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Chapter 1: Lessons in Power

Erin Status (start of chapter): Money: 6,200 gems Class: Apprentice mage Clothing: Apprentice robes Magic: Novice Location: Zephyra’s tower workshop



The workshop smelled like incense and ozone. I sat cross-legged on the stone floor, completely naked, trying to focus on the mana swirling inside me instead of the constant ache between my thighs.

“Again,” Zephyra said from across the room. Her violet eyes glowed faintly as she observed me. “You’re letting the arousal control you. Channel it.”

Easy for her to say. She wasn’t cursed with a body that demanded attention every waking moment.

I closed my eyes and reached for the pink-golden light I’d learned to perceive. Sexual energy. My constant companion, my tormentor, and now—supposedly—my weapon.

The heat pooled low in my belly, spreading through my core. My nipples hardened into stiff points in the cool air, aching for touch. I bit my lip, fighting the urge to touch myself, to give in to the throbbing need that pulsed with every heartbeat between my legs.

“Don’t suppress it,” Zephyra corrected. “Guide it.”

I took a shaky breath and imagined the arousal as liquid light, flowing through invisible channels in my body. Up my spine, through my chest, down my arms. The technique was simple in theory. In practice, it felt like trying to hold water in my bare hands while my pussy clenched and leaked, desperate for friction, for pressure, for anything. I could feel my arousal dripping down, a slow wet trail sliding toward my asshole, tickling the sensitive skin.

“Better,” Zephyra murmured. “Now hold it there. Don’t release.”

The edging discipline. Hours of this, day after day. Bringing myself to the edge of orgasm and stopping. Feeling the power build until I thought I’d go insane, then channeling it into spells instead of pleasure.

The technique required complete skin contact with my energy channels. I was fully naked for a reason—clothing blocked the mana flow during arousal-based casting. Zephyra had explained it clinically during our first session: “Sexual energy travels through your skin. Cover it, and you dampen the power.”

So here I sat, bare tits on display, legs spread wide enough that the cool air kissed my wet slit. My clit throbbed visibly, swollen and exposed. I could feel arousal dripping down to my ass, pooling on the stone beneath me.

I raised my right hand, fingers trembling. The mana responded, coalescing into a sphere of golden light above my palm. Wind magic, my most reliable spell.

“Good. Now the critical moment. Release the arousal and capture it in the spell. Not before. Not after. Simultaneously.”

My other hand dropped between my thighs. I stroked my clit, already swollen and sensitive from hours of denial. The pleasure hit immediately, sharp and electric. My pussy clenched around nothing, slick and empty and desperate to be filled. I could hear the wet sounds my fingers made as they slid through my folds—obscene in the quiet workshop.

The mana sphere flickered.

“Focus!”

I rubbed faster, my fingers sliding through the slippery mess I’d made. My clit was hard as a pebble under my fingertips, throbbing in time with my racing heartbeat. I spread my pussy lips with two fingers and used a third to circle my clit directly, the exposed nub twitching under my touch. I chased the orgasm I’d been denying myself all morning, circling that swollen bud with increasing pressure while my other hand held the mana steady. My inner thighs were slick, wetness smeared across them from hours of arousal.

The heat built, cresting toward release. My thighs trembled. My pussy clenched rhythmically, grasping at emptiness. At the same moment, I pushed the mana into the wind sphere, feeding it with sexual energy.

The orgasm crashed through me. I gasped, my body clenching hard as waves of pleasure rolled through my core. My clit pulsed under my fingers. My pussy contracted in desperate spasms, squeezing out a fresh gush of arousal that ran hot down my thighs. The wind sphere blazed brilliant gold, growing to twice its size, spinning faster and faster.

I thrust my hand forward and the sphere shot across the room, slamming into the target dummy with enough force to knock it off its stand. Wood splintered. The dummy flew backward and cracked against the wall.

“Excellent,” Zephyra said with clinical satisfaction. “That’s the principle. Sexual release equals power release. The stronger the orgasm, the stronger the spell.”

I slumped forward, panting. My thighs were slick with arousal, inner muscles still fluttering with aftershocks. My clit throbbed, oversensitive now but still hard. That had been intense—more intense than any orgasm I’d had during actual sex in the past few months. My nipples ached, tight and swollen, and I could smell myself on the air—musky and raw.

“Can I… take a break?”

“No. We’re doing it again. This time with fire magic.”

I groaned but didn’t argue. This was what I’d signed up for. Three months of intensive training. The investment was worth it—the results were undeniable.

I could fight now. Really fight, not just survive.



By afternoon, I’d mastered the orgasm-casting technique with both wind and fire magic. My body ached pleasantly, muscles loose from multiple releases. The floor beneath me was slick with my juices—I’d cum at least seven times in the past few hours. My pussy felt swollen and tender, my clit almost painfully sensitive. The constant arousal was still there—it always was—but for once it felt manageable. Useful, even.

“Let’s move to the next exercise,” Zephyra said. “Multiple casting drill. I want you to practice maintaining arousal between releases—building power, casting, then building again without full recovery time.”

She gestured to several targets arranged around the room. “You’ll need to destroy all five within two minutes. That means managing your arousal state strategically. Too much recovery time and you’ll fail. Too little and you won’t have enough power.”

I positioned myself in the center of the room, already feeling the familiar heat between my thighs. My pussy was already wet again, the curse ensuring I was never truly satisfied.

“Begin.”

I was already naked—I’d stopped bothering with clothing hours ago. My fingers went straight to my clit, stroking the swollen nub while focusing on the first target. The pleasure built fast. I was still sensitive from the morning session, my clit almost painfully responsive to touch. Every stroke sent lightning through my nerves.

Within seconds, I was gasping. My free hand grabbed my breast, squeezing the soft flesh before finding the nipple and pinching hard, twisting it until I whimpered. The dual stimulation pushed me over the edge. I came with a sharp cry, my pussy clenching hard as I released a wind blade simultaneously. My cunt spasmed violently, inner walls rippling around nothing, and I felt a hot gush of arousal squirt from me, splattering onto the stone floor. The first target exploded into splinters.

Immediately, I focused on the second target while my pussy still throbbed from the orgasm. My fingers worked frantically, circling my oversensitive clit, chasing another release before the sensation faded. The little nub was so swollen it stood out prominently between my slick folds.

“Faster,” Zephyra commanded. “You’re losing momentum.”

I pushed two fingers inside myself, fucking hard while my thumb circled my swollen clit. My inner walls gripped my fingers, slick and tight. I could hear the wet sounds as I thrust, could feel arousal coating my hand and dripping down my wrist. The second orgasm hit within thirty seconds—smaller than the first, a sharp clench rather than rolling waves, but enough to fuel a fire blast.

Target two incinerated.

Three more to go. My thighs were shaking, my clit almost painfully sensitive now. I pulled my fingers from my pussy and brought them to my mouth, tasting myself—salt and musk—before dropping my hand back between my legs. But I kept going, rubbing frantically, building arousal through sheer determination.

Third orgasm. I pinched my clit hard between thumb and forefinger, rolling the swollen bud, riding the edge of pain into pleasure. My pussy spasmed and I came with a gasp, releasing a wind blade. My hole clenched on empty air, desperate to be filled. Target destroyed.

Fourth—I was gasping now, my whole body trembling, sweat dripping down between my tits. I shoved three fingers inside myself, stretching my entrance wide, filling the ache. My pussy squelched obscenely as I fucked myself, thick cream coating my fingers to the knuckle. My thumb ground against my clit, mashing the oversensitive nub. The pleasure was intense, overwhelming, bordering on too much. I came and barely managed to focus the spell properly, my cunt gripping my fingers so tight it almost hurt. Fire burst. Target four gone.

One target left. Fifteen seconds remaining.

I rubbed desperately, chasing one more orgasm from my exhausted body. My clit was swollen huge now, protruding obscenely from between my puffy pussy lips like a little cock. The arousal was there—it was always there—but getting it to peak required everything I had. I grabbed my breast with my free hand, twisting the nipple viciously until I cried out.

“Five seconds.”

The pain tipped me over. I came with a sob, my pussy convulsing hard enough to hurt, inner walls clamping down in rhythmic waves. I poured the last of my energy into a fire burst that obliterated the final target.

I collapsed to the floor, trembling and soaked with sweat and my own fluids. My thighs were slick, my pussy still clenching with aftershocks, my clit twitching visibly with each pulse. I could feel my cream leaking out of my well-used hole, pooling beneath my ass on the cold stone. My nipples ached, hard and swollen, pointing at the ceiling. The musky scent of my arousal filled the workshop.

“Excellent,” Zephyra said with clinical satisfaction. “That’s combat pacing. Real fights require multiple casts with minimal recovery. You’ve just proven you can deliver under pressure.”

I lay there panting, unable to speak. My whole body felt like one exposed nerve.

“Ten minute rest. Then we review magical theory.”



By late afternoon, I’d recovered enough to sit upright while Zephyra lectured on mana flow theory. My body still ached pleasantly, muscles loose from multiple releases. I’d pulled my robes back on, though my nipples were still stiff enough to show through the fabric, and I could feel the wetness between my thighs soaking into the cloth. The constant arousal was still there—it always was—but for once it felt manageable. Useful, even.

“You’re improving faster than I expected,” Zephyra said, making notes in her journal. “Most students take six months to achieve what you’ve done in three.”

“Maybe being cursed with permanent horniness helps.” I shifted on the bench, my pussy still sensitive and swollen beneath my robes. The rough fabric chafed against my tender nipples with every breath.

“It’s not a curse. It’s a gift you didn’t ask for and haven’t learned to appreciate.” She set down her quill. “Tell me about your combat experience. Real combat, not training.”

“Farm slimes. A few bandits. Nothing serious.”

“Then it’s time for real challenges.” Zephyra crossed to her desk and retrieved a sealed letter. “Adventurer’s Guild has contracts that require magical support. I’m recommending you for field work.”

My pulse quickened. Field work meant money. It meant reputation. It meant getting out of this tower and actually using what I’d learned.

“What kind of contracts?”

“Wilderness quests to start. Slime clearing, herb gathering, minor monster extermination. Teams need mages who can handle themselves in dangerous terrain.” Her violet eyes studied me. “You’ll be the only woman in most parties. Some will proposition you. Some will assume you’re available because of your… particular magical focus.”

“I’m used to being propositioned.” The bitterness in my voice surprised me. Months away from active sex work had dulled some of the edges, but the memories remained sharp.

“The difference,” Zephyra continued, “is that now you have power. You can say no and make it stick. Or say yes on your terms, if it serves your purposes.” She set down the letter and faced me with unexpected formality. “Erin. You came to me as a desperate survivor with raw potential and a curse you couldn’t control. You are leaving as a competent mage ready for field work. This is your official graduation from my tutelage.”

The words hit harder than I expected. Official graduation. Recognition of how far I’d climbed.

“You understand tantra magic now,” Zephyra continued. “You can channel sexual energy into reliable combat spells. You have the discipline to edge for hours and release on command. Most importantly, you’ve learned that your constant arousal isn’t a weakness to endure—it’s a weapon to wield.” She handed me the letter. “You’re ready for real challenges. What you do with that competence is your choice.”

I took the letter, feeling its weight. My choice. Those words still felt foreign after everything I’d been through.

“One more thing,” Zephyra said as I turned to leave. “Your arousal gives you an advantage in combat. Most mages need time to gather mana. You’re always charged, always ready. Use that. But remember—if you let it control you instead of controlling it, you become a liability to any party you join.”

I nodded and left the workshop, descending the spiral stairs of the mage’s tower. Outside, Ironfall sprawled beneath evening light—the slums where I’d started, the port district, the bathhouse, the suburbs. And beyond the inner walls, the city proper where I’d never been allowed.

The sealed letter crinkled in my grip. Adventurer’s Guild. Real quests. Real money.

I was done being a victim.



The next morning, I stood at the edge of the mage’s tower district, wearing practical travel clothes under my apprentice robes. A small pack held basic supplies—rations, water skin, spare underwear, and the focus pendant Zephyra had given me as a graduation gift.

My assets: Six thousand two hundred gems. Novice combat magic. A body that generated constant sexual energy. And three months of intensive training in how to weaponize all of it.

I’d whored my way from zero to six thousand gems. I’d survived brutal clients, degrading work, and heartbreak. I’d been broken down and rebuilt as something harder.

Now I was going to see what a mage could do.

I shouldered my pack and started walking toward the farmlands beyond the city. Somewhere out there, a quest board listed jobs that paid real money. Teams that needed magical support. Dungeons filled with monsters and treasure.

My body hummed with familiar arousal, that constant ache between my thighs that never quite went away. My pussy was already wet, soaking into my underwear with every step. My nipples were hard points against the fabric of my robes. But this time, instead of shame or resignation, I felt anticipation.

Let the monsters come. I was ready to make them pay.



Erin Status (end of chapter): Money: 6,200 gems Class: Competent apprentice mage Magic: Wind blade, fire burst, basic shields, orgasm-casting technique mastered Gear: Apprentice robes, focus pendant, travel pack Reputation: Zephyra’s graduated student, ready for field work

The real challenges were about to begin.


Chapter 2: Into the Wilderness

Erin Status (start of chapter): Money: 6,200 gems Class: Novice adventurer Clothing: Travel clothes/robes Magic: Novice offensive Location: Farmlands outside Ironfall



The farm smelled like manure and morning dew. I stood at the fence line, watching green slimes ooze between rows of cabbages. The farmer, a weathered woman in her fifties, pointed toward the western field.

“They’re eating everything,” she said. “Showed up three days ago. I can’t afford to lose this crop.”

“How many?”

“Dozen, maybe more. They multiply if you don’t get them all.” She eyed my apprentice robes skeptically. “You sure you can handle this alone? Most adventurers bring a party.”

“I’ll manage.” I needed the full three hundred gem reward. Splitting it wasn’t an option.

The farmer shrugged. “Your funeral. They’re not aggressive unless cornered, but their acid’ll burn through leather in seconds. And if one catches you…” She trailed off with a meaningful look.

I’d read about slimes in Zephyra’s library. Acidic. Opportunistic. And notoriously perverted—they absorbed organic matter for nutrients, which sometimes included sexually assaulting anything that fell into them. Perfect.

“I’ll be careful.”

I climbed over the fence and walked into the field. The morning sun was already hot, making sweat bead on my forehead. I’d worn practical clothes—leather pants, a linen shirt, sturdy boots—but under my robes, I was already too warm. And already wet between the thighs. The curse never took a break.

The first slime appeared between rows of vegetables. Green and translucent, about the size of a large dog. Its gelatinous body quivered as it sensed my approach.

I stopped ten paces away and raised my hand. The arousal was there, always there, that constant low burn between my thighs. I leaned into it, letting the heat build. My breathing quickened. My nipples hardened against my shirt, visibly tenting the fabric.

The slime oozed toward me.

I touched my clit through my pants, rubbing quickly. The fabric was already damp, clinging to my pussy lips. Pleasure spiked immediately—I was so fucking sensitive all the time. I channeled it into my palm, feeling the mana coalesce into a sphere of golden light.

The slime oozed closer.

The orgasm built fast—I’d edged myself this morning during meditation, fingering my pussy for an hour without release, so I was already close to breaking. I rubbed harder through the leather, circling my swollen clit with increasing pressure. My free hand pressed against my lower belly, adding indirect pressure that made me gasp.

The wind sphere blazed brilliant in my hand.

I came, my body clenching hard as pleasure rolled through me. My pussy throbbed against my fingers, soaking through the leather. I thrust my arm forward and the sphere shot out like a cannonball, slamming into the slime with devastating force. The creature exploded into green goo, splattering across the cabbages.

One down.

I walked deeper into the field, my thighs rubbing together with each step, the friction against my swollen pussy lips keeping me half-aroused. I found four more slimes clustered around a water trough, each larger than the first.

This would require more power.

I stripped off my robes and unbuttoned my pants, shoving them down my thighs. My pussy was already wet—when wasn’t it?—lips glistening and swollen, pink and puffy from constant arousal. I could see my clit poking out from under its hood, engorged and needy. I plunged two fingers inside while my thumb circled my clit. My inner walls clenched around the intrusion immediately, slick and hot and desperate, gripping my fingers like they never wanted to let go.

The slimes noticed me. They began oozing forward, slow but deliberate.

I fucked myself harder, pumping my fingers in and out while my palm ground against my clit. The wet sounds were obscene in the quiet field—squelching, slurping noises as my pussy sucked at my fingers. I could feel my cream dripping down my wrist. I chased the orgasm while gathering mana in my other hand. Fire magic this time. The heat built in my palm, mirroring the heat between my legs.

Come on, come on—

My fingers curled, hitting that spot inside that made my vision blur. My thumb pressed hard on my clit.

The orgasm hit like a thunderclap. I screamed, my pussy clenching rhythmically around my fingers, squeezing them tight in rapid pulses. A gush of arousal ran hot down my wrist, dripping off my elbow. My whole body shook as the pleasure tore through me. I thrust the fireball forward with my free hand. It exploded among the slimes, incinerating two instantly. The others recoiled from the flames.

I stumbled, catching myself against the trough, legs trembling. My thighs were slick with my own juices, strings of arousal connecting them when I shifted my stance. My clit still throbbed visibly between my swollen lips, twitching with aftershocks. I pulled my fingers free with a wet pop—they were coated in thick cream, glistening in the sunlight, strands of my arousal stretching between them.

The remaining slimes circled around, cutting off my escape.

Shit.

I tried to gather mana again, but I was too sensitive. I’d just come twice in ten minutes—my clit was swollen huge and tender, my pussy still fluttering with aftershocks. I needed time to recover.

The larger slime lunged.

I tried to dodge, but my pants were around my ankles. I tripped and fell backward into the dirt. The slime landed on me, its gelatinous body spreading across my chest and stomach.

Acid tingled against my skin. Not burning yet, but warm. Getting warmer.

I struggled, trying to push it off, but slimes were heavy—easily a hundred pounds of dense gel. It oozed lower, spreading across my hips and thighs, pinning me down.

Then I felt the probing.

Pseudopods extended from the slime’s mass, questing between my legs. One found my pussy and pushed inside without hesitation.

“Fuck!” I thrashed, but the slime held me down with its weight. The pseudopod thrust deeper, thick and surprisingly firm, stretching my entrance wide around its girth. It was cold and slick, a bizarre contrast to the warmth of my inner walls that tried to grip it. The thing was at least as thick as three fingers, and it kept pushing deeper, filling me completely. Another pseudopod found my ass, pressing against my tight hole.

The acid tingled everywhere now, making my skin hypersensitive. Every touch felt amplified, electric. The pseudopod fucking my pussy sent sharp jolts of unwanted pleasure through my core. It thrust rhythmically, pushing deep until it bumped my cervix, and I could feel it pulsing inside me, expanding and contracting like it was massaging my inner walls.

The one at my ass pressed harder, forcing the tight ring of muscle to yield. It pushed inside, thick and relentless, stretching my asshole wide around its bulk. The burn of entry mixed with the acid’s tingling sensation, creating a confusing rush of pain-pleasure that made my toes curl.

“No—stop—” I thrashed, but the slime had me completely pinned. Both pseudopods thrust in tandem now, fucking both my holes with mechanical precision. One pushed in while the other pulled out, keeping me constantly filled. My body responded despite my panic—my pussy clenched around the intrusion, slick and hot, producing more arousal that dripped down to ease the passage in my ass. My asshole burned with the stretch but the acid made it feel good, made everything feel too good.

More pseudopods sprouted, wrapping around my breasts, squeezing the soft flesh. They coiled around my nipples and tugged, pulling them taut. One found my clit and rubbed in tight circles, the acid making my swollen bud throb with hypersensitivity.

I couldn’t get enough air. Panic clawed at my throat even as unwanted pleasure built in my core.

No. Not like this. Not to a fucking slime.

I grabbed the mana desperately, not bothering with technique or control. Raw magical power, fueled by fear and adrenaline and the unwanted arousal flooding my body.

Wind magic exploded outward in all directions.

The slime blew apart, chunks of green gel flying across the field. The pseudopods ripped free of my pussy and ass with a wet squelch, leaving me gaping and empty. I gasped, rolling onto my side and coughing. My holes clenched on nothing, both of them stretched wide and dripping with slime residue and my own arousal. I could feel cool air entering my well-fucked pussy, my inner walls fluttering around emptiness.

The remaining slime fled, oozing away at surprising speed.

I let it go. I was done. My whole body trembled, slick with slime residue and my own arousal. The aphrodisiac properties of slime secretions—I’d forgotten about those. Now they were all over me, soaking into my skin, absorbing through my pussy and ass.

The heat between my thighs intensified. Not the constant background arousal I’d learned to manage, but something sharper. Demanding. Burning.

I tried to stand, but my legs gave out. I slumped against the water trough, panting. My pussy throbbed, swollen and empty. My ass clenched, still feeling the phantom stretch of the pseudopod.

Fuck. I needed to come. Needed it like oxygen.

My hand dropped between my thighs. I was swollen, hypersensitive, dripping slime and arousal. My pussy lips were puffy and parted, my clit standing out hard and angry-red. I rubbed my clit and pleasure slammed through me so intensely I saw spots. My pussy clenched hard, squeezing out more fluid that ran down my taint.

I came in seconds, my back arching as I screamed into the empty field. My pussy convulsed, throbbing hard, inner walls rippling around nothing. But it wasn’t enough. The aphrodisiac burned through my veins, demanding more.

I shoved three fingers into my pussy, fucking myself hard and fast. My cunt made obscene squelching noises as I pounded into myself, slime and arousal mixing into a frothy mess. My other hand mauled my breast through my shirt, pinching the nipple viciously until pain mixed with pleasure. Another orgasm hit, harder than the first, making my vision blur. My pussy clamped down, trying to milk my fingers. Then another. My cunt was gushing now, coating my hand and thighs with thick cream, dripping onto the dirt beneath me.

I pulled my fingers free with a wet slurp and shoved two into my ass, needing to fill both holes. The stretch made me gasp—still loose from the slime’s assault. I fingered my ass while rubbing my clit frantically with my other hand, chasing orgasm after orgasm. My asshole gripped my fingers, the ring of muscle spasming around them.

I lost count, lost track of time, lost everything except the desperate need for release. My body writhed in the dirt, covered in slime and sweat and my own fluids. Both holes getting fucked by my own desperate fingers. I came and came and came until my muscles gave out and I collapsed, twitching with aftershocks, my pussy and ass still clenching rhythmically.

When I finally came back to myself, the sun had moved significantly across the sky. I was sprawled in the dirt, covered in drying slime residue, my thighs sticky with my own fluids and the white cream of countless orgasms. My pussy was swollen and tender, lips puffy and parted, still twitching. My asshole was clenching reflexively, sore from being stretched and fingered. I could still feel the ghost of those pseudopods inside me, phantom fullness in my empty holes.

Slowly, painfully, I pulled my pants back on and retrieved my robes. Walking hurt—my pussy was so sensitive that every step sent jolts through my core.



The farmer paid me three hundred gems without comment, though her knowing smirk made it clear she’d guessed what happened.

As I turned to leave, I heard voices from the farmhouse. The farmer’s husband and a neighbor, talking loud enough to carry.

“That mage you hired cleared the slimes?”

“Aye. Strange one, though. Uses some kind of… arousal magic. Saw her through the fence. She was touching herself while casting spells.”

“Touching herself? During combat?”

The farmer woman’s voice joined in. “Works, doesn’t it? Field’s clear. I don’t care how odd her methods are.”

“Still. A mage who fights horny. That’s not natural.”

“Natural or not, she gets results. I’d hire her again if I needed it.”

I walked away quickly, my face burning. So that was my reputation now. The weird mage who fights horny.

Let them talk. I had three hundred more gems and confirmation that my methods worked.

My first solo quest. Successful, technically, though not exactly triumphant.

I’d learned some valuable lessons:

One: Arousal-fueled magic worked. It worked incredibly well when I had time to channel it properly.

Two: Panic magic was possible but dangerous. Uncontrolled power could backfire.

Three: Slime aphrodisiacs were no joke. My pussy was still throbbing hours later, and I’d had to stop twice on the walk back to finger myself to the edge just to take the edge off.

And four: I needed to be more careful. Getting captured because my pants were literally around my ankles was humiliating even by my standards.

Still, I had three hundred more gems. And more importantly, I had confirmation that I could handle wilderness quests.

As I walked the road back to Ironfall, I felt the familiar arousal building again. Always there, always demanding attention. But now I knew how to use it.

The slime residue had mostly worn off, leaving just my normal constant need. I touched myself absently as I walked, enjoying the privacy of the empty road. My fingers slipped under my waistband, circling my still-swollen clit. I didn’t let myself come—just kept myself simmering, building power for later.

A mage who fights horny. That’s what the farmer had called me.

Let them talk. I was making money on my terms now.

And that made all the difference.



Erin Status (end of chapter): Money: 6,500 gems (+300 from quest) Location: Road back to Ironfall Status: Slime residue cleaned off, aphrodisiac mostly worn off, dignity somewhat intact Reputation: “Weird mage who fights horny” Lesson learned: Keep pants on during combat


Chapter 3: The Revolutionaries

Erin Status (start of chapter): Money: 6,500 gems Class: Adventurer mage Clothing: Travel gear Magic: Improving Location: Wilderness, seeking revolutionary hideout



The lake was hidden deep in the forest, miles from any main road. I found it by following Zephyra’s directions—three days of hiking through increasingly dense woodland. The isolation made sense. No one stumbled on this place by accident.

A woman waited at the shore, auburn hair pulled back in a practical bun. She wore a leather apron over a wool dress, and her hands were stained with what looked like herb residue.

“You’re Erin?” she asked.

“Yes. Zephyra sent me.”

“I’m Sabine.” She gestured toward a cluster of buildings hidden among the trees. “Welcome to the Lake Hideout. We don’t get many visitors.”

I followed her along a narrow path. The hideout was larger than I’d expected—a main hall, several workshops, barracks, even a small dock with boats. People moved between buildings with purpose, most wearing rough worker’s clothes.

“Revolutionaries,” I said.

“We prefer ‘concerned citizens working toward systemic change,’ but yes.” Sabine led me into one of the workshops. Inside, shelves lined the walls, packed with books, bottles, dried herbs, and medical supplies. “Zephyra said you were interested in expanding your magical education.”

“I need to learn healing. And alchemy, if you’ll teach it.”

“I can teach both. But first—” She turned to face me fully, her hazel-green eyes intense. “You need to understand what we are. We’re fighting against the corrupt nobility. Baron Grimwald, the Temple of Vipers, merchants who exploit workers—all of them. Zephyra vouched for you, but I need to know you’re not working for them.”

“I’m not.” I met her gaze steadily. “I’ve been at the bottom of this city’s hierarchy. I know exactly what the powerful do to people who can’t fight back.”

Something shifted in Sabine’s expression. Not quite trust, but acknowledgment.

“Good. Then let’s begin.”



The medical magic was harder than I expected. Where combat magic was about releasing power explosively, healing magic required precision and control. I had to channel mana into another person’s body, finding injuries and encouraging the natural healing process.

“It’s like threading a needle while the needle fights back,” I said after my third failed attempt to close a practice cut on Sabine’s arm.

“Accurate.” She winced as my mana sparked against her skin without taking hold. “Your energy is too aggressive. You’re used to combat magic—blast and burn. Healing requires gentleness.”

“I’m not gentle.”

“Then learn to be. And we need better contact.” Sabine looked at me seriously. “The healing energy flows through skin-to-skin connection. For deep injuries, clothing blocks too much of the channel. You’ll need to practice on bare skin.”

I blinked. “You want me to strip for healing practice?”

“I want you to understand that clinical nudity is different from sexual nudity.” She started unbuttoning her shirt matter-of-factly. “Healers work on naked patients regularly. If you can’t separate medical necessity from sexuality, you won’t be effective.”

She removed her shirt, revealing her torso. The practice cut was on her upper arm, but she gestured to other old scars across her ribs and shoulder.

“These are from fights. Revolutionary work isn’t safe.” She met my eyes. “I need you to heal the arm wound, but also to practice diagnostic scanning on the rest. Channel your mana gently across my skin, feeling for old injuries, scar tissue, anything that needs attention.”

I swallowed and placed my hand on her bare shoulder. The skin-to-skin contact was warm, intimate in a clinical way.

“Focus on the healing intent,” Sabine instructed. “Not arousal. Not sexuality. Pure medical purpose.”

I channeled mana carefully, feeling it flow more smoothly now without fabric blocking the connection. The energy spread across her skin like warm water, seeking damage.

I sensed the fresh cut on her arm—raw tissue, broken vessels. I directed the mana there, encouraging the wound to close.

Slowly, the skin knitted together.

“Good,” Sabine breathed. “That’s it. Gentle and purposeful.”

The cut sealed completely, leaving only a faint pink line.

“Better,” she said, examining her arm. “See how much more effective it is with proper contact? This is what I mean by clinical nudity. It’s a tool, not a violation.”

She pulled her shirt back on. “You’ll need to get comfortable with this. Revolutionary work means treating wounded fighters in rough conditions. They won’t always be fully dressed, and you can’t hesitate.”

I nodded, processing the lesson. Another boundary redefined. Another skill acquired through necessity.

“Now let’s move on to alchemy.”

The alchemy workshop smelled like sulfur and dried flowers. Sabine showed me how to prepare basic healing potions—grinding herbs, measuring tinctures, heating solutions over careful flames.

“The nobles hoard magical education,” she explained as I stirred a simmering pot. “Only the wealthy can afford formal training. We’re trying to change that. Knowledge should be free.”

“Zephyra charges expensive tuition,” I pointed out.

“Zephyra is… complicated. She teaches tantra magic, which most formal academies refuse to acknowledge. That makes her valuable to us, even if her politics are questionable.” Sabine checked the potion’s color. “Too dark. Add more silverleaf.”

I added the herb and stirred. The mixture lightened to pale green.

“Better. Now, I have a mission for you, if you’re interested.”

I looked up from the pot. “What kind of mission?”

“Herb gathering. There’s a particular moss that grows in the southern swamps. It’s a key ingredient in antitoxins, and we’re running low.” She pulled out a small vial containing stringy gray-green moss. “This is what you’re looking for. Fill this bag.” She handed me a leather pouch. “The swamp is dangerous—toxic fumes, aggressive wildlife. But for someone with your combat skills, it should be manageable.”

“Payment?”

“Two hundred gems. Plus you keep any other valuable materials you find.”

Not great money, but worth it for the training access. “Deal.”

Sabine handed me a map. “One more thing. The swamps produce spores that cause intense arousal. Don’t breathe deeply, and get out quickly if you start feeling affected. We’ve lost gatherers to spore madness before.”

Of course. Because my constant arousal wasn’t challenging enough already.

“I’ll be careful.”



That evening, I sat with Sabine in the main hall while she briefed me on the political situation in Ironfall.

“Baron Grimwald controls taxation and law enforcement in the city. He’s bleeding the working districts dry while nobles live in luxury.” She pushed a piece of paper across the table—a wanted poster with a man’s face. “This is Fox Shepherd, our leader. The Baron’s guards have orders to execute him on sight.”

I studied the poster. Hard features, intense eyes, a scar across his jaw. “Where is he?”

“Coordinating operations. You won’t meet him unless you prove trustworthy.” Sabine pulled out another document. “This is the Temple of Vipers. They claim to worship Viper, a god of pleasure and sexuality. In practice, they’re a cult that sexually indoctrinates members and uses them to infiltrate noble circles.”

“Sounds perfect for me,” I said dryly.

Sabine gave me a sharp look. “They’re dangerous. Pythia, their High Priestess, has real divine magic. She targets ambitious people and offers power in exchange for service. Many revolutionaries have been turned by them.”

“And you’re telling me this because?”

“Because you’ll encounter them eventually. Tantra mages always do.” She leaned back. “When that happens, remember—everything they offer comes with strings. Divine power isn’t free.”

I tucked that information away. A sex cult with actual magic? That was either a disaster waiting to happen or an opportunity, depending on how I played it.

“Anything else I should know?”

“The inner city requires a gate pass. Three hundred gems for commoners, or you need noble sponsorship. It’s where the real money is—elite clients, high-end contracts, actual civilization.” Sabine’s expression hardened. “It’s also where the worst exploitation happens. The nobles there think they’re untouchable.”

“Are they?”

“For now. We’re working on changing that.” She stood. “Get some rest. The swamp mission starts at dawn. And Erin—be careful with those spores. They’ve driven stronger mages than you to very poor decisions.”

I nodded and headed to the barracks.

As I lay on my bunk that night, I thought about Sabine’s warnings. Dangerous nobility. A sex cult. Spore-induced madness.

Just another day in this fucked-up world.

At least now I had allies. And training. And a path forward that didn’t involve degrading myself for survival.

I slipped my hand between my thighs, touching the constant ache that never quite went away. The bunk creaked softly as I shifted, spreading my legs wider until my knees hit the rough blanket. My pussy was already wet—it was always wet, always ready, always demanding attention. I could feel the slickness coating my inner thighs.

The warnings Sabine had given me echoed in my mind. Spore madness. A sex cult with real divine magic. Nobles who thought they were untouchable.

I was walking into danger. Again. Always.

My fingers found my clit, already swollen and needy. The little bud was hard under my touch, throbbing with my pulse, poking out from under its hood. I circled it slowly, building the pleasure gradually, spreading my arousal around the sensitive nub. The arousal built quickly—it always did. I imagined the swamp mission tomorrow. The spores that could drive me to madness. Would I lose control? Would I fuck some stranger in the mud just to ease the burning need?

The thought shouldn’t arouse me. But my body didn’t care about should. My nipples hardened into stiff points, aching against the rough fabric of my shirt, visible even in the dim light. I pinched one through the cloth, rolling it between my fingers, sending a jolt straight to my clit that made my pussy clench.

I pushed two fingers inside myself, gasping quietly at the intrusion. My inner walls clenched around them immediately, slick and hot and desperate, gripping and releasing in rhythmic pulses. The pleasure spiked, mixing with anxiety and anticipation. This was my life now. Magic and missions and constant fucking arousal that demanded attention.

I fucked myself slowly, my thumb working my clit in tight circles. The wet sounds were obscene in the quiet barracks—squelching and slurping as my pussy sucked at my fingers—but I was alone. Everyone else was asleep or on patrol. I could smell my own arousal now, musky and sharp in the still air.

Divine power isn’t free, Sabine had said.

I rubbed faster, chasing the orgasm. Curling my fingers to hit that rough patch inside that made my thighs tremble and my toes curl. My free hand squeezed my breast hard, then slipped under my shirt to pinch my bare nipple, twisting it until I whimpered. Neither was any other kind of power. Everything had a price. Everything required sacrifice.

The orgasm built slowly, tension coiling tight in my core. My pussy clenched rhythmically around my fingers, inner walls rippling. My clit throbbed under my thumb, swelling larger. I bit my lip hard, fighting to stay quiet as the pleasure crested, my hips bucking involuntarily against my hand.

I came with a muffled gasp, my back arching off the bunk. My pussy spasmed hard, squeezing my fingers tight, clenching in rapid waves. A fresh gush of arousal flooded around my fingers, leaking down to my asshole. Waves of pleasure rolled through me, making my toes curl and my thighs shake. I worked myself through it, drawing out every last tremor until I was too sensitive to continue, my clit twitching with each touch.

When it faded, I lay there breathing hard, staring at the dark ceiling. My fingers were slick with my own cream, thick and white. My thighs were sticky, pressed together now, trapping the wetness. My pussy still throbbed with aftershocks, clenching on nothing.

Nothing ever was free.



Erin Status (end of chapter): Money: 6,500 gems Location: Revolutionary hideout at the lake Training: Healing magic (struggling), alchemy (basic) Upcoming: Swamp herb gathering mission New contacts: Sabine (revolutionary medic/teacher) Warnings received: Spore madness, Temple of Vipers, Baron Grimwald


Chapter 4: The Aphrodisiac Swamp

Erin Status (start of chapter): Money: 6,500 gems Class: Questing mage Clothing: Travel clothes (damaged) Magic: Combat + healing Location: Southern swamps, herb gathering quest



The swamp stank like rot and sulfur. I stood at the edge, staring at the murky water and twisted trees draped with moss. The map Sabine gave me showed the healing moss growing deep in the southern section, about two hours’ walk through the worst of the mire.

Perfect.

I’d worn my most practical clothes—leather pants, boots that laced up to my knees, a tight-fitting shirt under my travel cloak. Weapons: a knife at my belt and my magic. Supplies: water, rations, and the empty leather pouch for moss collection.

I took a shallow breath—Sabine’s warning about spores echoed in my mind—and started into the swamp.

The first hour was miserable but manageable. I picked my way along muddy banks and fallen logs, avoiding the deeper water. Things moved beneath the surface, but nothing attacked. The air was thick and humid, making sweat run down my back.

Then I noticed the smell changing.

It was subtle at first—a sweet, cloying scent mixed with the rot. Not unpleasant, exactly, just… noticeable. I breathed through my mouth and kept walking.

The moss I was looking for grew on ancient trees deep in the swamp. I found the first cluster and carefully harvested it, stuffing the stringy gray-green material into my pouch. The moss was slimy to touch, and the smell intensified as I worked.

My skin felt warm. Flushed.

I paused, checking myself. Elevated pulse. Dilated pupils. The familiar ache between my thighs was intensifying, going from background sensation to active demand.

Spores.

Shit.

I needed to finish the harvest and get out. Quickly.

I moved to the next tree, gathering moss faster. The heat was building in my core, spreading outward. My nipples hardened against my shirt. My breathing quickened.

By the third tree, my hands were shaking.

By the fourth, I had to stop and lean against the trunk.

The arousal was overwhelming. Not like my normal constant need—this was sharper, more urgent. Like fire spreading through my veins. I squeezed my thighs together, trying to alleviate the pressure building between them.

It didn’t help.

My clit throbbed, demanding attention. My pussy felt swollen, aching. I was wet—god, I was so wet I could feel it soaking through my underwear.

“Just… one more tree,” I gasped to no one.

I staggered to the fifth tree and grabbed moss with trembling hands, shoving it into the pouch. There. Full. Mission complete.

Now I just needed to walk out of here.

I took three steps and my knees buckled.

I caught myself against a tree, panting. The arousal was unbearable now, clouding my thoughts. I needed to come. Needed it with desperate, mindless urgency.

My hand dropped between my thighs. I rubbed myself through my pants, and the pleasure was so intense I cried out.

Not enough. Not nearly enough.

I fumbled with my belt, trying to get my pants open, but my fingers wouldn’t cooperate. I was shaking too hard, too desperate.

“Need some help?”

I spun around, almost falling. A man stood twenty feet away, leaning against a tree. Middle-aged, rough clothes, a hunter’s bow slung across his back. He was watching me with obvious interest.

“I’m fine,” I managed, though I clearly wasn’t.

“You’re spore-mad.” He took a step closer. “I’m a swamp hermit. I know the signs. You’re not going to walk out of here like that.”

“I’ll manage.” I tried to sound firm, but my voice came out breathy and desperate.

He shrugged. “Suit yourself. But spore madness doesn’t fade on its own. You need to work it out of your system, if you know what I mean. Otherwise you’ll be writhing in the mud for hours, and the swamp predators will find you eventually.”

I stared at him, my lust-fogged brain trying to process. He was offering sex. To help me. Because I was functionally incapacitated by magical aphrodisiacs and couldn’t consent to anything right now.

No. Wait. I could consent. I was thinking clearly enough to understand the situation. I just couldn’t do anything about it alone.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“Nothing. I live out here. I see spore-mad travelers sometimes. I help when I can.” He stayed where he was, not approaching. “But if you’re worried about payment, I wouldn’t mind some of that healing moss you just harvested. It trades well in town.”

Transaction. Services rendered, payment exchanged. I understood transactions.

This was my choice. The spores were making me desperate, but I was still thinking clearly enough to negotiate terms. I could try to walk out—probably collapse in the mud and get eaten by swamp predators. Or I could accept his help, complete my mission, and survive.

I chose survival. I always chose survival.

“Half the moss,” I said. “And you help me get out of here after.”

“Deal.”

He approached slowly, giving me time to change my mind. I didn’t. I couldn’t. The spores had me in their grip and I needed relief before I lost my mind entirely.

But this was still my decision. Coerced by circumstances, maybe, but mine.

He stopped in front of me, close enough to touch. “You’re sure?”

“Yes. I’m choosing this. Just—please—” My voice broke on the last word.

He nodded and reached for my belt.



His name was Garrick, though I barely registered it through the haze of need. He got my belt open and pulled my pants down my thighs, exposing my soaked underwear. The fabric clung to my pussy like a second skin, completely transparent from my arousal, every fold and contour visible. One look and he let out a low whistle.

“You’re in bad shape. Dripping like a fucking faucet.”

“I know.” I grabbed his shirt for balance as he peeled off my underwear. They were soaked through, stringing sticky threads between my thighs and the fabric, my arousal stretching in obscene lines as he pulled them away. The air hitting my exposed pussy made me whimper, cool against my burning flesh. My lips were swollen and puffy, flushed dark pink, glistening with arousal that dripped in a steady stream. My clit was visibly protruding, standing out hard and angry from its hood.

He turned me around and bent me over a fallen log, positioning me so my ass was in the air. My pussy was on full display, dripping onto the moss below, my arousal running down my inner thighs in visible trails. I heard him unbuckling his own pants behind me, the rustle of fabric, and then felt the heat of his hard cock against my ass cheek.

“This is going to be rough,” he warned. “Spore madness needs hard fucking to burn through. I’ll try not to hurt you.”

“I don’t care. Just do it. Please—” My voice broke on the last word. My pussy clenched on nothing, desperate to be filled.

His cock pressed against my entrance, the thick head parting my swollen lips. I could feel it—thick, hard, the head already slick with pre-cum mixing with my dripping arousal. He pushed in with one long thrust and I screamed.

God. Finally.

He filled me completely, stretching my entrance wide around his girth. His cock was thick—eight inches at least, as thick as my wrist—and I felt every inch as he buried himself to the hilt. I was so wet he slid in easily despite his size, my pussy greedily swallowing him, inner walls wrapping around his shaft like they’d been starving for it. The fullness was incredible. He pulled back slowly, my inner walls clinging to him, refusing to let go, and I could feel my arousal coating his shaft. Then he slammed back in hard.

“Fuck!” I gasped, my fingers digging into the bark.

He set a brutal pace immediately, his hips slapping against my ass with each thrust. I gripped the log, bracing myself as he fucked me. Each thrust hit deep, his cock head slamming against my cervix. The impact sent jolts of pleasure-pain through my core. The spore-induced arousal wasn’t fading—if anything, it was intensifying. But now it had an outlet.

“Harder,” I begged. “Fuck me harder.”

He grabbed my hips with both hands, fingers digging into my flesh hard enough to leave marks. He gave me exactly what I asked for—pounding into me with enough force to make the log shift beneath us. The wet sounds of our fucking were obscene, my pussy squelching loudly with each thrust, a frothy mixture of arousal frothing around his shaft. I could feel my juices running down my thighs in rivulets, coating his balls, dripping off them to splatter on the ground below.

I came within minutes, my pussy clenching around his cock as I sobbed into the wood. My inner walls spasmed violently, gripping and releasing his shaft in rapid pulses, trying to milk him. Pleasure crashed through me in waves, my clit throbbing visibly with each contraction.

He didn’t slow down.

The orgasm barely took the edge off. I needed more. Needed to be fucked until the spores burned out of my system.

Garrick pulled out—his cock sliding free with an obscene wet pop, leaving my pussy gaping and clenching on empty air—and flipped me over onto my back on the ground. My arousal had made a puddle beneath me. He lifted my legs high, spreading them wide until I was completely exposed, and drove back in. This angle hit different—deeper, more intense. His cock slammed into my g-spot with every thrust, the head dragging across that rough patch inside me.

“Fuck yes,” I moaned, my voice raw. I wrapped my legs around his waist and met his thrusts, desperate for friction, my hips bucking up to take him deeper. My tits bounced with each impact, the flesh jiggling, nipples hard and aching, pointing up at the canopy above.

“That’s it,” he grunted, sweat dripping onto my chest, running down between my bouncing tits. “Work it out. Fuck, you’re so tight. Your pussy’s sucking me in.”

My pussy gripped him like a vice, slick walls clenching rhythmically around his thick shaft. I came again, harder this time. My whole body shook with it, back arching off the ground, my toes curling. My vision blurred and I felt a hot gush of arousal squirt around his cock.

He kept fucking me through the aftershocks, relentless. His cock was perfect for this—thick enough to stretch me wide, long enough to hit deep, hard enough to pound every sensitive spot. The veins along his shaft rubbed against my inner walls with delicious friction. I’d had a lot of dick in my time, and he knew what he was doing.

“More,” I gasped. “Don’t stop. Don’t ever fucking stop.”

He leaned forward, changing the angle so his pubic bone ground against my clit with each thrust. The added stimulation sent me spiraling. My swollen clit was mashed between our bodies, getting rubbed raw with each impact.

The third orgasm built slower but crashed harder. Tension coiled tight in my core, winding tighter with each thrust. My pussy clenched in anticipation, inner walls fluttering around his cock. When it broke, I screamed so loud birds scattered from nearby trees. The pleasure tore through me like lightning, my vision whiting out. My pussy convulsed around his cock, gushing arousal that flooded out around his shaft and soaked us both.

Garrick groaned, his rhythm faltering. “Fuck—can’t—” He pulled out just before he came, his cock slipping free of my clenching hole, pulsing as he spilled onto my stomach in thick ropes. Hot cum painted my skin, splattering across my tits in pearly streaks, pooling in my navel, dripping down my sides. Rope after rope, more than I expected, until my stomach and chest were glazed white. He was breathing hard, sweat dripping from his face onto mine.

I lay on the ground, trembling. Covered in sweat and dirt and his cum. The spore madness was… not gone, but manageable now. Reduced from inferno to bonfire. I could think again. Move again.

“Better?” Garrick asked, tucking his softening cock back into his pants.

“Yes.” I sat up slowly, my legs wobbly. My pussy was still throbbing, stretched and tender. I could feel his cum cooling on my skin, sticky and obscene. “Thank you.”

“Don’t mention it.” He helped me stand and handed me my clothes. “Seriously, don’t mention it. I have a reputation to maintain.”

I almost laughed. Almost. I wiped his cum off as best I could with my discarded underwear before pulling my pants back on.



Garrick guided me out of the swamp, supporting me when I stumbled. By the time we reached solid ground, the spore effects had mostly worn off, leaving just my normal constant arousal.

I gave him half the moss as promised. He nodded and disappeared back into the trees without another word.

I stood there for a long moment, processing.

I’d just fucked a stranger to complete a mission. Again. After months of trying to move beyond survival sex work, I’d still ended up on my back—or bent over, in this case.

But the difference was context. I’d made a choice. Negotiated terms. Walked away with my mission complete and my payment intact.

That had to count for something.

I started the long walk back to the revolutionary hideout, my thighs sticky and my pride complicated.



When I returned to the hideout, Sabine took one look at me and sighed.

“Spores?”

“Spores.”

“Did you—”

“I handled it. The mission’s complete.” I handed her the pouch, which was still half-full.

She accepted it without comment, though her expression said she’d guessed exactly how I’d “handled it.”

She examined the contents. “This is about half of what I expected. What happened?”

“Payment to the swamp hermit who helped me survive the spore madness. He got me out safely. It seemed fair.”

Sabine studied me for a long moment, then nodded. “The moss you brought is excellent quality. More than enough for our needs.” She set the pouch aside. “Two hundred gems, as promised. The partial delivery doesn’t change the agreed payment—you completed the mission and survived. That’s what matters. And—are you okay?”

The question surprised me. Most people didn’t ask.

“I’m fine. It was my choice.” I met her eyes. “That matters.”

Sabine studied me for a long moment, then nodded. “It does. Get some rest. We’ll continue training tomorrow.”

I headed to the barracks, two hundred gems richer and considerably more exhausted.

As I lay on my bunk that night, I thought about choices and consequences. I’d survived. Adapted. Completed the mission.

And tomorrow I’d do it again, in whatever form it took.

That’s what survivors did.



Erin Status (end of chapter): Money: 6,700 gems (+200 from Sabine’s payment) Status: Spore madness resolved, mission complete Reputation with revolutionaries: Reliable despite complications Lesson learned: Swamp spores are absolutely not a joke Mental state: Complicated but functional


Chapter 5: City Gates

Erin Status (start of chapter): Money: 7,800 gems Class: Recognized adventurer Clothing: Better clothes Magic: Competent Location: Preparing to enter Ironfall inner city



Two weeks of training with Sabine had improved my skills considerably. I could now close small wounds with healing magic, brew basic antitoxins, and identify a dozen poisonous plants by sight. Combined with my combat magic, I was becoming genuinely competent.

During that time, I’d taken several additional contracts. The work had been steady, if unglamorous. Three bandit-clearing missions had netted five hundred gems. The mushroom harvest brought another four hundred. The Temple ceremony paid two hundred. Combined with careful spending, I’d built my savings to seventy-eight hundred gems.

More importantly, I’d saved enough money.

“You’re going to Ironfall proper?” Sabine asked as I packed my travel bag.

“I need better contracts. The inner city has the Adventurer’s Guild headquarters. Better paying quests. And…” I hesitated. “I want to see what I’ve been locked out of.”

Sabine nodded. “Gate passes are three hundred gems for commoners. The guards are corrupt—they’ll take bribes to look the other way on contraband, or worse. Don’t let them intimidate you.”

“I’ve dealt with corrupt authority before.”

“I know. That’s why I’m not worried.” She handed me a small vial. “Emergency healing potion. Strong enough to close a mortal wound, but only one dose. Don’t waste it.”

I tucked the vial carefully into my pack. “Thank you. For everything.”

“Thank the revolutionary cause. We need capable people.” She clasped my shoulder briefly. “Be careful in there. The inner city is beautiful, but the people running it are vipers.”

I thought about the Temple of Vipers and their High Priestess. “I’ll keep that in mind.”



The gates to inner Ironfall were massive—thirty feet tall, solid iron, flanked by guard towers. I joined the queue of people waiting to enter, mostly merchants with carts and well-dressed citizens.

I stood out. My apprentice robes marked me as educated, but they were worn and travel-stained. My pack looked shabby next to the merchants’ polished leather cases. I belonged to the outer districts, and everyone could see it.

The queue moved slowly. When my turn came, a guard waved me forward.

“Business in the inner city?”

“Adventurer’s Guild registration.”

He looked me up and down, his gaze lingering on my chest. My robes weren’t particularly revealing, but men always found something to stare at. He exchanged a glance with his fellow guard, and they both smirked.

“Mage robes,” the second guard commented. “Think she can do magic tricks?”

“I’d pay to see some tricks.” The first guard’s eyes traveled over me again, slower this time. “Bet a girl like that has all kinds of talents.”

“Maybe we should give her a private demonstration. See what she’s working with under those robes.”

They laughed, loud and knowing. I kept my face neutral, but inside I was cataloging their behavior. Standard harassment. Testing to see if I’d react with fear or anger.

The first guard finally addressed me directly again. “Gate pass is three hundred gems.”

I counted out the coins carefully, feeling each one like a small victory. This was money I’d earned through magic and missions, not sex work.

The guard took the payment and made a show of examining the coins. “These look short.”

“They’re exact.” I kept my voice level.

“I count two hundred ninety-five. You’re five gems short.” He smirked.

This was a shakedown. Standard corruption. He wanted a bribe, or he wanted me to panic and overpay.

Or he wanted something else.

I saw the way his eyes traveled over me again, more deliberately this time. The slight shift of his stance. The knowing look he exchanged with his fellow guard.

They wanted to see if I’d offer.

A few months ago, I would have. I would’ve dropped to my knees right there and sucked his cock for passage, because that’s what survival looked like in the slums.

But I wasn’t desperate anymore.

“Count again,” I said coldly.

The guard’s smirk widened. “Maybe you could persuade me the count’s right. There’s a guard house around back. Five minutes.”

There it was. The proposition. Sex for passage.

I could refuse. Walk away. Come back another day with more money.

But I was here now. I had the exact amount. And letting some corrupt guard extort me because he could felt like losing.

The guard’s smirk widened. “Maybe you could persuade me the count’s right.” His hand reached out, groping my breast through my robes roughly. “Real nice merchandise you got there.”

I stepped back sharply, my face burning. The other guard laughed, enjoying the show.

“Easy there,” the first guard said, not retreating. “Just checking the quality of what’s entering our city.” His hand reached out again, this time grabbing my ass and squeezing. “Very nice.”

I slapped his hand away. “The money is exact. Three hundred gems.”

His expression darkened. “You’ve got an attitude problem, girl. That’ll cost you.” He leaned close enough that I could smell wine on his breath. “Five gems for the attitude tax. Or I can think of other ways you could make it up to me.”

The threat was clear. I could pay five more gems, or I could let him escalate this harassment into something worse.

I chose the gems. I had them, and I had my dignity. Not because I was desperate—because I wasn’t anymore.

“Here.” I counted out five additional gems and slapped them into his palm. “Three hundred five. Now let me through.”

He counted slowly, clearly hoping I’d lose my temper and give him an excuse for more harassment. When I didn’t, he shrugged and stepped aside.

“Welcome to inner Ironfall. Try to smile more—men like friendly girls.”

I walked through the gate without responding, my jaw clenched and my coin purse lighter.



Inner Ironfall was beautiful.

The streets were paved with actual cobblestones, not packed dirt. Buildings were clean, well-maintained, painted in bright colors. People wore fine clothes—silk, velvet, polished leather. There were shops selling books, magical supplies, exotic foods. Street performers played music on actual instruments.

It was everything the outer districts weren’t.

And I hated how much I wanted to belong here.

I found the Adventurer’s Guild easily—a large building near the central plaza, marked with crossed swords above the door. Inside was organized chaos: quest boards covered in notices, adventurers arguing over contracts, clerks processing paperwork.

I approached the registration desk.

“I’d like to register as an adventurer.”

The clerk, a bored-looking woman in her thirties, pushed a form across the desk. “Fill this out. Registration fee is fifty gems. You’ll need to demonstrate competency in your claimed skills.”

I filled out the form, listing magic as my primary skill, and paid the fee. The clerk reviewed my information and stamped the form.

“Competency test is tomorrow morning. Combat demonstration for mage registration. Pass that and you’ll have access to ranked quests.”

“What ranks are available?”

“Copper, Bronze, Silver, Gold, Platinum. You’ll start at Copper. Work your way up.” She handed me a copper badge. “Don’t lose this. Replacement costs one hundred gems.”

I tucked the badge into my pouch. “Anything else?”

“Yeah. You’re a tantra mage, right?” She nodded at my robes. “Zephyra’s style. We get a few of you. Be aware that some parties won’t accept you because of… the methods. Others will specifically request you for the same reason.”

“Good to know.”

She leaned back. “One more thing. Inner city has better contracts but also better adventurers. You’ll be competing against experienced teams. If you’re not actually skilled, you’ll get yourself killed.”

“I’ll manage.”

I left the Guild and wandered through the market, taking it all in. Stalls sold magical focuses, enchanted weapons, potions far beyond what Sabine brewed. I couldn’t afford any of it yet, but someday…

As I walked, men noticed me. Some stared openly. A few made comments—nothing crude, but suggestive. This wasn’t the slums where I’d get grabbed. This was the inner city where even lechery was polite.

One man approached me directly—older, well-dressed in merchant’s clothes, with silver threading his dark hair.

“Excuse me, miss. Are you new to the inner city?”

“Just arrived.”

“I thought so. You have that look—wide-eyed wonder mixed with wariness.” He smiled warmly. “I’m Aldric, a merchant. Textiles and imports. And you are?”

“Erin. Mage.”

“A pleasure.” His eyes traveled over me, assessing. Not lewd, exactly, but definitely interested. “This may be forward, but I find myself in need of pleasant company this evening. I’m hosting a small dinner, and I’d be delighted if you’d join me. As my guest, of course.”

I understood immediately. This was an offer of paid companionship. Dinner and “company” in exchange for money.

“How much?” I asked bluntly.

He didn’t flinch at my directness. “Eight hundred gems for the evening. Dinner, conversation, and whatever follows naturally. No obligations beyond courtesy.”

Eight hundred gems. More than I’d made in weeks of questing.

I should say no. I had money. I had options. I didn’t need to do this.

But eight hundred gems was eight hundred gems. And if I was honest with myself, part of me was curious. What was high-end escort work like? How did the wealthy treat their paid companions?

“Where and when?” I asked.

Aldric’s smile widened. “My residence. I’ll send a carriage for you at sunset. Where are you staying?”

I gave him the name of a cheap inn I’d spotted near the Guild.

“Perfect. I look forward to this evening, Erin.” He pressed a small card into my hand—his name and address embossed in gold. “Until sunset.”

He walked away, leaving me standing in the marketplace with a business card and a decision made.

I was going to have dinner with a wealthy merchant. And I was going to fuck him for eight hundred gems.

Some things never changed.

But at least this time, I’d be well-fed first.



Erin Status (end of chapter): Money: 7,445 gems (spent 305 on gate pass, 50 on registration) Location: Inner Ironfall Status: Registered adventurer (Copper rank), competency test scheduled Reputation: New arrival, already propositioned Upcoming: Merchant’s dinner at sunset Mental state: Cynical but pragmatic


Chapter 6: The Merchant’s Night

Erin Status (start of chapter): Money: 7,445 gems Class: Registered adventurer (Copper rank) Status: Heading to elite escort appointment Location: Inner Ironfall



The carriage was nicer than anything I’d ridden in before. Plush seats, polished wood, a driver in actual livery. I sat stiffly, still wearing my cleaned apprentice robes—the only nice thing I owned.

Aldric’s residence was in the merchant district, a three-story townhouse with window boxes full of flowers. A servant answered the door and escorted me to a private dining room on the second floor.

Aldric stood as I entered, dressed in fine evening clothes. “Erin. You look lovely.”

I looked travel-worn and out of place, but I appreciated the lie.

Dinner was elaborate—roasted duck, fresh vegetables, bread so soft it melted on my tongue, wine that tasted like liquid gold. We ate at a small table set for two, and Aldric made conversation like this was a normal social evening.

He asked about my magical training. My travels. What brought me to Ironfall.

I gave him the edited version: isekai’d into this world, survived through sex work, learned magic, now pursuing adventuring. I left out the worst parts—the degradation, the heartbreak, the times I’d wanted to die.

Aldric listened with genuine interest. “You’re remarkably frank about your past.”

“Why lie? You know what you’re paying for.”

“I suppose I do.” He refilled my wine glass. “Though I prefer to think I’m paying for the pleasure of your company. What happens afterward is between two adults who find each other attractive.”

It was a nice fiction. Polite. Allowing both of us to pretend this wasn’t purely transactional.

I could play along.

“And do you find me attractive?” I asked, meeting his eyes over the rim of my glass.

“Very much.” His gaze was warm, appreciative. “You’re beautiful, of course. But more than that—you’re competent. Dangerous, even. That’s intriguing.”

After dinner, Aldric led me to his bedroom.

It was tastefully decorated—a large four-poster bed, silk sheets, candles providing soft light. Through the windows, I could see the city lights spreading below us.

“I should be clear about my expectations,” Aldric said, closing the door. “I’m not interested in rough play or degradation. I enjoy passionate intimacy with a willing partner. If at any point you’re uncomfortable, say so.”

The consideration was jarring. I’d been fucked in alleys, bathhouses, tavern backrooms. I’d serviced men who treated me like a living fleshlight. The idea of someone actually caring about my comfort was almost alien.

“Understood,” I said.

He stepped closer and cupped my face gently. “May I kiss you?”

I nodded.

His kiss was soft, exploratory. Nothing demanding about it. Just… pleasant. His lips were warm, his hands careful as they traced down my sides.

I kissed him back, letting myself relax into it. My constant arousal rose to meet the moment—my body responding to his touch even though my heart wasn’t invested.

Aldric slowly undressed me, revealing my body piece by piece. His fingers worked the ties of my robes with practiced care, parting the fabric to expose my skin inch by inch. First my shoulders, then the curve of my breasts, then my stomach. When my robes fell away completely, leaving me naked on display, he looked at me with open appreciation.

“You’re stunning.”

I was used to being praised for my body—it was currency. But the way Aldric said it felt different. Less ownership, more admiration. His eyes traveled over my bare tits—full and perky, swaying slightly as I breathed—down my flat stomach, to the neat triangle of blonde hair between my thighs. My nipples hardened under his gaze, stiff pink points standing out prominently from my areolas. I felt my pussy throb in response, wetness gathering.

He guided me to the bed and laid me down on the silk sheets. They were cool against my heated skin, a delicious contrast that made my nipples tighten further. I spread my legs instinctively, my pussy already glistening with arousal, lips slightly parted to reveal the pink inside.

“Tell me what you enjoy,” he said, kneeling beside the bed.

The question threw me. “What do you enjoy?” seemed more relevant.

“I asked first.” He smiled and ran his hand along my thigh, his fingers trailing up toward my pussy but not quite reaching it. “This is as much for your pleasure as mine.”

When was the last time someone cared about my pleasure?

Kael. The thief. The one who’d broken my heart to save us both.

I pushed the memory away.

“I like…” I tried to think of something honest. “I like when it’s slow. When there’s buildup.”

“Then slow it shall be.”

Aldric kissed his way down my body—throat, collarbone, the swell of my breasts. He took his time with each nipple, circling the stiff peak with his tongue, tracing the bumpy texture of my areola before drawing it into his mouth. He sucked hard enough to make me gasp, pulling the sensitive bud taut, then gentler, alternating between the two until they were hard and swollen and so sensitive I could barely stand it. He switched to the other breast, giving it equal attention while his fingers rolled and pinched the first nipple, keeping it stimulated. I arched into his mouth, my breath quickening, my hands gripping the silk sheets.

His hand slid between my thighs. I was already wet—always wet—and he groaned against my breast when his fingers found my slick folds. My pussy was practically drooling, arousal coating my inner thighs.

“So ready for me. God, you’re dripping.”

He stroked my pussy with maddening gentleness, his fingers parting my swollen lips, sliding through my arousal with a wet sound. He circled my clit without quite touching it directly, teasing the sensitive flesh around it, building the anticipation until I thought I’d go mad. I squirmed, trying to get more friction, trying to guide his fingers where I needed them, my hips rolling.

“Patience,” he murmured.

He moved lower, kissing down my stomach, his lips soft against my skin. Each kiss was soft, reverent. When his mouth reached my pussy, I gasped. His breath was hot against my wet flesh.

Cunnilingus wasn’t uncommon in my work, but it was usually perfunctory. Quick, mechanical. This was different.

Aldric spread my thighs wide, positioning them over his shoulders, completely opening me up to him. His breath was hot against my exposed pussy, making my clit twitch. He took a moment just to look at me—my swollen lips puffy and glistening, my slit dripping with arousal, my clit protruding hard and pink from its hood, visibly throbbing.

“Beautiful,” he murmured. Then he leaned in.

His tongue traced up my slit from bottom to top, slow and thorough, like he was savoring a fine wine. He collected my arousal on his tongue, tasting me. I moaned, my hips jerking involuntarily. He licked again, this time circling my clit with the flat of his tongue. Not enough pressure—just enough to tease, making my swollen bud twitch. Then he dipped his tongue inside me, fucking me shallowly with it, his tongue pushing into my entrance, tasting my arousal from the source.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

He returned to my clit with more pressure this time, flicking the swollen bud rapidly with the tip of his tongue. I cried out, my thighs trembling around his head. He varied the rhythm, the intensity, reading my responses like a book.

When I moaned, he did more of whatever had caused it. When I tensed, he backed off, keeping me right on the edge. He slid two fingers inside me while he sucked my clit, curling them forward to hit my g-spot, that rough patch of nerves that made me see stars. My pussy clenched around his fingers immediately, gripping them.

It was attentive. Skilled. Generous. And completely overwhelming.

I came embarrassingly quickly, my thighs clamping around his head as pleasure crashed through me. My pussy clenched around his fingers in rapid pulses, inner walls rippling, gushing arousal onto his tongue. I sobbed his name, my back arching off the bed, my toes curling into the silk sheets.

He didn’t stop. He kept licking, gentler now but relentless, his tongue circling my oversensitive clit, drawing out the aftershocks. His fingers continued their slow thrusts, massaging my g-spot until I was trembling and oversensitive and close to coming again, my pussy making wet sounds as he worked me.

Only then did he pull back, his face wet with my arousal. My cream glistened on his lips and chin, strings of it connecting his mouth to my pussy as he pulled away.

“Beautiful,” he said, licking his lips. “You taste incredible.”

I agreed to this evening. High-end escort work on my terms. The thought steadied me even as pleasure clouded my mind.

He undressed methodically, revealing a body that was older but well-maintained. Not muscular like a warrior, but fit. His cock was already hard—average length, maybe seven inches, but thick. Really thick, my fingers wouldn’t have touched if I’d wrapped my hand around it. It curved slightly upward, the kind that would hit all the right spots. The head was flushed dark red, swollen and eager, pre-cum already beading at the tip and drooling down the shaft.

He positioned himself between my thighs, the head of his cock pressing against my entrance, parting my slick folds. I was dripping wet from his mouth, but I still felt the stretch as he pushed in. The first push was slow, careful, letting me adjust to his thickness. My pussy lips stretched wide around his girth.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, his cock halfway inside me.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. He slid in another inch, then another, my pussy opening around him. My inner walls stretched to accommodate his girth, clinging to every inch of his shaft, and I could feel every vein as he pushed deeper.

“Gods,” he breathed when he was fully seated inside me, his balls pressed against my ass. “You feel incredible. So hot. So tight. Your pussy’s gripping me like a fist.”

He set a slow, rolling rhythm. Deep thrusts that hit every sensitive spot inside me, that upward curve dragging across my g-spot with every stroke, making me gasp each time. Nothing violent or degrading—just solid, competent fucking. But god, it felt good. His thickness filled me completely, stretching me in the best way, leaving no empty space inside.

I met his thrusts, my hips rising to take him deeper, our bodies moving together. The pleasure built steadily, layering on top of my earlier orgasm. My arousal was singing now, that constant need finally being properly addressed. I could feel my pussy gripping him, slick walls massaging his cock with every thrust, making wet squelching sounds.

Aldric kissed me while he fucked me—deep, passionate kisses that tasted like my own pussy, musky and sweet. His hands roamed my body, touching everywhere like he wanted to memorize me. One hand cupped my breast, thumb rubbing my nipple in circles. The other gripped my ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh, spreading my cheeks.

“So perfect,” he murmured against my lips. “So fucking perfect. Your pussy feels amazing. Like it was made for my cock.”

I came again, harder this time. My pussy clenched around his cock, inner walls spasming and rippling with the force of the orgasm, gripping him so tight he groaned. I cried out into his mouth, my nails digging into his shoulders hard enough to leave red crescents. I felt a gush of arousal flood around his shaft, dripping down to my ass.

“That’s it,” he groaned. “Let me feel it. Squeeze my cock. Fuck, yes. Milk me.”

He kept fucking me through the climax, prolonging it, making every thrust send another jolt of pleasure through my oversensitized nerves. My pussy was gushing around his cock, coating him with my cream, making obscene wet sounds with every thrust.

When I finally came down, gasping and trembling, Aldric pulled out. His cock slipped free with a wet pop, leaving my pussy clenching on empty air. His shaft was slick and glistening with my arousal, thick and hard, the head flushed an angry red. He lay back on the bed, his thick shaft standing proud, pointing at the ceiling, my cream dripping down it.

“Ride me,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “I want to watch you.”

I straddled his hips, positioning myself above him. His cock stood rigid beneath me, slick with my arousal, the head nudging my entrance. I sank down onto him slowly, taking him in inch by inch. My pussy stretched around his girth, lips spreading wide to accommodate him, the fullness making me gasp as I felt every thick inch slide inside.

This position gave me control. I could set the pace, the depth, the angle. My hands braced on his chest as I started to move, rolling my hips in slow circles. His cock dragged against my inner walls, that upward curve hitting my g-spot perfectly with each rotation.

Aldric’s hands gripped my hips, guiding but not controlling. His eyes were locked on where our bodies joined, watching his thick cock disappear into my pussy with each movement—watching my lips grip his shaft as I rose, then stretch around him as I sank back down. My arousal coated his shaft, making it glisten. Then his gaze traveled up to my breasts bouncing with each movement, the flesh jiggling, nipples hard and swollen, pointing right at him. Then to my face, flushed and slack with pleasure.

“Gods, you’re beautiful,” he breathed. “So fucking beautiful. Look at you taking my cock. So perfect. Your pussy is swallowing me whole.”

I rode him harder, chasing my own pleasure now. The wet sounds of our fucking filled the room—my pussy squelching around his thickness with each bounce, skin slapping against skin as I impaled myself on him over and over. His thumb found my clit, rubbing tight circles in rhythm with my movements, pressing hard against the swollen bud. The added stimulation sent sparks through me.

“That’s it,” he encouraged. “Use me. Take what you need. Fuck yourself on my cock. Come all over it.”

The orgasm built quickly. I ground down on him, my clit rubbing against his pubic bone with each movement, his thumb adding extra pressure, mashing my swollen bud. When I came, my pussy clenched around him rhythmically, milking his cock in rapid squeezes. I threw my head back and moaned loud, not caring who heard, my tits bouncing as I shuddered.

“Fuck, you’re coming on my cock,” Aldric groaned. “I can feel you squeezing me. So tight. Your pussy’s milking me. Gonna make me—”

He thrust up into me hard, his hips bucking as his own climax hit. I felt him pulse inside me, his cock jerking and twitching as he filled me with his release. Hot cum flooded my pussy in thick spurts, so much I could feel it leaking out around his shaft even while he was still inside me, dripping down onto his balls.

We both collapsed onto the bed, breathing hard.

I could feel his cum inside me, warm and intimate, filling me up. It was dripping out of my well-fucked pussy in a slow stream, running down my thighs onto the silk sheets, mixing with my own arousal. When I shifted, more oozed out, the sensation obscene and satisfying. Most clients had treated me like a receptacle. Aldric made it feel almost romantic.

After a moment, Aldric retrieved a soft cloth and cleaned us both gently, his touch careful and considerate.

“That was extraordinary,” he said.

I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling. My body felt loose, satisfied in a way it rarely did after transactional sex.

Because that had been… good. Really good.

Not just physically—though Aldric certainly knew what he was doing—but emotionally. He’d treated me like a person. Like someone whose pleasure mattered.

It was fucking with my head.

“Are you all right?” Aldric asked, concern in his voice.

“Fine. Just… not used to this.”

“To good sex?”

“To someone caring whether it’s good for me.”

Something shifted in his expression. Sadness, maybe. Or pity.

“You’ve had a difficult time,” he said quietly.

“I’ve survived.”

“You’ve done more than survive. You’ve thrived.” He touched my face gently. “For what it’s worth, I’m impressed.”

We lay together in comfortable silence until we both drifted to sleep.



I woke to sunlight streaming through the windows and the smell of fresh bread.

Aldric was already awake, sitting at a small table in a silk robe. Breakfast had been laid out—warm bread, honey, fresh fruit, strong tea.

“Good morning,” he said with a warm smile. “I thought you might be hungry.”

I wrapped the sheet around myself and joined him at the table. The bread was still warm from the oven.

We ate in comfortable quiet for a while. Then Aldric set down his tea and looked at me seriously.

“I have a proposition. I’ve been thinking about it all night.”

I waited.

“I travel frequently for business, but when I’m in Ironfall, I’d enjoy your company. Twice a month, perhaps. Dinner and an evening together. Two thousand gems per month.”

I stared at him. “You’re offering to keep me?”

“I’m offering regular employment with generous compensation. You’d maintain your freedom completely. Pursue your adventuring, your other contracts, whatever you wish. I ask only that when I request your company, you’re available if possible.”

Two thousand gems a month for two evenings of work. That was insane money. More than I’d make from a month of questing.

But it was also a trap. A comfortable trap, but still a trap.

If I said yes, part of me would always be waiting for his summons. I’d schedule my life around his availability. I’d become dependent on that steady income.

I’d be kept.

The offer was more serious in the daylight. Not pillow talk after sex, but a considered business proposal over breakfast.

“That’s generous,” I said carefully. “But I need to maintain my independence. I can’t commit to regular appointments.”

Disappointment flickered across his face, but he nodded. “I understand. The offer stands if you change your mind.”

He paid me the eight hundred gems as promised, along with a bonus of two hundred more. “For being exceptional company.”

The carriage returned me to my inn late that morning. I climbed the stairs to my rented room, exhausted and thoughtful.

I’d just had the best transactional sex of my life. With a client who respected me. Who offered me financial security.

And I’d turned down the security because… why?

Because I’d clawed my way out of dependence once already. I wasn’t going to trade one form of control for another, no matter how gilded the cage.

I lay on my narrow inn bed, counting the thousand gems he’d paid me.

Freedom had a price. Apparently, it was two thousand gems a month.

I’d chosen to pay it.



Erin Status (end of chapter): Money: 8,445 gems (+1,000 from Aldric: 800 base + 200 bonus) Status: Well-fucked and well-paid Decisions made: Maintained independence, rejected kept-woman offer Reputation: Aldric’s memorable evening companion Mental state: Conflicted but certain Tomorrow: Adventurer’s Guild competency test


Chapter 7: The Gladiator’s Prize

Erin Status (start of chapter): Money: 8,445 gems Class: Copper rank adventurer, competency test passed Status: Arena debut day Location: Inner Ironfall arena district



The arena was smaller than I’d expected—more of a fighting pit than a grand coliseum. Wooden stands surrounded a dirt floor marked with combat circles. About two hundred spectators filled the seats, mostly adventurers and Guild officials.

I’d passed the competency test that morning. A demonstration of combat magic, some basic spellwork, and a written exam on monster identification. The examiner had raised an eyebrow at my arousal-based casting method but certified me anyway.

Now I stood at the edge of the low-tier magical division, waiting for my match.

“First-time fighter?” The woman next to me was tall, muscular, with short-cropped blonde hair. She wore leather armor reinforced with metal plates.

“In an arena, yes.”

“It’s not like dungeon combat. The crowd matters. Showmanship matters.” She jerked her chin toward the arena floor. “That’s your opponent.”

A young man stood in the center ring, wreathed in flames. A pyromancer, showing off for the crowd.

“He’s flashy,” the warrior woman continued. “But he’s got more style than substance. You can take him if you’re smart.”

“Thanks.” I studied my opponent. Mid-twenties, decent build, confident posture. Probably used to intimidating people with the fire display.

“One more thing,” the woman said. “Winners in the low division sometimes get offered arena contracts. Steady income, regular fights. The Arena Master has a thing for attractive female fighters, if you know what I mean.”

I knew exactly what she meant.

An official called my name. I stepped into the arena.

The crowd noise washed over me—cheering, jeering, betting. I ignored it and focused on the pyromancer.

“Ready to get burned, sweetheart?” he called across the ring.

I didn’t bother responding. Instead, I slipped my hand between my thighs and stroked myself through my pants.

The crowd noise changed. Confused murmurs. A few laughs.

The pyromancer’s confident smirk faltered. “What the hell are you doing?”

Building power. I rubbed my clit faster, letting the arousal spike. The familiar heat pooled in my core, spreading outward. My breathing quickened.

The official signaled the start of combat.

Fire blazed toward me—a straightforward attack, testing my defenses.

I dove aside and kept stroking myself, chasing the orgasm. The pyromancer launched another fireball. I rolled behind cover, my fingers working frantically.

“This is a fight, not a brothel!” someone in the crowd shouted.

I ignored them. The pleasure was building, cresting. Almost there.

The pyromancer hesitated, visibly thrown off. He was staring at me, confused and—I could see it in his stance—distracted. His flames flickered uncertainly.

“What are you—this isn’t—” He struggled to focus on combat while I moaned openly, my fingers working between my thighs.

His next fireball went wide, hitting the arena wall instead of me. The crowd roared with laughter.

Now. While he was confused and aroused and completely off-balance.

I came.

The orgasm hit hard and fast. I channeled it immediately into a wind blade, pouring all that sexual energy into concentrated force.

The spell shot across the arena at devastating speed. It caught the pyromancer mid-charge, slamming into his chest and knocking him backward ten feet. He hit the dirt hard, the wind knocked out of him.

He’d been too busy being distracted by my unconventional tactics to defend properly. Arousal as distraction, sexual display as weapon.

I followed up with a fire blast while he was down—less powerful without an orgasm to fuel it, but enough to singe his armor and make him yelp.

The official called the match.

Victory.

The crowd erupted—half cheering, half laughing, all of them talking about the crazy mage who’d masturbated her way to victory.

I stood and adjusted my clothes, trying to look more composed than I felt. My pussy was still throbbing, my thighs slick.

The warrior woman from earlier appeared at my side. “Well. That was certainly a strategy.”

“It worked.”

“Can’t argue with results.” She offered her hand. “I’m Kara. Fighter class. If you’re sticking around the arena circuit, we should talk.”

I shook her hand. “Erin. Mage. And I might be.”



After the match, the Arena Master summoned me to his office.

He was exactly what I expected—middle-aged, well-fed, expensive clothes. His office overlooked the arena floor through a large window.

“Erin. Sit.” He gestured to a chair. “That was quite a performance.”

“I won.”

“You did. Unconventionally, but effectively.” He leaned back in his chair, studying me. “I’m offering you a contract. Minimum one fight per week, five hundred gems guaranteed plus winnings and tips. Standard arena rules apply—no lethal force, matches end at first blood or surrender.”

Five hundred gems minimum. Weekly. That was excellent steady income.

“What’s the catch?”

“Smart question. The catch is that the arena has… traditions. Particularly in the magical division.” He steepled his fingers. “Victorious fighters sometimes offer a ‘special prize’ to the crowd. Exhibitionist displays. Sexual performance with defeated opponents. It’s voluntary, but fighters who participate earn significantly more in tips and popularity.”

Of course. Because why would anything in this world not involve sex?

“How much more?”

“A good exhibition can net a thousand gems in tips. Plus it builds your reputation. The crowd loves a fighter who’s willing to perform.”

I thought about it. Public sex for money. I’d done worse in tavern backrooms for a fraction of the payment.

“I’d have control over when and how?”

“Complete control. You decide which fights warrant an exhibition, and what happens during it. Your opponent has to consent as well—we don’t force anyone.”

“Fine. I’ll take the contract.”

The Arena Master smiled. “Excellent. Your next fight is scheduled for three days from now. Female opponent—lightning mage. She’s ranked slightly higher than you, so if you win, it’ll boost your standing considerably.”

He slid a contract across the desk. I read it carefully, checking for hidden clauses. It seemed straightforward—payment terms, fight frequency, rules of conduct.

I signed.

“Welcome to the arena, Lustmage.”

I blinked. “Lustmage?”

“Your arena name. The crowd’s already calling you that after today’s display.” He shrugged. “You can fight it, but arena names tend to stick. Might as well embrace it.”

Lustmage. A name that reduced me to my sexuality, turning my curse into brand identity.

I should have hated it.

Instead, I felt a strange sense of appropriateness. I’d spent months being degraded for my arousal. Might as well get famous for it.

“Lustmage works,” I said.



After signing the contract, I returned to my inn feeling the weight of what I’d just committed to. Weekly fights. Public exhibitions. My sexuality as entertainment.

I stripped off my fighting clothes and lay on the narrow bed, my body still humming with arousal from the match. The constant ache between my thighs demanded attention.

I touched myself absently, replaying the fight. The way the pyromancer had stared at me, distracted and confused. The power I’d felt when the orgasm-fueled spell knocked him flat.

My fingers worked faster, circling my clit—still swollen from the match, still sensitive. I’d won. Not through raw magical power, but through strategy and sexuality combined.

The arena name echoed in my mind. Lustmage. A brand. An identity.

I pushed two fingers inside myself, fucking hard while my thumb rubbed my swollen clit. My pussy was wet, had been wet since the fight, and my fingers slid in easily with a squelch. The pleasure built quickly—I was still sensitive from the match, still charged with residual arousal.

I came with a gasp, my back arching off the bed, my inner walls clenching around my fingers in rhythmic pulses. But it wasn’t enough. It never was.

I kept going, chasing another orgasm. Thinking about the crowd watching me. Judging me. Wanting me. I added a third finger, stretching myself, filling that ache.

Let them watch. Let them want. I was getting paid now. Paid well.

The second orgasm hit harder, making me cry out into the empty room. My pussy clenched around my fingers, slick and desperate, squeezing so tight it almost hurt. Arousal gushed out around my hand, soaking the sheets beneath me.

When I finally stopped, breathing hard and sticky with my own fluids, my thighs coated with cream, I felt… satisfied. Not physically—that ache never truly went away—but mentally.

I’d turned my curse into a weapon. My degradation into entertainment. My sexuality into currency.

And tomorrow, I’d do it again.



The next three days, I trained at the Guild’s practice grounds and took a few small quests to keep my skills sharp. Word of my arena debut spread quickly—apparently, public masturbation made for memorable entertainment.

Some adventurers avoided me. Others approached with thinly veiled propositions.

Kara, the warrior woman, became an unexpected ally. She’d been fighting in the arena for two years and knew the circuit well.

“The secret is showmanship,” she explained over drinks at the Guild tavern. “Raw power matters, but the crowd wants a story. They want drama.”

“I just want to win.”

“Winning is expected. Winning memorably is profitable.” She leaned back. “You planning to do a prize exhibition when you beat the lightning mage?”

“If she’s interested.”

“She will be. Lyris has done exhibitions before. She likes women, she likes crowds, and she likes gold. You two will put on a hell of a show.”

I hadn’t actually confirmed I was interested in women. But my body didn’t discriminate—arousal was arousal, regardless of partner.

“Any advice?”

“Let the crowd see the progression. Start slow, build intensity. They’re paying for the whole experience, not just the finish.” Kara grinned. “And for the love of the gods, make her come first. The crowd loves a generous winner.”



Fight day arrived.

Lyris was beautiful—late twenties, dark skin, athletic build, confident swagger. She fought with lightning magic, using quick strikes and agility to overwhelm opponents.

The match was harder than my first. Lightning was fast, and Lyris knew how to use the environment. She kept moving, forcing me to chase her while dodging electric bolts.

I used the same strategy as before—building arousal while defending, waiting for the right moment to strike.

The crowd was into it. They’d come specifically to see the Lustmage fight, and I didn’t disappoint.

When Lyris overextended on an attack, I took my chance. I came hard, channeling the orgasm into a devastating wind blast that caught her mid-dodge. She went down, electricity sparking around her harmlessly.

The official called the match.

Lyris lay on the ground, breathing hard. I approached and offered my hand.

She took it, letting me help her up. “Good fight.”

“You too.”

The crowd was chanting. “Prize! Prize! Prize!”

Lyris met my eyes. “Want to give them a show?”

I looked at the crowd. Two hundred people, all watching. Waiting.

This was different from the bathhouse, from the tavern. This was choosing to perform, not being coerced. This was owning my sexuality instead of being owned by it.

I chose this. Lyris chose this. We both chose this—performance for pay, on our terms.

“Yeah,” I said. “Let’s give them a show.”



Erin Status (end of chapter): Money: 8,945 gems (+500 arena contract signing bonus) Status: Arena fighter with weekly contract, nicknamed “Lustmage” Reputation: Memorable debut, unconventional tactics Upcoming: Prize exhibition with Lyris Mental state: Surprisingly okay with public sexuality as performance art


Chapter 8: Claiming the Spoils

Erin Status (start of chapter): Money: 8,945 gems Class: Arena fighter (“Lustmage”) Status: Post-victory, heading to prize exhibition Location: Arena exhibition chamber



The arena attendants escorted us to the exhibition chamber—a private room beneath the stands with a large bed in the center. But the walls were transparent from the outside, spelling magical. The crowd could watch everything.

Two hundred pairs of eyes fixed on us as we entered.

My heart raced, but not from fear. From anticipation. This was performance. Theater. And I was about to give them something worth watching.

We both chose this. Performance for pay. The distinction mattered.

Lyris stripped off her fighting leathers without hesitation, revealing a body honed by years of combat training. Dark skin gleaming with sweat, muscles defined but still feminine, breasts firm and high.

She was stunning.

“First time doing an exhibition?” she asked, sitting on the edge of the bed.

“First time doing it on purpose.” I started removing my own clothes more slowly, playing to the crowd. Let them see the reveal.

Lyris grinned. “I like your style. Come here.”

I wanted to. Not just for the money, but because this was my choice and she was attractive and we were going to put on a hell of a show together.

I crossed to the bed, now completely naked. The chamber was warm, but my nipples still hardened—partly from arousal, partly from being on display.

Lyris pulled me down onto the bed and kissed me.

The crowd cheered.

Her kiss was confident, demanding. She tasted like sweat and electricity—a strange metallic tang that I found oddly arousing. Her hands roamed my body, cupping my breasts, tweaking my nipples.

I gasped into her mouth and returned the exploration. Her skin was soft despite her muscular frame, warm beneath my fingers. I traced the curve of her waist, her hips, the swell of her ass.

“You’re responsive,” Lyris murmured against my lips. “Good. The crowd loves that.”

She pushed me onto my back and straddled my hips, putting herself on full display. The position let the crowd see everything—her body, mine, the way we fit together.

Showmanship.

Lyris leaned down and took my nipple in her mouth. I arched up, moaning loudly enough for the crowd to hear. Not faking—the pleasure was real—but amplified for effect.

She worked both breasts thoroughly, licking and sucking until my nipples were hard points. Then she kissed her way down my stomach.

The crowd grew louder as they realized where she was going. The roar was almost deafening.

Lyris settled between my thighs and looked up at me with a wicked smile, her eyes glowing faintly with magical energy. “Let them hear you.”

She lowered her mouth to my pussy.

The first lick sent electricity through me—literally. Tiny sparks of lightning magic danced across my clit, enhancing every sensation a hundredfold. I cried out, my hips bucking involuntarily off the bed, my whole body spasming. The combination of her warm, wet tongue and those electric tingles was overwhelming.

“Fuck!”

Lyris chuckled against my pussy, the vibration adding to the sensation, and did it again, deliberately sending another controlled pulse of lightning straight to my clit. The shock made my whole body jerk, my toes curling, my back arching. Her tongue circled my swollen bud while little jolts of controlled lightning made me writhe and gasp. My clit was throbbing, swelling larger with each pulse.

I’d been eaten out plenty of times. This was different.

This was magic-enhanced, performed for an audience, designed to maximize both pleasure and spectacle.

Lyris was a professional.

She built me up slowly, varying the intensity of the lightning. Too much would hurt, but she kept it right at the edge of overwhelming—that perfect line between pleasure and pain where sensation blurred into something transcendent. Her tongue was skilled, finding exactly what made me gasp and focusing there relentlessly. She licked long, slow strokes up my slit, collecting my dripping arousal, then quick flicks across my clit that made me jerk. She dipped her tongue inside me, tongue-fucking my entrance, pushing deep before returning to my clit.

I grabbed the sheets, trying to ground myself. The pleasure was intense, constant, building toward an inevitable peak. My thighs were already trembling, clamping around her head. I could feel my pussy dripping steadily, coating her face with my arousal, running down to my ass, soaking the sheets beneath me.

The crowd was going wild. I could hear them through the walls—cheering, shouting encouragement, making lewd comments. “Look at her squirm!” “Make her come!” “Fuck, that’s hot!” “Her pussy’s dripping everywhere!”

Lyris spread my pussy lips wide with her fingers, pulling them apart to fully expose my clit. The swollen nub stood out prominently, flushed dark pink, twitching visibly. She looked up at me with those glowing eyes and sucked my clit directly into her mouth while sending a pulse of lightning through it.

I screamed, my hips bucking hard against her face, grinding my pussy against her mouth.

She slipped two fingers inside me while her mouth worked my clit. My pussy gripped them immediately, inner walls clenching and releasing. The dual sensation, combined with the lightning magic surging through my most sensitive nerves, pushed me over the edge.

I came hard, my back arching completely off the bed as I screamed loud enough for the entire arena to hear. My pussy clenched rhythmically around her fingers, spasming and pulsing with the force of the orgasm, inner walls rippling in waves. Arousal gushed out around her fingers, coating her hand, dripping down her wrist. I could feel myself squirting, hot fluid spraying against her palm. Lyris didn’t stop—she kept licking, kept fucking me with her fingers, curling them to hit my g-spot with each thrust. The lightning pulses continued, drawing out every last tremor until I was sobbing with overstimulation, my clit throbbing so hard it almost hurt.

When I finally collapsed back onto the bed, gasping and shaking, my thighs still trembling, she pulled away with a satisfied smirk. Her face was shining with my juices, absolutely drenched from chin to nose, my arousal dripping off her jaw.

“Your turn,” she said, licking her lips.

I should have needed recovery time. But my constant arousal meant I was always ready for more. And I wasn’t going to let her outperform me in front of two hundred people.

I sat up and pushed her onto her back. “My turn.”

The crowd roared approval.

I kissed my way down her body, taking my time. Stopping to lavish attention on her breasts, circling each nipple with my tongue before sucking them hard. Moving to her stomach, her hip bones. Making her wait. Building anticipation for both her and the audience. By the time I reached the apex of her thighs, she was squirming with need.

When I finally reached her pussy, she was already dripping wet. Her lips were swollen, glistening, her clit visibly protruding from its hood.

“Tease,” she breathed.

“Professional,” I corrected.

I spread her thighs wide, pushing them back toward her chest so the crowd could see everything—her dripping pussy with its puffy lips parted and glistening, her tight pink asshole clenching reflexively, every intimate detail on full display. Then I lowered my mouth to her cunt.

She tasted different than I expected—slightly tangy, musky, with that same electric quality that seemed to permeate her whole body, a tingle on my tongue. I licked slowly from bottom to top, my tongue dragging through her slit, dipping into her entrance, collecting her arousal which was flowing freely. Exploring, learning what made her gasp.

When my tongue circled her clit—swollen and protruding from its hood—she moaned loudly.

There.

I focused on her clit, using broad strokes with the flat of my tongue, lapping at the sensitive bud. Then quick flicks with the tip that made her jerk. Alternating between the two, keeping her guessing, watching her clit twitch and throb under my attention. Lyris’s thighs trembled around my head. Her hips rolled, seeking more pressure, grinding her pussy against my face.

I slipped two fingers inside her and crooked them forward, searching for the sensitive spot. Her inner walls were slick and hot, gripping my fingers immediately, clenching around them like she was trying to suck them deeper. When I found her g-spot—that rough, spongy patch—she jerked and swore.

“Fuck—yes—right there—”

I worked that spot ruthlessly, pumping my fingers in and out while applying firm pressure to that rough patch of tissue with each thrust. Her pussy squelched obscenely around my fingers, making wet sounds that the crowd could definitely hear. My tongue kept circling her clit, licking and sucking in rhythm with my fingers. Lyris was loud, unrestrained, putting on a show even while I was the one performing. Her hips bucked against my face, grinding her pussy onto my mouth, smearing her arousal across my cheeks.

The crowd loved it. I could hear their cheers, their shouted encouragement.

I could feel her getting close—her pussy tightening around my fingers, inner walls fluttering and clenching. Her thighs started to shake around my head, her breathing becoming ragged gasps. I doubled my efforts, sucking her clit hard into my mouth while finger-fucking her fast and deep, pounding into her g-spot. I added a third finger, stretching her entrance wide, filling her completely.

Lyris came with a scream that probably echoed through the entire arena. Her back arched completely off the bed, her thighs clamping around my head hard enough to hurt. Her pussy spasmed violently around my fingers, inner walls gripping and releasing in rapid pulses, pulsing and gushing arousal. I felt her squirt hard, warm fluid spraying onto my hand and chin, coating my face, dripping down my neck.

I kept going until she pushed me away, over-sensitive and shaking, her whole body trembling with aftershocks, her pussy still clenching visibly even with my fingers gone.

“Gods,” she panted, chest heaving. “You’re good at that.”

“I’ve had practice.” I licked my lips, tasting her on them.

The crowd was chanting something. It took me a moment to make out the words.

“More! More! More!”

Lyris and I looked at each other.

“Want to give them more?” she asked.

I was still aroused, still hungry. And the crowd was literally paying for this.

“What did you have in mind?”

She grinned. “Tribbing. They love tribbing.”



We positioned ourselves so our pussies pressed together, legs intertwined in a scissor position. The position was awkward at first—finding the right angle, the right pressure, our slick folds sliding past each other—but once we found it, the friction was incredible.

Lyris rolled her hips, grinding her wet pussy against mine. I matched her rhythm, finding the motion that made us both gasp. Our slick folds slid together, hot and wet, our arousal mixing into a slippery mess between us.

Our clits rubbed together with each movement. Direct contact, swollen nub against swollen nub. Wet, slick, perfectly aligned. The sensation was different from penetration—more diffuse but just as intense, radiating outward from where our most sensitive parts pressed together. I could feel her heartbeat through her clit, pulsing against mine, our swollen buds throbbing in tandem.

“Harder,” Lyris demanded, her voice breathy, her face flushed.

I gripped her thigh for leverage and fucked against her with more force. Our pussies ground together roughly now, making wet, obscene sounds—squelching and slurping as our combined arousal frothed between us. Our breathing synchronized, both of us chasing the pleasure, our hips rolling in perfect rhythm.

“Wait,” Lyris said breathlessly, pulling back from the tribbing position. Her pussy was glistening, swollen and flushed red, lips puffy and parted. “Let’s give them something else first.”

She repositioned us into sixty-nine, her body over mine in a perfect mirror. Her pussy hovered above my face, dripping arousal onto my chin in a steady stream, her swollen lips parted to reveal the glistening pink inside, while she lowered her mouth to mine.

The crowd roared approval, loving the symmetry.

I gripped her hips and pulled her down onto my face, my tongue diving into her pussy without hesitation. She tasted electric, that same metallic tang from her lightning magic mixed with her natural musk, making my tongue tingle. I licked enthusiastically, my tongue exploring every fold, pushing inside her entrance, before circling her clit. My fingers gripped her ass cheeks, spreading them wide, exposing her puckered asshole and dripping pussy to the watching crowd.

Lyris moaned loudly against my pussy and returned the favor. Her tongue worked my clit with expert precision, flicking rapidly and sucking hard, while little sparks of lightning enhanced every sensation. The electric tingles made me cry out into her pussy, the vibration of my moan adding to her pleasure.

We ate each other out with increasing intensity, both of us chasing another orgasm. The position let the crowd see everything—two women pleasuring each other simultaneously, bodies intertwined in perfect symmetry, tongues and fingers working frantically. I could feel arousal dripping from both our pussies in steady streams, coating our faces, running down our chins and necks, dripping onto the bed.

I shoved two fingers into Lyris’s pussy while I sucked her clit, fucking her fast and deep. She gasped and did the same to me, curling her fingers to hit my g-spot with each thrust while her tongue flicked rapidly across my clit. The electric pulses made my whole body jerk.

I came first, my cry muffled against Lyris’s pussy. My inner walls clamped down on her fingers, pulsing hard, milking them in rhythmic squeezes. She followed seconds later, grinding down on my face as her own orgasm hit, her pussy pressing against my mouth. Her cunt gushed, flooding my mouth with her arousal, so much I couldn’t swallow fast enough and it ran down my cheeks. I swallowed what I could, licking up every drop, drinking her down.

We stayed like that for a moment, both trembling, our faces covered in each other’s juices—my nose, my cheeks, my chin absolutely drenched with her—before separating.

“Now tribbing,” Lyris said with a wicked grin, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, my arousal glistening on her skin. “For the finale.”



We repositioned into the tribbing stance, our pussies pressed firmly together, legs intertwined for maximum contact. Our slick folds meshed together perfectly, hot and wet. The crowd was losing their minds. Coins hit the transparent walls—tips, thrown by enthusiastic spectators who couldn’t get enough of the show.

We started moving again, our hips rolling in synchronized rhythm. Our swollen clits rubbed directly together, slick with our combined arousal, the sensitive buds sliding against each other with each thrust. The wet sounds of our pussies grinding together filled the chamber, obscene squelching and slurping that made my face flush even as it made me wetter.

Lyris reached down and rubbed where our pussies met, her fingers working between our slick folds, finding our clits pressed together and circling them both at once. I nearly sobbed from how good it felt. The direct pressure, the friction, her fingers adding stimulation to our already overstimulated clits—it was overwhelming. Our arousal coated her fingers, dripping off them.

“Come with me,” she gasped, her face flushed and sweat-slicked, her tits heaving with each breath. “Let them see us come together.”

I was close. So close. The pleasure was building to an impossible peak, tension coiling tight in my core. My thighs were shaking. My pussy was gushing, coating both of us, our combined juices making the most obscene wet sounds as we ground together.

Lyris’s fingers worked faster, rubbing tight circles where we were joined, pressing hard on both our clits. She sent little pulses of lightning through her fingertips, shocking both our clits simultaneously. The electric jolts sent me over the edge.

I came hard, my whole body convulsing, my hips bucking wildly against her. My pussy clenched and spasmed, gushing arousal all over both of us in a hot flood. I screamed, not caring how loud I was, how desperate I sounded. My clit throbbed so hard against hers I could feel both our heartbeats.

Lyris came at the same moment, her cry mixing with mine in perfect harmony. Her pussy pulsed against mine, our synchronized orgasms making our clits throb together in the same rhythm. I could feel her cunt spasming against my own, our inner walls clenching in tandem even with nothing inside us.

We ground against each other through the shared climax, prolonging it, drawing out every last wave of pleasure. Making the most of the synchronized finish, giving the crowd the show they’d paid for. Our juices mixed together, a frothy mess between our pussies, dripping down onto the silk sheets, coating our thighs in streaks of glistening arousal.

When we finally separated, both of us were trembling and soaked. My pussy was swollen, tender, lips puffy and parted, absolutely drenched. I could feel arousal running down my thighs in rivulets, dripping onto the sheets.

The crowd was roaring so loud it made my ears ring. Coins continued to rain against the walls—a literal shower of gold, clattering against the transparent barriers.

Lyris laughed breathlessly. “That’s got to be at least a thousand in tips.”

We lay together on the bed, recovering. Attendants would collect the coins and credit our accounts later.

“Good show,” Lyris said after a moment. “Want to do this again sometime?”

“Maybe. If we end up matched against each other.”

“Or we could just skip the fight and go straight to the good part.” She propped herself up on one elbow. “I like you, Lustmage. You’re not afraid to own your sexuality. That’s rare.”

I thought about that. Owning my sexuality versus being owned by it. The distinction felt important.

“Thanks. You’re not bad yourself, Lightning.”

We cleaned up and dressed. When we emerged from the chamber, the crowd gave us a standing ovation.

The Arena Master met us afterward with a payment ledger. “One thousand gems in total tips. Split evenly as per contract.”

Five hundred gems for one exhibition. Plus my fifteen hundred gem fight purse.

Two thousand gems for one afternoon.

“Your next fight is scheduled for five days from now,” the Arena Master continued. “Male opponent, frost mage. The crowd’s already talking about today’s performance. You’re building quite a reputation.”

I took my payment and left the arena with Lyris.

“Drinks?” she offered. “To celebrate?”

“Rain check. I need to process this.”

She nodded understanding. “Find me when you’re ready. I meant what I said—you’re good company.”

I walked back to my inn, my coin pouch heavy with gold.

I’d just had public sex with another woman for money. In front of two hundred people. And it had felt…

Not degrading. Not shameful.

Powerful.

I’d performed on my terms, controlled the encounter, and walked away wealthy.

That was the difference. That was everything.



Erin Status (end of chapter): Money: 10,945 gems (+2,000: 1,500 fight purse + 500 tips) Status: Arena success, growing reputation as “Lustmage” Reputation: Exhibition performer, competent fighter, comfortable with public sexuality New connection: Lyris (friendly rival/potential regular partner) Next fight: Five days, frost mage opponent Mental state: Surprisingly empowered


Chapter 9: The Cult’s Invitation

Erin Status (start of chapter): Money: 10,945 gems Class: Arena fighter (“Lustmage”), adventurer Status: Invited to Temple of Vipers Location: Inner Ironfall, approaching Temple



The Temple of Vipers sat at the edge of the wealthy district—a sprawling complex of white marble and gold trim. Serpent motifs decorated every surface: carved columns, stained glass windows, bronze door handles shaped like coiled snakes.

I’d been invited by a priestess who’d watched my arena exhibition. She’d approached me afterward with a simple message: “The High Priestess would like to meet you.”

Now I stood at the temple entrance, debating whether to walk through those doors.

Sabine’s warning echoed in my mind. They’re dangerous. They target ambitious people and offer power in exchange for service.

But I was curious. And if I was honest with myself, tempted.

I pushed open the doors.

Inside, the temple was beautiful. Soft light filtered through colored glass. Incense smoke curled through the air, sweet and intoxicating. The main hall held a central altar with a massive serpent statue coiled around it.

A woman approached—tall, graceful, wearing sheer silks that barely counted as clothing. Her smile was warm.

“Welcome. You must be Erin. The High Priestess is expecting you.”

She led me through corridors decorated with increasingly explicit artwork. Murals showed serpents intertwined with human figures in various states of ecstasy. Sculptures depicted sexual acts rendered in exquisite detail.

This wasn’t a place of worship. It was a temple of sex.

We reached a private chamber at the temple’s heart. The woman gestured for me to enter.

Inside, reclining on a silk-covered divan, was the most striking person I’d ever seen.

High Priestess Pythia.

She had raven-black hair that moved like it was alive, golden serpent eyes with vertical slits, and bronze skin marked with iridescent scales at her shoulders and throat. But what drew my attention was everything below her waist.

She didn’t have legs. Instead, a massive serpent tail—eight feet of scaled muscle—coiled beneath her.

She was beautiful and terrifying in equal measure.

“Erin.” Her voice was melodious, hypnotic. “Please, sit. Would you like wine?”

“No, thank you.” I sat carefully in a chair across from her, trying not to stare at the tail.

“You’re curious about my form.” She smiled, revealing slightly pointed teeth. “Viper blessed me many years ago. This is his mark—proof of my devotion and service.”

“Viper is real?” I’d assumed the sex cult worshipped a metaphorical deity.

“Very real. A god of pleasure, sexuality, transformation. He values those who embrace their desires without shame.” Her golden eyes studied me. “Which is why I invited you here. I’ve been watching you, Erin. The way you use your arousal as power. The way you perform without hesitation. You have potential.”

“Potential for what?”

“Greatness. Divinity, even.” She shifted on the divan, her tail adjusting in a sinuous movement. “Most people fight their sexual nature. They’re ashamed, conflicted, broken by society’s judgments. But you—you’ve weaponized yours. That’s the first step toward true power.”

This felt like a recruitment pitch. A very sophisticated one.

“What do you want from me?”

“Nothing you aren’t already doing. Simply to acknowledge that your path and Viper’s teachings align.” Pythia poured herself wine, her movements impossibly graceful. “We offer training in divine magic. Sexual rituals that channel pleasure into power. A community of like-minded individuals who won’t judge you for your methods.”

“And in exchange?”

“Service to Viper. Spreading his influence. Recruiting worthy individuals. Nothing onerous.” She sipped her wine. “Think of it as an alliance. We provide resources and protection. You provide your talents and loyalty.”

I thought about Sabine’s warning. Divine power isn’t free.

“What’s the initiation process?”

Pythia’s smile widened. “Direct. I appreciate that. Initiation requires participating in a sacred ritual. A public ceremony where you demonstrate your commitment to pleasure as a path to divinity.”

“Public sex.”

“Sacred union. With multiple partners, overseen by Viper’s priests and priestesses. The pleasure you generate feeds divine energy, and in return, Viper marks you with his blessing.” She gestured to the scales on her throat. “The mark grants enhanced magical power and the ability to channel divine energy.”

An orgy as religious ceremony. And all I had to do was fuck strangers in front of an audience—something I’d literally done days ago in the arena.

Except this came with strings. Service. Loyalty. Recruitment.

“I need to think about it,” I said.

“Of course. This isn’t a decision to make lightly.” Pythia extended a hand—normal fingers, but with scales across the back. “Visit the temple whenever you wish. Observe our practices. Speak with initiates. Make an informed choice.”

I shook her hand. Her skin was warm, almost feverishly so.

“One more thing,” Pythia added as I stood to leave. “You’ve been making quite a name for yourself. The Lustmage. The arena loves you, and soon, others will too. When that happens, you’ll find yourself with enemies. People who fear your power, your freedom, your refusal to be ashamed.”

“Is that a threat?”

“A warning. The Temple of Vipers protects its own. Membership has… benefits.”

I nodded and left the chamber.

The priestess who’d guided me in was waiting. “Would you like a tour of the temple?”

“Why not.”



The tour revealed exactly what I expected: a sex cult wrapped in religious trappings.

The worship hall hosted daily “ceremonies” that were basically orgies. Private chambers offered “spiritual counseling” that involved ritual sex with priests or priestesses. The library contained texts on sexual magic, tantric techniques, and erotic history.

Everyone I met seemed genuinely happy. Fulfilled. Like they’d found purpose in pleasure.

It was seductive.

The priestess—her name was Celeste—explained the hierarchy. “Initiates serve for five years, learning and growing. After that, they can choose to become full priests, or leave with Viper’s blessing. Very few leave.”

“Because they’re trapped?”

“Because they’ve found home.” Celeste smiled. “This is a place where sexuality isn’t shameful. Where pleasure is sacred. Where you can be completely yourself without judgment. Why would anyone want to leave?”

Valid question.

We passed a chamber where several people were engaged in what looked like regular sex, except faint golden light swirled around them.

“Divine energy,” Celeste explained. “Generated through sacred union. The more pleasure, the more power. Some of our most devoted practitioners can channel enough energy to fuel major spells.”

Like my orgasm-casting, but divine instead of arcane.

“Can I try it?” I asked impulsively.

Celeste’s eyes lit up. “The ritual? Are you ready to initiate?”

“No. But I want to see if I can channel the divine energy. As a test.”

She considered this. “Unorthodox, but… the High Priestess did say you were welcome to observe and participate as you wished. Wait here.”

She returned with a young priest—handsome, maybe twenty-five, with the easy confidence of someone completely comfortable with his sexuality.

“This is Marcus. He’s agreed to help demonstrate divine channeling.” Celeste led us to a private meditation chamber. “I’ll observe and guide. Is that acceptable?”

Marcus nodded. I shrugged.

“Show me how it works.”



The technique was similar to my orgasm-casting, but with additional ritual components.

Marcus and I sat facing each other, both naked. Celeste instructed us to meditate, opening ourselves to Viper’s presence.

I felt ridiculous. But I closed my eyes and tried.

The constant arousal that always simmered inside me flared to life. But there was something else—a presence, watching. Interested.

“Good,” Celeste murmured. “Now, join physically. Let pleasure build slowly.”

Marcus pulled me onto his lap. His cock was already hard, pressing against my stomach—thick and ready. I sank down onto him, feeling him fill me inch by inch, my pussy stretching around his girth.

We started moving together, slow and deliberate. Not fucking—worshiping, apparently. His cock dragged against my inner walls with each measured thrust.

The pleasure built gradually. Marcus’s hands roamed my body, touching everywhere—cupping my breasts, thumbing my nipples, sliding down to grip my ass. I kissed him, tasted him, let myself sink into the sensation. My pussy clenched around his cock, already dripping with arousal.

“Now,” Celeste said, “as you approach climax, visualize the pleasure as light. Golden divine light. Let it flow between you.”

I tried. The pleasure was intense, my orgasm approaching, my clit grinding against his pubic bone with each roll of my hips. I imagined golden light, flowing from my core into Marcus, and back again.

Something shifted.

I felt it—a connection, warm and electric. Divine energy, flowing between us like a circuit, pulsing in time with our fucking.

Marcus groaned. “I feel it.” His cock twitched inside me.

“Yes,” Celeste breathed. “Keep going. Build it higher.”

We fucked harder now, chasing the climax together. I bounced on his lap, my tits swaying, taking his cock deep with each thrust. The divine energy grew stronger, swirling around us in visible golden light, pulsing brighter each time I impaled myself on him.

I came first, my pussy clenching around Marcus’s cock in rhythmic pulses, milking his shaft. The orgasm was intense, amplified by the divine energy, making my whole body shudder and my vision blur with golden light.

Marcus followed immediately, his cock jerking inside me as he came, flooding my pussy with his hot release. His orgasm triggered another pulse of golden light that washed over both of us.

We collapsed together, breathing hard. His cock was still inside me, softening slowly, his cum leaking out around it.

The light faded slowly, leaving behind a warm tingling sensation across my skin.

“Remarkable,” Celeste said. “You channeled divine energy on your first attempt. That’s… extremely rare.”

I disentangled myself from Marcus and sat back, processing.

That had felt different. Powerful. Like I’d touched something vast and ancient.

“Will you initiate?” Celeste asked hopefully.

I looked at her. At Marcus. At the temple around us.

This place offered real power. Community. Acceptance.

All I had to do was pledge myself to a sex god and participate in ritual orgies.

“I’ll think about it,” I said.



That night, I sat in my inn room, counting my money and my options.

The Temple offered divine power. Real, tangible power that I’d felt flowing through me. The kind of power that could make me unstoppable.

But Sabine had warned they supported corrupt nobility. Baron Grimwald. The same people bleeding the city dry. Everything the revolutionaries were fighting against.

If I joined the Temple, I’d be taking their side. Or at least, that’s how Sabine would see it.

On the other hand, I’d literally just channeled divine energy with minimal effort. That was power I could use. Power that could keep me safe, make me wealthy, give me the freedom I’d been fighting for since I arrived in this world.

I stared at my hands, remembering the golden light. The connection to something vast and ancient. The feeling of strength that came with Viper’s blessing.

Did I want that badly enough to serve a sex cult?

The question felt wrong. I’d been serving people my whole time in this world. Served clients in the bathhouse. Served arena crowds. Served Aldric for money. Service wasn’t new.

The real question was: could I serve the Temple while also serving myself?

Maybe I could take what they offered without fully committing. Get the initiation, gain the mark, access the power—then decide how much “service” I was actually willing to provide.

Play both sides. The revolutionaries and the cult. Take from both, commit to neither.

But that was dangerous. Sabine had said people who tried to play both sides usually ended up dead.

I thought about my goals. Independence. Power. Freedom to choose my own path.

The Temple offered power, but it came with strings. Divine blessing in exchange for loyalty. Enhanced magic in exchange for service. Protection in exchange for recruitment.

The revolutionaries offered… what? A cause. Justice. The satisfaction of fighting corruption.

None of that kept me fed. None of that made me powerful.

I’d spent months being powerless. Being used. Being degraded because I had no other options.

I was done being powerless.

If taking Viper’s mark gave me strength—real strength, the kind that made people think twice before trying to control me—then I’d take it. I’d deal with the consequences later.

I’d survived worse bargains.

It was risky. Unsustainable, probably. Eventually, one of these factions would demand full loyalty, and I’d have to choose.

But for now, I could have both. Power from the Temple. Purpose from the revolutionaries. And my own agenda threading between them.

Everything worth doing was risky.

Three days later, I returned to the Temple of Vipers.

“I’m ready to initiate,” I told Celeste.

Her smile was radiant. “Wonderful. The ceremony is tonight at sunset. Prepare yourself. It will be… intense.”

I’d participated in a public sex exhibition in the arena. How much more intense could a temple orgy be?



The initiation ceremony was held in the temple’s central sanctum at sunset.

I arrived wearing ceremonial robes provided by Celeste—sheer white silk that left very little to the imagination. My hair was washed and braided with golden ornaments. I looked like a virgin sacrifice, which was probably intentional aesthetic.

The sanctum was large, circular, with the serpent statue at the center. Cushions and silk blankets covered the floor. Incense smoke filled the air—sweet, intoxicating, laced with mild aphrodisiacs.

About twenty people attended. Some were cult members—priests and priestesses in their ceremonial silks. Others were initiates like me, wearing white robes and nervous expressions.

High Priestess Pythia presided from a raised platform, her serpent tail coiled beneath her.

“Welcome,” she said, her hypnotic voice filling the sanctum. “Tonight, you offer yourselves to Viper. You embrace pleasure as a sacred path. You join our family.”

The ceremony began with ritual words—pledges to serve Viper, to spread his influence, to honor pleasure in all its forms. Standard cult language.

Then the actual initiation started.

The priests and priestesses helped the initiates remove their robes. I stood naked along with five others—three women, two men, all in their twenties or early thirties.

Pythia descended from the platform, moving with that inhuman serpentine grace. She approached each initiate, touching their forehead and whispering a blessing.

When she reached me, her golden eyes met mine.

“You will do great things for Viper,” she murmured. Then her forked tongue flicked out, tasting the air near my throat. “I can taste your ambition. Your hunger for power. Viper loves that.”

She marked my forehead with scented oil and moved on.

Then the orgy began.

Priests and priestesses paired with initiates, guiding them to the cushions. I was led by a priestess—beautiful, dark-haired, with knowing eyes and experienced hands. She kissed me slowly, her tongue exploring my mouth while her hands roamed my naked body, cupping my breasts, tweaking my nipples, sliding between my thighs, building arousal deliberately.

Around us, others were doing the same. Bodies intertwining. Moans and gasps filling the sanctum. The aphrodisiac incense made everything feel dreamlike, heightened. Every touch felt electric. My skin was hypersensitive, nerve endings firing at the slightest contact.

The priestess laid me back on silk cushions and spread my thighs wide, exposing my pussy to the candlelight. She went down on me, licking with practiced skill. Her tongue knew exactly where to touch, how much pressure to apply—circling my clit, dipping inside my entrance, lapping up the arousal already dripping from me. I gripped the cushions and let the pleasure build, my hips rolling against her face, my pussy grinding against her mouth.

But this wasn’t just sex. This was ritual.

I felt it—the divine energy, flowing through everyone in the sanctum like golden threads connecting us. Building with each moan, each orgasm. I could sense the others’ pleasure, feel their arousal feeding into the collective power, a web of ecstasy spanning the room.

The priestess made me come with her tongue, sucking my clit hard into her mouth while fingering my g-spot with two curled fingers. The orgasm sent a pulse of golden light through the energy web, visible even to my sex-hazed eyes. My pussy clenched around her fingers, gushing arousal onto her chin.

Then she guided a priest over—tall, muscular, handsome, his cock thick and already hard, standing out rigid from his body. He positioned himself between my thighs, the swollen head of his cock pressing against my entrance, and entered me smoothly. I gasped as he filled me completely, stretching my well-licked pussy wide around his girth.

We fucked while the priestess kissed me deeply, her hands playing with my breasts, rolling my nipples between her fingers, whispering encouragement. “Feel the divine energy. Channel it through your pleasure. Let every thrust bring you closer to Viper.”

The divine energy grew stronger with each thrust, each moan. I could feel it pulsing in rhythm with our fucking, growing brighter each time his cock buried itself to the hilt.

Another priestess joined us, straddling my face. Her pussy lowered onto my mouth, wet and fragrant, and I licked her eagerly while the priest pounded into me, his balls slapping against my ass. Then another priest appeared, and suddenly I was being filled in both holes—cock in my pussy, thick fingers stretching my ass, a clit against my tongue. My body was overwhelmed with sensation from every angle.

Bodies moving together, pleasure compounding pleasure.

I lost count of partners. Lost count of orgasms. Lost track of gender and positions and who was doing what.

Everything blurred into sensation—multiple hands on my body, groping my tits, spreading my ass, rubbing my clit. Different cocks inside me, some thick, some long, each one stretching me in new ways. Mouths on my pussy and breasts and throat sucking and licking and biting. A priestess kissing me deeply, her tongue in my mouth, while a priest fucked me hard from behind, his cock pounding into my cervix. Two men taking me together, one thick cock in my pussy while another stretched my ass, filling both holes at once. The double penetration made me scream into a woman’s mouth, my body convulsing between them, impaled and overwhelmed. Women touching women while men watched and joined, hands and tongues everywhere. All combinations, all possibilities, all sacred under Viper’s doctrine.

I was fucked in every position—missionary with my legs over a priest’s shoulders, doggy with my face pressed into the cushions, cowgirl riding a thick cock while another man fed me his, reverse cowgirl grinding while hands worked my clit. I ate pussy while being pounded, my moans muffled by wet flesh. I sucked cock while fingers worked my clit to another peak. I was the center of attention, multiple bodies focused on my pleasure, then part of a writhing group indistinguishable from the mass, then watching others while recovering, my pussy dripping cum down my thighs.

The divine energy swirled through the sanctum like visible golden light, feeding on our collective pleasure. Each orgasm made it brighter, stronger. I came over and over until I lost count, my pussy and ass sore and dripping with multiple loads of cum mixed with my own arousal, leaking in a steady stream.

At some point, Pythia’s voice cut through the haze.

“Accept Viper’s mark!”

I felt searing heat on my left shoulder blade. I cried out—pain and pleasure mixing—as something burned itself into my skin. The agony was sharp, immediate, but it transformed into ecstasy as the mark took hold. A priest was still inside me, still thrusting, and the combination of pain and pleasure was indescribable.

The mark.

The divine energy surged, flowing into me through the fresh mark. Power flooded my body, overwhelming and addictive and perfect. It felt like a thousand orgasms at once, every nerve ending in my body firing simultaneously.

I came harder than I ever had, screaming as the divine power and orgasm merged into something transcendent. My whole body convulsed violently, thrashing on the cushions. My pussy clenched so hard around the cock inside me that the priest cried out, my inner walls milking him in violent spasms. Pleasure whited out my vision, my mind, everything. I felt myself gushing, squirting, my whole body releasing in ways I didn’t know were possible.

Then darkness.



I woke hours later, tangled in silk sheets with several other exhausted initiates. Bodies pressed against me from all sides, warm and sticky.

My body ached pleasantly. My pussy was sore, well-used, lips puffy and tender. I could feel dried cum on my thighs, my stomach, between my ass cheeks. And my left shoulder blade burned.

I reached back and felt it—raised skin, shaped like a small serpent coiled in a figure-eight.

The mark of Viper.

Celeste appeared with water and soft food. “How do you feel?”

“Powerful.” It was true. I could feel the divine energy still flowing through me, accessible now that I bore the mark.

“The mark is temporary,” Celeste explained. “For now. If you continue to serve Viper, it will become permanent. If you abandon your vows, it will fade.”

“How long do I have?”

“Six months to decide. Use the power, learn what Viper offers. Then choose whether to commit fully.”

Six months. Plenty of time to use the cult’s resources while feeding intelligence to the revolutionaries.

“I understand.”



Erin Status (end of chapter): Money: 10,945 gems Status: Initiated into Temple of Vipers, marked by Viper (temporary) Power: Divine energy access, enhanced magical capacity Decisions made: Took the mark, committed to nothing Warnings ignored: Literally all of Sabine’s Mental state: Powerful, dangerous, playing both sides Mark duration: Six months to decide on permanent commitment


Chapter 10: The Revolutionary’s Request

Erin Status (start of chapter): Money: 10,945 gems Class: Arena fighter, newly initiated Temple member Status: Marked by Viper (temporary), recovering from initiation Location: Temple of Vipers



Two days after my initiation, I was still processing what had happened.

The mark on my shoulder blade pulsed with divine energy. I could feel Viper’s power flowing through me—not overwhelming, but present. Available whenever I needed it.

I was practicing channeling the divine energy in my temple quarters when Sabine burst through the door.

“Erin.” Her voice was tight with barely controlled anger. “We need to talk. Now.”

She dragged me out of the temple and into a nearby park, away from listening ears.

“What the hell were you thinking?” she demanded once we were alone.

“I’m expanding my options.”

“You joined a cult that supports the corrupt nobility. The same nobility we’re trying to overthrow.” Sabine’s hazel eyes blazed. “The Temple of Vipers takes donations from Baron Grimwald. They recruit influential people and use them as spies and agents. You walked straight into enemy territory.”

“Or I infiltrated it.”

That stopped her. “What?”

“Think about it. I join the cult, gain their trust, access their inner circle. I learn who they’re working with, what they’re planning. Then I feed that information to you.” I met her gaze steadily. “You wanted intelligence on the nobility. This is how I get it.”

Sabine studied me for a long moment. “You’re serious.”

“I’m pragmatic. The cult offers power I can use. If I can also help the revolutionary cause while I’m at it, everyone wins.”

“Except you’ll be in constant danger. If they discover you’re a double agent, they’ll kill you.”

“They won’t discover it. I’m good at playing roles.” I’d pretended to enjoy degrading sex for months. I could pretend to be a devoted cultist.

Sabine sat heavily on a park bench. “This is insane.”

“This is practical.” I sat beside her. “What do you need? What intelligence would actually help the revolution?”

She was quiet for a moment, thinking. Then: “Baron Grimwald. He’s bleeding the city dry with excessive taxation, and he’s using Temple connections to launder money. If we could prove that—actual documentation—it would turn public opinion against him.”

“Documents. From where?”

“His private estate. He keeps records of everything—tax collections, bribes, Temple donations. If you could access his study and copy the ledgers…” She shook her head. “But that’s impossible. You’d need to be invited onto his estate, get into his private chambers, and have enough time alone to search.”

I thought about it. “What if I was invited as entertainment?”

“What?”

“The Baron attends Temple events. He probably requests ‘special services’ from priestesses. If I volunteer to serve elite patrons, I could get requested by the Baron, provide whatever he wants, and use the opportunity to search his study.”

Sabine looked appalled. “You’d fuck him for intelligence?”

“I’ve fucked for less.” The bluntness made her flinch. “Sabine, I’m not a delicate flower. I’ve survived by using my body strategically. This would be the same thing, just with higher stakes.”

“And if he realizes what you’re doing?”

“He won’t. Men don’t expect whores to be spies.” I stood. “But I need to establish myself first. Prove I’m a devoted cultist. Build trust. Then I can volunteer for assignments.”

Sabine stared at me like she was seeing someone new. “You’re terrifying, you know that?”

“I’m a survivor.”

She stood and gripped my shoulders. “Be careful. Please. The revolution needs people like you—smart, ruthless, willing to do what’s necessary. Don’t get yourself killed.”

“I’ll do my best.”



My first assignment as a full initiate came three days later.

Pythia summoned me to her private chambers. “You’ve impressed me, Erin. The way you channeled divine energy during your initiation—remarkable. Most new initiates take weeks to access Viper’s power that effectively.”

“Thank you, High Priestess.”

“I have an assignment for you. One of our senior priests, Father Rowan, requires… assistance with a ritual.” Her golden eyes studied me. “He’s researching advanced techniques for channeling sexual energy. He needs a partner who can match his level of power. I believe you’re ready.”

This felt different from the public ceremony. More specific. More intimate.

“What kind of ritual?”

“Divine communion. You and Father Rowan will engage in sacred union while he attempts to channel information directly from Viper.” She leaned forward slightly. “It’s an advanced technique. Difficult. Most priestesses can’t maintain the connection long enough for it to work.”

Information channeling. Mind-to-mind connection during sex.

An idea formed.

“I’m honored to help, High Priestess.”

“Good. Father Rowan is in the meditation chambers. He’s expecting you.”



Father Rowan was in his forties, handsome in a distinguished way, with graying temples and intelligent eyes. He greeted me with professional warmth.

“Erin. Pythia speaks highly of you.”

“She said you need help with a ritual.”

“Yes. I’ve been researching techniques for divine information transfer—essentially, using sexual energy to create a direct link to Viper’s consciousness. It requires deep connection with a partner, sustained over an extended period.” He gestured to the meditation chamber—a private room with cushions, candles, and ritual implements. “Are you comfortable with this?”

“I’m devoted to Viper’s service.”

“Excellent.”

We disrobed and began the ritual. Father Rowan guided me through the preparation—meditation, breathing exercises, chanting to open ourselves to divine presence. Our naked bodies sat facing each other on silk cushions, not touching yet, building the energy.

Then we joined physically.

He laid me back on the cushions and entered me slowly, his cock sliding into my already-wet pussy, parting my slick folds. He was skilled, experienced, his cock filling me completely. The sex was slow, deliberate, his thrusts measured and controlled, pulling almost all the way out before pushing back in. Focused entirely on building and maintaining divine energy rather than chasing orgasm.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, matching his rhythm, my pussy clenching around him with each stroke. The golden light of divine energy began to swirl around us, visible even with my eyes open.

As we moved together, I felt the connection forming—not just physical, but mental. Our consciousness touching at the edges, merging where the divine energy flowed between us. His cock throbbed inside me, and I felt it through both our bodies.

Father Rowan’s thoughts brushed against mine. Fragments of information, images, feelings flooding across the connection.

And I realized: if the connection worked both ways, I could read his mind.

I’d sensed emotions during sex before—with Kael, with some arena partners. The arousal-fueled connection let me feel what they felt. But this was different. This was divine energy creating a bridge between minds, and I could navigate that bridge both ways.

The technique Sabine needed. Mind-reading during sex. I’d been developing this ability without knowing it.

I focused carefully, maintaining the sexual rhythm—meeting his thrusts with rolls of my hips, clenching my pussy tight around his cock on each stroke, moaning at the right moments with convincing breathiness—while reaching deeper into the mental connection. Father Rowan was concentrating on channeling Viper, his mind wide open and unguarded.

I saw: Temple hierarchy. Political connections. Names of nobles who donated—and what they donated for. Baron Grimwald’s weekly requests for specific priestesses, always young, always blonde. The Temple’s role in laundering noble money through “donations.”

Everything Sabine had suspected, confirmed. The corruption went deeper than she’d known.

But I needed specifics. Documents. Proof that would stand up to scrutiny.

I pushed deeper into the connection, searching through his memories for information about the Baron’s estate, his study, his records. Father Rowan’s cock continued its steady thrusts inside me, his balls slapping gently against my ass, oblivious to my mental intrusion.

Father Rowan gasped. “The connection is strong. Viper shows me—” His thrusts became more erratic, his cock swelling inside me as pleasure overtook his control.

He thought he was communing with the god. He had no idea I was rifling through his memories like files in a cabinet.

I saw: The Baron’s estate layout, every room mapped in Father Rowan’s memory from deliveries he’d made. His private study on the second floor, third door on the right. Ledgers kept in a locked cabinet behind his desk—financial records the Baron couldn’t destroy. Temple priestesses sent monthly to “entertain” at his parties, always paid generously for their discretion.

Perfect. Everything I needed.

I clenched my pussy tight around Father Rowan’s cock, milking him, pushing him toward climax. My inner walls squeezed rhythmically, massaging his shaft. We reached orgasm together—his cock pulsing and jerking inside me, flooding me with his hot cum in thick spurts, while my pussy spasmed around him, gripping and releasing in waves. The divine energy surged through the connection, golden light blazing so bright I had to close my eyes. I pulled back from his mind just before he could sense what I’d done, hiding my intrusion in the overwhelming sensation of our shared climax.

We collapsed onto the cushions, breathing hard. His cock softened inside me slowly. His cum was leaking out of my well-fucked pussy, warm and sticky, pooling beneath my ass.

“Remarkable,” Father Rowan breathed, still inside me, his cock softening. “I’ve never achieved such a clear connection. You’re extraordinarily gifted, Sister Erin.”

“Thank you, Father.” I kissed him softly, playing the role. “Viper’s blessing flows through you.”

“Thank you, Father.”

He dressed and left to document his findings, completely unaware that I’d stolen information from his mind while he thought he was channeling divinity.



I met Sabine that night in secret.

“I have intelligence. The Temple is laundering money for multiple nobles, including Baron Grimwald. He requests priestesses monthly for private entertainment. And I know the layout of his estate—specifically where he keeps his records.”

Sabine stared. “How did you get this?”

“Mind-reading during ritual sex. The priest thought we were channeling Viper. I was reading his memories.”

“You can do that?”

“Apparently. The divine connection works both ways if you know how to use it.” I met her eyes. “The Baron will likely request Temple entertainment soon. When he does, I’ll volunteer. I’ll service him, gain access to his study, and copy the documents.”

Sabine handed me a small crystal. “Memory stone. Touch it to any document and it copies the text. It holds about fifty pages before it’s full.”

I tucked the crystal into my pouch. “What if I can’t access his study?”

“Then you’ve still learned the estate layout. Any intelligence helps.” She gripped my arm. “Be careful. The Baron is cruel. Don’t take unnecessary risks.”

“I never do.”

Liar.



The next few days, I threw myself into Temple duties to build my reputation. Attending ceremonies. Participating in rituals. Showing devotion.

On the fourth day, Celeste approached me after morning prayers.

“The High Priestess wants you to assist with advanced training,” she said. “A new initiate needs instruction in divine channeling. She requested you specifically.”

I found the initiate in one of the private meditation chambers—a young woman, maybe twenty, nervous but eager. Her temporary mark was fresh, barely a day old.

“I’m Erin,” I said. “Celeste said you need help with channeling practice?”

She nodded. “I can feel the divine energy, but I can’t seem to direct it properly. Every time I try, it just… dissipates.”

“The technique requires sustained arousal and a connection to your partner. Have you practiced with someone yet?”

“Only during the initiation ceremony. It was so overwhelming, I didn’t really understand what was happening.”

I understood. My own initiation had been a blur of sensation.

“Let me show you. The key is maintaining focus while building pleasure slowly.” I started removing my robes. “We’ll practice together. Skin contact helps the energy flow.”

She hesitated, then followed my lead, stripping until we were both naked. Her body was young and pretty—small breasts with pink nipples already hardening, a neat patch of dark hair between her thighs.

“Lie down,” I instructed. “I’ll guide you through the process.”

She lay on the cushions, her body trembling slightly with nervousness and anticipation. Her thighs pressed together instinctively.

I settled between her thighs, gently parting them with my hands, exposing her pussy. “The divine energy responds to genuine pleasure. So we start simple—I’ll bring you to climax while you focus on feeling the power build.”

“Okay,” she whispered, her breath quickening.

I lowered my mouth to her pussy. She was already wet, aroused from the ritual atmosphere and the anticipation, her lips glistening. I licked slowly, thoroughly, my tongue tracing up her slit, teaching her to feel the divine energy rising with her pleasure. Her taste was sweet, fresh.

“There,” I murmured against her skin, my breath hot on her clit. “Feel it? That golden warmth?”

“Yes,” she gasped, her thighs trembling around my head. “I feel it.”

“Good. Now hold it. Don’t let it dissipate. Channel it into your core.”

I continued working her with my tongue, building her arousal steadily. I circled her clit, dipped inside her entrance, licked long strokes up her dripping slit. She moaned, her hips rolling to meet my mouth, grinding her pussy against my face. The divine energy swirled between us, stronger as her pleasure increased.

When she came, crying out and arching off the cushions, her pussy clenching visibly, the golden light flared brilliantly around her. Her thighs clamped around my head and her arousal flooded my mouth.

“I did it!” she gasped, trembling through the aftershocks. “I held the energy!”

“Perfect. Now we practice sustaining it through multiple releases.”

I spent the next hour training her, bringing her to orgasm repeatedly while teaching her to channel and control the divine power. My tongue and fingers worked her pussy until she was a quivering mess, her clit swollen and hypersensitive, her hole dripping with arousal. By the end, she was exhausted but glowing with success, her thighs sticky with her own juices—and I’d demonstrated my devotion to the Temple in the most visible way possible.

Word would reach Pythia. My reputation as a committed initiate would solidify.

All part of the game.



One week later, Pythia summoned me again.

“Baron Grimwald has requested entertainment for a private gathering at his estate,” she said. “I’m sending you and two other priestesses. This is an honor—he’s an important patron.”

Perfect.

“When?”

“Tomorrow evening. You’ll provide whatever services he requests. Represent the Temple well.”

I bowed. “Of course, High Priestess.”

Back in my quarters, I prepared the memory crystal and planned my approach.

Tomorrow night, I would fuck a corrupt noble, steal his secrets, and deliver evidence to the revolutionaries.

All while maintaining my cover as a devoted Temple initiate.

The double agent game was working.

For now.



Erin Status (end of chapter): Money: 10,945 gems Status: Temple initiate (marked by Viper), double agent for revolutionaries New skill: Mind-reading during sexual connection Intelligence gathered: Temple-noble connections, Baron’s estate layout Mission: Tomorrow night at Baron’s estate Equipment: Memory crystal for copying documents Risk level: Extremely high Mental state: Focused, calculating, increasingly comfortable with moral ambiguity


Chapter 11: The Baron’s Ball

Erin Status (start of chapter): Money: 10,945 gems Class: Temple initiate, arena fighter, revolutionary spy Status: Spy mission at Baron’s estate Location: Baron Grimwald’s estate



Baron Victor Grimwald’s estate was obscene.

Gold fixtures everywhere—on door handles, picture frames, even the chamber pots, probably. Marble floors polished to a mirror shine. Crystal chandeliers dripping with hundreds of candles. Silk tapestries depicting hunting scenes and noble conquests. Every surface screamed wealth extracted from people who could barely afford bread.

I arrived with two other Temple priestesses—both experienced, both beautiful, both completely comfortable with what we were here to do. We wore formal gowns provided by the Temple: silk, low-cut, designed to be both elegant and accessible.

I’d hidden the memory crystal in my hair, tucked into an ornamental pin.

The ball was already in full swing when we entered the main hall.

It was spectacular in the worst way.

Nobles dressed in silk and velvet, dripping with jewelry worth more than entire families could earn in a lifetime. They drank wine from crystal goblets—the expensive kind, imported from southern vineyards. They ate delicacies from silver platters: roasted quail, candied figs, chocolate truffles dusted with gold leaf.

Literal gold. On food.

Musicians played in the corner—a string quartet performing complex pieces that no one was listening to. Servants in crisp livery moved silently through the crowd, refilling glasses, clearing plates, invisible unless needed.

And the nobles? They laughed too loud, touched each other too familiarly, made deals and alliances while pretending this was just a social gathering.

I watched a merchant offer a bribe disguised as a “gift” to a city official. Watched a married noblewoman slip away with someone else’s husband. Watched the Baron’s tax collectors boast about squeezing more money from struggling districts.

This was corruption on display. Casual. Comfortable. Normalized.

“Temple representatives!” A drunk noble spotted us and raised his glass. “Come to bless us with Viper’s gifts, have you?”

Laughter rippled through the nearby group. Knowing. Lewd.

We were entertainment. Whores in fancy dresses, provided by a sex cult to service the wealthy.

The head priestess with us—an experienced woman named Lysandra—smiled gracefully. “We’re honored to attend Baron Grimwald’s celebration.”

“I’m sure you are.” The noble leered at me specifically. “That one’s the arena girl, isn’t she? The Lustmage. I’ve heard stories.”

More laughter. More stares.

I kept my expression serene, playing the devoted initiate. But inside, I was cataloging everything. The layout of the hall. Which nobles seemed most corrupt. Who was drunk enough to say too much.

Intelligence gathering, even here.

A servant approached Lysandra and whispered something. She nodded and turned to us.

“The Baron requests our presence. Come.”

We followed the servant through the crowd. Nobles watched us go, some with envy, some with anticipation. They knew what “requests our presence” meant.

The servant led us to a receiving room off the main hall—smaller, private, richly appointed. Baron Grimwald waited there.

He was exactly what I expected: mid-fifties, gone to fat, expensive clothes that couldn’t hide his soft predatory nature. Pale blue eyes that assessed us like livestock.

“Ah. The Temple’s finest.” His voice was oily, entitled. “Pythia promised me an excellent evening.”

The head priestess bowed. “We live to serve, Baron.”

“I’m sure you do.” He circled us slowly, inspecting. His gaze lingered on me. “You. What’s your name?”

“Erin, my lord.”

“Erin. I’ve heard about you. The Lustmage, they call you in the arena.” He smiled unpleasantly. “You’re the one who masturbates during combat.”

“I use arousal to fuel my magic, yes.”

“Fascinating. And you’ve joined the Temple now?” He stepped closer, invading my space. “Tell me, Erin—how devoted are you to Viper’s teachings?”

I met his eyes without flinching. “Completely devoted, my lord. Pleasure is my path to power.”

“Good answer.” He turned to the other priestesses. “You two will entertain my guests downstairs. Erin stays with me. I have… specific interests.”

The other priestesses left without comment. Trained professionals, accustomed to being separated and used individually.

I was alone with the Baron.

“My private study,” he said, gesturing toward a door. “More comfortable. More private.”

Perfect. He was taking me exactly where I needed to go.



The study was rich with dark wood and leather. Bookshelves lined the walls. A massive desk dominated the room, covered in papers and ledgers.

The documents I needed.

But first, I had a role to play.

Baron Grimwald locked the door behind us and approached me with that entitled stride. “Remove your gown.”

I untied the fastenings and let the silk pool at my feet. Underneath, I wore only a thin shift—easy to remove, as intended.

He circled me again, this time trailing his soft hands across my skin. Possessive. Claiming.

“You’ve been used before,” he observed, cupping my breast. “Good. I don’t have patience for virgins.”

“I exist to provide pleasure, my lord.”

“Remove the shift. Then on the bed.”

I pulled the shift over my head slowly, letting it slide down my body to pool at my feet, revealing my breasts, my stomach, my blonde-furred pussy. Naked, I walked to the large bed positioned near the bookshelves. The mattress was soft, expensive. I lay back on the silk sheets, spreading my legs wide in invitation, letting him see everything. My pussy was already glistening—curse or blessing, my constant arousal served its purpose. My lips were parted and wet, my clit visible.

The Baron undressed methodically, revealing a body gone soft with indulgence. Pale skin, sagging belly, thick thighs covered in dark hair. His cock was average size—maybe six inches, nothing impressive, but already hard, jutting out from a nest of graying pubic hair. At least he could get it up.

He climbed onto the bed and positioned himself between my spread thighs, his weight making the mattress dip significantly. “Missionary first. I want to see your face when I take you.”

He pushed into me without ceremony or preparation, his cock head parting my wet folds. I was wet enough—constant arousal had its uses—and he slid in easily, his average cock filling me. Not stretching me like some of my other partners, but adequate, reaching moderately deep inside.

“Yes, my lord,” I breathed, wrapping my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper until his balls pressed against my ass. My pussy clenched around him automatically, trained response.

He fucked me with mechanical efficiency. Not fast, not slow, just steady thrusts while his soft body pressed against mine, his belly squashing against my stomach. His breath smelled like wine and expensive cheese, washing over my face. I could feel the weight of his body with each thrust, his chest hair scratching against my nipples.

“You like serving your betters,” he said, not a question. His cock pumped in and out, impersonal. “Being used by real men of power.”

“Yes, my lord.” The lie came easily. I moaned on cue, making it sound convincing.

I chose this. For the intelligence. For the revolution. My disgust doesn’t matter—the mission does.

I turned my head slightly, looking past his shoulder at the desk. Tax ledgers. Payment records. Letters with the Temple’s seal visible even from here.

The evidence was right there. I just needed time alone to copy it.

Mission first. Endure this, get what I came for, deliver it to Sabine.

The Baron grunted and pulled out, his cock slipping free with a wet sound, leaving my pussy clenching on empty air. “On your hands and knees. I want to take you properly.”

I rolled over and got into position, ass in the air, presenting myself. My pussy was exposed, glistening and open. He grabbed my hips with both hands, fingers digging into my flesh, and thrust back in hard. Doggy style, his preferred position of dominance.

This angle let him go deeper. His cock hit my cervix with each thrust, sending jolts through me. He picked up the pace, his soft stomach slapping against my ass with each thrust, the sound of flesh hitting flesh filling the room. The wet sounds of our fucking filled the study—my pussy squelching around him despite my disgust.

“That’s it. Good whore. Take it all.” His fingers dug into my hips hard enough to bruise, pulling me back onto his cock with each thrust.

I gripped the sheets and let him use me, my tits swaying with each impact, nipples dragging against the silk. My body, my weapon, my choice. I chose this mission.

The position gave me a clear view of the desk and bookshelves. I memorized the layout, planning my search. Tax records on the left stack. Temple correspondence in the middle. Focus on the goal. The degradation is temporary. The intelligence is what matters.

The Baron’s breathing grew ragged, his thrusts becoming erratic, his cock twitching inside me. He was close.

“On your knees. I want to mark you.” He pulled out abruptly, his cock glistening with my arousal, strings of my wetness connecting us briefly before snapping.

I understood immediately. He was going to finish on my face. Classic power move.

I turned and knelt on the bed while he stood, stroking his cock rapidly with one hand. It was slick with my juices, flushed red and throbbing.

“Open your mouth. Look at me.”

I obeyed, tilting my face up and opening wide, extending my tongue, making myself the perfect target. Submissive whore, accepting his dominance.

He groaned and came, spurting across my face in thick ropes. Hot cum hit my tongue—bitter and salty—my lips, my cheeks, my forehead. Rope after rope of it. He made sure to cover me thoroughly—marking his territory, asserting dominance. I kept my eyes on him, playing the role, even as his cum dripped down my face, running down my nose, pooling on my chin.

When he finished, the last drops landing on my chin and dripping onto my tits, he stepped back with satisfied smugness.

“Beautiful. A Temple whore properly used.” He admired his work—my face painted with his cum, glistening in the candlelight, dripping down onto my neck and tits in pearly trails.

“Clean yourself,” he said dismissively, gesturing to a washbasin in the corner.

I moved to the washbasin slowly, cum still dripping down my face. Playing the used whore, satisfied and compliant.

This was the critical moment. Post-orgasm, men relaxed. Let their guard down.

“May I rest a moment, my lord?” I asked, making my voice breathy. “That was… intense.”

“Fine. Five minutes. Then I’ll want you again.” He poured himself wine and stood by the window, looking out at his estate with proprietary satisfaction.

I moved to the washbasin, deliberately angling my body so he’d see me cleaning up. Providing a show to keep him distracted.

While I wiped away his cum from my face and breasts, I let my gaze roam the study. The ledgers were on the desk, easily accessible. Others sat on the shelves behind it.

I needed maybe three minutes alone with them. Three minutes to copy everything with the memory crystal.

But the Baron wasn’t leaving.

Think.

I turned from the washbasin, still naked, and approached him with deliberate sensuality. “My lord, I have an unusual request.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”

“I’m a tantra mage. Sexual energy fuels my magic.” I trailed my hand down my body, cupping my breast. “What you just did—using me—it’s built considerable energy. May I demonstrate?”

Intrigue flickered in his eyes. “Demonstrate how?”

“A spell. Something beautiful. To show my gratitude for the pleasure you’ve given me.” I knelt before him again, this time looking up with practiced adoration. “It would honor me to perform for you.”

Vanity. Appeal to his ego and his desire to see magic as entertainment.

“Very well. Show me this spell.”

“I’ll need a moment to gather the energy. Perhaps you could refresh your wine? I perform better with a relaxed audience.”

He smirked. “Clever girl. Yes, I’ll indulge you.”

He moved to the bar cart on the far side of the room, his back to me.

I had seconds.

I pulled the memory crystal from my hair and touched it to the nearest ledger. The crystal hummed, absorbing the text. I flipped pages rapidly—tax records, Temple donations, bribes to city officials.

The Baron poured his wine slowly, savoring the moment.

I touched the crystal to another ledger. More records copied. Evidence of corruption that would destroy him.

“Almost ready,” I called out, stalling.

“Take your time.” He was enjoying the anticipation.

One more ledger. The crystal was nearly full—forty-eight pages of incriminating documents.

I tucked the crystal back into my hair and positioned myself in the center of the room, channeling genuine arousal into visible magical energy.

Golden light swirled around me—part divine power from Viper’s mark, part my own arousal-fueled mana.

The Baron turned, wine glass in hand, and watched with fascinated eyes.

I shaped the light into serpents—an homage to Viper, but also a distraction. The magical serpents coiled through the air, beautiful and complex.

“Remarkable,” the Baron breathed.

I let the spell fade slowly, then collapsed to my knees as if exhausted.

“That was beautiful, Erin.” He approached and tilted my chin up. “You’re more than just a Temple whore. You’re an artist.”

The compliment was genuine, which made it worse.

“Thank you, my lord.”

“I think I’ll request you regularly. Once a week, perhaps. Would you like that?”

The thought made my skin crawl. But I smiled. “It would be an honor.”

“Good. Now, on the bed. I’m ready for round two.”



I endured another hour with the Baron. He was thorough, entitled, and utterly oblivious to the fact that I’d just stolen enough evidence to ruin him.

When he finally finished, he sat on the edge of the bed, breathing heavily. I cleaned myself with the washbasin, every movement careful and submissive.

“You were excellent,” he said, pulling on his clothes. “Exactly what I needed.”

“Thank you, my lord.”

He crossed to his desk—the same desk I’d stolen from—and retrieved a small coin purse. “The Temple’s standard rate is one thousand gems for elite entertainment. But you exceeded expectations.”

He tossed the purse to me. I caught it, feeling the weight.

“Two thousand gems,” he said. “For your exceptional service. And to ensure you’re enthusiastic about returning next week.”

I bowed deeply, clutching the purse. “You’re most generous, my lord.”

“I reward quality.” He smiled unpleasantly. “You may go. Tell Pythia I was very pleased.”

I dressed quickly and left the study, the coin purse heavy in my hand and the memory crystal hidden in my hair.

Two thousand gems. Blood money from a corrupt noble, earned by degrading myself.

But it was mine. And I’d earned it while stealing the evidence that would destroy him.



The other priestesses were waiting in the entrance hall, both looking satisfied and wealthy—nobles had tipped well for their services.

We left the estate together, and I didn’t relax until we were safely back at the Temple.

In my private room, I removed the memory crystal and stared at it.

Fifty pages of documented corruption. Tax fraud. Money laundering through the Temple. Bribes to city officials.

Everything Sabine needed to turn public opinion against Baron Grimwald.

I’d fucked a man I despised, endured his degradation, and stolen intelligence that could change the revolution’s fortunes.

And I’d done it all while maintaining my cover as a devoted Temple initiate.

The double agent game was working.

For now.



I met Sabine three days later in a secluded park.

“I have it,” I said, handing her the memory crystal.

She took it with trembling hands. “You actually got the documents?”

“Tax records, Temple donations, bribes. Fifty pages worth.”

Sabine stared at the crystal like it was holy. “This is… Erin, this is everything. With this evidence, we can expose him. Destroy his political support. Maybe even force the nobility to remove him.”

“Use it carefully. If he traces the leak back to the Temple, they’ll know someone betrayed them.”

“We’ll be careful.” She looked at me with something like awe. “You’re incredible. Terrifying, but incredible.”

“I’m practical.”

“You’re a spy who fucked a corrupt noble for intelligence. That’s beyond practical.” She paused. “Are you okay? That couldn’t have been easy.”

“I’ve had worse clients.” True, but it didn’t make this one feel better.

Sabine gripped my shoulder. “Thank you. The revolution owes you.”

“Just don’t get caught. I’m not doing this again.”

I left the meeting and returned to the Temple, where Pythia summoned me immediately.

“The Baron was very pleased with your service,” she said. “He’s requested you for weekly appointments. This is excellent—you’re building relationships with our most important patrons.”

“Thank you, High Priestess.”

“You’re proving yourself valuable to Viper. Continue this way, and your temporary mark will become permanent.” She smiled with her serpent teeth. “Power awaits those who serve faithfully.”

I bowed and left.

Back in my room, I stared at myself in the mirror.

I was a mage. An arena fighter. A Temple initiate. A revolutionary spy.

I was playing every side, committing to none, taking what I needed from each.

It was dangerous. Unsustainable. Eventually, one of these factions would demand full loyalty.

But for now, I had power, money, and leverage.

I’d survived the slums. I’d survived degradation. I’d survive this.

And when the game finally collapsed, I’d make sure I was the one left standing.



Erin Status (end of Book 2): Money: 12,945 gems (+2,000 from Baron, plus ongoing arena income) Status: Temple initiate (marked by Viper, temporary), arena fighter, revolutionary spy Power: Combat magic, healing basics, divine energy channeling Leverage: Intelligence on Baron Grimwald delivered to revolutionaries Reputation: The Lustmage (arena), devoted initiate (Temple), reliable asset (revolutionaries) Enemies: Baron Grimwald (unknowing), potentially Pythia if discovered Allies: Zephyra (mentor), Sabine (revolutionary handler), Lyris (arena colleague) Next challenges: Maintaining double-agent status, upcoming arena fights, Baron’s weekly requests Mental state: Cynical, strategic, increasingly comfortable with moral ambiguity Ultimate goal: Power and independence, achieved through any means necessary

Book 2 HFN: Erin has successfully navigated multiple power structures, gained fame and influence, and secured valuable intelligence for the revolution. She stands at the center of Ironfall’s political games, dangerous but thriving.

Book 3 awaits: deeper corruption, harder choices, and the question of whether she can maintain her humanity while playing monster.


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Michael L Carver. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few simple ways you can keep the energy going:

	Leave a rating or review
Even a few words, or just tapping a star rating, makes a big difference. Reviews help other readers discover the book, and ratings are completely anonymous. Both are deeply appreciated.

	Follow on Amazon
By following Michael L Carver on Amazon, you’ll get notified whenever a new book is published. No emails, no spam, just a quiet alert for the next release.

	Explore more stories
If you’re curious what else might be waiting, more books from Michael L Carver are just a search away. Kindle Unlimited reader? Every page you read helps support more wild ideas becoming real stories.



Thanks again for spending your time in this world. It means more than you know.

Michael L Carver
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