drop in the ocean.

I needed a miracle. Or I needed to make a choice I wasn’t ready for.

That evening, Vicky came home early again—barely 9 PM. She looked upset, her eyes red like she’d been crying.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Fine. Just a shit day at work.” She collapsed on her bed. “Sometimes I fucking hate my job.”

“Want to talk about it?”

“Not really.” She was quiet for a moment, then: “Emily, if you ever really needed money. Like, desperately needed it. Would you… would you do something you weren’t proud of to get it?”

The question felt loaded. Significant.

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “Depends how desperate I was. How much I needed it.”

“What if you needed like, five thousand dollars? And you only had a month to get it? What would you do?”

I stared at her. Had she seen the eviction notice? Did she know?

“How did you—”

“I saw the envelope. The university seal. I didn’t read it but I can guess.” She sat up, meeting my eyes. “You got evicted, didn’t you?”

There was no point lying. “Thirty days. Yeah.”

“Fuck.” She rubbed her face. “I warned you about the RA.”

“I know. I just didn’t think… I thought I was being careful.”

“How much do you need?”

“Five grand minimum. I have about thirteen hundred.” The math was depressing.

“Thirty-six eighty short.” Vicky did the mental math instantly. “That’s not impossible.”

“With regular work it is. I’ve done the calculations. Even maxing out all my nightclub shifts, I’ll still be short.”

Vicky was quiet for a long moment. Then: “I need to tell you something. The truth this time. About my job.”

My heart started pounding. “Okay.”

“I don’t work at a nightclub as a waitress. I work at a massage parlor in Midtown. But not doing massages. I’m an escort. A prostitute. I fuck men for money.” The words tumbled out fast, like she was afraid if she stopped she’d lose courage. “Two clients per night, three nights a week. $200 to $500 per client depending on what they want. That’s how I pay tuition. That’s how I survive.”

I’d suspected. Known, really. But hearing her say it explicitly was still shocking.

“I’m not judging,” I said carefully. “I just… does it work? Is it safe?”

“Mostly. The madam who runs the place is fair. She screens clients, provides condoms, takes her cut but doesn’t screw us. And the money…” She laughed bitterly. “The money is fucking good. I make in one night what most people make in a week of regular work.”

“How much?”

“Average night? Four to eight hundred. Depends on the clients, what they want, how many. Some weeks I make two thousand. That’s more than most part-time jobs pay in a month.”

The numbers made my head spin. Two thousand dollars a week. Eight thousand a month. That was… that was insane money.

“Why are you telling me this?” I asked, though I thought I knew.

“Because you need thirty-six hundred dollars in a month. And I can tell you exactly how to get it.” She met my eyes. “Four nights of work. Maybe five to be safe. That’s it. One week and you’d have your apartment money. Then you could stop.”

“You want me to become a prostitute.”

“I want you to not be homeless.” Her voice was fierce. “I want you to survive. And yeah, the method is shitty and degrading and you’ll hate yourself at first. But you’ll have a place to live. You’ll be safe. And after a while…” She shrugged. “It’s just work. Bodies in motion. Transaction complete.”

“I don’t know if I can.”

“You just let Jamal fuck you for free. You’ve been dancing nearly naked in a cage while men stare at you. You’ve been selling your body piecemeal already.” She wasn’t being cruel, just honest. “The only difference is getting paid properly for it.”

The logic was brutal and undeniable.

“I need to think about it,” I said.

“Okay. Think. You have twenty-nine days.” She pulled out a business card from her purse. “This is the madam’s number. If you decide you want in, call her. Tell her Vicky referred you. She’ll interview you, explain everything, set you up if you pass. It’s your choice. But it’s a choice that could save your life.”

She handed me the card. I took it with numb fingers.

Later that night, alone while Vicky worked her shift, I stared at the card.

Lotus Massage - Exclusive Services 646-555-0147

Five to seven nights of fucking strangers and I’d have my apartment. I’d be safe. Secure.

Or I could refuse, try to make it work with cage dancing and prayer, and probably end up homeless.

The choice was brutal in its simplicity.

I hid the card in my desk drawer next to Zola’s collar. Two symbols of potential paths—submission to Zola, prostitution through the massage parlor.

Both paths led away from who Michael had been. Further into who Emily was becoming.

I masturbated that night thinking about the decision ahead. About fucking strangers for money. About whether I could handle it. About whether I had any other choice.

When I came, it was desperate and unsatisfying.

Mana: 2200/2200 (already full, no generation)

Twenty-nine days until eviction.

The countdown continued.

And the choice was looming.


Chapter 22: Fourth Magic Ritual - Both Holes

Day 70.

My mana was full again: 2200/2200. Between sessions with Katie, another encounter with Jamal, and frequent masturbation, I’d refilled my pool in record time.

My body was becoming more efficient at generating power. Or maybe I was just having more orgasms.

Vanessa’s text came in the morning: Ready for ritual four? Warning: this is the most intense one yet. Clear your schedule for the afternoon—you’ll need recovery time.

How intense? I texted back.

Dual penetration. Both holes simultaneously. It’s… a lot.

My pussy clenched at the thought. Both holes. Vaginal and anal at the same time. The machines fucking me together, filling me completely.

The idea was terrifying and arousing in equal measure.

I’m ready, I lied.

3 PM. Bring courage.



I arrived at the lab nervous and already aroused. The anticipation had been building all day, my imagination running wild with what “dual penetration” would actually feel like.

Vanessa met me in the ritual room. The setup was different today—more complex. The examination table had been modified with stirrups and positioning bars. And there were two mechanical arms now, each with a chrome dildo attached.

One positioned for vaginal access. One for anal.

Both looked intimidating—the vaginal one at least 8 inches, the anal one the same size as before at 7 inches, both proportionally thick.

“Jesus,” I breathed.

“I know. It’s a lot to take in. Literally.” Vanessa checked the machines, calibrating settings. “The ritual requires maximum stimulation to extract the amount of mana we’re targeting. Single penetration doesn’t generate enough anymore—your body’s adapted, become more efficient. We need to push your limits.”

“Will it hurt?”

“Probably. At first. But the ritual magic will help with arousal, and I can coach you through it. Plus…” she pulled out a small vial, “…I have enhanced lube. Numbs slightly, makes penetration easier. You’ll still feel everything, just without the sharp pain.”

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

“Strip,” she said gently. “Then we’ll position you.”

I undressed with shaking hands, hyper-aware of Vanessa watching. By now she’d seen me naked multiple times, had watched me cum repeatedly, but this felt different. More vulnerable somehow.

When I was completely bare, she guided me to the table. “Lie back. Feet in the stirrups. Let me adjust everything.”

I lay down and let her position me: legs spread wide in the stirrups, ass at the edge of the table, completely exposed. The position was clinical and obscene simultaneously.

Vanessa moved the mechanical arms into place. The vaginal dildo touched my pussy lips—cool chrome against warm, wet flesh. The anal dildo pressed against my asshole—slightly smaller but still intimidating.

“Both machines will penetrate simultaneously,” Vanessa explained. “Slow at first, giving you time to adjust. Then they’ll establish a thrusting rhythm—alternating, so when one pushes in, the other pulls out. The friction and fullness combined generates exponentially more mana.”

“Have you done this to anyone else?” I asked.

“A few subjects. Most couldn’t handle it. They safeworded out or panicked. But you? I think you can take it.” Her green eyes were dark with something that looked like hunger. “I think you’ll love it.”

“I hope you’re right.”

“Only one way to find out.” She applied the numbing lube to both my holes—her fingers slipping inside each opening, coating thoroughly. The numbness set in quickly, a strange tingling that reduced sensation but didn’t eliminate it.

Then she initiated the ritual.

The runes blazed. The purple-pink mist rose. My arousal spiked as the magic flooded the room. My pussy clenched, empty and eager. My asshole twitched, nervous but ready.

“Beginning penetration,” Vanessa announced. “Breathe. Relax all your muscles. Let them in.”

Both dildos began to push forward simultaneously.

The double sensation was overwhelming immediately. My pussy opening around one shaft while my asshole stretched around the other. Two different penetrations, two different types of fullness, happening at exactly the same time.

One inch in my pussy. One inch in my ass.

Two inches. Three.

The fullness was insane. My pussy could handle it—trained now, experienced. But my ass was tighter, more resistant despite the anal machine having prepared it weeks ago.

Four inches. Five.

“You’re doing great,” Vanessa encouraged. “Halfway there. Just keep breathing.”

Six inches. Seven.

I was stretched beyond what seemed possible. Both holes stuffed with chrome, my body completely impaled. The pressure was enormous—one dildo pressing against my cervix, the other deep in my bowels.

Eight inches fully seated. Both machines buried completely.

I gasped for breath, my hands gripping the table edges, my body trembling with the overwhelming sensation of being completely, utterly filled.

“How do you feel?” Vanessa asked, her voice thick.

“Full. So fucking full. I can’t—there’s no room—”

“There’s always room. Bodies adapt. Especially yours.” She checked the talisman fragment. “Your mana is already starting to flow just from the penetration. Wait until they start moving.”

“Moving?” Panic spiked. “They’re going to fuck me? Like this? Both at once?”

“That’s the ritual, yes. Ready?”

I wasn’t. But I nodded anyway.

The machines began to thrust.

Alternating rhythm, just like Vanessa had said. The vaginal dildo pulled back three inches while the anal dildo pushed forward. Then they switched—vaginal in, anal out. Back and forth, creating a constant sensation of fullness and friction.

The pleasure hit me like a tidal wave.

Every nerve ending in both holes fired simultaneously. The vaginal dildo dragged against my G-spot with each stroke. The anal dildo pressed on my P-spot repeatedly. The thin wall between them stretched with each alternating thrust, amplifying every sensation.

“Oh fuck—oh god—” I couldn’t form coherent thoughts. My mind was blank except for the overwhelming physical sensation of being fucked in both holes.

The rhythm increased. Longer strokes now—five inches of movement, the dildos nearly pulling out completely before slamming back inside. The sound was obscene—wet squelching from my pussy, the mechanical hum, my desperate moaning.

I’d never felt anything like this. The machine rituals before had been intense but singular—one hole at a time. This was complete sensory overload. No escape. No break. Just constant dual penetration driving me toward a cliff edge I couldn’t see but knew was coming.

“Touch yourself,” Vanessa commanded, her voice hoarse. “Rub your clit. You need the triple stimulation for maximum mana generation.”

My hand flew to my clit, fingers finding the swollen nub and rubbing frantically. The addition of external stimulation to the internal pounding was devastating.

I was being fucked in every available hole. Pussy, ass, and now my fingers on my clit. Triple stimulation. Complete sexual saturation.

The orgasm built impossibly fast.

“I can’t—it’s too much—I’m going to—”

“Cum,” Vanessa demanded. “Give me everything. All your power. Now.”

The orgasm detonated.

My pussy and ass both clamped down on the thrusting dildos, spasming violently. Pleasure didn’t just radiate—it exploded from every nerve ending, overwhelming my entire nervous system. I screamed, my voice raw and primal, as the most intense climax of my life ripped through me.

And the mana erupted like a nuclear blast.

Golden-purple energy didn’t just flare—it blazed in a supernova that lit up the entire room. The talisman fragment in Vanessa’s hand glowed white-hot, nearly too bright to look at directly. The runes on the walls pulsed in synchronization with my spasming holes.

The machines kept fucking me through the orgasm—prolonging it, intensifying it, driving me higher and higher until I couldn’t tell where the pleasure ended and I began. My body wasn’t mine anymore. It was just a vessel for sensation, a generator for power, a tool for ecstasy.

I blacked out for a moment.

When awareness returned, the machines had stopped. Both dildos were still inside me—buried fully, holding me open, keeping me stuffed. I was gasping for breath, my body limp with exhaustion, sweat covering every inch of skin.

Vanessa was breathing hard too, her face flushed deep red. Her hand was pressed between her legs, clearly touching herself through her jeans.

“Emily,” she gasped. “That was… fuck. That was the most powerful mana generation I’ve ever witnessed. You’re incredible.”

The machines slowly withdrew—vaginal first, then anal. The emptiness was shocking after being so completely filled. My pussy gaped, leaking clear fluid. My asshole twitched, open and sore.

I’d just been double-penetrated by machines. Fucked in both holes simultaneously until I came harder than I’d ever thought possible.

And Vanessa had watched it all while masturbating.

“Did you…?” I asked weakly, gesturing to her hand between her legs.

She flushed deeper. “Almost. I was so close. Watching you, feeling your mana surge, it’s…” She trailed off. “This is getting harder. Maintaining professional boundaries. You’re so powerful and beautiful and I’m…” She stopped herself. “Never mind.”

“You’re attracted to me,” I said. It wasn’t a question.

“Yes.” The admission was quiet. “I have been since the first ritual. Watching you discover pleasure, watching you transform, teaching you magic through sex—it’s incredibly intimate. And arousing. I try to stay professional but…”

“But?”

“But one more ritual and I might not be able to stop myself from joining in.” She laughed shakily. “There. I said it. Your magical mentor wants to fuck you. Very professional of me.”

I should’ve been shocked. Uncomfortable. But I wasn’t.

“Would that be so bad?” I asked.

“It would be inappropriate. A violation of trust. You’re my student, my responsibility. I shouldn’t be thinking about you sexually.”

“But you are.”

“Constantly.” She met my eyes. “And it’s only getting worse.”

We stared at each other for a long moment, tension crackling between us. Then Vanessa shook her head and stepped back.

“Get dressed. I’ll teach you the spells. We’ll deal with… the other thing… later. Maybe.”

I dressed slowly, every movement reminding me of the dual penetration. My pussy was sore. My ass was sore. Both holes felt stretched, used, thoroughly fucked.

But the power I’d generated was incredible.

Vanessa taught me two new spells:

Multi-Clone - Cost 800 mana. Created four decoys instead of one. Useful for combat or escape.

Heal - Cost 1000 mana. Combat healing. Could heal myself or others mid-fight, keeping people alive in dangerous situations.

I practiced both, feeling my mana pool drain and refill with each cast. Magic was becoming second nature now—as natural as breathing.

Mana: 300/2400 (Max increased by 200!) Magic Level: 19

“Next ritual won’t be for a while,” Vanessa said. “You need to build up to 3000+ mana, and I need to… prepare myself. For what’s probably going to happen.” She met my eyes. “Because I don’t think I can watch you cum one more time without losing control completely.”

“Would that be so terrible?” I asked quietly.

“I don’t know. Maybe not.” She touched my cheek gently. “Go home. Rest. Your body needs recovery time. And Emily? Be careful. You’re generating massive amounts of power, which means you’re on the Council’s radar. Lucien might show up to check on you soon.”

“The enforcer who wanted to kill me?”

“He’s actually not that bad once you get to know him. Just… rigid. Follows rules. But he’ll respect your power if you show him you’re in control.” She walked me to the door. “Keep training. Keep learning. And think about what I said. About us.”

I left the lab in a daze, my body aching pleasantly, my mind spinning with implications.

Vanessa wanted me. My magical mentor, the woman who’d saved my life, who’d transformed me, who’d taught me everything—she was attracted to me. Sexually. Intensely.

And I… I was attracted to her too, I realized. Not just grateful. Actually attracted. The way she commanded the rituals, the way her eyes darkened when she watched me cum, the way her hands touched me during positioning—all of it aroused me.

Was I attracted to everyone? Jamal, Katie, Zola, now Vanessa?

Or was I just a succubus becoming what I was meant to be—a sexual being who responded to desire regardless of source?

The question haunted me on the subway home. In my room, I examined myself in the mirror.

My body looked the same but felt different. My pussy and ass both ached with the memory of being filled. My breasts were tender from Vanessa’s clinical touches during positioning. My skin felt hypersensitive, every brush of fabric arousing.

I checked my power app:

Mana: 300/2400 Magic Level: 19 Spells: 8 (Fog, Clone, Cure Wounds, Stun, Greater Cure Wounds, Multi-Clone, Heal, Shower) Sexual Partners: 3 Orgasms (Total): 57

The eighth spell—Shower—I’d actually figured out on my own through self-study, practicing late at night in my dorm room. I’d been trying to clean up after sessions with Jamal without waking Vicky, and desperation had fueled creativity. It cost 500 mana but instantly cleaned my body, removing all evidence of sex, sweat, or cum. Incredibly useful for someone whose life now involved frequent messy encounters.

Twenty-seven days.

The eviction was coming whether I figured out my sexuality or not. Whether I explored things with Vanessa or not. Whether I accepted Zola’s submission training or not.

In twenty-seven days, I’d either have $5,000 for an apartment or I’d be homeless.

The Lotus Massage card was in my desk drawer. Four to five nights of prostitution and I’d have the money. Or I could keep dancing in cages and hoping for miracles.

I masturbated that night thinking about the dual penetration. About being so completely filled, so thoroughly fucked. About Vanessa watching with hunger, touching herself, losing control of her professionalism.

About what would happen in the next ritual when she finally snapped.

When I came, it was intense but my mana didn’t increase—pool already at max capacity.

Mana: 2400/2400 (regenerated to full from time passage)

I was ready for the next ritual. The next threshold.

But first, I had to survive the next few weeks. Had to navigate the financial crisis, the eviction deadline, the relationships multiplying around me.

Had to decide who Emily really was. What she was willing to do. Where the line was between survival and surrender.

I fell asleep with sore holes and a full mana pool and twenty-seven days looming like a countdown to judgment.

The clock was ticking.

And I still didn’t know what choice I’d make when time ran out.


Chapter 23: Lucas and the Threesome

Day 72.

Katie’s text woke me: Lucas wants to meet you today. Threesome tonight if you’re still interested? His place, 8 PM?

My stomach flipped with nervous excitement. I’d agreed to this days ago, but now that it was real, happening tonight, the butterflies were intense.

I’m in, I confirmed. What should I bring?

Just yourself. And maybe condoms? Lucas has some but extra doesn’t hurt. Oh god I’m so nervous!!!

Me too. But we’ll have fun.

I hope so. See you at 8. His address: 347 E 10th St, Apt 4B

I spent the day in a nervous haze. Classes were impossible to focus on. Every time I tried to concentrate, my mind drifted to tonight. To what would happen. To Lucas’s cock (Katie had mentioned he was “big”) and how it would feel to share a sexual experience with both of them.

MMF threesome. Two girls, one guy. The ultimate male fantasy—and I was about to live it from the female perspective.

At 7 PM I showered thoroughly, shaved everywhere, applied makeup carefully—sexy but not overdone. Dressed in a short dress with easy access, cute lingerie underneath. Grabbed the box of condoms from my desk and headed out.

Lucas’s apartment was in the East Village, a walk-up building that had seen better days. I climbed to the fourth floor and found 4B, Katie already waiting outside.

“Hey!” She hugged me tightly. “Okay. Last chance to back out. No judgment if you’re not ready.”

“I’m ready. Are you?”

“Terrified. But yes.” She knocked on the door.

Lucas answered immediately—and fuck, Katie hadn’t been exaggerating. He was gorgeous. 6’1” of lean muscle, dirty blonde hair styled casually, blue eyes that sparkled with confidence. He wore jeans and a tight t-shirt that showed off his arms and chest. His smile was cocky, knowing exactly how good he looked.

“Katie. And you must be Emily.” His eyes traveled over me appreciatively. “Damn. Katie said you were hot but she undersold it.”

“Thanks,” I managed, suddenly shy.

“Come in, come in.” He stepped aside, ushering us into his apartment.

It was a typical bachelor pad—small studio, unmade bed visible in the main room, posters of bands and models on the walls, a kitchenette with empty beer bottles. But it was clean enough, and the space felt private. Safe.

“Drinks?” Lucas offered, producing a bottle of vodka and shot glasses. “Help break the ice.”

“God, yes,” Katie said.

He poured three shots and we clinked glasses. “To new experiences,” he toasted.

We drank. The vodka burned down my throat—harsh and strong. I’d only had alcohol a few times as Emily, and my tolerance was still low. Within minutes, warmth spread through my body and my inhibitions loosened.

Lucas poured another round. Then another. By the third shot, we were all giggling and relaxed, the nervous tension melting away.

“So,” Lucas said, sitting on his bed between us. “Rules. We all have to be comfortable. Anything you don’t want to do, just say. No pressure, no judgment. This is about fun. Everyone having a good time. Yeah?”

Katie and I nodded.

“Good. Then let’s start easy.” He turned to Katie and kissed her—familiar, comfortable. They’d done this before. His hand cupped her breast through her shirt and she moaned into his mouth.

Then he turned to me. “Okay if I kiss you?”

“Yeah. Please.”

His lips were firm, commanding. The kiss was different from Katie’s softness or Jamal’s hunger—Lucas kissed like he knew exactly what he was doing, taking control, setting the pace. His tongue invaded my mouth and I opened for him eagerly.

When he pulled back, both Katie and I were flushed and breathing hard.

“Hot,” he said with satisfaction. “Now you two. Kiss for me.”

Katie and I turned to each other. We’d kissed before, obviously, but doing it while Lucas watched added a performative element. We were putting on a show.

And fuck, it was hot.

We kissed deeply, hands roaming over clothes, while Lucas watched with obvious arousal. I heard him groan when Katie’s hand cupped my breast, heard the rustle of denim as he adjusted his bulge.

“Shirts off,” he commanded. “Both of you.”

We broke apart and pulled our tops over our heads. Katie’s bra was white lace—innocent. Mine was black—sultry. Lucas’s eyes darted between us, drinking in the view.

“Bras too.”

We unclasped our bras and let them fall. Four breasts bare, nipples hard with arousal. Katie’s were smaller, pale pink. Mine were fuller, larger, tipped with darker pink.

“Fuck,” Lucas breathed. “You’re both gorgeous. Touch each other. I want to watch.”

We obeyed. I cupped Katie’s breast, she cupped mine. We kissed while playing with each other, our bodies pressing together, soft skin against soft skin.

I heard Lucas unzip his jeans. Heard the rustle of fabric. Heard his sharp intake of breath.

I glanced over and nearly choked.

His cock was out—thick, hard, easily 9 inches long. Maybe more. It jutted from his body proudly, the head dark and swollen, a bead of precum glistening at the tip.

Holy fuck.

Katie noticed my stare and giggled. “Told you he was big.”

“You weren’t kidding.” I couldn’t look away.

“Want to touch it?” Lucas asked, stroking himself slowly. “Both of you?”

We approached him like he was a god on a throne—which, with that cock, he basically was. Katie reached out first, her small hand wrapping around his thick shaft. I joined, my hand below hers.

Together we stroked him, learning his size and shape. He was huge—both our hands barely covered half his length. Hot, hard, velvety skin over steel.

“That’s it,” he groaned. “Fuck, your hands feel good.”

We took turns—Katie stroking while I cupped his balls, then switching. He was clearly enjoying the double attention, his cock twitching with each touch.

“Who wants to suck it first?” he asked.

Katie and I exchanged glances. “Together?” she suggested.

“Even better.”

We knelt side by side in front of him, our faces level with his cock. Katie licked the tip, her tongue swirling around the head. I licked the shaft, my tongue tracing a vein from base to tip.

We worked him together—kissing around his cock, our tongues meeting as we licked him, taking turns sucking the head into our mouths. The coordination was clumsy but incredibly hot. Lucas groaned above us, his hands in our hair, guiding us.

“Okay, stop,” he finally gasped. “Or I’m going to cum way too early. And I want to fuck both of you first.”

We pulled back, lips swollen and shiny with saliva. Lucas gestured to the bed. “Strip. Both of you. Let me see everything.”

We stood and undressed completely—skirts, panties, until we were both naked. Lucas’s eyes roamed over us hungrily, comparing, appreciating.

“Lie down,” he ordered Katie. “On your back. Emily, sit on her face. I want to watch you two while I fuck her.”

My pussy clenched at the command. Katie lay down and I straddled her face, my pussy hovering above her mouth. When I lowered myself, her tongue immediately found my clit.

I gasped, the sensation intense. Behind me, I heard the crinkle of a condom wrapper, then Katie’s muffled moan as Lucas entered her.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned.

He established a rhythm—fucking Katie with deep, powerful thrusts that made her moan against my pussy. Every thrust pushed her face harder into my cunt, her tongue working my clit frantically.

I heard Katie whimper below me—not just from pleasure but from the stretch of her first real penetration. Lucas was big, and she’d been a virgin until right now. I remembered being careful not to break her hymen when we’d played together—that privilege was going to Lucas. The thought that we were both experiencing her deflowering sent a spike of arousal through me.

I looked down and saw Lucas’s eyes locked on me—watching my breasts bounce, my face contort with pleasure. He was fucking Katie but his gaze was on me. The voyeuristic thrill of it sent electricity through my body.

“You like watching?” I asked breathlessly.

“Fuck yes. You’re gorgeous. Both of you.” He thrust harder, making Katie cry out against my pussy. “Switch positions. I want to fuck Emily now.”

We rearranged—Katie on her back, me on all fours over her, our bodies forming a 69. My pussy was positioned for Lucas’s access while I could eat Katie’s pussy.

Lucas moved behind me, his hands gripping my hips. I felt the blunt pressure of his massive cock against my entrance—larger than Jamal, larger than anything that had been inside me except the machines.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Yes.”

He pushed inside.

The stretch was immediate and intense. His thick cock spread me open, filling me inch by inch. Three inches. Five. Seven. He was huge, stretching my pussy beyond what felt comfortable.

“Breathe,” he coached. “Relax. Let me in.”

I forced my muscles to relax and he pushed the final two inches, bottoming out inside me. Nine inches of thick cock buried completely in my pussy. I felt impossibly full, stretched to my limit.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned. “Tighter than Katie even.”

He started fucking me—long, deep strokes that made me gasp with each impact. And with my face between Katie’s legs, I did my best to eat her pussy while being pounded from behind.

The coordination was difficult. Lucas’s thrusts drove me forward, mashing my face into Katie’s cunt. I licked frantically, my tongue finding her clit and sucking while Lucas’s massive cock split me open repeatedly.

Katie came first—crying out and grinding against my face, her pussy spasming, her juices coating my lips and chin. The taste was sweet and musky and I swallowed eagerly.

Lucas’s thrusts sped up, becoming rougher. His hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise, his cock driving deep with each powerful stroke. The sound of his hips slapping my ass filled the room.

“Gonna cum soon,” he warned. “Where do you want it?”

“Pull out,” Katie said quickly. “Cum on both of us.”

He fucked me for another minute—hard, fast, chasing his orgasm. I came while his cock was buried inside me, my pussy clamping around him, trying to milk him. The orgasm was explosive, my whole body shaking.

Golden-purple energy flared briefly. Lucas didn’t notice, too focused on his own approaching climax.

He pulled out and I felt the emptiness immediately. “Both of you. Faces together. Now.”

Katie and I knelt side by side, our faces close together, looking up at him. Lucas stroked his cock frantically—it was shiny with my juices, still hard and intimidating.

“Fuck—here it comes—”

He came with a roar.

Thick white ropes of cum erupted from his cock, spraying across both our faces. The first shot hit my cheek and dripped down. The second hit Katie’s forehead. The third painted both our lips. He kept cumming—more cum than seemed possible, coating our faces, our chins, dripping onto our breasts.

When he finally finished, both Katie and I were covered in his seed. Our faces were glazed with it, white ropes connecting us, his cum dripping down our chins and necks.

“Holy fuck,” Lucas gasped, his cock still twitching. “That was amazing. You’re both amazing.”

Katie turned to me and giggled—then licked a stripe of cum off my cheek. I returned the favor, my tongue catching the salty fluid on her face. We licked each other clean, tasting Lucas’s cum mixed with the taste of each other.

The act was degrading and intimate simultaneously. Two girls kneeling, covered in cum, licking it off each other while Lucas watched with satisfaction.

I’d just had a threesome. MMF. Been fucked while eating pussy. Had another man’s cum sprayed across my face. Had licked it off my female lover.

Michael was definitely gone.

“Shower?” Lucas offered, gesturing to his tiny bathroom. “It’s cramped but you’ll both fit.”

We showered together—all three of us squeezed into the small stall, hands roaming, washing each other. Lucas’s cock was already recovering, his hands cupping my breasts from behind while Katie washed my hair.

The intimacy was unexpected. Tender. We weren’t just fuck buddies—we were people who’d shared something intense and were processing it together.

When we finally dried off and dressed, it was past 11 PM. Lucas ordered pizza and we sat on his bed eating and talking and laughing—the post-sex glow making everything feel easy and comfortable.

“We should do this again,” Lucas said. “Like, regularly. Thursday nights? Make it our thing?”

Katie looked at me for confirmation. “What do you think?”

I thought about the mana generation—I’d cum twice during the threesome, generating at least 400 mana. I thought about the pleasure—being fucked by Lucas’s huge cock while eating Katie’s pussy was the hottest thing I’d experienced. I thought about the eviction crisis and how this solved nothing financially but gave me power and pleasure.

“I’m in,” I said. “Regular Thursday threesomes sound perfect.”

“Fuck yes,” Lucas grinned. “Best college schedule ever.”

We left his apartment together around midnight, Katie and I walking back to campus side by side. Our faces were freshly washed but I could still smell Lucas’s cum in my hair, could still feel the stretch of his cock in my pussy.

“That was insane,” Katie said, giggling. “I can’t believe we just did that.”

“No regrets?”

“None. That was incredible. He’s so big and you’re so good at eating pussy and I came like three times and—” She was babbling with post-sex euphoria. “I love this. I love exploring with you. I love feeling slutty and free and not caring what anyone thinks.”

“Me too,” I admitted.

We hugged goodnight outside my dorm. I climbed to the third floor and found Vicky already home, sitting on her bed looking exhausted.

“Late night?” she observed.

“Yeah. I was at a friend’s place.”

“The friend who made you smell like sex and cologne?” She raised an eyebrow but smiled. “No judgment. Just be careful about coming home too late. And definitely don’t bring anyone here overnight. Not with the eviction risk.”

Right. The eviction. I’d briefly forgotten about the crisis, too caught up in sexual exploration.

“I know. I’m being careful.”

“Good.” She pulled out her laptop. “Because I’ve been looking at apartments for you. Making lists. Calculating costs. Your situation is… not great, Emily. Even with maximum cage dancing shifts, you’re going to fall short.”

“I know,” I said quietly.

“The offer still stands. If you need the money.” She met my eyes seriously. “No pressure. But the option is there.”

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

After Vicky went to sleep, I checked my power app:

Mana: 2500/2400 (OVERFLOW! Automatically capped at max)

Wait. My max was 2400 but I had generated more than that during the threesome. The app was showing overflow mana—rare, only happened with exceptionally powerful orgasms.

Magic Level: 20

Sexual Partners: 4 (Jamal, Zola, Katie, Lucas - machines don’t count)

Orgasms (Total): 60

Twenty-five days left.

The crisis was getting closer. Every day that passed without solution made the final choice more inevitable.

I pulled out the Lotus Massage card and stared at it. The number seemed to pulse in the dim light, beckoning.

Four to five nights of work. Maybe $3,000-4,000 total. Combined with my existing $1,273, I’d have enough. Barely, but enough.

Or I could keep fucking Jamal and Lucas for free, keep dancing in cages for $70 per night, keep pretending I had options.

The choice was forming. Crystallizing. Becoming inevitable.

I put the card back and pulled out Zola’s collar instead. Next Wednesday was my second lesson with her. My submission training would continue.

Two paths calling to me: Zola’s domination or the massage parlor’s prostitution. Both involved surrendering something. Control to Zola. Dignity to money.

Or maybe I’d already surrendered both. Maybe I’d been surrendering piece by piece since the transformation, and now I was just choosing which form that surrender would take.

I masturbated that night thinking about Lucas’s cock, Katie’s tongue, the feeling of being part of a threesome. When I came, mana tried to generate but I was already at max capacity.

Mana: 2400/2400 (capped)

I needed to spend mana. Cast spells. Drain my pool so I could generate more.

Or visit Vanessa for the next ritual. But she’d said I needed 3000+ mana for that—more than my current maximum. I’d need to level up more first.

Everything felt like a spiral—power leading to sex leading to more power leading to needing more sex. The cycle was self-perpetuating, addictive.

And I was caught in it willingly.

I fell asleep with cum-scented hair and a full mana pool and twenty-five days until homelessness.

The countdown continued.

And I still didn’t know if I’d survive it.


Chapter 24: Financial Desperation

Days 73-76.

Four days of frantic hustle. Four days of trying everything. Four days of watching the numbers refuse to add up.

First day:

I worked a cage dancing shift—three hours, Friday night crowd. The exhibitionism was easier now, almost routine. Men stared, I danced, bills floated up. Collected $52 at the end of the night.

After subway fares and a few meals over the past days, I was down to $1,252.

Money still needed: $3,748

That night I couldn’t sleep. I pulled out my laptop and made a spreadsheet, calculating every possible income source:

REMAINING INCOME OPPORTUNITIES: - Cage dancing: 5 more possible shifts = $200-250 - Customer recruitment: 6 more shifts = $120-180 - Selling laptop: $150 (needed it for classes but desperate) - Selling textbooks: $100 (could share with classmates) - Selling jewelry/clothes: $50 maybe - Plasma donation: $40 per session x 4 = $160 - MAXIMUM TOTAL: $890

FINAL AMOUNT AVAILABLE: $2,142

SHORTFALL: $2,858

No matter how I calculated it, I was nearly three thousand dollars short. With legal, legitimate work, I couldn’t make it.

I stared at the numbers until my eyes burned. Then I opened a new browser tab and looked at the alternative.

Escort service rates (based on what Vicky had told me): - Standard client: $200-300 per session - Two clients per night = $400-600 - Three nights per week for three weeks = $3,600-5,400

Even working just four nights total, I’d make $1,600-2,400. Combined with my legitimate income, I’d have enough.

Four nights. Eight hours total. Maybe eight to twelve clients maximum.

Versus sixty shifts of cage dancing I didn’t have time for.

The math was brutal.

I closed the laptop before I could do something stupid like call the Lotus Massage number.



Second day:

I worked customer recruitment outside Pulse. Two hours of smiling at strangers, handing out flyers, using my looks to lure people inside. Made $28.

Bank balance: $1,280

Then I went to the university bookstore and sold back three textbooks I could survive without. $50.

Bank balance: $1,330

That evening I listed my laptop on Facebook Marketplace: “MacBook Pro, barely used, $200 OBO.” Within an hour, a buyer messaged. We met at Starbucks, he inspected it, handed over cash. But he talked me down to $150.

Bank balance: $1,480

I’d just sold the laptop I needed for schoolwork. But I needed money more than I needed to write essays.

Katie texted: Want to hang tonight? Lucas is busy but we could…

I knew what she was suggesting. Lesbian fun. Which would generate mana but zero dollars.

Rain check? I replied. Dealing with some stuff.

Her response: Everything ok?

Yeah. Just busy. Talk tomorrow.

I felt guilty lying to her. But I couldn’t explain the eviction, the financial crisis, the desperation growing like a tumor in my chest.



Third day:

I woke at 6 AM and took the subway to a plasma donation center in Queens. The process took two hours—medical screening, needle in my arm, watching my blood drain into a machine and get processed. They paid $40 cash when I was done.

Bank balance: $1,520

I felt dizzy and weak afterward. Ate a huge meal to recover, spending $20 I couldn’t afford.

Bank balance: $1,500

That afternoon I had an appointment at Aurora Talent Agency—the acting/modeling place Joe had mentioned. Maybe I could book more background work, more “Background Shower Girl” roles.

The agent—a woman in her 40s with sharp eyes—looked me over critically. “Height? Weight?”

“Five-six. 128 pounds.”

“Measurements?”

“34B-24-36.” The numbers came easily now.

“Pretty. Good bone structure. Any experience?”

“One background role. Shower scene.”

She pulled up something on her computer. “Says here you did well. Professional. On time. That’s good.” She studied me. “I have a few things coming up. Background work, $80 per day. Maybe some modeling if you’re comfortable with swimsuit or lingerie.”

“How much for modeling?”

“$150 for a four-hour session. Bikini or underwear shots for catalogs.”

$150. Better than cage dancing. “I’m interested.”

“Good. I’ll put you in the system. No guarantees on bookings, but I’ll call if something comes up. Could be this week, could be next month. That’s how this industry works.”

Could be never, in other words.

Bank balance: Still $1,500. No immediate income.



Fourth day:

Another cage dancing shift. Saturday night, packed club. I danced for three hours, collected $45 in tips. Less than usual—the regulars weren’t there.

Bank balance: $1,545

Subway fare home ate another $3.

Bank balance: $1,542

After my shift, Joe pulled me aside. “Emily, you’re one of my best dancers. Consistent, professional, hot as fuck. And I’ve got an opportunity for you.”

“What kind of opportunity?”

“VIP room services. Private shows. Topless lap dances start at $100 for ten minutes. If you’re willing to go further—touching, extras—prices go up. Way up.”

“How far is ‘further’?”

He shrugged. “Depends on the client and what you negotiate. Some girls just do grinding. Some do handjobs. Some…” He left the implication hanging. “It’s your call what you’re comfortable with. But the money is real. A good night in VIP can net you $500 to $1,000.”

More than a week of cage dancing in one night. But it meant sex work. Prostitution, basically, just with a nightclub wrapper.

“I’ll think about it,” I said.

“Don’t think too long. You’ve got that thing about you—clients have been asking specifically for you. I could book you solid if you say yes.”

I walked home through the night streets, exhausted and conflicted. My bank balance was $1,542. I’d tried everything legitimate: dancing, recruitment, selling possessions, plasma donation, modeling agency registration.

And I was still $3,458 short with twenty-one days remaining.

The math was impossible. Absolutely, completely, brutally impossible.

Back in my room, Vicky was packing her bag for her shift—makeup kit, spare clothes, condoms. The routine of a sex worker preparing for work.

She noticed my defeated expression. “Bad day?”

“I’ve tried everything. Every legitimate job I can find. Sold my laptop. Donated plasma. Registered with modeling agencies. And I’m still over thirty-six hundred short.” My voice cracked. “I’m going to be homeless, Vicky. In three weeks, I’m going to be on the street.”

She sat beside me on my bed, her hand finding mine. “Or you could make one phone call. Work four nights. Have your apartment money. Be safe.”

“It’s prostitution.”

“It’s survival.” Her voice was gentle but firm. “Emily, I know it’s scary. I know it feels wrong. But would you rather be homeless? Sleeping in shelters or parks? Vulnerable to every predator out there? Or would you rather fuck a few strangers in a safe, controlled environment, collect your money, and move into your own apartment?”

“When you put it that way…”

“That’s the only way to put it. This isn’t about morality. It’s about math. You need money. You have a body men will pay to fuck. The solution is obvious.” She squeezed my hand. “I’ll be with you. First night, I’ll request we work together—doubles pay more anyway. You won’t be alone.”

I stared at our joined hands. Vicky’s—small, delicate, the hands of a prostitute who’d done this dozens of times. Mine—shaking, uncertain, the hands of someone standing on a precipice.

“How much would I make? Really?”

“First night, they’ll test you with easy clients. Probably two guys, straightforward sex, condoms required. You’d make $300 to $500. After that, if you’re good, they’ll book you for better clients. Rough stuff pays more. Anal pays more. Groups pay more. But even basic missionary with average guys nets $200 per session.”

“So five nights, ten clients, maybe $3,000 total?”

“Probably closer to four thousand if you’re willing to do anal and take rougher clients. Which…” she hesitated, “…I’ve seen the way you walk sometimes. After being with Jamal. You can handle rough.”

My face burned. She’d noticed. Of course she’d noticed. We shared a room.

“I need to think.”

“Okay. But Emily? You have twenty-one days. After that, thinking time is over. You either make the call or you start packing for the street.” She picked up her bag. “I’m going to work now. The offer stands. No judgment either way. But please… think realistically. Not about what Michael would do. About what Emily needs to survive.”

She left. I sat alone in our room with the Lotus Massage card and twenty-one days of countdown and a choice that felt increasingly inevitable.

I checked my bank balance one more time: $1,542.

Checked the rental listings: still $5,000 minimum required.

Checked the calendar: twenty-one days until eviction.

The numbers didn’t lie. Math didn’t care about morality or dignity or what Michael would have thought.

Math just calculated: $3,458 short. Six to eight nights of prostitution to make it. Or homelessness.

I pulled out my phone and stared at the number on the card for a long time. My thumb hovered over the dial button.

Not tonight. Not yet.

But soon. Very soon.

Because the alternative was sleeping on benches. Was showering in public restrooms. Was losing everything I’d built as Emily.

And despite everything—despite the transformation, despite the confusion, despite the identity crisis—I didn’t want to lose Emily.

I wanted to survive as her. To continue being her. To see where this magical sexual journey led.

But survival had a price.

And I was running out of time to decide if I was willing to pay it.

I fell asleep with the card on my nightstand and nightmares of being homeless, cold, vulnerable.

Twenty-one days.

The countdown continued.

And the choice was no longer theoretical.

It was becoming survival.


Chapter 25: The Glory Hole Introduction

Day 78.

Wednesday. My second lesson with Mistress Zola. I’d missed last week’s session due to the financial crisis, but she’d rescheduled me for today.

I climbed the stairs to the eighth floor with the collar hidden in my purse, my pussy already wet with anticipation and nerves. The last time I’d seen her, she’d said my training would escalate. That I’d need energy.

I had no idea what that meant. But I was about to find out.

I knocked on 801.

Zola answered wearing leather pants and a black crop top, her braided hair pulled back severely. She looked like a dominatrix straight out of a porn film—powerful, intimidating, utterly in control.

“Right on time. Good girl.” She pulled me inside and locked the door. “Strip. Put on your collar.”

I undressed quickly, my hands shaking slightly. When I was naked, I retrieved the leather collar from my purse and fastened it around my throat. The familiar weight settled against my skin—a reminder of ownership, of submission.

Zola attached a leash to the D-ring and tugged. “Kneel.”

I knelt immediately, my eyes downcast.

“Today’s lesson is about public submission. About learning that your body belongs to me anywhere, anytime. You’re going to walk through this university, through the city streets, on a leash. And then…” Her smile was cruel, “…you’re going to service cocks for me. Anonymous cocks. As many as I decide you need.”

My stomach dropped. “Public? But people will see—”

“That’s the point. You need to learn that shame is just a feeling. That being seen as a slut, as a submissive, as mine—that’s your reality now. Fighting it just makes it harder.” She pulled a tiny black skirt from her closet—barely six inches long—and a crop top that would show underboob. “Put these on. No bra. No panties. Just these.”

I dressed in the slutty clothes, hyperaware of how exposed I was. The skirt barely covered my ass. The crop top left my midriff bare and my breasts barely contained. I looked like a prostitute. Or a sex toy.

Which I guess I was.

Zola clipped the leash to my collar. “Walk behind me. Head down. No eye contact with anyone we pass. You’re my pet tonight. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She opened the door and led me into the hallway.

Immediately, we passed two male students. They stared—eyes widening at the sight of a nearly-naked girl on a leash. One of them laughed. The other pulled out his phone, probably to take photos.

My face burned with humiliation. But my pussy was dripping.

Zola led me to the elevator, making me stand in the corner while three other students entered. All of them stared. Whispered. One girl looked disgusted. Two guys looked aroused and amused.

“Freshman initiation,” Zola said casually, as if that explained everything. “Greek life stuff.”

They accepted the lie—or pretended to. The elevator ride was eternal, every second of being stared at making my arousal spike higher.

On the ground floor, Zola led me through the lobby. Students everywhere turned to stare. Some laughed. Some looked shocked. Some took photos.

I was being paraded through my university nearly naked, on a leash, while dozens of my peers watched. Tomorrow these photos would be everywhere. Everyone would know.

The thought was terrifying and arousing in equal measure.

We exited onto the street. The October evening was cool, my barely-covered skin prickling with goosebumps. Zola walked confidently, her heels clicking on the pavement, while I hurried behind her on my leash like a pet.

Pedestrians stared. A homeless man whistled. A woman with a baby carriage looked horrified. A group of finance bros cheered and catcalled.

“Looking good, baby!” “Fuck, is that for real?” “Wish I had a leash on her!”

Each comment made me burn hotter with shame. But Zola ignored them all, leading me steadily toward our destination.

After ten minutes of humiliating public display, we reached a shop in the West Village. The sign said “The Pleasure Chest” with a discreet “18+ Only” below it—the same sex shop where I’d first met Zola weeks ago.

A sex shop. Of course.

Zola led me inside. The clerk—a bored-looking guy with multiple piercings—glanced up and grinned. “Back again, Zola? With a new one?”

“Training session. We’ll need the basement for an hour.”

“Fifty bucks.”

She handed him cash. He buzzed us through a back door that led to a staircase heading down.

The basement was dimly lit, with a narrow hallway and multiple doors. The air smelled like sex and cleaning products—a mixture of musk and bleach. Muffled sounds came from behind some doors—moaning, rhythmic thumping.

“Glory holes,” Zola explained. “Anonymous cocks come through holes in the wall. Girls on this side service them. The men pay upstairs, come down, stick their cocks through, get sucked or fucked, cum, and leave. Completely anonymous.”

My heart hammered. “You want me to—”

“I want you to suck anonymous cocks until I’m satisfied you’ve learned your lesson. About obedience. About being a whore. About serving me.” She opened one of the doors and shoved me inside.

The room was small—maybe 6x6 feet. A padded bench against one wall. And at waist height, a circular hole cut through the opposite wall. About four inches in diameter. Large enough for a cock.

“Kneel in front of the hole,” Zola commanded. “When a cock appears, you suck it until it cums. You don’t stop, you don’t complain, you don’t pull away. You service it completely. Swallow every drop or wear it—I don’t care. But you don’t waste it. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.” My voice was barely a whisper.

“Good girl. I’ll be outside collecting the money. You’ll get ten percent. The rest is mine—payment for your training.” She removed the leash but left the collar. “Begin.”

She left, closing the door behind her. I was alone in the small room, kneeling on the hard floor, staring at the empty hole in the wall.

Waiting for an anonymous cock to appear.

My pussy was soaked. My nipples were hard. I was terrified and aroused and utterly degraded.

This was prostitution. Real prostitution. Sucking strangers’ cocks for money. Being pimped out by my Mistress.

And I was going to do it.

A shadow moved behind the hole. Then a cock pushed through.

My first anonymous cock. Seven inches, circumcised, average thickness. Just a disembodied dick sticking through a wall, waiting for my mouth.

I heard Zola’s voice through the door: “Suck it, slut. Now. Don’t make me come in there.”

I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around the stranger’s cock.

The taste was immediate—masculine, slightly salty, clean at least. I’d sucked Jamal briefly, had practiced on Lucas more extensively. But this was different. Anonymous. Transactional.

I bobbed my head, taking him deeper. Three inches. Four. He groaned on the other side of the wall—a low, satisfied sound. I worked my tongue along the underside, remembering techniques Katie and I had learned together.

The man’s hips thrust slightly, fucking my mouth through the hole. I adjusted, opening my throat, trying to take him deeper. Five inches. Six. I gagged slightly but pushed through.

“That’s it, take it all,” the voice on the other side grunted. “Fuck, your mouth is perfect.”

I sucked harder, bobbing faster, one hand cupping his balls through the hole. Heavy, full, ready to explode. My other hand moved between my own legs, finding my clit, rubbing frantically.

I was getting off on this. On the anonymity. On the degradation. On being Zola’s whore.

The man’s cock swelled in my mouth—warning signs. Then he came with a groan.

Thick spurts of cum flooded my mouth. Salty, bitter, overwhelming. I swallowed reflexively, trying not to gag, the taste coating my tongue. He kept cumming—more than I expected—until my mouth was full and I had to swallow again.

When he finally pulled out, I sat back gasping. I’d just sucked my first anonymous cock. Had swallowed a stranger’s cum.

Cumeater count: 2 (first was Lucas’s facial in the threesome)

No time to process. Another cock appeared almost immediately—thicker this time, maybe eight inches, uncircumcised. The foreskin was pulled back, revealing the dark head.

I wrapped my lips around this one too, sucking obediently. This man was rougher, his hips thrusting harder through the wall, fucking my face with short aggressive strokes. My eyes watered as he hit the back of my throat repeatedly.

When he came, he pulled out at the last second. Hot ropes of cum sprayed across my face—my cheeks, my nose, my lips. I gasped at the sudden warmth, the degradation of being used as a cum target.

Facial received: 1

I wiped the cum from my eyes, licking my lips. The taste was there again, inescapable.

Third cock. Smaller—maybe six inches—but the man was quick. Barely two minutes of sucking before he came, this time directly in my mouth. I swallowed dutifully.

Cumeater count: 3

Fourth cock. Large—nine inches easily—and I struggled to take it deep. But I managed, my throat opening, my gag reflex suppressed through sheer determination. He lasted longer, fucking my face for nearly ten minutes before finally exploding. Half in my mouth, half on my face when he pulled out.

I swallowed what I could. The rest dripped down my chin.

Cumeater count: 4

Fifth cock. Average again. But this time I was experienced, confident. I sucked him expertly, using everything I’d learned, and he came hard and fast. Straight down my throat, warm and thick.

Cumeater count: 5

When the fifth cock withdrew and no sixth appeared, Zola opened the door.

I was kneeling on the floor, face covered in cum, my lips swollen and red, my chin dripping with mixed saliva and seed. My hand was still between my legs, rubbing my clit—I’d been masturbating the entire time, getting off on the degradation.

“Stand up,” Zola ordered. “Let me see you.”

I stood shakily. Cum dripped from my face onto my breasts. My legs were wet with my own arousal. I looked like every man’s fantasy of a degraded whore.

“Perfect,” Zola said with satisfaction. “You took all five like a natural. Swallowed most of it. You’re learning.” She handed me a fifty-dollar bill. “Your cut. Ten percent of $500.”

Five hundred dollars. The men had paid five hundred dollars total to use my mouth. And I got fifty.

Zola kept $450 for herself.

“Clean your face,” she said, tossing me a small towel. “We’re walking back through the university. I want everyone to know what you’ve been doing.”

“But my face—the cum—”

“Is staying exactly as it is. Wear it proudly. You earned it.” Her smile was cruel. “You’re my glory hole slut now. Everyone should know.”

The walk back was agony. My face was sticky with drying cum. My lips were swollen. My legs were shaky. And everyone we passed knew—absolutely knew—what I’d been doing.

More photos. More whispers. More laughing and pointing.

By the time we reached the dorm, I was beyond humiliated. I was destroyed.

At her door, Zola removed my collar and leash. “Same time next week. And Emily? You did well tonight. You’re becoming what you were meant to be—my perfect toy. My obedient slut. My property.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I managed.

“Go clean up. Rest. Think about what you’ve done. About what you’ve become.” She closed the door in my face.

I stumbled to my own room somehow, my face still sticky with cum. Vicky was gone—at her own work, doing her own prostitution.

In the bathroom, I stared at my reflection. Cum streaked my face. My lips were puffy and red. My eyes were dark with residual arousal.

I looked like a whore who’d just serviced five cocks in a glory hole booth.

Because that’s exactly what I was.

I washed my face slowly, watching the evidence of my degradation swirl down the drain. But I couldn’t wash away the memory. The taste of five different men’s cum. The feeling of anonymous cocks filling my mouth. The humiliation of being paraded through campus as Zola’s pet.

The fact that I’d cum twice during the ordeal—once while sucking the fourth cock, once immediately after getting the final facial.

I’d been aroused the entire time. Had gotten off on the submission, the degradation, the anonymity.

What did that make me?

I checked my power app:

Mana: 2400/2400 (full, no generation due to cap) Magic Level: 20 Bank Balance: $1,592 ($1,542 + $50 from tonight) Sexual Partners: 9 (Jamal, Zola, Katie, Lucas, + 5 anonymous glory hole - human contact counts, machines don’t) Cumeater Progress: 5/10 (swallowed 5 loads, need 5 more for trait)

Less than three weeks.

I’d made $50 tonight by sucking five cocks. At that rate, I’d need to service 300 more cocks just to make my apartment money.

The math was absurd. Impossible.

But the experience had taught me something important: I could do it. Could suck cock. Could swallow cum. Could service men anonymously and walk away.

If I could do it through glory holes for Zola’s entertainment, I could do it at a massage parlor for proper pay.

The Lotus Massage card was in my desk drawer. Each day that passed, it called to me louder.

I masturbated that night thinking about the glory holes. About anonymous cocks appearing, fucking my mouth, cumming on my face. About being Zola’s whore. About the fifty dollars that wasn’t nearly enough.

When I came, it was intense but generated no mana—pool still capped.

Arousal: 75 (elevated from glory hole experience)

I fell asleep with the taste of cum lingering in my mouth and nineteen days echoing like a death sentence.

Tomorrow I’d try more legitimate work. More cage dancing. More hustling.

But in the back of my mind, I knew the truth: it wouldn’t be enough.

It would never be enough.

And eventually—soon—I’d have to make the call.

The only question was: would I wait until the last minute, until I was out of options?

Or would I accept reality now and save myself the stress?

The Lotus Massage card seemed to glow in my desk drawer, pulsing with possibility and degradation in equal measure.

Three weeks to decide.

But the decision was already made, wasn’t it?

I just hadn’t admitted it yet.


Chapter 26: The Offer

Days 79-82.

The final weeks before eviction were a blur of desperation and dwindling options.

First day:

I worked another cage shift. Made $71.

Bank balance: $1,663

Needed: $3,337

The gap wasn’t closing. Every dollar I earned felt meaningless against the ocean of what I still needed.

That night, Vicky came home early and found me crying over my laptop, staring at apartment listings I couldn’t afford.

“Emily.” She sat beside me. “I think it’s time.”

“Time for what?”

“To stop torturing yourself. To face reality.” She pulled out her phone. “I’m calling the madam. Setting up an interview for you. Just to see the place. To understand what it actually is. No commitment. Just information. Okay?”

“Vicky—”

“Please. Trust me. Let me show you it’s not as scary as you think. That it’s just a business. Just work.” She was already dialing. “You don’t have to say yes. But you should at least know what you’re saying no to.”

She spoke into the phone in rapid-fire—explaining she had a friend, a referral, needed to make money fast. Then she nodded. “Tomorrow night? Yes, we’ll both be there. 8 PM. Thank you.”

She hung up and met my eyes. “Tomorrow. We visit. You see what it is. You meet her. You decide. That’s all.”

I should’ve said no. Should’ve refused to even consider it. But what choice did I have? Die of curiosity or die of stubbornness—both ended with homelessness.

“Okay,” I whispered. “I’ll go look.”



Second day:

The day crawled by. Classes were impossible to focus on. Katie texted about Thursday threesome plans (regular schedule now) but I couldn’t think about sex when my future was on the line.

At 7:30 PM, Vicky and I dressed for the visit. She chose professional clothes for me—modest dress, low heels, minimal makeup. “First impression matters. You want to look clean, put-together. Sexy but not desperate.”

We took the subway to Midtown, then walked three blocks to a discrete building. The sign said “Lotus Massage & Spa” in elegant script. From the outside, it looked legitimate—upscale, clean, professional.

Inside was a waiting area with soft lighting, comfortable chairs, the smell of lavender. A receptionist—older Korean woman, professional demeanor—looked up and smiled.

“Victoria Chen and friend?”

“Yes,” Vicky confirmed.

“Through the back. She’s expecting you.”

We walked through a door marked “EMPLOYEES ONLY” into a completely different world. The hallway was narrower, painted deep red, with numbered doors on each side. I could hear muffled sounds—rhythmic squeaking, occasional moaning.

At the end of the hall was an office. Vicky knocked.

“Come in.”

The office was small but comfortable—desk, computer, file cabinets. And behind the desk sat a woman in her 50s: stern face, grey hair pulled into a tight bun, glasses on a chain, wearing a business suit.

She looked like a school principal or corporate manager. Not a brothel madam.

“Vicky. Good to see you.” Her voice was clipped, professional. “And this must be your friend.”

“Emily Lewis,” I managed.

“Sit.” She gestured to two chairs. We sat. She studied me for a long moment, her expression unreadable. “Vicky says you need money quickly. Five thousand, she says. Is that accurate?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Ma’am. I was calling a brothel madam “ma’am” like she was my teacher.

“And you understand what we do here? What Vicky does here?”

“Yes.”

“Say it. Out loud. Show me you understand.”

My face burned. “You run an escort service. Girls have sex with clients for money. It’s prostitution.”

“Good. Honesty is required. No delusions, no pretending it’s something prettier than it is.” She pulled out a form. “If you choose to work here, you’ll sign a contract. It covers health requirements, client protocols, payment structures, and most importantly—confidentiality. You never discuss clients, never discuss other workers, never expose this operation. Violation means termination and potential legal consequences. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Stand up. Let me see you.”

I stood shakily. She walked around me, appraising like I was a piece of merchandise. Which I guess I was.

“Height and weight?”

“Five-six. 128 pounds.”

“Measurements?”

“34B-24-36.”

“Natural breasts?”

“Yes.”

“Turn around. Lift your dress.”

I obeyed, face burning, lifting my dress to show my panty-covered ass.

“Good curves. Men like hips and ass. You’ll do well.” She gestured for me to fix my dress. “Sit.”

I sat, my hands shaking.

“Vicky says you’re not a virgin. Confirmed?”

“Yes. Not a virgin.”

“How many partners?”

I thought about lying. Decided against it. “Nine total.”

Her eyebrows rose slightly. “Experienced for your age. Good. Means you know what you’re doing.” She pulled out a calculator. “Here’s how payment works: Standard client, thirty minutes of service, $150 base rate. You get $120. I get $30 plus $20 room fee. Longer sessions or specialty requests cost more. Anal is $200, you get $150. Rough play is $250, you get $200. Groups—”

“Wait.” I interrupted. “Rough play costs more? Why would I agree to that?”

“Because it pays more. And because some girls like it. Some girls discover they like being dominated. Do you like being dominated, Emily?”

My face flamed. She was reading me like a book.

“Sometimes. Maybe.”

“Then you’ll take rough clients. They tip better anyway.” She returned to the calculator. “Maximum two clients per night for first-timers. We don’t burn out new girls. After a month, if you’re still working, we can increase to three. But first night? Two clients, standard service. You’d make $300 to $400 depending on duration and requests.”

Four hundred dollars in one night. That was six cage dancing shifts. A week of hustling condensed into three hours.

“How many nights would I need to work to make three thousand dollars?”

She calculated. “With your looks and Vicky vouching for you? Six to eight nights. Mix of standard and specialty clients. Two weeks maximum if you space it out. Three weeks if you work only twice a week.”

Six to eight nights of fucking strangers. Twelve to sixteen cocks inside my pussy. Maybe some anal. Maybe rough play. Definitely cum—in me, on me, everywhere.

But three thousand dollars. Safety. Apartment. Survival.

“Are you interested?” the madam asked bluntly.

“I… I don’t know. I need to think.”

“Think fast. Your friend says you have an eviction deadline. Clock’s ticking.” She stood, signaling the meeting was over. “If you decide yes, call the main number. Ask for an appointment. Bring health records proving you’re clean—STD test from the last month. We’ll do a working interview—one client, supervised. If it goes well, you’re hired. Simple.”

“And if I can’t do it? If I freeze or panic?”

“Then you leave and we never speak again. No harm, no foul. But…” she smiled coldly, “…Vicky says you’ve already been fucked multiple times. Anonymously serviced cocks through glory holes. If you can do that, you can do this. The only difference is better pay and a clean room.”

She was right. Logically, rationally, brutally right.

“Thank you for seeing me,” I managed.

“Thank Vicky. She vouched for you.” The madam returned to her desk. “Decision by next week or the offer expires. We don’t hold positions for fence-sitters.”

We left the office, walking back through the hallway of numbered rooms. Behind one door, I heard rhythmic moaning and the unmistakable sound of fucking. Behind another, a man grunting and a woman encouraging him in a fake-sexy voice.

This was real. Women were working here right now, servicing clients, earning money through sex.

And I was considering joining them.

Outside, breathing the cool October air, I felt like I could finally breathe again.

“Are you okay?” Vicky asked.

“I don’t know. That was intense.”

“I know. The first time I visited, I ran. Literally ran away and told myself I’d never go back.” She smiled sadly. “I was back two weeks later. Desperation changes perspective.”

We walked toward the subway in silence. Finally I asked: “Your first client. What was it like?”

Vicky was quiet for a long moment. “Terrifying. I cried after. Felt dirty and used and like I’d crossed a line I could never uncross.” She paused. “But the second client was easier. The third was routine. By the tenth, I barely felt anything. It was just… work. Bodies in motion. Transaction complete.”

“Do you hate it?”

“Sometimes. When clients are rough or degrading. When I’m tired and just want to sleep but I need the money. When I see other students living normal lives and I’m sneaking off to fuck strangers.” She shrugged. “But do I hate it enough to stop? To risk dropping out because I can’t pay tuition? No. I do what I have to. We all do.”

“How many clients have you had? Total?”

“I’ve been working for six months. Three nights a week, two clients per night. So… maybe 150 total?” She said it casually, like it was no big deal. “Stopped counting after the first month. Numbers don’t matter. Only the money does.”

One hundred fifty cocks. One hundred fifty men inside her body. And she was only nineteen.

The scale of it was staggering.

“Does it get easier?” I asked quietly.

“Yes. And no. The physical part—the sex itself—that becomes routine. But the emotional part? The knowing what you are, what you do? That never really goes away.” She squeezed my arm. “But you survive. You adapt. You find ways to cope. And eventually, you either make enough to stop or you accept this is your life now.”

We reached the dorm and climbed to our floor in silence. In our room, we didn’t talk about it. Just changed into comfortable clothes and pretended to do homework.

But the visit had changed something. Made it real. Concrete. Not just abstract consideration but actual possibility.

I knew where the place was now. Had met the woman who ran it. Understood the rates and requirements.

I’d been inspected and approved. All I had to do was say yes.



The next two days:

I worked two more cage shifts, made $156 total, sold some clothes and jewelry for $78. Every dollar earned felt meaningless.

Bank balance: $1,897

Needed: $3,103

Fifteen days to make nearly three thousand dollars. Mathematically impossible with legitimate work.

I had three options:

	Accept homelessness - be on the street in two weeks, vulnerable, desperate
	Call the massage parlor - work 5-7 nights, make the money, get the apartment
	Hope for a miracle - continue hustling and pray something breaks my way


Option one was unacceptable. Option three was delusional. That left option two.

The only question was: when would I make the call?

Now, with two weeks to spare? Or wait until the last minute, until I had no choice?

Vicky’s voice echoed: Decision by next week or the offer expires.

Next week. Seven days.

I had seven days to decide if I was strong enough to sell my body. Or weak enough to prefer homelessness.

Either way, the choice was coming.

And I was running out of time to avoid it.


Chapter 27: The Choice

Day 84.

I counted my money for the hundredth time: $1,897.

The eviction notice sat on my desk, the date circled in red: 13 days remaining.

Money needed for apartment: $5,000 Money I have: $1,897 Shortfall: $3,103

I’d worked every possible shift. Sold my laptop, my textbooks, my jewelry. Donated plasma until I was dizzy. Worked cage dancing until my feet bled. Customer recruitment until my voice was hoarse.

And I was still $3,103 short.

With thirteen days left.

The math was brutal. Inescapable. Final.

I sat on my bed, staring at my phone, at the rental listings I couldn’t afford, at the life I was about to lose.

My phone buzzed. Jamal: Want to come over?

Free sex. Mana generation. Pleasure. But zero dollars. And in thirteen days, I’d be homeless.

I set the phone down without answering.

Across the room, Vicky was preparing for her shift. I watched her routine—the transformation I’d seen dozens of times. She showered for forty-five minutes, washing away the evidence of being a student. Applied heavy makeup—smoky eyes, dark lipstick, contoured cheeks. Styled her hair in loose waves. Stepped into a tight black dress that hugged every curve. Strapped on 5-inch heels that made her legs endless.

When she turned to face me, she wasn’t Vicky Chen, college student.

She was Victoria, working girl. Professional prostitute.

“I made $2,100 last night,” she said quietly, meeting my eyes. “Two clients. Three hours total. They were high-rollers–special request clients who pay triple the normal rate for exclusivity and discretion.”

$2,100. In one night.

I’d made $2,680 total in the past three months. She made almost that in three hours.

“You could make the $3,103 you need in two nights of work,” Vicky continued. “Maybe three to be safe. That’s it. Then you’d have your apartment. Then you could stop.”

“Could I?” I asked. “Stop, I mean? Once I start?”

“Some girls do. Some girls don’t. Some girls need the money once and leave. Some girls discover they’re good at it and stay.” She shrugged. “But that’s a problem for future Emily. Current Emily just needs to not be homeless.”

I stared at my reflection in the closet mirror. Three options, just like I’d calculated a hundred times:

	Go to Jamal - Free sex, mana generation, pleasure. Homeless in 13 days.
	Work more nightclub shifts - Maybe $600 total if I worked every night. Still $1,970 short. Still homeless.
	Go with Vicky tonight - $2,000-2,100 per night. Work two or three nights. Apartment secured.


The math was so simple a child could understand it.

Only option three saved me.

Michael would never prostitute himself. Would have found another way. Would have borrowed money, called family, gotten a loan.

But Michael had options. Michael had money, a career, a home, a wife, a family.

Emily had thirteen days and a body men would pay to fuck.

That was it. That was the reality.

I stood and walked to my closet. Pulled out the tightest dress I owned—black, short, showed every curve. Laid it on my bed next to a pair of 5-inch heels Vicky had lent me.

“You’re doing it?” Vicky asked softly. “Tonight?”

“Do I have a choice?”

“There’s always a choice. But sometimes all the choices are terrible and you pick the least terrible.”

I stripped off my casual clothes and stepped into the shower. Washed myself thoroughly, shaved everything until my skin was silky smooth. This wasn’t preparation for a date. This was preparation for work.

When I emerged, I dried off and began the transformation.

Applied heavy makeup—level 4, professional prostitute quality. Smoky eyes that made me look mysterious. Dark lipstick that made my lips look full and kissable. Contoured cheeks that made my face look angular and mature.

Dried my hair and styled it in loose waves. Sensual. Touchable.

Stepped into the tight black dress. It hugged my breasts, my waist, my hips. Ended mid-thigh, showing plenty of leg. With the 5-inch heels, I looked tall. Powerful. Sexy.

I looked like a prostitute.

Because that’s what I was about to become.

I stood before the mirror and stared at my reflection. The woman looking back wasn’t Michael. Wasn’t even student Emily.

She was Working Girl Emily. Call Girl Emily. Prostitute Emily.

Beautiful. Desperate. Ready to do whatever it took to survive.

“You sure?” Vicky asked quietly.

I turned to face her. She was dressed identically—tight dress, heavy makeup, high heels. Two prostitutes preparing for a shift. Colleagues.

“I’m sure,” I said. “I need a place to live. This is how I get it.”

The finality in my voice surprised even me.

Vicky nodded. “Then let’s go. Together. I’ll be there with you. You won’t be alone.”

We left the dorm together, walking through the hallways where students stared at us. Two girls dressed for sex work, heading out for the night. Some people knew. Some suspected. None said anything.

We took the subway to Midtown—the train car half-empty, a few drunk people, a homeless man sleeping. Normal New York night. Except we weren’t normal students heading to a party.

We were prostitutes heading to work.

Three blocks from the subway to Lotus Massage. Each step felt heavier. Each click of my heels on pavement felt like a countdown.

This was really happening. In minutes, I’d walk through that door. I’d meet a client. I’d spread my legs. I’d collect money.

I’d become a prostitute.

We reached the building. The sign glowed softly: Lotus Massage - Exclusive Services.

Behind those walls, women were working. Fucking strangers. Earning money through sex.

And I was about to join them.

My pussy was wet. Whether from fear or arousal or succubus nature, I didn’t know. But I could feel it—soaked panties, arousal making each step slippery.

My magic level was 20. My mana pool was 2400, nearly full at 2000. I was a powerful mage.

But power didn’t pay rent. Magic didn’t prevent eviction.

Only money did. And tonight, I’d earn money the only way I could.

“Ready?” Vicky asked at the door.

No. I’d never be ready. But I was out of time.

“Yes,” I lied.

She opened the door and we stepped inside together.

Tomorrow I’d have my first paying client. I’d spread my legs for money. I’d collect cash after being fucked. I’d become what Michael never imagined: a prostitute powered by magic, generating mana with every paid orgasm.

And maybe, just maybe, if I gained enough power through this… I could reverse the transformation. Return to being Michael. See my wife and daughter again.

But tonight, walking into Lotus Massage with Vicky beside me, dressed like a whore and ready to work, Emily realized something terrifying:

A part of her didn’t want to go back anymore.

The power was intoxicating. The pleasure was addictive. And being Emily—beautiful, desired, sexually awakened, magically powerful—was better than being Michael had ever been.

I’d crossed so many lines to get here. What was one more?

How much was my pussy worth? I was about to find out.

End Book 1


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.
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