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Prologue: Last Shift

The fluorescent lights made everyone look dead.

I watched the woman at the register count out exact change for her energy drinks. Three dollars, seventy-two cents. She’d probably calculated it to the penny before approaching. That’s what poverty does…makes you an accountant for someone else’s wealth.

11:47 PM. My feet had stopped hurting around hour six. Now they just existed, somewhere below me, doing their job.

The woman left. The door sensor played its electronic tune…the same three notes, ten thousand times a shift. I’d hear them in my sleep sometimes. Wake up thinking I was still here.

My phone buzzed. Reddit notification. Someone had replied to my comment on a thread about finding meaning in your thirties. I didn’t check it. I knew what it would say. Some variation of “it gets better” or “have you tried therapy” or “just hit the gym, bro.”

Twenty-nine years old. College dropout. Night shift at a convenience store that sold more lottery tickets than food. I’d become the cautionary tale parents told their kids. Study hard or you’ll end up like him.

The door chimed. New customer. Young guy, maybe twenty-two, buying condoms and Red Bull. The universal Friday night starter pack. He avoided eye contact, like I might judge him.

I didn’t. I envied him. At least he was going somewhere tonight.

After he left, I checked the manga app on my phone. New chapter of that isekai series where the protagonist gets overpowered abilities and builds a harem. I hate-read these things. Watched these losers get handed everything I’d never have. Power. Purpose. Women who somehow found their awkwardness charming.

The protagonist this week discovered he could dual-wield legendary swords. Last week it was dragon taming. Next week, probably godhood.

I closed the app.

The manager’s note on the bulletin board caught my eye: “Remember: You ARE the face of QuickMart!”

No. I was the face of 2 AM. The face people forgot the moment they walked out. The face that belonged to hands that took money and gave change, nothing more.

At midnight, I locked up.

The October air bit through my jacket. My apartment was twenty minutes away. Fifteen if I took the underpass, but that shortcut always felt like tempting something. Not fate…fate would require me mattering enough to have one.

Just mundane violence. The kind that happens to people who don’t matter.

I took the long way.

Past the closed shops. Past the parking garage where someone had spray-painted “WAKE UP” in red letters last month. The city had painted over it, but you could still see the ghost of the words underneath.

That’s when I heard it.

Not a scream. Not even words. Just the specific quality of “no” when someone’s hand is over your mouth.

The underpass.

I stood there, looking at its mouth. Sodium lights made the entrance look orange, like the gates to a discount hell. Two choices branched in front of me, clear as code.

Walk away: I knew this path. I’d taken it my whole life. Tomorrow would be exactly like today.

Walk forward: Unknown outcome. Probably bad.

I pulled out my phone. Started to dial 911.

Another sound from the tunnel. Male laughter. Multiple voices.

I thought about response times. Fifteen minutes minimum in this neighborhood. Twenty on a Friday night. By the time they came, whoever was making those sounds would be a statistic. And tomorrow, I’d still be the same person who heard something and did nothing.

Like with Brendan in tenth grade. I’d watched three seniors corner him every day for a month. I’d told myself I couldn’t take three of them. Which was true. But I could have told someone. Could have done something.

Brendan transferred schools. I heard he tried to kill himself junior year.

Like at Derek’s party three years ago. Watched Craig lead that drunk intern…Sarah? Sandra?…toward the bedrooms. Everyone saw it. Everyone knew Craig. Nobody said anything. I left through the back door and spent the rest of the night telling myself it wasn’t my responsibility.

She quit two weeks later. Never came back.

I’d spent years perfecting the art of forgetting. Telling myself I couldn’t have helped. Building a wall of excuses so high I couldn’t see over it anymore.

But tonight, standing here, the wall felt thin.

“Fuck.”

Not brave. Not heroic. Just the word you say when you realize you’re about to do something stupid because the alternative is adding another receipt to the pile.

I walked toward the underpass. Not like a hero. Like someone walking to their own execution who’d gotten tired of waiting for it.

The tunnel reeked…piss and wet concrete and something else. Fear, maybe. Or maybe that’s just what I told myself violence smelled like.

I saw them twenty feet in. Three shapes around a fourth.

She was young. Maybe twenty-five. Blazer torn at the shoulder. Laptop bag on the ground, contents scattered. One heel broken off, the shoe still on her foot. She was trying to make herself smaller against the wall.

“Please. Please, just take the money.”

“Already got it,” one said. Tall, lean, moving like he had all the time in the world. “Now we’re negotiating extras.”

I pulled out my phone. My thumb hovered over 911.

Then I did something stupid.

“Hey!”

I shouted it. Loud. My voice cracked on the word.

All three of them turned.

For a moment, nobody moved. The woman looked at me, eyes wide. One of the men still had his hand on her shoulder.

“The fuck?” The tall one straightened. “Walk away, man.”

“Let her go.” My voice shook. I couldn’t stop it.

“Or what?”

I didn’t have an answer. I was already dialing 911, fingers fumbling. But I knew the response time. Fifteen minutes minimum. She didn’t have fifteen minutes.

“Go!” I yelled at her. “Run!”

She didn’t need to be told twice. She yanked free and bolted, scrambling up the embankment toward the street.

“Fuck!” One of them started after her.

I stepped forward without thinking. Put myself between him and the direction she’d gone.

He barely slowed down.

His fist connected with my stomach before I even saw it move.

I’d never been hit before…not really. All the air left at once.

I doubled over, gasping. A knee caught my face. My nose exploded. Blood flooded my mouth.

I hit the ground. Concrete scraped my palms.

“Stupid fuck.” Someone kicked my ribs. Once. Twice. Pain burst white across my vision.

“Should’ve minded your business.”

Another kick. My back. Then my stomach again.

I tried to curl up. Protect my head. My organs. Something.

“Let’s go. Someone’s gonna call the cops.”

“This asshole…”

“Now. Move!”

One last kick. Harder than the others. My head snapped back. Hit something…the wall? The ground? I couldn’t tell.

Everything went sideways.

Footsteps. Running. Getting distant.

I lay there. Blood pooling under my face. Each breath was work. Broken rib, maybe. Or just bruised. Did it matter?

I couldn’t feel my right leg. That seemed important.

Did she get away?

I thought about moving. The thought was hilarious. I couldn’t even stop the blood running from my nose.

The concrete was so cold. October in Chicago. They say hypothermia is a peaceful way to go. You just get sleepy.

I was already sleepy.

This is it. This is how I exit.

Not in my bed at ninety. Not in a car accident. Not even dramatically, saving orphans from a fire. Just me, bleeding out on piss-stained concrete because I tried to play hero exactly once.

Except…

The woman got away. I saw her make it to the embankment. She’d have bruises, nightmares, trauma to unpack. But she’d wake up tomorrow.

That was something. That was one thing.

More than I’d done with the previous twenty-nine years.

The darkness at the edge of my vision wasn’t dramatic. Just gradual. Like someone slowly dimming the lights.

If I believed in God, this would be when I’d pray. If I believed in reincarnation, I’d make requests for the next round. But I didn’t believe in anything.

Still. The mind wanders when it’s shutting down.

The last thing I noticed wasn’t pain or cold or fear.

It was the smell. Rot and piss and something worse.

Like death. Like garbage.

Like the worst parts of the city, distilled.

Then nothing.


Chapter 1: Awakening in Filth

Money: 0 gems | Status: Homeless | Clothing: Rags | Magic: None

I woke up face-down in filth.

My cheek pressed against cold stone. Wet. Stinking. The smell hit me first…rot and piss and something worse, something dead nearby.

I tried to push myself up.

Wrong.

Everything was wrong.

My hands looked too small. Too delicate. Pale fingers, slim wrists, no calluses where there should be…

I gasped and the sound came out high. Feminine.

No.

I scrambled to my knees, and my center of gravity shifted wrong. Weight pulled at my chest. I looked down.

Breasts.

Small but unmistakable, pressing against tattered brown fabric. Curves where there should be flat. Narrow waist. Wide hips.

“No. No, no, no…”

I grabbed at my crotch through the filthy dress.

Nothing. Just flat fabric. Just…

A wave of heat rolled through my body. Started low in my belly and spread outward like I’d been dipped in warm honey. My nipples hardened against rough fabric. Between my legs, wetness bloomed, slick and foreign and…

“What the fuck?”

The voice wasn’t mine. Too high, too soft, despite the curse.

I pressed my palm between my thighs. Felt the unmistakable shape of a pussy through thin cloth. My pussy. My…

Another wave of heat. Stronger. My breath hitched. Jesus Christ, what was happening to me?

I forced myself to breathe. To think.

Last thing I remembered: saving that kid from the truck. The impact. Then… nothing. Until this.

This body.

This female body that was apparently mine now.

I ran shaking hands over my face. Smooth skin, delicate bone structure. Down my neck…slim, no Adam’s apple. Over my shoulders…narrow, soft. My hands found my breasts again and I froze.

They felt… good.

No. I wasn’t going to think about that.

I looked around for the first time. Narrow alley. Stone walls covered in grime. No sunlight, just grey half-darkness. Trash piled in corners. A rat scurried past, barely glancing at me.

The slums. Some medieval fantasy slums, by the look of it. Stone buildings, narrow streets, that pre-industrial stench.

Great. I’d died and been isekai’d into a girl’s body in the worst part of whatever world this was.

My stomach cramped with hunger. When had I last eaten? I had no memory beyond waking here.

“You gonna stay there all day?”

I jerked toward the voice. A woman stood at the alley entrance…mid-twenties maybe, wearing a stained red dress that had seen better years. Dark choppy hair, tired eyes, olive skin. She looked me over with the flat assessment of someone who’d seen too much.

“I…” My voice cracked. “Where am I?”

“Ironfall slums, sweetheart.” She stepped closer, and I caught a glimpse of old bruises on her arms. A scar on her shoulder. “You new?”

“New to… existing, yeah.” I tried to stand and my legs wobbled. The woman…Kalira, she’d introduce herself later…caught my elbow.

“Easy. When’d you last eat?”

“I don’t… remember.”

She studied my face. Something shifted in her expression. Pity? Understanding?

“What’s your name?”

I opened my mouth. One word came out. “Erin.”

“Just Erin?”

“I… I don’t remember anything else.”

Another wave of heat rolled through me. I bit my lip against a whimper. Kalira’s eyes narrowed.

“You feeling it?”

“Feeling what?”

“The heat. The ache.” She gestured vaguely at my body. “You’re flushed. Breathing hard. And you keep squirming.”

I froze. She was right. I’d been pressing my thighs together unconsciously, trying to ease the pressure building between my legs.

“I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

“Nothing’s wrong. You’re just… cursed, I guess. Or blessed, depending on how you look at it.” Kalira released my arm. “Some people wake up here with conditions. Looks like yours is the arousal kind.”

“The what?”

“You’re horny, honey. And from the look of you, you’re going to stay that way.”

The blunt words made me flush harder. But she wasn’t wrong. The heat hadn’t faded. If anything, it was building…a constant low throb of need that made it hard to think.

“There’s got to be something…medicine, magic…”

“Maybe. If you’ve got coin for a healer.” Kalira’s laugh was harsh. “But you don’t, do you? You’ve got nothing but that rag you’re wearing.”

I looked down at myself. The brown dress was little more than a shift, torn in places, stained with things I didn’t want to identify. No shoes. No underwear bDaisyth, I realized with a jolt.

“So what do I do?”

Kalira was quiet for a moment. When she spoke, her voice was gentler.

“You eat. You survive. And in the slums, for girls like us?” She met my eyes. “There’s only one way to earn fast coin.”

The implication hit me like cold water.

“No. No, I can’t…”

“You can and you will, if you want to live through the week.” Kalira crossed her arms. “I’m not going to sugarcoat it, Erin. You’re pretty, you’re young, and you’re obviously desperate. Men will pay for that. Not much, but enough.”

“I’m not a…” I couldn’t even say it.

“You’re not, until you are. That’s how it works here.” She sighed. “Look, I’m not your mother. I’m not going to hold your hand. But I remember my first day, and someone helped me, so I’m paying it forward. Come on.”

She turned and started walking. After a moment of frozen indecision, I followed. What choice did I have?

Kalira bought me a piece of bread with her own coin.

I devoured it in seconds, barely tasting it. She watched with that same tired assessment.

“When’s the last time you got off?”

I choked on the last bite. “What?”

“You’re practically vibrating out of your skin. That curse won’t kill you, but it’ll make you stupid if you don’t manage it.” She leaned against the wall. “You ever touch yourself as a girl?”

My face burned. “I just woke up as a girl.”

Her eyebrows rose. “Isekai?”

“You know about…”

“Happened to a girl I knew once. Woke up claiming she used to be a merchant from another world. Didn’t make her life any easier.” Kalira shrugged. “So you’re a guy’s mind in a girl’s body. With a curse that makes you desperate to fuck. That’s a bad combination.”

“Tell me about it.”

“Here’s the reality, Erin. You need money. You need to eat. And you need to figure out what your body wants before it drives you insane.” She pushed off the wall. “I know a place. Quiet alley near the docks. Men come through looking for quick service. Fifty gems for basic work. That’ll get you a real meal and a place to sleep tonight.”

Fifty gems. For sex with a stranger.

“I can’t.”

“Then you’ll starve. Or worse…you’ll get desperate enough that you take a client who won’t pay, or who’ll hurt you for fun.” Kalira’s voice was flat. “At least this way, you choose. You negotiate. You get coin for it.”

The heat between my legs pulsed. My nipples ached against the rough fabric. Part of me…the male part, the part that was still me…recoiled in horror.

But another part, the traitorous female body I was trapped in, responded to her words with a surge of liquid warmth.

“I need to think.”

“Don’t think too long. Sun’s going down, and you don’t want to be on these streets after dark without coin or protection.” Kalira started to walk away, then paused. “Alley behind the Broken Barrel. Two streets south, left at the fish market. If you go, tell them Kalira sent you. They’ll treat you fair.”

She disappeared into the crowd before I could respond.

I stood there, trembling. From hunger, from cold, from the relentless arousal that wouldn’t fade.

I had no money. No skills. No idea how this world worked.

And I needed to survive.

The alley behind the Broken Barrel smelled like fish and old beer.

I stood at the entrance for five full minutes before I made myself walk in. My heart hammered against my ribs. Every step felt surreal…like I was watching someone else’s body move.

A man leaned against the far wall, smoking something that definitely wasn’t tobacco. Mid-thirties, docker’s build, rough hands. He looked me over when I approached.

“You working?”

The words stuck in my throat. I managed a nod.

“Kalira sent me.”

That got his attention. He straightened, flicking away the smoke. “She wouldn’t send garbage. How much?”

“F-fifty gems.”

“For what?”

I had no idea what I was supposed to offer. What did fifty gems buy in a fantasy slum?

“Whatever you want,” I heard myself say.

The man’s eyes darkened with interest. “That right? You new at this?”

“Does it matter?”

“Nah.” He pulled a small pouch from his belt, counted out coins. Actual gems, I realized…small rough stones that glinted even in the dim light. He held them out. “Payment first. That’s how Kalira’s girls work.”

I took the gems with shaking hands. They were warm, real, solid. Proof this was actually happening.

“So?” The man gestured impatiently. “Where do you want me?”

I had no idea what I was doing. But my body apparently did. The heat that had been simmering all day surged forward, and some instinct I didn’t know I had made me drop to my knees.

The stone was cold and wet bDaisyth me. The man’s eyes widened, then he grinned.

“Straight to it. I like that.”

He unlaced his pants. His cock sprang free…thick, half-hard already, the head flushed dark. The smell hit me: sweat and musk and unmistakably male.

I froze.

This was real. This was actually happening. I was about to…

“Well?” The man’s voice had an edge now. “You gonna stare at it all day, or you gonna earn those gems?”

My male mind recoiled. But my female body responded with a fresh surge of wetness between my thighs. The arousal that had been torturing me all day sharpened into focus.

I wanted this.

God help me, some part of me wanted this.

I leaned forward. My small hands wrapped around his shaft…warm, hard, the skin smooth over rigid flesh. He was bigger than I’d ever been as a man. Thicker. The weight of it in my delicate hands felt obscene.

I’m a man. I’m a man. This isn’t me…

But the body disagreed. My pussy clenched, desperate and empty. Slick arousal soaked through the thin fabric between my legs. My nipples ached against rough fabric, stiff points that rubbed with every breath. The arousal that had been building all day focused on this moment like a lens catching sunlight.

The man grunted as I stroked experimentally, too tentative, not enough pressure. His cock swelled further in my grip, the shaft hardening completely. I felt the pulse of blood through the veins, watched a bead of precum form at the slit.

“Harder than that, girl. I’m not made of glass.”

My face burned. I tightened my grip, watching my pale fingers wrap around dark flushed flesh. “Like this?” My voice came out breathy despite my humiliation.

“Better.” He rocked into my grip, his hips pushing forward. The head of his cock brushed my lips…hot, slick with precum. “Now put that pretty mouth to work.”

I’d never done this before. Never been on this side of a blowjob. I knew what felt good as a guy, theoretically, but the mechanics were completely different from this angle.

I opened my mouth and took him in.

The taste hit me immediately…salt and musk and sweat, with the bitter tang of precum coating my tongue. His cock stretched my jaw uncomfortably wide. The head pushed past my lips, heavy and hot, filling my mouth completely. I tried to take him deeper and gagged hard, my throat closing reflexively around the intrusion. I jerked back, coughing, saliva already dripping from my chin.

“Jesus Christ,” the man muttered. “You really are new at this.”

“Sorry, I…” I started to apologize, but his hand fisted in my hair.

Not gentle. He yanked my head back, forcing me to look up at him. My scalp burned. Fresh tears pricked my eyes.

“Less talking. More sucking. Breathe through your nose and don’t use so much teeth.”

Teeth? I’d been…oh god. I adjusted my lips, wrapping them over my teeth, tried again. Better, but still awkward. I couldn’t find a rhythm. Too shallow, then too deep and gagging again. Saliva flooded my mouth faster than I could swallow, dripping down my chin and onto my chest. The wet fabric clung to my small breasts, outlining my hard nipples.

I bobbed my head, trying to mimic what I remembered girlfriends doing. The wet sounds filled the alley…obscene slurping and gagging. My jaw ached from the stretch. More drool ran down my chin, mixing with his precum.

“That’s… well, you’re trying,” he said, not quite a compliment. His grip in my hair tightened, guiding my head faster. “Use your tongue more. Yeah, like that.”

I’d accidentally licked the underside of his shaft and he’d groaned. I did it again deliberately, swirling my tongue around the head when I pulled back. The bitter taste of precum intensified.

But despite the fumbling awkwardness, despite the degradation of kneeling in filth…

My pussy was dripping.

The betrayal was complete. My body didn’t care that I was doing this terribly. Didn’t care that I’d been a man hours ago. It just wanted, needed, craved. Each time his cock pushed into my mouth, my empty pussy clenched in sympathetic desperation. Wetness ran down my inner thighs.

My hand slipped between my legs without conscious thought. Found the wet slit through my dress. The fabric was soaked completely through. The touch sent sparks through my nervous system.

I moaned around his cock…and the vibration must have helped because he grunted approval.

“There you go. Keep making those sounds.”

I didn’t mean to. But the pleasure from touching my clit while his cock filled my mouth created a feedback loop I couldn’t control. I found the small bundle of nerves and rubbed it in clumsy circles, hips rocking forward desperately. My fingers slipped through the slick folds, bumping against my entrance. God, I was so wet. So empty. I needed something inside me…

“Holy shit, you really are a slut,” he breathed, watching my hand work between my legs. “Getting yourself off while you suck cock for money.”

The words should have killed my arousal. Should have made me stop, stand up, run away.

Instead my pussy clenched harder around nothing. I whimpered, the sound muffled by the cock filling my mouth. I pushed a finger inside myself…so tight, so hot, so wrong and perfect.

Tears streamed down my face from gagging. Spit and precum dripped from my swollen lips. My jaw ached from the awkward angle. I was doing this badly and we both knew it.

And I was so fucking turned on I could barely think straight.

I pumped my finger in and out of my pussy while I sucked him. The dual sensations overwhelmed my male mind’s protests. This body knew what it wanted. Knew how good it felt to be filled. To be used. To service a cock while my own desperate need built higher.

“Fuck, I’m close.” The man’s grip tightened in my hair, almost painful. His hips thrust forward, fucking my mouth now rather than letting me control the pace. “Pull back…I’m gonna…”

I tried to pull away, but I was too slow, too confused about what he wanted, and his fist in my hair held me in place. He jerked his cock out of my mouth just as he started to cum.

The first hot spurt hit my face…across my cheek, thick and hot. Another splashed across my nose. My lips. I gasped in shock and the next spurt landed directly in my open mouth, hitting my tongue. The bitter taste exploded across my taste buds, flooding my senses.

“Fuck yes,” he groaned, stroking himself with his free hand. His cock pulsed in his grip, spurting again. More cum painted my face, dripping down my chin, spattering my chest. The warm fluid ran down my throat before I could stop myself from swallowing.

I knelt there, frozen in shock, accidentally swallowing what had landed in my mouth before I could stop myself. The taste was awful…bitter and salty and wrong. Thick. It coated my tongue, my throat.

But my traitorous pussy clenched in response, and I came.

Right there in the filthy alley, cum dripping down my face, I orgasmed from the sheer degradation of it all. My fingers pressed hard against my clit and pleasure crashed through me in waves I couldn’t control. My pussy spasmed around the finger still inside me. My thighs clamped together. My whole body shook.

I moaned…a broken, desperate sound…and more cum dripped into my open mouth. I tasted it, swallowed it, came harder.

The orgasm seemed to last forever. Wave after wave of pleasure radiating from my clit, my pussy, every nerve ending in this cursed female body. My vision went white at the edges. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, could only feel.

When it finally faded, I was gasping for air. Shaking. My finger still inside my pussy, my clit throbbing under my other hand.

“Goddamn,” the man said, tucking himself away. “You really are a mess. But hey, fifty gems earned. Worth the fifty gems,” he added, already walking away. “You work this spot regular, let me know.”

Then he was gone, and I was alone in the alley.

Kneeling in filth. Cum on my face. My dress hiked up around my waist.

I’d just prostituted myself.

I’d just sucked my first cock for money.

I counted the gems five times. Fifty small stones that glinted in the fading light.

Fifty gems I’d earned on my knees.

My hands shook as I tucked them into the torn pocket of my dress. I pulled the fabric down, tried to wipe my face clean, failed. I probably looked like exactly what I was: a whore who’d just serviced a client.

The thought should have destroyed me. Instead, I just felt… numb. And still horny, despite the orgasm. The heat hadn’t faded, just banked to a low simmer.

I made my way back toward where I’d met Kalira. Found her at a corner near the fish market, chatting with another working girl.

When she saw me, her expression softened.

“You did it.”

I nodded. Couldn’t speak yet.

“You okay?”

Was I? I’d just crossed a line I could never uncross. I’d used this female body for sex work. Sold myself to survive.

“I have fifty gems,” I said instead of answering.

“That’ll get you a room and a meal. Come on.” Kalira led me through winding streets to a shabby boarding house. Negotiated a narrow cot in a shared room for twenty gems, then took me to a food stall where I bought a bowl of stew for five more.

I ate mechanically. The food was bland but warm and filling.

“First time’s always the hardest,” Kalira said quietly. “It gets easier.”

“Does it?”

“No. But you get used to it.” She paused. “You did good, Erin. You survived today. That’s what matters.”

I looked down at my empty bowl. At my small, feminine hands. At the body that had betrayed every instinct I’d ever had.

“I’m a whore now,” I said.

“You’re a survivor,” Kalira corrected. “And tomorrow, you’ll survive again.”

I lay in the narrow cot that night, staring at the ceiling.

Twenty-five gems left after food and lodging. Not enough for more than a couple days. I’d have to do it again. And again. Until I figured out a way to climb higher, earn more, be something other than a slum prostitute.

My hand drifted between my legs. The arousal was building again, that constant need that apparently came with this body. Even after two orgasms, the heat simmered bDaisyth my skin. My nipples were still hard points against the rough fabric.

I touched myself carefully, exploring this new anatomy in the darkness.

Soft folds, slippery with fresh arousal. The wetness surprised me…I’d thought coming twice would have satisfied this body, but no. If anything, the need felt sharper now that I knew what pleasure felt like in this form.

I found my clit…that small bundle of nerves that sparked when I brushed it. So sensitive. So different from what I’d known. I circled it with two fingers, experimenting with pressure and rhythm.

My other hand pushed lower, finding my entrance. Still slick. Still tight. I pushed a finger inside, feeling the walls grip me. The sensation made me bite back a moan.

I rubbed my clit slowly, remembering. His cock in my mouth, thick and hard and filling me completely. The taste of his cum…bitter and salty, coating my tongue. The degrading names he’d called me while I knelt in that filthy alley.

Good girl. Slut. Whore.

The memory shouldn’t turn me on. I should be disgusted, traumatized, broken by what I’d done.

Instead my pussy clenched around my finger. I added a second, stretching myself. Pumped them in and out while my thumb worked my clit. The dual stimulation built quickly, my hips rocking into my hand.

I remembered the weight of his cock on my tongue. The feeling of his cum hitting my face. The moment I’d orgasmed with his seed dripping into my mouth, my body betraying every instinct I’d ever had…

I came again, biting my lip hard to stay quiet in the shared room. My pussy spasmed around my fingers. Pleasure rolled through me in warm waves. The orgasm was smaller this time but still good. Still overwhelming in its own way.

Afterward, I pulled my fingers out slowly, feeling the slickness. I cleaned them on my dress…it was already filthy anyway…and pulled the fabric back down over my thighs.

Tonight I was Erin. A whore in the slums of Ironfall. And I was alive. That would have to be enough.


Chapter 2: The Slums Grind

Money: 25 gems| Status: Street prostitute | Clothing: Cheap dress | Magic: None

I woke to the sound of someone coughing in the next cot.

Gray dawn light filtered through a grimy window. My body ached…jaw sore, knees bruised from yesterday’s stone alley. Between my legs, that constant heat simmered, never quite fading even after sleep.

Twenty-five gems left. Maybe three days if I was careful. Less if I wanted actual food instead of stale bread.

I needed to work.

The thought should have devastated me. Instead, I just felt resigned. And horny. Always so fucking horny.

I found Kalira at the same corner as yesterday, chatting with two other working girls. She looked me over as I approached.

“You came back.”

“Didn’t have much choice.”

“None of us do.” She gestured to the other women. “This is Lira and Senva. They work the docks with me. Girls, this is Erin. New.”

Lira was petite and dark-haired, maybe twenty. Senva was older, thirties probably, with scars on her arms and a missing tooth. Both assessed me with the same flat pragmatism Kalira had shown.

“Pretty,” Lira said. “You’ll do well.”

“If she doesn’t freeze up,” Senva added. “How’d your first time go?”

“I survived.”

Senva laughed…sharp and humorless. “That’s the spirit. Come on, we’ll show you the routes.”

The docks were busier in daylight. Ships unloading cargo, workers hauling crates, merchants haggling. And everywhere, men looking for cheap pleasure before or after their shifts.

“Stay visible but not obvious,” Kalira instructed. “If a man’s interested, he’ll approach. You negotiate…price, acts, location. Never go somewhere isolated on the first meeting. Use the alleys we show you.”

She pointed out three spots…narrow passages between warehouses, mostly hidden but close enough to the main street that screaming would be heard.

“Fifty gems is standard for basic work…hands or mouth. Seventy-five for pussy. A hundred if they want ass, but don’t do that until you’re ready. It hurts like hell the first few times.”

I thought about the docker’s thick fingers inside me yesterday. How full that had felt. A cock would be bigger.

“What about… protection?”

“Against pregnancy? There’s a potion…five gems from the herb woman, takes a dose every three days. Against disease?” Kalira shrugged. “You look them over first. Oozing sores, weird smells, you refuse. But there’s always risk.”

“That’s it? That’s all the protection we get?”

“Welcome to the slums, sweetheart.”

A man approached…young laborer, maybe mid-twenties, nervous energy. He looked at me specifically.

“You working?”

This was it. My second client. I forced myself to nod.

“What’s the rate?”

“Fifty for mouth, seventy-five for pussy.”

He chewed his lip, calculating. “Just mouth. I don’t have time for more.”

“Alley’s there.” I pointed. “Payment first.”

He counted out fifty gems. I led him to the narrow passage Kalira had indicated. My hands shook as I pocketed the coins.

The man was already unlacing his pants. “You done this before?”

“Does it matter?”

“Just asking.” His cock was average…maybe six inches, already half-hard and thickening as he stroked himself. The head flushed darker with each stroke. “On your knees, then.”

The stone was cold through my cheap dress. I took him in my hand first, feeling him harden completely in my grip. The weight and heat of him felt more familiar now…less shocking than yesterday, but still foreign to my male instincts. He tasted cleaner than yesterday’s docker…soap, or at least he’d washed recently. The smell was less overwhelming.

I opened my mouth and took him in.

This time I knew what to expect. The stretch of my jaw, the salt-skin taste, the way my throat wanted to reject the intrusion. I breathed through my nose and focused on the rhythm. My tongue traced the underside of his shaft automatically…muscle memory from yesterday’s accidental discovery.

“Fuck,” the man breathed. “That’s good. Keep going.”

His hand found my hair…gentler than the docker’s grip, just guiding rather than forcing. I bobbed my head, letting him slide deeper each time. My lips sealed tight around his shaft. Saliva pooled in my mouth faster than I could swallow, dripping down my chin, making wet sounds as I worked him. Messy. Degrading.

My pussy throbbed in response.

I reached down and pressed my hand between my legs through the dress. The fabric was already damp…I’d been wet since waking up, the curse never truly fading. My clit was a hard point bDaisyth my fingers, begging for attention.

“You touching yourself?” The man’s voice went rough with arousal. His cock twitched on my tongue. “Holy shit, you’re into this.”

I wasn’t. I couldn’t be. This was survival, not pleasure.

But my body didn’t care about the distinction. I rubbed my clit in tight circles while I sucked him, feeling the heat build between my legs. The wetness spreading, soaking through the thin fabric. My nipples were stiff points rubbing against rough fabric with every breath.

I took him deeper, letting the head of his cock bump the back of my throat. Gagged slightly but recovered. My hand between my legs moved faster, more desperate. The dual stimulation…cock in my mouth, fingers on my clit…created that same feedback loop from yesterday.

The man’s hips jerked, thrusting shallowly into my mouth. “Gonna cum. You swallow?”

I nodded with my mouth still full of his cock, looking up at him. His eyes widened at the eye contact.

“Fuck, yes…”

He thrust deep and held there. Hot bitter fluid flooded my throat…pulse after pulse of cum shooting directly down. I swallowed desperately, throat working around him, trying not to choke. The taste coated my tongue…salt and bitter musk. Not as bad as yesterday. Almost familiar now.

He pulled out, breathing hard. A final spurt hit my tongue and I swallowed that too, licking my lips. “That was… yeah. You’re good at that.”

I wiped my mouth. Fifty more gems. One step closer to surviving another day.

“You work here regular?” he asked, tucking himself away.

“Every day, I guess.”

“I’ll remember that.” He hesitated. “You got a name?”

“Erin.”

“I’m Marco. See you around, Erin.”

Then he was gone, and I was alone in the alley again. Still horny. Always so fucking horny.

I hiked up my dress and touched myself properly. Two fingers sliding into my wet pussy while my thumb circled my clit. The orgasm hit fast…sharp and intense, making my thighs shake.

Not enough. Never enough.

The second client came an hour later. Older docker, maybe forty, with rough hands and a gruff manner.

“Seventy-five for pussy, right?”

“Right.”

“Good. I need a proper fuck, not just a mouth.”

We negotiated the alley. He paid upfront…seventy-five gems that brought my total to one hundred and fifty. Then he had me bend over, hands braced against the wall.

“You wet already?” His fingers found my slit, testing. Two thick digits pushed inside without warning, spreading me. “Christ, you are. Soaked through. Little slut can’t help herself.”

I bit back a retort. He was paying. He could call me whatever he wanted.

He pulled his fingers out, slick with my arousal, and wrapped that hand around his cock. Using my wetness to stroke himself. I watched over my shoulder as he positioned himself behind me…his cock thick and flushed, bigger than the one I’d just sucked, veins prominent along the shaft.

His cock pressed against my entrance…thick, blunt, hot, insistent. The head spread my pussy lips, pushing them apart.

Then he thrust inside in one brutal stroke.

I cried out…shock and pain and pleasure all at once. The sensation was overwhelming…fullness beyond anything I’d felt before, pressure and stretch and the strange satisfaction of finally being filled after yesterday’s desperate emptiness. My virgin pussy clenched around him involuntarily, trying to adjust to the intrusion. The walls gripped his shaft, stretched tight around his girth.

“Tight,” he grunted, his hips flush against my ass. “Fuck, you’re tight. When’s the last time you got fucked?”

Never. This was my first time actually being penetrated by a cock. But I didn’t answer.

He didn’t wait for me to adjust. Just pulled back and slammed in again…hard, fast strokes that sent my hips crashing against the rough wall. Each thrust sent sensation rolling through me…pleasure mixed with the edge of pain from being stretched, the drag of his cock against my inner walls, the way he hit spots deep inside that sent sparks through my nervous system. Spots I hadn’t known existed in this body.

“Take it,” he growled. “Take my cock like a good whore.”

His hand fisted in my hair, yanking my head back. My spine arched. The other hand gripped my hip hard enough to bruise, fingers digging into my flesh. Using me. Fucking me like I was just a warm hole to get off in. His balls slapped against my clit with each thrust…wet sounds filling the alley.

And god help me, I was getting close.

This wasn’t supposed to feel good. This was transactional. Survival. But my body didn’t care about my intentions…it just responded to stimulus. To being filled. To being used. To finally having a cock stretching my pussy after a day of desperate need.

My inner walls fluttered around him. My clit throbbed from the repeated impact. Wetness flooded around his cock, making obscene squelching sounds as he pounded into me.

“You gonna cum?” The docker’s laugh was cruel. “You fucking are. I can feel it…your pussy’s squeezing my cock. Little whore’s gonna cum from her first real fuck.”

I couldn’t deny it. The orgasm was building, that pressure low in my belly mounting with each brutal thrust. Different from touching myself. Deeper. Fuller. More intense. Like my whole body was being lit up from the inside.

His fingers found my clit…rough, calloused, too much pressure. But it was enough.

I came with a strangled cry, my pussy clamping down on his cock in rhythmic spasms. The orgasm ripped through me…starting from my clit and radiating outward in waves of pleasure that made my thighs shake violently. My inner walls convulsed around his shaft, gripping and releasing. My vision whited out completely. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, could only feel wave after wave of pleasure from my first vaginal orgasm.

The docker kept fucking me through it. Chasing his own release while I writhed on his cock, oversensitive and overwhelmed. Every thrust sent aftershocks through my spasming pussy.

“Gonna cum,” he warned. Then he slammed deep…impossibly deep, hitting my cervix…and held there. His cock pulsed inside me, throbbing as heat flooded my core. I felt each spurt of cum painting my inner walls, filling me completely.

He stayed buried for a moment, grinding against my ass, making sure every drop was deep inside me.

Then he pulled out. I gasped at the sudden emptiness. His cock slipped free with a wet sound and I felt his cum drip down my thighs immediately. Thick and warm, running down my inner legs. Wet. Messy. Evidence of what I’d just done.

Evidence of my first real fuck.

“Worth every gem,” he said, slapping my ass. “You work this spot tomorrow?”

“Yeah.”

“See you then.”

I straightened carefully. My pussy ached, stretched and used. Cum leaked down my inner thighs. I had no way to clean up except my dress hem.

One hundred and fifty gems now. Enough for food and lodging for days. And I’d just had my first orgasm from actual penetrative sex.

I should have felt ashamed. Instead I just felt… successful.

The third client was different. Two of them, actually.

“We’re together,” the first docker said…older, maybe forty-five, scarred and weathered. “Saw you working. We’ll pay a hundred and fifty gems if you service both of us. At the same time.”

A hundred and fifty gems. For two men. At once.

“What kind of service?”

“Mouths and hands,” the second docker added. He was younger, thirties, with a cruel smile. “Both of us. Simultaneously. We want to see you struggle.”

Two cocks. At the same time. The image made my stomach twist…but also made my pussy clench with unwanted arousal.

“I’ve never…”

“Even better,” the older one grinned. “Fresh meat learning on the job. So? You in or not?”

I needed the money. “Alright. Same alley.”

They positioned me between them, kneeling in the dirt. Both pulled out their cocks before I could even process what I was doing.

The older docker’s cock was average, maybe six inches, with a curve to the left. Already half-hard, thickening as he stroked himself. The younger one was longer, seven inches at least, but thinner. Straighter. The contrast was stark as they both stood over me.

“Both hands,” the older one instructed. “One cock in each. Get us hard first.”

I wrapped my hands around both shafts…the sensation of holding two cocks simultaneously was surreal. Wrong. The weight different in each hand, the textures slightly varied. But I stroked them both, watching them swell and harden under my touch. The older one’s cock was thicker, filling my grip completely. The younger one’s length meant my hand couldn’t quite reach from base to tip in one stroke.

My pussy clenched just from the visual…two hard cocks inches from my face, both for me to service.

“Now the real test,” the younger docker said, stepping closer. His cock was fully hard now, the head flushed dark. “Both in your mouth. At once.”

“I can’t…that won’t…”

“Press them together. Try.”

My hands positioned them side by side, their cocks touching. The sight made me dizzy…two shafts pressed together, both aimed at my mouth. I opened my mouth as wide as I could and tried to take both heads at once.

It was impossible. My jaw stretched painfully, the hinges screaming in protest. I could barely accommodate both tips…just the very ends of both cocks, my lips stretched obscenely around them. My tongue worked between the two heads, tasting both at once. Drool poured down my chin immediately, coating both shafts, dripping onto my chest.

“Look at her trying,” the older one laughed. “Can’t quite manage it, can you? Jaw too small for two cocks.”

I pulled back, gasping. Saliva connected my lips to both cock heads in glistening strings. “It’s too much.”

“Then work them individually. But keep both of us satisfied at all times. One in your mouth, one in your hand. Switch constantly. And don’t let either of us go soft.”

I took the older docker’s cock in my mouth while my hand found the younger one’s shaft. Sucked and stroked simultaneously…divided attention, trying to please both at once. My head bobbed on one while my hand pumped the other. The curved cock filled my mouth, pressing against my cheek from the inside.

The coordination was impossible. I’d focus on sucking…hollowing my cheeks, using my tongue…and my hand would slow to an inconsistent crawl. I’d focus on the handjob…maintaining rhythm and pressure…and my mouth would get sloppy, just holding him instead of actively sucking.

“Switch. Now.”

I moved my mouth to the younger docker…longer, hitting the back of my throat immediately. I gagged, eyes watering. My other hand continued stroking the older man, but the rhythm was completely off now, inconsistent, too slow.

“Faster with your hand. More tongue in your mouth. Jesus, you’re bad at multitasking.”

Tears pricked my eyes from frustration and the constant gagging. My jaw ached from the rapid switching, from being stretched around two different cocks in quick succession. Spit dripped down both cocks, coating my hands, making everything slippery and messy. The wet sounds were obscene…slurping, gagging, the squelch of my spit-slick hand stroking.

But they stayed hard. Both of them. Rock hard despite my fumbling. That’s what mattered.

My free hand slipped between my legs. I was soaked through my dress, the fabric clinging to my pussy. I rubbed myself while servicing two cocks at once, the humiliation and overwhelming sensation making me desperate.

“Look at that,” the younger one grunted. “Touching herself while she tries to handle two cocks. What a little slut.”

“Both together again,” the older docker commanded, pulling my head back by my hair. Pain sparked across my scalp. “Open wide.”

He and the younger docker pressed their cocks together in front of my face…two hard shafts, both slick with my saliva, both aimed at my mouth. I opened my mouth and they thrust forward simultaneously…too much, too big, stretching my jaw past its limit. I gagged violently around both, throat convulsing, fresh tears streaming down my face.

“Lick them. Both at once.”

I ran my tongue up both shafts, from base to tip, tasting both of them together…salt and skin and masculine musk times two. My hands wrapped around where my mouth couldn’t reach, stroking both cocks together while I licked up and down the pressed-together lengths. My tongue traced the prominent veins, circled both heads, dipped into the slits to taste the precum leaking from each.

“She’s learning,” the younger one groaned. “Keep going like that.”

My mouth moved between them…kissing one tip, then the other, running my tongue along the ridge where their cocks pressed together, trying again to fit both heads in my mouth and failing, drooling messily all over them. My chin was coated in spit. My chest heaved. I looked up at them while I worked, seeing their faces twisted in pleasure.

“Gonna cum,” the older one warned, his cock twitching against my tongue.

“Same,” the younger one added, his hips thrusting forward slightly. “Keep your mouth open. Both of us. Right now.”

I pulled back, kneeling with my mouth wide open, tongue extended. They stepped closer, both fisting their own cocks now, stroking themselves fast. Both cocks aimed directly at my face…two different angles, both ready to unload.

The older docker came first…hot spurts hitting my tongue, my teeth, flooding my mouth with bitter fluid. I barely had time to swallow before the younger one came too…his cum splashing across my already-full mouth, mixing with the first load, onto my lips, across my cheek, dripping down my chin.

Too much. Way too much. I choked, sputtered, cum overflowing from my mouth and running down my neck. The taste…bitter and salty and overwhelming…mixed together from both sources, two different flavors combining into one overwhelming mess coating my tongue.

“Swallow it,” the older docker ordered. “All of it.”

I tried. Swallowed desperately, my throat working. But there was too much. It dripped from my lips despite my efforts, coated my entire tongue in a thick layer, slid down my throat in thick globs that made me gag.

“Fucking beautiful,” the younger one groaned, giving his cock a final stroke that painted another thick line across my cheek. More cum dripped from his slit, landing on my extended tongue.

My fingers pressed hard against my clit through my dress and I came…overwhelmed by the degradation of kneeling between two men with their combined cum coating my face and filling my mouth. The orgasm hit sudden and sharp, making me moan around the mouthful of cum.

The older one counted out a hundred and fifty gems. “You’re terrible at that. But you tried hard. We’ll definitely remember you.”

After they left, I knelt in the alley, catching my breath. My face was coated in cum from two different men. My jaw ached from trying to fit both cocks in my mouth. I’d just serviced multiple men simultaneously for the first time…and done it badly.

But I had a hundred and fifty gems. And I’d learned I could handle multiple clients at once, even if I struggled.

The fourth client wanted anal.

“One hundred gems,” he said. “That’s the rate, right?”

I hesitated. Kalira had warned me it would hurt. But one hundred gems was more than I’d made from the previous two clients combined.

“I’ve never…” I swallowed hard. “I’ve never done that before. Ever.”

His eyebrows rose. “Anal virgin? Really?”

“Really.” My face burned with the admission. “I just… I need the money.”

He studied me for a moment, then his expression softened slightly. “I’ll be gentle. Promise. I’m not looking to hurt you…especially not for your first time.”

Something in his tone made me believe him. Or maybe I was just desperate enough for the coin.

“Okay. But you have to stop if I say stop.”

“Deal.” He paid first…one hundred gems that made my pouch heavy. Then he led me to a slightly more private spot, an alcove behind stacked crates.

“On your hands and knees. And listen…this is important. You need to relax. If you tense up, it’ll hurt a lot more. Trust me to go slow, okay?”

I nodded, getting into position. My dress hiked up around my waist. Cold air on my exposed ass and pussy. I was already trembling…from fear, anticipation, and that constant cursed arousal.

“First, we get you ready.” His fingers found my slit, gathering the wetness there…and there was plenty, my traitorous body already slick with need. His fingers came away glistening. “You’re soaked. That’ll help.”

He rubbed my own arousal against my asshole…slow circles around the tight ring of muscle, massaging the sensitive skin, getting me used to the sensation. The forbidden touch made me gasp. No one had ever touched me there before…not in my old life, not in this one.

“How does that feel?”

“Strange. Not bad, just… strange.”

“Good. I’m going to use a finger now. Just one. Tell me if it’s too much.”

One finger pressed against the tight entrance, pushing gently. Insistent pressure. I gasped as it breached the ring…the sensation completely alien. My ass resisted, the muscle trying to keep him out, but he pushed steadily until the tip popped inside. Tighter than my pussy, more intense, a fullness in a place that had never been touched before. Wrong. Invasive.

“Breathe,” he murmured. “You’re doing great for your first time.”

He worked the finger slowly, letting my virgin ass adjust to the intrusion. In and out, patient, building up a rhythm. The burn was sharp at first…my body rejecting the invasion. But gradually it faded into something almost tolerable. Almost pleasurable. The nerve endings responding to the stimulation in ways I’d never imagined.

“I’m adding another finger. This will feel like a lot.”

He was right. Two fingers stretching my ass made me whimper. The burn returned, sharper, more intense. My body struggled to accommodate the invasion…the tight ring of muscle stretching, protesting. His fingers scissored inside me, spreading me wider, preparing me for what was coming.

“Too much?” he asked, pausing.

“No. Keep going. I can… I can take it.”

He moved them in and out, scissoring deliberately, stretching my virgin asshole wider with each movement. The burn intensified but so did the strange pleasure bDaisyth it. My male mind recoiled at the sensation…this was wrong, degrading, I shouldn’t be doing this. Shouldn’t be letting a stranger finger my ass in preparation to fuck it.

But my female body responded with a fresh surge of wetness. My pussy clenched around nothing, desperate to be filled too. Fluid ran down my thighs. My clit throbbed, begging for attention.

“You’re ready as you’re going to be.” He withdrew his fingers and I felt suddenly empty despite the relief. “This is the hard part. My cock is bigger than my fingers. It’s going to hurt at first, but it’ll get better. Ready?”

“I think so.”

I felt his cock press against my asshole…hot, blunt, much bigger than his fingers. The head alone felt impossibly wide. My whole body tensed involuntarily.

“Relax,” he reminded me, his hand stroking my hip. “Breathe out.”

I exhaled, and he pushed forward.

The head popped past the tight ring of muscle and I cried out. Pain…sharp and burning and overwhelming. Too full, too much, my ass screaming in protest at this first invasion. The stretch was impossible, my virgin asshole forced to accommodate a cock for the first time. Tears streamed down my face immediately.

“Breathe. Just breathe. The worst part is over.”

Was it? It didn’t feel like it. My virgin ass burned around his cock head, stretched beyond anything it was meant to take. Every nerve ending screamed. The ring of muscle spasmed around him, trying to push him out, but he held still.

“I’m going deeper now. Slow. Tell me if you need me to stop.”

He sank in inch by agonizing inch. My asshole stretched to accommodate him, burning with each fraction of movement. I could feel every vein, every ridge of his cock as it pushed deeper into my virgin ass. I panted into my arms, overwhelmed by the sensation of losing my anal virginity in a dirty alley for money.

The degradation of it mixed with the physical sensation…wrong, so wrong, but happening anyway.

“All the way in,” he finally said. His hips pressed flush against my ass. I could feel his balls against my pussy, his full length buried in my ass. “You took all of it. You okay?”

“It hurts,” I gasped. The fullness was overwhelming. I felt stuffed, impaled, split open.

“I know. Give it a minute. Your body will adjust.” His hand stroked my lower back soothingly. “You’re doing so well for your first time. Best anal virgin I’ve ever had.”

He held still, letting me get used to the fullness. Letting my ass adjust to being stretched around a cock. Gradually, the sharp pain faded to a dull ache. The burning decreased. Then to something almost tolerable. My body accommodating the intrusion.

“I’m going to move now. Just a little. Tell me if it’s too much.”

He started with tiny, shallow thrusts. Pulling back just an inch before pushing back in. My body adjusted bit by bit, the burn fading into something strange and new. Not quite pleasure, but not pain either. Just… fullness. Intensity. The drag of his cock against my inner walls creating friction that sent confused signals to my brain.

When his hand reached around to rub my clit, everything changed.

The spark of pleasure from my clit mixed with the deep fullness in my ass, creating a sensation I’d never experienced. The combination was overwhelming. I moaned despite myself, despite the lingering pain.

“There you go,” he said, increasing his pace slightly. His hips moved faster, thrusting deeper. “See? It can feel good.”

He was right. The combination of his cock in my ass and his skilled fingers on my clit was overwhelming. Wrong and right at the same time. Degrading and pleasurable. The pain fading more with each thrust, replaced by a dark pleasure I’d never known existed.

My first anal fuck, and I was getting off on it.

He picked up the pace, fucking my virgin ass with steady strokes while he played with my clit. Each thrust sent sensation rolling through me…fullness, pressure, that edge of pain that somehow intensified the pleasure. His balls slapped against my dripping pussy. The wet sounds mixed with my moans.

“You’re taking it so well,” he groaned. “Can’t believe this is your first time. Your ass is so tight. Gripping my cock like you never want to let go.”

I came before he did. The orgasm hit completely different from anything before…deeper, darker, almost too intense to handle. It started from my clit but radiated through my whole body, made more intense by the fullness in my ass. My ass clenched around his cock involuntarily and he groaned loudly.

“Fuck, that’s tight! I’m gonna…”

He pulled out quickly…my ass suddenly empty, gaping from being stretched…and I felt hot fluid splatter across my ass and lower back. Thick ropes of cum painting my skin. Marking the spot he’d just claimed. My first anal orgasm, my first time being fucked in the ass, all in one degrading transaction.

Evidence that I’d sold my anal virginity for a hundred gems.

After he left, I stayed on my hands and knees for a moment, trembling. My ass ached…a deep soreness that I knew would last for hours. I used my dress hem to clean the cum off my back as best I could.

Three hundred gems total now. More money than I’d ever had in this body.

And I’d just lost my anal virginity to a stranger in an alley.

For money.

And I’d cum from it.

By midday I’d serviced five clients. Six hundred gems total.

I bought the pregnancy potion Kalira had mentioned…five gems for a bitter draught that made my stomach cramp. Worth it to avoid complications.

Then I found actual food…a meat pastry the vendor comped…worth every bite. I ate sitting on a dock piling, watching ships come and go.

My body ached everywhere. Jaw sore, pussy tender, asshole burning slightly. I’d been used by five different men in the span of a few hours. Sucked cock, been fucked, taken it in the ass.

And I was still horny.

The curse never faded. Just banked low between clients, then surged back up the moment I had a spare thought. I touched myself through my dress, rubbing my clit through the damp fabric.

“Having fun?”

I jerked my hand away. Kalira approached with an amused expression.

“I can’t help it,” I said defensively.

“I know. That curse of yours is rough.” She sat beside me. “How many clients so far?”

“Five.”

“Five?” Her eyebrows rose. “Christ, you’re eager. Most girls do two, maybe three on a good day.”

“I need money.”

“Everyone needs money. You’re going to burn out if you keep that pace.” But she looked impressed despite her warning. “What’s your total?”

“Six hundred gems.”

“Six hundred.” Kalira shook her head. “You made in one morning what takes most girls three days. You’re either very lucky or very desperate.”

“Both, maybe.”

She studied me. “You know you don’t have to do this alone, right? Working girls look out for each other. Share regulars, warn about bad clients, cover each other if things go wrong.”

“Why would you help me?”

“Because someone helped me once.” She stood. “Come on. Let me show you the better spots. If you’re going to whore yourself this hard, at least do it somewhere you won’t get robbed afterward.”

The better spots were closer to the merchant district. Still slums-adjacent, but cleaner. Better clientele. Higher prices.

“Seventy-five gems minimum here,” Kalira explained. “Merchants, guards, traveling traders. They pay more and they’re usually less rough. Well, unless that’s what they’re paying for.”

A man in merchant clothes approached me within minutes…well-fed, clean, probably mid-forties.

“You’re new.”

“Is it obvious?”

“You don’t have that look yet. The dead eyes.” He smiled. It wasn’t entirely pleasant. “How much for an hour?”

An hour? My previous clients had finished in minutes.

“Two hundred gems,” I said, guessing high.

“Done.” He counted out the coins without haggling. “I have a room nearby. Follow me.”

This was riskier…going to an unknown location with a client. But two hundred gems was more than I’d made from my first four clients combined.

The room was small but clean. Actual bed. Wash basin. Better than anywhere I’d been since waking in this world.

“Strip,” the merchant said, locking the door behind us.

I peeled off my cheap dress, suddenly conscious of my body. Small breasts, narrow waist, the curves that still felt foreign. My nipples were already hard.

The merchant circled me slowly. “Turn around.”

I did. His hand traced down my spine, over the curve of my ass.

“You’re pretty. And so desperate to please.” His fingers found my pussy from behind…already wet, always wet. “Already dripping. Do you enjoy being a whore, little girl?”

“I…”

“Don’t lie.” He pushed two fingers inside me. “Your body tells the truth even if your mouth won’t.”

He wasn’t wrong. My pussy clenched around his fingers, liquid heat flooding through me. Some part of me did enjoy this…not the transaction, maybe, but the sex itself. Being filled. Being wanted, even if only for money.

“On the bed. On your back.”

I climbed onto the thin mattress. He stripped methodically…revealing a soft body, middle-aged spread, average cock. Maybe five inches, nothing impressive. Nothing special. Just another client paying for access to my body.

But he fucked me for nearly the full hour.

Multiple positions…missionary first, where he could watch my face as he thrust. He pushed my legs back toward my chest, folding me in half, driving his cock deep at an angle that made me gasp. His weight pressed down on me, pinning me to the mattress. Each thrust was deliberate, controlled. He watched my face the whole time…watching me bite my lip, watching my eyes glaze over, watching the reluctant pleasure I couldn’t hide.

“You like it,” he observed, grinding against my clit with each thrust. “Your body doesn’t lie.”

I came the first time like that…legs pinned back, his cock buried deep, his pubic bone grinding against my clit. The orgasm rolled through me in waves while he watched my face contort with pleasure.

He didn’t stop. Pulled out and flipped me onto my stomach before I’d finished coming. His weight pressed me into the mattress while he pounded into me from behind. His soft belly pressed against my ass with each thrust. The angle was different…deeper somehow, hitting spots that made my toes curl. His hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise, holding me in place while he fucked me.

The bed creaked rhythmically bDaisyth us. My face pressed into the thin pillow, muffling my moans. My pussy was so wet I could hear it…obscene squelching sounds with each thrust. His balls slapped against my clit with every stroke.

I came the second time when he reached under me to rub my clit while he fucked me. The dual stimulation overwhelming…his cock pounding into me from behind, his fingers working my clit in tight circles. I cried out into the pillow, my pussy clenching around his shaft in rhythmic spasms.

He still wasn’t done.

Rolled me onto my side, one leg lifted and held in the air by his grip on my ankle. His cock stretched me at a new angle…hitting the front wall of my pussy in a way that made me see stars. He fucked me like that for what felt like forever, using my body, taking his time, clearly experienced at making his money’s worth last.

“Touch yourself,” he ordered. “I want to feel you cum again while I’m inside you.”

My hand slipped between my legs. My clit was swollen, oversensitive from two orgasms already. But I rubbed it anyway, the pleasure almost painful in its intensity. His cock thrust into me steadily, relentlessly.

The third orgasm hit harder than the first two. My whole body convulsed, pussy clenching vice-tight around his cock. I moaned loudly, unable to stay quiet, overwhelmed by the sensation.

That pushed him over the edge.

The merchant came inside me with a grunt, his cock pulsing deep in my pussy. I felt the heat of his cum flooding my core…spurt after spurt painting my inner walls. He stayed buried deep, grinding against me, making sure every drop was inside me.

Then he pulled out. I felt the cum start to leak immediately, running down my thigh. He cleaned himself with a rag, completely unbothered by the mess.

“You’re talented,” he said, tossing me the rag. “Natural submissive. I’ll remember you.”

After he left, I lay on the bed for a moment, catching my breath. Cum leaked from my pussy onto the sheets. My whole body ached.

Two hundred gems richer. And thoroughly fucked.

I worked until sunset. Two more clients…both quick encounters, oral and vaginal. Another two hundred and twenty-five gems.

By the time I met Kalira back at the corner, I’d earned over a thousand gems in a single day.

“Jesus,” she said when I told her. “You’re either going to burn out in a week or become the most successful whore in the slums.”

“Is that good?”

“It’s something.” She guided me toward better lodging…a private room this time, fifty gems but worth it for the privacy and actual door that locked. “Get some food. Rest. And for fuck’s sake, take a day off before you break something.”

“I can’t afford to rest.”

“You can’t afford to work yourself to death either.” Kalira’s expression softened. “Look, I get it. You’re new, you’re scared, you want to climb out of this hole as fast as possible. But the slums don’t let people escape that easy. You need to pace yourself.”

I nodded, but I wasn’t sure I believed her. Every gem I saved was one step closer to something better. To learning magic, or buying passage elsewhere, or just not having to suck cock for survival.

After she left, I bought a real meal…roasted chicken and vegetables for fifteen gems. Ate alone in my rented room, door locked, counting my coin.

One thousand and twenty-five gems total. Minus seventy for room and food.

Nine hundred and fifty-five gems.

I’d made it all on my back and my knees.

I touched myself before sleep, bringing myself to one more orgasm. The arousal never quite faded…always simmering, waiting. The curse that had driven me to whore myself out without hesitation.

My fingers found my pussy…sore and tender from the day’s work. Swollen. Used. I’d been fucked by seven different men today. Taken cock in my mouth, my pussy, my ass. Swallowed cum, had it inside me, on me. The evidence of multiple loads still leaked from my pussy, making me slippery.

I pushed two fingers inside myself, feeling how stretched I was. How loose. My pussy didn’t grip my fingers the way it had this morning…it had been fucked too many times, stretched by too many cocks. The soreness was proof of what I’d become in just two days.

But I still needed this. Still needed to cum one more time.

I rubbed my clit with my other hand while fingering myself. Thought about the day…kneeling between two men, their combined cum coating my face. The docker’s cock pounding into me against the wall, making me cum from being fucked for the first time. The client slowly claiming my anal virginity, the burn and stretch and wrongness of it turning into dark pleasure.

I came quietly, biting my lip in the dark room. The orgasm was smaller this time, my body exhausted from being used all day. But still good. Still necessary.

Afterward, I cleaned my fingers and pulled my dress back down.

I was officially a prostitute. I’d made nearly a thousand gems in a single day by selling my body. By letting men use me however they wanted. By discovering what pleasure felt like in this cursed female form.

And tomorrow I’d do it all again.


Chapter 3: The Glory Hole Proposition

Money: 955 gems | Status: Glory hole worker | Clothing: Working dress | Magic: None

Three days of street work had taught me efficiency.

I could suck a cock to completion in under five minutes now. Knew which angles made men finish fastest. Could deep-throat without gagging if I relaxed my throat just right.

I’d become good at being a whore.

The realization should have horrified me. Instead, I just counted my gems. Nine hundred and fifty-five after expenses. Not enough to climb out of the slums. Not nearly enough.

Kalira found me at our usual corner, looking thoughtful.

“Got a proposition for you.”

“What kind?”

“The kind that pays steady and keeps you off the streets.” She gestured for me to follow. “Port tavern owner needs a girl for glory hole work. Anonymous, safer than street work, fifty gems per client. But it’s volume…fifteen, twenty cocks per shift.”

Twenty cocks. My jaw already ached thinking about it.

“What’s the catch?”

“No catch. Just tedious. You’re on your knees in a dark room for hours. Men use you like a toy and leave. No faces, no names, no pretending they care.” Kalira’s expression was neutral. “Some girls can’t handle the anonymity. Makes them feel like objects.”

I almost laughed. I already felt like an object. At least this way I wouldn’t have to look at their faces while they used me.

“How much per shift?”

“Depends on volume. Slow night might be ten clients…five hundred gems. Busy night could be twenty-five…over a thousand.” She paused. “Owner takes twenty percent. But it’s steady work, and you’re protected. Guards outside, locked door. Scream and they come running.”

Five hundred to a thousand gems per shift. That was more than I’d made in three days of street work combined.

“When can I start?”

The Broken Barrel’s back room smelled like stale beer and sex.

The owner…grizzled man in his fifties named Torven…looked me over with the clinical assessment of someone evaluating livestock.

“Kalira vouches for you. Says you’re fast and don’t complain.”

“I need the money.”

“Everyone needs money. Question is whether you can handle the work.” He led me to a narrow room, little more than a closet. One wall had three circular holes cut at waist height. “You kneel here. Cocks come through. You service them. Fifty gems per finish goes in that box.” He pointed to a locked container with a slot on top. “I count at end of shift, take my cut, rest is yours.”

I studied the setup. The holes were about six inches in diameter…big enough for any cock, small enough that the men couldn’t reach through and grab me.

“What if someone tries to hurt me?”

“They can’t reach you. And if they try to force it, you bite.” Torven’s smile was cold. “Trust me, word spreads fast. I don’t tolerate clients who damage the merchandise.”

Merchandise. That’s what I was now.

“How long are shifts?”

“Four hours minimum. You can work longer if you want. Most girls tap out around six hours…jaw cramps, throat goes raw.” He handed me a small jar. “Numbing salve. Use it on your throat between clients if you need to. And there’s water here.”

He pointed to a jug and cup in the corner.

“Any questions?”

“When do I start?”

“Right now, if you want. It’s early evening…good time. Dockers getting off shift, merchants finishing business. You’ll see steady volume.”

I looked at the three holes in the wall. Anonymous cocks. Dozens of them. All I had to do was kneel and suck until they paid me.

“Let’s do it.”

The first cock came through the left hole within minutes.

Thick, already hard, the head flushed dark with arousal. I wrapped my hand around the base…warm, pulsing with his heartbeat. The shaft was at least seven inches, veins prominent under the thin skin. I could feel it throb against my palm.

No face. No name. Just a cock that needed servicing.

I opened my mouth and took him in.

He tasted like soap…at least he’d washed. Clean skin, slightly salty from sweat. I worked him with lips and tongue, sealing my mouth tight around his shaft. Bobbed my head, letting him slide deeper each time. His hips thrust through the hole eagerly, fucking my mouth with shallow strokes.

I found his rhythm quickly…what made him groan, what made him push harder. Swirled my tongue around the head when I pulled back. Took him to the back of my throat when I pushed forward.

Three minutes and he was groaning on the other side of the wall, his cock pulsing. Hot cum flooded my mouth…thick, salty, coating my tongue. I swallowed it down, feeling it slide down my throat in warm globs.

Coins clinked into the box. Fifty gems.

One down.

The second came through the center hole before I’d caught my breath. Average size, maybe five inches, uncut. The foreskin pulled back to reveal a glistening head. The musky smell of someone who’d been working all day hit me…sweat and unwashed cock. Not terrible, just honest.

I spat on my hand and stroked him wet, my saliva making his shaft slick. Then I took him in my mouth, tasting the stronger musk. My tongue worked under his foreskin, cleaning the accumulated sweat and making him groan.

This one took longer…maybe five minutes of steady sucking before he finished. I had to work for it, varying my technique. Fast then slow. Tight lips then loose. Finally I felt him swell, tasted the change in his precum, and he came with a grunt. More cum filling my mouth. I swallowed it down too, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand.

Two down. My jaw was starting to feel it already.

The third was waiting in the right hole. Long and thin, curved slightly upward like a bow. Maybe six inches but thinner than average. I had to adjust my angle to take him comfortably, tilting my head to accommodate the curve.

But he finished fast…barely two minutes of sucking before his cock jerked and he was spurting. His cum was watery, less thick than the first two. I swallowed it easily.

Three down. One hundred and fifty gems earned in less than fifteen minutes.

My pussy was already wet.

I reached for the water jug and drank. My jaw already ached slightly. This was going to be a long shift.

By the sixth cock, I’d found my rhythm.

Left hole: thick older man who wanted it slow and sloppy. I could tell from how he thrust…deliberate, savoring. I drooled all over him intentionally, let saliva run down his shaft in streams. Made obscene wet sounds, slurping loudly. He groaned, his hips pushing through the hole harder. “Yes, just like that, messy girl.”

I worked him slowly, my tongue tracing every inch. Took him deep, held him there while my throat worked around him. Pulled back to catch my breath, strings of saliva connecting my lips to his cock. He lasted seven minutes, groaning loud enough I could hear through the wall, his cum filling my mouth in thick spurts. I swallowed it all, licking him clean.

Center hole: younger guy, eager and quick. His cock was already leaking precum when it pushed through. I tasted it immediately…sweet, abundant. Wrapped my lips around him and sucked hard, no teasing. He gasped on the other side of the wall. “Oh fuck, oh fuck…”

Came in my mouth in under three minutes, his cock pulsing frantically. Thanked me breathlessly after, his voice shaky. “Best fifty gems I ever spent.”

Right hole: huge cock that barely fit through the opening. Eight inches at least, girthy. I had to work him mostly with my hands, both fists stroking, only able to get the head in my mouth. My jaw couldn’t stretch wide enough for more.

He took forever…nearly ten minutes of constant stroking and sucking. My hands cramped. My jaw ached. But I kept working, varying speed and pressure, reading his groans to know what he liked. Finally he came…thick ropes of cum shooting into my mouth and onto my face. I didn’t pull back fast enough.

My jaw was cramping seriously now. My knees ached against the hard floor, bruises forming. But three more coins clinked into the box.

Three hundred gems in under an hour.

And my pussy dripped with need.

I used the numbing salve on my throat. It tasted medicinal and made everything feel distant, but it helped. Let me take cocks deeper without gagging.

The seventh cock came through while I was still recovering. I got to work.

Around the tenth cock, I stopped thinking of them as people at all.

They were just dicks. Some thick, some thin, some long, some average. Cut or uncut. Clean or musky. Fast or slow. Curved left or right or straight. Varying amounts of precum. Different groans and thrusts and ways of using my mouth.

I sucked them mechanically. Found what made each one finish fastest. Collected my payment. Moved to the next.

Number eleven wanted me to talk dirty. His cock pushed through the center hole…average, nothing special. But when I started sucking, he groaned, “Tell me. Tell me how much you love it.”

I pulled back, stroking him while I spoke. “Your cock tastes so good. So hard for me.” The words felt foreign, performative. “I love having my mouth used like this. Love swallowing cum all night.”

“More,” he breathed, his cock twitching in my grip.

“I’m so wet right now. Dripping from servicing all these cocks.” That part was true, actually. My pussy had been soaked all shift. “I need it. Need to taste your cum. Please.”

His hips thrust forward eagerly. “Keep talking.”

I took him back in my mouth, sucking while I hummed words around his shaft. Pulled back to speak again, breathless. “Fill my mouth. Use me. I’m just a hole for you.” All lies, but exactly what he wanted to hear.

He finished in three minutes, groaning loudly as he came. Extra thick load, as if my words had built him up. I swallowed it all, playing my role.

Number twelve just wanted it fast and rough. His cock shoved through the right hole aggressively…already hard, no preamble. “Open up,” he commanded.

I did. He thrust forward immediately, his cock hitting the back of my throat. I gagged but he didn’t stop. Pulled back and thrust again, fucking my mouth through the hole. Using me like a toy, no regard for whether I could breathe.

I braced myself, hands on my knees, letting him use my throat. His cock pushed past my gag reflex again and again. Tears streamed down my face. Saliva poured from my mouth, coating his shaft, dripping off my chin.

He grunted with each thrust. “Take it. Take my cock, you fucking slut.”

I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t do anything but kneel there and let him fuck my face through the wall. My vision started to spot from lack of air.

Finally he slammed deep and held there, his cock pulsing directly down my throat. Cum shot straight into my stomach. He pulled back and I gasped for air, coughing, more cum hitting my tongue.

He didn’t say anything after. Just tucked his cock away and left.

Number thirteen was gentle by comparison…stroking my hair through a gap in the wall while I sucked him slow and sweet. His touch was almost tender, fingers running through my hair like a lover would.

“So pretty,” he murmured. “So good.”

I worked him slowly, savoring the gentleness after being throatfucked. Took my time. Let him enjoy the sensations. He lasted nearly ten minutes, his fingers still playing with my hair.

When he came, it was with a soft groan. His cum was warm, less thick than others. I swallowed it easily.

Coins clinked. Extra coins…he’d tipped an extra twenty gems for the experience.

By number fifteen, I’d been working for two hours. Seven hundred and fifty gems earned. My jaw screamed with pain despite the numbing salve. My throat was raw. My knees were bruised.

But I kept going.

The sixteenth cock was massive.

Easily nine inches, thick as my wrist, the head an angry purple and swollen huge. I stared at it for a moment, genuinely intimidated. The shaft was covered in prominent veins, pulsing with blood. This thing looked like it belonged on a horse, not a human.

“Well?” The voice on the other side was impatient. Deep, rough. “You gonna suck it or just look at it?”

I wrapped both hands around the shaft…one above the other, barely able to circle it completely even with both. My fingers didn’t touch. I licked the head experimentally, my tongue tracing the ridge. Tasted pre-cum already leaking from the slit, salty and slightly sweet and abundant.

“That’s it. Get it wet.”

I worked saliva into my mouth and drooled all over his cock, letting spit run down the shaft. Made it slippery, glistening. Then I opened wide…jaw stretched to its limit…and took the head in. Just the massive head filled my mouth completely. My lips stretched obscenely around the girth.

“More,” he demanded.

I tried. Pushed forward, taking maybe two inches of shaft before my throat closed up reflexively. I gagged hard, pulled back coughing, saliva streaming from my mouth. Tried again. Same result. My jaw ached from the impossible stretch, the hinges screaming.

“Use your hands. And don’t stop sucking what you can fit.”

I stroked him with both hands…a two-handed grip up and down the long shaft…while I sucked the head, sealing my lips around it. Swirled my tongue around the sensitive underside, dipped into the slit to taste his precum. He was leaking steadily, the taste flooding my mouth, coating my tongue.

“Good girl. Just like that. Work for it.”

My hands moved in rhythm, twisting slightly on each stroke. My mouth nursed the head, tongue constantly moving. Drool ran down the shaft, making everything slick and messy.

It took fifteen minutes to make him cum. Fifteen minutes of constant work. My hands were cramping, fingers aching. My jaw felt like it might actually dislocate from being stretched so wide for so long. But finally I felt him pulse…the massive shaft throbbing in my grip.

The first spurt hit the back of my throat with force. Thick, heavy cum flooding my mouth faster than I could swallow. I gulped desperately but more kept coming…rope after rope of hot fluid. My mouth overflowed. Cum dripped down my chin, onto my chest, coating my hands where they gripped his shaft.

He groaned loud enough I could hear through the wall. Kept cumming. So much cum. More than any cock before him. I pulled back, gasping for air, and his cock spurted again…hitting my face, my lips, dripping everywhere.

When he finally finished, I was covered. Cum on my face, my neck, my hands. The taste overwhelming…thick and musky and coating everything.

Coins clinked. More than usual. Extra coins…he’d tipped generously.

Seventy-five gems for that one cock.

Worth it, I told myself, even as my jaw throbbed with pain.

Worth it, I told myself. Even as my whole body ached.

Numbers seventeen through nineteen blurred together.

Suck. Swallow. Collect payment. Drink water. Next cock.

My throat was so raw the numbing salve barely helped anymore. My lips were swollen. My jaw clicked when I opened it too wide.

But the coins kept clinking.

Number twenty was different.

A cock came through the right hole…not aimed at my mouth. Positioned lower, angled wrong. I looked at it, confused for a moment.

Then I understood. He wanted my ass.

“Well?” The voice on the other side was impatient. “You gonna make me wait all day?”

I’d done anal before. Not many times, but enough to know the mechanics. The question was whether I could do it through a glory hole…no preparation, no warm-up, no lube. Just taking it raw through a hole in the wall.

But he’d already paid fifty gems. They all paid upfront.

I positioned myself, backing up to the hole. My hands braced against the wall on either side. Used spit on my fingers to wet my asshole…not much preparation, definitely not enough, but better than nothing. The saliva felt cold against the sensitive skin.

Then I pressed back against the protruding cock.

The head pushed against my asshole. Too dry. Too tight. The pressure built but my ass refused to open. I spat on my hand again, reached back awkwardly to wet his cock, coating the head and shaft with saliva. Tried again.

This time the head popped inside. I cried out…couldn’t help it. The stretch was sudden, intense, bordering on painful. My ass burned around the intrusion, stretched too fast, the ring of muscle protesting.

“That’s it,” the voice encouraged. “Take it deeper. All of it.”

I pushed back slowly, forcing my ass to accept more of his cock. The stretch burned with each inch. No preparation meant every bit of progress was a struggle. My body fought the invasion while I deliberately impaled myself on him.

Halfway. Three-quarters. Then fully seated, my ass pressed against the wall, his full length buried in me.

“Move,” he commanded. “Fuck yourself on it. Earn your gems.”

I started rocking back and forth, my ass sliding on his cock. The angle was awkward…had to keep my back arched, legs spread, hands braced. But I found a rhythm. Pulled forward until just the head remained inside, then pushed back, taking him deep.

Each backwards thrust sent sensation rolling through me. The drag of his cock against my inner walls. The stretch of my asshole around his shaft. The wrongness of fucking myself on a stranger’s cock through a hole.

“Good girl. Such a good little whore. Bet you love having your ass used like this.”

My pussy throbbed with arousal despite…or because of…the discomfort. Wetness ran down my thighs. My body’s constant betrayal, getting soaked from degradation. From being used as an anonymous fuck hole.

I reached between my legs, found my clit. Rubbed it while I fucked myself on his cock. The dual stimulation overwhelming…the fullness in my ass, the spark of pleasure from my clit.

He lasted maybe five minutes before I felt his cock swell, pulse. Hot cum flooded my ass…spurt after spurt of heat filling me from within. Marking me. Claiming my ass through a glory hole.

When he pulled out, I gasped at the sudden emptiness. My ass gaped for a moment before slowly closing. I felt his cum leak immediately…warm fluid running down my thighs, dripping onto the floor.

Messy. Degrading. Evidence of what I’d just done smeared down my legs.

Worth fifty gems, apparently.

I cleaned up as best I could with the water, but the feeling of his cum leaking from my ass persisted. A reminder with each subsequent cock I sucked.

Numbers twenty-one through twenty-three were back to oral.

Suck. Swallow. Collect payment.

By the time Torven knocked on the door…four hours had passed…I’d serviced twenty-three cocks.

“Time’s up,” he called. “Unless you want to keep going?”

I could barely speak. Shook my head even though he couldn’t see.

“Come on out, then.”

I stood on shaking legs. My knees were bruised purple. When I left the room, the waiting area still had three men in it.

“Sorry, gentlemen,” Torven said. “She’s done for the night. Come back tomorrow.”

They grumbled but left. One of them eyed me as I passed…taking in my swollen lips, the cum I’d missed on my chin, the way I could barely walk.

“Worth the wait,” he said.

I didn’t respond. Just wanted my money and sleep.

Torven counted the coins. “Twenty-three clients. That’s… one thousand one hundred and fifty gems. Minus my cut…” He did quick math. “Nine hundred and twenty gems for you. And these.” He handed me a separate small pile. “Tips. Another eighty gems.”

One thousand gems total. In four hours.

“You did good work,” Torven said. “You want a regular shift? Same time tomorrow?”

I nodded. Couldn’t form words yet.

“Smart girl. Most don’t last a week. But you’ve got the stamina for it.” He handed me the heavy pouch of gems. “Get some rest. Your throat’s going to hurt like hell tomorrow.”

I bought honey-wine on the way back to my room…expensive at twenty gems, but supposedly it helped soothe raw throats.

Drank it slowly, feeling the warmth spread through my chest. My jaw ached too much to eat solid food, so I bought broth for another five gems.

One thousand nine hundred and thirty gems total now, after expenses. In less than a week, I’d gone from homeless and starving to having real money.

All from sucking cock.

I lay in my rented bed, touching myself carefully. My pussy was soaked…had been all through the shift, that constant arousal that never faded. Dripping wet from hours of servicing anonymous cocks, from the degradation of being a glory hole, from the cum that had leaked from my ass for half the shift.

I was exhausted, jaw aching, throat raw, knees bruised. But I still needed this.

My fingers found my clit…swollen, hypersensitive. I rubbed it in slow circles, my other hand pushing two fingers into my pussy. So wet. So empty after watching all those cocks fill other holes.

I thought about the shift. Twenty-three anonymous cocks. The taste of cum coating my tongue over and over. The massive cock that had filled my mouth impossibly full. The stranger who’d fucked my ass through the wall while I impaled myself on him.

Being used. Being a hole. Being paid to be a toy.

My fingers moved faster. I came quickly, my pussy clenching around my fingers, my body shuddering with release. Small orgasm, exhausted, but necessary.

Tomorrow I’d do it again. Twenty more cocks. Maybe twenty-five if it was busy.

The anonymity helped. I didn’t have to see their faces or pretend to care. They were just holes to me, like I was just a hole to them.

Fair trade.

My throat burned despite the honey-wine. I’d need more numbing salve tomorrow. And maybe something for my knees…the bruises were getting worse.

But I was climbing. Slowly but surely. Another week of this and I’d have enough to consider better options. Better clothes, better lodging, maybe even approach someone about learning a trade that didn’t involve my mouth.

For now, though, I was a glory hole girl.

And I was good at it.

The second shift went faster.

I knew what to expect now. The rhythm of it. The way to position my knees to minimize pain. How to gauge which cocks would finish fast versus which would take forever.

Twenty-five clients in four hours. Over a thousand gems after Torven’s cut.

By the end of the first week, I’d serviced over a hundred and fifty anonymous cocks. Made nearly seven thousand gems.

Kalira was impressed. “Most girls burn out after two or three shifts. You’ve worked seven straight.”

“I need the money,” I said. My voice was permanently raspy now, throat damaged from constant use. “And it’s… easier than street work.”

“Easier?” She studied me. “You look like hell.”

I probably did. Dark circles under my eyes. Lips perpetually swollen. The bruises on my knees had gone from purple to yellow-green.

But my pouch was heavy with gems.

“One more week,” I told her. “Then I’ll have enough to move on. Maybe try for the bathhouse, a client mentioned.”

“The bathhouse’s not easier,” Kalira warned. “Different work. You’ll be naked most of the time, and clients expect more than just your mouth.”

“But better money, right? And better clients?”

“Sometimes.” She didn’t look convinced. “Just… pace yourself, Erin. You’re going to break if you keep this up.”

Maybe. But I’d be rich when I broke.

The tenth shift was when everything changed.

I was servicing my eighteenth cock of the night…average at first, unremarkable. But something about the technique was different. This man knew what he wanted, adjusting his angle, pacing himself.

Then he spoke.

“You’re talented.” The voice was educated. Wealthy. Cultured. “Extraordinarily talented. I’ve hired professional courtesans across three kingdoms, and you…a glory hole girl…have more natural skill than any of them.”

I didn’t respond. Kept sucking, trying to finish him quickly.

“Don’t rush. I’m savoring this.” He groaned softly. “Where did you learn to use your tongue like that?”

Nowhere. I’d just picked it up through necessity. But I wasn’t going to answer through a mouthful of cock.

“You’re wasted here,” he continued. “Completely wasted. A girl with your talent shouldn’t be servicing anonymous drunks for fifty gems. You’re too good for glory holes.”

That got my attention. I pulled back slightly, still stroking him. “Then what should I be doing?”

“Working somewhere you can use your beauty and skill together. The bathhouse district, perhaps. Or private arrangements with wealthy clients.” His breathing hitched as I took him deeper again. “I’m a merchant. Well-connected. I know the owners of every high-end establishment in the city.”

“Why would you help me?”

“Because I recognize quality when I experience it. And because talented, intelligent girls are rare. You’re both.” His cock pulsed in my mouth.

I worked him faster, bringing him to the edge. He lasted another minute before finishing…flooding my mouth with cum, more than most clients. I swallowed it all, every drop.

Coins clinked into the box. Not fifty gems. Not a hundred.

Two hundred and fifty gems.

Five times the normal rate.

I stared at the box, stunned. Even through the wall, I heard him chuckle.

“Consider it an investment,” Merchant Cyrus said. “And a message. You’re worth far more than you’re being paid here. Remember that.”

After he left, I sat back on my heels, my mind racing.

Two hundred and fifty gems. For one blowjob. Because he recognized my skill.

“Too good for glory holes,” he’d said.

Maybe he was right.

Moving up. That’s what this was all about. I couldn’t stay a glory hole girl forever.

Maybe it was time to seriously consider the next step.

I finished the shift…twenty-three clients total, over a thousand gems. Brought my total savings to just over five thousand gems after a week and a half of work.

Five thousand gems. From homeless to relatively wealthy, all from my knees and mouth.

When I left, Torven pulled me aside.

“You’ve been good for business. Men are asking for you specifically now.” He counted out my payment. “I could give you a bonus if you commit to regular shifts. Guaranteed work, guaranteed pay.”

“How much?”

“Twenty percent more per shift. Call it a loyalty bonus.”

I hesitated. The glory hole work was wearing me down…my throat was sore, voice raspy, jaw clicking whenever I ate. But the money was too good to walk away from.

“One more week,” I said. “Then I need to move on.”

“Fair enough.” Torven nodded. “You’ve got a gift for this work, girl. Don’t waste it in the slums forever.”

I’d climbed the first rung of the ladder.

Time to climb higher.


Chapter 4: Bathhouse Recruitment

Money: 4,920 gems | Status: Bath attendant | Clothing: Thin straps only | Magic: None

I stood outside the Public Bathhouse wearing clothes that didn’t smell like cum and desperation.

One hundred and fifty gems had bought me a proper dress…simple linen in pale blue, clean and well-fitted. Another fifty had gotten me to a bathhouse where I could actually wash myself properly for the first time since arriving in this world. My hair was clean, hanging in damp blonde waves past my shoulders. I looked almost respectable.

Almost.

I should have come here weeks ago. The moment I had enough for decent clothes and the entry fee. But each morning I’d told myself one more shift at the glory hole wouldn’t hurt. Just one more. The money was good, I’d reasoned. The routine was simple. No complications.

Not that I’d enjoyed it, of course. The ache in my jaw, the taste of anonymous cum, the degradation of being nothing but a hole in the wall… none of that was enjoyable. The way my pussy got soaked every shift was just the curse. The small orgasms I’d have afterward in my room were just… necessary release. Nothing more.

The bathhouse building was larger than I’d expected…two stories of white stone with steam rising from vents in the roof. Expensive. The kind of place wealthy merchants and minor nobles visited.

The kind of place that paid better than glory holes and street corners.

I pushed through the entrance. The front room was elegant…polished wood floors, paper screens, the smell of soap and incense. A woman sat at a desk, middle-aged and stern-looking.

“Can I help you?”

“I’m looking for work.”

Her eyes assessed me quickly. “What kind of work?”

“Attendant. I heard you hire girls.”

“We hire experienced attendants for bath services.” Her tone was dismissive. “Do you have experience in that field?”

“I have experience serving clients.” I met her eyes. “Whatever they need.”

Something shifted in her expression. Understanding. She stood.

“Wait here.”

She disappeared through a door, leaving me alone with my nerves. This was a step up…better clientele, better pay, safer conditions. But also more public. No anonymous walls to hide behind.

The woman returned with a man…tall, silver-haired, wearing fine robes. This had to be Florian, the owner Kalira had mentioned.

He looked me over with the same clinical assessment every man in this business seemed to have perfected.

“You’re interested in attendant work?”

“Yes.”

“What’s your name?”

“Erin.”

“Experience?”

“Two weeks. Street work and glory holes.”

I saw no point in lying. He’d find out soon enough.

Florian nodded slowly. “That explains the voice. Throat damage from excessive oral work.”

My raspy voice had become permanent. Evidence of my time servicing cocks through walls.

“It doesn’t affect my ability to work.”

“No, I imagine it doesn’t.” He circled me once. “You’re pretty. Clean, now that you’ve bathed. Young. That will appeal to certain clients.” He paused. “But bathhouse work is different from what you’re used to. You’ll be working nearly naked. Public touching. Full-service massage that includes sexual release. Can you handle that?”

“For the right price.”

“One hundred and fifty gems per client for basic service. Two hundred for full service. Three hundred for special requests.” He named figures that made my pulse quicken. “I take thirty percent. The rest is yours.”

More than I’d made at the glory hole, and I’d be working fewer clients. Quality over quantity.

“What kind of special requests?”

“Whatever the client wants, within reason. No permanent damage, no actual violence. Beyond that?” He shrugged. “My girls are professionals. They accommodate.”

“And if I refuse a client?”

“Then you don’t work here.” His smile was cold. “I run a respectable establishment. My clients expect satisfaction. If you can’t provide that, I have no use for you.”

I thought about my options. Going back to the slums. More glory hole shifts until my throat gave out entirely. Or taking this opportunity to climb higher.

“When do I start?”

“Right now. The girls will show you the procedures.” He gestured toward the door. “Fair warning…they haze new girls. Nothing dangerous, just making sure you understand the hierarchy. If you can’t handle it, leave now.”

I’d handled worse. “I can handle it.”

“We’ll see.”

The bathhouse proper was even larger than the front suggested.

Multiple pools of varying temperatures, private rooms along the walls, steam thick enough to obscure the far end. And women…attendants in various states of undress, serving clients or preparing for their next session.

One approached us immediately…athletic build, short dark hair, hard eyes. She wore thin leather straps that barely qualified as clothing…a band across her breasts, another around her hips. Basically naked with decorative trim.

“This is Astrid,” Florian said. “She’ll train you. Astrid, this is Erin. New girl. Usual procedures.”

Astrid’s smile was predatory. “Fresh meat. Perfect.”

Florian left without another word. I was alone with Astrid and her calculating stare.

“Follow me.”

She led me past the pools to a preparation room. Three other women waited there…all wearing the same minimal strap uniform. One had honey-blonde hair pulled into an elegant updo, voluptuous curves, warm eyes. Another was petite with chestnut hair, cultivated innocent appeal. The third was tall and dark, athletic, with visible piercings.

“Girls, meet Erin. Erin, this is Isadora, Daisy, and Morgana.” Astrid gestured to each in turn. “They’re going to help me make sure you understand how we work here.”

“Hi,” I said cautiously.

Isadora smiled…genuine warmth. “Welcome. Don’t worry too much about the hazing. It’s tradition.”

“Tradition of humiliation,” Morgana added with a smirk.

“Strip,” Astrid commanded. “You don’t wear your own clothes here. Just the straps.”

I hesitated only a moment before pulling off my new dress. The air was warm and humid, but I still felt exposed standing naked in front of four women who were essentially strangers.

Astrid circled me like Florian had, but her assessment was different. More personal. Her hand traced down my spine without asking permission.

“Decent body. Small tits, but some clients prefer that.” Her fingers squeezed my ass. “Tight. You do anal?”

“Yes.”

“Good. That’s premium service.” She moved in front of me, eyes dropping to my pussy. “Not shaved. That changes now.”

“What?”

“All attendants are smooth. No exceptions.” Astrid gestured to a bench. “Lie down. Legs spread.”

This was the hazing. Public grooming by another woman while others watched. Humiliating by design, testing whether I’d actually submit to the hierarchy here.

I lay on the bench. The leather was warm against my back.

“Wider,” Astrid ordered.

I spread my legs, exposing myself completely. My pussy was already wet…the constant arousal I couldn’t control, even in this awkward situation.

“Look at that,” Astrid said loudly enough for everyone to hear. “Already dripping. This one’s a natural slut.”

Daisy giggled. Morgana smirked. Isadora just watched with sympathy in her eyes.

Astrid took a razor and oil from a shelf. Knelt between my spread thighs. “Hold still. Unless you want me to slip.”

The first stroke of the razor against my mound sent an unexpected shiver through me. Not quite pleasure, but the intimacy of being touched there…even clinically…triggered my curse’s constant hunger. The sharp edge scraped against sensitive skin, the cool oil spreading as she worked. Each stroke revealed more bare flesh, more exposure.

Astrid worked methodically, one hand holding my pussy lips taut while the other wielded the razor with practiced precision. Her fingers were warm against my most intimate areas, pulling and stretching the delicate skin to access every bit of hair. I felt each touch acutely…her thumb pressed against my mound for leverage, fingers spreading my outer lips to reach the crease where thigh met pussy.

The razor scraped along my slit…dangerously close to my clit, which throbbed traitorously at the attention. My hole clenched around nothing, empty and aching. Wetness gathered despite my best efforts to stay clinical, and I saw Astrid’s knowing smirk as she wiped away oil mixed with my arousal.

“Already dripping and I’m just shaving you,” she muttered, but there was less cruelty in her voice than before. “That curse of yours is something else.”

She moved lower, lifting my legs to access more sensitive areas. Her fingers traced my inner thighs, checking for stray hairs. Each touch sent sparks of unwanted pleasure through my core. The oil made everything slick, made her fingers glide too easily over skin that was already hypersensitive from constant arousal.

The razor worked between my pussy and ass…that delicate strip of skin that had never been touched before in either life. The sensation was overwhelming. Too intimate. Too exposing. My hips twitched involuntarily.

“Hold. Still.” Astrid’s hand pressed down on my mound, fingers spreading my pussy lips wider for better access. The pressure against my clit made me gasp. “I said don’t move unless you want me to cut you.”

I forced myself to stay motionless while she finished, even as my pussy throbbed and clenched, even as more wetness leaked out to mix with the oil coating everything.

“Roll over. Hands and knees.”

I obeyed, my face burning. This position was even more exposing…ass in the air, everything on display. I felt Astrid’s hands on my ass cheeks, spreading them wide. Cool air hit my asshole and I shuddered.

The razor glided over my ass cheeks first…smooth strokes removing the light blonde fuzz I’d barely been aware existed there. Then between my cheeks. I felt the blade scrape close to my asshole and my breath caught. Too close. Too intimate. The ring of muscle clenched reflexively.

“Relax,” Astrid commanded. “Or this will take forever.”

Her fingers spread my ass cheeks wider apart, her thumbs bracketing my asshole, holding me open while she worked the razor around the tight ring of muscle. I could feel her breath on my exposed skin. Could feel how thoroughly she could see every part of me…my dripping pussy, my virgin asshole, everything bare and exposed and vulnerable.

The razor scraped directly over my asshole and I whimpered despite myself. The sensation too much…not pain, not pleasure, just overwhelming intimacy. Her fingers held me spread open, checking her work, making sure every trace of hair was gone from the most private part of my body.

“Done.” Astrid’s hand came down on my ass in a sharp slap that made me yelp. The sting bloomed across my cheek, making my pussy clench. “Stand up. Let me see.”

I stood on shaking legs, my thighs trembling. My pussy felt hypersensitive now…every small movement making me aware of how exposed and bare I was. The air felt different against freshly-shaved skin. Each brush of my thighs together sent sensation sparking through me. My slit was slick with arousal, lips puffy and swollen, my clit a hard point begging for attention.

“Better,” Astrid decided. “Now the straps.”

She handed me the leather pieces. I figured out how they worked…thin band across my breasts, barely covering my nipples. Another around my waist and between my legs like a thong, held by a small buckle at my lower back.

I was essentially naked. My small breasts were barely contained, nipples clearly visible through the thin leather. My ass was completely exposed. The thong piece was so narrow it did nothing to cover my freshly-shaved pussy…just a strip of leather that rubbed against my slit with every movement.

“Perfect,” Astrid said. “Now you look like one of us. Welcome to the bathhouse, Erin.”

“That’s it?” I’d expected worse.

Astrid’s expression shifted…something almost like respect crossing her face. “You didn’t flinch. Didn’t complain. Most new girls cry during the shaving, or refuse the straps, or run when they realize what the work actually involves.”

“I’ve done worse,” I said simply.

“Yeah.” She studied me for a moment longer. “I can tell. You’ve got that look…survivor, not victim.” She paused, then added quietly, “Street work or glory holes?”

“Both.”

“Thought so.” Astrid’s voice dropped lower, the cruel edge gone. “Listen. The hazing is necessary…keeps the spoiled girls who think this will be easy from wasting our time. But you passed. You’re tough enough for this work.”

I wasn’t sure what to say. This was the most human she’d been since I arrived.

“Here’s something they won’t tell you in training,” Astrid continued, leaning closer. “Florian owns us, technically. Slave contracts for most of the girls here. I’ve been here five years, trying to buy my freedom.” She met my eyes. “You’re not a slave yet. Don’t become one. Save every gem you can and get out before he traps you with debt or contracts.”

“Why are you telling me this?”

“Because you remind me of how I used to be. Before this place broke me down and rebuilt me into…” She gestured at herself. “This. Someone who bullies new girls because that’s the only power I have left.”

The vulnerability lasted only a moment before her harsh mask snapped back into place.

“But if you tell anyone I said that, I’ll make the hazing look gentle.” She stepped back, voice returning to its commanding tone. “Understand?”

“Understood.”

“Good.” Astrid nodded toward Isadora. “Now stop standing around. Time to learn the actual work.”

As she walked away, I caught Isadora’s knowing smile.

“She likes you,” Isadora whispered. “That’s rare. Astrid doesn’t warn people out of kindness…only if she sees potential worth protecting.”

I watched Astrid disappear into the steam, understanding her a little better now. Victim turned bully, trapped in a system she couldn’t escape. Maybe we weren’t so different after all.

The massage demonstration was educational.

Isadora showed me the proper techniques…how to work oil into muscles, which pressure points clients enjoyed, how to make it sensual without being overtly sexual. Yet.

“They pay for the massage first,” she explained, her hands working on Morgana as a demonstration. “Then if they want release, you negotiate. Basic handjob is included in the one-fifty rate. Anything more costs extra.”

“How much more?”

“Blowjob, add fifty. Pussy, add another fifty. Anal, add a hundred on top of that.” She counted it out. “So full service with anal is three-fifty total. Minus Florian’s cut, you take home about two-forty.”

More than I’d made from five glory hole clients. For one hour of work.

“What about the special requests?” I asked.

Morgana answered. “Depends on the client. Some want domination…that’s my specialty. Others want roleplay, group scenes, specific fetishes. Those negotiate individually, but usually five hundred gems minimum.”

“And we really have to do whatever they want?”

“Within limits,” Daisy said. Her sweet voice contrasted with the businesslike tone. “Florian protects us from actual harm. But yes…if they pay, we perform. That’s the deal.”

I thought about all the things I’d already done. Sucked anonymous cocks, been fucked in alleys, taken it in the ass for money. This was just the same work in a nicer building.

“When’s my first client?”

His name was Merchant Talven, and he was waiting in a private room.

Fat, balding, maybe fifty. Probably kind once, now just wealthy and bored. He looked me over as I entered.

“You’re new.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Pretty.” He was already stripping off his robes. “What’s included in the basic service?”

I recited what Isadora had taught me. “Full body massage with oil, hot water bath, and release by hand. Additional services available for negotiated rates.”

“Just the basics today. I want to see if you’re any good first.”

He lay on the massage table, his soft body spreading across the surface. I warmed the oil in my hands and started on his shoulders.

The massage itself wasn’t sexual…just working tension from muscles like Isadora had shown me. But his eyes followed my nearly-naked body as I moved around the table. Watching my breasts jiggle slightly. The way my ass moved when I stretched to reach his lower back.

“You’re good at this,” he said after a while.

“Thank you.”

“Roll over,” I instructed when I’d finished his back.

He did, and his cock was half-hard already. Not huge, maybe five inches, but clearly interested.

I worked on his chest, his arms, his thighs. Each touch bringing me closer to his cock without actually touching it yet. Teasing. Building anticipation.

“How much for your mouth?” he asked.

“Fifty gems extra.”

“And full service?”

“One hundred gems extra for that.”

He considered. “Let’s start with your mouth. If I like it, maybe more.”

I nodded. Poured oil on my hands and wrapped them around his cock. It hardened immediately in my grip, responding to the slick warmth.

“That’s good,” he breathed.

I stroked him slowly at first, building the sensation. My oiled hand glided smoothly along his shaft, feeling him throb against my palm. The slick sounds of my hand working him filled the quiet room…wet, obscene, professional. I watched his cock swell fully hard under my attention, the head flushing darker, a bead of precum appearing at the tip.

Then I leaned down and took him in my mouth.

He tasted clean…soap and oil, with just the slightest hint of salt from the precum already leaking. Better than most. I sealed my lips around his shaft and worked him with my tongue, using everything I’d learned from countless anonymous cocks. Found his rhythm quickly…moderate pace, firm suction, tongue working the underside of his cock on each stroke.

My head bobbed steadily, taking him deeper each time. Not all the way…he wasn’t large enough to challenge my throat, which made this easy. Comfortable. I could focus on technique rather than just surviving the invasion. My tongue traced the prominent vein along his shaft, circled the ridge of his head, dipped into the slit to taste more of his precum.

“Oh god,” he moaned, his hips shifting on the massage table. “Your mouth is incredible.”

I hummed around his cock in acknowledgment, the vibration making him gasp. My hand worked his base in rhythm with my mouth…a coordinated dance I’d perfected through dozens of cocks. Stroke, suck, swirl my tongue. Repeat. Building the pressure steadily.

My pussy throbbed against the thin leather thong, the narrow strip rubbing against my slit with each movement of my body as I leaned over him. The constant arousal making me wet…no, soaked. The leather was probably visibly dark with my arousal if he cared to look. My inner thighs were slick. My clit throbbed with each pulse of my heartbeat.

This was supposed to be professional service. Clinical. But my body didn’t care about professionalism…it just responded to having a cock in my mouth, to servicing a man, to being used for pleasure even if I was the one providing it. Heat flooded my core. My nipples were stiff points pressing against the thin leather covering them, barely covered, probably visible as hard nubs.

I sucked him harder, hollowing my cheeks, increasing the suction. Took him deeper until his head bumped the back of my throat. Held him there, my throat working around him for just a moment before pulling back. Saliva coated his shaft, dripping down to his balls, making everything slick and messy.

His breathing quickened. His thighs tensed under my free hand. Close.

I worked him faster now, my head bobbing with purpose. My tongue pressed firmly against the underside of his cock, adding pressure to complement the wet heat of my mouth. The wet sounds intensified…slurping, the pop of my lips breaking suction briefly before resealing.

“Going to finish,” he warned, his voice strained. “You swallow?”

I nodded with my mouth still full of his cock, looking up at him. Eye contact. That always pushed them over the edge.

He groaned and his cock pulsed on my tongue. The first spurt of cum hit the back of my throat…warm, bitter, thick. I swallowed immediately, my throat working around his head, and he pulsed again. More hot fluid flooding my mouth. I swallowed steadily, rhythmically, milking him with my lips and tongue while I drank down his load.

His cum coated my tongue, the bitter-salt taste familiar now after so many cocks. Not pleasant, never pleasant, but tolerable. Part of the job. I swallowed every drop, not letting any escape my lips. Professional.

When he finished pulsing, I gave his cock one last suck, cleaning the tip thoroughly, making sure I’d gotten everything. Then I pulled off with a soft pop and reached for a warm cloth from the nearby basin.

I cleaned him gently, wiping away the saliva and oil coating his softening cock. His balls. Making him presentable again. My hand was steady even though my pussy was dripping, even though I was so aroused I could barely think straight.

“That was… exceptional.” He was breathing hard. “Next time I’ll pay for full service. You’ve earned it.”

He left two hundred gems…basic rate plus oral, plus a small tip. My first official bathhouse client, done.

The second client wanted full service immediately.

Younger man, maybe thirty, trader by his clothes. He negotiated quickly…two hundred gems for massage, bath, and sex.

The massage went similarly to the first client, but when I asked him to roll over, his cock was already fully hard. Jutting up from his groin like a flagpole, flushed dark with blood, the head an angry purple. Maybe six inches, average thickness. Nothing special except how obviously eager he was.

“Skip to the good part,” he said, his voice rough with need. “I’ve been traveling for three days. I need to fuck.”

Direct. I could work with that.

I poured oil on his cock and wrapped both hands around him, stroking from base to tip. His cock was hot in my grip, pulsing with his heartbeat. I made sure to coat him thoroughly…slick and glistening, the oil catching the light. My hands glided smoothly along his shaft, and he groaned at the sensation.

Then I climbed onto the massage table, one knee on either side of his hips, straddling him. The position put my barely-covered pussy directly above his oil-slick cock. The thin leather thong pulled aside easily…just a narrow strip that had been rubbing my slit all through the massage, now displaced to give him access to my hole.

My freshly-shaved pussy was completely exposed to his view. Bare, pink, and absolutely dripping wet. The evidence of my constant arousal on full display. I saw his eyes widen as he took in the sight…my slick inner lips, puffy and swollen, my clit a hard little bud peeking out from its hood.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You’re soaked.”

I was. No point denying it. My thighs were wet, arousal running down them in thin streams. The curse made sure I was always ready, always desperate.

I gripped his cock and positioned it at my entrance. The oil-slick head pressed against my opening, spreading my lips. I could feel my hole flexing, trying to pull him in already. My pussy ached to be filled after hours of watching other cocks without getting my own relief.

I lowered myself slowly.

The head popped inside and we both groaned. His cock stretched my entrance, the thick head forcing my pussy to open around him. I sank down inch by inch, feeling every bit of him entering me. The slide was smooth from the combination of oil and my abundant wetness…no friction, just the sensation of being gradually filled.

He filled me in one smooth descent, and I gasped when my ass finally met his hips. Completely impaled. His cock buried balls-deep in my pussy, stretching me, the head pressing against my cervix. The angle was different from most of my previous encounters…more upright, letting gravity pull me down onto him. His cock hit deeper, pressed against spots inside that made my inner walls clench around him involuntarily.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, his hands flying to my waist. Gripping hard enough to leave marks. “So tight and wet. Perfect pussy.”

I could feel him throbbing inside me, feel my pussy fluttering around his shaft, trying to adjust to the fullness. The leather strap across my breasts had shifted during my climb onto the table…my small tits were mostly exposed now, nipples hard and visible.

“Ride me,” he commanded, his fingers digging into my waist. “I want to watch.”

I rolled my hips experimentally, feeling his cock shift inside me. Found an angle that made us both gasp…his cock dragging against my front wall, rubbing spots that sent sparks through my core. I established a rhythm. Lifting up until just his head remained inside, then sinking back down to take him fully.

My pussy made wet sounds as I rode him…obscene squelching from how soaked I was. Each upward stroke pulled my lips taut around his shaft. Each downward plunge forced my arousal out around him, making everything even slicker. I could feel fluid running down his balls, dripping onto the massage table bDaisyth us.

His hands moved from my waist up to my barely-covered breasts. He pulled the leather aside completely, baring me. His thumbs found my nipples, rubbing the stiff peaks roughly, pinching and rolling them between his fingers.

I moaned despite myself. Couldn’t help it. The sensation of his cock filling my pussy combined with his hands on my sensitive nipples was overwhelming. My hips moved faster, riding him harder, bouncing on his cock with increasing urgency.

This was work. Professional service. I kept telling myself that. But my body didn’t care about the distinction…it responded with genuine arousal, pussy clenching rhythmically around his cock, wetness dripping steadily down his shaft. My clit ground against his pubic bone each time I took him fully, sending jolts of pleasure through my core.

“You like this,” he said, his eyes locked on where his cock disappeared into my pussy with each bounce. Not a question. A statement of fact he could see in how my body responded.

I did. God help me, I did. My male mind recoiled at the admission, but my female body was already addicted. Being filled, being stretched, being used…it satisfied something deep and primal that the curse had awakened in me.

“Yes,” I gasped, the word torn from my throat. Honesty. “I like it.”

I rode him faster now, chasing the orgasm building in my core. My small breasts bounced with each movement, the leather straps forgotten and dangling useless. His cock hit deep with each bounce, the head kissing my cervix, stretching me completely around his girth. The wet sounds intensified…slapping flesh, the squelch of my soaked pussy taking him again and again.

His hands moved to my ass, gripping my cheeks, helping me bounce faster. Harder. Using me. The massage table creaked bDaisyth us, the wood protesting the rhythm of our fucking.

“Gonna cum,” he warned, his voice strained. His cock swelled even thicker inside me, I could feel it. The warning sign I’d learned to recognize.

“Inside,” I gasped, my hips never stopping their motion. “Cum inside me.”

I was on the pregnancy potion. Might as well let him finish where he wanted. Where my pussy was clenching around him desperately, trying to milk his load.

He thrust up hard from below, his hips leaving the table, driving his cock impossibly deeper. Held there, buried to the hilt, his cock pulsing as heat flooded my core. I felt each spurt of his cum painting my inner walls, filling me, flooding me with his seed.

The sensation triggered my own orgasm. Feeling him pulse inside me, feeling the heat of his cum, my pussy clamped down around his shaft in rhythmic spasms. I cried out, unable to stay quiet, the pleasure rolling through me in waves that made my thighs shake violently.

My pussy milked his cock, squeezing and releasing, wringing every drop of cum from him while I rode out my own climax. Stars burst behind my eyes. My whole body tensed and shuddered, impaled on his spurting cock, taking his load deep in my unprotected pussy.

When the waves finally subsided, I collapsed forward onto his chest, both of us panting. His softening cock still inside me, our combined fluids leaking out around his shaft, dripping down to pool on the massage table bDaisyth us.

Professional service. Right. That’s what I told myself after, when he paid and left satisfied.

By the end of my first shift, I’d serviced five clients.

Three basic massages with handjobs. One blowjob. One full service.

Nine hundred gems total, minus Florian’s cut. Six hundred and thirty gems earned in an afternoon.

I found Isadora in the preparation room, cleaning up after her own shift.

“How was it?” she asked.

“Easier than I expected.”

“The work gets routine. You’ll have regulars eventually…men who request you specifically.” She smiled. “You did well for your first day. Astrid was impressed.”

“Astrid doesn’t seem like she’s easily impressed.”

“She’s not. But she respects competence.” Isadora handed me a warm cloth. “Clean up, get dressed. You can come back tomorrow if you want another shift.”

I cleaned the oil and cum from my body, then dressed in my regular clothes. My pussy was sore…five clients in an afternoon had been a lot, even if it was less volume than the glory hole.

But I’d earned more in those few hours than from a full day of anonymous blowjobs.

As I counted my gems that night in my rented room, I did the math. At this rate, I could make two or three thousand gems per week. Working cleaner conditions. Better clients. Actual protection from Florian if things went wrong.

I’d climbed another rung of the ladder.


Chapter 5: The Bathhouse’s Special Menu

Money: 4,920 gems | Status: Full-service attendant | Clothing: Naked at work | Magic: None

Three days at the bathhouse had taught me the rhythm of the work.

Morning shift started at noon, ended around sunset. Four to six clients per shift, mostly merchants and minor nobles. Basic massage, some oral, occasional full service. I averaged eight hundred gems per day after Florian’s cut.

Respectable money. Clean work. Better than anything I’d done before.

But I could see the ceiling. At this rate, I’d be stuck here for months just to save enough for whatever came next.

Florian found me in the preparation room on my fourth day, just before my shift.

“You’ve done well this week. No complaints from clients. Good technique.” He paused. “I have a proposition.”

Here it comes. There was always another level in this business.

“What kind of proposition?”

“My VIP clients…wealthy merchants, foreign nobles, the kind with money to burn…they want more than basic service.” He gestured for me to follow him to his office. Private. Away from the other girls.

Inside, he closed the door and pulled out a ledger. “Special services menu. Not advertised publicly. Only offered to girls who’ve proven themselves capable.”

I looked at the prices listed. My eyes widened.

Five hundred gems for group service…servicing multiple clients in one session. Eight hundred for extreme acts…whatever the client specified. A thousand for full-night exclusive service.

“These are VIP rates?”

“These are what wealthy men pay when they want something memorable.” Florian met my eyes. “The question is whether you’re capable of providing it.”

“What exactly would I need to do?”

“Depends on the client. Some want to watch you with other girls. Some want to share you with friends. Some have specific fetishes…rough play, public performance, endurance tests.” He leaned back. “All of it is cbathhousesual. You negotiate, you agree, you perform. But the acts are… intense.”

I thought about the math. One VIP client could pay what I normally made in a week. Two would set me up for the next step, whatever that was.

“What’s the catch?”

“No catch. Just reality. VIP clients expect perfection. They pay premium prices for premium service. If you can’t deliver, they’ll request someone else next time.” He smiled coldly. “But from what I’ve seen, you can deliver.”

“When’s the first one?”

“Tonight, if you’re willing. Merchant lord from the east, traveling with a business partner. They want a private session…two men, one girl, full service including simultaneous penetration. Five hundred gems, split between you and me.”

Three hundred and fifty gems for one session. More than I’d made from my best day at the glory hole.

And I’d have to take two cocks at once.

“I’ll do it.”

The private suite was different from the normal massage rooms.

Larger. Actual bed instead of a table. Dim lighting. Expensive furnishings. This was where the wealthy came to play.

I stood in the center wearing my minimal leather straps, waiting. My freshly-shaved pussy was already wet…the constant arousal making me ready for whatever came next.

The door opened. Two men entered…both in their forties, well-dressed, confident. The kind of wealth that came from generations of success.

“This is her?” the first asked Florian, who’d escorted them in.

“This is Erin. New girl, but very talented. She’ll provide whatever service you require.”

The second man circled me slowly. “Pretty. Young. You sure she can handle both of us?”

“I’m sure,” Florian said. “But feel free to test her first.”

He left, closing the door behind him. I was alone with two wealthy strangers who’d paid to use me.

“What’s your name?” the first man asked.

“Erin.”

“I’m Lord Merris. This is Lord Hath.” He gestured to his companion. “We’re old friends. Traveling together, doing business together, and occasionally… sharing entertainment together.”

“I understand.”

“Do you?” Lord Hath stepped closer. “Because what we want is very specific. We want to fuck you at the same time. One in your pussy, one in your ass. Can you handle that?”

I’d taken cocks in both holes before…just never simultaneously. But how different could it be?

“Yes.”

“Good.” Merris was already undressing. “Then let’s see what we paid for.”

They started with my mouth.

Both men stripped quickly, revealing bodies softened by wealth but still functional. Their cocks were already hard, jutting from their groins with obvious eagerness. Merris was thicker…maybe six inches but girthy as my wrist, the head bulbous and flushed dark purple. Hath was longer…seven or eight inches of slender length, curved slightly upward, the shaft covered in prominent veins.

I knelt between them on the soft carpet, still wearing my useless leather straps that covered nothing. Both cocks were eye-level, both aimed at my face. The smell of masculine arousal filled my nose…musky, slightly sweaty despite their wealth. Clean enough, but honest.

I wrapped my hand around Merris’s thick shaft first, my fingers barely meeting around his girth. He pulsed in my grip, hot and hard. I stroked him slowly while I leaned toward Hath, opening my mouth to take his longer cock.

Hath’s cock slid smoothly over my tongue, the length easy to accommodate at first. I took him deeper, letting him slide toward my throat. The curve of his cock made it press against the roof of my mouth, creating friction that made him groan. I bobbed my head, taking him to the back of my throat, my lips sealed tight around his shaft.

My hand continued working Merris’s thick cock…steady strokes from base to tip, my palm gliding over the velvety skin. His precum was already leaking, making my hand slick.

After a minute, I switched. Pulled off Hath with a wet pop and turned to Merris. His thicker cock stretched my lips wide immediately, forcing my jaw open. The girth filled my mouth completely, my cheeks bulging around him. I could barely move my tongue with how much cock was stuffed in my mouth.

“She’s good,” Hath said, watching me struggle with Merris’s thickness. “Look at how eager she is.”

I wasn’t eager. I was professional. This was a job, a performance, a transaction for gems.

But my body responded anyway. My pussy was dripping, wetness running down my inner thighs, soaking the thin leather strip between my legs. My nipples were hard points pressing visibly against the leather band across my breasts. That constant heat building in my core, the curse making me desperate for what was coming even as my mind stayed detached.

I alternated between them with increasing frequency. Sucked Merris’s thick cock for thirty seconds, my jaw aching from the stretch, then switched to Hath’s length. Took him deep, letting him hit my throat, gagging slightly before pulling back. Switched again. And again.

Both cocks glistened with my saliva, dripping with spit that ran down their shafts, dripped onto the carpet below. My chin was wet, my lips swollen. I looked up at them while I worked, seeing the lust in their eyes as they watched me service them both.

My hands were never idle…always stroking whichever cock wasn’t in my mouth, keeping them both hard, both ready, both slick and throbbing.

“Get them wetter,” Merris commanded. “We’ll need all the lubrication we can get for what’s coming.”

I increased my efforts, deliberately drooling all over each cock. Let saliva pour from my mouth, coating their shafts in thick streams of spit. Made obscene slurping sounds as I sucked them, purposely sloppy, getting them as wet as possible.

Merris pulled me up by my hair, not gently. “On the bed. Hands and knees.”

I climbed onto the soft mattress, the expensive fabric smooth against my knees. Got into position, ass raised, back arched. Felt completely exposed…my freshly-shaved pussy on full display, wet and puffy, my asshole visible between my spread cheeks.

Merris positioned himself behind me. I felt his thick cock press against my dripping entrance, the bulbous head spreading my lips. Then he pushed forward and filled me in one brutal thrust.

I gasped at the sudden invasion. His girth stretched me wide, forcing my pussy to accommodate his thickness. The walls of my pussy gripped his shaft desperately, stretched taut around him. He slid in easily despite the tight fit…I was soaked, dripping wet, my body betraying how much it wanted this despite my mind’s careful detachment.

“Tight,” he grunted, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. “Even after all the cocks she must have taken.” He pulled back and slammed in again, setting a hard rhythm immediately. “This pussy is quality goods.”

Each thrust sent sensations rolling through me. His thick cock dragged against my inner walls, hitting deep, the head kissing my cervix with each stroke. My small breasts swayed bDaisyth me with the force of his fucking, the leather straps long since displaced and useless.

Hath moved in front of me, his long cock bobbing at mouth level. “Keep sucking while he fucks you. Show us you can multitask.”

I opened my mouth and he pushed in immediately, not waiting for me to be ready. His length slid over my tongue and hit my throat in one smooth motion. I gagged, my throat convulsing around his cock, but he just gripped my hair and held himself deep.

The dual sensation was overwhelming. Fullness in my pussy from Merris’s thick cock pounding into me from behind. Thickness in my throat from Hath’s length choking me from the front. Being used from both ends, spit-roasted between two wealthy men who’d bought the right to fuck me however they wanted.

Merris’s rhythm drove my body forward with each thrust, forcing Hath’s cock deeper down my throat. I couldn’t breathe properly, couldn’t do anything but kneel there and take it. My hands braced on the bed, my body rocking between them. Used like a toy, a warm set of holes to fuck.

Saliva dripped from my mouth around Hath’s cock, running down my chin, dripping onto the bed. The wet sounds of Merris fucking my soaked pussy mixed with my gagging on Hath’s length. Obscene. Degrading.

My pussy clenched around Merris’s cock involuntarily, pleasure building despite everything. My clit throbbed, untouched but desperate. My body was responding with genuine arousal, getting off on being used, on being fucked and throatfucked simultaneously.

This was just the warm-up. The DP hadn’t even started yet.

After a few minutes of spit-roasting me, Merris pulled out of my pussy with a wet sound. I gasped at the sudden emptiness, my hole clenching around nothing. Hath pulled his cock from my throat at the same time, letting me catch my breath. I coughed, drooling onto the bed, my throat raw.

“Let’s switch positions,” Merris said, his voice thick with lust. “I want to break in her ass before we do both holes.”

Oh god. Here it comes. The actual double penetration.

Hath lay on his back on the bed, his long cock jutting up from his groin, glistening with my saliva. “Ride me. Get that pussy nice and full first.”

I climbed over him on shaking legs and positioned myself above his cock. Gripped his shaft to steady it, then lowered myself slowly. His length pushed into my soaked pussy, sliding in smoothly. Deeper than Merris had been…I could feel him hitting my cervix as I sank all the way down.

I started to ride him, lifting and dropping my hips. Found a rhythm that made us both gasp. His hands came up to grip my small breasts, thumbing my nipples roughly. My breasts bounced above him with each movement, too small to really sway but moving nonetheless.

His cock filled me completely with each downward stroke. I could feel him throbbing inside me, feel my pussy gripping him tight. Wetness ran down his shaft, coating his balls, making everything slick and messy.

Then I felt Merris behind me. The bed dipped with his weight as he climbed up, kneeling behind my raised ass. His hands gripped my ass cheeks, spreading them wide. Exposing my asshole to his view.

I felt cold oil drip onto my asshole. Then his fingers, thick and insistent, rubbing the oil around the tight ring of muscle. Making it slick. Preparing me.

One finger pushed inside my ass and I tensed. The intrusion was immediate and intense. Hath’s cock was still buried in my pussy, and now I had a finger in my ass. The thin wall between my holes meant I felt everything with double intensity.

“Relax,” Merris said. “This is just the beginning.”

He worked the finger in and out, loosening my tight ring. Then pulled out and added more oil. When he pushed back in, it was with two fingers. The stretch made me whimper. Two thick fingers scissoring in my ass while Hath’s cock filled my pussy. Too much. Too full already.

Merris finger-fucked my ass methodically, stretching me wider with each thrust. His other hand pressed down on my lower back, keeping me bent forward. I could feel Hath’s cock pulsing in my pussy, could feel how the fingers in my ass pressed against it through the thin wall.

“She’s ready,” Merris finally announced, pulling his fingers free. “Erin, lean forward. Rest your chest on Hath. Give me better access to your ass.”

I did as instructed, collapsing forward onto Hath’s chest. My small breasts pressed against his muscled torso. His arms came around me, holding me in place. His cock was still buried in my pussy, throbbing, so deep I could feel him in my stomach.

I felt Merris’s thick cock press against my asshole. The head was huge…much bigger than his fingers had been. Oil-slick but still massive. Too big. This wouldn’t fit.

“Relax,” Merris commanded. “Breathe out. This is going to be tight.”

He pushed. The bulbous head of his cock pressed harder against the tight ring of muscle, demanding entry. The pressure built and built. My asshole resisted, the muscle refusing to open.

Then the head popped inside and I cried out. Pain…sharp and immediate. The stretch was intense, my asshole forced to accommodate his girth. The ring of muscle burned as it stretched, strained beyond what felt possible.

“Breathe,” Hath said from bDaisyth me, his voice surprisingly gentle. One hand stroked my hair, the other held my hip steady. “Just breathe through it. The worst part is almost over.”

So full. Too full. His cock in my pussy, Merris’s head in my ass. Both holes stuffed. I whimpered against Hath’s chest, unable to form words.

Merris held still for a moment, letting me adjust to just his head. But it wasn’t enough time. He pushed deeper. Inch by agonizing inch, his thick cock filled my ass while Hath’s length stayed buried motionless in my pussy.

The sensation was indescribable. The thin wall between my holes meant I felt both cocks pressed together, separated by just a thin membrane of flesh. Merris’s girth stretching my ass. Hath’s length filling my pussy. Every nerve ending firing at once. Pressure in places I didn’t know could feel pressure. Too much. Too full. Impossible fullness.

“Halfway,” Merris grunted. “God, this ass is tight. Tighter than any I’ve ever had.”

He kept pushing. My ass burned, stretched beyond anything it was meant to take. I could feel every inch of his cock entering me…every vein, every ridge of his shaft as it pushed deeper into my virgin-tight ass.

“All the way in,” Merris finally said, his voice strained. His hips pressed flush against my ass cheeks. I could feel his balls resting against where Hath’s cock stretched my pussy. Completely impaled. Completely filled. “Holy fuck, this is tight. I can feel Hath’s cock through the wall.”

“I can feel yours too,” Hath said, his voice rough. “She’s so fucking full. Her pussy is clenching like crazy around me.”

They were right. I could feel it…both cocks inside me, pressing together, my body struggling to accommodate the impossible intrusion. My pussy clenched rhythmically around Hath, trying to adjust. My ass spasmed around Merris, the muscle attempting to push him out even as it gripped his shaft.

I couldn’t breathe properly. Couldn’t think. Could only feel the overwhelming fullness of being double-penetrated for the first time.

“Ready?” Merris asked. Not really waiting for an answer. “Here we go.”

They started to move.

Slowly at first. Merris pulled back, his thick cock dragging through my tight ass, and I gasped at the sensation. At the same time, Hath thrust up from below, his cock pushing deeper into my pussy. Alternating. One cock pulling out while the other pushed in. Keeping me constantly filled.

The sensation was indescribable. Fullness beyond reason. Both cocks moving inside me, rubbing against each other through the thin wall. I could feel everything…every thrust, every drag of cock against my inner walls, every pulse and twitch. Pressure in places I didn’t know could feel pressure. Pleasure and pain and discomfort mixed until I couldn’t tell them apart.

My ass burned from the stretch, the tight ring of muscle forced to accommodate Merris’s girth with each stroke. My pussy ached from being so full, from Hath’s length hitting my cervix. Too much. Too intense.

“Faster,” Hath demanded from bDaisyth me.

They picked up the pace. The alternating rhythm turned more chaotic. Sometimes alternating…one in while one out. Sometimes thrusting together…both cocks pushing deep simultaneously, stuffing me completely full, making me cry out.

My body was just a toy between them. A warm set of holes to fuck. Flesh to use for their pleasure. I couldn’t move, couldn’t do anything but lie there pinned between them, taking both cocks. My small breasts crushed against Hath’s chest. My ass spread wide by Merris’s grip. Completely helpless.

The wet sounds filled the room. The slap of Merris’s hips against my ass. The squelch of Hath’s cock in my soaked pussy. My own pathetic whimpers and gasps. The men’s grunts of pleasure as they used me.

I could barely breathe. Each thrust drove the air from my lungs. The fullness was overwhelming, suffocating. My body stretched beyond its limits, accommodating two cocks fucking me simultaneously.

And then I felt it building. That impossible pressure low in my belly that meant orgasm was coming.

No. Not like this. Not from being double-penetrated by two strangers who’d bought me like meat. Not from this degrading act where I was just holes to fill. I couldn’t. I shouldn’t.

But my body didn’t care about my protests. Didn’t care about my shame or my dignity or my desperate need to maintain some emotional distance from what was happening to me.

The orgasm hit like a freight train. Started deep in my core and exploded outward. My pussy and ass clenched simultaneously around both cocks, gripping them desperately. Pleasure so intense it was almost pain rolled through me in waves. I cried out, unable to stop myself, unable to hold back the involuntary sounds of pleasure torn from my throat.

My whole body convulsed. Shook violently between them. Every muscle tensed and released rhythmically. My pussy spasmed around Hath’s cock, milking him. My ass clamped down on Merris’s thick shaft, squeezing so tight he groaned.

“Fuck!” Merris gasped. “She’s cumming. Feel how tight she just got?”

“I felt it,” Hath said, his voice strained and breathless. “Her pussy’s trying to crush my cock. I’m close.”

“Me too,” Merris grunted, his thrusts becoming erratic. “Where do you want to finish?”

“I’ll take her mouth,” Hath said. “You finish in her ass. Fill her up.”

They pulled out simultaneously and I cried out at the sudden emptiness. Both holes gaped for a moment, stretched and empty after being so completely filled. Air hit my exposed, abused holes and I shuddered.

“Turn her over,” Merris commanded. “I want a better angle for her ass.”

Strong hands flipped me onto my back. My head was positioned to hang off the edge of the bed, neck extended, throat exposed. I looked up to see Hath standing over me, his long cock jutting from his groin. It was coated in my pussy juices, glistening wet, still rock hard.

“Open up,” he said. “I’m going to fuck that pretty throat.”

I opened my mouth and he pushed in immediately. The angle was perfect for deep penetration…my throat a straight line from my mouth. His cock slid smoothly past my tongue, over my soft palate, and directly down my throat. I gagged reflexively but there was nowhere to go, no way to pull back.

He started thrusting. Using my throat like a pussy. Each stroke pushed his cock balls-deep, his sack slapping against my nose and face. I couldn’t breathe. Could only hold my breath and endure until he pulled back enough for me to gasp for air through my nose.

At the same time, Merris grabbed my ankles and spread my legs obscenely wide. Exposing my gaping asshole, still slick with oil and stretched from his thick cock. He positioned himself and thrust back into my ass without warning.

The angle was brutal. My body folded nearly in half, legs spread and raised. Merris’s thick cock pounded into my ass with renewed vigor, harder than before now that he was chasing his orgasm. Each thrust made my small breasts bounce. Made my whole body shake.

Hath’s cock filled my throat completely with each stroke, cutting off my air. Merris’s cock stretched my ass, the burn intensifying with the rough treatment. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t move, couldn’t do anything but lie there and be used from both ends.

Spit poured from my mouth around Hath’s cock, running up my face, into my nose. My eyes watered continuously, tears streaming down my temples into my hair. The wet sounds of him fucking my throat mixed with the slap of Merris’s hips against my ass.

“Cumming,” Hath warned, his voice tight. His cock swelled in my throat, pulsing. Then hot fluid flooded directly down my throat. Spurt after spurt of cum shooting straight into my stomach. I couldn’t even taste it…it went directly down, bypassing my tongue completely.

But there was too much. He pulled back slightly and the last few spurts hit my mouth, flooded over my tongue. The bitter-salt taste filled my senses. I swallowed desperately, my throat working, but cum still leaked from my lips, running up my face in thick streams.

Hath kept thrusting shallowly, milking the last drops from his cock into my mouth. Finally he pulled out completely and I gasped for air, coughing, cum dripping from my lips.

Merris lasted longer. He fucked my ass for another minute…hard, fast, brutal strokes that made me whimper with each thrust. Using my ass without mercy, chasing his own orgasm, not caring about my comfort or pain.

His fingers found my clit and rubbed it roughly. The sudden stimulation combined with his cock pounding my ass sent unexpected pleasure spiking through me. My body betrayed me again, another orgasm building even in this degrading position.

I came a second time, my ass clenching around his cock, my pussy spasming empty. The sensation must have pushed him over.

“Fuck!” Merris pulled out of my ass with a wet sound. My gaping hole leaked oil and pre-cum. He stroked his cock frantically, aiming at my body.

Hot cum splashed across my stomach. Thick ropes painting my skin. He aimed higher, hitting my small breasts, coating them. More cum dripped onto my chest, pooled in my belly button. Marking me completely with his seed.

When he finished, he squeezed the last drops directly onto my freshly-shaved pussy, the warm fluid hitting my sensitive lips.

They both stepped back, breathing hard. Admiring their work.

I lay on the bed, head still hanging off the edge, cum dripping from my mouth up my face. More cum coating my torso, my breasts, dripping down my sides. My holes aching and stretched…pussy empty and clenching, ass gaping and leaking. Used completely. Marked thoroughly.

“Worth every gem,” Merris said, his chest still heaving. “That was the best double penetration I’ve ever experienced.”

“Agreed,” Hath added, tucking himself back into his pants. “We’ll definitely request her next time we’re in town.”

After they left, I lay there for a long moment.

My body hurt everywhere. My jaw ached. My pussy and ass burned from the abuse. Cum was cooling on my skin.

And I’d just earned three hundred and fifty gems in under an hour.

I cleaned up slowly, washing away the evidence of what I’d done. The warm water soothed my abused holes, but I’d be feeling this tomorrow.

Florian was waiting when I emerged.

“Well?”

“I survived.”

“More than survived. They were very pleased. Asked if you’d be available for their next visit.” He handed me the pouch of gems. “You’ve proven you can handle VIP service. I have more requests if you’re interested.”

More requests. More wealthy men wanting to use me in creative ways. More money than I could make with standard clients.

“How many more?”

“Two this week. One wants a solo session with specific fetish work…five hundred gems. Another wants you for a full evening…a thousand gems total.” He watched my reaction. “That’s eighteen hundred gems in one week. More than most working girls make in a month.”

Eighteen hundred gems. Add that to what I’d already saved, and I’d have over four thousand by week’s end. Enough to move on. Enough to pursue real power instead of just survival.

“I’ll take them both.”

The fetish client came two days later.

Older nobleman, sixty if he was a day, with specific requirements. He wanted me bound. Helpless. To use my body however he wished while I couldn’t resist.

Florian had shown me the room…equipped with silk ropes and restraints. “You’ll be safe,” he’d assured me. “I’ll be watching through the screen. If you say the safe word, I’ll intervene immediately.”

The safe word was “mercy.”

The nobleman…Lord Krane…entered and looked me over. I stood naked except for the leather straps, which he immediately had me remove.

“Lie on the bed. Arms above your head.”

I obeyed. He tied my wrists to the headboard with silk ropes…tight enough I couldn’t escape, but not painful. Then he tied my ankles, spreading my legs wide and exposing my pussy completely.

I was helpless. Naked and spread open for whatever he wanted.

He didn’t fuck me immediately. Instead, he explored.

His hands roamed over my body with clinical curiosity. Touching, squeezing, testing my responses. His fingers traced my collarbone, ran down my sides, gripped my hips. Squeezed my small breasts, weighing them, testing their softness. Every touch deliberate, measured.

When he pinched my nipples suddenly, I gasped. The sharp pain mixed with pleasure, making my back arch involuntarily against the silk restraints. The ropes held my wrists firm above my head.

“Sensitive,” he observed. He pinched harder, rolling the stiff peaks between his fingers, pulling slightly. Making me squirm helplessly.

His hands moved lower. Over my stomach, tracing patterns on my skin. Then between my spread legs. His fingers found my pussy…already wet, always wet from the curse. He ran one finger along my slit, spreading my lips, examining me like I was an interesting specimen.

“So responsive,” he murmured. Two fingers pushed inside my pussy without warning. Thick fingers, stretching me, filling me. He pumped them slowly, watching my face intently. “Look how wet you are. Your body knows what it wants even if your mind resists.”

I moaned despite myself. Couldn’t help it. His fingers curled inside me, finding spots that made me gasp. Stroking my inner walls deliberately, methodically learning what made me react strongest.

“You like this,” he said. Statement, not question. “Being helpless. Being used. Unable to resist or control what happens to your body.”

Did I? Or was it just the curse making my body respond? I didn’t know anymore. Didn’t know where the curse ended and my own twisted desires began.

His mouth followed his hands. He leaned down and took one nipple in his mouth, sucking hard. His tongue swirled around the sensitive peak, his teeth grazing it just enough to make me gasp. I arched into his mouth, pulling against the wrist restraints, my body seeking more stimulation even as my mind recoiled.

He moved to the other nipple. Sucked until it was hard and aching, almost painfully sensitive. Then he bit down gently and I cried out, the sensation overwhelming.

He kissed down my stomach, taking his time. His mouth left wet trails on my skin. Lower and lower until he was between my spread legs, his breath hot against my dripping pussy.

Then his tongue found my clit and I arched completely off the bed, pulling hard against all four restraints. “Oh god!”

He licked my clit in slow circles, his tongue broad and flat. The sensation was intense, overwhelming. His fingers continued working inside my pussy, pumping steadily while his mouth worked my clit. The dual stimulation building pressure fast.

But just as I felt the orgasm approaching, he stopped. Pulled his mouth away. His fingers slowed to barely moving.

“No,” I whimpered. “Please.”

“Not yet,” he said calmly. “I want to see how desperate I can make you.”

He started again. Tongue on my clit, fingers in my pussy. Building me back up toward orgasm. Getting me close, so close, my thighs trembling, my pussy clenching around his fingers. Then stopping again just before I could tip over the edge.

Again and again. Building and denying. Building and denying. He ate me out methodically, learning exactly what pushed me toward the edge, then backing off before I could finish. Teasing me into a desperate state where I was pulling against the restraints hard enough to leave marks, hips bucking uselessly, whimpering constantly.

“Please,” I finally begged, my voice breaking. Tears of frustration leaking from my eyes. “Please let me cum. Please. I need it.”

“Please what?” His breath ghosted over my soaked pussy, making me shudder. “Beg properly.”

“Please, Lord Krane. Please make me cum. I need to cum so badly. Please don’t stop this time. Please.” I was babbling now, dignity completely gone. Just a desperate creature begging for release.

“Better,” he said. His mouth returned to my clit, sucking it between his lips. His fingers thrust deeper, faster, curling to hit the spot inside that made me see stars.

This time he didn’t stop. Tongue circling my clit in fast, tight movements. Two fingers fucking my pussy hard, the wet sounds obscene. The orgasm built rapidly, unstoppably. My whole body tensed, every muscle straining against the silk ropes.

I came hard. Harder than any orgasm yet. My back arched completely off the bed, only my shoulders and ass touching the mattress. My pussy clenched rhythmically around his fingers, trying to crush them. Pleasure so intense it bordered on pain exploded through me, radiating from my core to every extremity. I cried out, screaming actually, unable to contain the sound.

He kept going. Kept licking, kept fingering, forcing me through the orgasm and into overstimulation. Too much. Too sensitive. My clit was swollen and hypersensitive. But I couldn’t stop him, couldn’t close my legs or push him away. Bound and helpless. Forced to endure the overwhelming sensation.

When he finally stopped, I collapsed against the bed, gasping desperately. My whole body shook with aftershocks. Sweat coated my skin. My pussy pulsed, hypersensitive and aching.

But he wasn’t done with me.

He untied my ankles, his movements efficient. Then he flipped me onto my stomach roughly, manhandling my limp body. My face pressed into the mattress. He retied my ankles to the bed frame so I was face-down and spread. My ass raised slightly, pussy completely exposed from behind, vulnerable.

I felt his cock press against my dripping entrance. He was big…maybe seven inches, thick. He pushed inside with one smooth stroke, filling my pussy completely. I moaned into the mattress, the sound muffled by fabric.

He started fucking me. Long, steady strokes. Pulling almost all the way out before pushing back in deep. Using my bound body, knowing I couldn’t move or resist or do anything but lie there and take it. His hands gripped my hips, holding me steady while he took his pleasure from my helpless flesh.

He lasted forever. Used my body like a toy for what felt like hours. Fucking me in long steady strokes, never speeding up, never changing rhythm. Just steady, relentless penetration. My pussy gripped his cock with each stroke, my body responding despite the helplessness. Despite everything.

The sound of his hips slapping against my ass filled the room. The wet squelch of his cock in my soaked pussy. My muffled moans. His steady breathing as he used me.

I came again at some point. Couldn’t help it. The constant stimulation, the fullness, the helplessness…it all combined into another orgasm that rolled through me while he continued fucking me through it without pause or mercy.

Finally, finally I felt him speed up. His controlled rhythm breaking down. His fingers dug harder into my hips, hard enough to bruise. His breathing turned to grunts. Then he slammed deep and held there, his cock pulsing as heat flooded my core. Thick spurts of cum filling my pussy, marking me inside with his seed.

He stayed buried for a long moment, grinding against my ass, making sure every drop was deep inside me. Then he pulled out and I felt his cum begin to leak immediately, running down my thighs onto the bed.

When he untied me, I could barely move. My wrists were marked from pulling against the restraints. My pussy ached. But I’d earned five hundred gems.

The full-evening client was the biggest challenge.

A foreign merchant prince…dark-skinned, handsome, maybe thirty-five. He’d paid a thousand gems for exclusive access from sunset to sunrise.

Twelve hours. With one man.

“I don’t want a prostitute,” he told me when we met in the luxury suite. “I want a companion. Someone who can converse as well as fuck.”

So we talked first. About his homeland, his business, his travels. About what it was like being a woman in Ironfall (I improvised carefully, avoiding the isekai truth). He was intelligent, well-spoken, genuinely interesting.

Which somehow made it stranger when we finally moved to the bed.

He made love to me. That was the only way to describe it…slow, sensual, focused on my pleasure as much as his own. He took his time exploring my body, learning what made me respond. When he finally entered me, it was gentle, almost tender.

We fucked three times that night. Once slow and sweet. Once hard and desperate. Once in the early morning, both of us half-asleep, moving together in the grey dawn light.

Between sessions, we talked more. He held me, stroked my hair, treated me like a person instead of a purchased object.

It was the strangest transaction I’d had since becoming a whore. And somehow the most uncomfortable, because it felt almost real.

When he left at sunrise, he kissed my forehead. “Thank you, Erin. That was exactly what I needed.”

I counted my thousand gems after he left, feeling strange. Used in a completely different way than usual, but used nonetheless.

By the end of the week, I’d earned over two thousand gems from VIP services alone.

Combined with my previous savings and standard clients, I had nearly five thousand gems total.

Isadora found me counting them in the preparation room.

“You’ve been busy with the VIP menu.”

“It pays better.”

“It also burns girls out faster.” She sat beside me. “I’ve seen it happen. They take every VIP request because the money is too good to refuse. Then one day they just… break. Can’t do it anymore.”

“I’m not planning to stay that long.”

“Maybe you should,” she said, surprising me. “You’re good at this, Erin. Better than anyone I’ve seen in years. And the money…” She gestured at my pouch of gems. “Most girls would kill for what you’re making.”

I looked down at the coins. Five thousand gems. More wealth than I’d ever imagined having in this world. All earned on my back, my knees, my bound wrists. Taking cocks in every hole, sometimes multiple at once. Being used, degraded, marked, filled.

“I don’t want this,” I said quietly.

Isadora studied me for a long moment. “Your mouth says that. But your body tells a different story, doesn’t it?”

She wasn’t wrong. My pussy was wet right now, just from counting gems and thinking about the clients I’d serviced. The curse made sure I was always ready, always eager, always responsive no matter what my mind thought about it.

But it wasn’t just the curse anymore, was it?

The double penetration had made me cum twice. Lord Krane’s bondage session had pulled screams of pleasure from my throat. Even the overnight client’s tender lovemaking had felt… good. Better than good.

My body had stopped just responding. It had started craving.

“I hate that you’re right,” I finally said.

Isadora smiled sadly. “Most of us do, at first. Then we stop fighting it. Accept what we are, what we enjoy, and just… live in it.” She stood. “You’ll figure out what you want eventually. Until then, might as well get paid well for it.”

After she left, I sat alone with my gems and my thoughts.

Five thousand gems. Enough to move on, to try something else, to climb away from being a whore.

But as I sat there, I felt my pussy clench with remembered pleasure. Felt my nipples harden thinking about being bound and helpless. Felt heat flood through me at the memory of two cocks filling me simultaneously, using me, making me cum despite my protests.

I told myself it was the curse. Just the curse making my body betray me.

But deep down, in a place I didn’t want to examine too closely, I knew I was starting to enjoy this.

And that terrified me more than anything else in this strange new world.


Chapter 6: The Thieves’ Proposition

Money: 3,500 gems | Status: Elite attendant | Clothing: Silk wraps | Magic: None

Six weeks at the bathhouse had changed me.

I counted my savings in the privacy of my rented room…three thousand five hundred gems. More money than most slum workers saw in a year. Enough to buy passage to another city, or better clothes, or weapons, or a dozen other things.

But still not enough to truly escape. Not enough to find real power instead of just survival.

The thought haunted me as I dressed for my shift…the thin leather straps that passed for an bathhouse uniform, the silk wrap Florian allowed his “elite” attendants to wear between clients. My body was clean, well-fed, maintained like expensive equipment.

Because that’s what I was. Equipment. A profit center with tits and a pussy.

I’d accepted that reality weeks ago. Told myself it was temporary. A means to an end.

But temporary was stretching longer than I’d planned.

Florian summoned me to his office before my afternoon shift.

That was unusual. Normally he left the day-to-day operations to Astrid and only got involved when new VIP clients required personal introduction.

“Erin. Sit.”

I sat across from his desk, the silk wrap barely covering my essentially naked body. He’d seen me in less. Seen me service clients. This meeting felt different somehow.

More transactional.

“You’ve been one of my best performers,” Florian began. “VIP clients request you specifically. You’re efficient, skilled, and most importantly…you don’t complain about the work.”

“Thank you.”

“I have a special opportunity. Very special client. Foreign noble, extremely wealthy, willing to pay premium rates for premium service.” He paused. “Five thousand gems for one session.”

I blinked. Five thousand gems was more than I’d made in the entire six weeks combined. More than most girls here made in months.

“What’s the service?”

“That’s where it gets… specific.” Florian leaned forward. “Baron Terrik has particular tastes. Extreme tastes, even by VIP standards. He wants a show. A performance. Something he can’t get anywhere else in Ironfall.”

My stomach started to twist. “What kind of performance?”

“You and his trained dog. Full penetration. He watches.” Florian’s expression was clinical. “Five thousand gems. One hour. You’d never have to work again if you didn’t want to.”

The words hit me like cold water.

A dog. He wanted me to fuck a dog while a nobleman watched.

“No.”

“Erin…”

“No.” I stood up, backing toward the door. “I don’t care how much he’s paying. That’s…no.”

“Sit down.” Florian’s voice went hard. “You haven’t heard the full offer.”

“I don’t need to hear…”

“Sit. Down.”

Something in his tone made me freeze. This wasn’t a request anymore. I sat slowly, every muscle tense.

“Baron Terrik is extremely well-connected. Wealthy beyond measure. If you please him, he’ll become a regular client. More money than you can imagine.” Florian’s smile was cold. “And if you refuse, I’ll make sure every bathhouse and pleasure house in Ironfall knows you turned down premium work. You’ll be back in the slums sucking cock through glory holes within a week.”

“You can’t…”

“I can and I will. You think you have options? You’re a whore, Erin. A very skilled whore, but still fundamentally a whore. You do what you’re told, or you go back to where I found you.”

The threat was clear. Crystal clear.

Accept bestiality work, or lose everything.

I looked at him…this man who’d given me safer work, better pay, protection from the worst of the streets. Who’d groomed me into one of his best earners. Who now sat across from me threatening to destroy me if I didn’t fuck an animal for his profit.

And something inside me snapped.

“No.”

The word came out steady. Calm. Final.

Florian’s eyebrows rose. “Excuse me?”

“No. I won’t do it. Blackmail me if you want. Spread whatever rumors you like. I’m not fucking a dog.”

“You’re making a mistake…”

“Maybe.” I stood again, and this time I kept moving toward the door. “But it’s my mistake to make.”

“You walk out that door and you’re finished in this city!”

I stopped at the doorway, looking back at him. This man who’d owned me for six weeks. Who’d profited from every cock I’d sucked, every client I’d serviced, every degrading act I’d performed.

“Then I’m finished. But at least I’ll know where my line is.”

I walked out.

The preparation room was empty except for Astrid, organizing supplies for the evening shift.

“You look like you just quit,” she said without looking up.

“I did.”

That got her attention. She turned, assessing me with those hard grey eyes. “Florian finally push too far?”

“Yeah.”

“Bestiality?”

I nodded, surprised she’d guessed.

“It was only a matter of time. He’s been trying to set up that Baron Terrik booking for months. Offering it to every new girl who shows promise.” Astrid’s expression was almost sympathetic. “Most eventually agree. The money’s too good, and the alternative is unemployment.”

“Did you?”

“Three years ago. Baron’s mastiff. Biggest humiliation of my life.” Her voice was flat. “Made five thousand gems and hated myself for months after. Still do, some days.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. You made the right choice.” Astrid moved closer, lowering her voice. “Listen. You’ve got savings, right?”

“About three thousand five hundred.”

“That’ll last you a few weeks if you’re careful. Use that time to find something else. Anything else.” She glanced around, making sure we were alone. “There’s someone you should meet. One-Legged Tom…runs a weapons shop in the slums near the old market. Shady character, deals with thieves and worse. But he knows everyone, hears everything. If there’s work that doesn’t involve spreading your legs, he might know where to find it.”

“Why are you helping me?”

“Because you remind me of who I used to be. Before this place broke me.” Astrid’s mask slipped for just a moment, showing the trapped woman bDaisyth. “Get out while you still can, Erin. Before you become what I am.”

She pressed a small piece of paper into my hand. “His address. Tell him Astrid sent you. He’ll at least listen.”

I collected my things from my locker. Changed back into my regular dress…the clean blue linen I’d bought with glory hole money weeks ago. It felt strange wearing real clothes after weeks of silk wraps and leather straps.

Isadora found me as I was leaving.

“You’re really quitting?”

“I am.”

“Because of the Baron Terrik thing? I heard Florian shouting.” She looked worried. “Where will you go?”

“I don’t know yet. But anywhere is better than here.”

“You have enough saved to last a while?”

“A few weeks, maybe a month if I’m careful.” It sounded pathetically short when I said it aloud. “I’ll figure something out.”

Isadora hugged me suddenly. “Be careful out there. The city is dangerous for women on their own.”

“I know. I survived it before.”

“You were desperate before. Now you have something to lose.” She pulled back, studying my face. “That makes you vulnerable in different ways.”

She was right, but I couldn’t think about that now. I just needed to get out before Florian decided to make good on his threats.

I walked out of the Public Bathhouse as the sun was setting.

Six weeks ago, I’d arrived desperate and broke, willing to do anything for money and security. Now I was leaving voluntarily, throwing away the best-paying job I’d had in this world.

Because some lines couldn’t be uncrossed.

But I still needed to survive. And Astrid’s lead was all I had.

One-Legged Tom’s weapons shop was exactly where Astrid said it would be…tucked into a narrow alley in the slums, between a pawn shop and a tavern that had seen better days.

The sign above the door was faded but readable: “Tom’s Arms & Equipment.” The window display showed an array of knives, short swords, and crossbow bolts.

I pushed open the door. A bell chimed somewhere in the back.

“Be right there,” a gruff voice called.

The shop was cramped but organized. Weapons lined the walls…everything from daggers to halberds. The smell of oil and metal filled the air.

A man emerged from the back room, moving with the distinctive gait of someone missing a leg. He was maybe fifty, weathered face, scarred hands, sharp eyes that assessed me immediately.

One-Legged Tom.

“You’re not here for weapons,” he said. Not a question.

“Astrid sent me.”

His expression shifted slightly. Interest, maybe. “Astrid from Florian’s place? What does she want?”

“She doesn’t want anything. She said you might have work. Work that doesn’t involve…” I gestured vaguely at myself.

“Work that doesn’t involve whoring.” He leaned on his crutch, studying me. “You just quit the bathhouse.”

“How did you…”

“I know things. It’s part of my business.” He moved behind the counter, his wooden leg thumping on the floorboards. “What can you do besides fuck?”

The bluntness should have offended me. Instead, I appreciated it.

“I can read and write. I have a good memory. I’m quick on my feet.” I met his eyes. “And I need work that doesn’t involve spreading my legs.”

Tom laughed…a harsh bark of sound. “Honest, at least.” He reached under the counter, pulled out a bottle and two glasses. Poured amber liquid into both. “What makes you think I have work to offer?”

“Astrid said you know everyone. Hear everything. Deal with thieves and worse.” I took the glass he offered. “I’m betting you have connections to people who need… capable women.”

“The thieves guild, you mean.” Not a question. He leaned on his crutch, studying me. “What makes you think they’d want a whore?”

“Ex-whore,” I corrected. “And I’m smart, I’m desperate, and I don’t have any other options. That’s exactly the combination they look for, isn’t it?”

His smile was slow, calculating. “Maybe. But desperation makes people sloppy. Gets them caught.”

“Desperation also makes people committed. I’m not going back to the streets, and I’m not working for someone like Florian again.” I drained the glass in one burning swallow. “So whatever the guild offers, I’ll take seriously.”

“Confident.” He refilled my glass. “I like that. Tell me something though…six weeks at the bathhouse, you must have seen things. Heard things. Nobles discussing business while you serviced them. Merchants bragging about deals.”

“I did.”

“Give me an example. Something valuable.”

I hesitated, then decided honesty was the best play here. “Lord Aldric is planning to default on his loans from the Merchant’s Guild. He’s moving his assets to his brother’s name to protect them from seizure. The transfer happens in three days.”

Tom’s eyes sharpened. “And you know this because…”

“Because he likes to talk while getting pegged. Makes him feel powerful.” I met his gaze steadily. “I remember details.”

“Useful skill for a thief.” He drained his glass. “Alright. Give me two days to verify this information. If it’s accurate, I’ll make an introduction to the guild. No promises beyond that.”

“Fair enough.”

“Good. And girl?” He called as I reached the door. “If that information about Lord Aldric checks out, you’ve already proven you can be valuable to the right people.”

Two nights later, I was back in Tom’s shop.

He was smiling when I entered…a genuine smile this time.

“Lord Aldric’s assets were seized this morning,” he said without preamble. “His brother tried to claim ownership but the Guild had documentation proving the transfer was fraudulent. They’re liquidating everything.”

“So my information was good.”

“Your information was excellent.” He placed a heavy pouch on the counter. “One thousand gems. Your share for providing intelligence that led to a successful operation.”

I picked up the pouch, feeling its weight. One thousand gems. For information I’d overheard while getting fucked by a client.

“I earned this without spreading my legs,” I said quietly, more to myself than to him.

Tom’s smile was knowing. “First time making money with your brain instead of your body?”

“In this body, yes.”

“Get used to it. You’re good at this.” He pulled out a sealed envelope. “And certain parties are now very interested in meeting you. This is a letter of introduction to the thieves guild. They’ll evaluate you, decide if you’re worth training.”

I took the envelope, still holding the pouch of gems. Four thousand five hundred gems total now. More than I’d ever had.

And for the first time since becoming a woman, I’d earned money without sex.

The feeling was strange. Empowering in a way I hadn’t expected.

“What do they want from me?”

“Same thing everyone wants…someone useful. Someone who can learn.” Tom leaned forward. “The guild needs people who can move through different circles. You’ve got experience with nobles, merchants, the wealthy. That’s valuable. But you’ll start at the bottom like everyone else. Prove yourself or fail.”

“What would you get out of it?”

“Finder’s fee from the guild. Plus, I’d have an inside contact when I need specialized work done.” His smile was calculating. “Everyone wins.”

I looked at the envelope in one hand, the pouch of gems in the other. Four thousand five hundred gems. Enough to survive for months if I was careful.

But surviving wasn’t the same as climbing.

“I’ll think about it,” I said, taking the envelope.

“You do that. But don’t think too long. Opportunities like this don’t wait.”

I left his shop with the envelope burning a hole in my pocket and a decision to make.

Sex work had given me savings. Refusing the worst of it had given me self-respect.

Maybe theft would give me power.

That night, in my rented room, I counted out my gems.

Four thousand five hundred total. More than I’d ever had at once.

I separated the newest thousand…the gems I’d earned with information instead of sex. They looked the same as the others, but they felt different. Cleaner somehow.

I’d sucked countless cocks, taken countless loads, degraded myself in every way imaginable. All for gems just like these.

But these thousand? I’d earned them by being smart. By remembering details. By using my brain.

For the first time since waking in this cursed female body, I’d proven I could be more than just holes to fill.

I looked at the envelope Tom had given me. The thieves guild. A new kind of danger, but also a new kind of opportunity.

I’d quit the bathhouse to keep my dignity, to maintain my line about what I wouldn’t do.

But dignity didn’t pay rent. And I was tired of being at the mercy of men like Florian.

Tomorrow, I’d take Tom’s letter to the guild. See what they offered.

It was time to see what else I could become.


Chapter 7: The Thief’s Heart

Money: 4,500 gems | Status: Intelligence operative | Clothing: Dark clothes | Magic: None

Three days later I stood at the thieves guild entrance with his letter of introduction.

The hideout was unmarked, just another building in the slums. But Tom had given me the signs to look for…scratched symbols on the doorframe, a pattern in the worn cobblestones.

I knocked three times, paused, twice more.

The door opened. A woman with sharp features and calculating eyes assessed me. “Yes?”

“Tom sent me.” I handed her the sealed letter.

She broke the seal, scanned the contents. “Intelligence operative seeking full membership. Tom vouches for your skill and discretion.” She stepped aside. “Come in. I’m Savra, guild coordinator. Membership is one thousand five hundred gems to start.”

I hadn’t expected that cost, but it was an investment.

I counted out the money. “What about equipment?”

“Lockpicks, dark clothes, climbing gear, weapons if you want them.” Savra gestured to a supply room. “We offer fair prices to members. Figure another two thousand gems minimum to outfit yourself properly.”

Three thousand five hundred gems before I’d even started. But it was investment, not waste.

“What about training? I know intelligence work, but I’ve never actually stolen anything.”

“That’s what we’re here for.” Savra led me deeper into the hideout. “There’s someone I want you to introduce you to. Our best thief…he’ll teach you the basics.”

Inside the training room, a lean, dark-haired man in his mid-twenties looked up from organizing lockpicks. Dark brown eyes assessed me with professional interest. Sharp features, slight stubble, the build of an acrobat. Attractive in a dangerous way that made my constant arousal spike.

“This is Kael,” Savra said. “Best thief we’ve got. Kael, this is Erin…Tom’s new intelligence asset. She wants full guild training. Teach her the basics. Lockpicking, stealth, escape routes. Make her useful beyond just her ears.”

The man…Kael…stepped forward with fluid grace.

“Can you climb?” he asked.

“I don’t know. I’ve never had to.”

“Then we start with the basics.” His smile was quick and genuine. “Don’t worry. Most people are terrible at this at first. You’ll be terrible too.”

I was, in fact, terrible at it.

The first day of training involved trying to scale a practice wall while Kael corrected my form. My hands were too soft from bathhouse work, unused to the rough stone. My balance was poor. I fell repeatedly.

“You’re thinking too much,” Kael said after my fifth fall. “Climbing is instinct. Your body knows how to move…you just have to stop overthinking it.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“It is easy for me. I’ve been doing this since I was twelve.” He demonstrated, flowing up the wall like water. “Watch how I shift my weight. See how each movement sets up the next?”

I watched. Tried again. Fell again.

“Better,” he said. “Your hips were in the right position that time.”

By the end of the week, I could climb the practice wall without falling. Slowly, clumsily, but successfully.

“Not bad,” Kael admitted. “Most scouts never bother learning this part. They stay on the ground and let others do the actual theft.”

“I want to be able to do both.”

“Why?” He looked genuinely curious. “You’re already valuable as an intelligence operative. Why risk yourself on actual jobs?”

“Because I don’t want to be limited.” I met his eyes. “I’ve spent too long being only one thing. I want to be capable of more.”

Something shifted in his expression. Respect, maybe. Or interest beyond the professional.

“Then I’ll teach you everything I know.”

Over the next two weeks, training became the center of my life.

Lockpicking in the morning…learning to feel the pins, to hear the click when they aligned. My hands were clumsy at first, but Kael was patient. He’d guide my fingers, showing me the right angle, the proper pressure.

Stealth practice in the afternoon…moving silently, staying in shadows, controlling my breathing. Kael would set up obstacles and I’d have to navigate them without making sound. When I failed, he’d demonstrate, moving like a ghost through the space.

Combat basics in the evening…not to fight, but to escape. How to break a grip, where to strike to disable an attacker, how to run effectively. Kael was careful never to hurt me, but firm enough that I learned.

And throughout it all, we talked.

About his history…orphaned young, raised by the guild, natural talent for acrobatics and theft. About my past…carefully edited, admitting to the bathhouse work but not the isekai truth. About what we wanted from life beyond survival.

“I won’t die a thief,” he said one evening after training. “I’ll save enough, buy land somewhere, retire before I’m thirty. That’s the goal.”

“Will the guild let you leave?”

“If I’m smart about it.” His smile was wry. “The ones who die are the ones who get greedy. Stay too long, take one more job, push their luck. I’m not that stupid.”

“What about relationships? Family?”

“Can’t afford them. Attachments make you hesitate.” He looked at me directly. “Hesitation gets you killed.”

The irony of that statement would become clear soon enough.

Three weeks into training, we completed our first joint operation.

Small job…breaking into a corrupt tax collector’s office to steal ledgers. I’d provided the intelligence on guard schedules and lock types. Kael was the muscle, actually performing the theft.

We waited until midnight, then moved through the dark streets in silence. My heart pounded as we approached the building…this was real crime, not just gathering information.

“Stay close,” Kael whispered. “Watch your footing.”

He scaled the outside wall with practiced ease. I followed more slowly, using the techniques he’d taught me. At the second-floor window, he produced his lockpicks and worked the mechanism open in under thirty seconds.

Inside, I kept watch while he located the ledgers. The office was dark, lit only by moonlight through the windows. Every sound seemed amplified…creaking floorboards, distant street noise, my own breathing.

“Got them,” Kael said, tucking the ledgers into his pack. “Let’s go.”

We exited the same way we’d entered. Back down the wall, into the shadows, moving quickly but carefully through the night-quiet streets.

It wasn’t until we were three blocks away that I started shaking.

“First-time adrenaline crash,” Kael said, not unkindly. “Happens to everyone. You did well.”

“I was terrified.”

“Good. Fear keeps you careful.” He looked at me with approval. “But you didn’t freeze. That’s what matters.”

Back at the guild hideout, we delivered the ledgers to Savra. She reviewed them quickly.

“Excellent work. Both of you.” She counted out gems…five hundred each. “Erin, you’ve proven you can operate in the field. Well done.”

Five hundred gems for one night’s work. And the satisfaction of having actually stolen something myself instead of just providing information for others to act on.

Kael and I celebrated at a tavern afterward, drinking cheap wine and laughing about my clumsy climbing.

“You’re getting better,” he said. “Another month and you’ll be competent.”

“Just competent?”

“Maybe adequate.” His smile was teasing. “Don’t push your luck.”

There was something different in the air between us. A tension that wasn’t quite professional anymore. The way his eyes lingered on me. The way I found myself leaning closer when he spoke.

“I should get back,” I said reluctantly.

“I’ll walk you.”

We moved through the quiet streets together, not quite touching but close enough that I felt the heat of him. At my door, he hesitated.

“You did really well tonight, Erin.”

“Thanks to you. You’re a good teacher.”

“You’re a good student.” Another hesitation. Then: “Would you want to train together again tomorrow? Even though you’ve technically completed basic requirements?”

I knew what he was actually asking. “Yes. I’d like that.”

His smile was genuine, warm. “Good. Same time?”

“Same time.”

After he left, I lay in bed touching myself, thinking about his hands guiding mine during lockpicking practice. His body moving with fluid grace during combat demos. The way he looked at me when he thought I wasn’t paying attention.

I was attracted to him. Really attracted, not just the constant arousal of my curse.

And that was dangerous.

The next day’s training felt different.

More charged. Every casual touch lingered slightly too long. Every compliment felt like flirtation. By the time evening came, the tension was nearly unbearable.

“One more exercise,” Kael said. “Escape from restraints.”

He produced silk ropes…soft, meant for practice rather than real binding. “I’m going to tie your wrists. You need to get free using technique, not force.”

I held out my wrists. He bound them carefully, his fingers warm against my skin. The rope was snug but not painful.

“Now try to escape.”

I twisted my wrists, trying to remember the technique he’d shown me earlier. But I was distracted by his proximity, his scent, the way he watched me with those dark eyes.

“You’re not focused,” he said quietly.

“I know.”

“What’s distracting you?”

I met his gaze. “You are.”

The moment stretched. Then he was kissing me…sudden and fierce, one hand tangling in my hair while the other found my waist. I kissed back with equal intensity, my bound wrists trapped between us.

He pulled back, breathing hard. “That was unprofessional.”

“I don’t care.”

“I shouldn’t want this. Attachments are dangerous.”

“I know.” I pressed closer. “I don’t care about that either.”

He kissed me again, deeper this time. His hands found the ties of my shirt, unlacing it with practiced efficiency. My breasts were exposed…small, perky, nipples already hard with arousal.

“You’re beautiful,” he breathed.

“I’m still tied up.”

“I know.” His smile was wicked. “I like it.”

He pushed me back onto the training mat, my bound wrists above my head. His mouth found my breasts, sucking and biting until I was whimpering. Then lower, kissing down my stomach while his hands worked my pants off.

When his tongue found my clit, I cried out. He ate me out with the same focused intensity he brought to everything else…finding what made me respond, building the pleasure methodically until I was writhing bDaisyth him.

I came against his mouth, my thighs clenching around his head. He didn’t stop until I was oversensitive and begging.

“Please,” I gasped. “I need you inside me.”

He stripped quickly, revealing a lean muscular body. His cock stood hard and ready…maybe seven and a half inches, thicker than average, slightly curved upward. The sight made my pussy clench with want.

Then he paused, meeting my eyes with unexpected intensity.

“I want your ass,” he said. “Is that okay?”

I blinked. Of all my holes, my ass had been used the least. Only a handful of clients at the bathhouse had requested it. And those had been transactional, clinical. Never with someone I was actually attracted to. Never with someone who looked at me like Kael did.

“I’ve never… with someone I cared about.”

“Then let me be your first.” He produced a small vial of oil from his pack…thieves always carried lubricant for locks, but this would serve another purpose. His smile was gentle. “I’ll be gentle. I promise. We’ll go slow.”

I nodded, rolling onto my stomach on the training mat, my bound wrists still above my head. Completely vulnerable. Completely trusting.

I felt him settle between my spread legs. His hands on my ass cheeks, spreading them, exposing my asshole to his view. Cool air hit the tight ring of muscle and I shivered.

“So perfect,” he murmured. Then I felt oil drip onto my asshole, trickling down the crack of my ass.

His fingers followed, rubbing the oil around my asshole in slow circles. Just massaging at first, getting me used to the sensation. The intimate touch. His thumb pressed against the center, not penetrating, just applying gentle pressure.

“Breathe,” he said softly. “Just relax and feel.”

One oiled finger pressed inside slowly. The tight ring of muscle resisted at first, then yielded. I gasped at the intrusion…sharp and immediate. The stretch burned slightly, foreign, too intimate.

“That’s it,” Kael encouraged. “You’re doing great.”

He worked the finger slowly in and out, letting me adjust. Getting me used to the invasion. His other hand stroked my back soothingly, helping me relax. After a minute, the burn faded to pressure. Strange but not unpleasant.

“Adding another,” he warned.

Two fingers pushed inside and the stretch intensified. I whimpered into the mat, my hands clenching into fists above my head. Too much. Too full already.

“Breathe through it,” he murmured, not stopping but not rushing either. “You can take it. Just relax.”

I tried. Focused on breathing. On relaxing the tight muscle that wanted to push his fingers out. Gradually, my body adjusted. His fingers moved more easily, stretching me wider with each slow thrust.

His other hand reached around my hip, found my dripping pussy. Two fingers pushed inside my cunt while his thumb found my clit. The dual sensation…fingers in my ass and pussy simultaneously…made me moan.

“That’s better,” he said. “Feel how good it can be?”

He finger-fucked both holes slowly, methodically. Working my ass open while pleasuring my pussy. The combination was overwhelming. My hips started moving on their own, pushing back against his hands, seeking more.

“I think you’re ready,” he said after long minutes of preparation. His fingers left my ass and I felt suddenly empty. “But tell me if it’s too much. We can stop anytime.”

“Don’t stop,” I gasped. “I want this. I want you.”

I heard him pour more oil, the sound of it coating his cock. Then the broad head pressed against my asshole. Even after the preparation, it felt impossibly big. Bigger than his fingers. Too big to fit.

“Push out,” he instructed. “Like you’re trying to push me out. It makes it easier.”

I did, and the head popped inside. I cried out…the stretch was intense, burning, my asshole forced to accommodate his girth. The tight ring of muscle gripped his shaft desperately, trying to adjust.

“Breathe,” he said, his voice strained. “Worst part’s over. Just breathe.”

He held completely still, letting me adjust to just his head. My ass burned, stretched taut around him. But after a moment, the sharp pain faded to deep pressure. Fullness.

“More,” I managed.

He pushed deeper. Inch by agonizing inch, his cock filled my ass. I could feel every ridge, every vein of his shaft as it pushed inside. Stretching me wider than I’d ever been stretched. Filling me impossibly full.

“God, you’re tight,” he groaned. “So fucking tight. Your ass is gripping me like a vice.”

He kept going until his hips pressed flush against my ass cheeks. Fully buried. Balls-deep in my ass. I couldn’t breathe properly, couldn’t think. Could only feel the overwhelming fullness of his cock stretching my ass.

“All the way in,” he said, his voice rough with restraint. “You took all of me. You okay?”

“Yes,” I gasped, though I wasn’t sure if that was true. It was too much. Too intense. Too full.

He held still for a long moment, letting me adjust. His hand stroked my back, my hips, gentling me. Gradually, my body relaxed around the intrusion. The burn faded. The fullness became… not quite pleasure, but not pain either.

Then he started to move.

Slow withdrawal. His cock dragging through my tight channel, every nerve ending firing. Then a slow push back in, filling me completely again. Setting a gentle rhythm, letting me get used to the sensation of being fucked in the ass.

It was strange. Darker than vaginal sex. More intense. The drag of his cock against my sensitive nerves sent sparks of pleasure-pain through me. Not quite like anything I’d felt before.

“How does it feel?” he asked, his voice strained.

“Full,” I managed. “So full. It’s… intense.”

“Good intense or bad intense?”

“I don’t know yet.”

His hand reached around again, found my clit, started rubbing slow circles. The combination of his cock in my ass and his fingers on my clit shifted everything. Pleasure started building, mixing with the intense pressure, the strange fullness.

“Touch yourself,” he said, but his hand was already there. “I want you to cum while I’m in your ass. Want you to feel how good this can be.”

He picked up the pace slightly, fucking my ass in steady strokes while his fingers worked my clit expertly. The dual sensation was overwhelming. My pussy clenched empty, dripping onto the mat. My ass gripped his cock with each thrust, the muscle squeezing tight.

The orgasm built slowly, differently than usual. Started deep in my core and spread outward. When it hit, it was intense…almost violent. My ass clenched rhythmically around his cock, trying to crush it. Pleasure so sharp it bordered on pain rolled through me in waves.

I cried out, unable to stop myself, my whole body convulsing. My asshole spasmed around his shaft, milking it involuntarily.

“Fuck!” Kael groaned. “You’re squeezing so tight. I’m close.”

He kept fucking through my orgasm, prolonging it, making me shake and gasp. His rhythm became erratic, desperate. His fingers dug into my hips hard enough to bruise.

“Where do you want it?” he managed.

“Inside,” I gasped. “Fill my ass. I want to feel it.”

He thrust deep one final time and held, his cock pulsing in my ass. I felt it…hot spurts flooding my bowels, filling me with his cum. Marking me inside. Claiming me in the most intimate way possible.

He stayed buried for a long moment, both of us breathing hard. His cock still pulsing occasionally, emptying the last drops into my ass. His weight settled partly on my back, grounding me.

When he finally pulled out, I gasped at the sudden emptiness. My asshole clenched, gaping slightly, leaking his cum onto the mat bDaisyth me. Used. Marked. His.

He untied my wrists quickly and pulled me into his arms. We lay together on the training mat, both breathing hard, sweat cooling on our skin.

“That was…” I couldn’t find words. Couldn’t describe what I’d just experienced.

“Yeah.” He kissed my shoulder, my neck, my cheek. “It was.”

There was something different in how he held me. Tighter. More possessive. Like the act of taking my ass had shifted something between us.

“Do you do that with all your students?” I asked, only half-joking.

“Never.” His arm tightened around me. “Never wanted to. You’re different, Erin. This is different.”

And that was when I knew I was in real trouble. Because this wasn’t just sex anymore. It was something else. Something deeper. Something that could get us both killed.

Over the next week, we fucked constantly.

Day Two

We’d barely finished training when Kael pulled me into his small room at the guild house. The door locked behind us and he was on me immediately, kissing me hard while his hands worked at my clothes.

“I can’t stop thinking about your ass,” he breathed against my neck. “About how tight you were. How you took all of me.”

My shirt came off. Then my pants. He pushed me face-down onto his narrow bed, my small breasts pressed against the rough blanket. I felt his hands on my ass cheeks, spreading them, exposing my asshole to his gaze.

“So perfect,” he murmured. Then his tongue was there.

I gasped, my whole body tensing at the sensation. His tongue circled my asshole slowly, deliberately. Wet and warm and shockingly intimate. He licked the tight ring of muscle, making it slick with saliva, while his fingers found my dripping pussy from below.

“Relax,” he said between licks. “Let me make you feel good.”

His tongue pressed inside my ass slightly, just the tip, enough to make me moan. At the same time, two fingers pushed into my pussy, filling me. The dual sensation was overwhelming. His tongue working my asshole. His fingers pumping my pussy. My clit grinding against his palm with each thrust of his hand.

I came like that, face-down and spread open, his tongue literally in my ass while he finger-fucked me. The orgasm rolled through me in waves, making my asshole clench around his probing tongue.

When I stopped shaking, I felt him shift position. Heard the sound of oil being poured. Then his slick fingers were working into my ass…one, then two, stretching me open with practiced patience.

“I’m going to fuck you prone,” he said, positioning himself above me. “Keep you pinned down and take you deep.”

His oiled cock pressed against my asshole. I was already loose from his preparation, so the head popped inside more easily than before. But the position made everything tighter, more intense. My ass cheeks pressed together around his shaft as he slowly fed his cock into my ass inch by inch.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned. “Even after prep, your ass grips me like a vice.”

He sank all the way in, his hips flush against my ass. His weight settled on top of me, pinning me completely. I couldn’t move, couldn’t do anything but lie there and take it while he started to thrust.

The angle was incredible. His cock dragged against my inner walls with each stroke, hitting spots deep inside that made me see stars. The weight of his body on mine added to the helpless feeling, the sense of being completely taken.

He fucked my ass in long, deep strokes. Not fast, but relentless. Each thrust pushed me into the mattress. My pussy clenched empty, dripping onto his sheets. My clit rubbed against the rough blanket bDaisyth me with every movement of his hips.

“Touch yourself,” he commanded. “I want to feel you cum with my cock in your ass.”

I reached down between my body and the bed, found my clit, rubbed it frantically. The combination of his cock in my ass and my fingers on my clit sent me over the edge fast. I came hard, my ass clamping down on his shaft, trying to crush it.

“That’s it,” he groaned. “Squeeze my cock. Milk it.”

He kept fucking through my orgasm, prolonging it, making me shake and gasp. Then his rhythm changed, became erratic. He thrust deep and held, his cock pulsing in my ass as he flooded me with cum. Hot spurts filling my bowels, marking me inside.

He stayed buried for a long moment, both of us breathing hard. When he finally pulled out, I felt cum leaking from my gaping asshole, running down over my pussy.

“I could do this every day,” he said, kissing my shoulder. “You have the most perfect ass I’ve ever fucked.”

Day Four

We’d just completed a successful theft…documents from a merchant’s office, easy in and out. The adrenaline was still pumping as we moved through the dark streets.

Kael pulled me into a shadowed alley between two warehouses. Dark enough that passersby couldn’t see us. Public enough that we could hear people walking past on the main street.

“I need you,” he said, already unlacing his pants. “Right now.”

“Here?” But I was already wet, already turning around and bracing my hands against the rough brick wall.

He lifted my skirt, pulled my underwear aside. His oiled fingers…he always carried oil now…worked into my ass quickly. Two fingers, stretching me open, getting me ready fast.

“No time for slow,” he said. “Someone could come down here any moment.”

His cock replaced his fingers, pushing into my ass in one firm stroke. I bit back a moan, acutely aware of the footsteps passing nearby. The danger of being caught made everything more intense.

He fucked me hard against the wall, one hand over my mouth to muffle my sounds, the other reaching around to rub my clit. His hips slapped against my ass with obscene wet sounds. My breasts pressed against the rough brick, scraping my sensitive nipples.

“So fucking tight,” he breathed in my ear. “Love fucking your ass in public. Love knowing someone could see you taking my cock.”

I came silently, my body convulsing, his hand over my mouth catching my muffled cries. He kept pounding into my ass through it, chasing his own release. When he came, he buried himself deep and ground against me, his cock pulsing, filling my ass with another load.

We separated quickly, fixing our clothes. He pulled my underwear back in place, trapping his cum leaking from my ass.

“Keep it in you,” he said with a wicked grin. “Walk back to the guild with my cum dripping into your underwear. I want you to feel it the whole way.”

I did. Felt it leaking slowly, soaking my underwear, a constant reminder of what we’d just done.

Day Six

“On your hands and knees,” Kael said, pulling me onto his bed. “I want to watch your face while I fuck your ass.”

I got into position, looking back at him over my shoulder. He knelt behind me, one hand gripping my hip, the other guiding his oiled cock to my asshole.

“Push back,” he commanded. “Take it yourself. Show me how much you want it.”

I pushed back slowly, feeling the head of his cock stretch my asshole open. The burn was immediate but I kept going, impaling myself on his shaft inch by inch. His cock filled my ass completely, stretching me wide.

“Good girl,” he praised. “Now fuck yourself on my cock.”

I started moving, pushing back to take him deep, then pulling forward until just his head was inside. Setting my own pace, controlling the depth. It was different from being pinned or pressed against a wall…this gave me power even while being fucked in the ass.

His hand reached around, found my clit, rubbed it in time with my movements. The dual stimulation had me gasping within minutes. I pushed back harder, taking him deeper, fucking my own ass on his cock while he played with my clit.

“That’s it,” he encouraged. “Use my cock. Make yourself cum on it.”

I did. Came hard while buried balls-deep on his cock, my ass clenching rhythmically. The orgasm was intense, made more so by the fact that I’d brought it on myself. Chosen this. Wanted this.

He let me finish, then took control. His hands gripped my hips hard and he started fucking me properly. Hard, fast thrusts that made my small breasts sway bDaisyth me. His hips slapped against my ass with each stroke, the sound echoing in the small room.

“I’m close,” he warned. “Where do you want it?”

“On me,” I gasped. “I want to see it.”

He pulled out and I flipped over quickly, lying on my back. He straddled my chest, stroking his cock frantically. His cum erupted in thick ropes across my breasts, my neck, my face. Marking me completely with his seed. I opened my mouth and caught the last spurt on my tongue, tasting him.

“Fuck,” he breathed, looking down at me covered in his cum. “You’re so beautiful like this.”

Not the transactional ass-fucking from bathhouse clients. This was different. With them, anal sex had been just another service. Mechanical. Endured.

With Kael, it was intimate. He’d prepare me carefully every time, work me open with fingers and tongue, make sure I came at least once before he took his own pleasure. He studied my responses, learned what made me gasp, what made me beg.

Each position revealed something new about my body. About pleasure beyond the constant arousal of my curse. This was genuine desire, genuine connection.

When he fucked my ass, I wasn’t performing a service. I was giving him something that felt more personal than my pussy ever had. Trusting him with the most vulnerable part of me. And he treated that trust like something precious.

And that’s when I knew I was in trouble.

Because I wasn’t just attracted to him. I was falling for him. And in this world, that kind of attachment was the most dangerous thing I could do.

The problem revealed itself during a routine operation.

We were supposed to steal trade documents from a merchant’s office. Simple job, something we’d done a dozen times. But when the merchant returned unexpectedly, Kael hesitated.

He should have hidden immediately. Instead, he glanced at me first…checking if I was safe…and the delay cost us. The merchant saw movement, raised the alarm.

We escaped, but barely. Running through streets with guards behind us, splitting up to lose pursuit. I made it back to the guild house safe.

Kael arrived an hour later, shaken.

Savra was furious. “You hesitated. I saw you. You checked on Erin instead of getting to cover immediately.”

“I needed to make sure…”

“You needed to trust she could handle herself.” Savra’s expression was hard. “This is exactly why we don’t do relationships. They make you stupid.”

After she left, Kael and I sat in silence.

“She’s right,” he finally said.

“About what?”

“This.” He gestured between us. “Us. It’s making me hesitate. And hesitation gets people killed.”

“So what are you saying?”

“I’m saying I can’t do this anymore.” He wouldn’t meet my eyes. “I care about you too much. It’s compromising my judgment.”

The words hit like a physical blow. “You’re ending this.”

“I have to. Before I get us both killed.” He pulled out a pouch of gems…heavy, fifteen hundred at least. “This is my share from our jobs together. Take it. Leave the city. Find somewhere safer.”

“I don’t want your money. I want…”

“I know.” He finally looked at me, and I saw genuine pain in his eyes. “I want it too. But I won’t risk your life because I can’t control my feelings. You deserve better than dying in some alley because I was too busy protecting you to protect myself.”

“Kael…”

“Please.” His voice broke slightly. “Don’t make this harder. Just go. Be safe. Live long enough to find someone who can give you what you deserve.”

He left before I could respond. Left me standing there with fifteen hundred gems and a heart that hurt in ways I didn’t know were possible in this new body.

I quit the guild the next day.

Told Savra I was leaving the city, pursuing other opportunities. She didn’t try to stop me…probably relieved to remove the complication.

Tom was more understanding. “Kael’s a good thief but he’s got a weakness for caring. It’ll get him killed eventually.” He counted out another fifteen hundred gems…my savings from intelligence work. “Three thousand total. That’s enough to start over somewhere.”

“Thank you.”

“Stay smart, girl. Don’t let your heart override your brain again.”

I promised I wouldn’t, but the promise felt hollow.

I left Ironfall two days later.

Packed my few possessions, purchased travel supplies, and headed for the city gates. I had one thousand gems, skills in intelligence gathering and basic theft, and a broken heart.

At the gate, two guards stopped me.

“Exit fee is five hundred gems,” the first one said. He was maybe forty, scarred face, the kind of hardened look that came from years of gate duty.

Five hundred gems. I’d known about the fee, but after paying guild dues, equipment costs, and travel expenses over the past weeks, my savings had dwindled faster than expected.

I counted my remaining gems. After guild dues, equipment costs, and expenses over the past weeks, my savings had dwindled faster than expected.

“Can I negotiate?” I asked, hating myself for the question.

The second guard…younger, maybe thirty, with a cruel smile…looked me over. “Negotiate how?”

I knew what he was asking. Saw it in his eyes, in the way both guards suddenly paid more attention.

“I have three hundred gems,” I said carefully. “And other ways to pay the difference.”

“Other ways.” The older guard’s smile was predatory. “You mean like most pretty girls who don’t have enough coin?”

My stomach twisted, but I nodded. I needed to leave the city. Needed those extra two hundred gems for survival on the road.

“Two of us,” the younger guard said. “Two hundred gems worth of service. Quick blowjobs, right here in the guardhouse. No one else is on duty for another hour.”

Quick blowjobs. Two hundred gems. It was better than full service, better than using my last five hundred and being nearly broke.

“Alright.”

They led me into the small guardhouse beside the gate.

Barely more than a closet with a bench and some storage. Private enough that passing travelers wouldn’t see what happened here. Public enough that I felt exposed, degraded. This was the room where desperate women paid in flesh instead of coin.

Both guards were already unlacing their pants by the time I knelt on the hard stone floor. Cold stone bit into my knees, unforgiving.

The older guard pulled his cock out first…maybe six inches, average girth, already half-hard. He stroked it to full hardness while looking down at me with cold amusement. “Mouth only,” he said. “No hands. We want to feel you work for it.”

I opened my mouth and he thrust in immediately. No build-up, no gentleness, no pretense of this being anything but a transaction. His cock pushed over my tongue and hit the back of my throat in one stroke. I gagged reflexively, my throat convulsing around his shaft.

“That’s it,” he said, grabbing my hair to hold me in place. “Choke on it.”

He started fucking my throat with the casual cruelty of someone who’d done this before. Used other desperate girls trying to leave the city. His cock pushed deep with each thrust, making me gag and retch. Saliva poured from my mouth, dripping down my chin, soaking the front of my shirt.

I couldn’t breathe properly. Could only gasp for air through my nose when he pulled back, before he thrust deep again. My eyes watered constantly, tears streaming down my face. The taste of his cock filled my mouth…sweat and musk and masculine arousal.

This was different from the bathhouse clients. At least there, I’d had some control. Some illusion of being a skilled professional. Here, I was just a warm hole. A discount on gate fees.

He lasted maybe three minutes before I felt his cock swell in my mouth. Then he thrust deep and held, his shaft pulsing against my tongue as he came. Hot, bitter fluid flooded my throat. I swallowed desperately, trying not to choke, but there was too much. Cum leaked from my lips, running down my chin.

“Good girl,” he said mockingly, pulling out. His cock left a trail of cum and spit across my face. “Your turn,” he said to his partner.

The younger guard was already hard and ready. He pulled his cock out…longer than his partner’s, maybe seven inches, thinner but more aggressive-looking. He grabbed my hair before I could even take a breath.

“Open wider,” he commanded, then thrust in hard.

His length hit my throat immediately, making me gag violently. But he didn’t care. Just grabbed my head with both hands and started face-fucking me properly. Using my mouth like a pussy, thrusting hard and fast, not caring that I was choking and gagging with every stroke.

“That’s it,” he said, his voice harsh with arousal. “Earn that discount, whore. Take it deeper.”

I tried to relax my throat, tried to breathe, but he was too rough. Too aggressive. Spit and tears covered my face. My jaw ached from being stretched wide. My throat burned from the abuse.

This was supposed to be behind me. I’d climbed out of sex work. Found something better with Kael, with the guild. Earned money without using my body.

And here I was, on my knees in a guardhouse, sucking cock for gate fees like I’d never left the glory hole.

The younger guard lasted longer than his partner. Maybe five minutes of brutal face-fucking, his cock hitting my throat with each thrust, making me gag and retch constantly. My knees ached on the stone floor. My hands gripped my thighs, nails digging into flesh, because I wasn’t allowed to use them.

Finally, his rhythm changed. Became erratic. “Swallow it all,” he commanded, then thrust deep one last time.

His cock pulsed against my tongue, flooding my mouth with thick, bitter cum. So much of it. I swallowed frantically, my throat working, but it kept coming. Cum filled my mouth, leaked from my lips, dripped down my chin onto my chest.

When he pulled out, I coughed and gagged, more cum dripping from my mouth. I stayed kneeling for a moment, catching my breath, my face a mess of spit and tears and cum.

“Three hundred gems,” the older guard said, making a note in his ledger. “Pleasure doing business.”

They both laughed as I stood on shaking legs and left. My dignity shredded. My mouth tasting like cum and failure. My throat raw. My knees bruised.

I’d earned two hundred gems by taking two cocks down my throat. Hundred gems per cock. The math was simple and degrading.

The worst part? I’d had a choice. I could have paid the full five hundred and walked through with my head high. But I’d chosen this instead. Chosen to suck cock because it was economically rational.

Nothing had changed. I was still the same desperate whore I’d always been. I’d just been on temporary break.

I walked through the gate with the five hundred gate fee settled…three hundred in coin and two hundred in service…and one thousand remaining after all expenses.

The math was cold and clear: I’d just traded two blowjobs for two hundred gems. Hundred gems per cock. Better rates than my first day as a street whore, but somehow it felt worse.

Because I’d had options. I could have paid the full five hundred. Could have left with more dignity and less money.

Instead I’d chosen this. Chosen to suck cock because it was economically rational.

The realization sat heavy in my chest as I walked down the road away from Ironfall.

I hadn’t escaped sex work. I’d just been on temporary break.

And the moment money got tight, I’d gone right back to my knees.

I walked for three hours before the emotions caught up with me.

Found a roadside rest area and just… broke.

Cried for the first time since waking in this world. Cried for Kael, who’d pushed me away to keep me safe. Cried for every cock I’d sucked, every client I’d serviced, every time I’d sold pieces of myself to survive.

Cried because despite everything…all the money I’d earned, all the skills I’d learned…I’d burned through most of it on guild dues, equipment, and fees before I could even start fresh.

When the tears finally stopped, I counted my remaining money.

One thousand gems. After starting with 4,500, paying guild dues (200), equipment (300), living expenses over three weeks, and the gate fee… that’s what I had left.

Not enough to start fresh. Not enough to buy real power. Just enough to survive a few more months before I’d be back on my back again.

I needed to find work. Fast.

The suburbs tavern was hiring.

“Waitress position,” the owner…Harwick…explained. He was heavyset, balding, with the kind of false friendliness that masked something predatory. “Serve drinks, be pleasant to customers. Four gems per day plus tips.”

Four gems per day. That was nothing. But it was income.

“I’ll take it.”

“Good.” His smile widened. “One thing though…customers can be handsy. You’ll need to tolerate a bit of groping. Part of the job.”

Of course it was. “How much groping?”

“Nothing serious. Just friendly touching. They tip better when you’re accommodating.”

I’d heard this before. Knew exactly where it led. But I needed the work.

“I understand.”

“Start tomorrow. Uniform provided.” He looked me over. “You’ll do well here. Pretty girl like you always does.”

I left with a job and the sinking certainty that I’d just taken another step down instead of up.

That night, in my rented room in a cheap suburb inn, I touched myself thinking about Kael.

His hands on my body. His cock in my ass. The way he’d looked at me like I was worth more than just my holes.

I came hard, clenching around my own fingers, and afterward felt empty.

One thousand gems. A waitress job that would inevitably become prostitution again. And the memory of the only person who’d ever made me feel like more than just a whore.

I’d climbed so far. And now I was falling again.

But at least I was still climbing. That had to count for something.

Tomorrow I’d start at the tavern. I’d do what was necessary to survive. I’d save every gem I could.

And eventually, somehow, I’d find a way back up.

I had to.


Chapter 8: The Merry Lumberjack

Money: 1,000 gems | Status: Waitress | Clothing: Tavern uniform | Magic: None

The Merry Lumberjack wasn’t merry, and most of its patrons weren’t lumberjacks.

It was a working-class tavern in the suburbs…too far from Ironfall proper to attract wealthy clientele, but close enough that laborers, craftsmen, and the occasional merchant stopped in after their shifts. The building was old wood and stone, worn but clean, with the smell of beer and cooking meat permanently soaked into the walls.

Harwick met me at the door on my first day, holding out a folded bundle of cloth.

“Uniform. Change in the back room.”

The “uniform” was a peasant-style outfit…white blouse with a low neckline, short brown skirt that would show most of my thighs, and a simple apron. No mention of undergarments, and when I checked the bundle, none were included.

I changed quickly, aware of how much skin the outfit showed. The blouse was thin enough that my nipples were visible through the fabric…always hard thanks to my constant arousal. The skirt barely covered my ass, and any significant movement would expose me.

“Perfect,” Harwick said when I emerged. His eyes lingered on my chest, then my legs. “Customers will love you.”

Two other waitresses were working the main room. One was older…maybe thirty…with auburn hair and tired eyes. She moved with the efficient shuffle of someone who’d been doing this work too long.

The other was younger, blonde and pretty, with bright eyes and a performative smile. She still had that optimistic energy of someone new to the work.

“This is Erin,” Harwick announced to the room. “New girl. Be nice to her.”

The older waitress approached first. “I’m Dora. That’s Penelope.” She gestured to the blonde. “Listen carefully: customers will grope you. It’s part of the job. You tolerate it, smile, and if they tip extra, you let them touch more. Understand?”

“How much more?”

“Depends on the tip. Twenty gems buys a flash. Fifty buys a proper grope. Hundred or more…” She shrugged. “Use your judgment. Just don’t let Harwick catch you doing anything too obvious in the main room. He likes to pretend this is a respectable establishment.”

Penelope bounced over, still smiling that bright smile. “Don’t worry! It’s not that bad. Most of the guys are friendly. And the tips are really good if you’re… accommodating.”

Dora’s expression was flat. “You’ve been here two months, Penelope. Give it another six before you tell her it’s not that bad.”

“I’m just trying to be optimistic…”

“Optimism doesn’t pay rent.” Dora turned back to me. “First week, just serve drinks and tolerate the groping. After that, Harwick will explain the rest.”

“The rest?”

“You’ll see.” Her smile was dark. “Everyone does eventually.”

The first day was actually manageable.

I served beer and food, cleared tables, smiled at customers. And yes, they groped me. Hands on my ass when I passed. Fingers brushing my breasts when I leaned over to deliver plates. Occasional attempts to grab my thighs or peek under my skirt.

I tolerated it. Smiled. Took their tips.

By the end of my shift, I’d earned eighteen gems…four from wages, fourteen from tips. Not great money, but enough to survive if I was careful.

“You did well,” Penelope said as we cleaned up after closing. “Some of the new girls freeze up when customers touch them.”

“I’ve done worse.”

“Really? Like what?”

I didn’t answer. Penelope’s innocence…real or performed…reminded me too much of Daisy at the bathhouse. The cultivated naivety that certain men paid for.

Dora was more direct. “You’re too calm about the groping. Means you’ve worked somewhere that made this look tame.”

“Bathhouse in Ironfall,” I admitted. “Before that, street work.”

“Ah.” Dora’s expression shifted to something like understanding. “Then you know where this is heading.”

“I can guess.”

“And you took the job anyway?”

“I needed the work.”

“We all did.” She lit a cigarette, taking a long drag. “This is just the beginning, honey. It gets worse from here.”

The escalation started on my third day.

Harwick pulled me aside before my shift. “Customers have been asking about you. Want to know if you’re… flexible.”

“Flexible how?”

“They want to see more. Breasts, mostly. Some want under your skirt.” He named prices. “Twenty gems for a flash. Fifty for a proper look, let them stare for a minute. You keep seventy percent, I keep thirty.”

I’d done far more for far less. “Alright.”

“Good girl.” His smile made my skin crawl. “Just keep it discreet. Private corners, quick flashes. Don’t make it obvious to the whole room.”

The first request came an hour into my shift. A laborer, maybe forty, nursing his third beer.

“Harwick said you do flashes.” He counted out twenty gems. “Show me your tits.”

I glanced around…Harwick was watching from behind the bar, nodding approval. I led the man to a corner booth, turned my back to the main room to shield the view, and slowly unlaced my blouse.

The thin fabric parted, revealing my small breasts. B-cups, perky and natural, nipples already hard and prominent from the constant arousal that never left me. They stood out pink and stiff, begging for attention. The cool air hit my exposed skin, making them tighten even more.

The man’s eyes locked onto my chest immediately. His breathing quickened. I could see his cock hardening in his pants, creating a visible bulge. He leaned forward slightly, like he wanted to touch but knew the rules.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his voice thick with desire. “Perfect little tits. So tight. Nipples like that…”

I stood there for fifteen seconds, letting him drink in the sight. My breasts rising and falling with each breath. The way my nipples jutted out, undeniably aroused. The slight jiggle when I shifted my weight. Giving him a show worth his money.

My pussy throbbed with unwanted heat. Being watched, being assessed like merchandise, my body betraying me with visible arousal signals. I was wet already, could feel the slickness between my thighs.

“Worth every gem,” he finally said, licking his lips, adjusting his obvious erection. “Fuck, I need to jerk off after this.”

I pulled my blouse back up, lacing it with practiced efficiency. Took my fourteen gems after giving Harwick his cut. My nipples remained hard under the thin fabric, visible to anyone who looked.

By the end of the week, I’d flashed my breasts a dozen times. Each viewing slightly longer, each customer’s reaction feeding that shameful arousal. Some touched themselves through their pants while watching. Others made crude comments about what they’d do to my tits if I let them.

Three customers paid to see my pussy. For those, I’d lead them to the corner, hike up my short skirt, and spread my legs slightly. No underwear meant they got a full view…my smooth-shaved pussy lips already glistening with wetness, my clit slightly swollen, the pink flesh clearly aroused and ready. They’d stare for their allotted minute, some adjusting their cocks, others just breathing hard while memorizing the sight.

Each time, quick and efficient. Professional.

Just like the bathhouse, I told myself. Just another transaction.

The groping came naturally after that.

“Some customers want to touch,” Harwick explained during week two. “Fifty gems for groping over clothes. Seventy-five for skin contact. One hundred if they want to finger you.”

“In the tavern?”

“In private corners. Or under the table if you’re smart about it.” He gestured to Dora, who was serving a table of three men. “Watch her.”

I watched. Dora delivered drinks, chatted with the customers, then casually slipped her hand under the table. One of the men’s faces went slack with pleasure. Thirty seconds later, Dora withdrew her hand, smiled, and moved to the next table.

“Under-table handjobs,” Harwick said. “Quick, discreet, good money. You interested?”

My pussy was already wet…the constant arousal making me ready for this progression even as my mind felt detached from it.

“Yes.”

The first under-table groping happened that evening. A merchant who’d been watching me all night paid fifty gems and gestured under the table. I knelt beside his chair, hidden by the long tablecloth, and reached for his lap.

His cock was already hard, straining against his pants. I could feel the heat of it through the fabric, the rigid length pressing against the linen. My fingers traced the outline…maybe six inches, average thickness, throbbing with his pulse.

I stroked him slowly through his pants while he made small talk with his companions at the table above me. His voice stayed steady despite what I was doing. Professional. But I could feel his cock jerking with each stroke, leaking precum that created a damp spot in the fabric.

I picked up the pace, my hand working his shaft firmly. The friction of the cloth added texture, making each stroke more intense for him. His thigh muscles tensed under my other hand. His breathing hitched slightly, though he covered it with a cough.

Under two minutes of steady stroking and his cock pulsed violently. Hot cum flooded his pants, soaking through the fabric onto my hand. The warmth spread, wet and sticky. He shifted in his seat, adjusting to hide the obvious stain.

“Thank you quietly,” he murmured as I withdrew, pressing an extra twenty gems into my palm along with the original payment.

Thirty-five gems for two minutes of work. Better than flashing. And I was getting wet from it, my pussy responding to the degradation of jerking off a stranger under a table while his friends ate dinner above us.

By week three, I was performing regular under-table handjobs.

The technique was simple: kneel beside the table as if adjusting something on the floor, reach under, and stroke the client to completion through or inside their pants. Keep my face neutral, my movements subtle, so other patrons wouldn’t notice.

Some men wanted more. Paid seventy-five gems to put their hands under my skirt, fingering me while I served their table. I’d stand there taking orders, professional smile frozen in place, legs slightly spread to give them access, while unknown fingers explored my wet pussy.

The first time it happened, I wasn’t prepared for how invasive it would feel. The customer’s hand sliding up my inner thigh under the short skirt, rough calloused fingers finding my bare pussy lips. No warning, no gentleness. Just thick digits pushing between my folds, spreading my wetness, exploring my most intimate flesh while I recited menu options.

“And for your meal today?” I asked, my voice steady despite his middle finger sliding into my tight channel. The stretch was sudden, his finger thick and intrusive. My pussy clenched around it automatically, my constant arousal making me slick enough that he encountered no resistance.

He pumped his finger slowly, curling it inside me to massage my front wall. Found my g-spot with practiced ease and applied pressure that made my knees weaken. His thumb circled my clit, rough circles that sent jolts of unwanted pleasure through me.

“I’ll have the roast,” he said conversationally, as if he wasn’t currently fingerfucking the waitress. “With extra gravy.”

His companion smirked, clearly aware of what was happening bDaisyth the table. Probably his turn next.

I wrote down the order with a shaking hand, my thighs trembling from the dual stimulation. His finger worked inside me relentlessly, his thumb never leaving my clit. The wet sounds of my arousal were quiet but audible to anyone listening closely.

My orgasm built too fast to suppress. The curse made my body respond intensely to any sexual contact, and he knew exactly what he was doing. The pressure on my g-spot, the relentless circling of my clit, the degradation of being violated in public while pretending everything was normal.

I came while taking their drink order, my pussy spasming around his invading finger. My face flushed, my breathing went shallow, my knees buckled slightly. The customer’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction as he felt my inner walls clench rhythmically.

“Just… just one moment,” I managed, my voice breathless and shaky.

He withdrew his finger slowly, the wet digit glistening with my juices. Made eye contact as he brought it to his mouth and sucked it clean, tasting my cum right there at the table.

I excused myself to the back, my legs weak, my pussy still throbbing with aftershocks. Had to clean up…my arousal dripping down my inner thighs, evidence of my shameful orgasm coating my skin.

It happened again two weeks later. Different customer, same violation. This one used two fingers, stretching my pussy wider while I served his entire table. Worked them in and out roughly while his friends pretended not to notice their companion fingering the help.

I came again, unable to stop my body’s response. The orgasm hit me while I was carrying a tray of drinks, my hands shaking so badly I nearly dropped everything. Had to set it down and grip the table edge while pleasure crashed through me, my pussy clenching around his fingers, my cum soaking his hand.

Both times, I had to excuse myself immediately after. Retreat to the back room to clean up the evidence, my legs trembling, my face flushed, my body betraying me with visible proof of arousal and orgasm.

The curse made my body respond even when my mind wanted to stay detached. Made me cum from degradation that should have disgusted me. Turned violation into pleasure I couldn’t control.

“You’re good at this,” Dora observed one evening. “Too good. How long until you’re doing what I do?”

“What do you do?”

“Full service in the back rooms. Everything. All of it. For whoever pays.” Her laugh was bitter. “Harwick has a system. Starts you slow…serving drinks, tolerating gropes. Then flashing. Then touching. Before you know it, you’re on your knees under tables.”

“How long have you been doing the back room work?”

“Three years.” She lit another cigarette. “That’s where you’re heading too. Harwick and I make sure of it.”

“You help him?”

“He pays me extra to guide new girls through the progression. Make it seem natural. Inevitable.” She met my eyes without shame. “We both profit when you accept what you’re becoming.”

The under-table oral came next, just as Dora had predicted.

“One hundred gems,” Harwick explained. “You crawl under the table, suck them off while they eat dinner, swallow the evidence. No one sees, but everyone suspects.”

I’d given hundreds of blowjobs. This was just another variation.

The first time was on my fourth week. A group of four lumberjacks celebrating a successful contract. One of them paid the hundred gems and gestured under the table with a knowing smirk.

I dropped to my hands and knees on the tavern floor, lifting the tablecloth to crawl into the enclosed space bDaisyth. It was cramped, dark, warm from the bodies surrounding it. The smell of beer, food, and male sweat filled the confined space.

I positioned myself between his spread legs. His cock was already freed from his pants, standing hard and ready. Maybe seven inches, thick, the head already glistening with precum. He’d prepared for this, clearly.

I wrapped my hand around the base, feeling the heat and hardness. My tongue darted out, licking the salty bead of precum from his tip. The taste exploded on my tongue…masculine, musky, slightly bitter.

Above me, the conversation continued without pause. Jokes about work, gossip about other crews, the clink of mugs and scrape of plates. Below, hidden by the tablecloth, I opened my mouth and took his cock deep.

My lips sealed around his shaft as I bobbed my head slowly. The angle was awkward…had to keep my neck bent, my back arched, my knees on the hard floor. But I found my rhythm quickly. Sucked him with practiced skill, my tongue working along the underside of his shaft, my throat opening to take him deeper.

He shifted slightly in his chair above, spreading his legs wider to give me better access. His hand dropped below the table, tangling in my hair, not forcing but guiding. Holding me in place while he enjoyed my mouth.

Saliva built up, dripping down his shaft, making everything wet and sloppy. The obscene slurping sounds were muffled by the tablecloth but I could still hear them. So could he. His cock twitched in my mouth with each lewd noise.

I worked him for five minutes, varying my technique. Fast then slow. Deep then shallow. Swirling my tongue around his head, then plunging down to take him into my throat. His breathing grew heavier above, though he tried to hide it in his conversation.

Finally his cock swelled, pulsing against my tongue. Hot thick cum flooded my mouth in spurts. I swallowed quickly, my throat working to take it all down. More kept coming, filling my mouth faster than I could swallow. Some leaked from my lips, dripping down my chin.

When he finished, I licked him clean, my tongue collecting every drop from his softening cock. Tucked him back into his pants carefully, then crawled out from under the table as discreetly as I’d entered.

My hair was messed, my lips swollen and wet. Anyone looking at me would know exactly what I’d done. But I kept my expression neutral, professional.

“Good girl,” the lumberjack said loud enough for his three friends to hear. They all laughed knowingly, looking at me with new interest. Calculating whether they’d pay for the same service.

I collected my seventy gems from Harwick and went back to serving, the taste of cum still coating my tongue.

The second under-table blowjob happened the same night.

Different customer, same table. This one wanted to last longer…told me to go slow, make it last through his entire meal.

I spent twenty minutes under that table, sucking his cock with practiced skill. Varying my speed and pressure, bringing him close then backing off, extending his pleasure. My jaw ached by the time he finally came, but I swallowed it all and earned another seventy gems.

As I emerged, I caught Penelope’s eye across the room. She was staring at me with something between envy and horror.

Later, during cleanup, she pulled me aside.

“Did you really just… under the table?”

“Yes.”

“How can you do that? With everyone around?”

“Practice.” I met her bright, hopeful eyes. “You’ll get there eventually.”

“I don’t want to get there. I just want to save enough money to…”

“To what? Leave? Start over?” I gestured around the empty tavern. “This is where that dream comes to die, Penelope. You’ll tell yourself it’s temporary. Just a few more months. Just until you save enough. But the money is never quite enough, and the work gets easier each time, and one day you wake up and you’re Dora.”

Her face crumpled slightly. “That’s not going to happen to me.”

“That’s what everyone says.” I softened my tone. “I’m not trying to be cruel. Just realistic. If you’re going to do this work, do it with your eyes open.”

She left without responding. I felt bad for crushing her optimism, but better she understand now than waste years believing in false hope.

Week five brought a new complication.

The merchant was a regular…mid-forties, wealthy enough to pay for premium services. He’d been watching me for days, clearly interested but hesitant.

Finally, he approached Harwick directly. I saw them talking, saw money change hands. Then Harwick called me over.

“VIP request. Private back room. Full service.” He named a figure that made my pulse quicken. “Two hundred gems for the hour. You interested?”

Full service. That meant actual sex. The progression I’d known was coming.

“The back room is private?”

“Completely. Door locks, no windows. You’ll be safe.”

Safe. That was relative.

I looked at the merchant. He seemed nervous, like this was a big decision for him too.

“Alright.”

The back room was small but clean. Single bed with clean sheets, washbasin with soap and water, a chair in the corner. Harwick had clearly set this up before…this wasn’t the first time waitresses had done “full service” here. The walls were thick enough to muffle sounds.

The merchant entered behind me, locking the door with shaking hands. “I’ve been coming here for weeks. Watching you work. You’re… very professional.”

“Thank you.”

“I’ve never paid for this before.” He was rambling, nervous energy making him talkative. “My wife doesn’t… we don’t… it’s been a long time since anyone touched me like they wanted to.”

I understood immediately. Lonely husband seeking connection he wasn’t getting at home. Intimacy-starved, not just sex-starved. This would be gentle, almost tender. Not like the bathhouse’s rough clients who just wanted holes to use.

“It’s okay. We’ll take this at whatever pace you want.” I kept my voice soft, reassuring. “There’s no rush.”

He relaxed slightly at my tone. Started undressing with fumbling fingers, his nervousness endearing in a sad way. I did the same, unlacing my tavern uniform and letting it pool at my feet until I stood naked before him.

His eyes traced my body slowly. My small B-cup breasts with their perpetually hard nipples. Narrow waist flaring to modest hips. The smooth shaved pussy between my thighs, already glistening with arousal. My curse-driven wetness making me look eager even when I felt detached.

“You’re beautiful,” he breathed, genuine awe in his voice.

“Thank you.” I gestured to the bed. “Lie down. Let me take care of you.”

He climbed onto the bed, settling on his back, his cock half-hard and rising as I approached. Average size, maybe six inches, uncircumcised. Not intimidating. Almost… safe.

I climbed atop him, straddling his hips, taking control of the encounter. Leaned down to kiss him slowly, my lips soft against his. He kissed back with desperate hunger, his hands coming up to my back, holding me like I might disappear.

My hand slipped between us, finding his cock. The skin was warm, soft over hardness. I stroked him with practiced efficiency, my fingers working his foreskin back to expose the sensitive head. Felt him pulse and grow fully erect in my grip, his cock hardening to full size.

“That feels so good,” he murmured against my lips. “It’s been so long since…”

I didn’t let him finish. Just kept kissing him, kept stroking him, building his arousal slowly. When he was fully hard and leaking precum onto my fingers, I positioned myself above him.

His cock pressed against my wet entrance. I was already soaked, my pussy dripping with the constant arousal that plagued me. I sank down slowly, letting my tight heat envelop his shaft inch by inch.

He gasped, his whole body tensing. “Oh god. Oh god, you’re so tight. So wet.”

I was tight…my pussy gripping his cock like a vice as I took him deeper. The stretch felt good despite my detachment, physical pleasure divorced from emotional investment. My curse made my body respond even when my mind stayed professional.

When I’d taken him completely, his cock buried to the base inside me, I paused. Let him adjust to the sensation. Gave him a moment to just feel being inside a woman who was wet and willing.

“Ready?” I asked softly.

He nodded, unable to speak.

I started moving. Slow rolls of my hips, rising up until just his head remained inside, then sinking back down to take him fully. My pussy gripped him with each movement, the wet sounds of our joining obscene in the quiet room.

His hands found my breasts, cupping them gently. Thumbs brushing my hard nipples, making them even stiffer. Not rough or demanding like most clients…just touching, exploring, almost worshipful. Like my small tits were treasures instead of just flesh.

“So beautiful,” he breathed, his eyes locked on where my breasts swayed with each movement. “So perfect.”

I rode him slowly, building the pleasure gradually. My hips rolled in practiced rhythm, angling to make him feel every inch of my pussy. My inner walls massaged his shaft with each rise and fall, squeezing him deliberately.

It was strange. Uncomfortable in a different way than rough clients. This felt more real, more intimate, despite being just as transactional. He looked at me like I mattered, like this was more than just using my holes. The illusion of connection when there was only business.

My own arousal built despite myself. The friction of his cock inside me, the way his hands touched my breasts, the constant curse driving my body to respond. My clit ground against his pelvis with each downward stroke, sending sparks of pleasure through me.

“You feel amazing,” he gasped, his hips starting to thrust up to meet my downward movements. “I’m close. I’m so close already.”

“It’s okay,” I murmured, leaning down to kiss him again. “Let go. I want you to.”

His rhythm became erratic, desperate. Thrusting up hard while I rode down, his cock pushing deep into my pussy. His fingers dug into my ass, pulling me down harder onto him.

Ten minutes of slow fucking and he tensed completely, his whole body going rigid. His cock pulsed inside me, hot spurts of cum flooding my pussy. Filling me with his seed, marking my insides. He groaned into my mouth as he came, the sound raw and vulnerable.

I kept moving through his orgasm, milking every drop from his cock. My pussy squeezed him rhythmically, drawing out his pleasure, making him empty everything inside me. When he finally stopped pulsing, I carefully dismounted.

His cum leaked from my pussy immediately, running down my inner thigh. Warm, thick, obvious. Evidence of what we’d done dripping onto the clean sheets.

“That was…” He was breathing hard, looking dazed. “Thank you. Thank you so much.”

“You’re welcome.”

I moved to the washbasin, cleaning myself efficiently. Wiped his cum from my thighs and between my legs. The water was cold but functional. When I dressed again in my tavern uniform, I looked exactly as I had before…except for the slight flush in my cheeks, the satisfied glow that would tell other customers I’d just been fucked.

He dressed more slowly, still processing. As I prepared to leave, he counted out two hundred and fifty gems with shaking hands. “The extra fifty is for… for being kind. For making it feel less like a transaction.”

But it was a transaction. That’s all this ever was. Money for sex, kindness as performance, intimacy as illusion.

I took the gems and left him in the back room, returning to serving tables like I hadn’t just had a stranger’s cock inside me.

After he left, I counted my gems. One hundred and seventy-five after Harwick’s cut.

More money than I’d made all week from regular waitressing. And infinitely easier than the work I’d done at the bathhouse.

Harwick found me in the main room after. “Merchant was happy. Said he’d be back. You interested in more VIP work?”

“How often?”

“Depends on requests. Maybe two, three times a week if you’re popular.” He smiled that predatory smile. “You could make real money doing this.”

Real money. The same promise every exploiter made.

But he wasn’t wrong. At this rate, I could rebuild my savings. Get back to where I’d been before the gate guard robbed me.

“I’ll take the requests.”

“Smart girl.” He patted my ass…possessive, claiming. “You’re going to do very well here.”

That night, alone in my rented room, I took stock.

Four weeks at the Merry Lumberjack. Started with innocent serving, but Harwick and Dora had gradually pushed me through flashing, groping, handjobs, oral, and now full sex. Each step presented as a choice, but really just another manipulation toward the same inevitable conclusion.

I’d earned maybe five hundred gems total. Not bad money, but not the pace I needed to escape this cycle.

And I could feel it happening again…the slow acceptance of degradation as normal. Each new boundary crossed felt less shocking than the last. How natural it had become to crawl under tables and suck cock while customers ate dinner.

I was becoming Dora. Resigned. Professional. Good at being a whore because that’s what survival required. And they’d made sure I got here through careful, calculated steps that felt like my own decisions.

My pussy throbbed with need. I touched myself, bringing myself to orgasm while my mind catalogued all the ways I’d been used that day. The merchant’s gentle fucking. The lumberjack’s cock in my mouth. The fingers that had explored my pussy while I took orders.

I came hard, clenching around my own fingers, and felt nothing but empty after.

This wasn’t climbing. This was falling with style.


Chapter 9: Descent Into Expertise

Money: 1,500 gems | Status: Tavern prostitute | Clothing: Revealing uniform | Magic: None

Three months at the Merry Lumberjack changed me in ways I didn’t recognize until it was too late.

Dora noticed it first. “You’re getting that look.”

“What look?”

“The one that says you’ve stopped fighting it.” She lit her cigarette, studying me through the smoke. “When you first started, you’d flinch when customers grabbed you. Now you lean into it. That’s how I know you’re slipping.”

She wasn’t wrong. The work had become… easier. Natural, even.

When a laborer grabbed my ass while I served his table, I’d arch my back slightly…giving him better access while making it look accidental. When merchants called me over to “discuss their order,” I’d lean forward so my breasts pressed against the table edge, nipples visible through the thin blouse.

I’d learned to read what they wanted before they asked. To offer it with my body language while maintaining plausible deniability for Harwick’s “respectable establishment.”

The tips increased. The requests became more explicit. And I accepted them all.

“You’re popular,” Harwick said one evening, counting out my cut. “Very popular. Customers asking for you by name now.”

I’d just finished my third under-table blowjob of the shift. My jaw ached, my throat was sore, and I could still taste the last client’s cum despite rinsing my mouth.

“Is that good?”

“It’s very good. For both of us.” His predatory smile widened. “I have a proposition. Some customers want to book you for group sessions. Multiple men at once. You interested?”

Group sessions. I’d known this was coming…had watched Dora service groups in the back rooms, heard the sounds through the walls. Multiple men using one girl simultaneously.

The degradation should have made me refuse. Instead, my pussy clenched with unwanted arousal.

“How much?”

“Five hundred gems total. You keep seventy percent.” He named figures that made my pulse quicken. “Three hundred and fifty gems for an hour or two of work.”

More than I made in a week of regular serving.

“What exactly would they want?”

“Everything. All holes available. Multiple partners. You’d entertain them until they’re satisfied.” His eyes assessed me like merchandise. “You’ve done most of it separately. This is just… more efficient.”

Efficient. What a clinical word for being used by multiple men at once.

But he was right…I’d sucked cock, been fucked vaginally and anally, serviced clients in every way they’d requested. Doing it with several men simultaneously was just logistics.

“When’s the first booking?”

“Tomorrow night. Four lumberjacks celebrating a contract.” He counted out an advance. “Prepare yourself. Make it memorable.”

I spent that night touching myself, trying to process what I’d agreed to.

Four men. All of them wanting to use me. Probably rough, definitely demanding. I’d be fucked in every hole, used like a toy, treated like exactly what I’d become: a prostitute who’d do anything for the right price.

My pussy throbbed with arousal…that constant curse making my body ready even as my mind tried to stay detached. I came twice before sleeping, but the anxiety remained.

What bothered me most wasn’t the group sex itself. It was how wet I got thinking about it.

How much I wanted it, despite knowing I shouldn’t.

The four lumberjacks arrived drunk and rowdy.

Huge men, all of them…well over six feet, muscular from hard physical labor. Thick arms, broad chests, calloused hands. They looked at me like meat they’d purchased, which was accurate. Their eyes roamed my body with obvious hunger, already assessing, already planning.

“This is her?” one asked Harwick, his voice deep and rough.

“This is Erin. She’ll provide full service for the evening. All holes available, no restrictions within reason. Five hundred gems total.”

They counted out the money with eager hands. Harwick collected it, gave me one last assessing look, then left us alone in the largest back room. The door clicked shut. Locked from the outside.

“Strip,” the first lumberjack commanded, not asking, demanding.

I removed my tavern uniform slowly, pulling the blouse over my head, unlacing the skirt and letting it fall. Standing naked before four massive men who’d paid to use me however they wanted. Four pairs of eyes traced every curve of my exposed flesh.

My small B-cup breasts with their perpetually hard pink nipples, standing stiff with arousal I couldn’t hide. Narrow waist. Flared hips. The smooth-shaved pussy between my thighs, already glistening with wetness that betrayed my body’s constant state of readiness.

“Look at that,” one of them breathed, his cock visibly hardening in his pants. “Already soaked. Whore’s ready for us. Fucking dripping.”

He was right. My pussy lips were wet, swollen, parted slightly. The curse making me visibly aroused even as my mind tried to stay detached from what was about to happen.

The shame should have killed my arousal. Instead, it intensified it. My nipples tightened further, my pussy clenched, more wetness leaked down my inner thighs.

“On the bed. Hands and knees.”

I climbed onto the bed and positioned myself as commanded. Ass up, back arched, head down. Presenting myself for their use. The position was humiliating…everything on display, everything accessible.

Felt hands on me immediately. Four sets of rough, calloused hands grabbing and exploring without gentleness. Squeezing my breasts hard enough to hurt. Spreading my ass cheeks to examine my holes. Fingers pushing into my pussy without warning.

“Fuck, she’s dripping wet,” one said, his thick fingers plunging into my channel. “Pussy’s gripping my fingers. She’s so fucking tight.”

He worked two fingers in and out roughly, scissoring them to stretch me. The wet sounds of my arousal were obscene in the quiet room. My pussy clenched around his invading digits, slick and hot and ready despite myself.

Another hand squeezed my ass hard, spreading my cheeks wide to examine my asshole. The cool air hit my most private opening, making me clench involuntarily.

“Think she can take all of us?”

“Only one way to find out.”

The fingers withdrew from my pussy. I heard belt buckles, the rustle of clothes being removed. Then a thick cockhead pressed against my wet entrance…no warning, no gentleness, just immediate penetration.

He thrust inside in one brutal stroke, burying himself to the hilt. I gasped at the sudden fullness, the way my pussy stretched to accommodate his size. He was thick…maybe seven inches and girthy, splitting me open, my inner walls forced to spread around his invading cock.

“Tight,” he grunted, immediately starting to fuck me with hard, fast strokes. “God damn, she’s fucking tight. Pussy’s gripping my cock like a vice.”

His hips slapped against my ass with each brutal thrust, the sound of flesh hitting flesh filling the room. Each stroke drove deep, his cock reaching places that made me gasp. The angle let him penetrate fully, his pelvis grinding against my ass with each downward slam.

Another man moved in front of me, his cock already freed and hard. Maybe eight inches, thick, the head glistening with precum. He grabbed a fistful of my hair…rough, painful grip…and pulled my mouth onto him.

“Suck it, whore.”

I opened my mouth and he thrust inside, filling my throat immediately. Too deep, too fast, making me gag. But I adjusted quickly, relaxing my throat, letting him use my mouth like another hole to fuck.

This was it. The moment I became what Dora was…a woman who serviced groups because the money was good and the degradation had stopped meaning anything.

But my body didn’t care about the psychology. It just responded.

The cock in my pussy felt good…thick and filling, hitting my g-spot with each thrust, friction building pleasure I couldn’t suppress. The cock in my mouth was a familiar weight, my throat accepting it with practiced ease even as drool leaked from my stretched lips.

I was good at this. That’s what made it terrible. My body knew exactly how to angle for deeper penetration, how to suck cock while being fucked, how to exist as a collection of holes for men to use.

The man behind me lasted maybe five minutes before cumming, his cock pulsing violently inside me. Hot thick cum flooded my pussy, filling me, coating my inner walls. He groaned loudly, his grip on my hips bruising as he emptied himself deep inside me.

He pulled out and I felt his cum immediately leak from my stretched pussy, running down my thighs. Warm, thick, marking me.

Another man took his place immediately, his cock even bigger. Longer, thicker, the head massive as it pressed against my cum-slicked entrance. He pushed inside and I cried out around the cock in my mouth at the stretch.

“Fuck, she’s tighter than I expected,” he grunted, working his way deeper. “Even after taking a load.”

The second man was bigger…maybe eight and a half inches and thick enough that my pussy burned trying to accommodate him. But my body adjusted, my channel stretching painfully around his girth. The mix of my arousal and the previous man’s cum provided lubrication, letting him sink deeper despite the intense stretch.

He fucked me harder than the first, his hips slapping against my ass with each brutal thrust. Rough, deep, pounding into me with force that shook my whole body. Each stroke drove the air from my lungs.

“Take it, whore. Take every fucking inch.”

The cock in my mouth finished, flooding my throat with hot spurts of cum. I swallowed frantically, my throat working to take it all down. Some leaked from my lips anyway, dripping down my chin. He pulled out and another immediately took his place.

Fresh cock pushing into my mouth, my lips wrapping around new flesh, tongue working automatically to please.

They rotated like this for what felt like hours. Someone would cum, pull out, and another would take his place. My pussy, my mouth, eventually my ass…all of them used repeatedly.

Each man came at least once in my pussy, filling me with load after load of hot cum. My channel was flooded with their seed, dripping constantly, the wet sounds of fucking obscene as cocks pushed through the accumulated cum.

I lost track of which man was where. Just focused on breathing when I could, on maintaining position despite my trembling limbs, on not collapsing as they used me relentlessly.

When one man decided he wanted my ass, he didn’t ask or prepare me properly. Just pulled his cock from my pussy and pressed the thick head against my asshole.

“Let’s see if this slut can take it in the ass.”

The stretch was intense. Too much. My ass was tight, unprepared, and he was pushing inside with a cock still slick with my pussy juices and cum. I tried to relax but the penetration burned, my sphincter forced to stretch around his invading cock.

“Fuck, tight,” he grunted, pushing deeper despite my body’s resistance. “Tightest ass I’ve ever felt.”

He didn’t care that it hurt. Just kept pushing, his thick cock working its way into my ass inch by painful inch. My sphincter burned as it stretched, my inner passage forced to accommodate girth it wasn’t ready for.

When he finally buried himself completely, his pelvis pressed against my ass cheeks, I felt impossibly full. The burn was intense, the stretch overwhelming.

“Fuck, her ass is tighter than her pussy. You gotta try this.”

He started fucking me immediately, no adjustment period. Rough strokes that made me gasp and whimper. Each thrust burned, each withdrawal left me feeling empty before he slammed back inside.

Another cock was thrust into my mouth while the man in my ass found his brutal rhythm. I sucked automatically, my throat accepting the intrusion even as my ass burned from the rough anal fucking.

And then…because apparently they’d decided I could handle it…someone slid under me on the bed and positioned his cock at my pussy entrance.

“Think she can take us both?”

“Only one way to find out.”

He pushed his cock into my pussy while the other man was still buried in my ass. The double penetration was immediate and overwhelming.

Both holes filled simultaneously. Both passages stretched around thick cocks. The thin wall between my pussy and ass meaning I could feel both of them, the friction intense, the fullness incomprehensible.

“Holy fuck, I can feel his cock through the wall,” the man in my pussy groaned. “She’s so fucking tight like this.”

They started moving, finding a rhythm. When one thrust in, the other pulled back. Alternating strokes that meant I was never empty, never unstretched. Just constantly filled, constantly penetrated, constantly used.

And then a third cock pressed against my lips.

Triple penetrated. Used completely. Every hole occupied simultaneously.

I opened my mouth and accepted it, my lips stretching around the thick shaft. The position was awkward…bent forward over the man bDaisyth me, ass raised for the one behind, head tilted to accept the cock pushing into my throat.

The fullness was overwhelming. My pussy stretched around a thick cock, my ass burning around another, my throat accepting a third. All three holes filled, all three being fucked, my body reduced to a collection of holes for their pleasure.

The cocks moved in and out, sometimes coordinated, sometimes random. The friction was intense…cocks sliding through my wet pussy, rough strokes in my tight ass, deep thrusts down my throat.

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t control anything. Could barely breathe when the cock withdrew from my throat for a moment. Just existed as a fuckdoll for them to use, my holes there for their satisfaction.

And the worst part…the absolutely shameful, terrible part…was that I came.

My pussy clenched hard around the cock inside it, my ass squeezing the other involuntarily, and I felt pleasure crash through me in waves. An orgasm so intense it bordered on pain, pleasure and degradation mixing until I couldn’t tell them apart.

The curse made my body respond to being used like this. Made me cum from triple penetration, from degradation, from being nothing but holes. My inner walls spasmed rhythmically, milking the cock in my pussy, my whole body shaking with the force of unwanted climax.

“Slut came,” one of them said with cruel satisfaction. “She actually came from being used like a fuckdoll. Feel her pussy clenching? She fucking loves this.”

They kept going, kept fucking all three holes relentlessly. The man in my pussy came first, his cock pulsing as he emptied deep inside me. More hot cum flooding my already-full channel.

Then the one in my mouth, his cock pulsing on my tongue as he filled my mouth with thick spurts. I swallowed frantically but some leaked out anyway.

The one in my ass lasted longest, pounding my tight passage brutally before finally cumming. His cock pulsed in my burning ass, hot seed flooding my bowels.

They pulled out and were immediately replaced by others. Fresh cocks in my used holes, continuing the cycle.

By the time they were finally satisfied…each man having finished at least twice in various holes…I was a complete wreck.

Covered in cum…my face, my breasts, my stomach all splattered with white streaks. Leaking from every hole…my pussy dripping constantly with the accumulated loads, my ass leaking seed that ran down my thighs, the taste of cum coating my mouth and throat.

My holes were stretched and aching. Pussy raw from constant fucking, ass burning from repeated penetration, jaw sore from sucking cock for hours, throat abraded from deepthroating.

I could barely move, collapsed on the cum-stained sheets, my limbs shaking with exhaustion.

They dressed casually, laughing and joking about the experience. About how tight I was, how I came from being triple-penetrated, how much of a whore I’d been.

They paid and left. Harwick entered moments later to collect his cut and assess the damage.

“You did well,” he said, counting out three hundred and fifty gems with clinical efficiency. “They’re already asking when they can book you again.”

I just nodded, too exhausted to respond. Too used to form words. Just laid there leaking cum from multiple holes, a professional prostitute who’d earned good money.

After that first group session, the requests came regularly.

Once or twice a week, I’d be booked for group service. Sometimes three men, sometimes five. Once, six men who’d specifically requested me for an entire evening.

Each time was similar…multiple holes used simultaneously, cum everywhere, my body treated like a commodity they’d purchased.

But I learned techniques. How to breathe when being throatfucked while also being penetrated vaginally. How to position myself for easier double or triple penetration. Which holes to offer in which order to maximize their satisfaction and minimize my discomfort.

I became good at being a group prostitute. Professional. Efficient.

And I hated how normal it felt.

Regular shifts continued between the group bookings.

I’d serve dinner while customers groped me openly. Let them finger me under my skirt while I took their orders, legs slightly spread to give them access. My pussy was always wet, always ready…the curse ensuring I responded to every touch.

Under-table work became routine. I’d kneel beside tables, reach under, and stroke clients to completion through or inside their pants. Keep my face neutral so other patrons wouldn’t notice what I was doing.

Some men paid extra to put their hands under my skirt while I served. I’d stand there taking orders, professional smile in place, while unknown fingers explored my wet pussy. Spreading my lips, circling my clit, sometimes pushing inside me.

I came twice during those encounters…quiet, controlled orgasms that I hid behind my server persona. The curse made my body betray me constantly.

“You’re getting too good at this,” Dora observed one evening. “Won’t be long before you’re where I am.”

“Where are you?”

“Accepting everything. Doing anything. Not even pretending I’m working toward something better.” Her laugh was hollow. “Welcome to the rest of your life, honey.”

The breast play requests started around month three.

Men who wanted to fuck my small breasts, despite them barely being large enough. I’d kneel while they straddled my chest, pressing my breasts together to create a channel for their cocks.

It was awkward…my B-cups weren’t really built for this. But they didn’t care. Just thrust between my breasts, using spit for lubrication, groaning with pleasure at the sight.

“Such a good little whore,” one breathed as he came across my chest and neck. “Look at you. Perfect.”

The degradation should have bothered me. Instead, I just felt professional detachment. This was work. Nothing more.

Footjobs became another specialty.

Under-table work while customers ate dinner, using my feet to stroke their cocks. It took practice…feet weren’t as dexterous as hands. But some men specifically requested it, willing to pay premium prices for the novelty.

I’d remove my shoes, position my feet around their cocks, and work them with practiced efficiency. Fifteen, twenty minutes of steady stroking until they came, their cum coating my feet and ankles.

Better hourly rate than most services. And less physically demanding than actual sex.

By month four, my earnings had increased dramatically.

I was making four to five hundred gems per week through various services…under-table work, private room sessions, group bookings, specialty requests.

I’d saved nearly six thousand gems total. More money than I’d had since before the thieves guild disaster.

But I felt hollower with each passing day.

Dora noticed. “You’ve reached the end.”

“The end of what?”

“The progression. You can do everything now. Service anyone. There’s nothing left that shocks you, nothing you won’t do for the right price.” She lit her cigarette. “Harwick’s system worked perfectly. You’re just like me now.”

I wanted to argue. To say I was different, that this was temporary, that I had plans to escape.

But she was right. I’d become exactly what she was…a professional whore who’d accepted her role completely.

Penelope was struggling with the same progression.

She’d started doing under-table oral work regularly, her bright optimism fading into something more resigned. But she still believed she’d escape eventually.

“I’m saving up,” she told me during cleanup one night. “Another few months and I’ll have enough to start over somewhere else.”

“That’s what I thought too,” I said quietly. “That’s what everyone thinks.”

“But you actually are escaping. You’ve saved so much…”

“And I’m still here. Still taking cocks in every hole for money. Still pretending this is temporary.” I met her hopeful eyes. “The money is never quite enough. The work gets easier each time. And one day you wake up and you’re Dora, and you don’t even remember when it happened.”

Her face crumpled slightly. “That won’t happen to me.”

“That’s what I said too.”

The turning point I didn’t recognize until later came during a particularly busy shift.

I serviced eleven men that day through various means. Three under-table blowjobs. Two private room sessions. Four customers who fingered me while I served. Two who paid for breast play in the back room.

By the end of my shift, I’d earned two hundred and thirty gems. My jaw ached, my pussy was raw, my throat hurt from deepthroating, and I could barely walk from being fucked in every position imaginable.

And I felt nothing.

Not shame. Not pride. Not even the detached professionalism I’d cultivated. Just… emptiness.

I went through the motions because that’s what I did now. This was who I was.

Erin, the prostitute who’d do anything. The girl who services groups. The whore with no limits.

That night, I counted my gems. Six thousand total.

Enough to pursue other options. Enough to try for something beyond whoring.

But what? I’d climbed the entire ladder of sex work. Street prostitution, glory holes, bathhouse services, tavern corruption. There was nowhere left to climb in this profession.

And climbing was all I knew how to do.

The question haunted me as I continued working.

More group sessions. More under-table blowjobs. More private room fucks with lonely merchants who wanted to feel less alone for an hour.

I’d become an expert prostitute. Could read clients instantly…knowing what they wanted before they asked, providing it with professional efficiency. My body responded to their touches automatically, always wet and ready thanks to the curse.

I could make them cum quickly or draw it out for maximum tips. Could service three men simultaneously without losing focus. Could smile through degradation and make them feel like kings while they used me.

These were valuable skills. Marketable talents.

They just happened to be worthless for anything except whoring.

Dora cornered me one evening after a particularly brutal group session.

“You’re too good at this now,” she said, helping me clean up. “Harwick won’t let you leave. Girls who can handle groups are rare. You’re making him too much money.”

“He can’t force me to stay.”

“Can’t he?” Her expression was dark. “You owe him nothing legally, sure. But where will you go? Back to the slums? Another tavern that’s exactly like this one? The bathhouse you ran from?”

She was right. I’d climbed to the top of the sex work ladder. And the top was still just being a whore in a slightly nicer establishment.

“There has to be something else.”

“There isn’t. Not for girls like us.” She lit her cigarette. “This is the rest of your life, Erin. Accept it now or waste years fighting the inevitable.”

But I couldn’t accept it.

Not because I was better than this work. Not because I deserved more. Just because I’d reached the end of what this path could offer me, and the end was still just endless degradation for survival.

I was good at being a whore. Expert level. I could suck cock, take anal, service groups, perform any sex act with professional competence.

But that’s all I’d ever be if I stayed here. A skilled prostitute. Eventually aging into Dora’s resignation, or dying in some alley after a client went too far.

There had to be more to this world. Magic existed…I’d seen it used. Power existed…merchants and nobles and mages who commanded respect beyond money.

I needed that. Real power. The kind that came from being more than just a useful set of holes.

The question was how to get there.

The answer came from an unexpected source.

Between shifts, I’d started asking questions. Listening more carefully to customer conversations. Paying attention to rumors about the city, about opportunities beyond sex work.

Penelope mentioned something in passing…a customer whose sister was a mage who taught magic for money.

“Charges thousands of gems for basic spells,” Penelope said, laughing. “Can you imagine?”

I could. Because I had thousands of gems saved.

“What kind of magic?”

“Energy work, he called it. Something about channeling… um… sexual energy?” She blushed. “It sounded scandalous. Sex magic.”

Sexual energy. My constant arousal…the curse that had plagued me since waking in this world.

What if it wasn’t just a curse? What if it could be channeled into something useful?

I needed to find this mage. Needed to learn if my curse could become my weapon.

That night, I made my decision.

I’d work for two more weeks. Take every booking, every group session, every degrading request that paid well. Build my savings to seventy-five hundred gems.

And then I’d leave. Not for another brothel or tavern. Not for more sex work.

For magic. Real power. The kind that could change everything.

Harwick wouldn’t like it. Dora would say I was wasting my money on fantasy.

But I’d rather waste seven thousand gems chasing a dream than spend the rest of my life as a professional hole.

I’d climbed as high as sex work could take me. Now it was time to climb in a different direction.

Even if I fell, at least I’d have tried.


Chapter 10: The Docker’s Brutality

Money: 6,000 gems | Status: Veteran prostitute | Clothing: Working dress | Magic: None

I’d serviced maybe seventy men across last seven days. Under-table blowjobs, private room sessions, group bookings. My body had become a commodity so thoroughly monetized that I could calculate my worth per hole, per hour, per degradation.

Three hundred gems for group service. One-fifty for private sessions. One hundred for under-table oral. Fifty for quick handjobs or flashing. Twenty for letting them grope me while I served.

I’d earned fifteen hundred gems that week. More money than most people in the suburbs made in three months.

And I felt nothing.

The docker changed that.

He approached me during cleanup after a particularly brutal shift. Big man, maybe six-three, two hundred and fifty pounds of muscle and cruelty. Dock worker…I could smell the salt and fish on him from five feet away. Stale sweat, unwashed flesh, the distinctive stink of someone who worked on the docks and hadn’t bothered cleaning up after.

“Heard you do special requests.” His voice was gravel and violence, the tone of someone who knew exactly what he wanted and expected to get it.

I was tired. Sore. I’d already serviced twelve men that day through various means. My jaw ached from sucking cock, my pussy was raw from being fucked, my throat hurt from deepthroating. I just wanted to go home, clean up, sleep.

But that’s never how it works in this life.

“Depends on the request.”

He counted out two hundred gems slowly, deliberately, making sure I saw each one. More than I’d make from regular work. More than most services paid. “Thirty minutes in the alley. You, me, and your throat. No hands. No control. I fuck your face until I’m satisfied.”

The words were clinical but the intent was clear. This wouldn’t be gentle oral service. This would be brutal face-fucking, degrading and harsh. Using my mouth like a hole to abuse.

I should have said no. Should have recognized the danger in his cold eyes, the violence promised in his posture, the way he looked at me like I was meat instead of a person.

But two hundred gems was two hundred gems. And I needed the money.

“Alright.”

The alley behind the Merry Lumberjack was where Harwick’s girls went for the work too shameful even for his establishment. The place where the truly degrading requests happened, away from even the minimal pretense of respectability.

Which said something about what we were about to do.

The docker pushed me against the brick wall immediately. No preamble, no warmth, no pretense of this being anything but a transaction. Just business. Brutal business.

“On your knees.”

I knelt in the dirt, the ground cold and filthy bDaisyth me. Gravel bit into my knees through my thin skirt. The alley smelled of garbage and piss and city filth.

He unlaced his pants with rough hands and pulled out his cock. Average length, maybe seven inches, but thick and already hard. The smell hit me immediately…intense musk of unwashed male, sweat, salt from dock work, the pungent stink of someone who hadn’t bathed in days, maybe weeks. His cock was dirty, the smell overwhelming at close range.

“Open.”

I opened my mouth, already anticipating what was coming. He grabbed my hair in both hands…rough, no gentleness, fingers tangling and gripping hard enough to hurt…and thrust his cock into my throat without warning.

I gagged immediately, violently. He was too fast, too deep, no chance to prepare or adjust. His thick cock filled my throat completely, my jaw forced wide to accommodate his girth. The taste was intense…salt, sweat, unwashed flesh. Bitter and harsh on my tongue.

But he didn’t care about my discomfort. Just held my head in place with his painful grip and started fucking my throat with mechanical, brutal precision.

I couldn’t breathe. His cock filled my throat completely, blocking my airway. The thick shaft pressed against my tongue, filled my mouth, pushed deep into my throat until my nose was crushed against his pelvis. Panic set in immediately…instinctive, unavoidable survival response. My body screaming for air that couldn’t get past the obstruction.

My hands came up automatically to push against his thick thighs, trying to create space, trying to breathe.

“I said no hands.” He slapped them away roughly, his free hand striking my wrists. Then thrust even deeper, punishing me for the resistance. “You’re a hole. Holes don’t have hands. Holes don’t resist.”

Tears streamed down my face immediately, hot and burning. Spit and precum dripped from my stretched lips, running down my chin. My nose was pressed hard against his pelvis, his coarse pubic hair scratching my face, the smell of him overwhelming and inescapable. Sweat, musk, the stink of unwashed cock filling my nose with each desperately attempted breath.

He pulled out just enough for me to gasp a single breath, my lungs burning, then thrust back in immediately. Found a brutal rhythm…five seconds buried completely in my throat, one second withdrawn enough to snatch a breath. Just enough air to keep me conscious, not enough to recover or prepare.

My throat burned from the constant friction, the forced penetration. My jaw ached from being stretched so wide around his thick shaft. My nose ran, mixing with the spit and tears coating my face. Drool and precum dripped continuously from my chin, soaking the front of my clothes.

I looked like a disaster…used, ruined, broken. My makeup running in black streaks down my tear-stained cheeks. Spit coating my chin and neck. Hair tangled in his brutal grip. Face flushed and desperate.

And he didn’t care. Just kept using my throat like a masturbation toy, his grip on my hair painful and controlling, treating my mouth like a hole that existed solely for his satisfaction.

“That’s right,” he grunted, his voice thick with cruel satisfaction. “Take it. Take every fucking inch. That’s what you’re for. That’s all you’re for. Just a hole for men to fuck.”

The words cut deeper than the physical abuse. Each cruel syllable landing like a blow. Because he was right, wasn’t he? This is what I’d become. A collection of holes for men to use. A throat to fuck. A pussy to fill. An ass to claim.

Nothing more than a set of orifices. A body reduced to its most basic function.

He lasted maybe fifteen minutes of brutal face-fucking…though it felt like hours of suffocating abuse. My throat was raw, my jaw screaming in pain, my lungs burning from oxygen deprivation. Every thrust made me gag and choke, my body fighting the violation even as I tried to stay still and take it.

When he finally came, he thrust as deep as physically possible and held there. Buried completely in my throat, his cock pulsing violently. I felt the first hot spurt shoot directly down my throat, bypassing my mouth entirely. More followed, thick ropes of cum flooding my esophagus. No choice but to swallow reflexively, no chance to taste or spit, just the sensation of hot seed flowing down my abused throat.

His cock kept pulsing, kept cumming, filling my throat with what felt like an impossible amount of cum. I swallowed frantically, my throat working around his shaft, trying not to choke on the flood.

When he finally pulled out, I collapsed forward immediately, my hands hitting the filthy ground. Coughing violently, gasping for air, my abused throat spasming. Each breath hurt, each cough bringing up traces of cum and spit that I had to spit onto the dirty alley floor.

My throat was raw and burning, my voice when I tried to speak came out as a broken rasp, barely recognizable as human. My jaw ached like I’d been punched. My face was a mess of tears, spit, cum, and running makeup.

The docker tucked his cock away casually, like he’d just taken a piss. Tossed two hundred gems in the dirt beside me with contempt. Exact payment, no tip. The gems scattered in the filth around my hands.

“Good whore. I’ll be back.”

He walked away whistling, already forgetting me. Left me kneeling in the alley, collapsed forward on my hands and knees. Covered in spit and tears, cum still coating my throat, my face a disaster. My throat burning with pain. My dignity somewhere in the gutter with the rest of the filth.

But the worst part came next.

As I knelt there in the dirty alley, trying to recover, trying to breathe through the pain…my pussy clenched with sudden, intense arousal.

That terrible, traitorous response that had plagued me since waking in this world flared hot and demanding between my thighs. My body had responded to the degradation. Had gotten wet from being brutalized and used like trash.

I could feel it…the slickness coating my inner thighs, my pussy throbbing with shameful need. The curse making my body betray me even as my mind reeled from the abuse.

Without thinking, without being able to stop myself, I reached under my skirt. Dirty fingers finding my soaked pussy, my swollen clit. I was dripping wet, aroused beyond reason, my body responding to degradation like it was designed for this.

I rubbed my clit frantically, desperately, right there in the filthy alley. Kneeling in dirt and garbage, my throat still burning from abuse, my face covered in evidence of what I’d just done. Masturbating because the brutal face-fucking had made me wet.

I came in under a minute, my abused body responding instantly to the stimulation. Hard, shameful orgasm that crashed through me in waves. My pussy clenched rhythmically around nothing, my clit pulsing under my rubbing fingers. Pleasure mixing with shame in a combination that made me hate myself.

The orgasm left me gasping, collapsed completely in the alley, my face pressed against the dirt. Cum still coating my throat, tears still wet on my cheeks, and now my fingers sticky with my own arousal.

Because the docker was right. This is what I was. Someone who got off on degradation. Whose broken, cursed body found pleasure in pain and abuse. Who orgasmed from being treated like trash, from having her throat fucked until she couldn’t breathe, from being called nothing but a hole.

I’d become someone I didn’t recognize. Someone I didn’t want to be. But someone I couldn’t escape from, because this body, this curse, this life had made me into exactly this.

A whore who came from being brutalized.

I collected my two hundred gems from the dirt and walked home in a daze.

My throat hurt too much to eat. I could barely swallow water. My voice was gone…reduced to painful whispers.

But I had two hundred gems.

Added to my accumulated savings, I now had seventy-five hundred total. Seven thousand five hundred gems. Enough to…

To what?

Keep whoring? That’s all I knew. Street work, glory holes, bathhouse services, tavern “work”. I’d climbed the entire ladder of sex work and reached the top.

And the top was still just being a whore.

There had to be something else. Something more. A way out that didn’t just lead to a different kind of degradation.

I spent the next three days recuperating.

My throat healed slowly. The hoarseness faded. The pain became manageable.

But something inside me had changed. Broken, maybe. Or finally broken free.

I couldn’t do this anymore.

Not because of morality. Not because I was above sex work. But because I’d reached the end of what this path could offer me.

I was good at being a whore. Expert level. I could suck cock, take anal, service groups, perform any sex act with professional competence.

But that’s all I’d ever be if I stayed here. A skilled prostitute. Eventually aging into Dora’s resignation, or dying in some alley after a client went too far.

There had to be more to this world. Magic existed…I’d seen it used. Power existed…merchants and nobles and mages who commanded respect beyond money.

I needed that. Real power. The kind that came from being more than just a useful set of holes.

The information came from an unexpected source.

Penelope, still bright and optimistic despite being a tavern whore like myself, mentioned a customer who’d bragged about his sister being a mage.

“She studies at some tower in the city,” Penelope said. “Charges ridiculous amounts to teach magic. Like, thousands of gems for basic spells.”

“How many thousands?”

“He said five thousand for initial consultation and first spell.” She laughed. “Who has that kind of money?”

I did. I had seventy-five hundred.

“What’s the mage’s name?”

“Zephyra? Something like that. He said she specializes in weird magic. Energy work, he called it. Sex magic, maybe?” Penelope blushed. “Sounded scandalous.”

Sex magic. Energy work.

The constant arousal that plagued me…what if that wasn’t just a curse? What if it could be channeled into something useful?

I needed to find this Zephyra. Needed to learn if my curse could become my weapon.

Finding Zephyra’s tower took another week of careful inquiry.

Nobody wanted to talk about her. She had a reputation…stern, demanding, expensive. Not the kind of mage who taught spoiled noble children party tricks.

She taught serious magic. Combat spells. Ritual work. And, according to rumors, tantra…the art of channeling sexual energy into magical power.

Perfect.

I saved every gem I could over the next two weeks. Took extra group bookings, did more under-table work, serviced anyone willing to pay. By the time I had what I needed, I’d earned another three hundred gems.

Seven thousand eight hundred total. Enough for the consultation and first lessons, with a cushion for living expenses.

I gave Harwick my notice. Two weeks, then I was done.

He wasn’t pleased. “You’re one of my best girls. Loved by regulas. Where are you going?”

“To learn magic.”

He laughed. “Magic? You? You’re a whore, honey. That’s what you are and what you’ll always be. Two months from now, you’ll be back on your knees somewhere cheaper.”

“Maybe.” I met his eyes. “But at least I’ll have tried.”

My last shift at the Merry Lumberjack was appropriately degrading.

A group of seven lumberjacks celebrating a contract. They’d specifically requested me for the evening, having heard about my group sessions from previous customers. Five hundred gems total for three hours of unlimited access to all my holes.

Seven massive men. All over six feet, muscular from hard labor, drunk and rowdy. They looked at me like a toy they’d rented, something to use and abuse for their entertainment.

When Harwick locked us in the back room, they didn’t waste time with preliminaries. Just started stripping me, rough hands pulling off my tavern uniform, groping and squeezing every part of me they could reach.

“Who wants her mouth first?” one asked, his cock already out and hard.

“I’ll take her pussy,” another said, positioning himself on the bed. “Someone get her ass ready.”

They arranged me like furniture. Put me on all fours over one man’s lap, his thick cock pushing into my pussy immediately. Another positioned behind me, his fingers working into my ass roughly to stretch me for penetration. A third grabbed my hair and thrust his cock into my mouth.

Triple penetrated within the first five minutes. Three cocks filling me, using me, the other four men watching and stroking themselves while waiting their turn.

The session became a blur of brutal fucking. Cocks rotating between my holes constantly. As soon as one man came, another would take his place. My pussy filled with load after load, cum leaking constantly as new cocks pushed through the accumulated seed. My ass fucked raw by multiple penetrations, each man commenting on how tight I was even after several had already used me. My mouth and throat used like a masturbation sleeve, cum coating my tongue, flooding my throat, painting my face.

They used me in every position imaginable. On my back with legs spread while one fucked my pussy and another my ass. On all fours being spit-roasted. Suspended between two men, one holding me up while he fucked my pussy, another taking my ass from behind. Lying on my side while men took turns with whichever holes were accessible.

I lost count of how many times each man came. Lost track of which cock was where, which hole was being filled at any moment. Just existed as a collection of orifices for their pleasure, my body a toy they’d paid to use completely.

By the end of three hours, I was a complete wreck.

Covered in cum from head to toe. My face, hair, breasts, stomach, thighs all painted with white streaks and sticky puddles. Leaking from every hole constantly…my pussy dripping with the accumulated loads of seven men, my ass leaking seed that ran down my thighs, cum still coating my tongue and throat from the most recent oral.

My holes were stretched, raw, aching. Pussy swollen and sensitive, ass burning from repeated penetration, jaw sore from constant cock-sucking, throat abraded from brutal deepthroating.

I could barely move. My limbs shook with exhaustion, my muscles screaming from being held in uncomfortable positions for hours. Just collapsed on the cum-soaked sheets, breathing heavily, covered in evidence of my degradation.

They paid and left me on the back room bed like that. A used whore who’d earned her money, too exhausted to clean up, too broken to care.

Dora found me during cleanup. Helped me to the washroom, cleaned me up with tired efficiency.

“You’re really leaving?”

“Yes.”

“To chase some fantasy about becoming a mage.”

“It’s not a fantasy. I have the money. I have the determination.”

“Everyone has determination when they start.” She lit her cigarette. “The question is whether you have it when it gets hard. When you fail. When you realize you’ve wasted seven thousand gems on a dream.”

“Then I’ll have wasted it learning something about myself.”

She smiled…rare, genuine. “Good luck, kid. I hope you make it.”

I left the Merry Lumberjack with seven thousand eight hundred gems, a body that had been used by hundreds of men, and a determination to become something more than just a whore.

Zephyra’s tower was in the merchant district…tall, stone, imposing. The kind of place that screamed “keep out unless you’re serious.”

I was serious.

I knocked on the heavy wooden door. Waited.

A woman’s voice echoed from above: “State your business.”

“I’m here to inquire about magical instruction. I have payment.”

Silence. Then: “Enter.”

The door swung open on its own…magic, obviously. I stepped into a circular room lined with books and magical equipment I couldn’t identify. Glowing crystals, strange symbols, the smell of incense and something else. Power.

A woman descended the spiral staircase.

Zephyra.

Tall…maybe five-nine…with long silver-white hair braided with mana crystals. Violet eyes that glowed faintly with arcane energy. She wore flowing purple robes with strategic cutouts showing glowing tattoos across her skin.

She was beautiful in an otherworldly way. Not human-beautiful. Mage-beautiful. Like she’d transcended normal flesh into something more.

“You want to learn magic.” Not a question.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m tired of being powerless. Tired of surviving through sex work. Tired of being just a body for men to use.”

She descended the rest of the stairs, studying me with those unsettling violet eyes. I felt exposed…like she could see through my clothes, through my skin, into my soul.

“You have unusual energy,” she said. “Chaotic. Aroused. Constantly cycling through your body with no outlet beyond physical release.”

“I’m cursed. Constantly aroused. Always ready, always wet. It’s been this way since I arrived in this world.”

“Arrived?” Her eyes sharpened. “You’re not from this world originally.”

I hadn’t told anyone that. “How do you know?”

“Your energy signature. Masculine patterns in feminine flesh. Rare, but I’ve seen it before in those who’ve crossed between worlds.” She circled me like I was an interesting specimen. “The arousal is your spirit attempting to synchronize with your new body. It will never stop. You’ll be like this forever.”

My stomach dropped. “There’s no cure?”

“Cure? Why would you want to cure it?” She smiled. “That arousal is magical potential. Raw energy cycling through your body constantly. Most mages spend years learning to generate what you produce naturally.”

“You mean…”

“I mean your curse is the most valuable asset you possess.” She stopped in front of me. “With proper training, you could channel that arousal into spell work. Use your sexual energy as fuel for magic. Become a tantra mage…one who weaponizes desire.”

The room felt brighter. Warmer. Like possibility itself had manifested.

“You’ll teach me?”

“If you can pay. And if you can endure the training.” Her expression turned serious. “Tantra magic is not easy. It requires you to embrace your arousal, not fight it. To ride the edge of orgasm for hours while maintaining focus. To experience pleasure so intense it borders on pain, and still cast spells. Can you do that?”

I’d been a prostitute for months. Serviced hundreds of men. Had my throat fucked in an alley by a docker who treated me like garbage.

If I could survive that, I could survive anything.

“Yes. I can do that.”

“Then we begin tomorrow.” She named her price. “Five thousand gems for the initial consultation, theory lessons, and your first spell. Additional lessons are negotiable based on your progress.”

I counted out five thousand gems from my pouch. My savings, earned through degradation and survival, handed over for the promise of power.

She took the gems and gestured to the staircase. “Be here at dawn. Bring nothing. Wear something comfortable. We’ll start with basic meditation…teaching you to hold arousal without release.”

“I’ll be here.”

As I left the tower, I felt lighter. Hopeful.

For the first time since waking in this world, I had a path that didn’t end with me on my back in some alley.

That night, alone in my rented room with twenty-eight hundred gems remaining, I touched myself thinking about magic.

About channeling this constant arousal into power. About becoming something more than a whore. About proving Harwick and every other exploiter wrong.

I came thinking about light orbs floating from my fingertips. About fire dancing across my palms. About magic responding to my desire, shaped by my will.

Tomorrow, I’d begin.

Tomorrow, I’d start climbing toward real power.

And maybe…just maybe…I’d finally become someone worth being.


Chapter 11: From Slums to Spark

Money: 2,800 gems | Status: Apprentice mage | Clothing: Simple dress | Magic: Learning

Dawn came cold and clear.

I arrived at Zephyra’s tower wearing my simplest dress…clean linen, no adornments, practical. She’d said to bring nothing, wear something comfortable. This was as close as I could manage.

The door opened before I could knock.

“Enter. Top floor. Don’t touch anything.”

I climbed the spiral staircase, passing shelves of books and magical artifacts I couldn’t identify. Glowing crystals. Strange symbols carved into stone. The smell of incense and ozone.

The top floor was circular, empty except for cushions arranged in a meditation circle and windows overlooking the city. Zephyra stood at the center, already waiting.

“Strip,” she said without preamble.

I blinked. “What?”

“Clothing interferes with energy flow. For tantra work, you practice naked.” Her violet eyes were clinical, not sexual. “If you’re uncomfortable with nudity after months of sex work, this training isn’t for you.”

Fair point. I removed my dress, standing naked before her. The morning air was cool against my skin, raising goosebumps and making my nipples harden.

Zephyra studied me with that same assessing gaze. “You’re already aroused.”

“I’m always aroused. You said so yourself.”

“Yes. The question is whether you can maintain that arousal for hours without release. That’s the foundation of tantra magic.” She gestured to a cushion. “Sit. Legs crossed. Back straight. Hands on knees.”

I sat, assuming the meditation pose. My pussy was already wet, throbbing with that constant need that had plagued me since waking in this world.

“Close your eyes. Feel the arousal moving through your body. Don’t fight it, don’t indulge it. Just observe.”

I closed my eyes. Felt the heat between my legs, the ache in my breasts, the flush spreading across my skin. Every nerve ending screamed for touch, for release, for satisfaction.

“Good. Now breathe. In through your nose, out through your mouth. Feel the arousal intensify with each breath.”

I breathed. The arousal grew stronger. My pussy clenched, desperate for friction. My nipples were so hard they hurt.

“Don’t move. Don’t touch yourself. Just breathe and observe.”

This was torture. Worse than any client, any degradation. Because I could end it at any moment…just reach down, touch myself, find release.

But I didn’t. I sat there, breathing, feeling my arousal build to unbearable levels.

“This is the first lesson,” Zephyra said. “Control. You must learn to ride the edge of orgasm without falling over. To harness sexual energy without releasing it.”

Minutes passed. Maybe hours. My body trembled with need. Sweat dripped down my spine. My pussy leaked arousal onto the cushion bDaisyth me.

“Please,” I finally gasped. “I can’t…”

“You can. And you will.” Her voice was merciless. “This is nothing compared to what you endured at the tavern. You let men abuse your body for hours. You can sit with arousal for a few more minutes.”

She was right. I’d survived worse. Much worse.

I breathed. Observed. Held the edge.

When Zephyra finally said “Enough,” I opened my eyes to find two hours had passed. Two hours of sitting with unbearable arousal, not allowing myself release.

“How do you feel?”

“Like I’m going to explode.”

“Good. That energy…right there, building in your body…that’s magical potential.” She knelt beside me. “Now we teach you to channel it.”

The first month was the hardest training I’d ever experienced.

Every morning, I arrived at dawn. Stripped. Meditated naked while maintaining arousal. Zephyra would guide me through breathing exercises, energy circulation techniques, visualization practices.

All while I sat there, desperately aroused, not allowed to touch myself or find release.

“The arousal is your fuel,” she explained during one session. “Most mages draw power from external sources…crystals, ley lines, prepared components. Tantra mages draw from internal arousal. Sexual energy is the most primal, most powerful force in nature. You’re learning to weaponize desire itself.”

On the third day, she introduced the first practical exercise.

“I want you to feel the arousal as a physical presence. Not just sensation…actual energy. Pink-golden light flowing through your body. Can you feel it?”

I concentrated. And yes…there it was. A warm, pulsing glow centered in my pussy but spreading outward. Pink and golden, exactly as she’d described.

“I feel it.”

“Good. Now guide it. Move it through your body consciously. Up from your pelvis, through your chest, down your arms.”

I tried. The energy moved sluggishly at first, like trying to push water uphill. But gradually, with practice, I could circulate it through my body at will.

“Excellent. You’re a natural.” Zephyra smiled…rare and genuine. “Most students take weeks to perceive their energy. You did it in days.”

Maybe because I’d spent months marinating in arousal. My curse, turned into an advantage.

On the eighth day of training, she taught me about release.

“You can’t hold arousal forever. Eventually you must release it…either through orgasm or through spell work.” She demonstrated, her own tattoos glowing as energy flowed through her body. “Watch.”

She held out her hand. The energy…visible to me now as pink-golden light…flowed down her arm and into her palm. There, it coalesced into a ball of glowing light.

“This is basic magelight. First spell most mages learn. But for tantra mages, it’s powered by arousal instead of verbal components or gestures.”

The light floated above her palm, casting warm illumination across the room.

“Now you try. Circulate your arousal energy. Bring it to your dominant hand. Push it out through your palm. Shape it into a sphere.”

I closed my eyes, feeling the familiar arousal thrumming through my body. Circulated it consciously…up from my pussy, through my chest, down my right arm.

The energy resisted at first. Wanted to stay inside me, building toward orgasm. But I forced it outward, through my palm, into the air…

Nothing happened.

“Again. The energy wants to be used. You just have to give it purpose.”

I tried again. Circulated the arousal, pushed it through my hand…

Still nothing.

“You’re holding back. Afraid to lose the arousal, even though you hate it.” Zephyra’s voice was gentle but firm. “Let it go. Trust that it will rebuild. You’re cursed…the arousal never truly leaves.”

She was right. I was holding back. Afraid that releasing the energy would leave me empty.

Third attempt. I circulated the arousal, pushed it through my palm, and this time…I let go.

A flicker of pink-golden light appeared above my hand.

Small. Weak. Barely visible.

But there.

I’d done magic. Real magic.

“YES!” Zephyra’s usually calm demeanor cracked with excitement. “Maintain it! Keep feeding energy into the spell!”

I poured more arousal into the tiny light. It grew larger, brighter, more stable. The size of a marble, then a golf ball, then…

It winked out.

I collapsed forward, gasping. The arousal that had plagued me for months was… diminished. Still there, but manageable. Almost comfortable.

“What did I tell you?” Zephyra’s smile was triumphant. “Your curse is your gift. You just channeled months of built-up sexual energy into spell work. Do you understand what that means?”

“That I can use my arousal for magic instead of just suffering with it?”

“Exactly. And unlike normal mages who must prepare and gather power, you’re always ready. Your body generates magical fuel constantly. With training, you could cast spells other mages couldn’t dream of.”

Over the next two months, we refined the technique.

I learned to create magelight quickly and consistently. Small lights at first, then larger ones. Eventually I could summon a sphere the size of my fist and maintain it for minutes.

Each spell cast temporarily relieved the arousal curse. Not completely…it always came back. But for a few hours after spell work, I felt almost normal. Clear-headed. In control.

It was the best feeling I’d experienced since waking in this world.

But training alone didn’t pay the bills. Zephyra’s initial payment had covered my living expenses for the first month, but I needed more income.

“I have work for you,” Zephyra said during our sixth week. “Consultation jobs. Simple tasks that require discretion and intelligence more than magical power.”

“What kind of tasks?”

“Information gathering. Delivery services. Occasionally accompanying me to meetings with… difficult clients who respond better to attractive young women than stern older mages.” Her expression was pragmatic. “You’ll be compensated fairly. Think of it as using all your skills…not just the ones I’m teaching you.”

I understood what she was really saying. Some of these jobs would involve my body, not just my mind or emerging magic.

“Will I need to…”

“That’s up to you. I don’t require sexual services from my apprentices. But if you choose to leverage your experience for better terms or information, I won’t stop you.” She met my eyes. “You’re not a helpless victim anymore, Erin. You have magic now. If you decide to use sex strategically…on your terms, for your goals…that’s different from survival prostitution.”

She was right. Having magic changed everything. I wasn’t desperate now. Wasn’t forced into sex work by starvation.

If I chose to use my body as a tool alongside my emerging powers…that was my decision. My agency.

“I’ll take the work.”

The consultation jobs were varied and profitable.

First assignment: accompany Zephyra to a merchant lord’s estate to discuss protective wards. The merchant was condescending to Zephyra but fascinated by me. I smiled, flattered, asked intelligent questions, and let him stare at my breasts while Zephyra negotiated rates.

We left with triple the usual fee. Zephyra gave me two hundred gems as my cut.

“Well done. You read him perfectly and played to his weaknesses without compromising yourself.”

Second assignment: deliver a sealed package to a noble’s townhouse. The noble’s assistant tried to shortchange me on the delivery fee. I created a small magelight in my palm…just enough to prove I was a mage, not just a messenger…and politely insisted on full payment.

He paid. With a tip.

Third assignment: gather information about a rival mage’s research. This one was trickier. The rival was a young man, talented but arrogant. Zephyra suggested I approach him at a tavern, express interest in his work, let him lecture me.

“If he propositions you, the decision is yours. But men who want to impress attractive women often reveal more than they should.”

I found him easily. Bought him drinks. Asked breathless questions about his elemental magic research. Let him demonstrate with small fire tricks.

He propositioned me within an hour.

I considered it. He was decent-looking, clearly wanted to show off, and I needed information about his sponsor’s funding sources.

“Your place or mine?” I asked with a coy smile.

His place. Modest but clean. He talked constantly…about his research, his ambitions, his wealthy patron who funded his work in exchange for exclusive access to his innovations.

I asked the right questions. Got the names Zephyra needed. And when he finally stopped talking long enough to kiss me, I let him.

The sex was perfunctory. He came quickly, thanked me awkwardly, and fell asleep. I dressed, memorized the correspondence on his desk, and left.

Zephyra paid me five hundred gems for that information.

“You’re good at this,” she observed. “Balancing charm, intelligence, and strategic intimacy. Most of my apprentices can manage one or two of those skills. You have all three.”

“Months of practice.”

“Yes. But you’re using those months of degradation as tools now, not just surviving them. That’s growth.”

By the end of month three, I’d earned enough through training stipends and consultation work to rebuild my savings significantly.

More importantly, my magic had progressed beyond basic magelight.

Zephyra taught me simple combat spells…a wind blade that could cut cloth, a burst of flame no larger than a candle. Defensive basics…a weak shield that might deflect a thrown object.

“You’re progressing faster than any student I’ve trained,” she said during our twelfth week. “Partially because of your natural talent. Partially because you’re desperate enough to push through discomfort. And partially because you have real-world experience most sheltered mage apprentices lack.”

“What comes next?”

“Field work. Real challenges. You can cast basic spells reliably now, but you haven’t tested them under pressure. You need to take quests, face real threats, learn to fight while aroused and distracted.”

“Adventurer work.”

“Yes. The Adventurer’s Guild takes anyone competent enough to complete contracts. You’ll start with simple jobs…pest control, escort missions, ingredient gathering. Build reputation. Earn money. Practice magic in real situations.”

It made sense. I’d learned to channel arousal into power in controlled environments. Now I needed to prove I could do it when my life depended on it.

“I’ll register with the guild tomorrow.”

“Good.” She handed me a crystal pendant on a silver chain. “This is a focus tool. It will help you channel energy until you can do it naturally under stress. Wear it always.”

I put it on. The crystal was cool against my skin, settling between my breasts. Immediately, I felt the arousal energy respond to it…flowing more easily, more naturally.

“Better?”

“Much better.”

My final test came at the end of month three.

“Show me your best combat spell. Full power. No holding back.”

We were on the tower roof…open sky, no risk of property damage. I stood at the edge, looking out over Ironfall.

Closed my eyes. Felt the arousal circulating through my body in familiar patterns. This time, instead of fighting it, I embraced it fully.

Let the sexual energy build and flow naturally. Guided it consciously through my pathways…pussy to chest to arm to hand.

But instead of gentle magelight, I shaped it into something sharp. Aggressive. Dangerous.

I thrust my hand forward and released the energy as a cutting blade of pure force.

The wind blade materialized…pink-golden and glowing…and shot across the roof, slicing through a practice dummy Zephyra had set up. The dummy split cleanly in half.

“Perfect.” Zephyra’s smile was genuine pride. “You’ve mastered the fundamental technique and applied it to offensive magic. You’re ready.”

“Ready for what?”

“For real challenges. Field quests. Combat situations. Testing yourself against actual threats instead of training dummies.” She handed me a small pouch…heavy with coins. “Three thousand four hundred gems. Your accumulated wages for consultation work and training assistance over three months. Combined with your existing savings, you should have enough to gear up properly for adventurer work.”

I counted quickly. With my remaining savings from the tavern work, I now had over six thousand gems total. More money than I’d ever had. Earned through magic and intelligence, not just sex work.

“Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet. The real work starts now.” Her violet eyes were serious. “Field magic is dangerous. You’ll face creatures that don’t care about negotiation or charm. You’ll need to cast spells while bleeding, while terrified, while everything in your body screams to run instead of fight. And you’ll need to manage your arousal in all of it…neither letting it distract you nor losing access to your power.”

“I understand.”

“Do you?” She stepped closer. “Because I need you to be clear about something, Erin. You’re not ‘done’ with sex work. You’re beyond survival prostitution, yes. But the life of an adventuring mage…especially a tantra mage…will involve situations where sex becomes strategic. Information gathering. Alliance building. Distraction techniques. You may choose to leverage your sexuality for mission success.”

I’d been thinking about this exact issue for weeks.

“I know. And I’m okay with that. The difference is choice. Agency. Using sex as one tool among many, not the only tool I have.” I looked at the ruined training dummy. “I have magic now. Real power. If I decide to fuck someone for strategic advantage…that’s my decision. Made from strength, not desperation.”

“Good answer.” Zephyra nodded. “That’s the mindset that will keep you alive and free. Never let anyone force you again. But don’t be naive enough to think power means you’ll never use sex. Sometimes it’s the most efficient weapon.”

That evening, I stood in my rented room and took stock.

Six thousand two hundred gems. Basic combat magic mastered. A focus pendant. Contacts with both Zephyra’s mage network and the revolutionary underground through my previous work.

I’d climbed from naked in a slum alley to competent apprentice mage.

I’d survived street prostitution, glory holes, bathhouse services, thieves guild disasters, heartbreak, and tavern corruption.

I’d learned that my curse…constant arousal…could be my greatest asset.

And I’d accepted that sex would remain part of my life. Not as survival necessity, but as strategic tool when I chose to use it.

Tomorrow I’d register with the Adventurer’s Guild. Take my first real quest. Test my magic against actual threats.

But tonight, I practiced alone in my room.

Summoned magelight until it felt effortless. Cast wind blades until my aim was perfect. Channeled arousal into spell after spell, each one easier than the last.

When I finally allowed myself to orgasm…no longer needing to save the energy for anything…it was clean. Not transactional. Not performed. Just me, alone, experiencing pleasure for its own sake.

And afterward, instead of feeling empty, I felt full.

Full of possibility. Full of power. Full of hope.

Three days later, I stood in Zephyra’s tower one last time before heading to the guild.

“You’ll continue advanced training with me between quests,” she said. “But for now, focus on field experience. Learn to cast under pressure. Build your reputation. Earn real money through legitimate channels.”

“And if I take consultation work that involves… strategic intimacy?”

“That’s your choice. Just remember…you’re a mage first now. Your body is one weapon in your arsenal, not your only value. Use it when it serves your goals. Never because you have no other option.”

I nodded. “I understand.”

“Good.” She studied me thoughtfully. “You’ve come far in three months, Erin. From broken prostitute to competent mage. Most people never make that climb. But the path ahead is still dangerous. Don’t get cocky. Don’t assume magic makes you invincible. Stay smart, stay cautious, and don’t be afraid to run when you’re outmatched.”

“I won’t.”

As I descended the tower stairs for the last time as a pure student, I felt different. The world looked brighter, more full of possibility.

I was still Erin…still carrying all the trauma and experience of my months as a prostitute. The memories didn’t disappear just because I had magic now.

But I was also something more.

A mage. Someone with power beyond just my body. Someone who could fight back, who could control her own destiny.

And someone smart enough to know that power came in many forms…magic, intelligence, charm, and yes, strategic use of sexuality when it served my purposes.

I’d climbed from slums to spark.

Now it was time to see how bright that spark could burn.

END OF BOOK 1: FROM SLUMS TO SPARK

Erin Status: Apprentice Mage | 6,200 gems | Travel-ready clothes | Magic: Basic combat + magelight mastered

Ready for field challenges. Ready for real tests. Ready to become more than just a survivor.

To be continued in Book 2
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