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Chapter 1: Dungeons and Desire

Erin Status (start): Money 12,945 gems | Adventurer mage | Battle gear | Magic: Strong combat

The Labyrinth entrance yawned before us like a mouth carved from ancient stone, and I couldn’t help but think it looked hungry. The entrance to the Labyrinth beneath Ironfall was legendary among adventurers—deep, dangerous, and filled with treasure for those skilled and brave enough to survive. I stood beside my new party—three adventurers I’d met at the guild hall two days ago—and felt the familiar heat building between my thighs. Three months of training with Zephyra had taught me to recognize this sensation for what it was: raw mana, coiling and ready.

“You sure about this, Erin?” Marcus, the warrior, shifted his weight. He was broad-shouldered and competent, with dark hair and scars that suggested he’d survived plenty of dungeon runs. “The Labyrinth’s no joke. Second level bosses hit hard.”

“I’m sure.” I adjusted the focus pendant at my throat, feeling its weight. My battle robes hung loose enough for movement but clung in ways that made Marcus’s eyes flicker down before jerking back up. I was used to it. This body drew eyes whether I wanted it or not.

Liora, the cleric, gave me a appraising look. She was tall and lean, with honey-blonde hair pulled back in a practical braid. “We’ve heard rumors about your magic. That you fight… differently.”

“I use arousal as mana,” I said bluntly. No point in dancing around it. “It works.”

The rogue, Finn, grinned. He was wiry and quick, with sharp features and clever hands. “Different, but effective. I saw you take down those bandits outside the city. You turned that mage into paste with a wind blade.”

The memory sent a thrill through me—not just the victory, but the build-up. I’d edged myself for an hour before that fight, bringing myself to the brink again and again until my whole body hummed with power. When I’d released the spell, the orgasm had crashed through me at the same instant the wind blade tore through my opponent.

Strategic. Clinical. Devastating.

“Let’s move,” I said, stepping toward the entrance.

The first level was easy. Slimes bubbled up from the damp stone, and I dispatched them with precise fire bursts. Each spell required focus, a channeling of the constant arousal that plagued—no, empowered—this cursed body. I’d stopped thinking of it as a curse weeks ago. Zephyra had been right: my condition was a gift, if I learned to control it.

Marcus cleaved through a cluster of slimes with his greatsword while Liora hung back, ready with healing spells we didn’t need yet. Finn darted ahead, scouting passages and calling back clear signals.

We reached the first boss chamber within an hour. A stone golem, ten feet tall and crackling with earth magic.

“Erin, can you handle the shielding?” Liora asked. “I’ll focus on buffs.”

“I’ve got it.” I raised my hand, feeling the pink-golden energy swirl beneath my skin. The arousal was there, always there, a constant pressure that most people would find maddening. I’d learned to ride it like a wave.

The fight was brutal but manageable. Marcus drew aggro while Finn peppered the golem with arrows. I maintained a shimmering barrier around us, pouring my sexual energy into defensive magic. Every pulse of power felt like phantom fingers trailing up my inner thighs, teasing but never quite satisfying.

When the golem finally crumbled, we all stood panting in the dust-filled chamber.

“That,” Marcus said, “was impressive teamwork.”

I nodded, but inside I was calculating. The second level would be harder. The demon boss that lurked in these depths required serious firepower, and I’d only tapped a fraction of my potential.

We made camp in a side chamber, pulling out rations and water. The conversation flowed easily—they were good people, competent and professional. But I kept catching glances. Marcus’s eyes on my chest when he thought I wasn’t looking. Liora’s gaze lingering on the curve of my hip. Even Finn seemed more attentive than strictly necessary.

They were attracted to me. Of course they were. This body was built for it, and the pheromones I couldn’t quite control didn’t help.

An idea formed. Dangerous. Brilliant. Possibly insane.

“I need to talk to you all about something,” I said, setting down my water skin.

Three pairs of eyes fixed on me.

“I can be much more powerful than what you’ve seen. But it requires… preparation.” I took a breath. The male part of my mind, the part that still sometimes freaked out at having breasts and a pussy, screamed at what I was about to propose. But the practical part, the part that had learned to weaponize everything, pushed forward. “I need to have sex before the next boss fight.”

Silence.

Then Finn laughed, but it was uncertain. “You’re serious?”

“Completely. My magic runs on sexual energy. The more intense the arousal, the more powerful the release, the stronger my spells.” I met each of their gazes in turn. “I can solo that demon boss if you help me charge up first.”

Marcus cleared his throat. “You’re asking us to…”

“Fuck me, yes.” The word felt strange on my tongue—part clinical, part desperate. “All of you, if you’re willing. Think of it as combat prep. Strategic advantage.”

Liora stood slowly, her expression unreadable. She crossed to where I sat and knelt in front of me. “You’re not joking.”

“No.”

“And you want this? It’s not coercion or desperation?”

I almost laughed. Coercion was Harwick’s tavern, stage nine of corruption, blow jobs under tables while serving drinks. This was different. This was power.

“I’m choosing this,” I said. “For tactical advantage. And because…” I hesitated, then decided fuck it, truth time. “Because this body wants it. Constantly. And I’ve learned to use that.”

Liora studied my face, then nodded. “Okay. I’m in.”

Marcus stood, his expression serious. “I’m attracted to you, Erin. Have been since we met. But I need to know—this won’t make things weird after?”

“We’re professionals,” I said. “This is work. Very pleasant work, but work.”

Finn was already moving closer. “I’m absolutely not saying no to this.”

My heart hammered as they surrounded me. Three people, all attractive, all willing. The male part of my brain was still screaming, but it was getting quieter. I’d done this before—not exactly this, but I’d used sex for survival, for money, for information. This was cleaner. Honest.

Marcus reached for me first, his calloused hand cupping my cheek. “Tell us what you need.”

“Everything,” I whispered.

He kissed me, and it was nothing like the transactional kisses I’d endured at the tavern. His lips were firm and searching, and when his tongue slid against mine, I moaned into his mouth. The arousal that had been simmering all day flared hot and immediate. I could feel my pussy clenching, already slick and swollen, my clit throbbing with desperate need.

Liora’s hands found the ties of my battle robes, loosening them with practiced efficiency. “These need to come off.”

I broke the kiss with Marcus long enough to help her strip me. The cool dungeon air hit my skin, pebbling my nipples into hard peaks. I’d stopped wearing undergarments months ago—they just got in the way. Now I stood naked except for the focus pendant, my body on full display. My thighs were already wet, arousal literally dripping down my legs.

“Fuck,” Finn breathed. “You’re gorgeous.”

I knew what they saw. Shoulder-length blonde hair, messy from the fight. Green eyes blown wide with lust, pupils dilated until only a thin ring of green remained. Full C-cup tits that I’d never quite gotten used to, heavy and swaying with each breath, capped with pink nipples that were already hard as diamonds. The smooth, bare pussy that Zephyra had taught me to keep hair-free for better mana flow—my outer lips puffy and flushed, glistening with wetness, my inner folds visibly swollen and parted. Curves that this body had developed over months of decent meals and combat training.

Male mind. Female body. Both mine now. And right now, my body was screaming for cock.

Liora stripped efficiently, revealing small, firm breasts with tight brown nipples and a lean fighter’s build. She kissed me next, and it was softer than Marcus, exploratory. Her hand slid down my stomach to cup my pussy, fingers sliding easily through the slickness already gathering there. She gasped when her fingers met the flood of my arousal.

“God, you’re soaked,” she murmured against my lips, her fingers exploring my slippery folds. “You’re literally dripping.”

“Always am,” I admitted, my hips rocking involuntarily against her hand. “Part of the curse. Or gift. Depends on the day.” My pussy clenched around nothing, desperate to be filled.

Marcus and Finn were stripping now, and I caught glimpses of Marcus’s broad, scarred chest and Finn’s lean, wiry frame. Then I saw their cocks—Marcus’s thick and long, at least eight inches with heavy balls hanging beneath, already leaking precum. Finn’s was slightly smaller but curved perfectly, the head flushed dark and glistening. My mouth watered. My pussy clenched. My whole body ached with need.

Finn pressed against my back, his hard cock sliding between my ass cheeks, hot and rigid. His hands slid around to cup my tits, squeezing the heavy flesh, weighing them in his palms.

“These are fucking perfect,” he muttered, squeezing hard enough to make me gasp. His thumbs found my nipples and pinched, sending lightning straight to my clit. I could feel his cock throbbing against my ass, leaving trails of precum on my skin.

“Lay down,” Liora said, her voice taking on a commanding edge. “Let us take care of you.”

I sank onto our spread bedrolls, my legs falling open without conscious thought. The exposure should have embarrassed me—would have embarrassed the man I used to be. But I’d learned that shame was a luxury I couldn’t afford. Besides, the way they looked at me, hungry and appreciative, sent another wave of heat through my core.

Liora knelt between my thighs, her fingers trailing up the inside of my legs, deliberately slow. My pussy was on full display, swollen and glistening, my clit standing out prominently from its hood. “Tell me if anything’s too much.”

“It won’t be,” I said, my voice already breathless. “I need… I need everything.”

She lowered her head and licked a long, slow stripe from my entrance all the way up to my clit, her tongue flat and firm. I arched off the bedroll, a moan tearing from my throat. The sensation was electric—her hot tongue parting my slick folds, tasting my arousal. Her tongue was skilled, circling my throbbing clit with just the right pressure before dipping lower to fuck into my entrance, lapping up the juices that were practically pouring out of me.

“Fuck, you taste good,” Liora moaned against my pussy, the vibrations making my thighs tremble. “So fucking wet.”

Marcus knelt beside me, guiding my hand to his cock. It was thick and rock-hard, the shaft hot and silky-smooth, pulsing against my palm. I wrapped my fingers around it—barely able to close them around the girth—and felt the weight of it, the heat. Precum was already beading at the tip. I’d touched plenty of cocks in my time as Erin, but mostly with my mouth or pussy. Stroking one felt different, more intimate somehow. I could feel every ridge, every vein, the way it jumped when I squeezed.

Finn claimed my other hand, and I found myself jerking them both off while Liora ate me out with single-minded focus. The sensations were overwhelming. Her tongue on my clit sent sparks up my spine. The weight of two hard cocks in my hands, their shafts slick with precum now, the masculine groans as I stroked them—it was almost too much. My hands moved in rhythm, twisting on the upstroke, squeezing the heads, spreading their precum down the shafts.

The mana was building. I could feel it coiling in my core, pink-golden light starting to shimmer beneath my skin. Zephyra had taught me to recognize the signs: heightened sensitivity, the feeling of electricity just under the surface, the way sounds became sharper and colors more vivid.

“I’m close,” I panted, my hips grinding against Liora’s face. “Don’t stop.”

Liora redoubled her efforts, sucking my clit between her lips and flicking it rapidly with her tongue while two fingers thrust into my pussy. The stretch was perfect, just enough to make me feel full without being overwhelming. She curved her fingers, finding that spot inside that made me see stars, and pumped hard. I could hear the wet, obscene sounds of her fingers fucking my soaked pussy, squelching with each thrust.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck—” The orgasm hit like a lightning strike. My pussy clamped down hard on Liora’s fingers, my inner walls rippling and spasming. My whole body went rigid, back arching off the bedroll as pleasure crashed through me in waves. My clit pulsed under Liora’s tongue, and I felt a gush of wetness flood out around her fingers. The mana surged, bright and hot, and I had to consciously hold it back. Not yet. I needed more.

Liora pulled back, her lips and chin glistening with my juices, shining in the dim light. She licked her lips slowly. “That was one. You need more?”

“Multiple,” I gasped, my chest heaving. “As many as you can give me.” My pussy was still twitching, still hungry.

Marcus’s hands were on me then, rolling me onto my hands and knees. “Then we’ll give you more.”

His cock pressed against my entrance, the thick head nudging my swollen lips apart. I was so wet that even with his size, I pushed back and took him in one smooth slide, my pussy stretching around his thickness. The stretch was exquisite, just on the edge of too much—my inner walls gripping him tight, molding to every ridge and vein of his cock. He filled me completely, his hips flush against my ass, his cock buried balls-deep in my cunt.

“God, you’re tight,” he groaned, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. “Your pussy is gripping me like a vice.”

I couldn’t respond. My pussy was clenching around him, already sensitive from the first orgasm, the feeling of fullness almost overwhelming. He started to move, pulling back slowly until just the head remained inside, then slamming forward. Long deep strokes that hit my cervix with every thrust, making me see stars. I could feel every inch of his cock dragging against my inner walls, the friction incredible.

Finn moved in front of me, his curved cock at eye level, the head glistening with precum. I opened my mouth without being asked, extending my tongue, and he slid forward. I took him down my throat in one smooth motion, swallowing around the head. The taste was familiar—salt and musk and masculine arousal, the flavor of precum coating my tongue. I’d sucked enough cocks to be an expert, and I used every trick I knew. Hollowing my cheeks, creating suction, working my tongue along the underside, taking him deep until my nose pressed against his pelvis and I could feel his balls against my chin.

“Holy fuck,” Finn gasped, his hands tangling in my hair. “Your mouth is heaven.”

They found a rhythm, Marcus fucking me from behind while I sucked Finn’s cock. Every thrust from Marcus drove me forward, impaling my throat on Finn’s shaft. I was being used from both ends, spit-roasted, and the thought made my pussy clench even harder around Marcus’s driving cock.

Liora wasn’t idle either—she lay beneath me, her mouth finding my clit again, her tongue working magic while Marcus’s thick cock stretched me open. I could feel her licking around where Marcus’s cock entered me, tasting both of us, her tongue flicking my clit in rapid strokes.

This was what I needed. This overwhelming, all-consuming sensation. Three people using my body, giving me pleasure, taking their own. The mana built higher and higher, a pressure in my chest that demanded release. I was drooling around Finn’s cock, spit running down my chin. My pussy was making obscene squelching sounds with every thrust, so wet that I could feel Marcus’s balls slapping against my clit.

My second orgasm rolled through me slower, deeper, building from my core and spreading outward. My pussy milked Marcus’s cock, rippling contractions squeezing him rhythmically, and I moaned around Finn’s shaft. The vibrations made him curse and thrust harder, fucking my throat with increasing desperation, his cock hitting the back of my throat with every stroke.

“I’m gonna come,” Marcus warned, his thrusts getting erratic, harder, faster. I could feel his cock swelling even thicker inside me.

“Do it,” I pulled off Finn’s cock with a wet pop, a string of saliva connecting my lips to his shaft. “Come inside me. Fill my pussy. Both of you—I need your cum.”

That was enough. Marcus slammed deep and held, grinding against my ass, and I felt his cock pulse as he erupted. Hot spurts of cum flooded my pussy, coating my inner walls, filling me. The sensation of being marked, claimed, used—it pushed me over the edge again. My third orgasm hit harder than the second, my whole body shaking with it, my pussy spasming around his spurting cock, milking every drop.

Finn wasn’t far behind. “Fuck, Erin, your mouth—I’m gonna—”

I took him deep, swallowing around him, creating suction, and he came with a guttural moan. His cock pulsed on my tongue, pumping his load directly down my throat. I swallowed it all, gulp after gulp, the taste sharp and bitter and salty and perfect. Some escaped, dribbling down my chin, but I kept swallowing, kept sucking, milking him dry.

They pulled away, Marcus’s cock sliding out of my pussy with an audible squelch, followed by a flood of his cum. I felt it drip down my thighs, hot and thick. I was left sprawled on the bedrolls, cum leaking from my well-fucked pussy and the taste of it coating my tongue. My jaw ached. My pussy throbbed. But I wasn’t done.

The mana was incredible now, swirling through me like a living thing. I could feel it in every nerve, every cell. This was what Zephyra had taught me—how to build it, how to hold it, how to let it grow until it reached critical mass.

“More,” I said, looking at Liora. “I need one more.”

She smiled, something wicked in her expression. “Then take it.”

I pulled her down, kissing her hard and desperate. She tasted like my pussy, tangy and sweet, and that should have been weird but wasn’t. It made me wetter. We rolled, limbs tangling, hands exploring. Her body was different from mine—leaner, more muscular, smaller A-cup breasts with tight nipples—but it fit against me perfectly.

Our pussies ground together, wet heat against wet heat, and the friction was incredible. My swollen clit rubbed directly against hers, both of us slick with arousal. I could feel Marcus’s cum leaking out of me, coating both our thighs, making everything even slicker. I’d had sex with women before—Daisy at the bathhouse, some of the other girls, the lightning mage in the arena—but this felt different. This was need meeting need, pleasure given and received without transaction.

Liora’s fingers found my oversensitive clit, circling fast and hard, pinching it between her fingers. I gasped, my hips bucking. I matched her rhythm, my own hand between her thighs, my fingers sliding through her soaked folds, finding her clit and rubbing it in fast, tight circles. She was dripping wet, her pussy hot and swollen, her clit hard as a pearl.

We tribbed harder, our pussies grinding together, our clits bumping and sliding against each other. The wet sounds filled the chamber—slick flesh on flesh, both of us moaning into each other’s mouths. I could feel her trembling, getting close.

“Come with me,” I gasped against her lips. “Come on my pussy.”

We came together, crying out into each other’s mouths, bodies shaking with release. My pussy spasmed, clenching on nothing, more wetness flooding out. Liora’s pussy was pulsing against mine, her juices mixing with mine and Marcus’s cum, everything hot and slick and perfect.

The mana peaked. I felt like I might explode with the force of it, every inch of my skin glowing with pink-golden light. This was it. This was the power Zephyra had promised, the weapon I’d been forging. My fourth orgasm, and I was transcendent.

When I finally came back to myself, I was curled against Liora, Marcus and Finn sprawled nearby. Everyone was breathing hard, satisfied and exhausted.

“That,” Finn said eventually, “was the best pre-boss prep I’ve ever done.”

I laughed, giddy with power and post-orgasmic bliss. “Give me an hour. Then we go kill a demon.”



The demon boss was a nightmare made flesh—twelve feet tall, wreathed in flames, with horns that scraped the cavern ceiling. It roared when we entered its chamber, the sound like metal tearing.

“Stay back,” I told the others. “All of you.”

“Erin—” Marcus started.

“Trust me.”

I walked forward, alone, the mana thrumming through me like a second heartbeat. The demon lunged, and I raised my hand.

The wind blade that erupted from my palm was enormous, razor-sharp and screaming. It caught the demon mid-charge and carved through its torso like paper. The creature’s roar turned into a shriek of pain and surprise.

I didn’t stop. Fire burst after fire burst, each one perfectly controlled, each one devastating. The demon tried to fight back, but I was too fast, too powerful. The mana I’d built up during the sex was limitless, pouring through me in an endless stream.

When the demon finally collapsed, its body dissolving into ash and treasure, I stood over it breathing hard. My skin was still glowing faintly, the pink-golden light flickering like embers.

Behind me, my party stared in shock.

“Holy shit,” Liora whispered.

I turned to face them, a smile tugging at my lips. “Told you it would work.”

We split the treasure evenly—two thousand gems each, plus some minor magical items. As we made our way back toward the surface, the conversation was different than before. Warmer. More familiar.

“So,” Marcus said eventually. “About that prep ritual…”

I looked at him, at all of them. They were grinning, sheepish but hopeful.

“You want to make this a regular thing,” I said. Not a question.

“If you’re willing,” Liora said. “That was… incredible. And not just the dungeon run. The sex was amazing.”

Finn nodded enthusiastically. “You’re the best mage I’ve ever worked with. And the best…” He trailed off, flushing.

“Fuck?” I supplied, and he laughed.

“Yeah. That.”

I considered it. A party that understood my power, that could help me charge it. Regular dungeon runs, regular treasure, regular… pleasure. The practical part of me saw the advantages immediately. The male part of my mind had finally gone quiet, accepting this strange new reality.

And the female part—the body that had once been a curse—hummed with satisfaction.

“I’m in,” I said. “On one condition: we’re professionals first. If this gets complicated, we walk away clean.”

They all nodded, solemn despite the grins.

“Deal,” Marcus said, offering his hand.

I shook it, sealing the bargain.

As we emerged into the evening air, the city of Ironfall spread out before us, I felt something I hadn’t felt in a long time: hope. Not just for survival, not just for power.

Hope that I could have both—and enjoy the journey.

Erin Status (end): Money 14,945 gems | Adventurer mage | Battle gear | Magic: Strong combat


Chapter 2: The Purge Begins

Erin Status (start): Money 14,945 gems | Revolutionary operative | Cloak | Magic: Strong

The riots started three days after our dungeon run.

I stood on a rooftop in the suburbs, watching smoke rise from Baron Grimwald’s estate. Below, the streets churned with angry citizens—workers, craftsmen, even some merchants who’d been bled dry by the Baron’s taxes. Sabine’s revolutionaries had done their job well, spreading the documents I’d stolen from the Baron’s study during that decadent ball.

Evidence of embezzlement. Proof of bribes. Lists of families destroyed by manufactured debts.

The city was burning, and I’d lit the match.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Sabine appeared beside me, her auburn hair pulled back, her healer’s robes replaced by practical dark clothing. “Justice, finally.”

“Justice,” I echoed, but the word felt hollow. I’d fucked the Baron for those documents, let his entitled hands paw at my body while I memorized the locations of his secrets. Strategic. Necessary. But not exactly heroic.

Below, a group of guards tried to form a defensive line. I raised my hand, feeling the familiar heat coil between my thighs. Even now, watching the chaos, my body responded. The constant arousal was manageable these days—Zephyra’s training had taught me control—but it never truly faded.

I released a wind blade, carefully aimed. It sheared through the guards’ polearms, rendering them useless without hurting anyone. The crowd surged forward, and the guards broke, running.

“Clean work,” Sabine said approvingly. “The people need this. No more nobles bleeding us dry.”

I nodded, but privately I wondered if the people knew what came next. Revolution was messy. The power vacuum would be bloody. But that wasn’t my problem today.

Today, we had a different issue.

“Tom’s waiting in the Rust Quarter,” Sabine continued. “He has weapons, but his price has gone up. The demand, you understand.”

One-Legged Tom. The weapons dealer I’d met back when I was still working the bathhouse, when Florian had tried to pimp me out to a client with a dog and I’d walked out instead. Tom had been there that night, offering me a different path. I’d given him intel from bathhouse clients, and he’d made me decent money.

Now the revolutionaries needed guns and crossbows, and Tom was the only game in town.

“How much?” I asked.

“Five hundred gems for the cache. Plus…” Sabine’s expression turned uncomfortable. “He asked for you specifically.”

Of course he did. My reputation preceded me now—the mage who fucked for power, who’d won arena matches and cult initiations through strategic sexuality. I was famous, or infamous, depending on who you asked.

“What does he want?”

“He didn’t say exactly. But he implied… a personal transaction.”

I laughed, bitter and sharp. “He wants me to blow him for a discount.”

Sabine’s silence was answer enough.

I should have been angry. Should have felt degraded, reduced to a whore again after everything I’d achieved. But the truth was simpler and more complicated: I was good at this. Sex was a tool I’d learned to wield with precision. And if sucking Tom’s cock meant the revolutionaries got their weapons, meant fewer people died in the fighting to come…

“I’ll handle it,” I said.



The Rust Quarter smelled like rust and piss, same as always. I navigated the narrow alleys with practiced ease, my cloak pulled tight. The riots hadn’t reached this far yet, but they would. Everything reached the Rust Quarter eventually.

Tom’s warehouse was tucked between a tannery and a collapsed tenement. I knocked twice, paused, then twice more. The door cracked open.

“Erin.” Tom’s grizzled face split into a grin. “Heard you’ve been making waves. Arena fights, temple orgies, now leading riots. You’ve come a long way from the bathhouse girl who wouldn’t fuck a dog.”

“I have standards,” I said dryly, stepping inside. “Still do.”

The warehouse was packed with crates—weapons, armor, supplies. Tom had clearly been preparing for this moment. His wooden peg leg tapped against the stone floor as he moved to a workbench.

“Five hundred gems for everything in this section,” he said, gesturing to a dozen crates. “Crossbows, bolts, short swords, some powder charges. Quality stuff.”

“Sabine mentioned you wanted something else.”

Tom’s grey eyes studied me, calculating. “You’ve become something of a legend. The tantra mage who fucks her way to power. I’m a businessman, Erin. I see an opportunity.”

“An opportunity to extort me?” But there was no heat in my words. This was negotiation, pure and simple.

“An opportunity for both of us to get what we want.” He leaned against the workbench. “I’m an old man with one leg and too many scars. Pretty girls don’t usually give me the time of day. But you… you’re different. You understand transactions.”

“So you want me to fuck you.”

“I want you to suck my cock,” he corrected. “Quick, professional, in that alley there. Do that, and I’ll knock two hundred off the price. Plus, I’ll throw in some healing potions I know Sabine’s people need.”

I did the math quickly. Two hundred gems saved, plus potions worth at least another hundred. For maybe ten minutes of work. And Tom, for all his criminal dealings, had always been fair with me. He’d never lied, never cheated me on payment.

This was business.

“Deal,” I said. “But we do it my way.”

His eyebrow rose. “Your way?”

“You don’t touch. I control the pace. And when I’m done, we’re square. No extras, no pushing for more.”

Tom considered, then nodded. “Fair terms. I can agree to that.”

We moved to the alley behind the warehouse. It was narrow and dark, the perfect kind of place I’d have been terrified of in my old life. Now it was just another location, another transaction.

Tom leaned against the wall, already unlacing his trousers. His cock emerged, half-hard and thick. For a man in his fifties with one leg, he was still functional.

I knelt on the dirty cobblestones, my cloak spreading beneath me to protect my knees. The position was familiar—I’d been on my knees more times than I could count. Slums, glory holes, bathhouses, taverns. This was just another blowjob, another trade.

Except it wasn’t. Because this time, I’d negotiated the terms. This time, I had power.

I wrapped my hand around his shaft, feeling it harden fully under my touch. He was thick, maybe seven inches, with prominent veins along the underside. His cock pulsed in my palm, growing harder, the head darkening as blood rushed to it. Tom grunted, his hand going to the wall for support, his peg leg planted firmly.

“Been a while,” he admitted. “Don’t expect me to last long.”

“That works for me.”

I leaned forward and took him into my mouth, my lips stretching around his girth. The taste was familiar—salt and musk, the sharp tang of arousal, the slightly bitter flavor of precum already leaking from his tip. My tongue worked along the underside of his cock, tracing the thick vein, while I bobbed my head, taking him deeper with each stroke. Saliva pooled in my mouth, making everything slicker.

Tom’s breathing quickened, his chest heaving. His free hand moved toward my hair, then stopped, remembering our deal. Good. I appreciated a man who kept his word.

I hollowed my cheeks, increasing the suction, creating a tight seal with my lips. My hand worked the base of his cock in rhythm with my mouth, twisting slightly on each upstroke, my thumb rubbing the sensitive spot just below the head. I felt him swell further, his cock getting impossibly harder, the head flaring. The signs were obvious—he was close. His balls were already drawing up tight, and I could feel his thighs tensing.

Part of me, the male mind that still lived in this body, observed the scene with detached fascination. I was kneeling in a dirty alley, sucking off a one-legged weapons dealer to secure arms for a revolution. My life had become absurd.

But the female body responded on its own, heat building between my thighs. The constant arousal didn’t discriminate—it flared whether I wanted it to or not. And sucking cock had become enough of a trigger that my pussy was already wet, already aching, my nipples hardening beneath my robes. I could feel my clit throbbing, demanding attention I wouldn’t give it.

I pushed the sensation aside, focusing on the job. Tom’s cock hit the back of my throat, and I relaxed, taking him deeper, swallowing around him. My nose pressed against his wiry pubic hair. He cursed, his hips jerking involuntarily, his cock driving deeper.

“Fuck, girl. That mouth of yours—gods—”

I pulled back just enough to work my tongue around his tip, swirling it around the sensitive head, lapping up the precum that was flowing freely now. Then I dove down again, taking him balls-deep, my throat contracting around him. His cock throbbed violently against my tongue, and I knew he was seconds away.

I bobbed faster, sucking hard, my hand pumping his shaft. Come on, I thought. Give it to me.

Tom came with a groan, his cock pulsing as his cum flooded my mouth. The first spurt hit the back of my throat, thick and bitter. I swallowed reflexively, the taste coating my throat, but he kept coming—three, four, five strong pulses, emptying himself while I kept my lips sealed around him, milking his cock with my hand. I swallowed it all, not spilling a drop, my throat working to take every bit.

When he was done, I pulled back slowly, my tongue licking the last drops of cum from his tip. His cock twitched at the sensation, already softening.

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, then stood, brushing off my cloak.

“Transaction complete,” I said, my voice slightly hoarse.

Tom was breathing hard, his cock already softening as he tucked it away. “You’re a professional, Erin. I respect that.”

“And the weapons?”

“Three hundred gems and they’re yours. Plus the potions, as promised.” He paused, then added, “You know, in another life, I’d have tried to keep you around. Exclusive contract, decent pay, protection. But you’re beyond that now.”

“I am,” I agreed. There was no pride in it, just statement of fact. I’d climbed too far to go back to being anyone’s kept woman.

We returned to the warehouse, and I counted out three hundred gems. Tom loaded the crates onto a cart and whistled. Two young men appeared—guild members, probably—and began hauling everything out.

“Tell Sabine good luck,” Tom said as I turned to leave. “And tell her Fox Shepherd is a madman, but he might just pull this off.”

“I’ll pass that along.”

As I made my way back toward the revolutionary safe house, I tallied the cost. Three hundred gems instead of five hundred. Two hundred saved, plus potions worth another hundred at least. Net benefit: three hundred gems and strategic alliance maintained.

Cost: ten minutes on my knees and the taste of cum in my mouth.

The math worked.



By nightfall, the riots had spread. I stood in the streets with Sabine’s people, using my magic to disable guard weapons and create barriers. My wind blades cut through armor straps, my fire bursts created walls of flame that divided formations without killing.

Strategic violence. Controlled chaos.

The Baron’s estate burned through the night. By dawn, Grimwald had fled the city, his personal guard carrying him out on a litter while citizens threw stones and rotten fruit.

The suburbs fell to revolutionary control. The inner city remained contested, with noble houses barricading themselves and hiring mercenaries. But the tide had turned.

As the sun set on the second day, the revolutionaries celebrated their victory in a commandeered warehouse. Wine flowed freely, someone had found a barrel of ale, and the air buzzed with triumph and relief.

The celebration turned carnal quickly. Adrenaline and alcohol mixed with months of tension, and soon revolutionaries were pairing off, then grouping together. I watched from a corner, detached but curious, as the warehouse filled with moans and laughter and the wet sounds of sex. The air grew thick with the scent of sweat and arousal.

A young revolutionary—couldn’t have been more than twenty, with wild dark hair and hungry eyes—approached me with liquid courage. His cock was already hard, tenting his trousers. “You’re the mage. The one who helped us win.”

“I helped,” I confirmed, my eyes drawn to the bulge despite myself.

“Join us?” He gestured to a cluster of revolutionaries tangled together on makeshift bedding, bodies naked and intertwined. “Everyone’s celebrating. You should too.”

I considered declining. But my body, always ready, already responding to the pheromones and sounds of sex around me, made the decision easy. My pussy was already wet, my nipples hard. The constant arousal that plagued me flared hot.

“Why not,” I said.

I stripped quickly, letting my robes fall. The young revolutionary’s eyes widened at the sight of my naked body, and I felt a familiar thrill at being desired. We moved to the tangle of bodies.

The orgy was chaotic, joyful, messy. Hands and mouths everywhere, no particular order or structure. I found myself between two revolutionaries—the young man from before and a muscular woman with scars from recent battles. She lay back, spreading her legs, her pussy already glistening. I lowered my head between her thighs, my tongue finding her clit. She tasted like arousal and sweat, musky and sweet.

Behind me, the young revolutionary positioned himself, his cock pressing against my entrance. He thrust in without preamble, filling me in one stroke. I moaned against the woman’s pussy, the vibrations making her gasp. He fucked me hard and fast, his hips slapping against my ass, his cock driving deep with each thrust.

I ate her out while being fucked, my tongue circling her clit, dipping into her entrance to lap up her juices. She was soaked, dripping onto my face. Her thighs trembled around my head.

Others joined, creating a writhing mass of bodies. Someone’s hands cupped my tits, squeezing hard, pinching my nipples. Another cock pressed against my lips—I opened and took it in, sucking even as I was fucked from behind. I lost track of who was touching me where, just felt pleasure building and releasing in waves. Someone’s cock in my mouth, another in my pussy, fingers finding my ass, probing gently. Tongues and teeth and skin everywhere.

The young revolutionary behind me came first, groaning as he filled my pussy with his cum. He pulled out, and immediately someone else took his place—a woman with a strap-on, thick and long, fucking me with hard strokes while I continued to service the cocks and pussies around me.

It wasn’t elegant or skilled like the bathhouse. It wasn’t mystical like the Temple rituals. It was just raw, honest pleasure—people celebrating survival by affirming they were alive. Sweat-slicked bodies grinding together, cum and pussy juice everywhere, the sounds of pleasure echoing off the warehouse walls.

I came the first time with my face buried in a woman’s pussy, her thighs clamping around my head as she climaxed on my tongue. My own orgasm hit hard, my pussy clenching around the strap-on, my whole body shaking.

The second time was when two men took me at once—one in my pussy, one in my mouth—both finishing almost simultaneously. Cum filled me from both ends, hot and thick, and the sensation pushed me over the edge again. My pussy spasmed, milking the cock inside me, while I swallowed the other load.

When I finally extracted myself, flushed and satisfied, cum leaking from my well-used pussy and the taste of it coating my mouth, I understood something about the revolutionaries I hadn’t before.

They weren’t just idealists fighting for justice. They were people desperate to feel human, to reclaim joy in a world designed to crush them.

It made betraying them later even worse.



I found Sabine in the aftermath, directing aid to the wounded. She looked exhausted but triumphant.

“You got the weapons,” she said, seeing the revolutionaries armed with Tom’s cache.

“I got them.”

“And Tom’s… price?”

“Paid in full.”

Sabine’s expression flickered—something like pity, maybe disgust, maybe respect. “I hate that we had to ask that of you.”

“You didn’t ask. I offered.” I shrugged. “It’s what I’m good at, Sabine. Using sex to get what I need. Might as well use it for something worthwhile.”

“You’re more than that, Erin. Your magic, your intelligence—”

“Are enhanced by my sexuality,” I interrupted. “You taught me alchemy and medicine, and I’m grateful. But Zephyra taught me the truth: my power comes from embracing what I am, not fighting it. I’m a tantra mage. Sex is my fuel, my weapon, my strategy.”

Sabine looked like she wanted to argue, but a runner appeared with news of more guard movements. She turned away, and I was left alone in the ash-streaked dawn.

The revolutionaries celebrated their victory around me. Some were already eyeing me speculatively—I’d become a symbol, the powerful mage who’d helped bring down a Baron. How long before one of them asked for a “personal favor”? How long before my legend became a burden?

I pushed the thoughts aside. For now, the immediate crisis was handled. The Baron had fled. The weapons were distributed. And I had a revolution to help finish.

But as I walked through the smoking ruins of the Baron’s estate, past the bodies and the rubble, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I’d crossed another line.

Not the blowjob in the alley—that was transactional, clean.

No, the line was the realization that I hadn’t felt anything while doing it. No shame, no degradation, not even satisfaction. Just cold calculation and a job completed.

I’d become exactly what the world had tried to make me: a tool wielded with precision, effective because I’d stopped feeling.

The question was whether I cared.

Erin Status (end): Money 14,445 gems | Compromised between factions | Cloak | Magic: Strong


Chapter 3: The Cult’s Demand

Erin Status (start): Money 14,445 gems | Compromised between factions | Cloak | Magic: Strong

Three days after the riots, Pythia summoned me to the Temple of Vipers.

I stood in the ornate receiving chamber, surrounded by serpent motifs carved into every surface. The High Priestess lounged on her divan, her serpent-tail coiled beneath her, golden eyes fixed on me with unsettling intensity.

“Erin,” she purred. “My little initiate has been making waves. Riots, dead nobles, revolutions in the streets.”

“The Baron was corrupt,” I said carefully. “The people deserved justice.”

“Justice.” Pythia’s laugh was musical and cold. “And what does a whore-turned-mage know about justice?”

The words should have stung, but they didn’t. I’d been called worse, by myself and others.

“I know the revolutionaries want to tear down the old order,” I said instead. “They’re idealists. Dangerous, naive, but genuine.”

“And we,” Pythia said softly, “support that old order. The nobles fund our Temple. The Baron, before he fled, donated generously to our cause. You’ve made an enemy of us, Erin.”

My blood chilled. I’d known this was coming—had known since I stole those documents that the Temple and I would eventually clash. But I’d hoped to delay it, to build more power first.

“I serve Viper,” I said, using the cult’s language. “Pleasure and power, ecstasy and strength.”

“You serve yourself,” Pythia corrected. “Which is admirable, in its way. But divided loyalties are dangerous. The Temple requires commitment, Erin. Total. Absolute. Unwavering.”

She rose, her tail uncoiling with sinuous grace. Moving closer, she reached out and cupped my chin, tilting my face up.

“So here is your choice, little mage. Commit fully to our cause—abandon these revolutionaries, these idealists who will only drag you down. Embrace the divine, embrace power, embrace pleasure without guilt or reservation. Do that, and I will grant you transformation, elevate you to our inner circle.”

Her golden eyes bored into mine. “Or refuse, and become our enemy. And we have much more power than a failed Baron, I promise you.”

The male part of my mind screamed warnings. This was a trap, a cage disguised as an offer. But the practical part, the survivor, saw the angles.

The revolutionaries were useful, but ultimately they wanted to tear down the systems I needed. The Temple offered power, protection, divine magic. If I played this right…

“What would commitment require?” I asked carefully.

Pythia smiled, and it was all serpent. “A ceremony. A ritual. Complete surrender to divine will. And a demonstration that you choose us over all others.”

“The revolutionaries.”

“Among other things. But yes, primarily them. Betray them, publicly and completely. Prove your loyalty is to pleasure and power, not morality and fairness.”

My mind raced. Sabine would never forgive me. The revolutionaries would hunt me. But the Temple’s power was real, their reach vast. And if I was being honest, the revolution had never been my cause—it had been convenient, a way to strike at nobles who’d used me.

“I need time to think,” I said.

“You have three days.” Pythia released my chin. “After that, we’ll know where you stand. Choose wisely, Erin. Power comes to those willing to seize it, no matter the cost.”

I left the Temple with my mind churning. Three days to decide: idealistic revolution or pragmatic power.

Three days to choose who I’d become.



I spent the first day trying to find a way out. Some clever angle, some manipulation that would let me keep both the Temple’s power and the revolutionaries’ goodwill. By midnight, I’d admitted the truth: there was no middle path. Pythia wanted total commitment, and she’d know if I was lying.

The second day, I weighed the options coldly. The revolutionaries offered ideals but little practical power. They wanted to tear down the systems I’d learned to exploit. If they won, where would that leave me? A mage, yes, but one without the networks of wealth and influence I’d been building.

The Temple offered divine power, protection from enemies, and access to the upper echelons of society. They embraced sexuality as sacrament, which aligned perfectly with my tantra magic. And Pythia’s transformation promise—actual physical enhancement, divine blessing—was worth more than revolutionary platitudes about justice.

By the third day, I’d made my choice.

I told myself it was pragmatic. Strategic. The male part of my mind that still remembered being human, being decent, whispered that I was rationalizing. But I’d learned to silence that voice months ago.

Power. That’s what mattered. Power to never be helpless again.



The Temple of Vipers was packed for the commitment ceremony. Word had spread that the famous arena mage, the revolutionary operative, the tantra sorceress was choosing a side. Nobles and cultists filled the pews, their eyes hungry for spectacle.

I knelt before Pythia in the ceremonial chamber, wearing nothing but the serpent pendant she’d given me. My body was on display—breasts, pussy, every curve and line visible to the assembled crowd. Once, that would have mortified me. Now it was just another performance.

“Erin,” Pythia’s voice echoed through the chamber, “you have been called to serve the divine Viper, to embrace pleasure without shame, power without hesitation. But commitment requires sacrifice. What will you offer?”

This was it. The moment where I proved my loyalty.

“Information,” I said clearly. “The revolutionaries have a safe house in the Rust Quarter, beneath the old tannery. Their leader, Fox Shepherd, will be there tonight planning the assault on the merchant quarter. I offer you his location, his plans, his vulnerabilities.”

I paused, then continued, making the betrayal complete. “They have three additional safe houses—one in the warehouse district near the docks, one above the cooper’s shop on Mill Street, and one in the catacombs beneath the old church. Their weapons cache is hidden in a false-bottom wagon at the Rusty Nail stable. They have approximately forty trained fighters, another hundred sympathizers. Their plan is to strike the merchant quarter in three days, during the harvest festival when the guards are spread thin.”

The words felt like ash in my mouth, but I kept my expression serene. Sabine was in that safe house. Good, principled Sabine who’d taught me healing and alchemy, who’d trusted me with revolutionary secrets. I’d just given the nobles everything—locations, numbers, timing, weaknesses.

I was selling her out for divine power. Selling all of them out.

Pythia smiled, serpent-slow and satisfied. “A worthy offering. The merchant quarter nobles have been generous patrons of our Temple. This information will save them—and us—much trouble.”

She gestured, and a priest slipped away, no doubt to inform said nobles and their hired mercenaries. The revolutionaries would be crushed tonight, their leadership executed or scattered.

Because of me.

The betrayal was already in motion—mercenaries would raid those safe houses by midnight. Even now, as I knelt before the altar, armed men were preparing to move against Fox Shepherd and his revolutionaries. My words had set it all in motion, and there was no taking it back.

“Now,” Pythia continued, “to seal your commitment, you will serve the inner circle. All of them. Channel divine energy through your flesh, prove your devotion with ecstasy.”

The inner circle emerged from the shadows—twelve priests and priestesses, all beautiful in the supernatural way of the truly devoted. They’d spent years serving Viper, transforming their bodies through divine magic. Now they would mark me.

I should have felt something. Fear, maybe. Anticipation. But instead there was just cold calculation: twelve people, maybe two hours, significant magical gains.

The first priest reached me—a man with golden eyes and ritual scars. He lifted my chin, studying my face.

“She’s decided,” he murmured. “Look at those eyes. She’s already ours.”

He kissed me, his tongue tasting of honey and something sharper. Divine magic sparked between our lips, and my body responded instantly. The constant arousal that plagued me flared hot and needy.

Two priestesses joined us, their hands roaming my body. One cupped my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples. The other slid fingers through my pussy, already slick and ready.

“So eager,” she breathed. “The divine has truly blessed you.”

The orgy that followed was choreographed chaos—twelve bodies converging on mine with ritualistic precision. Hands grabbed my thighs, spreading me wide on the cold altar stone. The first priest positioned himself between my legs, his cock thick and ridged with ritual scarring. He entered me in one brutal thrust that made me gasp, stretching my pussy around his girth. I was already soaking wet, my body betraying how desperately it needed this.

“Look at her cunt swallow me,” he grunted, gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. “So fucking hungry for it.”

A priestess climbed onto the altar, straddling my face. Her pussy was shaved bare, glistening with arousal. She lowered herself onto my mouth without ceremony, grinding her wet slit against my lips and tongue. I tasted her immediately—tangy and sweet, with an undertone of divine magic that made my head spin. Her clit was swollen and hard against my tongue as I licked and sucked, my hands coming up to grip her ass and pull her down harder.

“That’s it, whore,” she moaned, rolling her hips. “Eat my pussy while he fucks yours.”

The priest between my legs found his rhythm, pounding into me with deep, punishing strokes. Each thrust drove his cock to the root, the head battering against my cervix in a mix of pleasure and pain. My pussy clenched around him, muscles rippling along his shaft, and I could feel every ridge and vein as he stretched me open.

Another priestess knelt beside the altar, her fingers finding my clit. She pinched and rolled the sensitive nub, sending jolts of electricity through my core. “She’s so swollen here,” the woman purred. “Her little clit is begging for attention.”

I moaned into the pussy smothering my face, the vibrations making the priestess above me shudder. My tongue dove deep into her channel, fucking in and out while I worked her clit with my nose. She tasted divine—literally. The magic infused into her flesh made every lick intoxicating.

The priest fucking me grunted and drove deep, his cock pulsing as he filled my pussy with hot cum. I felt it flooding my channel, coating my inner walls, dripping back out around his shaft as he pulled free. The sensation pushed me over the edge—my pussy spasmed violently, clenching on emptiness now, and I screamed into the priestess’s cunt as I came.

Divine magic surged through me with the orgasm. Not just the familiar mana I generated from arousal, but something external—the Temple itself feeding power into my body through every point of contact. It felt like being filled with molten gold, burning and reshaping me from the inside out.

“Next,” Pythia commanded from her throne.

They switched positions before I could recover. A different priest—this one with ritual tattoos covering his muscular chest—lay on the altar beneath me. Hands grabbed my waist, lifting and positioning me over his erect cock. I was lowered onto him slowly, impaled inch by excruciating inch. My pussy was still twitching from the previous orgasm, oversensitive, and the new penetration made me whimper.

“Tight little cunt,” he groaned as I sank onto him fully. “Gripping me so fucking hard.”

Before I could adjust, I felt something press against my asshole. A priestess behind me, wearing a strap-on carved from blessed wood and glowing with divine energy. She’d slicked it with oil, and now she pushed the flared head against my rear entrance.

“Wait—” I gasped, but she didn’t wait.

The divine phallus entered my ass in a slow, relentless push. The stretch was intense, bordering on painful, as my ring of muscle was forced to accommodate the thick intrusion. Inch by inch she fed it into me, filling my ass while the priest’s cock occupied my pussy. The thin wall between them meant I could feel everything—every ridge, every pulse, the way they moved against each other inside me.

“Both holes filled,” the priestess breathed, gripping my hips. “Such a good little whore for us.”

They began to move in tandem—one cock withdrawing as the other thrust deep. I was trapped between them, spitted on both shafts, unable to do anything but take it. My body had become a vessel for their pleasure, a receptacle for divine energy channeled through sex.

A male priest approached my face, his cock already hard and leaking precum. He grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my head back, forcing my mouth open. “Suck,” he commanded, and fed his length between my lips.

I hollowed my cheeks and sucked him deep, letting him slide into my throat. My gag reflex had been trained away months ago in the bathhouse, and now I took him to the root, my nose pressed against his pelvis. He groaned and began to fuck my face, his cock sliding in and out of my stretched throat.

All three holes filled now. Cock in my pussy, phallus in my ass, cock down my throat. I couldn’t move, couldn’t speak, could barely breathe between thrusts. My body existed only as a collection of holes to be used.

The divine magic intensified with each thrust. I could feel it building inside me, layering with the sexual pleasure until I couldn’t distinguish between the two. My pussy and ass clenched rhythmically, my throat worked around the cock fucking it, and everything was sensation—overwhelming, all-consuming, transformative.

The priest in my pussy came first, his cock jerking as he filled me with another load of cum. The sensation of being flooded triggered my own orgasm—my second of the night. I convulsed between them, every muscle spasming, and the divine magic exploded through my body in a wave of golden light.

My eyes burned. I felt something growing from my temples—small protrusions that would become horns. My skin took on a golden sheen, and my pupils transformed, becoming serpentine slits.

They pulled out of me and I collapsed onto the altar, gasping for air, cum leaking from my pussy and ass. But they weren’t done.

More hands grabbed me, flipping me onto my back. A priestess positioned herself between my thighs, her face lowering to my cum-filled pussy. Her tongue lapped at my slit, cleaning the mixture of fluids, then dove inside to scoop out more. The sensation was obscene—her tongue fucking into my well-used channel, probing deep to taste the priests’ seed mixed with my own juices.

“She tastes divine,” the priestess murmured, then attached her mouth to my clit and sucked hard.

I nearly levitated off the altar. My oversensitive clit sent shockwaves through my entire body as she worked it with lips and tongue. Another priestess captured one of my nipples in her mouth, sucking and biting, while a priest took the other. Hands roamed everywhere—squeezing my breasts, gripping my thighs, spreading my ass cheeks.

A finger pressed into my ass—then two, stretching me open again. They worked in and out, scissoring to loosen me further, while the priestess continued her assault on my clit. I was being taken apart piece by piece, every part of me claimed and used.

The third orgasm built differently—slower but more intense. It started deep in my core and radiated outward, my pussy clenching on nothing while my ass clamped down on the invading fingers. When it hit, I screamed, my back arching off the stone, and golden light erupted from my skin.

The transformation accelerated. My horns grew longer, curving back from my temples. My serpent eyes glowed with inner light. My stamina surged—instead of exhaustion, I felt energized, ready for more.

“Divine Slut,” Pythia pronounced, her voice echoing with power. “A new class, blessed by Viper. Power through pleasure, strength through surrender.”

They weren’t done with me. For the next three hours, they used me in every configuration imaginable. I was fucked in every hole, sometimes two or three at once. I sucked cocks until my jaw ached, ate pussies until my face was soaked with juices, took loads of cum in my mouth, my pussy, my ass, painting my skin. They made me orgasm over and over—I lost count after seven—each climax fueling the divine transformation.

I serviced one priest while he sat in meditation, maintaining his composure even as I deep-throated his cock and swallowed his cum. I was bent over a bench and fucked from behind by three different priests in succession, each one harder and rougher than the last. I was made to scissor with a priestess, our wet pussies grinding together while we both moaned, until we came in unison.

During one particularly intense session, I was suspended in the air by divine magic, held spreadeagled and helpless while two priests fucked my pussy and ass simultaneously, their cocks pounding into me from below. A priestess floated in front of me, grinding her cunt against my face while another worked my clit with her fingers. I came so hard I thought I might break apart.

The orgy became a blur of flesh and fluid, of cocks and pussies and mouths and hands. I stopped being Erin and became just a body—a sacred vessel for channeling divine energy through sex. The male part of my consciousness that used to protest such treatment had gone completely silent, drowned in sensation and transformation.

By the time they finally finished, I lay sprawled on the altar in a pool of mixed fluids—cum leaking from my pussy and ass, my face glazed with juices, my body covered in sweat and other things. My pussy was swollen and gaping, my asshole tender and stretched. I could still taste cum and pussy on my tongue.

But I was glowing. Literally glowing with divine light, my golden skin radiant, my new serpent eyes brilliant in the dim temple. The transformation was complete.

When it finally ended, I lay sprawled on the ceremonial altar, cum leaking from every hole, my whole body glowing with divine light. The inner circle withdrew, satisfied and depleted.

Pythia approached, her serpent tail coiling around my body, pulling me upright.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “Transformed. Elevated. You are ours now, body and soul. The divine has marked you.”

I met her golden eyes with my own—serpent meeting serpent.

“I serve Viper,” I said, and meant it. Or at least, I meant the power Viper represented. The pleasure without guilt, the strength without mercy.

“Good.” Pythia kissed my forehead, almost maternal. “Now rest. Tonight, the revolutionaries fall. Tomorrow, you help us consolidate power in the merchant quarter. This is just the beginning, my dear. You’ve chosen the winning side.”

As I was led to a recovery chamber, cleaned and tended by novice cultists, I felt the weight of what I’d done settle over me. Sabine would die tonight, or be captured. The revolutionaries would be scattered. The Baron’s downfall would be undone as the nobles rallied, backed by Temple support.

I’d chosen power over principle. Pragmatism over ideals.

And the worst part? I didn’t regret it.

The transformation had granted me divine stamina, enhanced magical capacity, and minor physical changes. I was stronger now, faster, more durable. The constant arousal that had always plagued me was amplified but also more controllable—I could channel it at will, using divine magic as a release valve.

I was more powerful than I’d ever been.

And I’d betrayed everyone who’d trusted me to get here.



The next morning, I stood on a balcony overlooking the merchant quarter, watching as mercenaries rounded up the surviving revolutionaries. The safe house had been raided exactly as I’d predicted. Bodies lay in the streets—some I recognized. Fox Shepherd had escaped, apparently, but most of his leadership was dead or captured.

I searched the bodies from a distance, looking for auburn hair. For a healer’s robes.

I didn’t find Sabine. Either she’d survived and fled, or her body was somewhere I couldn’t see.

Good, I told myself. Better that she lives to hate me than die thinking I was her ally.

Pythia joined me on the balcony, her presence commanding.

“You feel guilt,” she observed. “That will pass. Divine power requires sacrifice, Erin. You sacrificed your humanity for strength. That’s what separates the powerful from the weak.”

“I don’t feel guilty,” I lied. “I feel… practical.”

“Liar.” But Pythia smiled. “You’ll learn. In time, the guilt becomes background noise. Then it fades entirely. You’ll look back on today and wonder why you hesitated at all.”

She was probably right. I’d already traveled so far down this path—from desperate slum prostitute to arena champion to cult devotee. Each step had required me to shed another piece of the man I used to be.

How much was left? How much did I want left?

“The nobles are hosting a celebration tomorrow night,” Pythia continued. “To thank the Temple for crushing the rebellion. You’ll attend as my representative. Mingle, gather intelligence, identify potential recruits or threats.”

“And if they want… services?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

“Then you provide them. You’re a Divine Slut now, Erin. Use your body as the weapon it is. Seduce, corrupt, control. That’s your purpose.”

She said it so simply, so matter-of-factly. As if my entire existence could be reduced to those functions.

The terrifying part was that she wasn’t wrong.



That night, alone in my Temple chambers, I stared at my reflection. Golden serpent eyes stared back, unblinking. Small horns curved from my temples, barely visible under my hair. My skin had a faint golden sheen that made me look ethereal, untouchable.

Beautiful. Powerful. Monstrous.

I’d once been a man working a dead-end job in Chicago, too scared to take risks, too passive to demand better. Then I’d died saving a stranger and woken up as Erin—female, cursed with constant arousal, dumped in a slum to starve or whore.

I’d chosen to survive. Every choice after that had followed the same logic: survive, gain power, never be helpless again.

But somewhere along the way, survival had transformed into something else. Ambition. Hunger. A need to dominate rather than be dominated.

Was I still that man who’d died in an underpass? Or had Erin consumed him entirely, leaving only this—a creature of pleasure and power, divine and demonic, willing to sacrifice anything for strength?

I touched the horns on my temples, feeling their smooth surface. They were permanent now, part of my new form. A mark of what I’d become.

No going back. Only forward.

And forward meant consolidating power, eliminating threats, and climbing higher. The Temple was a tool, like everything else. I’d use it until it stopped being useful, then move on.

Pythia thought she’d claimed me. She’d learn better.

I serve only myself, I thought, watching my serpent eyes glow in the mirror. Everything else is just temporary alliance.

The man I’d been would have been horrified. But that man was dead.

Long live Erin, Divine Slut, tantra mage, and mercenary of pleasure.
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Chapter 4: Hunted

Erin Status (start): Money 14,445 gems | Divine Slut (marked traitor) | Travel gear | Magic: Divine + combat

The assassin came on the fourth night after the ceremony.

I was in my Temple chambers, reviewing intelligence reports Pythia had given me, when my magical senses screamed warning. I rolled off the bed just as a crossbow bolt thudded into my pillow, exactly where my head had been.

“Fuck!” I threw up a hasty shield as two more bolts followed. They sparked off the magical barrier, but I could feel the strain. Whoever this was had come prepared.

A figure dropped from the ceiling—dark clothes, face covered, blades glinting. Revolutionary gear. They’d found me.

The assassin lunged, knife aimed for my throat. I dodged, my divine-enhanced reflexes faster than they expected, and blasted them with a wind blade. It caught their shoulder, spinning them sideways, but they recovered quickly.

“Traitor,” they hissed. Female voice, young. “You killed them. Sabine trusted you.”

Sabine. Alive then, at least enough to send killers after me.

“I made a choice,” I said, gathering power. The constant arousal flared, fueling my magic. “I chose to survive.”

“You chose power.” The assassin attacked again, faster now, pressing me back. “Over people who protected you. Taught you. Trusted you.”

Each word hit like a blade. Because they were true.

We fought through the chamber, magic against steel. I had more power, but the assassin was skilled and motivated. They’d come here knowing they’d probably die, and that desperation made them dangerous.

I caught them with a fire burst, setting their cloak ablaze. They screamed and stumbled, and I pressed the advantage, slamming them against the wall with a wind blast.

“Stop,” I commanded, holding them pinned. “Who sent you?”

“Sabine,” they gasped. “She survived. She’s hunting everyone who betrayed us. Starting with you.”

Good. That meant Sabine was alive. It also meant I was now on a kill-list.

The assassin thrashed, trying to break free. In the struggle, their mask slipped, revealing a young woman—maybe nineteen, with fierce dark eyes and a burn scar on her jaw.

I’d seen her before. At the safe house, learning field medicine from Sabine. A student. An idealist.

Looking at me with pure hatred.

“I’m sorry,” I said, and meant it. Not sorry enough to change my choice, but sorry nonetheless.

Then I snapped her neck with a burst of force magic.

The body slumped. I stared at it, feeling nothing. Once, killing would have destroyed me. Now it was just problem-solving.

Gods. Pythia had been right. The guilt was fading.



I fled the Temple that night. Not because I was afraid of more assassins—Pythia’s people could handle them. But because the attack made something clear: I’d made enemies of powerful, motivated people. Revolutionaries who knew where I lived, who I worked with, what I cared about.

I needed to disappear for a while. Regroup. Let the heat die down.

I grabbed what I could carry—gems, magical focuses, weapons—and slipped out through the servant’s passages. In my haste, I had to abandon some of my possessions, losing equipment and supplies worth at least five hundred gems. By dawn, I was in the wilderness outside Ironfall, putting distance between myself and everyone who wanted me dead.

The problem was, “everyone who wanted me dead” now included both revolutionaries and remnants of the guard loyal to the old Baron. I’d made enemies on all sides.

For three days, I moved through the wilderness, using magic to hide my trail and staying off main roads. My divine enhancements helped—I needed less sleep, could move faster, heal minor injuries almost instantly. But I was still alone, still hunted.

On the fourth day, they caught up.



He found me at dusk, when I was setting camp in a small clearing. A bounty hunter, by the look of him—leather armor, multiple weapons, the hard eyes of someone who’d tracked and killed for coin.

“Erin the traitor,” he said, stepping into the clearing with his sword drawn. “There’s a price on your head. Two thousand gems. I’m here to collect.”

I stood slowly, assessing him. Skilled, experienced, confident. He’d be difficult to kill in a straight fight, especially with my mana reserves depleted from days of running.

But fighting wasn’t my only weapon.

“Two thousand gems,” I said, letting my voice drop to something sultry. “That’s a lot of money. But I could offer you something worth more.”

His eyes narrowed. “I’m not interested in bribes.”

“Not a bribe.” I let my cloak fall open, revealing the thin travel clothes underneath, the curves they did little to hide. “An experience. You’ve heard about me, right? The tantra mage? The Divine Slut?”

“I’ve heard you’re a whore who fucks for power.” But his gaze had shifted, traveling down my body despite himself.

“Then you know what I can offer.” I took a step closer, slowly, non-threatening. “One night with me. Pleasure like you’ve never experienced. And in the morning, if you still want to collect that bounty, I won’t resist.”

“Why would you offer that?”

“Because I’m exhausted. Because fighting you would be difficult and might get me killed. And because…” I smiled, something bitter and honest. “Because I’m good at this. It’s what I do. What I’ve always done. Use sex to survive.”

He studied me for a long moment, suspicion warring with temptation in his expression.

“No tricks?” he finally asked.

“No tricks. Just you, me, and pleasure. Scout’s honor.” I held up my hands, showing I had no weapons drawn. “We fuck, you get an experience you’ll never forget, and in the morning you decide what to do with me.”

The sword lowered slightly. “And if I decide to take the bounty anyway?”

“Then you take it. I agreed to that.”

It was the honesty that sold him, I think. The admission that I was offering this out of desperation rather than seduction. Bounty hunters respected pragmatism.

“One night,” he said, sheathing his sword. “And you don’t try anything.”

“One night,” I agreed.



His name was Garrett, and he fucked like a man who’d been too long on the road—hungry, desperate, rough around the edges but not deliberately cruel. I’d expected worse from a bounty hunter.

I stripped for him slowly, making it a show. My fingers worked the laces of my travel clothes with deliberate leisure, revealing skin inch by inch. I let my shirt fall open, exposing my breasts—full and heavy, nipples already hardening in the cool evening air. His eyes locked onto them immediately, pupils dilating with want.

I pushed the shirt off my shoulders, then hooked my thumbs in my pants and worked them down over my hips. No underwear—I’d stopped bothering with them months ago. My pussy was bare and already glistening with arousal, the constant need that plagued this body making me perpetually ready.

“Gods,” Garrett breathed, his hand moving to the bulge in his trousers. “You’re fucking perfect.”

“I know.” Not conceited—just honest. This body was designed for desire, every curve and line calibrated to provoke lust. And I’d learned to weaponize every inch of it.

I approached him naked, my hips swaying, and knelt between his spread legs. My fingers worked the buckles on his armor with practiced efficiency, stripping away leather and metal until he was bare-chested. His cock strained against his trousers, thick and obvious. I freed it with deliberate slowness, peeling back the fabric to reveal his length.

He was bigger than average—thick and veined, the head already leaking precum. I wrapped my hand around the base, my fingers barely meeting, and gave him a slow stroke from root to tip.

“Let me show you what I can do,” I murmured, meeting his eyes.

I leaned in and dragged my tongue up his shaft, tasting the salt of his sweat and the musk of his arousal. His cock twitched in my grip, eager. I circled the head with my tongue, lapping up the precum beading at the slit, then wrapped my lips around him and sank down.

I’d sucked hundreds of cocks by now—maybe thousands. This was just one more. But I made it special because my life depended on it.

I hollowed my cheeks and created suction as I worked him deeper, my tongue massaging the sensitive underside. His hands found my hair, gripping tight, as I took him inch by inch into my throat. My gag reflex was a distant memory, trained away in the bathhouse months ago. Now I swallowed him to the root, my nose pressed against his pelvis, my throat bulging around his girth.

“Fuck,” Garrett groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily. “Your mouth… gods, your fucking mouth…”

I held him there for a moment, throat muscles working around him, then pulled back slowly. Saliva dripped from my lips as I released him with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting my mouth to his cock. I stroked him with my spit-slicked hand while I caught my breath.

“That’s just the beginning,” I said, voice husky.

I took him back into my mouth and bobbed my head, setting a rhythm that had him groaning within seconds. I sucked hard on the upstroke, my tongue working the sensitive spot just below the head. On the downstroke, I relaxed my throat and let him fuck into me, his cock pushing deep.

His grip on my hair tightened, becoming almost painful. “Shit, I’m gonna—”

I pulled off before he could finish. “Not yet. I want you inside me first.”

We moved to my bedroll. I lay back and spread my legs wide, shameless, giving him a full view of my pussy. My lips were swollen and wet, my clit already prominent. The firelight made my skin glow, and I saw his throat work as he swallowed hard.

“Come here,” I commanded, my voice dropping to that sultry register. “Take what you want.”

Garrett positioned himself between my thighs, his cock hard and slick with my saliva. He notched himself at my entrance and pushed in with one smooth, powerful thrust that made us both gasp.

The stretch was delicious. He was thick enough to fill me completely, his cock spreading me open, the head pressing deep inside. My pussy clenched around him reflexively, muscles rippling along his length.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. “And so fucking wet. You’re soaked.”

“I’m always wet,” I admitted, wrapping my legs around his waist. “Now fuck me. Don’t hold back.”

He didn’t need more encouragement. He pulled back and slammed in again, setting a brutal pace. Each thrust drove him to the root, his balls slapping against my ass. The angle was perfect—his cock dragged against my g-spot on every stroke, building pressure deep in my core.

I arched beneath him, my breasts bouncing with each impact. His mouth found one nipple, sucking hard, teeth grazing the sensitive peak. The dual sensations—cock pounding my pussy, mouth on my breast—pushed me rapidly toward climax.

“Harder,” I moaned, digging my nails into his back. “Fuck me harder.”

He obliged, his hips pistoning faster. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the clearing, punctuated by our grunts and moans. Sweat dripped from his body onto mine. His cock felt huge inside me, stretching me to my limits, and I loved it.

The orgasm built fast—inevitable with the constant arousal that plagued me. My pussy started to flutter around him, my clit throbbing where our bodies ground together. When it hit, I cried out, my back arching off the bedroll. My pussy clenched rhythmically around his cock, milking him, trying to pull him deeper.

“Fuck yes,” Garrett groaned. “Feel you coming on my cock. So fucking good.”

The pleasure rolled through me in waves, genuine and overwhelming. The constant arousal meant I always came honestly—my body couldn’t fake it even if I wanted to.

As I came down from the peak, panting, Garrett kept fucking me. His rhythm became erratic, his breathing harsh. “Gonna fill this pussy,” he grunted. “Gonna pump you full.”

“Yes,” I moaned, the words automatic now. “Fill me. Come inside me.”

Three more brutal thrusts and he buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing as he came. I felt his cum flooding my channel, hot spurts coating my inner walls. He groaned long and low, his whole body shuddering, emptying himself inside me.

When he finally pulled out, I felt his cum leak from my pussy, trickling down to my ass. The sensation was familiar, almost comforting in its mundanity.

But I wasn’t done with him yet.

“My turn,” I said, pushing him onto his back.

His cock had softened but wasn’t completely flaccid. I straddled him and began to work his shaft with my hand, using the mix of his cum and my juices as lubricant. Within minutes, he was hard again—one benefit of my enhanced pheromones and the lingering tantra magic in my body.

“How did you—?” he started to ask.

“Magic,” I said simply, positioning myself over him. “Now shut up and enjoy it.”

I sank down onto his cock in one smooth motion, impaling myself on his length. My pussy was oversensitive from the first orgasm, and the renewed penetration made me gasp. I was wetter now, cum-slicked and loose, and he slid in easily.

I set the pace this time—rolling my hips in a sensual rhythm, grinding my clit against his pelvis with each stroke. My hands found my breasts, squeezing and pinching my nipples while he watched with glazed eyes.

“Touch me,” I commanded, guiding his hands to my waist.

He gripped my hips and helped me move, lifting and lowering me on his cock. The new angle let him go deeper, hitting my cervix with each downstroke in a perfect mix of pleasure and pressure.

I rode him faster, chasing my second orgasm. My pussy made obscene squelching sounds as I bounced on his cock, cum and juices leaking out around his shaft. The wet sounds mixed with our moans and the slap of my ass against his thighs.

“Play with my clit,” I gasped, and his thumb found the swollen nub, circling it with rough pressure.

That pushed me over. I came with a scream, my pussy clamping down on him like a vice. The intensity of the orgasm surprised me—stronger than the first, rolling through my whole body in pulsing waves.

Garrett groaned beneath me, and I felt his cock twitch as he came again, adding more cum to the mess inside me. We ground together through our shared climax, prolonging it until we were both trembling and oversensitive.

I climbed off him carefully, feeling the flood of mixed fluids leak from my well-used pussy. We lay side by side on the bedroll, both breathing hard, bodies slick with sweat and other things.

“Give me ten minutes,” Garrett panted. “Then I want you again. Want to fuck that ass.”

A small thrill went through me—anal was always intense. “Ten minutes,” I agreed. “Then you can have whatever you want.”

When his cock hardened for the third time—helped by my stroking hands and whispered encouragement—he flipped me onto my hands and knees. I heard him spit into his hand, felt his fingers working saliva into my asshole. He was rough about it, impatient, pushing two fingers inside to stretch me open.

“Tight little hole,” he grunted, working his fingers in and out. “Gonna feel so good around my cock.”

He withdrew his fingers and replaced them with his cock, pressing the head against my rear entrance. The stretch was immediate and intense as he pushed forward, forcing my ring of muscle to accommodate his girth.

“Relax,” he commanded, one hand pressing down on my lower back.

I tried to relax, breathing through the burning stretch as he fed inch after inch into my ass. With only spit for lube, it bordered on painful, but I’d taken worse. My ass gradually yielded, accepting him deeper until his hips pressed flush against my ass cheeks.

“There we go,” Garrett groaned. “Taking it all like a good whore.”

He fucked my ass with the same brutal intensity he’d used on my pussy—hard, deep strokes that had me gasping into the bedroll. His hands gripped my hips, holding me steady as he used my body. The fullness was overwhelming, his cock stretching me to my limits.

One of his hands snaked around to find my clit, rubbing the sensitive nub in rough circles. The dual stimulation—cock in my ass, fingers on my clit—pushed me toward another climax despite the discomfort.

“Come on this cock,” Garrett ordered. “Wanna feel you squeeze my dick with this tight ass.”

His words, the stimulation, the sheer intensity of being taken this way—it all combined to trigger my third orgasm of the night. I came with a muffled scream, my ass clenching rhythmically around his cock, amplifying every sensation.

Garrett lasted only a few more thrusts before he buried himself deep and came, filling my ass with cum. He groaned and collapsed onto my back, crushing me into the bedroll.

When he finally pulled out, I felt utterly used—cum leaking from both holes, my body marked and aching. I lay face-down on the bedroll, breathing hard, while Garrett sprawled beside me in an exhausted sprawl.

“That was…” He couldn’t find words. “I’ve never… fuck.”

“Worth more than two thousand gems?” I suggested, my voice muffled by the blanket.

He laughed weakly. “Worth ten thousand. Easy. That was the best fuck of my life.”

Good. That made what I had to do next slightly easier.

He was still breathing hard, his body trembling with the aftershocks of his final climax, when I moved.

My hand found his dagger, still sheathed at his belt. I drew it silently and in one smooth motion, I drove it into his throat.

His eyes flew open, shocked and betrayed. Blood bubbled from his lips as he tried to speak, to curse me, to ask why.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, watching the light fade from his eyes. “But I can’t let you take me in. I choose survival. Always.”

He died within seconds, gurgling and twitching. I pulled the dagger free and cleaned it on his cloak.

Another body. Another pragmatic choice. Another piece of my humanity burned away for the sake of staying alive.

I searched his belongings, taking what coin he had—only fifty gems, disappointing—and his better weapons. Then I left him there in the clearing for the scavengers.

Seduction. Sex. Betrayal. Murder.

It was becoming a pattern.



Two days later, I was wounded and desperate.

Another fight, this time with revolutionary scouts who’d tracked me through the wilderness. I’d killed them, but not before taking a sword slash across my ribs and a crossbow bolt through my shoulder.

The divine healing helped, but it was slow. I needed somewhere safe to recover, somewhere no one would find me.

I stumbled through the forest, bleeding and feverish, until I found the cave.



The hermit who lived there was old, maybe seventy, with a long grey beard and eyes that had seen too much. He looked at me without fear, despite my obvious inhuman features—the golden serpent eyes, the small horns.

“You’re injured,” he observed.

“And hunted,” I admitted. “I need shelter. Somewhere to recover.”

“And what do I get in exchange?”

Of course. Nothing was free. “What do you want?”

He considered me, his gaze clinical rather than lustful. “I’m dying. Cancer, spreading through my guts. Maybe three months left. The pain is… considerable.”

“I’m not a healer.”

“No, but you’re a tantra mage. I can see the divine marks, the sexual energy you carry.” His expression was pragmatic, almost businesslike. “Give me relief. Use your magic to ease my suffering. In exchange, you can stay here as long as you need to recover.”

It was degrading. Trading sex for shelter, for healing time, like I was back in the slums desperate and starving.

But I was desperate now. And I needed time to heal.

“Deal,” I said. “But on my terms. I control the pace, the acts, everything.”

“Agreed.”



We fucked that night, and it was strange in ways I hadn’t anticipated. His body was old, failing, scarred by years and disease. Thin skin stretched over prominent bones, muscle wasted away, the physical evidence of cancer eating him from within. But his cock still worked—barely, requiring my hands and mouth to coax it to half-hardness, but functional enough for our purposes.

I stripped for him, though there was no seduction in it. Just practicality. My clothes came off and I stood before him naked, letting him look his fill. His eyes traveled over my body with something like wonder—probably the first time in years he’d seen a naked woman, let alone one like me.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, his voice trembling. “Even with the demon marks. Maybe because of them.”

I didn’t respond. Just approached the pallet where he lay and positioned myself over him.

Getting him inside me required patience. His cock was only half-erect despite my efforts, soft enough that penetration was difficult. I had to angle carefully, using my hand to guide him into my pussy, then bear down to take what little hardness he had.

Even mostly soft, the penetration triggered my body’s automatic response. My pussy was always wet, always ready, and now it clenched around him reflexively. I felt him twitch inside me, hardening slightly at the sensation.

“Just lie still,” I murmured. “Let me do the work.”

I began to ride him slowly, rolling my hips in gentle circles. My pussy gripped him, massaging his half-hard cock, trying to coax more firmness. At the same time, I channeled tantra magic through our connection—not for my benefit, but for his.

The life force flowed from me into him, golden energy seeping through where our bodies joined. I could feel his pain like a physical thing—the cancer gnawing at his guts, the constant agony that had become his existence. My magic couldn’t cure it, but it could dull the edges, give him temporary relief.

As the pain receded, his cock hardened further. Not fully erect—he was too far gone for that—but enough that I could actually ride him properly. I increased my pace, lifting and lowering myself on his length, my breasts swaying with the motion.

His hands found my hips, trembling and weak, but there. “It doesn’t hurt,” he whispered, wonder in his voice. “For the first time in months, it doesn’t hurt.”

I said nothing. Just kept moving, kept channeling power, kept using my body to give him this brief respite. My pussy made soft wet sounds as I rode him, the only sound in the quiet cave besides our breathing.

He lasted longer than I expected—maybe ten minutes of slow, gentle fucking before his body tensed. His cock pulsed weakly inside me, barely enough cum to feel, but he came with tears streaming down his face.

“Thank you,” he sobbed afterward, his hands still on my hips. “Thank you, thank you…”

I climbed off him and cleaned myself perfunctorily with a cloth. His seed was thin and watery, barely there. I felt nothing—no satisfaction, no disgust. Just the hollow emptiness that had become my default state.

“Sleep,” I told him. “The pain will come back in a few hours, but for now you can rest.”

He was asleep within minutes, his face peaceful for the first time since I’d met him.

I lay beside him in the darkness, listening to his labored breathing, wondering how I’d ended up here. Trading sex for shelter with a dying man, using my cursed body to ease suffering instead of causing it for once.

It should have felt noble. It just felt empty.

Over the next week, I healed while he slowly died. We fucked each night—calling it that was generous, really. More like I rode his barely-functional cock while channeling healing energy to dull his pain. He never lasted more than ten or fifteen minutes, never came with more than a dribble of thin seed.

But he was grateful. Desperately, pathetically grateful.

“You’re an angel,” he said one night after we’d finished, his hand stroking my hair with trembling fingers. “Sent to ease my passing.”

“I’m a demon,” I corrected flatly. “Not an angel. Just a demon taking shelter.”

“Demon, angel—what’s the difference? You’re giving me mercy. That’s divine, whatever you are.”

I didn’t argue. Just let him believe what he needed to believe.

During the days, he taught me wilderness survival—how to find water, which plants were edible, how to track and hunt. Skills I’d never needed before but might need now that I was hunted by everyone. He was kind about it, patient, asking nothing beyond our nightly arrangement.

On the eighth day, when my wounds had healed enough to travel, I prepared to leave. He watched me pack with rheumy eyes, his pain having returned in full force now.

“Thank you,” he said again. “For the mercy. For letting an old dying man feel pleasure one last time.”

“It was a transaction,” I said, though the words felt hollow. “Shelter for sex. That’s all.”

“No. It was more than that. You could have killed me, taken what you needed. You gave me relief instead.” He smiled, the expression made grotesque by his wasted face. “That’s kindness, whether you want to call it that or not.”

I left without responding, unable to articulate that what I’d given him wasn’t kindness—it was just the path of least resistance. Survival wrapped in the skin of mercy.

But his words followed me into the wilderness, an uncomfortable reminder that even my worst impulses could accidentally do good.

On the eighth day, my wounds had healed enough to travel. I gathered my belongings, preparing to leave.

I stood at the cave entrance, looking out at the wilderness, and felt something crack inside me.

Not guilt—I’d buried that too deep. But something else. A realization that I’d severed every connection, burned every bridge, chosen survival over everything else.

Sabine had called me a monster. She’d been right.

The question was whether I was okay with that.

I gathered my belongings and headed deeper into the wilderness, away from Ironfall, away from everyone who knew me.

If I was going to be a monster, I’d do it on my own terms.

Erin Status (end): Money 13,945 gems | Branded traitor by all sides | Travel gear | Magic: Divine + combat


Chapter 5: The Independent Operator

Erin Status (start): Money 13,945 gems | Independent | Custom outfit | Magic: Divine + combat

Ironfall welcomed me back like a lover who’d never left. The city didn’t care about my betrayals or my transformations. It only cared about what I could offer.

And I had plenty to offer.

I rented an apartment in the merchant quarter—not the most expensive, but respectable. Two rooms, proper furniture, a view of the market square. The landlord took my gems without question, didn’t even blink at my serpent eyes or the small horns barely visible beneath my hair.

In Ironfall, you could be anyone if you had the coin.

I spent the first week setting up shop. Independent operator, I called myself. Mage for hire, information broker, occasional courtesan. I advertised discreetly—word of mouth, carefully placed notices in the Adventurer’s Guild and certain merchant establishments.

The clients came quickly. My reputation preceded me—arena champion, temple initiate, revolutionary traitor. Each title brought different customers.

Lord Merchant Cardwell was my first client. Respectable, middle-aged, with a wife and three children. He needed information about a rival’s shipping routes.

“I can get you that,” I told him over wine in my apartment. “But my services aren’t cheap.”

“Name your price.”

“Five hundred gems for the information.” I leaned forward, letting my silk robe slip to reveal more cleavage. “Or three hundred, plus an evening of my time.”

His eyes widened. “You’re offering…”

“Companionship. Discretion. Pleasure.” I smiled. “I’m a tantra mage, Lord Cardwell. Sex isn’t just recreation for me—it’s power. And I’m very good at sharing that power.”

He chose the evening. Of course he did.



I took my time preparing for Lord Cardwell. This wasn’t just transactional sex—it was an art form, a performance designed to extract maximum value from the client while making him believe he was special.

I bathed in scented oils, jasmine and rose, scrubbing every inch of my skin until it glowed. I styled my hair to cascade over my shoulders in golden waves, applied subtle makeup that enhanced my serpent eyes rather than hiding them—gold liner that made the slits more exotic, not less. The outfit was strategic: a silk gown in deep crimson that clung to every curve like a second skin, cut low enough to showcase the swell of my breasts, with a slit up the thigh that revealed flashes of bare leg with every movement. No underwear—I never bothered anymore.

When he arrived, right on time like the punctual merchant he was, his eyes went wide with hunger the moment I opened the door.

“Lord Cardwell.” I offered my hand, which he kissed with trembling lips, his mustache tickling my skin. “Welcome. Please, make yourself comfortable.”

I guided him to the cushioned divan, my hand on the small of his back, close enough that he could smell my perfume. I poured wine—expensive Meridian red from my dwindling supply—and settled beside him. Not across from him, not at a respectful distance, but right next to him, our thighs touching, my breast pressing against his arm.

“Tell me,” I murmured, my fingers tracing idle patterns on his thigh, creeping gradually higher. “What do you desire? What fantasies keep you awake at night when you’re lying next to your wife?”

He flushed crimson, his breath quickening. “I… my wife and I, we haven’t… in months. Maybe a year. She says she’s too tired, too busy with the children. I don’t even think she likes it anymore.”

Perfect. A man starved for affection, desperate for desire, willing to pay to feel wanted.

“Say no more.” I set aside my wine and straddled his lap in one fluid motion, my gown riding up to reveal I wore nothing underneath. My bare pussy pressed against the bulge in his expensive trousers, already hardening. “Tonight, you’re not a husband or a merchant or a father. You’re just a man, and I’m a woman who wants to give you pleasure. Only pleasure.”

His hands found my hips hesitantly, like he’d forgotten how to touch a woman. His fingers were soft—a merchant’s hands, used to counting coins not doing manual labor. I took his wrists and guided his hands up to my breasts, letting him feel the weight through the thin silk.

“Touch me,” I whispered, leaning close enough that my lips almost touched his ear. “Don’t be afraid. Take what you want.”

Permission. That’s all men like him needed—explicit permission to indulge desires they’d been denying themselves.

His inhibitions crumbled. He kneaded my breasts with increasing confidence, his breath coming faster, and I ground against the bulge in his trousers. My pussy was already wet—the constant arousal made sure of that—and I felt the moisture soaking through his pants where we touched.

“You’re so hard already,” I purred, rolling my hips. “I can feel your cock through your clothes. It wants out. It wants inside me.”

“Gods, yes,” he groaned, his hands tightening on my breasts.

I reached between us and unlaced his trousers with practiced efficiency, freeing his cock from the confining fabric. It sprang up, hard and eager—average in size, maybe five inches, nothing impressive but functional. The head was flushed dark red, already leaking precum. I wrapped my hand around it and gave him a slow stroke from base to tip, feeling him throb in my grip.

“Look how hard you are for me,” I murmured, stroking him slowly. “When’s the last time you were this hard?”

“I… I can’t remember,” he admitted, his voice breaking.

I positioned myself over him, rising up on my knees. My pussy hovered over his cock, close enough that he could feel the heat radiating from me. I took him in hand and dragged his tip through my wet slit, coating him in my juices, teasing him.

“Do you want inside me?” I asked, meeting his eyes. “Do you want to feel my pussy wrapped around your cock?”

“Please,” he begged, his hips bucking up involuntarily.

I sank down slowly, letting him penetrate me inch by excruciating inch. His cock stretched me open—not much, I’d had bigger, but enough to feel good. My pussy enveloped him, wet and hot and tight, gripping his shaft as I lowered myself onto him.

His eyes rolled back, mouth falling open in a silent moan. The sensation overwhelmed him—probably the first time in a year he’d felt a woman’s pussy around his cock.

“Oh gods,” he gasped when I was fully seated, his entire length buried inside me. “You feel… you’re so…”

“Tight?” I suggested, clenching my inner muscles around him. “Wet? Hot?”

“Perfect,” he finished, his hands finding my hips again. “You feel perfect.”

“Shh.” I began to move, rolling my hips in a slow, sensual rhythm. “Don’t think. Don’t talk. Just feel.”

I fucked him with the skill of a professional courtesan, years of experience distilled into every movement. The angle of my hips calculated to maximize the drag along his shaft. The rhythm designed to build his pleasure slowly. The way I clenched my pussy around him on each downstroke, milking him. The way I leaned forward to let my breasts bounce in his face, close enough to motorboat but not quite.

“Touch them,” I commanded, and he buried his face between my breasts, hands kneading the soft flesh while his cock pistoned in and out of my pussy.

I rode him faster, building the pace. My pussy made obscene wet sounds as I bounced on his cock, the room filling with the slap of skin on skin and our combined moans. His hands moved to my ass, gripping the flesh, helping lift and lower me on his shaft.

He lasted maybe three minutes before I felt him start to tense, his rhythm becoming erratic. Too soon, but expected for a man who hadn’t fucked in a year.

“Come inside me,” I breathed in his ear. “Fill my pussy with your cum. I want to feel it.”

Those words pushed him over the edge. He thrust up hard, burying himself as deep as possible, and his cock pulsed as he came. I felt his cum flooding my channel, hot spurts coating my inner walls, more than I expected from a man his age. He groaned long and low, his whole body shuddering, emptying himself inside me.

When he finished, gasping and trembling, I climbed off him slowly. His cum leaked out of my pussy immediately, dripping down my inner thigh, and I saw his eyes track the flow with fascination.

“That was just the first round,” I said, giving him a wicked smile. “You paid for the whole evening, remember?”

I stripped off my gown completely, displaying my body for his hungry gaze. Golden skin still faintly glowing with divine marks. Full breasts with hard nipples. The curve of my waist and flare of my hips. My bare pussy, lips swollen and glistening with the mixture of my juices and his cum.

“You’re a goddess,” he breathed.

“Close enough.” I pushed him back against the cushions and knelt between his spread legs. His cock had already started to soften, spent and satisfied. I took it in my hand, covered in our mixed fluids, and brought it to my mouth.

The taste was familiar—salt and musk, his cum mixed with my tangy juices. I’d tasted this combination hundreds of times. I cleaned his cock with my tongue, licking from base to tip, paying special attention to the sensitive underside. Then I wrapped my lips around the head and sucked gently.

He groaned, his hands fisting in my hair. “I can’t… I just came, I need time…”

“Shh.” I took him deeper, working him with lips and tongue and throat. At the same time, I channeled tantra magic through our connection—a pulse of energy that flowed from me into him, stimulating his stamina and recovery.

Within two minutes, impossible as it seemed, his cock was hardening again in my mouth. I felt it swell on my tongue, growing thicker and longer as blood rushed back to fill it. By the time I pulled off with a wet pop, he was fully erect again, staring at his own cock in amazement.

“How did you…?”

“Tantra magic,” I said, stroking his renewed erection with my spit-slicked hand. “I told you—I can keep you going all night if I want to.”

The second round lasted longer. I positioned him behind me, both of us on our knees on the cushioned divan. I braced myself with my hands on the armrest, ass raised high, and looked back over my shoulder at him.

“Fuck me from behind,” I commanded. “Use my pussy. Take what you paid for.”

He positioned himself and pushed in, his cock sliding easily into my cum-slicked channel. The angle was different this time—deeper, hitting different spots. He gripped my hips and started to thrust, finding a rhythm.

At first he was tentative, still gentle, but I encouraged him with words and moans. “Harder. Yes, like that. Fuck me harder. Use me.”

The permission, the encouragement—it transformed him. He started pounding into me with increasing confidence and vigor, his inhibitions evaporating. His balls slapped against my clit with each thrust, adding extra stimulation. One of his hands came down on my ass with a sharp slap, and I moaned.

“Again,” I gasped. “Spank me.”

He did, his palm cracking against my ass cheek, then the other, turning my pale skin pink. The pain mixed with the pleasure of his cock driving into me, and I felt my own orgasm starting to build.

“That’s it,” I encouraged. “Fuck me like you wish you could fuck your wife. Hard and rough. Make me yours.”

He lasted much longer this time—maybe fifteen minutes of hard fucking before I felt him start to tense again. But I was close too, the constant arousal and the physical stimulation combining to push me toward climax.

“Touch my clit,” I gasped. “Rub it while you fuck me.”

His hand snaked around, fingers finding my clit and rubbing in rough circles. The dual stimulation—cock pounding my pussy, fingers on my clit—pushed me over the edge.

I came with a genuine cry of pleasure, my pussy clenching rhythmically around his cock. The sensation triggered his own orgasm. He thrust deep and held, groaning as he filled me with another load of cum, adding to the mess already inside me.

We collapsed forward onto the divan, both breathing hard. His cock slipped out of me, and I felt the flood of mixed fluids leak from my well-used pussy, soaking into the cushions beneath us.

After a brief rest and more wine, I coaxed him to hardness one final time. For the third round, he wanted me on my back, legs spread, face-to-face. It was more intimate that way, more vulnerable, and I gave him that.

I lay back and spread my legs wide, hooking my ankles behind his back. He positioned himself between my thighs and pushed in slowly, both of us hissing at the sensation. I was tender now, well-used, and the penetration bordered on too much.

“Look at me,” I said, meeting his eyes. “I want you to see my face when you come inside me.”

He fucked me slowly, intimately, his eyes locked on mine. It was tender in a way the previous rounds hadn’t been—almost like making love rather than just fucking. I let him see something in my serpent eyes that might have been affection, even though it was calculated.

When he came the third time, his orgasm was quieter. Just a soft groan and a shudder as he emptied what little cum he had left inside me. He collapsed on top of me, and I held him, stroking his hair while his cock softened inside me.

“That was…” He couldn’t find words when he finally pulled out and sat up.

“Worth every gem?” I suggested, cleaning us both with a warm cloth.

“Worth ten times what I paid.” He looked at me with something like awe. “I haven’t felt this way in… I can’t remember when. Thank you.”

“My pleasure,” I lied smoothly. “Literally.”

“That was…” He couldn’t find words. “I’ve never experienced anything like that.”

“That’s what you paid for.” I settled beside him, naked and unashamed. “Now, tell me about your business troubles. The rival you mentioned.”

And just like that, the fantasy shifted to interrogation. He talked freely, still riding the high of the best sex he’d had in years, telling me everything I needed to know. Names, routes, schedules, weaknesses in his rival’s operation.

I committed it all to memory, asking casual questions that extracted even more detail. By the time he left, sated and grateful, I had everything.

The next day, I sold that information to his rival for five hundred gems. Then I visited Cardwell with fabricated intelligence about his rival’s shipping routes—accurate enough to seem legitimate, but useless enough that it wouldn’t actually help him.

Net profit: eight hundred gems for one night’s work.

I began to build a network. Nobles who wanted discretion, merchants who needed intelligence, adventurers seeking a powerful mage for dungeon runs. I served all of them, taking payment in coin, information, or favors owed.

The Temple noticed, of course. Pythia sent a messenger with a thinly veiled threat disguised as an invitation. I declined politely and reinforced my apartment’s wards.

The revolutionaries, scattered after Sabine’s safe house raid, left me alone. I was already branded a traitor—they had nothing to gain by targeting me now.

For the first time since waking up in that slum alley, I was truly independent. Beholden to no one, controlled by nothing except my own ambition.

It should have felt liberating. Instead, it felt hollow.



The clients blurred together over the following days. Each encounter was different, yet fundamentally the same—transactions dressed up as intimacy, power games wrapped in silk and sweat.

On the second day, a young merchant’s son came to my door. Barely twenty, handsome in that soft way wealthy boys often were, nervous about his wedding night next week.

“I need… practice,” he admitted, blushing. “My betrothed is a lady, and I don’t want to disappoint her.”

How sweet. How naive.

I charged him fifty gems and spent two hours teaching him the basics. Where to touch, how to read a woman’s responses, the importance of patience and attention. He was an eager student, fumbling but genuine. When I finally guided his cock into my pussy and let him thrust until he came, he looked at me like I’d given him the secrets of the universe.

“Thank you,” he said afterward, earnest and grateful. “I’ll never forget this.”

He probably wouldn’t. I’d forget him by tomorrow.

The third day brought a different client—a female adventurer, scarred and muscular, who’d heard about my talents and wanted to try something new.

“I’ve always preferred men,” she said, eyeing me with curiosity. “But there’s something about you…”

“The divine marks,” I explained. “They affect everyone, regardless of preference. It’s the magic, not me.”

“Does that bother you?”

I considered the question while undressing her, my hands tracing the scars that marked her body. “No. I stopped caring about authenticity a long time ago.”

We fucked slowly, exploratively. I showed her how women could pleasure each other—fingers and tongues and the press of bodies. She came against my mouth, gasping my name, and I felt the familiar emptiness. Another client satisfied. Another transaction complete.

She paid in information rather than coin—details about dungeon locations and treasure caches that would be useful later. Fair trade.

On the fourth day, I took three clients. A minor nobleman who wanted to be dominated, a traveling merchant who just wanted company, and a guard captain who needed information about a criminal ring. The first I tied up and rode until he begged for release. The second I gave gentle intimacy, pretending to care. The third I fucked hard and fast, exchanging pleasure for names and locations.

By evening I was exhausted but richer. Two hundred gems earned, plus favors owed, plus intelligence that could be sold later.

This was my life now. Sex work elevated to an art form, weaponized and commercialized. I was good at it. Better than I’d ever been at anything in either life.

The question was whether being good at something made it worthwhile.



Over the next three days, I worked my network hard. Information brokering, courier work, and various other contracts. I fucked when it served my interests, negotiated when it didn’t, and slowly rebuilt my finances.

But the most lucrative opportunity came from an unexpected source.



Brother Aldric was a priest at the Temple of Vipers—one of the smaller temples, but wealthy enough. He was young for a priest, maybe thirty, with the kind of earnest devotion that practically screamed “repressed desires.”

I’d been watching the temple for days, looking for an opportunity. One of my information contacts had mentioned they kept minor magical artifacts in their vault—nothing legendary, but valuable enough to fence for a few hundred gems. The security was tight, but not impossible.

I just needed access. And Brother Aldric was my way in.

I “accidentally” encountered him in the market district, dropping my shopping with practiced clumsiness right in front of him. He rushed to help, gathering my scattered purchases with apologetic efficiency.

“I’m so sorry,” he said, handing me a package. “I wasn’t watching where I was going.”

“No, it was my fault.” I smiled, letting my cloak slip to reveal more of the low-cut dress beneath. His eyes flickered down before he caught himself. “I’m so clumsy sometimes.”

We talked. I played the role of a newly independent woman, lost in the big city, grateful for his kindness. He was charming in that reserved priestly way, clearly attracted but fighting it.

Perfect.

Over the next two days, I engineered three more “chance” encounters. Each time, I was a little more familiar, a little more flirtatious. By the third meeting, he was the one seeking me out, his resistance crumbling under the weight of his own loneliness.

“Would you like to see the temple?” he asked on the fourth day. “We have beautiful gardens. Very peaceful.”

“I’d love that,” I said, touching his arm. “Lead the way.”



The temple gardens were indeed beautiful—flowering vines, stone paths, hidden alcoves designed for meditation. Brother Aldric gave me the tour, clearly proud of his temple’s aesthetics.

I let him talk, asking interested questions, moving closer with each exchange. By the time we reached a secluded alcove, hidden behind flowering trees, we were walking shoulder to shoulder.

“This is my favorite spot,” he said, settling on a stone bench. “I come here to pray when the temple gets too crowded.”

“It’s lovely.” I sat beside him, close enough that our thighs touched. “You must have great faith to devote your life to the gods.”

“I try.” His voice was uncertain. “Though lately, I’ve been… struggling.”

“With what?”

He hesitated, then the words tumbled out—loneliness, doubt, the difficulty of celibacy. All the classic struggles of a young priest who’d chosen devotion over desire.

I listened with apparent sympathy, my hand finding his, my body angled toward him invitingly.

“There’s no shame in wanting connection,” I said softly. “Even the gods understand that humans have needs.”

“But my vows—”

“Are between you and your god.” I moved closer, my lips near his ear. “What happens between two people in private… that’s different. That’s human.”

He turned to face me, and I saw the war in his eyes—duty versus desire, faith versus flesh. I tipped the scales by kissing him.

He resisted for maybe three seconds. Then his hands were in my hair, his mouth hungry against mine, all that repressed want finally breaking free.

“We shouldn’t,” he gasped when we broke apart. “This is wrong.”

“Does it feel wrong?” I guided his hand to my breast, letting him feel my heartbeat through the thin fabric. “Or does it feel like something you’ve needed for a very long time?”

He groaned and kissed me again. I had him.



We couldn’t fuck in the garden—too risky, too exposed. But I planted enough seeds of desire that by evening he sent a message to my apartment.

“Can I see you tonight? Privately?”

I sent back an address—not my apartment, but a safehouse I’d rented for exactly these situations. Discrete, secure, with the added benefit of being neutral ground.

He arrived after dark, nervous and excited. I greeted him in a silk robe that left little to the imagination.

“Come in,” I said. “You’re safe here. No one will know.”

The first kiss led to frantic undressing. He’d never been with a woman—his fumbling made that clear—but his enthusiasm more than compensated for his inexperience.

I guided him through it, patient and instructive. Showed him how to touch me, where women liked to be kissed, the importance of taking time. When I finally pulled him on top of me and guided his cock into my pussy, he gasped like he’d entered heaven.

“Oh gods,” he moaned. “You feel…”

“Perfect,” I finished for him. “You feel perfect too.”

He didn’t last long that first time—maybe thirty seconds of clumsy thrusting before he came with a strangled cry, filling me with his seed. But I used tantra magic to keep him hard, to extend his endurance, and the second time was better.

The third time, he actually made me come—not through skill but through sheer enthusiasm and the constant arousal that made my body respond to sustained stimulation.

We fucked for hours. I taught him oral sex, showing him how to use his tongue on my clit until I writhed beneath him. He learned quickly, eager to please, and when he finally made me orgasm from his mouth alone, he looked so proud I almost felt bad about what I was planning.

Almost.

In the quiet aftermath, we lay tangled together, sweaty and satisfied. He was already falling for me—I could see it in how he looked at me, touched my hair with reverent fingers.

“Thank you,” he whispered. “I never knew it could be like this.”

“It’s always like this when you’re with the right person,” I lied.

He fell asleep with his head on my chest. I waited until his breathing deepened, then carefully extracted myself.

While he slept, I searched his belongings. His temple keys were in his robe pocket—all of them, including the vault key. Careless, but convenient for me.

I took a wax impression of the vault key, working quickly and silently. It would take a day to have a copy made, but that was fine. I had time.

When he woke, I was back in bed, pretending I’d never left.



Two days later, I used the copied key to enter the temple vault at midnight. The wards were troublesome but not impossible—I’d dealt with similar protections before.

Inside, I found exactly what my information broker had promised: minor artifacts, enchanted jewelry, a few low-level magical weapons. Nothing legendary, but valuable enough.

I took what I could carry, leaving the most obvious pieces to avoid immediate detection. With luck, they wouldn’t notice the theft for days, maybe weeks.

I fenced the stolen goods through a contact in the merchant district. Total profit: four hundred and fifty gems.

Brother Aldric sent me three more messages over the following week. I ignored them all. He’d served his purpose.

I felt nothing. Not guilt, not satisfaction. Just the cold acknowledgment that I’d successfully executed a plan.

Another transaction completed. Another person used and discarded.



The dungeon run came a few days later. Marcus, the adventurer I’d worked with before, had a job—a newly discovered ruin outside the city, potentially valuable loot, but too dangerous to solo.

“We need a mage,” he said when he approached me at the tavern. “Someone who can handle combat and disarm magical traps. You interested?”

“Split the loot how many ways?”

“Four. Me, you, and two others. Even shares.”

“I’m in.”

The dungeon was standard fare—collapsed corridors, trapped rooms, undead guardians. Nothing I hadn’t handled before. I blasted skeletons with fire magic, disarmed rune traps with careful spell work, and helped carry the loot when we found it.

The treasure was decent—ancient coins, a few enchanted items, a spellbook that might be useful. My share came to three hundred gems once we fenced everything.

Honest work, for once. No sex, no seduction, no betrayal. Just skills and effort rewarded fairly.

It felt strange. Almost uncomfortable in its simplicity.



By the end of the week, I had accumulated six thousand gems through various contracts and sales. My reputation as an independent operator was solidifying. People knew I was effective, discreet, and morally flexible.

I stood in my apartment, counting coins and considering my options.

The Temple wanted me as a devoted servant.

The revolutionaries wanted me dead.

The nobility wanted me as a useful tool.

I thought about Sabine’s words: “You’re just a tool, a weapon, a whore who’ll serve anyone for the right price.”

She’d meant it as an insult. But she was right. That’s exactly what I was.

The question was: who did I want to serve?

For now, I had no answer. Just coin in my purse, power in my veins, and the freedom to choose my own path.

It would have to be enough.

Erin Status (end): Money 19,745 gems | Elite independent | Battle gear | Magic: Divine + combat


Chapter 6: The Demon’s Offer

Erin Status (start): Money 19,745 gems | Elite independent | Battle gear | Magic: Divine + combat

The second week after establishing myself as an independent operator, I landed a bigger contract. A merchant consortium needed someone to clear a dungeon that had opened beneath their warehouses. Good pay, but dangerous—the dungeon was spitting out demons.

I went alone. Partially because I worked better solo, partially because I didn’t want to split the treasure.

The dungeon was nasty—narrow corridors, demonic corruption thick in the air. Lesser demons prowled the depths, three-foot-tall imps with claws and teeth and mindless aggression.

I killed them efficiently, wind blades and fire bursts clearing each chamber. The corruption tried to affect me, whispering promises of power and pleasure. But I’d already made those bargains. This was just ambient magical pollution.

The central chamber held the portal—a tear in reality, bleeding red light and sulfur stench. And guarding it, a greater demon. Eight feet tall, covered in ridged muscle and black scales, with horns and a tail and eyes that glowed like embers.

“Mortal,” it rumbled, studying me. “You bear marks. Divine and… something else. Interesting.”

“I’m here to close your portal,” I said, gathering power. The constant arousal flared, fueling my magic. “You can leave peacefully, or I can force you out.”

The demon laughed. “Forceful. I like that. But you misunderstand. I’m not here to invade. I’m here on business.”

That made me pause. “Business?”

“My mistress wishes to meet you. Erin, the traitor mage. Divine Slut. Revolutionary killer.” Its smile was all fangs. “She thinks you have potential.”

“Your mistress.”

“Lilithae. Succubus, corruption specialist, recruiter of talented mortals.” The demon gestured at the portal. “She’s offering an interview. No obligation, no tricks. Just a conversation about… opportunities.”

Every instinct screamed trap. But curiosity was stronger than caution.

“What kind of opportunities?”

“Power. Immortality. Freedom from the petty politics of mortals. All in exchange for service.” The demon’s tail swished. “You’re good at service, from what I understand. Lilithae offers better terms than anyone you’ve worked for so far.”

I should have said no. Should have blasted the portal closed and walked away.

Instead, I said, “I’ll meet her. But on my terms. One hour, neutral ground, no binding contracts without my explicit consent.”

“Agreed.” The demon stepped aside, and the portal pulsed. “She’s waiting.”

I stepped through reality, and the world inverted.



The demon realm wasn’t what I expected. Instead of fire and brimstone, I found myself in an elegant chamber—dark stone, plush furniture, walls lined with books and magical artifacts. It looked like a wealthy noble’s study, if that noble had a taste for the macabre.

Lilithae lounged on a divan, and she was stunning. Crimson skin, black hair that moved like flames, blood-red eyes with darkness where the whites should be. Her body was perfection—enormous breasts, tiny waist, curves that defied physics. Bat wings folded against her back, and a spaded tail coiled around her thigh.

She was naked except for jewelry—chains connecting pierced nipples, rings on her fingers, a circlet on her horns. Demonic, inhuman, and absolutely magnetic.

“Erin,” she purred. “The legend in flesh. Please, sit.”

I sat, keeping my magical senses alert for tricks or compulsions. But I felt nothing except her natural aura—seduction and corruption radiating like heat.

“Your demon mentioned opportunities,” I said, cutting to business. “I’m listening.”

“Direct. I appreciate that.” Lilithae leaned forward, her massive breasts shifting with the movement. “You’re a fascinating case, Erin. Male soul in a female body, cursed with endless arousal, transformed by divine ritual. And yet you’ve thrived. You’ve turned every disadvantage into a weapon.”

“Survival instinct.”

“More than that. Ambition. Hunger for power. Willingness to do whatever it takes.” Her tail uncoiled, the spaded tip trailing up my calf. “These are demonic virtues. And I think you’d make an excellent demon.”

I froze. “You’re offering to turn me into a demon?”

“Eventually, if you prove yourself. First, I’m offering a pact. You become my agent in the mortal realm. Spread corruption, seduce the righteous, build my influence. In exchange, I grant you power, protection, and when your mortal shell finally wears out—which won’t be for centuries, I’ll ensure that—I transform you fully. Immortality, Erin. True freedom.”

It was insane. Becoming a demon’s agent meant selling whatever was left of my soul. It meant abandoning the last pretense of humanity.

But what humanity did I have left? I’d betrayed allies, sold my body countless times, killed without remorse. I was already a monster. This would just make it official.

“What would you require of me?” I asked. “Specifically.”

“Seduce targets I assign. Corrupt the virtuous. Turn the faithful into hedonists. Every soul you break strengthens my power in the mortal realm.” Lilithae’s smile widened. “You’re already good at seduction. I’ll just give you tools to make it more effective.”

“And if I refuse assignments?”

“The pact includes quotas, but they’re reasonable. One significant corruption per month. Fail three times, and the pact dissolves—no penalty except losing my protection. I’m not unreasonable, Erin. I want willing servants, not slaves.”

I studied her, looking for the trap. Demons were notorious liars, but they also valued contracts. If she was offering terms…

“What’s the catch?”

“The catch,” Lilithae said softly, “is that corruption is addictive. You’ll start with one target a month. Within a year, you’ll be doing it for fun. The power, the control, the pleasure of breaking someone—it becomes its own reward. By the time I transform you, you’ll have done it to yourself. I’m just providing the framework.”

Honest, at least. I appreciated that.

“I need time to think.”

“Of course. But while you’re thinking…” Lilithae rose, moving toward me with sinuous grace. “Let me show you a sample of what I’m offering.”

She kissed me before I could respond. Her lips were hot, tasting of cinnamon and something darker. Magic flooded into me—demonic power, raw and intoxicating. My body responded instantly, the constant arousal flaring into desperate need.

Lilithae’s hands roamed my body, stripping away my clothes with casual efficiency. When I was naked, she pushed me back onto the divan and straddled me, her pussy grinding against mine.

“Feel that?” she breathed. “The power? This is just a fraction of what I can give you.”

The pleasure was overwhelming. Her demonic pheromones made me dizzy, her touch ignited fires beneath my skin. I moaned, hips bucking up to meet her rhythm.

Her tail slithered between us, the spaded tip teasing my clit before sliding lower. It pushed into my pussy, thick and ridged and impossibly good. I gasped, my hands finding her hips, holding on as she fucked me with her tail.

“Yes,” Lilithae hissed. “Take it. Let me show you what power feels like.”

The orgasm hit like a hammer, my whole body convulsing. But it didn’t stop—the demonic magic kept me on the edge, prolonging the pleasure until I thought I’d go mad.

When she finally released me, I lay gasping and twitching, cum leaking from my pussy, my mind hazy with endorphins and magic.

“That’s a taste,” Lilithae said, looking utterly composed despite having just fucked me into incoherence. “Imagine having that power permanently. Imagine being able to do that to others.”

I imagined it. The control. The domination. The ability to reduce anyone to a quivering mess with just my touch.

It was tempting. Gods, it was tempting.

“I’ll consider it,” I managed. “Seriously.”

“Good.” Lilithae helped me dress, almost tender in her movements. “Take a week. When you’re ready, open a portal and call my name. I’ll be waiting.”

The demon realm spat me back into the warehouse dungeon. The portal sealed behind me, and I was alone with my thoughts.

A demon pact. Actual, literal damnation in exchange for power and immortality.

The old me would have run screaming. But I wasn’t that person anymore.

I sealed the dungeon, collected my payment from the merchant consortium, and returned to my apartment.

That night, I stood before my mirror, studying my reflection. Serpent eyes, small horns, golden skin. I was already half-monster. What difference would the rest make?

The question was: did I want to complete the transformation?

Or was there still something human left worth preserving?



Over the next three days, I wrestled with the decision. I worked my network, took on smaller contracts, all while Lilithae’s offer echoed in my mind.

By the end of the week, I’d made my choice.

I opened a portal with shaking hands, focusing on the demonic realm, and spoke the name.

“Lilithae.”

The succubus appeared in my apartment, looking pleased. “You’ve decided.”

“I have terms,” I said. “I’m agreeing to the pact, but I want specific protections written in. My autonomy when not on mission. The right to refuse assignments that would get me killed. And a guarantee that transformation is optional, not mandatory.”

Lilithae’s smile was approving. “Smart. Negotiating even damnation. I like you more by the minute. Agreed, on all counts. Shall we seal it?”

“How?”

“With pleasure. How else?” She moved closer, her tail swishing. “I fuck you, you fuck me, we exchange essence, and the pact binds. Simple, effective, and very enjoyable.”

This was it. The point of no return. Accept the pact, and I’d be a demon’s agent, a corruptor, a monster wearing human skin.

Refuse, and I’d remain as I was—powerful but alone, hunted by multiple factions, slowly hollowing out inside.

I met Lilithae’s blood-red eyes and made my choice.

“Let’s do it.”



Lilithae stripped me slowly, savoring each reveal like unwrapping a precious gift. Her clawed fingers—sharp but controlled—traced patterns across my skin, leaving trails of tingling heat that had nothing to do with temperature. Everywhere she touched ignited with sensation, my nerves firing in response to her demonic energy.

“Beautiful,” she murmured, her blood-red eyes tracking over my body. She cupped my breasts, weighing them in her palms, her thumbs circling my nipples until they hardened into stiff peaks. “Divine marks mixed with mortal flesh. You’re already a hybrid creature. This binding will just complete what you’ve started becoming.”

I shivered under her touch, the constant arousal that plagued me flaring into desperate, consuming need. The demonic pheromones she exuded—thick and intoxicating in the air—made my head spin and my pussy clench with aching emptiness. I could smell her arousal too, sweet and spicy like cinnamon and something darker.

“How does the binding work?” I asked, trying to maintain some semblance of control even as my body betrayed me, leaning into her touch.

“Simple. We fuck. We exchange fluids—cum, saliva, whatever the bodies produce during sex. The magic recognizes the contract in our combined essences and seals the pact permanently.” Lilithae’s tail uncoiled from around her own thigh and wrapped around my waist instead, the tip spaded and surprisingly warm. She pulled me flush against her inhuman body. “The more intense the pleasure, the stronger the bond. So I suggest you don’t hold back. Give me everything.”

She kissed me before I could respond, her lips impossibly soft despite the fangs I could feel behind them. Her tongue—forked, I realized with a start—invaded my mouth, tasting me, claiming me. The taste was intoxicating: cinnamon and smoke and something darkly addictive that made me moan and press closer.

My hands explored her body, mapping the alien contours. Her skin was hot, almost feverish, smooth as silk except where scales provided texture. Her breasts were massive—far larger than seemed physically possible—soft and heavy in my hands, the weight incredible. Her nipples were pierced with gold rings, and when I tweaked them experimentally she gasped, her wings fluttering and stirring the air.

“Good girl,” she breathed against my mouth. “Don’t be gentle. I’m a demon, not some fragile mortal. I like it rough.”

Permission given, I pinched harder, rolling the pierced nipples between my fingers. She growled—actually growled—and grabbed my ass with both clawed hands, kneading the flesh hard enough to leave marks.

We tumbled onto my bed in a tangle of limbs and wings. She landed on top, her larger body covering mine, and I felt her heat seeping into me everywhere we touched. Her tail slithered between my thighs with a mind of its own, the spaded tip teasing through my slick folds.

I was already soaked—my pussy perpetually wet from the constant arousal curse—but now I was dripping, my juices coating her tail as it explored me. The tip found my clit and circled it, applying perfect pressure that made me buck my hips up desperately.

“Please,” I heard myself beg, shame long since burned away. “I need… fuck, I need you inside me.”

“I know exactly what you need, little hybrid.” Lilithae’s tail positioned itself at my entrance, the spaded tip wider than any cock I’d taken recently. Then she thrust it inside me in one smooth, relentless motion.

I cried out, my back arching off the bed. The penetration was deep—impossibly deep—her tail reaching places inside me that regular cocks couldn’t touch. The texture was incredible: ridged and smooth by turns, warm and alive, moving with intelligent purpose. She fucked me with her tail while keeping her hands free to roam my body.

Her mouth found my breast, lips sealing around my nipple. She sucked hard enough to hurt, teeth scraping the sensitive peak, while one clawed hand worked my other breast. Her free hand slid down my belly and found my clit, rubbing the swollen nub in perfect circles.

The combination of sensations was overwhelming: tail pounding my pussy, mouth on my breast, hand on my clit. Pleasure built rapidly, a tsunami gathering force. My whole body tensed, muscles coiling tight.

“Come for me,” Lilithae commanded against my skin. “Give me the first offering.”

The orgasm hit like a physical blow. I screamed, my pussy clenching rhythmically around her tail, trying to pull it deeper. Pleasure exploded through every nerve, white-hot and all-consuming. I felt my juices gushing out around her tail, soaking us both.

Lilithae laughed—a sound of pure satisfaction—and kept moving her tail inside me, prolonging my orgasm until I was sobbing with overstimulation.

“One,” she counted when I finally stopped convulsing. “We need at least three for a proper binding. But I think we’ll go for more. I want this pact sealed tight.”

She pulled her tail out of my pussy slowly, the ridged surface dragging against my oversensitive walls and making me whimper. Then she shifted positions, spreading my legs wide with her hands, exposing my soaked pussy to her hungry gaze.

“Look at you,” she purred, using her fingers to spread my lips open. “Dripping wet. Swollen. Your little cunt is begging for more.”

She lowered her head between my thighs and began to eat me out with the focused intensity of a predator devouring prey. Her forked tongue was incredible—better than any human tongue could ever be. Each tip moved independently: one circling my clit in perfect figure-eights while the other dove deep into my pussy, fucking me with inhuman dexterity.

The dual stimulation was maddening. My hips bucked up against her face involuntarily, grinding my pussy against her mouth. I grabbed her horns—warm and surprisingly smooth—and held on for dear life, using them as handles to ride her face shamelessly.

“Fuck, fuck, yes—just like that—don’t stop—” The words tumbled out of me in a desperate stream as she worked me toward another peak.

She sucked my clit into her mouth while both tips of her forked tongue fucked into my pussy together, stretching me, the sensation alien and perfect. I came screaming, my thighs clamping around her head, trapping her face against my cunt as I rode out the waves of pleasure.

Lilithae emerged grinning, her face glistening with my juices from nose to chin. “Two,” she announced, licking her lips. “One more for the foundation binding. Then we reverse positions and you show me what you can do.”

Before I could catch my breath, she straddled my face, her demonic pussy hovering inches above my mouth. I got a close view of her—crimson folds glistening with arousal, her clit prominent and swollen, a distinctly inhuman anatomy that was somehow still recognizably female.

She lowered herself onto my mouth without asking permission, grinding her wet pussy against my lips. I grabbed her thighs and pulled her down harder, my tongue diving into her folds.

She tasted like exotic spice and corruption, wrong and perfect simultaneously. Sweet and musky with undertones of cinnamon and something darker, more addictive. I licked through her slit, exploring the alien contours, finding what made her gasp and what made her moan.

Her clit was larger than human women’s, more prominent, and when I sucked it between my lips and worried it with my teeth, she groaned and ground down harder on my face.

“Yes, that’s it. Use your tongue like that. Fuck me with it.”

I obeyed, my tongue diving as deep as I could reach into her channel, tasting her from the inside. My hands gripped her ass, kneading the demonic flesh, pulling her harder against my mouth. She rode my face with increasing abandon, her hips rolling, using me for her pleasure.

As her pleasure built, her magic responded in spectacular fashion. Her black hair—which I’d thought was just hair—began to move with independent life. The strands thickened and elongated, transforming into smooth, prehensile tendrils that coiled around my limbs like serpents. They wrapped my wrists and ankles, pinning them to the bed, spreading my legs wide and leaving me helpless beneath her.

More demonic energy manifested visibly: translucent appendages emerging from the shadows around us like living things. They slithered across my exposed body—one wrapping around each breast, squeezing rhythmically. Another found my clit and began to stroke it with perfect pressure. More teased my nipples, my inner thighs, every sensitive spot.

The hair-tendrils held me spread and helpless while the shadow-appendages pleasured me and Lilithae ground her pussy against my working mouth. I was completely at her mercy, unable to move, being used and stimulated simultaneously.

“Make me come,” she commanded, her voice thick with need. “Make your new mistress come on your face, and seal the pact.”

I redoubled my efforts, sucking her clit hard while my tongue fucked into her as deep as possible. She ground down harder, practically suffocating me, and I felt her pussy start to flutter and clench.

When she came, it was cataclysmic. Demonic magic exploded from her like a detonation, flooding through me everywhere we touched. The tendrils tightened almost painfully. The shadow-appendages plunged deeper, one actually pushing into my ass while another drove into my pussy. The sensations overwhelmed me completely.

Her pussy gushed fluid into my mouth—more than human women produced, sweet and spicy—and I swallowed desperately, drinking her essence. As I did, I felt the magic taking hold. The divine marks on my skin lit up in golden light, pulsing with power. They clashed with the demonic energy flooding me, two opposing forces meeting inside my body.

For a terrifying moment I thought they would tear me apart, the divine and demonic destroying each other and me in the process.

Then the two powers found equilibrium. Instead of destroying each other, they merged, intertwining like DNA helixes, creating something new. Something that was neither purely divine nor purely demonic, but a hybrid of both.

The transformation rippled through me. My body glowed—gold and red light pulsing in my skin. I felt things changing at a fundamental level, my very essence being rewritten by the combined magics.

Lilithae climbed off my face, releasing the tendrils and shadow-appendages. They retreated, leaving me gasping on the bed, covered in sweat and various fluids.

“Three,” she panted, looking almost as wrecked as I felt. “The foundation is set. The pact is sealed at its base. But I want to make it stronger. Your turn to take control. Show me what those countless fucks have taught you.”

I’d never truly topped before. Not really. My entire sexual existence in this body had been about being used—being penetrated, being fucked, serving others’ pleasure while my own was secondary. Even when I was on top physically, I’d been performing for someone else.

But now Lilithae lay back on my bed, spreading her legs, her massive wings folded beneath her, offering herself vulnerably despite being clearly the more powerful entity.

“Show me what you’ve learned,” she challenged, blood-red eyes gleaming. “Make me scream your name, little hybrid. Prove you can give as good as you take.”

I positioned myself between her demonic thighs, looking at her pussy—crimson and glistening, obviously aroused, alien but beautiful. My own pussy still throbbed from the multiple orgasms, but this wasn’t about my pleasure. This was about power.

I slid two fingers into her, feeling how hot and tight she was inside. Demons ran hotter than humans—her internal temperature was almost uncomfortable. But her pussy gripped my fingers eagerly, wet and welcoming despite the heat.

I began to work her with all the skill I’d acquired over countless encounters. Curl the fingers upward to hit the g-spot—demons had them too, apparently. Circle the clit with my thumb—hers was larger, more prominent, perfect for stimulation. Watch her face for reactions—when her wings fluttered I knew I’d hit a good spot. Adjust rhythm based on her breathing—faster when she panted, slower to build tension.

Every technique I’d been taught at the bathhouse, refined through hundreds of clients, applied to corrupting targets—all of it deployed now to bring an actual succubus to the edge.

“More,” Lilithae growled, her hips bucking up against my hand. “I’m not some delicate mortal. Fuck me like you mean it.”

I added a third finger, stretching her, then a fourth. Her pussy accommodated them greedily, her inner walls clenching around my hand. I fucked her harder, faster, brutal in my rhythm while my mouth descended to her clit.

Her taste flooded my senses again—that addictive spice and corruption—and I lost myself in it. I licked and sucked her clit while my hand pounded into her pussy, giving her everything I had.

Lilithae’s wings beat against the bed, stirring the air. Her tail coiled and uncoiled spasmodically. Her hands fisted in my hair, holding my face against her cunt.

“Yes, just like that. Harder. Fuck me harder with those fingers.”

I gave her what she wanted, fucking her relentlessly while sucking her prominent clit. I could feel her building toward orgasm—her pussy clenching more frequently, her breathing becoming ragged, her thighs starting to tremble.

“I’m going to come,” she announced, as if I couldn’t tell. “When I do, the binding completes. Are you ready?”

I didn’t answer with words, just redoubled my efforts. My hand pistoned into her while I worked her clit with lips and tongue and teeth.

She came with a roar that shook the room, demonic power exploding outward in a visible wave. As her orgasm hit, I felt something profound happening—our essences were mixing, merging, consuming each other on a metaphysical level. Her demonic energy poured into me through every point of contact—my hand in her pussy, my mouth on her clit, even just where our skin touched. And simultaneously, my hybrid divine-human essence flowed into her, the exchange binding us together in ways that went beyond the physical.

I could taste her essence as it settled into my core—dark and spicy and intensely addictive. It began reshaping me from within, my body responding to the influx of pure demonic power.

The transformation was immediate and visible. My skin tingled everywhere, sensation heightening to almost painful levels. I felt something growing from my tailbone—a pressure that quickly became a protrusion. My spine extended, bone and muscle and skin forming rapidly, and within seconds I had a tail.

Three feet long, spaded tip, covered in smooth scales that matched my skin tone. It moved when I thought about it—prehensile and sensitive, like a new limb I’d always had but only just discovered.

My pheromones intensified, the air around me shimmering with allure. I could feel it radiating from my skin, an invisible magnetism that would make mortals desperate for me.

More subtly, my senses sharpened. I could hear Lilithae’s heartbeat, smell the complex layers of her arousal, taste the magic in the air.

“Beautiful,” Lilithae said, catching her breath. “The first mark. More will come as you complete contracts.”

I stared at my new tail, watching it curl and flex. This was real. I’d just made a pact with a demon, and my body was transforming to reflect it.

“What now?” I asked.

“Now, we finalize the terms.” Lilithae sat up, suddenly business-like despite being naked and disheveled. “One corruption per month, targets assigned by me. You have creative freedom in method, but results are mandatory. Miss three targets, pact dissolves. Kill any target before corruption completes, pact dissolves. Attempt to break the pact through external magic, your soul gets forfeit immediately.”

“And my protections?”

“You retain autonomy when not on assignment. You can refuse suicidal missions. Transformation to full demon is optional, achieved through cumulative corruption successes—I estimate fifty successful corruptions for full transformation.” She held out her hand. “These terms are binding. Do you accept?”

I took her hand. “I accept.”

Magic flared, sealing the contract. I felt it settle into my chest, warm and permanent. A chain, yes, but one I’d chosen.

As the binding completed, I felt more changes ripple through me. My skin grew warmer, my scent richer—pheromones amplifying beyond what the divine marks had granted. The air around me seemed to shimmer with allure, an invisible magnetism that would draw people to me, make them want me even more desperately than before. I could feel it radiating from my pores, a seductive aura that was now as much a part of me as my heartbeat.

Lilithae smiled, inhaling deeply. “Perfect. Your pheromones are exquisite now—demonic enhancement layered over divine marks. Mortals won’t be able to resist you.” She traced a finger along my jawline. “Welcome to the team, Erin. Your first target will be assigned within the week. For now, get used to your new appendage. The tail is useful—prehensile, sensitive, can be used as a weapon or a sex toy depending on context.”

She stood, her own wings folding against her back as she dressed herself with magic. “I’ll be watching your progress with great interest. Oh, and fair warning—paladins will start hunting you now. The divine marks confuse them, but the demonic corruption is obvious. Stay alert.”

“Great,” I muttered. “More enemies.”

“You’re powerful enough to handle them. And if you’re not, well…” Lilithae shrugged. “Then I chose poorly, and the pact will dissolve when you die. But I don’t think that will happen. You’re a survivor, Erin. It’s what makes you perfect for this work.”

She opened a portal and stepped through, leaving me alone in my apartment with a new tail and a contract with a demon.

I experimented with the tail, making it move, curl, grasp objects. It was strange but not unpleasant. Just another addition to my collection of inhuman features.

Serpent eyes. Small horns. Now a demon tail.

I was becoming a monster in truth, not just metaphor.

And the terrifying part was that I didn’t mind.
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Chapter 7: Spreading Corruption
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The first assignment came three days after I made the pact. A priestess of the Goddess of Light—young, devout, well-respected in her temple. My job was to seduce her, corrupt her, turn her from her faith.

“She’s vulnerable,” Lilithae’s voice whispered in my mind, the pact allowing limited communication. “Isolated, questioning her devotion, attracted to women but ashamed of it. Classic target. Take your time, be gentle, make her think it’s her idea.”

I watched the priestess from a distance, studying her patterns. She visited the market on third-day mornings, always alone. She paused at a flower stall, touching the petals with gentle reverence.

On the fourth third-day, I “accidentally” bumped into her at that stall.

“Oh! I’m so sorry,” I said, catching her arm to steady her.

“No harm done.” She smiled, warm and genuine. Up close, she was lovely—soft brown hair, kind hazel eyes, a face that radiated goodness.

Everything I’d lost and never been.

“You’re Sister Elara, aren’t you?” I asked. “I’ve seen you at the temple. I’m Erin.”

“Erin the mage?” Her eyes widened. “I’ve heard stories. The arena, the… uh…” She blushed. “The temple of Vipers.”

“The stories are mostly true,” I admitted. “But I’m not just what people say. I’m also someone who appreciates beauty.” I picked up a white lily from the stall. “Like this. Pure, elegant. Untouched.”

I offered her the flower, and she took it with trembling fingers.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

Over the next week, I courted her carefully. Chance meetings became deliberate appointments. We’d walk through the garden district, discussing theology and magic and philosophy. I was charming, attentive, never pushing too hard.

I learned about her doubts. How she’d joined the temple young, how she’d never questioned her faith until recently. How she felt isolated among her sisters, different in ways she couldn’t articulate.

“Have you ever loved someone?” I asked one evening, sitting on a bench overlooking the river.

“I… I don’t think so. Not romantically.” Elara’s hands twisted in her lap. “The Goddess teaches that love is sacred, but also that it should be directed toward the divine, not mortals.”

“That seems lonely.”

“It is.” She met my eyes, vulnerable and lost. “Sometimes I wonder if I chose the right path. If denying myself earthly pleasures truly brings me closer to the divine, or just makes me… empty.”

This was the opening. I took her hand gently.

“You’re not empty, Elara. You’re full of warmth and kindness and beauty. Don’t let doctrine convince you otherwise.”

She stared at our joined hands. “I shouldn’t. We shouldn’t. You’re… you have a reputation. People say you seduce the innocent.”

“Is that what I’m doing?” I asked softly. “Seducing you?”

“I…” Her breath hitched. “I don’t know. Maybe. But if you are, I think… I think I want you to.”

I leaned in slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. She didn’t. Our lips met, soft and careful, and I tasted her uncertainty and desire in equal measure.

When we broke apart, her eyes were wide and her cheeks flushed.

“Come to my apartment,” I said. “No obligations. We can just talk. Or…” I let the implication hang.

She came.



Corrupting Elara took three weeks. Not because it was difficult—she was ripe for the taking—but because I wanted to do it right. Make her think every step was her choice, her desire, her decision to stray from her vows. Rushed corruption rarely stuck. Slow seduction created true believers.

Our first night together was gentle by design. I undressed her slowly in the candlelight of my apartment, praising every inch of skin revealed. She was beautiful in an innocent, untouched way—small breasts with pale pink nipples, soft curves unmarked by childbirth or hard labor, skin so pale it was almost translucent from a lifetime spent indoors praying.

“You’re perfect,” I murmured, laying her back on my silk sheets. “Every inch of you.”

“I’m not.” Her voice trembled, hands moving to cover herself. “I’m breaking my vows. I’m sinning. The Goddess will—”

“The Goddess gave you this body,” I interrupted, gently moving her hands aside. “She gave you the capacity for pleasure, for joy. Is it sin to feel what she built into you? To experience what your body was designed for?”

I kissed her neck—soft, chaste kisses that gradually became more heated. Her pulse fluttered beneath my lips like a trapped bird. I worked down to her collarbone, the hollow of her throat, the upper swell of her small breast. When I took her nipple into my mouth and sucked gently, she gasped and arched beneath me.

“Oh… oh that feels…”

“Good?” I prompted, swirling my tongue around the hardening peak. “It’s supposed to. Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind is still afraid.”

Her hands found my hair hesitantly, tangling in the blonde strands. I switched to her other breast, giving it the same attention—sucking, licking, occasionally grazing with my teeth. Her nipples were incredibly sensitive, hardening into stiff points under my ministrations.

I worked down her body slowly, mapping every inch with kisses and licks. The curve of her ribs. The soft flesh of her belly. The sharp jut of her hipbones. She trembled beneath me, torn between desire and duty, her breathing quick and shallow.

When I reached the apex of her thighs, I paused. Her pussy was hidden by a neatly trimmed patch of soft brown curls—she hadn’t shaved bare like courtesans did, still too innocent for that. I spread her legs gently, exposing her.

She was already wet. Her lips were swollen and glistening, evidence that her body had surrendered even if her mind hadn’t. The scent of her arousal filled my nose—sweet and musky, tinged with fear and excitement.

“Have you ever touched yourself here?” I asked, breathing against her folds, close enough that she could feel it.

“Sometimes,” she admitted, her voice barely a whisper, heavy with shame. “Late at night, when I couldn’t sleep and the loneliness was too much. I’d think about… about women. About being touched. About hands that weren’t my own.”

“What did you think about specifically?” I pressed, wanting to hear her confess her desires.

“I… their mouths. Their tongues. How it might feel to have someone… someone do what you’re about to do.”

“Then let me give you what you’ve been dreaming about.”

I dragged my tongue through her slit in one long, slow lick from bottom to top. She cried out, her hips bucking involuntarily. I licked again, tasting her—sweet and tangy, with an almost floral undertone. Virgin pussy had a distinct taste, uncomplicated by regular sex.

I explored her methodically, learning her responses. Light flicks across her clit made her gasp. Broad strokes through her folds made her moan. Pushing my tongue inside her channel made her hands tighten in my hair.

Her clit was small and shy, hiding under its hood. I coaxed it out with gentle licks and suction, and when I finally captured it between my lips and sucked, she nearly came off the bed.

“Oh gods, oh gods, what are you—I can’t—it’s too much—”

But she didn’t pull away. Instead her legs fell open wider, inviting more. I worked her clit with my tongue while sliding one finger inside her pussy. She was incredibly tight—probably never been penetrated by anything bigger than her own fingers. My finger slid in easily despite the tightness, lubricated by her copious wetness.

I pumped my finger slowly while sucking her clit, building her toward climax. She was inexperienced and sensitive—it only took a few minutes before I felt her pussy start to flutter and clench around my finger.

“I’m… something’s happening… I think I’m—”

She came with a sharp cry, her thighs clamping around my head, trapping me against her convulsing pussy. I felt her gush more wetness, coating my chin, and kept licking through her orgasm to prolong it.

When she finally released me, gasping and trembling, I crawled up her body and held her. Tears streamed down her face—not from pain but from emotional overload.

“I can’t go back now,” she sobbed. “I’ve defiled myself. The Goddess will never forgive me. My vows are broken. I’m ruined.”

“You’re not ruined.” I stroked her hair, playing the comforting lover. “You’ve found yourself. Found what your body needs. There’s a difference between defilement and discovery.”

“But my vows—”

“Were forced on you when you were too young to understand what you were giving up,” I said, weaving truth with seduction. “How old were you? Sixteen? Eighteen? Did you even know what sexual pleasure was when you swore it away?”

“Fifteen,” she whispered. “I was fifteen and scared and the temple offered safety.”

Perfect. She’d never had a chance to explore her sexuality before suppressing it. The corruption would be easy.

Over the following three weeks, I introduced her to more. Taught her how to please another woman—where to touch, how to lick, the right pressure for different areas. She was an eager student, starving for experiences her faith had denied her. Every night we explored further, and every night she strayed further from her vows.

I showed her how to eat pussy properly, guiding her face between my thighs and instructing her as she worked. “Flatten your tongue. Lick through the whole slit. Now circle my clit—yes, just like that. Suck it gently.”

She learned quickly, motivated by desire and years of repressed hunger. When she finally made me come on her tongue, she looked up at me with wonder and pride.

I taught her about fingering—how to curl her fingers to hit the g-spot, how to scissor to stretch, how to combine penetration with clitoral stimulation. She practiced on me with focused intensity, determined to master every technique.

“Like this?” she’d ask, three fingers deep in my pussy, pumping steadily.

“Harder. Don’t be afraid to really fuck me.”

By the third week, she was conflicted but hooked. She’d stopped crying after sex, stopped apologizing for her desires. The guilt remained but was being drowned by pleasure.

On the night she formally renounced her vows—speaking the words aloud to make it real—we fucked for hours. She’d grown confident, aggressive even, taking what she wanted instead of waiting for permission.

She straddled my face and rode my mouth while I worked her clit with my fingers. Her pussy ground against my lips and tongue, using my face for her pleasure without hesitation. Gone was the shy priestess. In her place was a woman discovering her sexuality with fierce intensity.

“Yes, right there, lick me right there,” she commanded, her thighs trembling on either side of my head. “Don’t stop. I’m so close.”

I sucked her clit into my mouth and pushed three fingers into her pussy, pumping hard. She came screaming—not to her Goddess but to me.

“Erin! Oh gods, Erin, yes! Fuck, yes!”

As she came, I felt the demonic magic respond. The pact recognized successful corruption—complete, willing, irreversible. Elara had fallen from grace, her devotion transferred from the divine to the carnal. And I’d guided every step of her descent.

The corruption settled into my core, a warm pulse of power. My demon tail lashed behind me in satisfaction.

Lilithae’s voice whispered approval directly into my mind through our pact bond. “Perfect. One target down. And you didn’t even seem to struggle with it. Natural corruptor.”

She was right. I hadn’t struggled. The guilt I’d expected never materialized. Instead there was satisfaction, pride even. A sense of accomplishment.

I’d taken something pure—a devoted priestess serving her Goddess—and tainted it. Broken her faith and remade her in my image. Turned her from the divine to the profane.

And it had felt good. Really, genuinely good.

Lilithae’s voice whispered approval in my mind. “Perfect. One target down. And you didn’t even seem to struggle with it.”

She was right. I hadn’t. The guilt I’d expected never came. Instead, there was satisfaction, pride even.

I’d taken something pure and tainted it. Broken a devout woman and remade her in my image.

And it had felt good.



The second corruption was a merchant’s wife, faithful and proper. Her name was Celia, and she’d been married for fifteen years to a man who treated her like furniture. I met her at a charity function, where nobles donated to the poor while drinking expensive wine.

“You look bored,” I said, sliding up beside her.

“Is it that obvious?” She laughed, but there was pain in it. “I suppose I am. These events are all the same. Rich people pretending to care while doing nothing of substance.”

“Cynical. I like it.”

We talked for an hour, and I learned everything I needed. She’d married young for security, never loved her husband, spent her days managing a household that ran itself. She was lonely, unfulfilled, desperate for something real.

I gave her that something. Started with friendship—afternoon teas, walks through the garden, conversations about art and literature. Then slowly, carefully, I introduced intimacy. A touch that lingered too long. Compliments that went beyond platonic.

When I finally kissed her in my apartment, she kissed back desperately.

“I’ve never,” she gasped between kisses. “With a woman. I’ve never—”

“I’ll teach you.”

I did. Slowly, thoroughly, showing her what pleasure could be. She came apart beneath my tongue and fingers, her body starving for attention her husband had never bothered to give.

When she left that first time, guilt and satisfaction warred on her face. But she came back. Again and again, until the guilt faded and only satisfaction remained.

The corruption sealed when she told her husband she wanted a divorce. Not to be with me—she understood that wasn’t the arrangement—but because I’d shown her she deserved better.

“You freed me,” she said, the last time we met. “Thank you.”

She paid me five hundred gems as thanks. Lilithae awarded another successful corruption.



The third was a young nobleman named Derrick, raised in the Church but harboring secret desires for submission and pain. I met him at a ball, recognized the hunger in his eyes when he looked at dominant women.

Seducing him was straightforward. I ordered him to follow me, and he did. Brought him to my apartment, pushed him to his knees, and made him beg.

“Please,” he whispered. “I need… I want…”

“What do you want, Derrick?”

“To serve. To submit. To be… used.”

I gave him what he craved. Bound him, dominated him, used my tail to tease and torture while I rode his cock. Taught him that submission could be ecstasy, that giving up control was its own kind of freedom.

When he renounced his Church oaths to serve me instead, the demonic magic flared. Three corruptions complete. The pact recognized my success.

Lilithae visited that night, pleased. “Three in your first month. You’re exceeding expectations.”

“It’s easy,” I said. “People want to be corrupted. They’re just waiting for permission.”

“Most agents don’t understand that. They try force, coercion. You seduce with truth—showing people what they already want but were afraid to pursue.” She smiled. “You’re going to go far, Erin.”

Each success made me stronger. My demonic traits developed—the tail grew slightly, my eyes occasionally flashed red, my pheromones became more potent. I was becoming what Lilithae had promised: a creature of corruption, powerful and free.

I was no longer the victim. I was the corruptor. The seducer. The monster in the dark who looked like a beautiful woman.

And I was very, very good at it.



By the second month, I’d developed a system. Research the target thoroughly—their desires, fears, vulnerabilities. Manufacture chance meetings. Build rapport gradually. Introduce transgression in small steps until they were so far gone they couldn’t turn back.

It was methodical. Professional. Deeply satisfying.

My fourth target was Sister Meridith, another priestess from Elara’s temple. Older, more experienced, but equally repressed. Elara helped me seduce her—former priestess corrupting her mentor figure was deliciously perfect.

The three of us spent a night tangled together, Meridith slowly shedding decades of devotion as pleasure overwhelmed doctrine. When she came, screaming between our bodies, the magic sealed another successful corruption.

Target five was a guard captain, loyal to the old Baron. I seduced him in an alley after plying him with wine and promises. He fucked me against a wall, hard and desperate, betraying his oaths with every thrust.

Target six took longer. A scholar, devoted to pure research, refusing to acknowledge his attraction to his female students. I posed as a student, innocent and eager, asking increasingly leading questions. When I finally cornered him in the library stacks and dropped to my knees, he barely resisted.

His cock was thick and hard, his hands tangling in my hair as I sucked him off. The moment he came down my throat, guilt and pleasure warring on his face, I knew I’d won.

Each corruption earned payment—both from Lilithae’s demonic gifts and from the targets themselves. Elara, newly freed from her vows, paid me three hundred gems for introducing her to “real life.” The guard captain gave me military intelligence worth five hundred gems to a certain merchant consortium. The scholar became a regular client, paying two hundred gems per session because he was addicted to the shame-pleasure cocktail I’d introduced him to.

My coin purse swelled. My power grew. My tail lengthened, now four feet and fully prehensile. I could use it in combat or in bed with equal facility.

By the end of the second month, I’d completed nine corruptions total. Lilithae visited personally to congratulate me.

“Exceptional work,” she said, lounging in my apartment. “You’re averaging three corruptions per month when I only require one. At this rate, you’ll earn full transformation within two years.”

“Is that fast?”

“Very. Most agents take five to seven years, if they make it at all.” She studied me with those blood-red eyes. “You really are a natural corruptor, Erin. The divine marks make it even better—people sense the holy aura and assume you’re safe, trustworthy. Then you lead them into darkness.”

“It’s efficient,” I agreed. “Use their own prejudices against them.”

“Have you given any thought to what you want? Once you achieve full transformation?”

I had. Late at night, counting coins and reviewing contracts, I’d considered my long-term goals.

“Power,” I said simply. “Enough that no one can hurt me, control me, or force me into anything. I want to be untouchable.”

“Ambitious. I like it.” Lilithae leaned forward. “There’s a position opening in the demon hierarchy. Regional corruption coordinator for the mortal realm. Manage other agents, assign targets, report directly to the Arch-Succubi. It’s prestigious, powerful, and you’d be perfect for it.”

“What’s the catch?”

“You’d need to complete fifty corruptions to qualify. And you’d have to relocate to the demon realm semi-permanently.” She paused. “But you’d have authority over thousands of lesser demons, access to the royal courts, and influence over mortal politics across the continent.”

Fifty corruptions. I had nine. Forty-one to go.

At my current rate, a little over a year.

“I’ll consider it,” I said, which we both knew meant yes.



The corruption work continued through the second month. Each target brought more coin, more power, more confirmation that I’d made the right choice. I was thriving in my new role, building wealth and influence simultaneously.

By month’s end, I’d completed nine total corruptions—achieved over two full months, averaging three or four per month. It was well above Lilithae’s minimum requirement of one corruption per month, and she’d made it clear I was exceeding her expectations. The payments from various targets—Elara’s three hundred gems, Celia’s five hundred, the guard captain’s intelligence worth five hundred, the scholar’s ongoing sessions at two hundred each, plus additional smaller payments from my various targets—brought my total earnings to two thousand gems.

My apartment was stocked with fine clothes, magical focuses, and weapons. My network of corrupted individuals provided intelligence and opportunities. My demonic powers grew steadily with each success.

I was powerful, wealthy, and in control of my own destiny for the first time since arriving in this world.

The question was: how long could I maintain it before my enemies caught up?

Erin Status (end): Money 21,745 gems | Advanced demon agent | Seductive outfit | Magic: Divine + demonic (enhanced)


Chapter 8: The Price of Power

Erin Status (start): Money 21,745 gems | Advanced demon agent + hunted | Various | Magic: Divine + demonic (strong)

The paladins found me during my eleventh corruption.

I was in bed with my target—a young nobleman named Lord Vance who’d been raised in the Church but harbored secret desires for submission and pain. I was binding his wrists to the headboard, preparing to introduce him to the joys of dominance and degradation, when my wards screamed warning.

“Fuck,” I hissed, releasing him. “Someone’s here.”

The door exploded inward in a flash of holy light. Three paladins stormed in—gleaming armor, blessed swords, faces set in righteous fury.

The paladin order didn’t take Brother Thomas’s corruption lightly. Within a week, a dozen paladins descended on Ironfall, blessed weapons in hand, holy magic blazing. They weren’t here to capture. They were here to cleanse.

I first noticed them during a routine corruption—a merchant’s daughter, sheltered and curious, who I’d been slowly seducing. We were in her family’s townhouse, my hands under her dress, her breath coming faster, when the wards screamed.

“Company,” I muttered, pulling back.

“What?” She looked confused, aroused, frustrated.

“Hide. Now.”

The windows exploded inward. Paladins poured through, holy light burning my eyes. I threw up shields and grabbed the girl, shoving her behind furniture.

“Demon!” The lead paladin—a woman with steel-grey hair and eyes like ice—pointed her sword at me. “You’ve corrupted dozens. Murdered innocence. Spread darkness through our city. This ends now.”

“I haven’t murdered anyone,” I shot back, gathering power. The constant arousal flared, fueling my magic. “I’ve freed people from your oppressive doctrines.”

“Freed them into damnation!”

The battle was chaos. Twelve paladins, all skilled, all specifically trained to kill demons. My hybrid divine-demonic nature confused them momentarily, but they adapted quickly.

Holy fire scorched my wings. Blessed blades cut through my shields. I fought back with everything—wind blades that sliced armor, fire bursts that forced them back, my tail lashing out to trip and throttle.

In desperation, I tried my oldest weapon. A young male paladin pressed close in the melee, and I let my voice drop to that sultry register, pheromones flaring.

“You don’t have to fight,” I breathed, meeting his eyes. “I could make you feel—”

“Demon whore!” He slammed his shield into my face, breaking my nose. “Your corruption won’t work on the faithful!”

Blood streamed down my face as I stumbled back. So much for seduction. The paladins had been trained against my exact tactics, their faith making them immune to the sexual manipulation that had worked on everyone else.

I’d have to do this the hard way.

I killed three. The first with a wind blade through the throat. The second by collapsing a ceiling on them. The third with demonic fire that burned through their holy protections.

But there were too many. A sword caught my side, holy magic poisoning the wound. Another blade slashed across my back, shearing through muscle and bone. My wings buckled, useless.

I couldn’t win this. Not here, not surrounded.

I opened a portal with shaking hands, pouring everything into the spell. The demon realm beckoned, safety and healing, but the portal was slow to form.

“Don’t let it escape!” the lead paladin screamed.

They closed in, a wall of blessed steel and righteous fury. I wouldn’t make it. The portal was seconds away, but I’d be cut down before—

Elara appeared from nowhere, throwing herself between me and the paladins. My first corruption, the sweet priestess I’d seduced months ago.

“Stop!” she screamed. “She’s not a monster! She saved me!”

“Child, she corrupted you,” the lead paladin said, almost gentle. “She twisted your faith, turned you from the light. Step aside.”

“No! I chose this! I chose her!” Elara’s eyes were wild, desperate. “If you kill her, you’ll have to go through me!”

The paladins hesitated. They wouldn’t kill a former priestess, no matter how fallen. That hesitation was enough.

I fell through the portal and it sealed behind me.



I woke in Lilithae’s realm, in her personal chambers. Every part of me hurt. The holy fire burned in my wounds, poison spreading slowly through my demonic flesh.

“You were careless,” Lilithae said, though her tone was more concerned than accusatory. “Fifteen corruptions made you cocky. You thought you were invincible.”

“I thought… I had more time.” Every word hurt. “Before they organized.”

“The paladin order doesn’t tolerate demon agents in their cities. You should have been more careful.” She was pulling holy fire from my wounds again, the process agonizing. “You also shouldn’t have let that priestess follow you around. Emotional attachments are weakness.”

“She saved me.”

“This time. Next time, they’ll use her against you.” Lilithae finished the extraction and sat back. “You’ve earned powerful enemies, Erin. The paladins won’t stop. They’ll hunt you across the continent if necessary.”

“So what do I do?”

“Three options. First, you could relocate. Work in a different city, start fresh. Second, you could go underground in Ironfall, work more carefully, avoid attention. Third…” Lilithae smiled. “You could fight back. Hunt them as they hunt you.”

I considered the options through the haze of pain. Relocating meant abandoning my network, my reputation, everything I’d built. Going underground meant giving up power, hiding like a rat.

Fighting back meant escalation. Open war with the paladin order.

“I’ll fight,” I said. “But I need to heal first. And I need help.”

“You’ll have it. Other demons will support you—this is religious warfare now, and we don’t abandon our agents.” Lilithae helped me sit up. “But understand: if you fight them openly, you’ll have to commit fully. No half measures. You’ll need to become what they fear you are.”

“A monster.”

“Yes. Are you ready for that?”

I thought about everything I’d done to survive. The sex work, the betrayals, the corruptions. Each choice had pushed me further from humanity, closer to something else.

“I’ve been ready for a long time,” I said. “I just didn’t want to admit it.”



Recovery took two weeks. My wings healed slowly, the holy poison purged by demonic magic. Lilithae kept me in her realm, safe from paladin retaliation, while I regained strength.

During that time, other demons visited—agents like me, curious about the mortal who’d corrupted fifteen targets in three months. Some offered advice. Others propositioned me sexually, which I accepted when the mood struck.

One demon, a male with crimson skin and multiple arms, fucked me against a wall while explaining tactics for fighting paladins. His cocks—he had two—filled my pussy and ass simultaneously while he spoke casually about weaknesses in holy magic.

“They’re vulnerable after casting,” he explained, thrusting steadily. “The divine power drains them. Strike then, and they can’t defend properly.”

I filed the information away even as I came screaming on his cocks.

Another demon, female with purple skin and tentacles instead of hair, demonstrated how to corrupt paladins specifically. She used illusions and psychological warfare, breaking minds before bodies.

“Make them question,” she whispered, her tentacles sliding over my skin, teasing my nipples and clit. “Make them doubt. Once their faith wavers, they’re vulnerable to everything else.”

I learned, healed, and prepared for war.

When I finally returned to Ironfall, I was different. Not just physically—though the wings had fully healed and now stretched to ten feet—but mentally. I’d accepted what I was becoming.

Not a survivor forced into darkness.

A predator who thrived in it.



The paladins had fortified the temple district, turning it into a holy fortress. Ward stones glowed at every corner, blessed weapons patrolled the streets, and any demon who approached would be destroyed instantly.

Good thing I wasn’t just a demon.

I walked into the temple district in daylight, wings folded against my back, tail hidden under my cloak. The divine marks on my skin—leftover from Pythia’s ritual—confused the ward stones. They sensed demon and divine simultaneously and didn’t know how to classify me.

By the time the paladins realized what I was, I was already inside their perimeter.

“Hello,” I said to the first patrol I encountered, smiling sweetly. “I’m here to talk.”

They attacked immediately. Stupid, but expected.

I unleashed the full force of my magic—demonic fire mixed with divine wind, an impossible combination that their holy protections couldn’t handle. Three paladins fell before they could scream.

The alarm went up. More paladins poured from the temple, a dozen, two dozen. I took to the air, wings beating powerfully, and rained destruction from above.

Wind blades sliced through armor. Fire bursts exploded in formation centers. My tail lashed out, grabbing a paladin mid-flight and hurling him into his companions.

They tried to ground me, holy chains shooting toward my wings. I dodged, twisted, used my aerial superiority ruthlessly.

The lead paladin—the grey-haired woman who’d nearly killed me—faced me on the temple roof. We circled each other, weapons ready.

“You can’t win,” she said. “Even if you kill us all, more will come. The Church is vast.”

“I know,” I replied. “But I’ll kill everyone who comes. I’ll make you fear me. I’ll corrupt every paladin you send until you stop trying.”

“Never. Evil must be cleansed.”

We fought. She was skilled, experienced, powerful. But I was desperate, furious, and willing to sacrifice everything.

The desperation pushed me past my limits. I felt the demonic power surge through me, Lilithae’s binding responding to mortal peril. My body began to transform fully for the first time.

My wings erupted outward, expanding from their usual span to massive leather sails that stretched ten feet across, blotting out the sun. My horns lengthened with audible cracks, growing from small nubs to proud curved spires that jutted from my skull. My tail thickened and extended, becoming a powerful weapon that lashed behind me with enough force to shatter stone.

I looked monstrous. Demonic. Terrifying.

The lead paladin’s eyes widened. “Demon!” she screamed, but there was fear beneath the fury now.

My wind blade caught her shoulder. Her sword slashed my thigh. We traded blows, both bleeding, both refusing to yield, but now I fought with the full strength of my transformed body—taloned hands, whip-fast tail, wings that let me strike from impossible angles.

In the end, I won by fighting dirty. I feinted with magic, then used my lengthened tail to yank her legs out from under her. She fell, and I was on her instantly, pinning her with my body weight.

“Yield,” I commanded, my tail wrapped around her throat.

“Never.”

I could have killed her. Should have. But something stopped me. Maybe it was seeing too much of myself in her eyes—the determination to survive no matter what.

“Then live with this,” I said instead. I kissed her, rough and brutal, pouring demonic magic into her mouth. It wouldn’t corrupt her fully—she was too strong—but it would plant seeds. Doubts. Desires she’d never acknowledge.

I released her and took flight, leaving the temple district burning behind me.



The battle earned me a reputation. The demon who’d attacked a holy temple and survived. The corruptor who’d killed a dozen paladins in open combat.

It also earned me more enemies. The Temple of Vipers, who’d been tolerating my existence, now turned against me with vicious fervor. Pythia declared me anathema from the temple steps, her voice ringing across the city: “The one called Erin has betrayed the divine trust granted to her. She serves demons now, corruption incarnate. The Temple of Vipers disowns her utterly.”

Within hours, Temple assassins joined the paladin hunt. I recognized their technique—serpent-blessed blades, poison magic, the same divine power I’d once channeled. They struck from shadows during my escape, forcing me to fight on two fronts: holy paladins from ahead, corrupted temple killers from behind.

The paladin order issued a continent-wide hunt order. Five thousand gems for my head. Dead or alive.

And the revolutionaries, scattered but still active, added their own price. Two thousand gems for killing the traitor mage.

I was wanted by everyone. Hunted by all sides. Hated universally.

And for the first time in months, I felt truly alive.

Because I’d stopped playing by their rules. Stopped trying to fit in, stopped pretending I was anything other than what I’d become.

I was a monster. A demon in human skin, with wings and tail and serpent eyes. A corruptor, a killer, a creature of pleasure and power.

And I was done apologizing for it.



But victory had costs. I’d lost most of my possessions in the temple raid—supplies burned, weapons destroyed. I’d had to flee so quickly that I’d abandoned my apartment and everything in it.

Worse, the injuries from the battle had been severe. Holy fire in my veins, blessed steel through muscle and bone. Even with demonic healing, I’d lost strength.

And worst of all, I was alone. Truly, completely alone. Every faction wanted me dead. Every ally had become an enemy.

I retreated to the wilderness, finding shelter in a cave system days from Ironfall. My clothes were torn, my wings damaged again, my pride shattered.

In my flight from the temple battle, I’d lost most of my possessions. My apartment had been raided and burned. The magical items I’d accumulated, the fine clothes, the weapons—all gone. I estimated the loss at fifteen hundred gems worth of equipment, maybe more.

I’d won the battle but lost the war.

Sitting in that cave, counting what little coin I’d managed to salvage, I realized how far I’d fallen. From arena champion and temple devotee to hunted demon, hiding in the dark.

Was this what power looked like? Or had I just traded one cage for another?



On the third night in the cave, pain kept me awake despite exhaustion. Holy fire still burned in my veins like liquid agony—paladins coated their weapons with blessed oils specifically designed to poison demons. The wounds from their blessed steel refused to heal properly even with my demonic regeneration working overtime, the flesh around each cut inflamed and weeping.

I needed power. Needed to accelerate the healing before infection or the holy poison killed me. And there was only one way I knew to generate significant magical power quickly without external resources.

I stripped off my torn, blood-crusted clothes and lay back naked on the cold cave floor, the stone uncomfortable against my injured back. My hand slid between my thighs hesitantly.

The constant arousal was there, as always—that familiar pressure that had plagued this cursed body since the moment I’d been reborn into it. Usually I channeled it into spells, into combat magic, into seducing corruption targets. Now I’d use it for raw healing power.

My fingers found my clit, already swollen and sensitive despite—or perhaps because of—the pain. I circled it slowly, gently at first. The sensation sent contradictory sparks through my injured body: pleasure mixing with pain in a way that was almost addictive, the endorphins from arousal dulling the sharper edges of my wounds.

I’d masturbated countless times in this body over the months. Learning its responses during those early desperate days in the slums. Practicing control and mana generation at the bathhouse. Building power quickly before combat situations. This should have been no different—clinical, functional, just a tool using a tool for survival.

Except it didn’t feel clinical. Alone in the complete darkness of the cave, with no one to perform for, no client to please, no transaction to complete, it felt raw. Uncomfortably honest.

I slid two fingers into my pussy, which was already wet despite the pain and fear. The constant arousal curse ensured I was always ready, always slick, no matter the circumstances. My other hand worked my clit with increasing speed and pressure, building the familiar heat.

The mana began to build inside me, that characteristic pink-golden glow starting to shimmer beneath my skin, illuminating the cave walls with soft pulsing light. I could feel the power gathering, ready to be channeled into healing once I climaxed.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my hips bucking up against my own hand. The movement pulled at my wounded side and I hissed at the fresh spike of pain, but didn’t stop.

My demon tail lashed behind me restlessly—it was still new enough that it moved with my emotions, not yet fully under conscious control. On impulse I brought it around, wrapping it partway around my body. The spaded tip found my ass almost instinctively, as if it knew what I wanted.

I pressed the tip against my rear entrance, feeling the resistance. Then slowly, carefully, I pushed it inside myself.

The penetration was strange—I could feel it from both ends simultaneously. The pressure and stretch in my ass, and the warm tightness gripping the sensitive tip of my tail. Dual sensations that my brain struggled to process.

The combined penetration—two fingers pumping into my pussy, my own tail fucking my ass—was overwhelmingly intense. I’d never used my tail like this before, hadn’t even considered it until desperation drove me to experiment. But it was prehensile and highly sensitive and perfect for the purpose.

I fucked myself with increasing desperation, chasing the release I needed not just for healing but for the moment of oblivion it would bring. Images flashed unbidden through my mind as I worked myself toward climax:

Garrett’s face as I drove his own dagger into his throat, blood bubbling from his lips. The bounce of betrayal in his dying eyes.

The paladins I’d killed in the temple raid, their blessed blood pooling on sacred ground. Young faces twisted in final agony, dead because they’d tried to stop me.

Brother Thomas—had there been a Brother Thomas? Or Aldric? The name shifted in my memory. His face when he’d realized I’d corrupted him, that I’d used him and discarded him like trash.

Elara’s tear-stained face the last time I saw her, throwing herself between me and certain death. Saving the monster who’d ruined her.

All the people I’d used. Betrayed. Corrupted. Destroyed.

The orgasm hit hard and sudden, my body convulsing violently enough to pull at every wound. I cried out—pain and pleasure indistinguishable—as demonic and divine power surged through me in waves. The mana I’d built up flooded through my system, seeking the injuries, accelerating healing, burning out the last traces of holy poison from my veins.

Golden-pink light exploded from my skin, so bright it hurt to look at even with my eyes closed. I felt the wounds beginning to close, flesh knitting back together, the holy fire finally extinguishing. Not complete healing—I wasn’t that powerful—but enough to survive. Enough to keep fighting.

When the surge faded, I lay gasping on the cave floor, my body still glowing faintly in the darkness. My fingers were soaked with my own fluids. My tail slowly withdrew from my ass, sensitive and trembling. The wounds were still there but significantly improved—the deep gashes now shallow cuts, the inflammation reduced, the pain dulled to a manageable ache.

Functional self-care. Medical necessity. Nothing more.

I told myself that as I cleaned up with water from my canteen and slowly dressed in my torn clothes. Told myself it was just another use of my abilities, another survival tactic in a long line of them. Just channeling innate power for healing, no different from a mage using mana to close wounds.

But lying there afterward in the suffocating silence of the cave, listening to nothing but my own breathing and the distant drip of water, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I’d just hit a new low.

Not because of the masturbation itself—I’d never been ashamed of that, not in either life. And not even because I’d used my own tail to fuck myself, though that was admittedly weird.

No, the low point was the crushing realization of how completely, utterly alone I was.

No allies. No connections. No one who cared whether I lived or died in this cave. I’d burned every bridge, betrayed every friend, chosen power over people at every single turn.

Sabine—who’d taught me healing and trusted me with revolutionary secrets—would dance on my grave if she knew I was hurt.

The Temple that had elevated me had declared me anathema.

The paladins I’d fought would hunt me to the ends of the world.

The revolutionaries had branded me traitor.

Even Lilithae, my demon patron, only valued me as long as I was useful for corruptions.

I’d successfully isolated myself from every possible support system in my pursuit of power. And now I was hiding in a cave, wounded and desperate, fucking myself with my own tail just to generate enough magic to not die.

Was this what power looked like? Or had I just traded one cage for another, one form of helplessness for a different kind?

The male consciousness that I’d been before Erin—the man from Chicago who’d died saving a stranger—would have been horrified at what I’d become. But that man felt impossibly distant now, separated by gender transition and trauma and countless degrading choices.

I wasn’t him anymore. Hadn’t been for a long time.

I was Erin. Divine Slut turned demon agent. Corruptor. Traitor. Murderer. Monster.

And I was alone.

The worst part? I wasn’t even sure I regretted the choices that had led here. Every betrayal had been logical. Every corruption had brought power. Every murder had been survival.

I’d done what was necessary. Always.

So why did victory feel so much like defeat?

From Chicago convenience store worker to slum prostitute to arena champion to temple devotee to demon agent to… this. Hiding in a cave, fucking myself for healing magic, hunted by everyone.

The universe had a cruel sense of humor.

But at least I was alive. At least I was still fighting.

And somehow, that would have to be enough.

Erin Status (end): Money 20,245 gems | Hunted by all sides | Simple travel clothes | Magic: Divine + demonic (injured)


Chapter 9: Rebuilding

Erin Status (start): Money 20,245 gems | Exiled power | Simple dress | Magic: Divine + demonic (controlled)

I wandered through the wilderness for weeks, healing and hiding. For the first time since arriving in this world, I had no destination. No faction to serve, no contract to fulfill, no goal beyond survival. I was powerful—maybe the most powerful solo mage for a hundred miles—but that power had cost me everything.

I walked through wilderness for days, avoiding roads and settlements. My wings made me too recognizable, my tail too obviously demonic. I wrapped both in illusions when necessary, but even disguised, I couldn’t risk civilization.

On the seventh day, I heard screaming.



The village was small—maybe fifty people, scattered houses around a central square. And it was under attack by monsters. Dire wolves, a dozen of them, pack-hunting through the streets while villagers ran and hid.

I should have kept walking. Should have let nature take its course. These weren’t my people, this wasn’t my problem.

But I’d spent months corrupting innocents, destroying lives, spreading darkness. And I was so tired of being a monster.

I dropped the illusions and attacked.

Wind blades cut through wolves like paper. Fire bursts scattered the pack. My tail lashed out, grabbing one wolf mid-leap and slamming it into the ground hard enough to break its spine.

The remaining wolves, smart enough to recognize superior predator, fled into the forest.

Silence fell. The villagers emerged slowly, staring at me with wide eyes. I waited for the fear, the revulsion, the demands that I leave.

Instead, an old woman approached carefully. The village elder, by the look of her.

“Thank you,” she said simply. “You saved us.”

“I…” I didn’t know how to respond. “I was passing by.”

“Passing by with wings and a tail, killing monsters to save strangers.” She smiled, wrinkled and warm. “Thank you, demon or angel or whatever you are. Thank you.”

Others echoed her thanks. A young woman brought me water. A farmer offered food. Children stared with curiosity rather than horror.

“You’re not afraid?” I asked.

“Afraid of someone who just saved us?” The elder shook her head. “Why would we be? You could have ignored us. Instead you fought. Actions matter more than appearance, child.”

Child. When had anyone last called me that? When had anyone seen me as anything other than a tool, a weapon, a whore?

I found myself crying, and couldn’t stop. The elder held me while I sobbed, this ancient demon-woman breaking down in a village square, and the villagers just… accepted it.

“Stay,” the elder offered when I’d calmed. “Rest. You look like you’ve been running for a long time.”

“I have,” I admitted. “From everyone. Everything.”

“Then stop running. Stay with us a while.”

I should have said no. Should have kept moving, stayed isolated, avoided attachments.

Instead, I said yes.



The village was called Millbrook, named for the old watermill that had served five generations. The people were farmers and crafters, simple and kind, who asked nothing about my past and cared only about the present.

I helped where I could. Used magic to repair buildings damaged by the dire wolves. Scared off other monsters that threatened their herds. Taught basic protective wards to anyone interested.

In exchange, they fed me, housed me, treated me like a person rather than a monster.

It was the strangest month of my existence.

I met Willow on my third day in the village. She was nineteen, daughter of the blacksmith, with chestnut brown hair in a simple braid and warm brown eyes that looked at me without judgment.

“You’re the demon mage,” she said, approaching me where I was repairing a barn wall with magic. “The one who saved us.”

“I’m Erin,” I corrected. “Just… Erin.”

“I’m Willow. And I was wondering—could you teach me magic? Just basic stuff. Enough to protect myself if the wolves come back.”

I studied her. She was pretty in an unaffected way—soft curves from farm work, sun-tanned skin, freckles across her nose. Nothing like the calculated beauty of courtesans or the supernatural allure of demons.

Just genuine, wholesome, real.

“I can teach you,” I said. “But fair warning—I’m not the best role model.”

She grinned. “Good thing I’m not looking for a role model. Just a teacher.”



Teaching Willow became my daily routine. We’d meet in the mornings, practicing basic spells and magical theory. She was a quick study, picking up concepts fast despite no formal education.

But more than that, she was curious about me. Not in the prurient way most people were—she didn’t ask about my corruptions or my body count. She asked about where I came from, what I liked, who I was beneath the wings and tail.

“What’s your favorite color?” she asked one day while practicing a light spell.

“I… I don’t know,” I admitted. “I haven’t thought about it in months.”

“Then think about it now.”

I considered. Blue, maybe. The color of the sky in Chicago, before I’d died and been reborn in this chaotic world. But that felt too nostalgic.

“Green,” I decided. “Like growing things. Like your eyes.”

She blushed, which was adorable. “My eyes aren’t special.”

“They are to me.”

The flirting was organic, natural, not calculated. I wasn’t trying to corrupt her or seduce her for demonic contracts. I was just… enjoying her company.

It was terrifying.

By the end of the second week, I’d taught her most of the basics. She could conjure fire, move objects with wind, create simple wards. She wouldn’t win any magical duels, but she could protect herself and her village.

“Thank you,” she said after our last official lesson. “For teaching me. For staying. For… being you.”

“I’m a demon,” I reminded her. “I’ve done terrible things. Corrupted innocents, betrayed allies, killed without remorse.”

“I know. Everyone has a past, Erin. But you’re here now, helping us, protecting us. That matters.”

“Does it?” I asked quietly. “Can good deeds erase bad ones?”

“I don’t know about erase. But maybe balance. Maybe give you a chance to be something other than what you were.”

She kissed me then, soft and sweet and utterly unexpected. I froze, shocked, then melted into it.

It felt nothing like the thousands of kisses I’d given or received in my career as Erin. Those had been transactional, calculated, performed.

This was real.

When we broke apart, Willow was smiling. “I’ve wanted to do that for a week.”

“Why?” I asked. “I’m not—I’m not good for you. I’m broken. Corrupted.”

“You’re beautiful and powerful and sad. And I want to know you better.” She took my hand. “If you’ll let me.”

I should have said no. Should have protected her from what I was. But I was selfish, and lonely, and desperate for something genuine.

“Yes,” I whispered. “I’ll let you.”



We became lovers slowly, carefully. Willow initiated most of it, sensing somehow that I needed her to lead for once in my life. That despite my experience and power, I needed to be vulnerable for once instead of always performing.

Our first time was nothing like the hundreds—thousands—of sexual encounters I’d had before. She undressed me gently in the dim light of her bedroom, her hands unhurried, pausing to admire rather than consume. Not stripping me efficiently like a client eager to get to the main event. Not tearing at my clothes in desperate lust. Just… slow. Reverent.

When she saw the scars—holy fire burns that had left raised, twisted tissue across my ribs; blessed blade marks crisscrossing my back and shoulders; countless smaller wounds that evidenced my violent life—she didn’t recoil or ignore them. She kissed each one, her lips soft against the damaged skin.

“You’ve survived so much,” she murmured against a particularly nasty burn scar on my side. “You’re stronger than you think.”

I’d never felt less strong in my life. Lying there naked and vulnerable, being tended to instead of used, I felt like I might shatter from the gentleness of it.

She laid me back on her bed—simple, handmade, the linens clean and smelling of lavender and sunlight—and made love to me with tender intensity. Her hands explored my body slowly, not to arouse but to learn. Mapping every curve and valley, every scar and unblemished patch, with careful attention. Her mouth followed, kissing and tasting, but not to seduce. To worship.

It was so different from what I was used to that I almost didn’t know how to respond. No agenda. No transaction. No performance expected. Just her wanting to give me pleasure for its own sake.

“You’re beautiful,” Willow whispered against my breast. “Every part of you. The demon parts and the divine parts and the human parts all mixed together.”

When her hand finally slid between my thighs, I was already wet—the constant arousal curse ensured that—but somehow it felt different this time. Less like a symptom and more like actual desire. Her fingers explored my folds gently, carefully, learning what made me sigh and what made me gasp.

“Is this okay?” she asked when one finger circled my entrance. “Can I…?”

“Yes,” I breathed. “Please.”

She slid one finger inside me slowly, carefully, watching my face for reactions. When I gasped at the penetration—not from pain but from the sheer gentleness of it—she smiled and began to move. Slow, shallow strokes at first, building gradually. Adding a second finger only when I was ready, when I was rocking my hips to meet her movements.

“Is this okay?” she kept asking, her voice tender. “Do you like this? Does it feel good?”

I couldn’t remember the last time—had there ever been a time?—someone had cared about my pleasure for its own sake rather than as part of a transaction or corruption. Even my own masturbation was usually functional, clinical. This was… different.

“It’s perfect,” I managed, tears streaming down my face unbidden. “You’re perfect.”

She curled her fingers inside me, finding my g-spot with surprising skill for someone who’d admitted limited experience with women. Her thumb found my clit and circled it with perfect pressure—not too hard, not too soft, just right.

“Tell me what you need,” she murmured, her lips against my throat. “I want to make you feel good. Really feel good, not just come. There’s a difference.”

And gods help me, there was a difference. She built my pleasure slowly, patiently, in no rush to finish. When I got close to climax she’d back off slightly, keeping me on the edge, extending the pleasure. Making it about the journey rather than the destination.

When I finally came, it was different from the thousands of orgasms before. Less intense perhaps—no screaming, no thrashing, no explosive release. But deeper. More profound. It felt like something inside me was breaking open, releasing pressure I’d been carrying for months without realizing. Tension I hadn’t known I was holding.

I sobbed through it, my pussy clenching around her fingers, pleasure and relief and something like grief all mixed together. She held me through it, her free arm wrapped around me, whispering soft reassurances.

“I’ve got you. You’re safe. Let it out.”

Afterward, we lay tangled together in her simple bed, sweat cooling on our skin. Her fingers traced idle patterns on my wings—the leathery demon wings that marked me as monstrous to most people.

“These are beautiful,” she said quietly, running her fingertips along the membrane. “I know you see them as marks of what you’ve become, proof that you’re a monster. But to me they’re just part of you. Part of who Erin is.”

“The demon part,” I said bitterly. “The corruption made manifest.”

“So? Demons aren’t automatically evil, Erin. They’re just… different. The paladins say demons are purely evil, but the paladins also burned my uncle alive for suggesting the Church might be wrong about tax policy.” She kissed my shoulder gently. “You’re more than your species. You’re more than what others have made you. You’re more than your past.”

I wanted to believe her. Gods, I desperately wanted to believe her. That I could be something other than the sum of my worst choices. That there was still something redeemable beneath all the corruption and transformation.

“What if I’m not?” I whispered. “What if this is all I am now? A monster wearing the skin of something that used to be human?”

“Then you’re the kindest monster I’ve ever met,” Willow said simply. “The one who saved my village. Who taught me magic without asking for anything in return. Who cries after making love because someone finally treated you gently.”

That made me cry harder, which made her hold me tighter, which made me cry even more. A cycle of vulnerability I’d never allowed myself before.

We made love twice more that night. The second time I reciprocated, using all my experience to worship her body the way she’d worshipped mine. Tasting her, learning her, making her come on my tongue with genuine care rather than calculated technique. The third time was slower, almost lazy, our bodies moving together without urgency, just enjoying the contact.

It was the most human I’d felt since dying in that Chicago underpass and waking up as Erin.



I stayed in Millbrook for another month, the longest period of peace I’d known since arriving in this world. I worked with the villagers, taught magic to anyone interested, and slowly, tentatively, learned to be something other than a weapon.

Willow was patient with me. She understood that I’d been twisted by trauma and survival, that I flinched at kindness and suspected every gift. She didn’t try to fix me, just accepted me as I was.

One night, lying in her bed after making love, I told her everything. Chicago. Dying in an underpass. Waking as Erin. The slums, the brothels, the corruptions. Every betrayal, every compromise, every monstrous choice.

She listened without judgment, her hand holding mine.

When I finished, she was quiet for a long moment.

“Do you regret it?” she finally asked.

“Parts of it. I regret the people I hurt who didn’t deserve it. The innocents I corrupted just for demonic power.” I paused. “But I don’t regret surviving. And I can’t regret the path that led me here, to you.”

“Then we work with what we have,” Willow said. “You can’t undo the past, Erin. But you can choose differently going forward. Protect instead of corrupt. Build instead of destroy.”

“The pacts won’t let me. I’m bound to demonic contracts, divine marks. I’m not free to just… stop.”

“Are you sure? Have you tried?”

I hadn’t. I’d assumed the contracts were absolute, inescapable. But Willow’s simple question made me reconsider.

That night, I meditated on my bonds. The demonic pact, the divine marks, all the chains I’d accepted in exchange for power.

And I realized something: none of them had power over me that I didn’t give them.

The demonic pact required corruptions, but Lilithae had said it dissolved if I failed for three months. I could simply… stop. Accept the loss of demonic favor in exchange for freedom.

The divine marks were permanent, but Pythia had no actual power over me. I’d left her service. The marks were just scars now.

I’d thought I was trapped. But I’d been free the whole time—I just hadn’t had a reason to choose freedom.

Now I did.



I found Lilithae through the pact bond, calling her to the village. She arrived in the town square at midnight, all demonic glory and predatory grace.

“Erin,” she purred. “Ready to come back? The paladins have calmed somewhat, and I have new targets—”

“I’m ending the pact,” I interrupted.

Silence. Lilithae stared at me, genuinely surprised.

“You’re… what?”

“Ending the pact. I’m choosing to fail for three consecutive months. Let it dissolve.”

“You’re throwing away power. Immortality. Everything I offered you.” Lilithae’s eyes narrowed. “For what? This village? That girl?”

“For myself,” I said. “I’ve spent this entire existence serving someone. Surviving for others, gaining power to please masters, corrupting to meet quotas. I’m done.”

“You’ll lose the demonic gifts. The wings, the tail, the enhanced abilities—”

“Will I? Or will I keep what’s mine and lose only what’s yours?”

We both knew the answer. The transformations were mine now, earned through my own actions. The pact just facilitated them.

Lilithae studied me for a long moment, then laughed. “You’re choosing love over power. How disappointingly human.”

“I’m choosing balance,” I corrected. “I’ll keep my abilities, my skills, my knowledge. But I’ll use them as I see fit, not as you command.”

“The offer remains open,” Lilithae said. “When you inevitably realize that love is temporary and power is eternal, call me. I’ll welcome you back.”

She vanished, and the pact bond went dormant. In three months, if I didn’t resume corruptions, it would dissolve completely.

I felt lighter than I had in months.



I told Willow the next morning. She smiled and kissed me, then said something that changed everything:

“So what now? You stay here? Or do you go back to Ironfall?”

I’d been avoiding that question. Ironfall held my enemies, my past, everything I’d been running from. But it also held my future.

“I can’t hide here forever,” I admitted. “Eventually, someone will find me. Paladins, revolutionaries, someone. And I don’t want to bring that danger to your village.”

“So you’ll go back?”

“Yes. But different. Not as a corruptor or a demon agent. As… myself. Whatever that means.”

“It means being strong enough to protect what matters. And choosing what matters carefully.” Willow held my face in her hands. “I won’t ask you to stay. But I want you to know—you’ll always have a home here. With us. With me.”

I kissed her, pouring everything I couldn’t say into the contact. Thank you. I’m sorry. I love you. I’ll come back.

When we broke apart, we were both crying.

“I’ll visit,” I promised. “Between whatever I end up doing. I’ll come back and see you.”

“I’ll be here,” she said. “Learning magic, protecting the village, waiting for you.”



I left Millbrook a week later, properly supplied and prepared. The villagers gave me gifts—food, supplies, even a few coins they could barely afford. I tried to refuse, but they insisted.

“You protected us,” the elder said. “This is the least we can do.”

They gave me five hundred gems total, pooled from the entire village. It was fortune to them, almost nothing to me. But the value wasn’t in the coin—it was in the gesture.

People who’d seen my wings and tail and serpent eyes, who knew what I was, had chosen to help me anyway.

Maybe I wasn’t irredeemable after all.

I flew toward Ironfall, wings beating strongly, my tail streaming behind me. The city appeared on the horizon, vast and chaotic and dangerous.

My enemies were there. The paladins who wanted me dead. The Temple that had declared me anathema. The revolutionaries who’d branded me traitor.

But I wasn’t the same person who’d fled three months ago. I’d learned something in that village, with Willow: power meant nothing if you had no one to protect. Strength was worthless without purpose.

I’d spent my entire existence in this world trying to survive, to gain power, to never be helpless again. And I’d achieved that. I was strong now. Dangerous. A hybrid of divine and demonic power that few could match.

But strength without direction was just violence. Power without purpose was just destruction.

So I needed a new purpose.

I’d been a victim, a survivor, a whore, a warrior, a corruptor, a monster.

Now I’d try being a protector. Someone who used power to shield rather than harm. Who chose carefully who to fight and why.

It wouldn’t be easy. The paladins wouldn’t forgive me. The Temple wouldn’t forget. The revolutionaries would always see me as a traitor.

But maybe I could find a middle path. Protect villages like Millbrook. Hunt monsters instead of corrupting innocents. Use my abilities for something other than personal gain.

It wasn’t redemption. I’d done too much for that. But maybe it was a start.

As I descended toward Ironfall’s outskirts, I thought about Willow’s smile, the elder’s kindness, the children who’d looked at my wings with wonder instead of fear.

I thought about who I’d been—a man in Chicago, dying in an underpass—and who I’d become—Erin, divine-demonic hybrid, corruptor turned protector.

And for the first time since waking in that slum alley, I thought about who I wanted to be.

The answer surprised me with its simplicity: myself. Flawed, powerful, broken, healing. A monster who could choose to protect. A demon who could love.

I landed on a rooftop overlooking Ironfall, my wings spreading wide, my tail coiled around my waist. The city sprawled below me, full of dangers and opportunities and people who needed protecting whether they knew it or not.

I’d been a weapon wielded by others for too long.

Time to wield myself.

I smiled, fangs showing, serpent eyes glowing in the darkness.

“Alright, Ironfall,” I murmured. “Let’s try this again. My way this time.”

Then I dove into the city, ready to write the next chapter of my story.

On my own terms.

Erin Status (end): Money 20,745 gems | Independent protector | Travel gear | Magic: Divine + demonic (balanced)



THE END OF BOOK 3


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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