
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Forbidden Tavern 2

Rival Sisters, MILF Seduction, and a Medieval Harem Fantasy

Leo Thornvale


Copyright © 2026 Leo Thornvale. All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to real people, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Brand and product names remain the property of their respective owners, used here for descriptive purposes without intent to infringe.

No part of this book may be copied, stored, or shared in any format without prior written permission, except for brief quotes in reviews.



Content Warning & Compliance Statement

This book contains explicit sexual content for mature readers only. All characters are over 18, not blood-related, and engage in fully consensual acts. Reader discretion is advised.


Chapter 1: The Morning After Jealousy

Celia woke with her hand still between her thighs.

Her fingers were sticky. The nightgown was bunched around her waist. The morning light streaming through her window felt like an accusation.

She’d done it again. Listened through the walls. Watched through the cracked door. Touched herself to the sounds of Theron fucking her sister.

What the hell is wrong with me?

The answer came immediately, unwanted: Nothing’s wrong. You just want what she has.

Celia pulled her hand away and stared at the ceiling. Her heart was still racing. She could still hear it if she tried—Elara’s breathless moans from last night, the rhythmic creaking of the bed, Theron’s deep groan as he—

Stop it.

She sat up, swinging her legs over the edge of the bed. Her thighs were sore. Not from sex—she’d never had sex—but from how hard she’d been clenching them while she masturbated. Three fingers hadn’t been enough. They were never enough.

Through the thin walls, she heard Elara humming. Fucking humming, like some cheerful little songbird who’d just gotten exactly what she wanted.

Because she had.

Celia stood and splashed cold water on her face from the basin. In the cracked mirror, her reflection looked back with judgmental eyes. Pale skin. Dark hair falling in messy waves. Grey-blue eyes that had spent too many nights watching things they shouldn’t.

She should be disgusted with herself.

Instead, she was just angry. And horny. Mostly horny.

Why does SHE get all the dick?

The thought was crude and petty and absolutely true. Elara—sweet, cheerful, naive little Elara—was getting fucked nightly by Theron while Celia lay in her bed with inadequate fingers and overwhelming jealousy.

It wasn’t fair.

Celia dressed quickly in her usual conservative style. High neckline. Long sleeves. Nothing that would draw attention. The opposite of what Elara had been wearing lately—those new dresses from Lysa’s shop that left very little to imagination.

She smoothed her skirt and tried to smooth her thoughts. Today would be normal. Professional. She’d work the tavern, avoid Theron’s eyes, and definitely not think about how his hands had looked gripping Elara’s hips last night—

Stop.

She opened her door and headed downstairs.



The kitchen smelled like bacon and fresh bread. Mirelle stood at the stove, her voluptuous figure wrapped in an apron that somehow made her curves even more obvious. At 38, their mother had the kind of body that made men turn their heads—massive breasts straining against every button, wide hips that swayed when she walked, an ass that filled out her skirts perfectly.

Not that Celia was supposed to notice things like that. But after weeks of watching Theron’s male gaze roam over every woman in the household, she’d started seeing them the way he must.

“Good morning,” Mirelle said without turning. “Breakfast is almost ready.”

“Morning.” Celia’s voice came out flat.

Elara was already at the table.

Of course she was. Sitting there with that fucking glow—the unmistakable look of a woman who’d been thoroughly satisfied the night before. Her honey-blonde hair caught the morning light like spun gold. Her cornflower blue eyes sparkled. She wore one of those new dresses, the neckline dipping low enough to show the swell of her small, perky breasts.

She was humming that same cheerful tune.

Celia wanted to strangle her.

“Good morning, Celia!” Elara chirped. “Sleep well?”

I masturbated to the sound of you getting fucked. Again.

“Fine,” Celia said shortly, taking her seat.

Elara’s smile didn’t falter. Nothing ever dented that cheerful armor. “You look tired. Are you feeling alright?”

“I’m fine.”

“If you’re not sleeping well, maybe you should—”

“I said I’m fine.”

Silence fell. Mirelle glanced over her shoulder with a frown but said nothing. Elara’s smile dimmed slightly, and she returned her attention to her breakfast.

Good. Celia didn’t need her fake concern.

The door opened, and Theron walked in.

Celia’s breath caught.

He looked… confident. That was the word. At nineteen, Theron Ashwick had transformed from the uncertain boy who’d inherited the tavern two months ago into someone who moved with easy authority. Dark brown hair slightly mussed. Grey-blue eyes that swept the room and lingered on Elara.

And when he touched Elara’s shoulder in passing—casual, possessive, like he had every right—Celia’s hands clenched beneath the table.

“Morning,” Theron said, his voice still rough from sleep.

“Good morning!” Elara practically glowed brighter.

Mirelle murmured a greeting as she set plates on the table. Celia said nothing.

Theron’s eyes flicked to her. “Celia.”

“Theron.”

His gaze held for a moment—assessing, curious—before he sat down across from Elara.

Celia watched them during breakfast. She couldn’t help it.

The way Elara leaned slightly toward him when she spoke. The way Theron’s fingers brushed hers when passing the bread. The secret smiles they shared. The whole fucking performance of two people who were sleeping together and thought they were being subtle.

They weren’t subtle.

Mirelle seemed oblivious, too focused on cooking and managing the kitchen. But Celia saw everything.

She’d been seeing everything for weeks now.

At first, it had been accidental—overhearing sounds through the walls. Then it became intentional. Positioning herself where she could hear. Where she could see, if the door wasn’t quite closed.

She told herself it was to gather evidence. To confirm her suspicions. To have something concrete before confronting them about this inappropriate relationship.

But that was a lie.

She watched because she was jealous. Because she wanted to know what it looked like when someone touched Elara that way. Because she imagined it was her instead.

Because she was a twenty-year-old virgin who’d spent so many years judging everyone for their base desires that she’d isolated herself completely, and now she was paying the price for it.

“Celia?”

She blinked. Elara was looking at her with concern.

“You’ve been staring at your plate for five minutes,” Elara said gently. “Are you sure you’re alright?”

“I’m fine.” Celia stood abruptly. “I have work to do.”

She fled before anyone could respond.



The day passed in a haze of normal tavern work. Sweeping floors. Wiping tables. Serving the handful of afternoon customers. All of it mechanical, her mind elsewhere.

She watched Theron move through the tavern. Watched how he’d grown into the role of owner. How customers responded to him. How he commanded the space without demanding it.

And she watched Elara.

Her sister floated through her work with that infuriating cheerfulness. But there were tells if you looked closely. The slight soreness in her walk. The way she touched her lips unconsciously, as if remembering kisses. The faint marks on her neck that her hair didn’t quite cover.

Marks Theron had put there.

Celia’s core clenched with unwanted heat.

By evening, the tavern filled with the usual crowd. Adventurers fresh from contracts. Dock workers. City guards off duty. Men who drank and laughed and occasionally let their eyes linger on the waitresses.

Elara worked the floor in her new dress, and the tips flowed freely. Celia watched a scarred C-rank adventurer pat the bench beside him, offering coin. Elara sat close—closer than necessary—and let his hand rest on her waist.

Then on her thigh.

The adventurer’s fingers pushed the hem of her dress higher, exposing smooth skin. Elara glanced toward Theron—not for permission, just acknowledgment—and shifted to allow better access.

Ten sovereigns changed hands when the adventurer was done groping.

Elara returned to her work like it was nothing.

Celia felt something twist in her chest. Not disgust. Not anymore.

Envy.

Elara could do that—accept touch, take coin, move on—while Celia stood rigid in her conservative dress, arms crossed, judging from a distance.

Except she wasn’t judging anymore.

She was jealous. Jealous that Elara had the confidence to accept what she wanted. Jealous that men looked at Elara with open desire. Jealous that Theron had chosen Elara instead of—

Instead of what? Celia had never given him any indication she was interested. She’d been cold. Judgmental. Critical of everything and everyone.

No wonder he’d gone to Elara.

That night, after the tavern closed and everyone retreated to their rooms, Celia lay in bed and listened.

She heard Theron’s door open. Heard footsteps—light, quick—crossing the hallway. Heard Elara’s giggle, quickly muffled.

Then silence.

Then sounds.

Celia’s hand moved beneath her nightgown of its own accord. She pressed her ear to the wall and listened to the unmistakable rhythm of two bodies moving together. The creaking bed. The soft moans. The whispered words she couldn’t quite make out.

She imagined Theron’s hands on Elara’s body. Imagined his cock—she’d glimpsed it once through the cracked door, thick and hard—pushing into her sister’s tight pussy. Imagined Elara’s face, flushed with pleasure, eyes rolling back as she came.

Celia’s fingers worked frantically. Three fingers, stretching herself, trying to imagine it was him. Trying to imagine what it would feel like to be wanted like that. Touched like that. Fucked like that.

When Elara cried out—loud enough to carry through the walls—Celia bit her palm to keep from screaming. Her orgasm crashed through her, inadequate and overwhelming all at once.

Afterward, she lay trembling in the dark.

This had to stop.

Tomorrow, she decided. Tomorrow she’d do something about it.

She didn’t know what yet. But she couldn’t keep living like this—voyeur to her own sister’s sex life, touching herself in the dark while Elara got everything.

She fell asleep with her hand still between her thighs, wet and wanting.


Chapter 2: Elara’s Growing Confidence

Theron had expected sweet, shy Elara when he knocked on her door that night.

He got something else entirely.

“Come in,” she called, her voice carrying a note he’d never heard before—confident, almost teasing.

He opened the door and stopped in his tracks.

Holy shit.

Elara stood beside her bed wearing the sheer nightgown she’d bought with her tip money last week. The fabric was so thin it barely qualified as clothing. In the candlelight, he could see everything—her small, perky tits with their pink nipples already stiff and poking against the gauzy material. The narrow dip of her waist. The shadow of the neat blonde patch between her thighs where the hem ended scandalously high.

She wasn’t hiding anymore.

“You like it?” Elara asked, running her hands down her sides, making the fabric cling even tighter. Her palms grazed her own nipples and she shivered visibly.

Theron’s mouth went dry. His cock went from soft to rock-hard so fast it almost hurt, straining against his trousers like it wanted to tear through the fabric.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she said with a smile, noting the obvious bulge in his trousers.

This was new. Elara had always been enthusiastic in bed, but she’d let him take the lead. Tonight, the energy was different. She moved toward him with deliberate grace, hips swaying, eyes locked on his like a predator who’d just spotted prey.

When she reached him, she didn’t wait for a kiss. She grabbed the front of his shirt and pulled him down to her mouth.

The kiss was aggressive, demanding. Her tongue pushed past his lips, exploring, claiming. Her hands worked at his shirt, yanking it over his head with impatient efficiency.

“Elara—”

“On the bed,” she commanded, pushing him backward.

He went, more out of surprise than anything else. His legs hit the mattress and he sat. She followed immediately, straddling his lap, grinding her hips against the rigid length of his cock through their clothes.

“Fuck,” he groaned.

She grinned. “That’s the idea.”

Where had this come from? Sweet Elara who blushed at dirty words was now grinding on his cock like she’d done it a thousand times. His hands found her waist, and she didn’t guide them—she let him roam freely. Up to cup her small breasts through the sheer nightgown, thumbs brushing over hard nipples.

She gasped and arched into his touch.

“I’ve been thinking,” Elara breathed, still grinding slowly on his lap, “about what I want.”

“Yeah?” His brain was mostly offline, blood rushing south.

“I’m done being passive.” She rolled her hips again, dragging her barely-covered pussy along the length of his cock. “I want to take what I want.”

Jesus Christ.

She reached down between them and unlaced his trousers with practiced efficiency. When had she gotten so good at this? Two weeks ago she’d fumbled nervously with the ties. Now her fingers worked quickly, freeing his cock with a confident pull.

It sprang free, thick and hard, the head already slick with precum. She wrapped one small hand around it without hesitation, fingers not quite meeting around the girth.

“God, you’re so big,” she murmured, stroking slowly, spreading the slickness down his shaft. “I love how this feels. So hard. So hot.”

Theron’s hips jerked involuntarily. The contrast of her innocent face and filthy words was devastating. She looked like an angel—honey-blonde hair falling in waves, cornflower blue eyes wide and bright—but her hand was pumping his cock, thumb rubbing across the sensitive head, smearing precum with each stroke.

“Stand up,” she ordered.

He obeyed, too aroused to question. She slid to her knees in front of him, and his brain short-circuited.

“Elara, you don’t have to—”

She looked up at him with those big doe eyes. “I know I don’t have to. I want to.”

Then she leaned forward and took him in her mouth.

Fuck.

Wet heat engulfed the head of his cock. Her tongue swirled around the tip, lapping up the precum like she was starving for it. She moaned—actually moaned—like his cock was the best thing she’d ever tasted, and the vibration shot straight down his shaft to his balls.

“That’s it,” he groaned, one hand tangling in her silky hair. “Just like that.”

She took him deeper, lips stretched obscenely around his girth, and looked up at him the whole time. Those innocent blue eyes staring up while her mouth was stuffed full of cock. The sight was filthy—sweet little Elara on her knees, drool already glistening on her chin, taking him deeper with each bob of her head.

She pulled back with a wet pop, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his cockhead. “Am I doing it right?”

“You’re doing it perfect,” he managed.

She grinned and took him again, this time with purpose—bobbing her head in a steady rhythm, tongue dragging along the underside of his shaft, one hand gripping the base to stroke what she couldn’t fit. Her other hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently.

When had she learned this?

The answer didn’t matter because her mouth felt incredible.

He watched his cock slide between her pink lips, watched her cheeks hollow with each suck, watched drool drip down her chin and onto her small tits still barely covered by the nightgown. She didn’t care about looking pretty. She was focused entirely on his pleasure, making slutty wet sounds as she worked, and fuck, it was working.

“Elara, if you keep that up, I’m going to—”

She pulled off again, gasping for breath. “Not yet. I want you inside me first.”

She stood, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, and stripped the nightgown over her head in one smooth motion.

Naked Elara was a work of art.

Petite. Tight. Perfect. Her small tits stood high on her chest, nipples pink and stiff, begging to be sucked. Her waist was narrow enough he could wrap his hands around it. Her hips flared just enough to be feminine, and between her spread thighs, her pussy glistened—pink and swollen, her arousal visibly dripping down to the sheets.

“You’re staring,” she said, but she was smiling.

“Can you blame me?”

She climbed onto the bed and lay back, spreading her legs wide in shameless invitation. Her fingers traced down her stomach and spread her pussy lips apart, showing him how wet she was inside. “Come here. I need you.”

He stripped quickly—trousers, smallclothes, everything—and joined her on the bed. His cock bobbed as he moved, hard and aching.

Elara reached for him, guiding him between her thighs. “I want you to fuck me. Hard.”

When did she start talking like this?

He positioned himself at her entrance, the thick head of his cock nudging against her slick folds. She was drenched—he could feel her juices coating him before he’d even pushed in. He rubbed the head up and down through her wetness, teasing her swollen clit.

“Stop teasing,” she begged. “Just fuck me—”

He pushed in slowly, feeling her tight pussy stretch around him. So fucking tight, even after all the times they’d done this. Her inner walls gripped him like she was trying to pull him deeper.

“Oh, God,” she gasped, back arching off the bed. “Yes. More. Give me all of it.”

He sank in inch by inch until he bottomed out, his balls pressed against her ass. She was stuffed full of his cock, and the way her pussy clenched around him was almost enough to make him cum right there.

“Move,” she demanded, wrapping her legs around his waist. “I said hard.”

He pulled back until just the head remained inside, then slammed home.

“YES!” She practically screamed it.

So he gave her what she wanted.

Hard, brutal thrusts that made her small tits bounce with every impact. The bed creaked beneath them, headboard slamming the wall in a steady rhythm. Elara met every thrust with a roll of her hips, her pussy making wet, squelching sounds as he pounded into her.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” he groaned. “So tight. So wet.”

“You too,” she panted. “God, Theron, I can feel you in my stomach—you’re so deep—”

He shifted the angle, grinding against her clit with each thrust, hitting that spot inside her that made her lose her mind. She did scream—loud enough to wake the dead, and he knew Celia was in the next room listening.

Good.

Let her hear. Let her know exactly what she was missing.

Elara’s nails raked down his back hard enough to draw blood. “Harder! Fuck me harder!”

He drove into her with everything he had. The slap of his hips against her ass filled the room. She was so wet his cock was coated in her juices, dripping down his balls, soaking the sheets beneath them.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “Don’t stop, don’t you dare stop—”

He wouldn’t. He couldn’t. She felt too good, clenching around him, her whole body trembling on the edge.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Cum for me.”

She obeyed with a wail, her pussy clamping down on his cock like a vice. Her whole body convulsed, thighs squeezing his waist, fingers digging into his shoulders hard enough to leave marks.

Beautiful.

He kept thrusting through her orgasm, drawing it out, making her sob with overwhelming pleasure. When she finally started to come down, he pulled out and flipped her over.

“Hands and knees,” he ordered.

She scrambled to obey, presenting her ass to him. From behind, he could see everything—the curve of her spine, the way her small breasts hung beneath her, the glistening pink of her pussy between her thighs.

He grabbed her hips and pushed back inside in one smooth thrust.

“Oh, fuck!” Elara’s head dropped forward.

This angle was deeper, tighter. He could watch his cock disappear into her pussy with every thrust, could see her ass jiggle slightly from the impact. His fingers dug into her hips hard enough to bruise.

“You like this?” he growled.

“Yes!” She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts. “Fuck me—use me—I want it all—”

God, the filth coming out of her sweet mouth was going to kill him.

He pounded into her from behind, the new angle letting him go even deeper. Elara’s arms gave out and she collapsed forward, face pressed into the pillow, ass still raised high for him.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, voice muffled. “Please don’t stop—”

He had no intention of stopping. Not when she felt this good. Not when she was taking him so perfectly.

He felt his orgasm building, pressure coiling at the base of his spine. “Elara, I’m going to—”

“Inside,” she gasped. “Cum inside me. Fill me up.”

That did it.

He drove deep one last time and came hard, cock pulsing as he emptied himself into her unprotected pussy. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through him. He filled her completely, and she moaned as she felt every spurt.

“Yes,” she whimpered. “Give me all of it. I want your cum dripping out of me tomorrow.”

Holy fuck.

When he finally finished, he stayed inside her, both of them panting and trembling. His cum was already leaking out around his softening cock, dripping down her thighs.

Eventually he pulled out and collapsed beside her on the bed. She immediately curled against him, one leg thrown over his hips, her small body fitting perfectly against his side.

“That was…” He trailed off, unable to find words.

“Amazing,” she finished with a satisfied smile. “I’ve been practicing.”

“Practicing?”

She blushed—the first hint of her old shyness. “Thinking about what I wanted to do. How I wanted to… take control sometimes.”

He brushed damp hair away from her face. “Where did this come from?”

“The groping,” she admitted. “For tips. At first it made me nervous. But then I realized—men want me. They offer coin just to touch me. That’s… power.”

He could see it in her eyes. The girl who’d been shy and uncertain had discovered that her body could command attention. That she could use it to get what she wanted.

“It doesn’t bother you?” he asked carefully.

“The groping?” She considered. “It should, maybe. But I kind of like knowing they want me, but you’re the one who gets to have me.”

Possessiveness surged through him. “That’s right.”

She traced patterns on his chest with one finger. “I like that you claimed me. That when they touch me for their coins, I’m thinking about how you’re going to fuck me later.”

Jesus. Shy Elara was gone. In her place was this confident creature who understood her own appeal and wasn’t afraid to use it.

“And the dirty talk?” he asked.

Her blush deepened. “I… may have been reading some of those romance novels Celia thinks she’s hiding.”

He laughed. “Celia reads romance novels?”

“The explicit kind. Really explicit. With anal and—” She stopped, eyes widening. “I probably shouldn’t have told you that.”

But the information filed itself away in his brain. Celia read explicit romance novels. Interesting.

“Your secret’s safe with me,” he said.

They lay in comfortable silence for a while, his cum slowly dripping out of her onto the sheets. His hand traced lazy patterns on her back.

“Theron?” she said softly.

“Yeah?”

“I love you.”

His hand stilled. She’d never said it before. They’d fucked plenty of times now, but she’d never put words to whatever this was between them.

“You don’t have to say it back,” she continued quickly. “I just wanted you to know. I’m not doing this just for fun. I’m doing it because I—”

He kissed her, cutting off the anxious rambling. When he pulled back, he looked into those cornflower blue eyes and meant every word.

“I love you too.”

Her smile could have lit the whole city.

They fell asleep tangled together, his cum drying on her thighs, her small body tucked against his larger frame.

In the room next door, Celia lay awake with her hand between her legs, having listened to every sound, every cry, every filthy word.

And she’d never been more jealous in her life.


Chapter 3: Mirelle’s Concerns

The knock on the door came mid-morning, just as Mirelle was kneading dough for the evening’s bread.

“Delivery from Lysa’s!” a cheerful voice called.

Mirelle wiped flour from her hands and opened the door. The courier boy—couldn’t be more than sixteen—stood there with an armful of wrapped packages, his eyes immediately dropping to her chest.

She resisted the urge to cross her arms. The work dress she wore was modest by the tavern’s new standards, but it still clung to her voluptuous figure. At 38, Mirelle’s body had only grown more curvaceous with age—huge breasts that strained every button, wide hips, thick thighs, a soft stomach that spoke of motherhood.

The courier swallowed hard and thrust the packages at her. “F-from Lysa. New dresses.”

More dresses. Of course.

Mirelle took the packages and fumbled for the tip coin, but the boy was already retreating, his face flushed crimson. She watched him practically run down the street.

At least some young men still have the decency to be embarrassed, she thought wryly.

She brought the packages inside and set them on the table. Three bundles, each labeled with careful script.

Elara. Celia. Mirelle.

Her stomach tightened. She’d agreed to one dress from Lysa last time—a simple upgrade that would help with tips, nothing scandalous. But this…

She unwrapped Elara’s first.

The fabric spilled out in a cascade of sky blue. It was beautiful, she’d give Lysa that. But when she held it up, her breath caught.

The neckline dipped lower than her usual work dresses—not scandalous, but enough to hint at the modest swell of Elara’s small breasts. The hem hit mid-thigh, shorter than what a respectable woman might choose. The fabric was thinner too, clinging in ways that suggested rather than revealed.

This wasn’t quite improper. But it was… noticeable.

Celia’s was next. Midnight purple, darker and more dramatic. The neckline was similarly cut—hinting rather than showing. The bodice was tighter, designed to emphasize her slim figure. The fabric would cling to every curve when worn.

Mirelle’s hands shook as she unwrapped the third package—hers.

Wine-red fabric, soft as sin. She held it up and felt her cheeks burn.

It wasn’t as revealing as the girls’ dresses, thank the gods. The neckline was modest enough. But the fit… The dress was tailored to emphasize rather than conceal. It would cling to her waist, hug her hips, and pull tight across her massive breasts.

She’d look like a harbor woman advertising her wares.

“Are those the new dresses?”

Mirelle spun. Elara stood in the doorway, eyes bright with excitement.

“Elara, these are—”

“Beautiful!” Elara rushed forward and snatched up the blue dress. She held it against her body and turned to an imaginary mirror. “Oh, this is perfect. I can’t wait to wear it tonight.”

“Tonight?” Mirelle’s voice came out strangled. “Elara, this is too revealing. You’ll look like—”

“Like what?” Elara met her mother’s eyes with surprising directness. “Like someone who earns good tips? Because that’s what these dresses do, Mother. They make customers happy, and happy customers pay well.”

“There’s a difference between good service and—”

“And what? Looking attractive?” Elara’s tone sharpened. “We’re already accepting tips for sitting in laps and letting men touch our waists. At least this way we’re dressed for the part.”

Mirelle flinched. She’d tried not to think too hard about the… evolving nature of tavern service. Yes, customers offered extra coins for the girls to sit close. Yes, hands occasionally wandered. But it was all innocent enough. Wasn’t it?

“Your father would never have—”

“Father’s dead,” Elara said bluntly. “And before he died, the tavern was failing. Theron’s made it profitable again. These dresses are part of that.”

The mention of Theron made something twist in Mirelle’s chest. She’d noticed the way he looked at Elara. The way Elara bloomed under his attention. The sounds through the walls at night that she tried very hard to ignore.

“I don’t like this,” Mirelle said quietly.

Elara’s expression softened. “I know. But we need the money, and this works. Lysa knows what she’s doing.”

Before Mirelle could respond, footsteps on the stairs announced Celia’s arrival. She took one look at the dresses and went very still.

“Those are… bold,” Celia said finally.

“Lysa’s best work,” Elara agreed, holding up the purple dress. “This one’s yours.”

Celia took it slowly, her pale fingers tracing the deep neckline. Something flickered across her face—not disgust, but something Mirelle couldn’t quite read.

“I’ll try it on,” Celia said abruptly, and disappeared upstairs with the dress.

Elara bounced on her heels. “I’m going to try mine too. We’ll show you, Mother. You’ll see—we’ll look amazing.”

She vanished as well, leaving Mirelle alone with the wine-red dress.

She held it up again, studying the cut, the fabric, the clear intent behind Lysa’s design.

It would make her look beautiful. Desirable. Like a woman who knew her own appeal.

Like a woman who wasn’t a respectable widow and mother of two.

She set the dress down carefully and returned to her bread dough, trying to ignore the flutter of anxiety—or was it excitement?—in her stomach.



Evening came too quickly.

The tavern filled with the usual crowd—adventurers celebrating successful contracts, dock workers, city guards off duty. Men who came for cheap ale and cheaper company.

Mirelle stayed in the kitchen, where she belonged. She wore her old work dress, the safe one that covered everything important.

Through the doorway, she could see Elara working the floor in the new blue dress.

And gods, the girl was stunning.

The dress fit perfectly, showing off her petite figure, making her honey-blonde hair seem to glow. The lower neckline drew appreciative glances to the hint of curves beneath. The shorter hem showed flashes of smooth thigh with every step.

Men couldn’t look away.

A C-rank mercenary—scarred and dangerous-looking—patted the bench beside him and offered a coin. Elara smiled and sat close. Too close.

His hand went to her waist. Then lower, to her thigh. His fingers pushed the hem of her dress higher, exposing more skin.

Mirelle’s hands clenched on the pot she was stirring.

Elara glanced toward the bar—toward Theron, who was filling mugs—and when he gave the slightest nod, she shifted to allow the mercenary better access.

His hand slid further up her thigh, and Elara’s cheeks flushed pink, but she didn’t pull away.

When the mercenary finally removed his hand and placed ten sovereigns on the table, Elara stood with a bright smile.

Ten sovereigns. For less than five minutes of… whatever that was.

Mirelle felt sick.

And then she felt something else when the mercenary’s gaze found her across the room. His eyes traveled down her body—lingering on her chest, her hips—and he smiled appreciatively.

Heat rushed to her face. She turned away quickly, focusing on her cooking.

But she felt his eyes on her for the rest of the night.

Celia appeared next, wearing the purple dress. The transformation was startling. The cold, judgmental girl Mirelle knew had become… something else. The dark color made her pale skin luminous. The tighter fit and lower neckline gave her an edge, a presence that made men take notice.

And they did notice.

A handsome scout called her over. Mirelle watched her daughter—her reserved, prudish daughter—sit beside the man and accept his hand on her shoulder. Then on her collarbone. His fingers traced the neckline of her dress, dipping toward the swell of her small breasts.

Celia’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t pull away.

Another five sovereigns.

Mirelle’s daughters were being groped for money, and she was allowing it.

No. More than allowing it. The revenue from these tips was keeping the tavern afloat. Was feeding them. Was securing their future.

But at what cost?

“The new dresses are working well.”

Mirelle jumped. Theron stood beside her, arms crossed, watching the tavern floor with satisfaction.

“They’re too revealing,” Mirelle said tightly.

“They’re exactly revealing enough.” He nodded toward Elara, who was laughing with another customer. “She’s earned twenty-five sovereigns tonight. Celia’s at fifteen. That’s forty sovereigns in tips alone, not counting food and drink sales.”

“Because men are paying to touch them!”

“Men are paying for company,” Theron corrected. “For conversation. For the pleasure of sitting beside a beautiful woman. If hands occasionally wander to places the girls consent to allow… well, that’s their choice to make.”

“They’re my daughters.”

“They’re adult women making adult decisions.” His grey-blue eyes met hers steadily. “You could join them, you know.”

Mirelle’s breath caught. “What?”

“Your tips are lower because you dress conservatively. Customers notice you—how could they not?—but you don’t give them permission to approach.” He gestured to the wine-red dress, still wrapped upstairs. “That dress could change that.”

“I’m not—I won’t—”

“I’m not asking you to do anything you’re uncomfortable with,” Theron said calmly. “Just think about it. You’re a beautiful woman, Mirelle. You could earn as much as the girls if you wanted.”

He walked away before she could respond.

Mirelle stood frozen, his words echoing in her mind.

You’re a beautiful woman.

When was the last time someone had called her beautiful? Marcus had, once upon a time, before drink and disappointment consumed him. But since his death…

She’d been invisible. A widow. A mother. A cook.

Not a woman. Certainly not a beautiful one.

But the scout’s eyes had said otherwise. The mercenary’s appreciative gaze had said otherwise.

That night, long after the tavern closed, Mirelle lay in her bed and stared at the ceiling.

Through the walls, she heard familiar sounds. Elara’s room. The rhythmic creaking of a bed. Soft moans. The unmistakable sounds of sex.

Her daughter was fucking Theron. Again.

She should be outraged. Should confront them. Should put a stop to this.

Instead, her hand drifted beneath her nightgown.

She touched herself to the sounds of her daughter being pleasured, and hated herself for it.

But she didn’t stop.

Her fingers found the wetness between her thighs—so much wetness, soaking through to the sheets. Evidence of arousal she didn’t want to acknowledge. She circled her clit slowly, matching the rhythm of the creaking bed next door.

Elara cried out, high and desperate, and Mirelle bit her lip hard enough to taste copper as pleasure sparked through her.

She imagined it was her in that bed. Her massive tits bouncing as Theron fucked her. His hands gripping her wide hips. His cock—she’d glimpsed it once through an open door, thick and long—pushing deep into her neglected pussy.

She came with her whole body clenching, one hand shoving three fingers inside herself while the other worked her clit, biting the pillow to muffle the whimper she couldn’t suppress.

Afterward, she lay in the dark, fingers still wet, pussy still throbbing.

The wine-red dress hung in her wardrobe, waiting.

And some traitorous part of her wanted to try it on.


Chapter 4: Celia Watches Again

Three nights of this. Three nights of Celia pressing herself against the wall outside Elara’s room, one eye to the crack in the door, hand buried beneath her nightgown.

She should be disgusted with herself.

She wasn’t.

Tonight, she’d positioned herself perfectly. Elara’s door hadn’t quite closed—whether by accident or design, Celia didn’t know and didn’t care. Through the gap, she had a narrow but devastatingly clear view of the bed.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Her thighs were already slick with anticipation.

The hallway was dark. Mirelle had gone to bed an hour ago. The tavern was silent below.

Just Celia, alone in the shadows, waiting.

Theron’s door opened.

Celia held her breath as his footsteps crossed the hallway. Quiet. Confident. The footsteps of a man who knew exactly where he was going and what he’d find when he got there.

He knocked softly on Elara’s door. “It’s me.”

“Come in.” Elara’s voice was breathy with anticipation.

The door swung open—and Celia’s view improved. She could see most of the bed now, the single candle on the nightstand casting golden light across rumpled sheets.

Elara stood beside the bed wearing absolutely nothing.

Celia’s breath stuttered.

Her sister was naked. Completely, gloriously naked. Small breasts with pink nipples already hard. Narrow waist. The gentle flare of hips. Between her thighs, the neat triangle of honey-blonde curls, and below that…

Theron stopped in his tracks, clearly as affected as Celia felt.

“Jesus,” he breathed.

Elara smiled—confident, knowing. “I got tired of waiting for you to undress me.”

When had shy little Elara learned to talk like that?

Theron moved toward her like a man drawn by invisible strings. His hands went to her waist, then up to cup her small breasts. Elara gasped and arched into his touch.

Celia’s hand moved beneath her nightgown of its own accord. She was already wet. She’d been wet since dinner, anticipating this.

Theron’s thumbs circled Elara’s nipples, and Elara’s head fell back with a moan.

“Sensitive tonight?” he murmured.

“Always sensitive for you.”

He leaned down and took one nipple in his mouth. Elara’s moan grew louder, her fingers tangling in his hair.

Celia pressed two fingers inside herself, biting her lip hard enough to hurt. The angle was awkward—standing in the hallway, one eye to the crack, nightgown hiked up, one hand buried between her soaking thighs—but she couldn’t stop. Her pussy was drenched, coating her fingers, dripping down her wrist.

Theron’s hand slid down Elara’s stomach, between her thighs. Even from here, Celia could see the movement of his fingers, could see the way Elara’s hips jerked in response.

“Already wet,” Theron said, sounding pleased.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day.”

“Yeah? What were you thinking?”

Elara’s voice went husky. “About your cock. About how it feels when you push inside me. How you fill me up so perfectly.”

Celia’s fingers worked faster. Filthy words from her sister’s sweet mouth. It shouldn’t be hot. It was incredibly hot.

Theron backed Elara toward the bed. She went willingly, and when her legs hit the mattress, she lay back and spread her thighs without being asked.

The view was perfect.

Celia could see everything—Elara’s glistening pussy, pink and swollen with arousal. The way her small breasts rose and fell with rapid breathing. The flush spreading across her chest.

Theron stripped quickly. Shirt. Trousers. Smallclothes.

His cock sprang free, thick and hard and—

God.

Celia had glimpsed it before, but seeing it now in full candlelight, seeing the size of it, the way it jutted from his body with clear intent…

Her inadequate fingers would never be enough. Not after seeing that.

Theron knelt between Elara’s spread thighs, gripped his cock, and positioned himself at her entrance.

“Please,” Elara whimpered. “Don’t tease.”

He pushed inside in one smooth thrust.

Elara cried out, back arching off the bed. Theron groaned, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise.

Celia’s fingers moved frantically, three now, stretching herself as wide as she could. It wasn’t enough. Wasn’t close to what Elara was feeling—that thick cock spreading her open, filling her completely.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Theron growled.

“You’re so big,” Elara gasped. “God, every time—it’s so much—”

He started to move. Long, slow strokes that made the bed creak. Each thrust pushed Elara up the mattress slightly. Her small breasts bounced with the rhythm.

Celia could hear the wet sounds of penetration even from the hallway. Could hear Elara’s breathless moans. Could see the muscles in Theron’s back flex as he drove into her again and again.

This was sex. Real, raw, primal sex.

Not the romanticized version in Celia’s secret novels. Not the careful, tender lovemaking she’d imagined her first time would be.

This was bodies slamming together. Sweat and desperation and need.

And Elara was loving every second of it.

“Harder,” Elara demanded.

Theron obliged. The rhythm increased, became more forceful. The bed frame rattled against the wall. The headboard banged in a steady beat that anyone in the house could hear.

Celia didn’t care who heard. Her fingers worked with the same desperate rhythm—three fingers now, stretching her virgin pussy as wide as they could go, palm grinding against her swollen clit. She imagined it was Theron’s cock stretching her instead, that thick shaft splitting her open, filling the emptiness she’d been denying for months.

“Yes, yes, yes—” Elara’s voice rose with each thrust.

Theron’s hand moved between them, and Elara’s cry changed pitch. He was touching her clit while he fucked her. Giving her everything.

“I’m close,” Elara sobbed. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop—”

“Come for me,” Theron commanded.

Elara obeyed with a scream that surely woke the whole neighborhood.

Celia watched her sister’s body convulse, watched her pussy clench around Theron’s cock, watched the expression of absolute ecstasy cross her face.

And Celia’s own orgasm hit like a freight train.

She bit down on her free hand hard enough to taste blood, stifling the cry that wanted to escape. Her pussy clenched around her fingers, pleasure radiating out from her core in devastating waves.

But it wasn’t enough. It was never enough.

Through the haze of her climax, she watched Theron continue to pound into Elara’s oversensitive body. Watched Elara writhe beneath him, caught between pleasure and too much.

“Gonna cum,” Theron grunted.

“Inside,” Elara gasped. “Cum inside me—fill me up—I want it all—”

Breeding talk. Elara was begging him to cum in her unprotected pussy, and he was going to do it.

Theron’s rhythm faltered. He drove deep one final time and held there, his whole body going rigid.

Celia could see his cock pulse inside Elara. Could imagine the hot rush of cum flooding her sister’s pussy.

“Yes,” Elara whimpered. “Yes, yes, give me all of it—”

When Theron finally pulled out, Celia saw his cum immediately start to leak from Elara’s used pussy. White against pink. Obscene and perfect.

Elara’s hand moved down, fingers sliding through the mess, pushing it back inside.

“Don’t want to waste a drop,” she murmured.

Theron collapsed beside her, breathing hard. Elara immediately curled into his side, one leg thrown over his hip, clearly comfortable with the intimacy.

“That was incredible,” she sighed.

“You’re incredible.”

They lay there in satisfied silence, Theron’s cum slowly dripping out of Elara onto the sheets.

Celia should leave. Should retreat to her room before they noticed her.

She couldn’t move.

Her fingers were still inside her pussy, wet and inadequate. Her thighs trembled. Her heart raced.

She’d just watched her sister get thoroughly fucked, and she’d never been more aroused—or more frustrated—in her life.

Three fingers weren’t enough. Her own hand wasn’t enough.

She needed what Elara had. Needed that cock stretching her open. Needed to feel what it was like to be filled, claimed, used.

Needed to stop being a voyeur and become a participant.

Tomorrow, she’d decided last night. Tomorrow she’d do something.

But tomorrow had become tonight, and she’d ended up here again, watching, wanting, aching.

When would she stop watching and start taking?

In the bed, Elara stirred. “Was that too loud? Do you think anyone heard?”

Theron chuckled. “I’d be surprised if half the city didn’t hear you.”

“I don’t care.” Elara kissed his chest. “Let them hear. Let them know I’m yours.”

Let Celia hear, some part of Elara’s brain must have been thinking. Let her know what she’s missing.

And Celia did know. God, did she know.

She finally pulled her fingers free, trembling and unsatisfied despite the orgasm. She needed to get back to her room before they saw her.

She took one last look through the crack—at Elara’s satisfied smile, at Theron’s possessive hand on her hip, at the evidence of their coupling glistening on Elara’s thighs—and forced herself to move.

Back to her room. Back to her cold, empty bed.

She lay there in the dark, hand still between her legs, body still humming with unfulfilled need.

Tomorrow.

Tomorrow she was done watching. Tomorrow she’d confront Theron, and she didn’t care if it made her sound desperate.

She wanted what Elara had. She wanted him.

Her hand moved again, fingers sliding through her own wetness. She fucked herself to the memory of what she’d seen—but this time, in her imagination, it wasn’t Elara on that bed.

It was her. Taking every inch. Screaming into the pillow. Begging him to fill her up.

She came again with that image burning behind her eyes, then fell asleep with her fingers still buried inside herself.


Chapter 5: The Confrontation

Celia waited until mid-afternoon, when the tavern was quiet and Elara was running errands in the market.

She found Theron exactly where she expected—in the storage room, counting inventory.

Her heart hammered so hard she could hear it in her ears. She’d rehearsed what to say a dozen times, but now that the moment was here, the words fled.

Just do it. Just say it.

She stepped inside and closed the door behind her.

Theron looked up from his ledger, surprise flickering across his face. “Celia. Is something wrong?”

“I know what you’re doing with my sister.”

The words came out flat. Accusatory. Not at all how she’d planned.

Theron set down his quill slowly. His grey-blue eyes studied her with an intensity that made her skin prickle. “Alright.”

Just… alright? No denial? No attempt to lie?

“I’ve seen you,” she pressed on, her hands clenched behind her back to hide their trembling. “I know you’re… that you’re sleeping with Elara.”

“How long have you known?” His voice was calm. Too calm.

“Weeks.” The admission felt like a confession.

“And you’re telling me now because…?”

Because she couldn’t take it anymore. Because watching was torture. Because her fingers weren’t enough and her pride had finally cracked under the weight of overwhelming need.

“Because it needs to stop,” she said instead.

Theron leaned back against the shelf, arms crossing. “Does it?”

“She’s eighteen. You’re her employer. You’re taking advantage—”

“Am I?” He cut her off with surgical precision. “Or did she come to me, repeatedly, very clearly expressing what she wanted?”

Celia’s mouth snapped shut.

“You’ve been watching,” Theron continued, his tone still maddeningly even. “So you know exactly how enthusiastic Elara is. How she initiates as often as I do. How she’s never once said no to something she didn’t want.”

Heat rushed to Celia’s face. “You knew I was watching?”

“The door’s been cracked the same amount for three nights running. Either you’re watching, or we have a very dedicated ghost.”

Oh gods. He’d known. He’d known she was there, eye pressed to the gap, hand between her legs, getting off on—

“So.” Theron’s eyes held hers, sharp and assessing. “Now that we’ve established you’ve been watching, want to tell me the real reason you’re here?”

“I just told you—”

“You said you know about me and Elara. You said it needs to stop.” He took a step closer. “But you didn’t say you were going to report me to authorities. Didn’t say you were going to tell Mirelle. Didn’t say you were going to kick me out.”

Another step. Celia’s back hit the door.

“So what do you really want, Celia?”

She couldn’t breathe. He was so close now, close enough that she could smell him—soap and clean sweat and something else, something masculine that made her core clench.

“I…” The words stuck in her throat.

“I’ve noticed you, you know,” Theron said softly. “The way you blush when I’m too close. The way you look at me when you think I’m not paying attention. The way your breathing changes.”

His hand came up, not touching, just hovering near her cheek. “I found your romance novels.”

Mortification crashed through her. “Those aren’t—”

“The ones hidden behind the wine barrels. Very explicit. Very… educational.” His eyes glinted with something dangerous. “Lots of detailed scenes. Anal, if I remember correctly.”

She wanted to die. Wanted the floor to open up and swallow her whole.

“You’ve been reading about sex,” Theron continued, his voice dropping lower. “Watching sex through cracked doors. Touching yourself to the sounds of me fucking your sister.”

Each word was a nail driven into her pride.

“So I’ll ask again.” He was so close now his breath brushed her lips. “What do you really want?”

The truth burst out before she could stop it.

“She doesn’t deserve you.”

Theron blinked. “What?”

The dam had broken. The words kept coming, months of jealousy and frustration spilling out in a bitter flood.

“Elara doesn’t deserve you. She’s… she’s naive and cheerful and doesn’t think about consequences. She just floats through life getting everything she wants without trying.” Celia’s voice shook. “I’m better than her. I’m smarter, more responsible, more—”

“More lonely?”

The words hit like a slap.

“More isolated?” Theron continued, his tone gentle now. “More convinced that wanting makes you weak, so you’ve spent years judging everyone else for having what you’re too proud to ask for?”

Celia’s vision blurred with tears she refused to shed. “I—”

“You want me,” Theron said simply. “That’s why you’re really here.”

She should deny it. Should slap him and storm out with what was left of her dignity.

Instead, she whispered, “Yes.”

The silence stretched between them, heavy with admission.

“Say it clearly,” Theron commanded.

“I want you.” The words came easier the second time. “I want what she has. I want you to fuck me.”

There. She’d said it. Had thrown away every shred of pride and respectability and admitted the desperate truth.

She waited for him to laugh. To reject her. To point out that she’d spent months being cold and judgmental and why would he want someone like that when he had sweet, easy Elara?

Instead, he said, “Tonight.”

Celia’s head snapped up. “What?”

“Tonight. My room. After the tavern closes.” His eyes bored into hers. “If you’re sure.”

“I’m sure.” No hesitation. None.

“This isn’t going to be sweet and gentle,” Theron warned. “I’m not going to treat you like some blushing virgin who needs careful handling. If you come to my room, I’m going to fuck you. Hard. The way I fuck Elara.”

The crude language should have been off-putting. Instead, it sent heat flooding through her.

“I can handle it.”

“Can you?” His hand finally made contact, fingers tilting her chin up. “Can you handle knowing you’ll be sharing me with your sister? That this doesn’t make you special or unique? That you’ll be one of several?”

Several. Not just her and Elara, then. Who else?

It didn’t matter.

“I can handle it,” she repeated.

“Then prove it.” He stepped back, putting distance between them. “Tonight. Don’t knock. Just come in.”

He walked to the door, reached past her to open it. The dismissal was clear.

“And Celia?” He paused in the doorway. “Don’t watch tonight. Participate.”

Then he was gone, leaving her trembling against the storage room wall.

Holy gods. What had she just agreed to?

Her pride—the thing she’d clung to for twenty years—lay in shattered pieces at her feet. She’d admitted she wanted him. Admitted she’d been watching. Admitted her jealousy of Elara.

She should feel ashamed.

Instead, she felt… free.

And terrified.

And so aroused she could barely think straight.

Tonight.

She had hours to prepare. Hours to convince herself this was a terrible idea. Hours to talk herself out of it.

She knew she wouldn’t.

She’d crossed a line she couldn’t uncross. Had said words she couldn’t take back.

Tonight, she would go to Theron’s room. Would finally stop being a voyeur and become what she’d been craving to be for weeks.

His.

Not exclusively—he’d been clear about that. But his nonetheless.

Celia pushed off the wall and smoothed her skirts with shaking hands. She had work to do. A normal afternoon to pretend to get through.

And tonight…

Tonight, everything would change.

She left the storage room on unsteady legs.

When she passed Theron in the main room later, their eyes met. He smiled—small, knowing, promising.

Her pussy clenched. Tonight.


Chapter 6: Celia’s Defloration

Celia stood outside Theron’s door, her hand raised to knock, heart trying to break through her ribs.

Don’t knock. Just come in.

His words from this afternoon echoed in her mind. But her hand trembled, and doubt crashed over her in waves.

She’d almost turned back three times already. Once at the top of the stairs. Once in the hallway. Once just moments ago, her hand on the doorknob.

But she was here now. And she’d made her choice.

She turned the knob and stepped inside.

The room was lit by a single candle on the nightstand, casting everything in golden shadow. Theron sat on the edge of his bed, shirtless, waiting.

His eyes met hers the moment she entered, and the intensity there made her breath catch.

“Close the door.”

She obeyed, the soft click of the latch sealing her fate.

“Come here.”

Her legs moved without conscious thought, carrying her across the room until she stood before him. Close enough to touch. Close enough to run.

She didn’t run.

“You came,” Theron said. It wasn’t a question.

“I said I would.”

“A lot of people say things they don’t mean.” He stood, and suddenly he was taller than her, broader, taking up space in a way that made her very aware of how small she was in comparison. “Last chance to leave, Celia. Once we start, I’m not stopping.”

“I don’t want you to stop.”

“Tell me why you’re here.”

The same command from the storage room. He wasn’t going to make this easy.

“I want what Elara has,” Celia forced out. “I want you to fuck me.”

“Why?”

“Because I—” Pride tried to choke the words. She swallowed it down. “Because I’ve been watching you fuck her and it’s not enough. My fingers aren’t enough. Reading about it isn’t enough. I need—I want—”

“You want my cock.” Blunt. Crude. True.

“Yes.” The word came out as a whisper.

“Then take off your clothes.”

Her hands went to the laces of her nightgown—the same conservative, high-necked thing she always wore. She fumbled with the ties, fingers clumsy with nerves.

“Slowly,” Theron commanded. “I want to watch.”

Heat rushed to her face, but she obeyed. Loosened the laces. Let the nightgown slip off one shoulder. Then the other.

She’d never undressed for anyone before. Never been naked in front of another person. The vulnerability was terrifying and exhilarating all at once.

The nightgown fell to pool at her feet.

She stood before him in just her undergarments—simple white cotton that covered more than it revealed. Nothing like the sheer, sinful things Elara had been buying with her tip money.

“Those too,” Theron said, his voice rougher now.

Celia’s hands shook as she removed them. The shift first, lifting it over her head. Then the breast band. Finally, the last scrap of cotton that preserved her modesty.

And then she was naked.

Completely, utterly naked in front of Theron Ashwick.

His eyes traveled over her body with shameless thoroughness. Starting at her face—flushed crimson with embarrassment—down to her neck. Her small breasts, barely more than handfuls, high and firm on her chest. The pale expanse of her stomach. The sharp jut of her hip bones.

Lower. To the dark triangle of hair between her thighs, and what lay beneath.

She’d never felt more exposed.

“Beautiful,” Theron murmured.

Celia’s head snapped up. “I’m not—Elara’s prettier. Everyone says so.”

“Different,” he corrected, reaching out to trace a finger down her collarbone. “Not better or worse. Different.”

His touch was electric. That single finger dragging across her skin made her shiver.

“You’re all pale skin and sharp edges,” he continued, his hand moving lower. “Like moonlight. Elara’s warm sunlight. Both beautiful.”

His palm cupped her breast—small enough to fit in his hand—and his thumb brushed over her nipple.

Celia gasped. The sensation shot straight to her core, more intense than when she touched herself.

“Sensitive,” he noted with satisfaction.

He did it again, and her nipple hardened under his touch. His other hand found her other breast, and he rolled both nipples between his fingers with deliberate pressure.

“Oh—” The sound escaped before she could stop it.

“That’s it. Let me hear you.”

His mouth descended on her neck, kissing and biting, and Celia’s head fell back to give him better access. His hands continued their work on her breasts, alternating between gentle and rough, never quite giving her enough of either.

She was already wet. Already aching. And he’d barely touched her.

“On the bed,” Theron ordered, stepping back.

Celia’s legs felt like water, but she managed to climb onto the mattress. She lay on her back, heart pounding, thighs pressed together.

Theron remained standing, looking down at her with an expression she couldn’t read. Assessing. Hungry.

“Spread your legs.”

“I—”

“Spread. Your. Legs.”

She did, slowly, exposing herself completely.

Theron’s eyes went straight between her thighs, and Celia fought the urge to cover herself. She was wet—she could feel it. Could see his eyes darken as he noticed.

“Already dripping,” he observed. “How long have you wanted this?”

“Weeks,” she admitted.

“How many times have you touched yourself thinking about it?”

“I don’t—every night.” The confession burned. “Every night since I first watched you with her.”

“And your fingers weren’t enough.”

“No.”

He finally moved, kneeling between her spread thighs on the bed. Up close, she could see the bulge in his trousers, the evidence of his arousal straining against fabric.

He was hard for her. Despite everything. Despite her coldness and judgment and the fact that he already had sweet, easy Elara.

He wanted her too.

His hands slid up her thighs, and Celia trembled. Higher, higher, until his thumbs brushed the crease where leg met hip.

So close to where she needed him.

“Please,” she whispered.

“Please what?”

“Touch me.”

“I am touching you.”

“You know what I mean—”

“Say it.”

Why did he keep making her say things out loud? Why couldn’t he just—

“Touch my pussy,” she forced out, the crude word foreign on her tongue. “Please.”

His thumb pressed against her clit.

The sensation was overwhelming. Celia’s back arched off the bed, a cry escaping her throat.

“That’s one,” Theron said, circling the sensitive bundle of nerves. “Now let’s see how many times I can make you come before I even fuck you.”

“What—oh God—”

His thumb increased pressure, and his other hand slid lower. One finger traced her entrance, testing, then pushed inside.

The intrusion was strange. Foreign. But not painful.

“Tight,” he muttered. “Even just one finger.”

He added a second finger, stretching her, and Celia gasped at the burn.

“Relax,” Theron commanded. “Fight it and it hurts. Accept it and—”

His fingers curled inside her, finding some spot that made stars burst behind her eyelids.

“That,” he finished with satisfaction.

He worked her methodically—thumb on her clit, fingers inside her, hitting that spot again and again. Building pleasure with ruthless efficiency.

Celia had touched herself plenty. Knew how to make herself come. But this was different. This was someone else controlling her pleasure, knowing exactly where to touch, how hard to press.

“I’m—I think I’m—”

“Then come.”

Her orgasm hit like a wave, rolling through her in pulses of overwhelming sensation. She cried out, hips bucking against his hand, inner walls clenching around his fingers.

It was more intense than anything she’d managed alone.

“One,” Theron said again, withdrawing his fingers.

Before she’d fully recovered, his mouth was on her.

His mouth. On her pussy.

She barely had time to process before his tongue was licking through her folds, tasting her arousal, lapping at her like she was the best thing he’d ever eaten. Then circling her oversensitive clit with the flat of his tongue.

“Oh fuck—too much—I can’t—”

He didn’t stop. His tongue was relentless, alternating between broad wet strokes and focused flicks against her throbbing clit. His fingers pushed back inside her, two this time, curling to hit that spot while his mouth worked. She could hear the wet sounds of him eating her pussy, could feel his stubble scratching her inner thighs.

It was too much sensation. Too soon after the first orgasm. She tried to squirm away, but his free hand gripped her hip, holding her in place.

“Theron, please, I can’t—”

His tongue flicked her clit rapidly, and the second orgasm crashed into her before the first had fully faded.

Celia screamed into the pillow she’d grabbed, her whole body convulsing. This one was stronger, longer, devastating.

When it finally ebbed, she lay boneless and trembling.

“Two,” Theron said, lifting his head. His lips glistened with her arousal.

“I can’t—no more—”

“Yes, you can.” He stood and finally—finally—began unlacing his trousers. “Because I’m about to fuck you, and I want you relaxed enough that it doesn’t hurt.”

His trousers fell, and his cock sprang free.

Celia had seen it before, watching through the door. But seeing it up close, knowing it was about to be inside her…

It was huge. Thick and long, the head already glistening with precum. How was that supposed to fit?

“This is your last chance,” Theron said, gripping his cock and stroking it slowly. “After this, you’re mine. Not exclusively, but mine. You understand?”

“I understand.”

“You’ll be sharing me with Elara. With others. You’ll have to watch me fuck your sister knowing I fuck you too.”

“I don’t care.” And she didn’t. Pride was dead. Only need remained. “I want this. I want you.”

“Then tell me what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me.” The words came easier now. “I want you to take my virginity. I want to be yours.”

Something fierce flashed in Theron’s eyes.

He positioned himself between her thighs, the head of his cock nudging against her entrance. “This is going to hurt at first.”

“I know.”

“And you’re still sure?”

“Yes.” Absolutely certain. “Fuck me, Theron. Please.”

He pushed forward slowly.

The stretch was immediate and intense. Celia gasped, fingers clutching at the sheets. More pressure. More stretch. Too much, she couldn’t possibly—

Then something gave, and he sank several inches deeper.

The pain was sharp and sudden. Celia bit down on her lip hard enough to taste blood, refusing to cry out. Elara had probably cried. Celia was stronger. She could take it.

Theron stilled, giving her time to adjust. “Breathe.”

She forced herself to breathe. To relax muscles that wanted to clench and push him out.

Slowly, the pain faded to a dull burn. Then to pressure. Then to… something else. Fullness. Strange intimacy. Connection.

“Okay,” she managed. “Okay, keep going.”

He pushed deeper. Inch by inch, until finally—finally—he was fully seated inside her.

Celia’s breath came in shallow pants. She felt so full. So stretched. So completely claimed.

“How is it?” Theron asked, his voice strained with the effort of holding still.

“Strange. Full. Different than I thought.”

“Good different or bad different?”

“I don’t know yet.”

He withdrew slightly and pushed back in. Not quite a thrust. Just movement.

The sensation changed. The strangeness began to shift toward something that might be pleasure, if she gave it time.

“Again,” she said.

He established a slow rhythm. Long, careful strokes that let her body adjust to the intrusion. Each thrust brought a little less burn and a little more… something.

“Is this—was I better than her?” The words escaped before she could stop them.

Theron’s eyes met hers, and she saw the corner of his mouth quirk. “You’re different.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“It’s the only answer you’re getting.”

He picked up the pace slightly, and Celia gasped. That spot inside her—the one his fingers had found—his cock was hitting it now with each thrust.

“Oh—there—”

“There?” He hit it again, harder.

“Yes—oh God—”

The pain was completely gone now, replaced by building pleasure. Different from her own touch. Different from his fingers or tongue. This was primal and overwhelming and—

“I’m going to come again,” she gasped, surprised.

“Then do it. Come on my cock.”

The permission—the command—pushed her over the edge.

Her third orgasm was different from the others. Deeper. More intense. Her pussy clenched around his cock, trying to pull him deeper, and she heard him groan.

“Fuck, Celia—”

He kept thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging it, making her sob with the intensity.

When she finally came down, she expected him to finish. Expected him to cum like he had with Elara, filling her and—

He pulled out instead.

“Turn over,” he ordered. “Hands and knees.”

She was too wrung out to question. She just obeyed, getting into position on trembling limbs.

From behind, she felt even more exposed. Vulnerable. On display.

Theron’s hand smoothed down her spine, over the curve of her ass. “Beautiful,” he murmured.

Then he was pushing back inside her, and the angle was completely different.

Deeper. More intense. His hips slapped against her ass with each thrust, the sound obscene in the quiet room.

“Was I better than her?” Celia demanded, throwing his words back at him. “Tell me. Am I?”

“Competitive even now,” Theron said, amusement in his voice. But his hand cracked across her ass in a light slap.

Celia yelped—then moaned as the sting transformed to heat.

“You want to know if you’re better?” Another slap, other cheek. “You’re different. Elara’s sweet and eager. You’re all pride and competition and desperation to prove something.”

He punctuated each word with a thrust. Celia’s arms gave out, and she collapsed forward, face in the pillow, ass still raised.

“Both beautiful. Both mine now.”

“Yours,” she agreed, past caring about anything except the pleasure building again. How was that possible? How many times could one person come?

“I’m going to cum,” Theron warned, his rhythm becoming erratic.

“Inside,” Celia gasped. “Like you do with her. I want it.”

“Celia—”

“Please. Cum inside me. Fill me. Make me yours completely.”

He drove deep one final time and held there, and Celia felt him pulse inside her. Felt the hot rush of his cum flooding her virgin pussy. Claiming her in the most primal way possible.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Yes.”

He stayed inside her until he’d finished completely, then slowly withdrew.

Celia felt his cum immediately start to leak out. She reached back, fingers sliding through the mess—mimicking what she’d seen Elara do—and pushed it back inside.

She belonged to him now. Shared him with her sister, yes. But he’d fucked her. Filled her. Made her his.

Theron collapsed beside her on the bed, breathing hard. Celia curled against him instinctively, seeking warmth and contact in the aftermath.

They lay in silence for a long moment.

“Was I better than her?” Celia finally asked again, unable to help herself.

Theron’s laugh was low and genuine. “You’re not going to let that go, are you?”

“No.”

He turned to face her, one hand cupping her cheek. “You were perfect. Different from Elara, but perfect. Is that what you need to hear?”

“Yes.”

“Then hear this too—you’re going to have to share. This doesn’t make you special or unique. Do you understand?”

“I understand.” And she did. She’d gone into this with eyes open.

But she’d also gained something Elara didn’t have. Something only she possessed.

She’d been second. The competitive part of her hated that. But she could work with it.

“I’ll come back tomorrow,” she said, surprising herself with the confidence in her voice.

“Will you?”

“Yes. And the day after. And after that.” She met his eyes steadily. “I’m not going to be content with once. I’m going to want more.”

“Greedy.”

“Competitive.”

His hand slid down to cup her breast, thumb brushing her nipple. Already she could feel heat building again, despite being thoroughly used.

“Tomorrow, then,” Theron agreed. “But now, you should probably get back to your room before someone notices.”

He was right. The night was late, and while Mirelle might sleep through anything, there were appearances to consider.

Celia sat up, wincing slightly at the soreness between her thighs. Evidence of what they’d done. Proof she was no longer a virgin.

She found her undergarments and nightgown, dressing quickly.

At the door, she paused and looked back.

Theron remained on the bed, magnificently naked, looking thoroughly satisfied.

“Was I really better than her?” she asked one more time.

“Go to bed, Celia.”

She smiled—actually smiled—and slipped out into the dark hallway.

Back in her room, she examined herself in the mirror. Swollen lips. Bite marks on her neck. Between her thighs, she was sore and leaking his cum down to her knees.

She looked fucked. Thoroughly, completely fucked.

She smiled and didn’t bother cleaning up before climbing into bed. Let it dry on her skin. Let her sheets smell like sex.

Tomorrow, she’d face Elara across the breakfast table knowing they now shared the same man.

Tomorrow, the competition truly began.


Chapter 7: The Rivalry Begins

Morning light streamed through the kitchen windows, painting everything in golden innocence that contrasted sharply with what had happened in the dark.

Celia descended the stairs walking differently.

She tried to hide it—the slight stiffness, the soreness between her thighs that announced exactly what she’d done last night. But her body betrayed her with every step.

Worth it, she thought, and almost smiled.

Mirelle stood at the stove, as always, her voluptuous figure wrapped in her work apron. She glanced up as Celia entered.

“Good morning. You’re up early.”

“Couldn’t sleep,” Celia lied smoothly.

She’d slept better than she had in weeks, actually. Deep and dreamless, her body exhausted in the best possible way.

Theron sat at the head of the table, nursing a cup of morning tea. His eyes flicked to her when she entered, and for just a moment, something passed between them. Recognition. Satisfaction. Shared secret.

Then his expression returned to neutral, and he took another sip.

Celia poured herself tea with hands that didn’t quite shake and took her usual seat.

The door opened, and Elara practically bounced in.

Of course she bounces, Celia thought with uncharacteristic amusement. She always fucking bounces.

Elara wore one of her new dresses—the blue one that showed off her figure and made her honey-blonde hair seem to glow. She looked fresh and cheerful and thoroughly rested.

She hadn’t been the one in Theron’s bed last night.

Celia had.

“Good morning!” Elara chirped to the room in general. Her gaze landed on Theron, and her smile widened. “Morning, Theron.”

She touched his shoulder as she passed—casual, possessive, a gesture that said mine in a thousand subtle ways.

Except he wasn’t just hers anymore.

“Morning,” Theron replied, his tone giving nothing away.

Elara sat across from Celia and reached for the bread basket. “You look tired, Celia. Are you feeling well?”

“I slept fine.” Better than fine. Thoroughly used and satisfied.

“You’re walking strangely. Did you pull something?”

Celia’s cheeks heated. “I’m fine.”

Elara’s cornflower blue eyes studied her with innocent concern, and Celia fought the urge to blurt out the truth. I fucked him last night. Your precious Theron. He took my virginity and filled me with his cum and told me I was perfect.

Instead, she said, “Just a bit sore from cleaning yesterday. Those barrels are heavy.”

“Oh.” Elara accepted the explanation easily and returned her attention to breakfast.

The meal passed in excruciating normalcy. Mirelle served eggs and bacon. Elara chattered about the market. Theron reviewed the day’s tasks.

And beneath it all, Celia felt the weight of what had changed.

She’d crossed a line. Joined a secret club she’d spent months judging from the outside. Now she sat at this table knowing exactly what Theron looked like naked. What he felt like inside her. What sounds he made when he came.

The same knowledge Elara had.

Except Celia had been second.

That rankled, even though she’d known going in. Elara had gotten there first. Had claimed Theron’s attention weeks ago while Celia was still clinging to her useless pride.

But that could change.

I’ll come back tomorrow, she’d said. And the day after.

She meant it.

If Elara had Theron’s attention first, Celia would simply be better. More eager. More willing. More—

“Celia?”

She blinked. Elara was looking at her with concern.

“You’ve been staring at your plate for five minutes. Are you sure you’re alright?”

“I’m fine.” She forced a smile. “Just thinking about work.”

Theron’s eyes met hers across the table, and she saw the corner of his mouth twitch.

He knew exactly what she was thinking about.



The day passed in a blur of normal tavern work. Sweeping. Wiping tables. Serving the afternoon customers.

But Celia was hyper-aware of Theron in a way she’d never been before.

She knew what those hands felt like on her body now. Knew what that mouth could do. Knew the weight of him pressing her into the mattress.

And she wanted it again.

Every time he passed, her core clenched with remembered pleasure. Every time his eyes found hers, heat pooled low in her belly.

This was worse than the wanting before. At least then, it had been abstract. Fantasy.

Now she knew. And knowing made the hunger sharper.

Elara worked the floor in her blue dress, all cheerful efficiency. She still touched Theron when she passed—a brush of fingers here, a smile there—and Celia felt a spike of something dark and possessive.

He’s mine too now.

Except he wasn’t. Not really. He’d been clear about that.

“You’ll be sharing me with Elara. With others.”

Others. Plural.

Who else? Celia hadn’t thought to ask. Hadn’t cared in the moment. But now, watching Theron move through the tavern with easy confidence, she wondered.

How many women had he claimed?

The thought should bother her. Should feel like losing. Like settling for less than she deserved.

Instead, it felt like competition.

And Celia had always been competitive.



That afternoon, Lysa’s courier arrived with a note about the upcoming Friday dance.

“New dress orders for the dance?” Elara read aloud, excitement brightening her features. “She’s got samples ready for viewing. Mother, can we go look?”

Mirelle sighed but nodded. “I suppose the tavern can spare you both for an hour.”

The three women walked to Lysa’s shop together—a rare family outing that felt strange given everything happening beneath the surface.

Lysa greeted them with professional warmth, leading them to her display of new designs. Silks in deep jewel tones. Cuts that were clearly meant to attract male attention.

Elara went straight for a daring sky blue. “This one. Perfect for the dance.”

Celia found herself drawn to the darker fabrics. Midnight purple. Dramatic cuts. Necklines that plunged daringly low.

She held up a purple dress, examining the workmanship. The slit that would show her leg to mid-thigh. The neckline that would display her modest cleavage.

“That one’s quite bold,” Lysa observed. “New territory for you.”

Mirelle turned to stare at her eldest daughter. “Since when do you care about dresses, Celia? You’ve always said fashion was frivolous.”

Celia met her mother’s eyes with a cool smile. “Since I decided to care.”

Mirelle’s brow furrowed, but she didn’t press further.

I’ve decided to care about a lot of things, Celia thought, thinking about the night ahead. About Theron’s hands. About competition and desire and being more than a cold observer.

The orders were placed for the Friday dance. Delivery promised before the weekend.



That evening, a separate delivery arrived—the work dresses they’d ordered earlier in the week.

Celia unwrapped hers with trembling fingers.

This one was even more revealing than the last. The neckline plunged to show the valley between her small breasts. The slit ran to mid-thigh. The fabric itself was designed to cling to every curve.

She held it up and imagined Theron’s eyes on her in this dress.

Would he like it? Would he want her more if she looked like this?

The sound of footsteps made Celia freeze. Elara appeared in her doorway, holding her own new dress—sky blue and just as enticing.

For a long moment, the sisters just stared at each other.

Something flickered across Elara’s face. Recognition? Suspicion? Her gaze dropped briefly to Celia’s dress, then back up.

“That color suits you,” Elara said carefully.

“Thank you.” Celia’s voice came out steadier than she felt.

More silence. The air between them hummed with unspoken tension.

Elara’s eyes narrowed slightly, studying Celia’s face, the way she held herself, the faint flush on her pale cheeks. Whatever she was thinking, she kept it to herself.

“I should try mine on too,” Elara said finally, turning away. “See you downstairs.”

She left without another word.

Celia released a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding.

She knows.

Or suspected, at least. Elara wasn’t stupid. The thin walls. The way Celia was walking. The sudden interest in revealing dresses.

But Elara hadn’t confronted her. Hadn’t demanded answers.

That was somehow worse. The uncertainty. The waiting.

Celia turned back to her mirror and held up the purple dress.

Fine. Let her wonder.

She would wear this dress tonight. Would look beautiful in ways she’d never allowed herself before. Would catch Theron’s eye and hold it.

And if Elara watched? If she suspected?

That was her problem.

Celia had spent years being the overlooked sister. The cold one. The one who judged while Elara charmed.

Now she had something Elara didn’t know about. A secret. A connection.

Competition had always been Celia’s strength.

She slipped into the dress and studied her reflection.

The dark purple made her pale skin luminous. The fitted bodice emphasized her slim figure. The neckline showed just enough cleavage to make men look twice.

She looked like a woman who took what she wanted.



That night, Celia stood outside Theron’s door.

No hesitation this time. No second-guessing.

She turned the knob and walked in.

Theron looked up from his book, eyes widening at the purple dress clinging to her body.

“Back already?” His voice had gone rough.

“I said I would be.” She closed the door and reached for her laces. “Now are you going to fuck me, or just stare?”

His book hit the floor.

The second time was even better than the first—longer, harder, with Celia demanding more instead of accepting what was given.

Afterward, lying in his bed with cum leaking out of her sore pussy, she thought about the worn romance novel hidden under her mattress. The scene with the forbidden act. The one she’d read a hundred times, fingers between her legs.

Soon, she’d ask him to try that.

Something Elara would never imagine. Something that would make her special.


Chapter 8: Orin Discovery - Part 1

The harbor quarter smelled like salt, fish, and questionable decisions.

Theron normally avoided this part of the city—too rough, too unpredictable—but he needed to talk to Rosalind about potentially working at the tavern. A professional prostitute on staff could bring in serious coin, and Rosalind was nothing if not professional.

He’d just turned onto the narrow street where she usually worked when he saw someone emerge from one of the rented rooms.

Theron stopped dead.

Orin?

His childhood friend adjusted his clothes with the practiced efficiency of someone who’d done this before. His face was flushed, his hair mussed, and he was counting coins into his purse with focused attention.

Rosalind appeared in the doorway behind him, wrapping a shawl around her shoulders. She said something Theron couldn’t hear, and Orin nodded without looking back.

Then he hurried off in the opposite direction, head down, clearly not wanting to be seen.

Too late.

Theron waited until Orin had disappeared around a corner, then approached Rosalind.

She spotted him immediately and smiled. “Theron. Twice in one week? To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“That was Orin,” he said without preamble.

Rosalind’s smile didn’t falter, but something shifted in her jade green eyes. “Was it?”

“You know it was.”

She studied him for a moment, then sighed. “Walk with me. This isn’t a conversation for the street.”

They moved to a quieter alley. Rosalind leaned against the wall, arms crossed beneath her impressive chest, and waited.

“How long?” Theron asked.

“Does it matter?”

“It matters.”

Another sigh. “Months. Since late summer, maybe. He comes every week or two.”

Theron’s mind raced. Orin had been visiting prostitutes for months. That wasn’t particularly scandalous—half the men in Amoria did the same. But something about Rosalind’s expression suggested there was more to it.

“What does he want?” Theron asked carefully.

Rosalind hesitated. Professional discretion warred with something else on her face.

“He pays well,” she said finally. “Very well. But he has… specific requests.”

“What kind of requests?”

“The kind that involve me pretending to be someone else.”

Theron’s stomach dropped. “Who?”

Rosalind’s eyes held his. “Someone he shouldn’t be fantasizing about.”

“Rosalind—”

“He wants me to dress conservatively. Hair up. Act reluctant at first, then willing. Maternal.” She paused. “And he calls me by a name.”

“What name?”

“Maren.”

The word hung in the air between them like an accusation.

Fuck.

Orin—Maren’s godson, the boy she’d raised after his parents died—was paying prostitutes to roleplay as his godmother.

“You’re sure?” Theron asked, though he already knew the answer.

“Very sure. He’s quite specific about the details. How she’d talk. How she’d move. What she’d wear.” Rosalind’s expression was sympathetic. “It’s not that unusual, really. Lots of men have taboo fantasies. Most never act on them. Orin’s finding a safe outlet.”

“With you pretending to be the woman who raised him.”

“With me pretending to be someone who isn’t actually related to him,” Rosalind corrected. “Godmother, not mother. There’s a difference.”

Legally, maybe. Emotionally? Theron wasn’t so sure.

“How… detailed are these requests?” he heard himself ask.

Rosalind’s lips quirked. “Very. He wants me dressed in practical work clothes—the kind Maren wears at her shop. Hair in a simple bun. He likes it when I scold him first, like he’s been naughty. Then gradually warm up. Call him ‘my sweet boy.’ Tell him he’s special.”

“Jesus.”

“By the end, he wants me begging for it. Telling him how good he makes his godmother feel. How she’s wanted this for so long but couldn’t admit it.” Rosalind shrugged. “The fantasy is detailed. Very specific. He’s clearly been thinking about this a lot.”

“And he’s been doing this for months?”

“Since summer, like I said. At first, he was tentative. Apologetic. Lost his erection from guilt halfway through more than once.” Rosalind’s eyes darkened. “But lately… lately the guilt’s fading. He’s getting more confident. More demanding. More specific about what he wants ‘Maren’ to do.”

Theron leaned against the opposite wall, processing. “You think he’s going to approach her.”

“Eventually? Yes.” Rosalind’s tone was matter-of-fact. “Fantasies this detailed, this persistent—they tend to escalate. He’s rehearsing, in a way. Working up courage. One day the fantasy won’t be enough.”

“And then what?”

“Then either Maren shuts him down hard and destroys him, or…” Rosalind trailed off.

“Or she doesn’t.”

“She might surprise you.” Rosalind’s smile was knowing. “I knew Dane before he died. Knew the kind of man he was. The kind of things he enjoyed. Maren wasn’t some innocent flower—she was right there with him, enjoying it all.”

Theron thought about Maren—respectable widow, grocery shop owner, mother of five. It was hard to imagine her as anything but practical and maternal.

But then, he’d also seen the way she fucked. The way she took control. The way she’d admitted her needs without shame.

“You think Maren might actually…?”

“I think Maren is a woman who understands desire,” Rosalind said carefully. “Who’s been with a man who pushed boundaries. Who’s been alone for years and might be starving for touch. And I think Orin is a young man with a fantasy that’s consuming him.”

“So what do I do?”

“Do you have to do anything?” Rosalind asked. “This might resolve itself without your involvement.”

“Or it might explode catastrophically.”

“True.”

Theron ran a hand through his hair. This was complicated. Dangerous. None of his business, really.

Except Orin was his friend. And Maren was his lover. And if this went wrong, it could destroy both of them.

“I need to think about this,” he said finally.

“Think carefully,” Rosalind advised. “Taboo is tricky. Push wrong, and you make things worse. But navigate it right…” She smiled. “Well. You might give two people what they secretly want.”

“You think Maren wants this?”

“I think Maren wants something. Whether it’s specifically Orin or just human touch and connection… that’s for her to decide.” Rosalind pushed off the wall. “But if you’re going to involve yourself, be smart about it. Don’t shame. Don’t judge. Just… facilitate, if that’s what feels right.”

“You’re very calm about all this.”

“I’ve seen everything, Theron. Truly everything. This isn’t even in my top ten weird situations.” Her expression turned serious. “But it does need handling. Because right now, Orin’s fantasy is getting stronger, and reality’s calling. One way or another, this is coming to a head.”

Theron nodded slowly. “I’ll figure something out.”

“I know you will.” Rosalind’s hand touched his arm briefly. “You’re good at navigating complicated situations. That’s why you’re thriving where your father struggled.”

The compliment settled uneasily. Marcus had been many things, but he’d never had to deal with… this.

“If Orin comes back,” Theron said, “can you let me know?”

“I can. But Theron?” Rosalind’s eyes held warning. “Whatever you decide to do, make sure it’s because you genuinely think it will help. Not because you’re curious. Not because you want control. Because you actually care about them both.”

“I do care.”

“Then trust that. And be very, very careful.”

She left him standing in the alley, his mind spinning with implications.

Orin wanted Maren. Had been fantasizing about her for months. Was working up the courage to make his fantasy reality.

And Maren…

Theron needed to talk to Maren.

But what would he even say? Your godson is paying prostitutes to pretend to be you so he can work through his incestuous fantasies?

That would go over well.

No. This needed delicacy. Timing. The right moment and the right words.

And maybe—just maybe—Rosalind was right.

Maybe the answer wasn’t to stop this. Maybe it was to guide it toward something that gave everyone what they needed without destroying anyone in the process.

Theron started walking back toward the tavern, mind turning over possibilities.

Complicated. Dangerous. Potentially catastrophic.

But also potentially very interesting.


Chapter 9: Rosalind Explains

Three days later, Theron returned to the harbor quarter.

He’d thought of little else since discovering Orin’s secret. The situation gnawed at him—not with disgust, but with a kind of fascinated concern. This could go very wrong. Or very right.

The difference would be in the handling.

He found Rosalind at her usual spot, looking radiant in the afternoon sun. She smiled when she saw him approach.

“Back so soon? Missing me already?”

“I need to know more,” Theron said without preamble. “About Orin. About what he wants.”

Rosalind’s smile faded into something more serious. “Come on. Let’s get off the street.”

She led him to the same rented room where he’d seen Orin emerge days before. Inside, it was simple but clean—a bed, a wash basin, a chair by the window.

Professional accommodations for professional work.

Rosalind sat on the bed and gestured for Theron to take the chair. “What specifically do you want to know?”

“Everything. His patterns. What he says. How the fantasy’s evolving.” Theron leaned forward. “You said it’s getting more intense. I need to understand how.”

Rosalind studied him for a long moment. “This isn’t idle curiosity. You’re planning something.”

“Maybe. I don’t know yet.” He met her eyes. “But if I’m going to do anything, I need all the information.”

She nodded slowly. “Alright. But this stays between us. Client discretion matters, even if the client is your friend with problematic fantasies.”

“Agreed.”

“Orin started coming to me in late summer,” Rosalind began. “The first time, he was nervous. Barely able to get the words out about what he wanted. But he’d brought specific clothes—a practical work dress, apron, kerchief for the hair. Very similar to what Maren wears.”

“He brought props?”

“Men with specific fantasies often do. It helps sell the illusion.” Rosalind’s tone was matter-of-fact. “That first time, I put on the clothes, styled my hair the way he requested, and tried to be… maternal. Warm but slightly reserved. The way he described Maren.”

“And?”

“He couldn’t finish. Too much guilt. He was aroused but also horrified with himself. Apologized profusely, paid me anyway, and left.” Rosalind stood and moved to the window. “I thought that would be the end of it. But he came back two weeks later.”

“With the same request?”

“More detailed this time. He wanted me to scold him first—like he’d been caught doing something inappropriate. Shame him a little. Then gradually soften. Start to understand why he felt that way. Eventually give in to what he wanted.”

“A whole narrative,” Theron said.

“Exactly. And this time, he made it through. Still guilty after, but he’d orgasmed. The fantasy had worked.” Rosalind turned back to face him. “That’s when I knew this was going to be a pattern.”

“How often does he come now?”

“Every five days, roughly. Sometimes more frequently if he’s particularly frustrated.” Her expression turned thoughtful. “And the requests keep evolving. Getting more specific. More confident.”

“What does he want now?”

“The latest version involves ‘Maren’ catching him masturbating while thinking about her. She’s shocked. Angry. But also… curious. Aroused despite herself.” Rosalind’s voice took on a storytelling quality. “She tries to resist but can’t. Finally gives in. Tells him she’s wanted this too, secretly. That watching him want her makes her wet.”

Theron’s cock stirred despite himself. The fantasy was detailed. Potent.

“And he finishes every time now?”

“Oh yes. No more guilt-induced failure. He’s fully committed to the fantasy.” Rosalind sat back on the bed. “Which is why I’m worried. Fantasies this strong, this specific—they start to feel insufficient. The real thing starts to seem possible. Even necessary.”

“You think he’s going to proposition her.”

“I think he’s going to try. Whether he has the courage is another question, but the desire is definitely there.” Rosalind met Theron’s eyes. “And that’s where you come in, I assume. You want to manage this before it explodes.”

“I want to…” Theron trailed off, not sure himself. “I don’t want Orin to destroy his relationship with Maren by approaching her clumsily. And I don’t want Maren to be blindsided by this.”

“So tell her.”

“And say what? ‘Your godson has been fantasizing about fucking you?’”

“Why not? Maren’s a grown woman. She can handle difficult information.” Rosalind’s tone softened. “You know her better than I do now. How do you think she’d react?”

Theron thought about it. Really thought.

Maren wasn’t easily shocked. She’d been married to Dane—a man known for his sexual adventurousness. She’d admitted to enjoying things most respectable widows wouldn’t acknowledge wanting.

And she was lonely. Starving for touch. Using Theron to satisfy needs that had gone unmet for years.

“I think…” Theron said slowly. “I think she might be intrigued. Not immediately accepting, but not disgusted either.”

“There you go.” Rosalind smiled. “So tell her. Give her the information. Let her decide what to do with it.”

“And if she wants to shut it down?”

“Then you help Orin move on. Gently. Without shame.” Rosalind leaned forward. “But Theron? I don’t think she will want to shut it down. Not entirely.”

“Why not?”

“Because Dane used to tell me things. When he was drunk enough, when the company was friendly enough. He’d talk about his fantasies. About wanting to watch Maren with other men. About group situations. About her sister.”

Theron’s eyebrows rose. “Her sister?”

“Dane wanted Maren and her sister together. With him. It was one of his persistent fantasies—apparently the two women look similar enough that it fed into some twin-like fantasy.” Rosalind’s smile was knowing. “Maren shut that one down. Her sister was too conservative. But the point is, Dane had wild fantasies, and Maren engaged with most of them.”

“So you think the taboo itself might actually appeal to her.”

“I think Maren understands desire in ways most people don’t. And I think Orin’s need might resonate with something in her.” Rosalind stood. “But she needs to know about it. Needs to have agency in deciding whether to acknowledge it, encourage it, or shut it down.”

Theron nodded slowly. This made sense. Give Maren information and power. Let her choose.

“How do I bring it up?” he asked.

“In bed,” Rosalind said immediately. “After sex, when defenses are down and honesty comes easier. Tell her you learned something about Orin. Tell her what I told you. See how she responds.”

“And if she’s horrified?”

“Then you help her figure out how to handle it. But Theron?” Rosalind’s eyes held his. “I really don’t think she will be.”



Theron left the harbor quarter with a plan forming.

Tomorrow was his regular night with Maren. He’d go to her house, fuck her thoroughly, and in the warm afterglow, tell her about Orin.

Give her the information. Let her decide.

And if Rosalind was right—if Maren was intrigued rather than disgusted—then maybe this complicated situation could become something that satisfied everyone.

It was risky. Potentially catastrophic.

But also… potentially perfect.

Theron had learned something important over the past few months: conventional morality was a luxury most people in Amoria couldn’t afford. Survival required flexibility. Creativity. A willingness to bend rules and blur lines.

If Maren and Orin wanted each other—really wanted each other—who was he to judge?

Who was anyone to judge?

As long as everyone consented. As long as no one got hurt.

As long as it worked.

And Theron had a feeling—a strong, growing feeling—that this might actually work.

He just had to navigate it carefully.


Chapter 10: Celia’s Curiosity

Theron was doing inventory in the storage room when he found the book.

It was tucked behind a row of wine barrels, hidden but not well enough. The spine was worn soft from repeated reading, and a ribbon marked a specific page.

He pulled it out, curious.

The Rake’s Redemption proclaimed the cover in flowery script. Below, an illustration of a shirtless man clutching a woman in a torn dress.

One of Celia’s romance novels.

Theron knew he should put it back. This was private. Personal.

But curiosity won.

He opened to the marked page and started reading.

…his fingers slicked with oil, preparing her forbidden entrance with painstaking care. “Relax,” Lord Ashford commanded. “This will hurt at first, but I promise you pleasure beyond imagining.”

Lady Catherine trembled beneath him, face pressed into the silk pillows. “I’ve never—no one has ever—”

“I know.” His voice was dark velvet. “That’s what makes this so perfect. I’ll be your first. Your only. And you’ll belong to me completely.”

His cock pressed against her tight rear entrance, and Catherine bit back a cry…

Oh.

The scene continued in explicit detail—Lord Ashford taking Lady Catherine’s anal virginity, her pain transforming to pleasure, her shocked orgasm from penetration alone.

In the margins, Celia had written notes in her careful script.

Would this really feel good? How?

Does it hurt the whole time or just at first?

Would he like this? Would I?

Theron’s cock hardened as he read. The fantasy was detailed, educational, and clearly something Celia had studied multiple times.

She was curious about anal sex.

Very curious, if the worn pages and detailed margin notes were any indication.

He heard footsteps and quickly shoved the book back into its hiding place. Celia appeared moments later, her pale skin flushing when she saw him.

“What are you doing here?”

“Inventory.” He gestured to the ledger on the barrel. “What are you doing here?”

“I—looking for something.”

Her eyes flicked to where he’d just replaced the book, and understanding dawned on her face.

“You found my book,” she said flatly.

“I found a book. Didn’t realize it was yours until I opened it.”

“And of course you read it.” Her tone was sharp, but her cheeks had gone crimson.

“The marked page, yes.” Theron leaned against the barrels, watching her. “Interesting choice of scene to bookmark.”

“It’s just fiction. Fantasy.”

“Is it?”

The question hung between them. Celia’s fingers twisted in her skirt, and she wouldn’t quite meet his eyes.

“Have you…” she started, then stopped. Started again. “Have you done that? With Elara?”

“No.”

Her head snapped up. “Why not?”

“She never asked.”

Celia processed this, her grey-blue eyes calculating. “So if someone asked…”

“Are you asking?”

The silence stretched. Celia’s breathing had quickened, her pupils dilating slightly. Arousal and fear warring on her face.

“I want to try it,” she finally said, the words rushing out. “I’ve been… thinking about it. Reading about it. I want to know if it’s really like the books say.”

“It’s not exactly like fiction,” Theron said carefully. “It requires preparation. Patience. Trust.”

“I trust you.” The admission seemed to surprise her as much as him.

“And you’ve been preparing?”

Her blush deepened. “I’ve practiced. With my fingers. It’s… different than I expected.”

The mental image of ice-queen Celia fingering her own ass while reading explicit romance novels was almost too much.

“Did you like it?” Theron heard himself ask.

“I don’t know. It felt strange. Full. But also…” She met his eyes finally. “Also exciting. Forbidden.”

There it was. The truth beneath the curiosity.

Celia didn’t just want to try anal sex. She wanted to do something Elara hadn’t done. Something that made her special. Different. Better.

Competition, even in this.

“Tomorrow night,” Theron said, making a decision. “Come to my room prepared. We’ll see if reality matches your fantasy.”

“What do I need to do?”

He explained—clinically but thoroughly—the preparations required. Celia listened with focused attention, asking practical questions, treating it like a lesson to be mastered.

Of course she did.

“And you’re sure Elara hasn’t…” She couldn’t quite finish the question.

“I’m sure. This will be yours. Your thing.” He stepped closer. “But Celia? If we do this, it’s because you genuinely want to try it. Not just to compete with your sister.”

“I want it,” she said immediately. Too immediately.

“Which part? The anal sex or the one-upmanship?”

She glared at him. “Can’t it be both?”

Honesty. He appreciated that.

“Fair enough.” Theron reached past her for the book, pulled it out, and handed it to her. “Take this. Re-read that scene. Make sure it’s really what you want.”

She clutched the novel to her chest. “What if it’s not as good as I imagine?”

“What if it’s better?”

That gave her pause. Her eyes went distant, clearly imagining.

“Tomorrow,” she said, voice steadier now. “I’ll be ready.”

“We’ll see.”

She left with the book, her usual haughty walk just slightly off-balance.

Theron stayed in the storage room, his mind turning over this new development.

Celia wanted anal. Wanted to be the first between the sisters to do it. Wanted something that made her unique in his bed.

And honestly? He wanted to give it to her.

Not just because the idea was hot—though fuck, it absolutely was. But because Celia needed this. Needed to feel special. Needed to prove she could handle things Elara wouldn’t attempt.

The mental image of pristine, judgmental Celia taking his cock in her ass while begging for more…

Tomorrow night was going to be fun.


Chapter 11: Dress Progression - Level 2

The knock came mid-morning, interrupting Mirelle’s bread-making.

“Delivery from Lysa’s shop!”

The same courier boy as before, this time with even more packages. His eyes still went straight to Mirelle’s chest, and this time she let herself notice. Let herself feel the small thrill of being looked at.

She was 38, not dead.

“Thank you,” she murmured, taking the packages. The boy fled as usual.

Three bundles again. Heavier this time.

Mirelle set them on the table and unwrapped the first.

Elara’s dress spilled out in a cascade of sky blue silk. Beautiful. Expensive.

And scandalously revealing.

The neckline plunged to show the valley between breasts—not just hint at it, but display it proudly. The hem hit mid-thigh, higher than any respectable woman would wear. And the side slit…

Mirelle held it up and felt her stomach drop.

The slit ran almost to the hip. One wrong move and everything would be visible.

Celia’s was next. Midnight purple, even more dramatic. The neckline was somehow lower, the slit higher, the whole design clearly meant to draw male eyes and hold them.

Mirelle’s hands shook as she unwrapped her own package.

Wine-red silk, soft as sin. She held it up against herself and looked in the mirror across the room.

Even from here, she could see what this dress would do.

It was cut to fit like a second skin. The neckline was modest compared to the girls’ dresses, but it would still show the swell of her massive breasts. The waist was cinched to emphasize her hourglass figure. And the fabric itself…

Thin. Clingy. Designed to move with her body and make men notice every curve.

“Are those the new dresses?”

Elara bounded in, eyes bright with excitement. She snatched up her blue dress and held it against herself, turning to the mirror.

“Oh, Lysa outdid herself this time! This is perfect!”

“It’s too revealing,” Mirelle said weakly.

“It’s exactly revealing enough.” Elara traced the low neckline. “The customers are going to love it.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of.”

Elara turned to her mother, expression softening slightly. “Mother, we’ve talked about this. The dresses work. They make tips flow. The tavern is profitable now because of this.”

“But where does it end?” Mirelle heard herself ask. “First it’s tighter bodices. Then shorter hems. Then these… these practically nothing dresses. What’s next?”

“Next is we keep making money and securing our futures,” Elara said with surprising firmness. “Father left us with nothing but debts. Theron’s turned that around. If wearing a low-cut dress is what it takes, I’m fine with it.”

Celia appeared in the doorway, drawn by the conversation. Her eyes went to the purple dress, and something hungry flashed across her face.

“That’s mine?”

“Unless you object to wearing it,” Elara said, challenge in her voice.

“I don’t object.” Celia took the dress carefully, fingers tracing the midnight purple silk. “In fact, I think it’s perfect.”

The two sisters exchanged a look that Mirelle couldn’t quite read. Understanding. Competition. Conspiracy.

When had they become allies?

“You should try yours on too, Mother,” Elara said sweetly. “I bet you’ll look amazing.”

“I’m not wearing that.”

“Why not?” Celia’s voice was sharp. “You’re beautiful. Men notice you. Why not benefit from it the way we do?”

“Because I’m your mother!”

“And?” Elara tilted her head. “That doesn’t mean you’re dead. Or that you should dress like you’re ashamed of having a body.”

Mirelle felt cornered by her own daughters. When had they grown so confident? So direct?

“I’ll think about it,” she said finally, which was more than she’d intended to concede.

“Good.” Elara kissed her cheek. “Now come on, Celia. Let’s try ours on and see which one makes more jaws drop.”

They disappeared upstairs, giggling like conspirators.

Mirelle stood alone in the kitchen, staring at the wine-red dress.

She should refuse. Should insist on keeping her old conservative wardrobe. Should maintain some standards.

Instead, she found herself carrying the dress to her room.

Just to try on. Just to see.

She closed the door and stripped down to her undergarments. The dress slipped over her head like water, settling against her curves with disturbing perfection.

Lysa really was a master craftswoman.

Mirelle turned to the mirror and barely recognized herself.

The woman staring back was beautiful. Voluptuous. The dress emphasized every curve she’d spent years trying to hide—huge breasts that threatened to spill from the neckline, wide hips that swayed, thick thighs that the fabric clung to lovingly.

She looked… desirable.

Sexy.

Like a woman who knew what she wanted and wasn’t afraid to display her assets.

Her fingers rose to the neckline without conscious thought. She tugged it down slightly. Just a fraction of an inch. Exposing a bit more of the creamy swell of her breasts.

Then she caught herself.

What am I doing?

But she didn’t pull it back up. Just stared at her reflection with the adjusted neckline. At how much more… enticing it looked with that extra glimpse of flesh.

When had she become a woman who adjusted her neckline lower?

“Gods,” she whispered to her reflection.

A knock on the door made her jump.

“Mother? Can I come in?”

Elara’s voice. Mirelle almost said no, but found herself saying, “Yes.”

The door opened. Elara stood there in her blue dress, looking stunning. Her eyes widened when she saw Mirelle.

“Mother. You look… wow.”

“It’s too much.”

“It’s perfect.” Elara circled her, assessing. “You’re gorgeous. Why have you been hiding that body under those awful work dresses?”

“Because I’m a respectable widow—”

“You’re a beautiful woman who deserves to feel beautiful.” Elara’s hands adjusted the neckline slightly, making it sit better across Mirelle’s massive chest. “There. Perfect.”

Mirelle looked in the mirror again. With Elara’s adjustment, the dress sat even better. Showed just enough cleavage to be enticing without being vulgar.

“I can’t wear this to serve drinks,” she protested weakly.

“Why not? Celia and I will be wearing ours.”

“That’s different. You’re young. You’re—”

“We’re what? More valuable? More worth looking at?” Elara’s eyes flashed. “Mother, men look at you all the time. I see them. They want you. Why not profit from that?”

The words were so blunt, so direct, that Mirelle couldn’t find a response.

“Try it tonight,” Elara pressed. “Just once. See what happens. If you hate it, go back to your old dresses. But give it one chance.”

Mirelle looked at her reflection again. At the woman in the wine-red dress who looked confident and sexy and alive.

When was the last time she’d felt alive?

“One night,” she heard herself say. “Just to try.”

Elara’s smile was victorious. “You won’t regret it.”



Evening came too quickly.

The tavern filled with the usual crowd—adventurers, dock workers, guards. Men who came for ale and company and a glimpse of pretty women.

Mirelle emerged from the kitchen wearing the wine-red dress, and the reaction was immediate.

Conversations stopped. Heads turned. Eyes widened.

A C-rank adventurer actually walked into a table while staring.

Mirelle’s cheeks burned, but she forced herself to keep moving. To serve drinks with steady hands. To pretend this was normal.

Elara and Celia worked the floor in their new dresses, drawing equal attention. The sisters looked stunning—Elara all sunshine and curves, Celia all dangerous edges and pale skin.

Elara had fully embraced the lap-sitting approach now. A scarred C-rank adventurer beckoned her over, and she settled onto his knee without hesitation. His hands wandered freely—waist, hips, the exposed skin of her thigh through the high slit. She laughed at something he said, leaned into his touch, let his fingers trace dangerously close to her small breasts.

Twenty-five sovereigns before midnight. Just for sitting and being touched.

Celia, never to be outdone, worked her own section with competitive intensity. A wealthy merchant stroked her thigh through the purple silk. Another customer’s hand “accidentally” grazed her breast as she leaned to pour wine. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t pull away. Just smiled that cool smile and collected her tips.

Her total rivaled Elara’s by the end of the night.

But the customers kept looking at Mirelle.

An off-duty guard called her over. “Ma’am? Could I get another ale?”

She brought it, and he offered her a coin. “For the service.”

Not for the ale. For standing close enough that he could look down her neckline. For giving him the pleasure of her proximity.

Five sovereigns. For less than a minute of her time.

Mirelle took the coin with shaking fingers.

Another customer. Another offer. This one wanted her to sit beside him while he finished his meal. Ten sovereigns for her company.

She accepted.

The man’s hand found her thigh beneath the table, resting there like it had every right. Mirelle’s breath caught, but she didn’t move away.

His fingers traced the fabric clinging to her thick thigh, not quite pushing beneath, just… appreciating.

When he finished eating, he pressed ten sovereigns into her palm and thanked her with genuine warmth.

By the end of the night, Mirelle had earned ten sovereigns in tips.

More than she’d expected for simply sitting and being touched.

When the tavern finally closed, Theron tallied the night’s earnings with obvious satisfaction.

“Record revenue,” he announced. “The new dresses are working exactly as intended.”

Elara practically glowed. Celia looked smug.

And Mirelle…

Mirelle went to her room and stared at the ten sovereigns spread across her bed.

Payment for being touched. For being looked at. For displaying her body to men who weren’t her husband.

She should feel ashamed.

Instead, she felt the ghost of hands on her thighs and something uncomfortably close to arousal.

That night, lying in bed, Mirelle touched herself thinking about the guard’s hand on her thick thigh. About being wanted. About men looking at her massive tits with open hunger instead of polite avoidance.

She shoved three fingers inside her dripping pussy and fucked herself hard, other hand squeezing her own breast the way she wished someone else would. She came with her face buried in the pillow, biting back a moan.

The wine-red dress hung in her wardrobe.

Tomorrow, she’d wear it again. And maybe let those hands wander a little further.


Chapter 12: Celia’s First Anal

Celia arrived at Theron’s door exactly on time.

She’d spent three days preparing. Three days reading that scene in her romance novel over and over. Three days practicing with her own fingers, stretching herself, imagining.

Three days of nervous anticipation that had her core clenching with every thought.

Tonight, she was going to do something Elara hadn’t done.

Tonight, she was going to be special.

She opened the door without knocking—Theron had said to just come in—and stepped inside.

He was waiting on the edge of the bed, shirtless as usual. A bottle of oil sat on the nightstand, visible and deliberate.

“You came prepared?” he asked.

“Yes.” She’d followed his instructions exactly. Three days of careful attention to her body, making sure everything was clean, ready. “I did everything you said.”

“And you’re sure?”

“Very sure.”

Theron’s eyes traveled over her in the thin nightgown she’d worn. “Then undress and get on the bed. Face down.”

The position from her novel. The vulnerable one that exposed everything.

Celia stripped with hands that trembled only slightly. When she was naked, she climbed onto the bed and lay face down as instructed.

The position made her feel incredibly exposed. Her ass was raised slightly, on full display. She couldn’t see Theron, could only hear him moving behind her.

Then his hands touched her lower back, warm and sure.

“Relax,” he commanded. “If you fight this, it’ll hurt more than it needs to.”

“I won’t fight.”

His hands smoothed down her spine, over the curve of her ass. Appreciating. Claiming.

“You have a beautiful ass,” he murmured. “Pale. Perfect. I’m going to enjoy watching my cock disappear into it.”

Heat flooded through her at the crude words. Her core clenched, and she felt herself getting wet despite the nervous flutter in her stomach.

“We’ll go slow,” Theron continued. His thumbs traced the crease between her cheeks, spreading her slightly. “First, I need to prepare you.”

She heard the oil bottle open. Then cool liquid dripped onto her skin, right at her forbidden entrance.

Celia gasped at the sensation.

“Just oil,” Theron soothed. His finger circled her rear entrance, spreading the slickness. “Relax and breathe.”

She tried. Forced her muscles to unclench.

Then his finger pressed inside.

The intrusion was strange. Foreign. Not painful exactly, but definitely pressure. Her body wanted to push him out instinctively.

“Breathe,” Theron reminded her. “Accept it.”

She breathed. Focused on relaxing instead of clenching.

His finger sank deeper, and the sensation shifted. Less strange. More… interesting.

“That’s it,” he praised. “You’re doing well.”

He worked that single finger in and out, letting her adjust to the feeling. It was different from vaginal penetration—tighter, more intense, but not unpleasant.

Actually kind of nice, if she was honest.

“More oil,” Theron said, withdrawing. “And a second finger.”

More cool slickness. Then two fingers pressed together, beginning to stretch her.

This burned slightly. Celia bit her lip, refusing to make a sound.

“Don’t hold back,” Theron said, as if reading her mind. “I need to hear you. Need to know if something’s wrong.”

“It’s… fine. Just tight.”

“It’s supposed to be tight.” His fingers pushed deeper, spreading slightly inside her. “But you need to be relaxed enough for my cock. Which is considerably larger than two fingers.”

The reminder made her core clench. She’d seen his cock. Knew how thick it was.

How was that supposed to fit in her ass?

“Trust me,” Theron said, as if hearing her thoughts again. “Your body can take it. But we need to prepare properly.”

He worked his two fingers patiently, stretching her gradually. Adding more oil when needed. Sometimes curling them slightly, hitting spots that made her gasp.

“Oh—”

“Good spot?” Amusement in his voice.

“Different. Intense.”

“Wait until my cock hits that spot.”

The promise made her shiver with anticipation.

After what felt like an eternity of stretching, Theron withdrew his fingers completely.

“I think you’re ready. Are you ready?”

“Yes.” No hesitation.

“Then stay exactly like this. Don’t move.”

She heard him undress fully. Heard the slick sound of him oiling his cock. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

This was it. This was really happening.

Then she felt the broad head of his cock press against her prepared entrance, and her breath stopped.

“Breathe,” Theron commanded. “Push back slightly. Like you’re trying to push me out—it actually helps open you up.”

Celia obeyed. Pushed back slightly.

Pressure. Incredible pressure. Too much, she couldn’t possibly—

Then the head popped inside, and she cried out.

“Stop?” Theron’s voice was strained.

“No. Keep going. I want all of it.”

“Greedy girl.”

He pushed in slowly. Inch by excruciating inch. The stretch was overwhelming. More than his fingers. More than anything she’d imagined.

But not painful. Just… full. So incredibly full.

“Halfway,” Theron said, his hands gripping her hips to steady them both.

Only halfway. Gods.

“More,” she demanded, voice muffled by the pillow. “All of it. I didn’t come here for half measures.”

A dark chuckle. “As you wish.”

He pushed deeper. And deeper. Until finally—finally—she felt his hips against her ass cheeks.

He was fully seated inside her. All of him. In her ass.

Celia couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. Could only feel the overwhelming fullness, the strange pressure, the tightness that bordered on too much.

“How is it?” Theron asked, holding completely still.

“It’s… a lot. So much. I feel so full.”

“Good full or bad full?”

“I don’t know yet. Move. Let me find out.”

He withdrew slightly—not all the way, just a few inches—and pushed back in.

The sensation changed. The movement created friction, pressure, a sliding fullness that made her gasp.

“Again,” she breathed.

He did it again. Established a slow, careful rhythm. Each thrust sent sparks of something through her—not quite pleasure yet, but definitely not pain.

“It’s starting to feel… different,” she admitted.

“Different how?”

“Good. Strange but good.”

“Then I’ll go faster.”

He picked up the pace, and suddenly Celia understood what all those romance novels had been talking about.

Each thrust hit something deep inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. The fullness became less overwhelming and more delicious. Her body started meeting his rhythm, pushing back to take him deeper.

“Oh God,” she gasped. “That’s—right there—”

“Found it,” Theron said with satisfaction.

He angled his hips slightly and hit that spot again. And again. Building a rhythm that made Celia’s entire body light up with sensation.

Her clit throbbed, neglected but somehow still on fire. The dual awareness—her ass being thoroughly fucked and her pussy clenching on nothing—was almost too much.

She wanted to touch herself. Her hand twitched toward her neglected pussy.

But something stopped her. Some stubborn need to prove something.

Elara would need to touch herself, she thought. I won’t.

If she was going to do this—if this was going to be her specialty—she wanted to know if she could cum from anal alone. From nothing but his cock in her forbidden place.

The thought sent another spike of arousal through her.

Theron’s cock driving into her ass. The overwhelming fullness. The building pressure that seemed to come from somewhere deeper than her clit, somewhere she’d never known existed.

Each thrust hit that spot inside her. Again. Again. Building something.

“I’m going to—” she gasped, shocked by the realization. “Oh God, I’m going to—”

Her orgasm hit like a freight train.

Celia screamed into the pillow as pleasure exploded through her. Her ass clenched tight around Theron’s cock, her neglected pussy clamped down on nothing and gushed—actually gushed, she could feel wetness flooding out and soaking the sheets beneath her. Her whole body convulsed, legs shaking, back arching, toes curling.

It was different from any orgasm she’d ever had. Deeper. More intense. It kept going, wave after wave as his cock stayed buried in her ass, each pulse of her muscles prolonging the sensation.

I did it, she thought through the haze of pleasure. I came from anal alone.

“Fuck, Celia,” Theron groaned. “The way you’re clenching—I’m not going to last—”

“Then don’t,” she managed between gasps. “Cum. Fill my ass. I want it.”

That did it.

He drove deep one final time and held there, and Celia felt him pulse inside her. Felt the hot rush of his cum flooding her ass—a strange sensation, foreign but intimate.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, yes, yes.”

When he finally finished, he stayed inside her until his cock softened enough to slip out naturally.

The feeling of emptiness was almost worse than the initial penetration. She felt used. Claimed. Marked in a way that was more intimate than regular sex.

Theron collapsed beside her on the bed, breathing hard. Celia rolled onto her side, wincing slightly at the soreness.

But it was good soreness. Proof of what she’d done.

“How do you feel?” Theron asked.

“Sore. Full. Different.” She met his eyes. “Elara doesn’t do this with you.”

“No.”

“So I’m better at this than her.”

He laughed—genuine and warm. “You’re more willing to try it. Whether that makes you better…”

“It makes me different,” Celia interrupted. “It gives me something she doesn’t have.”

“Is that what this was about? Competition?”

“Partially.” Honesty seemed easier in the afterglow. “But also… I genuinely wanted to try it. Wanted to know if the fantasy matched reality.”

“And did it?”

“Better,” she admitted. “The books didn’t capture how intense it actually is.”

“Will you want to do it again?”

“Yes.” No hesitation. “Not every time. But regularly. This can be my… specialty.”

There it was. The competitive edge even in this intimate moment.

Theron’s hand traced down her spine, over the curve of her ass.

“One out of three times,” Celia declared, her voice firm with newfound confidence. “I come to you three nights, we do anal once. The other times, regular sex. I want to be your anal girl.”

Theron’s eyes darkened with approval. “Deal.”

She curled against him, feeling his cum slowly leak from her well-used ass. The sensation should be disgusting. Was instead oddly satisfying.

She’d done it. Had done something Elara wouldn’t. Had found her niche.

“This is my thing now,” she murmured, mostly to herself. “My edge.”

“Your thing,” Theron agreed with amusement.

“Elara’s got… whatever she’s got. Enthusiasm and devotion and all that.” Celia’s tone was dismissive. “But I have this. And I’m going to be amazing at it.”

“You already are.”

The praise warmed her more than it should.

She stayed in his bed longer than usual that night, too satisfied and sore to move. When she finally got up to leave, she felt his cum dripping down her thighs—evidence of what she’d done, what she’d become.

Back in her room, she examined herself in the mirror. Turned around to look over her shoulder. Her ass was pink, slightly gaping, cum still leaking out.

She looked thoroughly used. She grinned.

Tomorrow, she’d walk differently. Elara would notice. Would wonder.

Let her wonder.

Celia had found her edge.


Chapter 13: Telling Maren

Theron knocked on Maren’s door exactly when expected—late enough that the children were asleep, early enough that neighbors wouldn’t notice.

The door opened immediately. Maren stood there in a simple house dress, her vibrant copper-red hair loose around her shoulders, emerald green eyes bright with anticipation.

“You’re punctual,” she said with a smile.

“I try.”

She pulled him inside and locked the door behind them. The house was quiet, warm, familiar. Theron had been here enough times now to know the layout, to recognize the smell of her cooking and the particular creak of the floorboards.

Maren’s bedroom was at the far end of the hall, well away from where the children slept.

She led him there now, closing the door with practiced silence.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she admitted, already working at the laces of her dress.

“Have you?”

“Mm. About your hands on me. Your cock inside me. About feeling alive again.”

Her dress fell away. Underneath, she wore nothing.

At late thirties, Maren’s body was a masterpiece of mature feminine curves—enormous tits that hung heavy and full, capped with dusky nipples already stiff. Wide hips built for grabbing. Thick thighs that could crush a man. Her copper hair caught the candlelight, and the constellation of freckles across her chest and shoulders trailed down to frame those massive breasts.

“You’re staring,” she said, but she was smiling.

“Can you blame me?”

She laughed and pulled him toward the bed. “Less staring. More touching.”

They fell onto the mattress together, hands already exploring. Theron had learned Maren’s body well over the past weeks—knew how to make her gasp, where to kiss to make her arch, how hard to pinch her nipples before pleasure turned to pain.

He used that knowledge ruthlessly now.

His mouth found her enormous tits, sucking one fat nipple while his fingers twisted the other. Maren’s back arched, pressing more soft flesh into his mouth.

“God, yes,” she breathed. “Suck them harder.”

He obliged, teeth scraping sensitive skin, tongue flicking the stiff peak. His fingers pinched her other nipple hard enough to make her moan and squirm beneath him.

When his hand slid between her thick thighs, she was soaking wet. Her pussy practically dripped onto his fingers.

“Always so ready,” he murmured against her breast.

“Widowhood teaches you to appreciate what you can get.” Her hand found his cock through his trousers, squeezing the thick shaft. “And I appreciate this very much.”

They undressed each other with eager efficiency. When Theron finally pushed inside her—her mature pussy gripping him like a wet fist—Maren cried out loud enough that he worried about the children.

“They sleep through anything,” she assured him, wrapping her thick thighs around his waist. “Now fuck me properly.”

He did.

Hard, deep thrusts that made the bed slam against the wall. Maren met every stroke with a roll of her hips, taking his entire length, her pussy squelching wetly with each impact. Her massive tits bounced and jiggled with the rhythm, slapping together, and Theron couldn’t look away.

“Harder,” she demanded.

He gave her harder. Pounded into her voluptuous body until sweat soaked them both. Until Maren was gasping and moaning and raking his back with her nails.

“That’s it,” she encouraged. “Use me. Fuck me like you mean it.”

Her words pushed him closer to the edge, but he held back. He grabbed one of her huge tits, squeezing the soft flesh, and his other hand found her clit, circling with practiced pressure.

That did it.

Maren came with a wail, her pussy clenching around his cock in rhythmic pulses that milked him. Her whole body convulsed beneath him, tits shaking, thighs clamping around his waist. He kept thrusting through her orgasm, drawing it out until she was sobbing with overstimulation.

When she finally came down, gasping and trembling, he let himself go.

He drove deep and came hard, cock pulsing as he emptied himself into her unprotected pussy. Maren’s mature cunt milked him, squeezing out every drop.

Afterward, they lay tangled together, both breathing hard.

This was the moment. Post-sex. Defenses down. Time for difficult truths.

“I learned something about Orin,” Theron said carefully.

Maren’s hand, which had been tracing patterns on his chest, stilled. “What about him?”

“He’s been visiting prostitutes in the harbor quarter.”

She relaxed slightly. “That’s not unusual for a young man. I’d be more concerned if he wasn’t interested in women.”

“It’s not that he’s visiting them. It’s what he asks them to do.”

Now she tensed. “What do you mean?”

Theron took a breath. No way to soften this. “He asks them to pretend to be you.”

Silence.

Maren didn’t move. Didn’t speak. Just lay there processing.

“He asks them to dress like you,” Theron continued, keeping his voice steady. “To act maternal. To call him specific pet names. And he calls them ‘Maren’ during… during sex.”

More silence.

Theron’s cock was still inside her, softening now. Part of him wanted to pull out, give her space. But movement might break whatever fragile moment this was.

“How long?” Maren finally asked.

“Months. Since summer, apparently.”

“And you know this because…?”

“I saw him leaving a prostitute’s room. Asked her about it. She told me the truth because she’s worried about where this is going.”

Maren was quiet for another long moment. Then: “What’s the prostitute’s name?”

“Rosalind. The one I’ve mentioned before.”

“Ah.” Maren’s hand resumed its pattern-tracing on his chest. “The sex-positive one.”

“Yes.”

“And she thinks this is a problem?”

“She thinks it’s going to escalate. That eventually, Orin’s fantasy won’t be enough. That he’ll want the real thing.”

“The real thing being me.”

“Yes.”

Theron waited for outrage. For disgust. For anger that her godson—the boy she’d raised like a son—was harboring such inappropriate fantasies.

Instead, Maren said, “Tell me exactly what he requests. All the details.”

So Theron did. Explained the clothes. The roleplay. The specific dynamic Orin wanted. The way the fantasy had evolved from tentative and guilt-ridden to confident and demanding.

Maren listened without interrupting, her face unreadable.

When he finished, she was quiet again.

“You’re not disgusted,” Theron observed.

“Should I be?” She met his eyes. “My husband had fantasies about my sister. Wanted to watch me with other men. Suggested group situations that would make most people blush. I learned young that fantasy and reality are different things, and that wanting something taboo doesn’t make you evil.”

“But this is different. This is your godson.”

“Who I’m not related to by blood. Who’s a grown man now, not the little boy I used to tuck into bed.” Maren’s fingers traced down Theron’s chest thoughtfully. “I raised him. Love him like a son. But biologically? We’re strangers who happen to live in the same house.”

“So you’re not horrified?”

“I’m…” She paused, searching for words. “Curious. Maybe a little flattered. Definitely conflicted.”

“Conflicted how?”

“Part of me thinks I should be horrified. Should shut this down immediately. Should talk to him about appropriate boundaries.” She shifted slightly, and Theron felt her pussy clench around his softening cock. “But another part of me… the part that married Dane, that enjoyed all his wild suggestions… that part wonders what it would be like.”

Theron’s cock stirred with interest despite having just finished.

“What it would be like to give him what he wants?” Theron asked carefully.

“To be wanted that way. To have someone fantasize about me so intensely they pay for elaborate roleplay.” Maren’s eyes darkened. “To be the focus of that much desire. It’s… intoxicating, if I’m honest.”

“So you’re considering it.”

“I didn’t say that.” But her tone suggested otherwise.

“What would you need to consider it?”

“Permission, I suppose. Not from you—from something higher.” She laughed humorlessly. “Which is ridiculous. Seeking divine approval for fucking my godson.”

“Father Aldric might surprise you.”

“The hypocrite who preaches chastity then visits prostitutes?” Maren’s smile was sharp. “I bet he would. For the right donation.”

“Probably.”

They lay in silence for a moment, Theron’s cock still inside her, both processing the conversation.

“Would you help?” Maren finally asked. “If I decided to… explore this. Would you be there?”

“You want me there?”

“I don’t know if I could do it alone. If I’m going to cross this particular line, I want someone I trust present. Someone who can… facilitate.” Her eyes held his. “Someone who understands unconventional arrangements.”

“I understand them,” Theron agreed.

“You’ve built yourself a nice little harem, haven’t you?” Maren’s tone was knowing. “Both sisters. Me. Who else?”

“Just you three. For now.”

“For now,” she repeated with amusement. “Ambitious boy.”

“I learned from watching capable women navigate complex situations.”

“Flattery.” But she was smiling.

Theron pulled out of her slowly, his cum immediately leaking from her well-used pussy. Maren didn’t move to clean it up, just let it drip.

“I need to think about this,” she said. “About Orin. About what it would mean.”

“Take your time.”

“But not too much time. If Rosalind’s right, he’s going to make a move eventually. Better I’m prepared when he does.”

“Agreed.”

Maren sat up, magnificent in her nakedness. Her copper hair fell wild around her shoulders, and her enormous breasts swayed with the movement.

“I’ll talk to Father Aldric,” she decided. “Get his theological opinion. If he says it’s forgivable…” She met Theron’s eyes. “Then maybe I’ll let myself consider it seriously.”

“And if you do consider it seriously?”

“Then I’ll let you know.” Her smile turned wicked. “And we’ll see if reality can match my godson’s fantasy.”

Theron dressed slowly, watching Maren still lounging naked on the bed.

“You’re remarkably calm about this,” he observed.

“I’ve had too many years being shocked by Dane’s suggestions to waste energy on shock now,” Maren said. “Life’s short. Pleasure is rare. If Orin wants me, and I’m curious about him, and it doesn’t actually hurt anyone…” She shrugged. “Why not?”

Why not indeed.

Theron left her house with his mind spinning.

Maren wasn’t disgusted. Was actually considering giving her godson exactly what he fantasized about.

And she wanted Theron there when it happened.

This was either going to be spectacular or catastrophic. Probably both.

But walking back to the tavern through dark streets, he found himself hoping for spectacular.


Chapter 14: Elara Hears Something

Elara couldn’t sleep.

It happened sometimes—nights when her body was tired but her mind wouldn’t quiet. Usually she’d read or think about the next day’s work.

Tonight, she lay in bed listening to the sounds of the house settling.

Then she heard a door open.

Not Theron’s door. Not hers.

Celia’s.

Elara went very still, listening.

Soft footsteps in the hallway. Moving away from Celia’s room. Toward—

Theron’s door opened. Closed.

Silence.

Then, after a few moments, sounds. Familiar sounds that Elara knew intimately.

The creak of bedframe. Movement. And then—

A gasp. Sharp. Distinctly Celia’s voice, though muffled.

Elara sat up slowly, heart pounding.

Celia was in Theron’s room.

Celia was fucking Theron.

Or more accurately, Theron was fucking Celia.

The sounds continued. Different from the ones Elara made—sharper, more intense. Almost pained, but not quite.

Curiosity won over shock.

Elara slipped out of bed and moved silently to her door. Opened it a crack.

She could hear better now. Could hear the rhythm of bodies moving. Could hear Celia’s voice, breathless and desperate.

“There—right there—oh God—”

What were they doing that made Celia sound like that?

Elara had heard her sister through the walls before when Celia didn’t know she was listening. Had heard her masturbate with increasing frequency over the past weeks.

But this was different. These sounds were rawer. More intense.

“Harder—I can take it—please—”

Harder?

The bed creaked more violently. Something hit the wall in a steady rhythm.

And then Celia screamed—actually screamed—into what must be a pillow because the sound was muffled but unmistakable.

She was coming. Celia was having an orgasm in Theron’s bed.

Elara’s hand drifted between her thighs of its own accord.

She should be angry. Should be jealous. Should feel betrayed.

Instead, she was… aroused.

The sounds continued. Celia begging for more. Theron’s low voice saying something Elara couldn’t quite make out. More movement. More gasps.

Elara’s fingers found wetness. She was soaked. Listening to her sister fuck the man Elara loved was making her incredibly horny.

What did that say about her?

The rhythm changed. Became more frantic. Celia’s voice rose again, sharp and desperate.

“Yes—yes—fill me—I want it all—”

Theron’s groan carried clearly. The sound of a man reaching climax.

Then silence, broken only by heavy breathing.

Elara pulled her hand away and retreated to her bed, mind spinning.

Celia and Theron. How long had this been going on?

She thought back over the past week. Celia walking strangely some mornings. The satisfied gleam in her eyes. The way she’d looked at Theron across the breakfast table with something possessive and triumphant.

It had been happening for a while. At least several days. Maybe longer.

And Elara had been oblivious.

She lay in the dark, listening. Eventually, she heard Theron’s door open again. Heard Celia’s footsteps returning to her room.

Her sister had just been thoroughly fucked and was walking back to her own bed satisfied.

The same thing Elara did several nights a week.

They were both sleeping with him.

She should confront them. Should demand answers. Should be furious.

Instead, Elara found herself smiling in the dark.

Celia finally got what she wanted. Finally stopped judging and started participating. Finally understood why Elara had been glowing for weeks.

Good.

It was about damn time.



The next night, Elara went to Theron’s room.

Not for sex—not this time. For answers.

He looked up when she entered, surprise flickering across his face. “Elara? I thought—”

“You’re fucking Celia too.”

No point dancing around it. She’d heard everything.

Theron studied her for a long moment. Then: “Yes.”

“Does that upset you?” he asked when she didn’t immediately respond.

Elara considered the question honestly. Did it upset her?

“I thought it would,” she admitted. “When I heard her go to your room. When I heard those sounds—those different sounds.” She met his eyes. “But I’m not upset. I’m… curious.”

“Curious about what?”

“What you do with her that makes her sound like that.” Elara moved closer. “Those weren’t normal sex sounds. She was screaming like—”

“Anal,” Theron said simply.

Elara’s eyebrows shot up. “Really?”

“She found a book. One of her romance novels with some explicit scenes. She wanted to try it.” He shrugged. “Turns out she loves it.”

“And you?”

“It’s different. Tighter. She’s very… enthusiastic about it.”

Elara processed this. Her cold, judgmental sister had given up her ass and discovered she loved it.

“She wants it to be her specialty,” Theron continued. “Something unique. Something you haven’t done with me.”

Ah. There it was. The competitive edge. Even in sex, Celia needed to feel special. Needed to be better.

“I could do that too,” Elara heard herself say. “If I wanted.”

“You don’t have to compete with her.”

“I know.” She stepped closer still, until she was standing right in front of him. “But I don’t want her having something I don’t. Show me different. Soon.”

Theron’s eyes darkened with interest. “Are you sure?”

“I’ll prepare. Like she did.” Elara’s smile turned mischievous. “Then we’ll see who screams louder.”

She kissed him—deep and possessive—then pulled away before it could become more.

“Not tonight. Tonight I just wanted to know.” She moved toward the door. “But soon, Theron. I want to give you everything.”

She left him there, obviously aroused, and felt oddly powerful.

Celia had found her specialty. Fine.

Elara would try it too. And if it wasn’t for her, that was fine—she had other things Celia didn’t. Like Theron’s heart.

But she wasn’t going to let her sister have something she hadn’t at least attempted.

That wasn’t competition.

That was just thorough.



The next morning, Elara studied Celia across the breakfast table.

Her sister was trying to act normal, but the tells were there. The slight wince when she sat. The flush in her cheeks. The way her eyes flicked to Theron and then away quickly.

Elara waited until Mirelle was distracted with cooking and Theron was reviewing the ledger.

“You’re walking strangely again,” she said innocently.

Celia’s eyes snapped to hers. Wary. Defensive.

“I’m fine.”

“Are you? You seem… sore. Like you pulled something.” Elara’s smile was knowing. “Or maybe someone pulled you.”

Celia’s face went crimson.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said stiffly.

“Don’t you?” Elara leaned closer, voice dropping to a whisper. “I heard you last night. Heard you leave your room. Heard you in his room.”

Celia went very still.

“Heard you screaming into a pillow when you came,” Elara continued, still smiling. “Quite loudly, I might add.”

“Elara—”

“It’s fine.” Elara sat back, taking a sip of tea. “Really. I’m not angry.”

“You’re not?”

“Why would I be? You’re my sister. He’s… well, he’s clearly capable of handling more than one woman.” She grinned. “Plus, I kind of suspected. You’ve been watching us for weeks. Only a matter of time before watching became participating.”

Celia looked like she didn’t know whether to be embarrassed or relieved.

“You knew I was watching?”

“I’m not blind. The door was cracked the same amount every night. I may have even left it that way on purpose.” Elara’s grin widened. “Wanted you to see what you were missing.”

“That’s… devious.”

“I learned from the best.” Elara glanced at Theron, who was still absorbed in his ledger. “So. How was it?”

“I’m not discussing this with you.”

“Why not? We’re sharing him. Might as well be honest about it.”

The word sharing hung between them.

Celia processed for a moment, then seemed to make a decision. “Fine. It was… incredible. Better than I imagined.”

“How many times did you come?”

“Elara!”

“What? I’m curious.”

“Three. Maybe four.” Celia’s cheeks burned. “I lost count.”

“Not bad for a beginner. It took him two weeks to get me to three.” Elara felt oddly proud. “Though those sounds you were making… what exactly were you doing?”

Celia’s eyes shifted away. “Nothing special.”

“Celia.”

A long pause. Then, very quietly: “Anal.”

Elara’s eyebrows shot up. “Really?”

“Yes.”

“And you liked it?”

“Very much.” Celia met her eyes defiantly. “It’s my specialty now. My thing. Something you haven’t done with him.”

There it was. The competitive edge.

Instead of being offended, Elara laughed. “Of course you turned it into a competition.”

“I just mean—”

“I know what you mean. You want something that’s uniquely yours. That makes you special.” Elara shrugged. “I get it. And honestly? If it ends up being your specialty, that’s fine. I told Theron I want to try it too, but who knows if I’ll even like it.”

Celia looked surprised. “You’re going to try?”

“Maybe. We’ll see.” Elara grinned. “But if you’re better at it than me, then enjoy being the anal queen of the household.”

“You’re being very casual about this.”

“Why shouldn’t I be? We’re both adults. We both want him. He apparently wants us both.” Elara took another sip of tea. “Plus, you’re finally relaxing. Finally admitting you want things. That’s worth celebrating, not fighting about.”

Celia studied her sister with something like wonder. “I thought you’d be jealous.”

“I thought I would be too.” Elara glanced at Theron again. “But I’m not. I’m… happy for you, I guess. Happy that you’re finally experiencing what I’ve been experiencing.”

“You’re strange.”

“You’re judgmental. We both have our flaws.” Elara’s smile turned mischievous. “So. Since we’re being honest. How big is his cock when you’re looking at it up close?”

“Elara!”

“What? It’s a legitimate question.”

Despite herself, Celia laughed—actually laughed. “It’s huge. I didn’t know how it was going to fit.”

“Right? The first time I thought I was going to break.”

“Exactly!”

They dissolved into giggles, two sisters bonding over shared sexual experience with the same man.

Mirelle glanced over from the stove. “What’s so funny?”

“Nothing, Mother,” they said in unison.

When breakfast ended and everyone dispersed to start the day, Elara caught Celia’s arm.

“Listen. I meant what I said. I’m not angry. But let’s make a deal.”

“What kind of deal?”

“We don’t compete with each other. We compete for him.” Elara’s eyes gleamed. “Together. Make him so desperate and satisfied that he can’t imagine wanting anyone else.”

Celia considered this, then nodded slowly. “I can work with that.”

“Good.” Elara squeezed her arm. “Oh, and Celia? Try to keep it down a bit next time. Those screams carry through the walls, and eventually Mother’s going to hear.”

Celia’s face went crimson again, but she was smiling.

As they went their separate ways to start the day’s work, Elara felt something shift between them.

They’d never been close. But now they shared something significant. A secret. A man.

That made them allies.

Elara hummed as she worked that afternoon. Celia had finally joined her.

Now the real fun could begin.


Chapter 15: Elara Offers Anal

Theron expected the usual when Elara slipped into his room that night.

Soft kisses. Eager hands. Her small body pressing against his with the kind of desperate need that never failed to make his cock ache.

Instead, she closed the door and turned to face him with an expression he couldn’t quite read.

Determined. Nervous. Something else underneath.

“You’ve been with Celia,” she said.

Not a question. A statement.

He nodded slowly. “Yes.”

“For how long?”

“About a week.”

Elara processed this, biting her lower lip. God, he loved that habit. Made her look innocent even when he knew she was anything but.

“I’m not angry,” she said. “I told you that this morning.”

“I know.”

“But I’ve been thinking.” She moved closer, fingers trailing up his chest. “About what makes me special to you. About what I offer that she doesn’t.”

Theron’s hands found her waist automatically. “You don’t need to—”

“I know Celia does anal with you.” The words came out in a rush. “You told me, and then she confirmed it. She’s proud of it. Says it’s her specialty.”

“Elara—”

“I’ve been preparing.” Her voice was steady but her cheeks flushed pink. “For three days. Like the novels describe. I want to try it. Tonight.”

His cock stirred despite his better judgment. “You don’t have to compete with her.”

“I’m not competing.” Transparent lie. “I just want to experience everything with you. I want to give you everything she gives you and more.”

Theron studied her face. Saw the determination there. The need to prove herself.

He should probably refuse. Should tell her she was perfect exactly as she was.

Instead, his cock made the decision for him.

“Are you sure?”

Elara nodded, already reaching for the laces of her dress. “Very sure.”

She undressed slowly, letting him drink in the body he knew intimately by now. Her dress slid down her shoulders, catching briefly on her small perky breasts before dropping to pool at her feet. Hard pink nipples stood at attention in the cool air, stiff little peaks begging to be sucked. Slim waist flaring to hips that had just enough curve to fill his hands perfectly. She stepped out of her smallclothes, revealing the smooth slit between her thighs, already glistening wet—her arousal visible even in candlelight.

Naked, she looked like a fantasy made flesh. Honey blonde hair cascading over pale shoulders. Cornflower eyes dark with arousal. Her pussy bare and pink, the lips slightly parted with need, slick and swollen. She’d been wet since before she knocked on his door. Probably wet all day thinking about this.

“How do you want me?” she asked, voice husky.

Theron’s throat went dry. His cock strained against his pants, already aching. “On the bed. Hands and knees.”

She climbed onto the mattress and positioned herself, back arched, ass raised high. The view from behind made his cock throb painfully—that tight little ass presented for him, pussy glistening between her thighs. He could see everything from this angle. The pink folds of her cunt, slick with arousal. The tight pucker of her ass, the entrance she was offering him tonight. Her inner thighs gleamed wet.

He took his time. Stripping off his own clothes. Retrieving the oil he’d started keeping in his room specifically for Celia’s visits.

Elara watched over her shoulder, pupils dilated with arousal and nervousness.

“Relax,” he said, kneeling behind her. “If it hurts too much, we stop.”

“I can handle it.”

Always so determined to prove herself.

He drizzled oil over his fingers, watching the slick liquid run down his hand. Started slow. One finger circling her tight entrance, spreading oil around that pink pucker. Testing. Applying gentle pressure.

Elara gasped when he pushed inside to the first knuckle. Her ass clenched around him reflexively, impossibly tight.

“Okay?” he asked.

“It’s… strange. Full. Different from your cock in my pussy.” Her voice came out breathy, uncertain.

He worked that single finger slowly, letting her adjust to the invasion. Pushed deeper, past the second knuckle, until his finger was buried in her ass to the base. Her breathing changed. Became deeper. More focused. Her pussy clenched visibly, arousal dripping down her thigh.

“Another,” he said, adding a second finger beside the first.

This time she whimpered. The stretch was significant. Her tight ring of muscle resisted, then gradually gave way as he pushed both fingers inside her ass.

“Breathe,” he reminded her. “Fighting it makes it worse.”

She took a shaky breath and consciously relaxed her muscles. His fingers slid deeper, her ass swallowing them to the knuckles.

“That’s it. Good girl.”

The praise made her shiver. Made her pussy clench visibly, more arousal leaking from her swollen lips. He could see how wet she was, how turned on despite the discomfort.

He scissored his fingers gently, stretching her. Opening her up for something much larger. Her ass gripped him like a vice, but slowly relaxed as he worked her.

“I think I’m ready,” she said after a few minutes.

“Not yet. One more.”

Three fingers now. A significant stretch that made her cry out. Elara moaned into the pillow, hips shifting restlessly, ass pushing back against his hand.

“It’s so much…” she breathed. “I feel so full.”

“Too much?”

“No. Just… intense. Like you’re stretching me open.”

He worked her open with patient thoroughness, watching oil glisten on her pale skin. Watching her ass swallow his fingers, that tight pink ring stretched around three digits. Watching the way her thighs trembled. Watching her pussy drip with arousal, cunt lips swollen and glistening.

Finally, when he thought she was as prepared as she could be, he withdrew his fingers and positioned himself behind her.

His cock looked impossibly large next to her small frame.

“Last chance to change your mind,” he said.

Elara looked back at him, cornflower-blue eyes determined. “Fuck my ass. I want to know what Celia feels when you do this to her.”

Competitive even now. Couldn’t help herself.

He pressed the head of his cock against her prepared entrance, slathering more oil along his shaft. Applied steady pressure.

The resistance was incredible. Tight beyond belief. Her ass gripped his cockhead, refusing to yield at first. Nothing like her pussy—this was a fight for every inch.

Elara’s hands fisted in the sheets, knuckles white. “Oh God—”

“Breathe.”

“I am breathing—fuck—it’s so big—it’s splitting me—”

“We can stop.”

“No.” Her voice was fierce despite the strain. “Keep going. I want all of it. Every inch.”

Stubborn girl.

He pushed slowly, adding pressure. Felt her ring of muscle resist, then gradually give way with an almost audible pop. The head of his cock slipped inside her ass.

Elara made a sound between a gasp and a whimper. Her whole body tensed. Her ass clamped down on him so hard he saw stars.

“That’s the hardest part,” he said, holding perfectly still to let her adjust. “Just breathe through it.”

She nodded, face pressed into the pillow, breathing in ragged gasps. He watched her back rise and fall, watched her hands slowly unclench from the sheets.

Inch by inch, he sank deeper. Her ass swallowed him with agonizing slowness, her tight ring stretching around his shaft. So tight he could barely think. So hot it was almost painful. He could feel every flutter and clench of her muscles as she adjusted to the invasion.

When he was finally fully seated—balls pressed against her dripping pussy, cock buried to the hilt in her tight little ass—they both stayed motionless for a long moment. He could feel her heartbeat pulsing around his cock.

“How does it feel?” he asked.

“Full.” Her voice was muffled by the pillow, strained. “So incredibly full. Like you’re… everywhere inside me. Like there’s no space left.”

“Does it hurt?”

“A little. But also… good? Maybe? I don’t know. It’s so intense I can’t think.”

He gave her time to process. To adjust. His cock throbbed inside her, desperate to move, but he held still.

Finally, she shifted her hips experimentally. Testing the sensation.

“Okay,” she said. “You can move. Slowly.”

He pulled back an inch and pushed in again. Slow. Careful. Watching her face for any sign of real pain.

Elara’s expression was complicated. Pleasure mixed with discomfort mixed with determination.

“More,” she said.

He established a rhythm. Slow thrusts that gradually increased in depth, pulling back until just his cockhead remained inside, then pushing forward until his balls pressed against her dripping cunt. Her ass gripped him like a vice, impossibly tight, the friction driving him toward climax faster than he wanted.

“Faster,” Elara said. “I can take it.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes—please—I need to know what she feels—”

He increased the pace. Not pounding her like he did with Celia, who craved it rough and hard. But more than gentle. Real thrusts now, his cock sawing in and out of her stretched asshole.

The bed creaked rhythmically. His hips slapped against her pale ass, each impact sending ripples through her flesh. The sounds of anal sex filled the room—wet, obscene, primal. The squelch of oil and flesh. The slap of skin on skin. Her ragged breathing.

Elara’s moans were different from when he fucked her pussy. More breathless. More overwhelmed. Overwhelmed but not lost in pleasure like Celia got.

“Touch yourself,” he said. “Your clit. Make yourself come while I fuck your ass.”

Her hand moved between her legs immediately. Started rubbing circles around her swollen clit, fingers sliding through the wetness gathered there. Her pussy was absolutely soaked, arousal dripping down her fingers.

That helped. Her moans deepened. Became more genuine pleasure and less focused concentration. Her ass relaxed slightly, letting him thrust deeper.

“That’s better,” she gasped. “With my clit it’s… oh… oh God…”

He kept fucking her ass while she worked herself toward orgasm, watching her small breasts sway with each thrust, hard nipples dragging against the sheets. Watched the way her back arched, presenting her ass even higher for him. Watched her fingers blur between her thighs, rubbing frantically at her clit.

Beautiful. Always so fucking beautiful. Her small body taking his cock in her tight little ass while she fingered herself toward climax.

“I’m going to come,” she said, voice tight and desperate. “Keep going—don’t stop—fuck my ass—”

Her pussy clenched visibly as her orgasm hit. Her ass clamped down on his cock almost painfully tight, rhythmic spasms milking his shaft. She screamed into the pillow, body convulsing, her fingers still working her clit through the waves.

The sensation pushed him over the edge. He buried himself to the hilt and groaned as he came, pumping load after load of hot cum deep into her ass. His cock pulsed and throbbed inside her, each spurt making her whimper. He could feel his seed filling her tight channel.

They collapsed forward together, breathing hard.

After a moment, he pulled out carefully. Elara whimpered at the withdrawal.

“You okay?” he asked.

She nodded, rolling onto her back. Looked up at him with flushed cheeks and disheveled hair.

“That was… intense.”

“Did you like it?”

She considered the question seriously. “I didn’t hate it. And having an orgasm helped. But…”

“But?”

“But it’s not my favorite thing.” She smiled ruefully. “Celia can keep that as her specialty. I’m perfectly happy with normal sex.”

Relief washed over him. “You don’t have to do everything she does.”

“I know. I just needed to try it. To prove to myself I could.” Elara pulled him down for a kiss. “But I’ve decided I’m fine being different from her. We don’t have to be the same to both be valuable to you.”

“You’re plenty valuable.”

“I know.” Her smile turned mischievous. “I’m the one who loves you. She just wants validation. That’s my advantage.”

Competitive in a different way. Always had to win something.

“So no more anal?” he asked.

“Maybe occasionally. If you want it. But not regularly.” She curled against his chest. “Let Celia have that. I have other specialties.”

“Like what?”

“Like loving you. Like making you feel good without needing to prove anything.” She kissed his jaw. “Like this.”

Her hand wrapped around his softening cock. Started stroking slowly.

“Already?” he laughed.

“I want you in my pussy. The normal way. The way I actually love.” Her eyes gleamed. “Plus, I need to remind you why I’m your favorite.”

“I don’t have a favorite.”

“Liar.”

She was probably right. Elara would always be special. The first one who truly chose him. The one who loved him instead of just wanting him.

But he wasn’t stupid enough to say that out loud.

Instead, he let her coax him hard again. Let her climb on top and sink down onto his cock with a satisfied sigh.

“This,” she said, rolling her hips. “This is what I’m good at. This is my specialty.”

And she was right. The way she rode him—all enthusiasm and devotion—was infinitely better than the experimental anal they’d just finished.

She came twice more before he filled her pussy with a second load. Collapsed on his chest afterward, satisfied and glowing.

“Was I better than Celia?” she asked sleepily.

“Different.”

“Better different or worse different?”

“Just different.”

She laughed. “Diplomatic.”

They lay tangled together in the candlelight, bodies still joined.

Outside, the tavern settled into night sounds. Somewhere down the hall, Celia probably lay awake, listening. Wondering.

Let her wonder.

Elara had tried anal and decided it wasn’t for her. Had proved she could do it if she wanted. Had settled the competition in her own mind.

Tomorrow the household would continue its strange evolution. Sisters sharing a lover. Mother watching from the edges, her own desires building.

But tonight, Theron just held Elara and enjoyed the simplicity of her devotion.

“I love you,” she murmured against his chest.

“I know.”

“Say it back.”

“I love you too.”

She smiled and fell asleep in his arms.

Theron held her, thinking about what she’d said. About giving Celia her thing. About not needing to compete.

Somewhere down the hall, Celia probably lay awake. Wondering.

Let her wonder. She’d won this particular contest. Elara had conceded anal to her.

Everyone got what they wanted.

Theron closed his eyes and let sleep claim him.


Chapter 16: Father Aldric’s Consultation

The Cathedral of Valdros loomed over the Sacred District like a stone monument to suffering.

Which, Maren supposed, was entirely appropriate given what she was about to do.

She arrived Tuesday morning when the cathedral would be mostly empty. No crowds. No witnesses. Just her and the priest and a moral question that would make most people recoil in horror.

Good thing she’d never been most people.

The interior was dim and cool, smelling of incense and old stone. Her footsteps echoed on the floor as she made her way toward the confessional booths.

Father Aldric emerged from the sacristy like he’d been waiting for her.

Probably had been. A woman entering the cathedral alone on Tuesday morning with a leather purse heavy with coin wasn’t exactly subtle.

“Maren Thornley,” he said, voice warm and pious. “It’s been some time since you sought confession.”

“I’ve been busy, Father.”

“Haven’t we all.” His eyes flicked to her purse. “Come. Let us speak in privacy.”

They moved to his office instead of the confessional. More comfortable. More appropriate for what she needed.

Maren set the purse on his desk. The clink of coins was unmistakable.

Aldric’s eyebrows rose slightly. “A generous donation.”

“Fifty sovereigns,” she said. “For the church repair fund.”

“Most generous indeed.” He folded his hands. “And what spiritual guidance do you seek in return?”

Straight to business. She appreciated that.

Maren chose her words carefully. “A hypothetical question, Father.”

“I excel at hypotheticals.”

“If a widow… let’s say a widow of good standing… raised a late friend’s child after the friend passed. Raised him from a young boy. Cared for him. Loved him as a godmother should.”

Aldric listened with the expression of a man who’d heard every sin imaginable and been shocked by none of them.

“And this boy,” Maren continued, “is now a man. Nineteen years old. An adult by any standard.”

“Go on.”

“What if this adult man developed… feelings… for the woman who raised him? What if those feelings were returned?”

Silence stretched between them.

Father Aldric steepled his fingers. “You’re asking if a godmother and her adult godson can engage in a sexual relationship without committing a sin.”

“In hypothetical terms, yes.”

“Of course. Hypothetically.” His lips twitched with something that might have been amusement. “A challenging question.”

Maren waited.

The priest stood and moved to his bookshelves. Pulled down a leather-bound tome. Flipped through pages with the ease of long familiarity.

“The Church’s prohibitions on sexual relations are quite specific,” he said. “They address blood kinship extensively. Parents and children. Siblings. Cousins. Aunts and uncles and nephews. The list goes on.”

“And godparents?”

“Ah. Here’s where it becomes interesting.” He tapped the page. “Godparents are spiritually connected to their godchildren. The bond is sacred. But it is not a blood bond. Not a legal kinship recognized by law.”

Hope flickered in Maren’s chest.

“The church recognizes that spiritual bonds carry weight,” Aldric continued. “But they are fundamentally different from familial bonds. A godmother is not a mother. A godson is not a son.”

“So it wouldn’t be… forbidden?”

Aldric’s eyes met hers directly. “Two consenting adults. No blood relation. No legal impediment. The boy is of age. The woman is widowed and free.”

He glanced at the purse of coins again.

“Theologically speaking, such a relationship would be… unusual. Society might judge it harshly. There would be talk. Scandal, perhaps.”

Maren’s heart sank.

“But,” Aldric continued, “the Church exists to guide sinners toward redemption. Not to condemn human weakness. If two adults find solace in each other’s arms… if no one is harmed… if the relationship is consensual and brings comfort rather than corruption…”

He closed the book with a soft thump.

“Then any sin involved would be minor at best. Forgivable. Well within the bounds of what confession and penance can absolve.”

Maren let out a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding.

“Thank you, Father.”

“The donation is appreciated,” he said smoothly. “The church repair fund has been sadly neglected.”

Translation: fifty sovereigns buys flexibility in interpretation.

They both knew it. Neither acknowledged it.

“One more thing,” Maren said. “This hypothetical widow… she would want discretion. For the sake of the young man’s reputation.”

“The confessional is sacred,” Aldric assured her. “What is discussed here remains here.”

Another lie. But a useful one.

Maren stood. “You’ve been very helpful, Father.”

“May Valdros grant you wisdom in your choices,” he said piously.

She left the cathedral feeling lighter than she had in days.

Permission granted. Or as close to permission as someone like her would ever receive.

Father Aldric returned to his desk and counted the fifty sovereigns with satisfaction.

The church repair fund would see perhaps ten of them. The rest would find their way into his personal coffers.

Such was the way of things.

He’d approved stranger arrangements than a godmother fucking her adult godson. At least they were both of age. At least there was no actual blood relation.

And fifty sovereigns bought a great deal of theological flexibility.

An hour later, there was a knock at the sacristy door.

“Come in,” Aldric called.

Rosalind Vale entered, closing the door behind her. Dressed respectably for once, though her low-cut blouse still showed impressive cleavage.

“Father,” she greeted him. “Our usual appointment?”

“Indeed.” He stood, already feeling his cock stir. “The confessional awaits.”

They moved to the booth together. The same booth where dozens of parishioners confessed their sins throughout the week.

Rosalind settled on the penitent’s side. Aldric took the priest’s seat.

The screen between them created the illusion of propriety. The illusion was enough.

“Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned,” Rosalind began, voice sultry even in the ritual words. “It has been one week since my last confession.”

“Tell me your sins, my child.”

“I’ve lain with men for money, Father. So many men. I’ve pleasured them with my mouth and my body. I’ve taken their seed inside me without shame.” She paused. “I’ve swallowed their cum like communion wine.”

Aldric’s breathing quickened. His hand moved to his robes, freeing his hardening cock. It jutted thick and eager from his vestments.

“How many men?” he asked, already stroking himself.

“Eight this week, Father. Maybe nine. I lost count. My pussy was never empty for long.”

“Such wickedness.” His hand moved faster, gripping his shaft. “Tell me more.”

“One was married. I sucked his cock in an alley while his wife shopped nearby. Knelt in the dirt and took him down my throat. He came all over my face and I licked every drop clean. Tasted so good, Father.”

Aldric groaned softly. Through the screen, he could see Rosalind’s hand moving. Could see her touching herself through her dress, fingers working between her thighs.

“Another wanted my ass,” she continued, voice husky. “Paid extra for it. Bent me over a barrel and fucked my tight hole until I screamed. Came so deep inside me I was leaking for hours.”

“You are truly fallen,” Aldric breathed, cock throbbing in his fist.

“Yes, Father. So very fallen. My holes exist to be filled. Do you think I’m beyond redemption?”

“No one is beyond redemption.” He was close now. So close. Pre-cum leaked from his tip. “But your penance must be severe.”

“What would you have me do, Father?”

“Come closer to the screen.”

She shifted, face nearly touching the wooden lattice. Through the gaps, Aldric could see her full lips, wet and parted. Her knowing smile. The swell of her breasts rising with each breath.

He stood, moved closer on his side. His cock jutted through the ornate screen, thick and flushed, within reach of her mouth.

“For your penance,” he said hoarsely, “you must purify yourself through service.”

“Of course, Father. Let me worship at your altar.”

Her lips wrapped around him, soft and hot.

The sensation was exquisite. Warm, wet, perfect. She sucked him with the skill of long practice, tongue swirling around his sensitive head before sliding down his shaft. She took him deep, nose nearly touching the lattice, throat opening to accept his length.

This was his favorite sin. The one he committed every week without fail.

Preaching chastity on Sundays. Getting his cock sucked by a prostitute in the confessional on Tuesdays.

The hypocrisy only made it better.

“That’s it,” he gasped. “Take your penance. Worship with your mouth.”

Rosalind bobbed her head, lips stretched around his thickness. Wet sounds filled the confessional—slurping, sucking, the obscene rhythm of a woman pleasuring a man. Her tongue traced the underside of his shaft, found the sensitive spot just below the head, made him groan.

She pulled back to lick his cock like a treat, tongue swirling around the tip, collecting the pre-cum that leaked freely now. Then swallowed him again, cheeks hollowing with suction.

“Swallow your redemption,” he moaned. “Take it all.”

Rosalind hummed around his cock. The vibration sent him over the edge.

He came hard, hips jerking, flooding her mouth with hot spurts. She swallowed rhythmically, throat working around him, milking every drop. Didn’t spill a single bit.

When he was spent and softening, she pulled back and licked her lips clean. Her chin glistened with saliva and the remnants of his release.

“Am I forgiven, Father?”

“Your sins are absolved, my child.” He tucked his softening cock back into his robes, hands still trembling. “Go in peace and sin no more.”

They both knew she would sin again. Would return next week for the same ritual.

And he would absolve her again. For a price.

Rosalind left the confessional with a satisfied smile.

Father Aldric returned to his office and poured himself wine.

Another successful morning. He’d granted Maren Thornley permission to fuck her godson, received fifty sovereigns for his flexibility, and enjoyed his weekly blowjob from Amoria’s most skilled prostitute.

All in a day’s work.

He sipped his wine and began planning Sunday’s sermon about the dangers of lust.

The irony wasn’t lost on him. He just didn’t care.


Chapter 17: Mirelle Suspects

Mirelle had been noticing things.

Small things. Easy to dismiss individually. Harder to ignore when they accumulated.

The way Elara walked some mornings—careful, satisfied, glowing with something that looked suspiciously like thorough sex.

The way Celia’s cold demeanor had softened. The secret smiles. The way she touched her lips sometimes like remembering a kiss.

The sounds through the walls at night.

She’d tried to ignore those. Tried to convince herself it was just Elara visiting Theron. Just one daughter in an inappropriate but ultimately harmless relationship with their employer.

But then she’d heard Celia’s door open late at night. Heard footsteps moving down the hall.

Heard different sounds. Sharper. More intense. Coming from Theron’s room but distinctly Celia’s voice.

And she could no longer pretend she didn’t know.

He was fucking both of them.

Her employer. Her daughters.

Both of them.

The realization should have filled her with outrage. Should have driven her to confront him immediately. Demand he stop. Threaten to leave. Protect her daughters from corruption.

Instead, Mirelle lay in bed at night listening to the sounds and felt her hand drift between her thighs.

Felt herself getting wet imagining what they were doing.

What did that make her?



Wednesday morning, she watched them all at breakfast with new eyes.

Theron at the head of the table, reviewing the tavern’s ledger with casual authority. Looking every inch the confident young master he’d become.

Nineteen years old and bedding two women. Sisters, no less.

Elara chattering happily about the day’s work, occasionally touching Theron’s arm. Casual intimacy that spoke of nights spent in his bed. Of hands that knew every inch of each other’s bodies.

Celia quieter but no less connected. The way her eyes followed him when she thought no one was looking. The flush in her cheeks when he spoke to her directly.

Both of them orbiting him like planets around the sun.

And neither of them showing any sign of distress. Any fear. Any reluctance.

They looked… happy.

Satisfied.

Thoroughly fucked and content about it.

Mirelle poured tea with trembling hands.

“Are you all right, Mother?” Elara asked.

“Fine. Just tired.”

“You should sleep more.”

If only Elara knew what kept her awake.

The sounds of her daughters having sex. The wet sounds of bodies joining. The gasps and moans and occasional screams into pillows.

And her own treacherous body responding. Getting wet. Aching. Wanting.

“I’ll try,” she said.

After breakfast, everyone dispersed to their tasks.

Mirelle retreated to the kitchen, her sanctuary. The one place where she could focus on something other than the growing awareness that her household had transformed into something she barely recognized.

But even here, she couldn’t escape.

Celia came in to help with prep work. Moving differently than she used to. Not the cold, rigid posture of before. Something looser. Easier.

Like tension had been fucked out of her body and replaced with satisfaction.

“You seem happy,” Mirelle said carefully.

Celia’s hands paused in chopping vegetables. “Do I?”

“You’re smiling more. Relaxing.”

“I suppose I am.”

“Any particular reason?”

Celia met her mother’s eyes with something like defiance. “I’ve decided to stop judging everything and everyone. Including myself.”

“That’s… good.”

“It is. I spent so long being miserable about what other people were doing. What they were enjoying.” She resumed chopping. “Turns out participating is better than watching.”

The words hung in the air.

Mirelle knew exactly what Celia was really saying.

“As long as you’re safe,” she managed. “As long as no one’s hurting you.”

“No one’s hurting me, Mother.” Celia’s smile was small but genuine. “Quite the opposite, actually.”

After Celia left, Mirelle gripped the counter until her knuckles went white.

This was happening. Really happening.

Both her daughters sleeping with the same man. Both of them happy about it. Finding unexpected common ground through sharing a lover.

And she had no moral high ground to stand on.

Not when she pleasured herself nightly thinking about the same man.



That night, Mirelle couldn’t sleep again.

She told herself she wouldn’t listen. Wouldn’t pay attention to the sounds from other rooms.

But her body had other ideas.

Around midnight, she heard Theron’s door open. Heard soft footsteps in the hall.

Elara’s footsteps, she thought. Moving with practiced stealth toward his room.

The door closed. Silence.

Then sounds.

Kissing. Rustling fabric. The creak of bedframe as weight settled.

Elara’s soft gasp. “I’ve been thinking about this all day.”

Theron’s low laugh. “Have you?”

“You know I have. I’ve been wet since breakfast.”

More sounds. Wet sounds. The unmistakable noise of mouths on flesh. Clothes hitting the floor.

Mirelle’s hand moved between her thighs of its own accord. Found her nightgown already damp.

She should stop listening. Should plug her ears. Should leave her room and go somewhere—anywhere—else.

Instead, she pressed her ear to the wall.

“God, your cock is perfect,” Elara breathed. “So thick. I love how you stretch me.”

The bed creaked rhythmically. Gaining speed. The unmistakable sound of flesh slapping against flesh.

“That’s it,” Theron said, voice commanding. “Ride me. Take what you need.”

“Yes—oh yes—you’re so deep—”

Mirelle’s fingers found wetness. She was soaked through, her pussy lips swollen and slick. Listening to her daughter getting fucked and getting aroused by it.

What kind of mother was she?

The answer came unbidden: a touch-starved widow who hadn’t been properly fucked in years. A woman whose body ached constantly. Whose pussy throbbed with need every night.

A woman who wanted exactly what her daughters were getting.

“Harder,” Elara gasped through the wall. “Fuck me harder. I want to feel you tomorrow.”

The pace increased. The bed slammed against the wall with each thrust. Mirelle could hear the wet sounds of her daughter’s pussy taking Theron’s cock over and over.

Mirelle worked her clit in time with the rhythm, two fingers rubbing slick circles around the swollen nub. Eyes closed. Imagining.

Not imagining her daughter. Imagining herself in Elara’s place.

Imagining Theron’s hands on her voluptuous body, gripping her wide hips. His cock—thick and young and hard—filling her neglected pussy. His voice in her ear saying the filthy things he said to Elara. His cum flooding her womb.

“I’m going to come,” Elara cried out. “Oh God—I’m—fill me up—breed me—”

Her scream was muffled but unmistakable. The sound of a young woman coming hard on a man’s cock.

And Theron’s groan followed. The deep, satisfied sound of a man emptying himself inside a willing woman.

Mirelle bit her pillow and came silently, body shaking, fingers buried in her sopping cunt, her own cream coating her hand. The orgasm ripped through her like lightning, making her legs tremble and her toes curl.

Shame washed over her immediately.

She’d just masturbated listening to her daughter have sex.

With the man Mirelle wanted for herself.

This was wrong. So completely wrong.

But her body didn’t care about wrong. Her body cared about eight years of widowhood. About nights spent alone. About the ache between her thighs that never truly went away.

About the fact that a nineteen-year-old was satisfying two women while she touched herself through walls.

She cleaned herself up with shaking hands and stared at the ceiling.

She knew what was happening. Knew both daughters were sleeping with him now. Knew she should be outraged, should confront them, should put a stop to it.

But outrage wouldn’t come.

Elara seemed happy. Celia seemed transformed. Neither showed fear or reluctance.

They competed for his attention. Chose this. Wanted it.

And Mirelle… Mirelle touched herself nightly to fantasies of the same man.

She had no moral high ground to stand on.

Tomorrow she would watch more carefully. Confirm her suspicions through observation.

Part of her insisted it was wrong—their employer bedding both employees, sisters no less.

But the counter-argument whispered louder: adults choosing freely. No coercion. Everyone satisfied.

And one treacherous thought that wouldn’t stop: what about you?

Mirelle pressed her pillow over her face and tried to sleep.

She was still wet. Still aching.

That wasn’t going to change anytime soon.


Chapter 18: Elara’s Threesome Tease

The sex had been particularly good that night.

Theron lay spent and satisfied, Elara’s warm body pressed against his side. Her head rested on his chest, one hand tracing lazy circles on his stomach.

The kind of post-sex intimacy that made him forget about tavern economics and household complications.

“Celia and I have been talking,” Elara said suddenly.

Theron’s hand stilled in her hair. “About?”

“Sharing you.”

He waited. Experience had taught him that Elara usually had more to say when she opened with statements like that.

“I thought I’d be jealous,” she continued. “Thought we’d be at each other’s throats. Fighting over you. Making your life miserable.”

“Are you? Jealous, I mean.”

“Not really.” She sounded almost surprised by it herself. “I thought I would be. But instead… we’re closer than we’ve ever been.”

“Closer?”

“Having a secret makes us allies instead of enemies.” Elara propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at him. “We compare notes now.”

Theron’s cock twitched with interest despite having just finished. “What kind of notes?”

“Everything. What you like. What makes you moan. The sounds you make when you come.” Her grin was wicked. “The size of your cock from different angles.”

“Elara—”

“What? It’s bonding.” She laughed at his expression. “Don’t look so shocked. You’re fucking sisters. Did you think we wouldn’t discuss it?”

Fair point.

“We have completely different approaches, you know,” Elara said. “Celia’s all competition and validation-seeking. Needs constant reassurance that she’s good at this. That she’s better than someone.”

“And you?”

“I just want to make you happy. Want to belong to you.” She kissed his chest. “I don’t need to win. I just need to be chosen.”

“You are chosen.”

“I know. That’s why I’m not threatened by her.” Elara’s finger traced patterns on his skin. “She wants to be the best. I want to be yours. We’re playing different games.”

Theron processed this. The maturity of it surprised him. Two sisters sharing a lover without the expected drama and chaos.

“There’s something else,” Elara said, voice turning shy. “Something we talked about that I wanted to mention.”

“What?”

“About maybe… eventually… together.”

His cock went from interested to fully hard in seconds.

Elara noticed, grinning. “That got your attention.”

“Are you suggesting what I think you’re suggesting?”

“Both of us. At the same time.” She watched his face. “Would you want that?”

Would he want that? Was she serious?

“I—yes. Obviously. But I didn’t think you’d—”

“I didn’t think I would either.” Elara sat up fully, gloriously naked in candlelight. “But we talked about it. Actually talked. And I’m not as disgusted by the idea as I expected to be.”

“You’re not?”

“We wouldn’t have to touch each other. Just share you simultaneously. Take turns. Watch each other with you.” Her cheeks flushed pink. “The thought is… kind of exciting, actually.”

Theron’s mind raced with possibilities. Images. Scenarios.

Two sisters in his bed. Both eager. Both willing. Both his.

“When?” The word came out hoarse.

Elara laughed. “Not tonight. Someday. When it feels right. When we’re both ready.” She leaned down, kissing him softly. “I’m telling you so you know it’s not impossible. That I’m not the obstacle.”

“Celia agreed to this?”

“She suggested it, actually.” Elara’s expression turned thoughtful. “She wants to prove she can be better than me even in a shared situation. Competitive to the end.”

“And you’re okay with that?”

“I think so. The idea of you between us…” She shivered. “It’s intimate in a different way. Like we’d be giving you everything. No holding back. No secrets.”

Theron pulled her down for a deeper kiss. His cock pressed against her thigh, already hardening again.

“You’re going to be the death of me,” he murmured against her lips.

“But what a way to go.”

They made love again—slower this time, more tender. Elara straddled him, sinking down on his cock inch by inch, savoring the stretch. Her small breasts swayed as she set a gentle rhythm, hips rolling in slow circles. Her pussy gripped him like warm silk, wet from her earlier orgasm and his cum still inside her.

She rode him with her eyes locked on his, blonde hair catching candlelight. Rising until just his head remained inside, then dropping back down to take him fully. Her hard nipples brushed his chest with each movement.

“I love how you feel inside me,” she whispered. “Like you were made to fit.”

Theron gripped her hips, letting her set the pace. Watched her bite her lip as pleasure built. Watched her small breasts bounce with each roll of her hips. Felt her pussy clench around him, squeezing and releasing.

When she came, she said his name like a prayer, head thrown back, body trembling. Her pussy fluttered around his cock, milking him.

And when he filled her again—his second load of the night flooding her already-creamy cunt—she smiled with such contentment that his chest ached.

Afterward, she curled against him, satisfied and sleepy. His cum leaked out of her onto the sheets. Neither of them cared.

“Tell me something,” Theron said. “Why are you really okay with this? With sharing?”

Elara was quiet for a long moment.

“Because you make me happy,” she said finally. “And I’ve never seen Celia happy before. She’s always been cold. Judgmental. Miserable under that mask.”

“And now?”

“Now she smiles. Laughs. Seems lighter.” Elara’s hand found his. “If sharing you does that for her… if it gives her something she’s never had… how can I be angry about it?”

“That’s generous.”

“Or selfish. Because it makes living with her easier.” She grinned. “Plus, she told me things. About what you do together. The anal stuff.”

“Oh?”

“I tried it. Decided it’s not my favorite thing.” Elara shrugged. “So she can have that. I’m happy with what we do. We each get something different from you. That’s okay.”

Theron stroked her hair, amazed once again by her capacity for acceptance.

Most women would be tearing hair and throwing punches. Demanding exclusivity. Making ultimatums.

Instead, Elara was plotting threesomes with her sister.

“What about your mother?” he asked.

Elara’s smile turned mischievous. “What about her?”

“She knows. About both of you.”

“I figured she did. Hard to hide the sounds through these walls.”

“Doesn’t that bother you?”

“Should it?” Elara propped herself up again. “Mother’s not stupid. She knows what’s happening. If she really objected, she’d have said something by now.”

“She did say something. To me.”

“And?”

“Demanded I explain myself. Accused me of taking advantage.”

“What did you tell her?”

“That you and Celia are adults making adult choices.”

Elara nodded approvingly. “Good answer. What did she say?”

“She couldn’t really argue. You both seem happy. Neither of you show fear or reluctance.” He paused. “I may have also mentioned that she’s not exactly immune to desire herself.”

“You didn’t.”

“I did.”

Elara burst out laughing. “Oh God. What did she do?”

“Looked like she wanted to die of embarrassment.”

“Serves her right for listening through walls.” Elara’s eyes gleamed. “Though I have been wondering…”

“Wondering what?”

“If Mother’s going to join us eventually.”

Theron’s cock stirred yet again. Traitor.

“That’s a disturbing image,” he lied.

“Is it?” Elara tilted her head. “She’s beautiful. Lonely. Touch-starved. And she’s been listening to both her daughters getting thoroughly fucked for weeks now.”

“Elara—”

“I’m just saying. It would make sense. In a twisted kind of way.” She grinned at his expression. “Would you? If she offered?”

“I’m not answering that.”

“That’s a yes.”

“It’s not a—”

“It’s definitely a yes.” She kissed him again, laughing against his lips. “Don’t worry. I won’t tell her you want to fuck her.”

“I never said—”

“You didn’t have to. I felt your cock twitch when I mentioned it.”

Damn it. She was too observant.

“If it happens,” Elara said seriously, “I wouldn’t be angry. Celia wouldn’t be either. We’ve already broken so many rules. What’s one more?”

“Your mother might feel differently.”

“Maybe. Or maybe she’s just as tired of being alone as we were tired of being virgins.” Elara settled against him again. “Either way, it’s her choice. Not ours.”

They lay in comfortable silence, bodies cooling in the night air.

“You’re thinking too loud,” Elara murmured.

“Sorry.”

“It’s okay. Just remember to enjoy the present too.”

“Hard not to enjoy this.”

“Mm. Good.”

Within minutes, she was asleep.

Theron held her, thinking about threesomes and mothers on the edge and the household he was building.

Tomorrow would bring new complications.

Tonight, he had a devoted lover in his arms and another woman waiting her turn.

Life was good.


Chapter 19: First Orin-Maren Contact

Theron arrived at Maren’s home later than usual that Friday night.

The children would be asleep. The house quiet except for whatever was about to happen.

His cock was already half-hard with anticipation.

Maren opened the door wearing a silk robe that clung to her voluptuous curves. Her copper-red hair was loose, catching firelight from behind her. Emerald eyes gleamed with nervous excitement.

“You’re late,” she said.

“Had to close the tavern.” He stepped inside. “Are you sure about this?”

“No.” Her smile was shaky. “But I want it anyway.”

They moved to her bedroom—the same room where they’d fucked dozens of times over the past months. But tonight was different.

Tonight they had an agenda.

“Orin’s awake?” Theron asked.

“I told him to stay dressed. To wait in his room until I called.” Maren’s hands trembled slightly as she poured wine. “If I called.”

“Last chance to change your mind.”

“I won’t.” She drank deeply. “Father Aldric gave his blessing. Such as it is. Two consenting adults, no blood relation, minor sin at worst.”

“Aldric would bless anything for fifty sovereigns.”

“I know. But I needed the excuse.” She set down the cup. “I’ve been thinking about this since you told me. Since I learned what he’s been doing with Rosalind.”

“Paying her to pretend to be you.”

“Paying her to fulfill the fantasy he’s been carrying.” Maren’s voice softened. “My sweet boy who I raised. Who I loved like a son. Who wants to fuck me like a woman.”

The crude words in her maternal voice made Theron’s cock throb.

“The wrongness makes it better,” Maren admitted. “Knowing I shouldn’t want this. That society would be horrified. That he’s the boy I changed diapers for and taught to read.”

“And you’re sure he wants this? Not just the fantasy?”

“Oh, he wants the real thing. Trust me.” Her smile turned wicked. “I’ve seen how he looks at me when he thinks I don’t notice. The way he adjusts himself when I bend over. The bulge in his pants when I hug him. He’s been ready for a long time.”

She moved to the bed, letting the robe fall open. Revealing the body underneath—curves that would make any man ache.

Massive breasts barely contained by a sheer nightgown, the dark circles of her areolas visible through the thin fabric. Hard nipples pressing against the material. Wide hips and thick thighs. The kind of MILF body that haunted teenage dreams.

“How do you want to do this?” Theron asked.

“Start with me. The way we usually do.” Maren reclined on the bed, legs falling open in invitation. Her nightgown rode up, revealing the bare slit of her pussy—already glistening wet. “Make enough noise that he hears. That he can’t resist coming to investigate.”

“Bait.”

“Exactly.” Her hand slid between her thighs, fingers parting her wet lips. “And when he opens that door… we’ll see how brave my sweet boy really is.”

Theron stripped quickly, cock jutting hard and ready. Climbed onto the bed between her thighs.

Maren’s pussy was already wet. Soaked, actually. Her lips parted to reveal pink flesh, arousal dripping down to the sheets beneath her.

“Thinking about this all day?” he asked, positioning himself at her entrance.

“For weeks,” she admitted. “Ever since you told me. My pussy’s been wet constantly.”

He pushed inside with one smooth thrust, burying himself to the hilt in her slick heat.

Maren gasped—loud, theatrical. Making sure the sound carried. “Oh God yes!”

“That’s it,” she moaned. “God, you feel so good. So deep inside me.”

They established a rhythm. Slow at first, building. Her massive breasts swayed with each thrust, threatening to spill out of her nightgown. But Maren’s moans were anything but subtle.

“Harder,” she cried out. “Fuck me harder!”

The bed creaked. Headboard tapped the wall. Anyone in the house would hear.

Theron fucked her with deliberate intensity, watching her face contort with pleasure. Watching the way her huge tits bounced with each thrust, jiggling like they were trying to escape her nightgown. The way her red hair fanned across the pillow. The way her pussy gripped him, wet and welcoming.

Minutes passed. The sounds grew louder. More frantic. The wet slap of their bodies. Her increasingly desperate moans.

And then—footsteps in the hallway.

Theron kept moving. Maren’s eyes fixed on the door.

It pushed open slowly.

Orin stood there in sleeping clothes, breathing hard. Face flushed. Obvious erection tenting his pants.

His eyes locked on the scene before him: his godmother being fucked by Theron. Maren’s legs spread wide. Her pussy stretched around another man’s cock. Her breasts bare and bouncing.

He looked like a man witnessing his deepest fantasy made real.

“Orin,” Maren breathed. Not shocked. Inviting. “Come in. Close the door.”

He obeyed mechanically, unable to look away.

Theron slowed but didn’t stop. Let Orin get a good long look at what was happening.

“I know about Rosalind,” Maren said, still impaled on Theron’s cock. “I know you pay her to pretend to be me. To say the things you’ve wanted to hear.”

Horror flickered across Orin’s face. Shame. Fear.

“Don’t be afraid,” Maren continued. “I’m not angry. I’m… flattered, actually.”

She reached out a hand toward him.

“Come here, my sweet boy. Come to me.”

The words—the exact words he’d paid Rosalind to say—shattered his paralysis.

Orin moved to the bed like a man in a dream.

Maren looked at Theron. “Let me up.”

He pulled out, moving aside. His cock glistened with her arousal.

Maren sat up, nightgown falling back into place, and looked at Orin directly.

“Do you want this?” she asked. “Really want this? Not the fantasy. The reality. Me. Your godmother who raised you.”

“Yes.” His voice cracked. “God, yes. I’ve wanted this for so long.”

“Then take off your clothes.”

Orin stripped with shaking hands. His cock sprang free—young, hard, desperate. Not as large as Theron’s but thick and eager, already leaking pre-cum.

The cock of a nineteen-year-old who’d been dreaming of this moment for years.

Maren reclined again, legs falling open wide. Her pussy gaped slightly from Theron’s fucking, wet and ready, pink and inviting. She reached down and spread her lips with two fingers, showing Orin exactly what waited for him.

“Come here,” she said softly. “Climb between my legs. Take what you’ve been fantasizing about.”

Orin moved like he was afraid this was a dream that would shatter. Positioned himself between her thick thighs. His hands trembled as they touched her hips.

“That’s it,” Maren encouraged. “Touch me. I’m real. This is real.”

He ran his hands over her body with reverent wonder. Pushed her nightgown up and cupped her massive bare breasts. Squeezed the soft flesh. Pinched her hard nipples.

“I’ve dreamed of this,” he whispered. “So many nights.”

“I know, sweet boy. Now make it real.”

He guided his cock to her entrance. The head pressed against wetness still slick from Theron’s cum and her own arousal.

And then, with agonizing slowness, Orin sank into his godmother’s pussy.

Maren gasped as he stretched her open. “Oh, my sweet boy. Finally. You’re inside me.”

He bottomed out, fully sheathed inside her. The woman who’d raised him. Cared for him. Loved him like a mother.

Now impaled on his cock, her wet cunt gripping him tight.

“Fuck me,” Maren breathed. “Fuck your godmother. Take what you’ve been craving all these years.”

Orin moved. Clumsy at first, overwhelmed by sensation. But instinct took over.

He thrust into her with increasing confidence, hips snapping forward. Each stroke burying him deeper in forbidden territory. His godmother’s pussy wrapped around him like a fist, hot and wet and perfect.

“Yes,” Maren moaned. “Just like that. You feel so good inside me. My sweet boy’s cock filling his godmother’s cunt.”

The dirty words in her maternal voice undid him.

Orin came with a strangled cry, barely a dozen thrusts in. His cock pulsed and throbbed, filling her with his seed after years of fantasizing about exactly this. He could feel himself emptying inside her, pumping load after load into the woman who raised him.

He collapsed forward, gasping. “I’m sorry—I couldn’t—too fast—”

“Shh.” Maren stroked his hair tenderly, his softening cock still inside her cum-filled pussy. “It’s your first time with me. With the real thing. Of course it was fast.”

She kissed his forehead. “There will be others. So many others. This is just the beginning.”

Orin looked up at her with something like worship.

“Thank you,” he whispered. “Thank you for this.”

“Thank Theron. He made it possible.”

Orin’s eyes shifted to where Theron sat watching, cock still hard.

“Thank you,” he said seriously. “For telling her. For… this.”

Theron nodded. “You’re welcome.”

Maren shifted beneath Orin. “Now move aside, sweet boy. We’re not done yet.”

Orin pulled out reluctantly. His softening cock glistened with her pussy juice and his own cum. A thick trail of white leaked from her used hole.

Maren turned to Theron with hungry eyes, spreading her legs wide. “Come here. Finish what you started. Fuck me while my godson watches.”

He moved between her thighs, cock aching with need. Pushed into pussy that was now slick with two men’s fluids—his pre-cum, Orin’s load, and her own copious wetness.

The depravity of it—fucking her sloppy cunt after her godson just filled her—made everything more intense. He could feel Orin’s cum coating his shaft as he drove deep.

“Watch,” Maren told Orin, eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “Watch how he fucks me. Watch how a real man uses your godmother. Learn.”

Theron gave her what she needed. Hard, deep thrusts that made her cry out. Made her huge breasts bounce wildly, finally spilling free of her nightgown. Made the bed shake and slam against the wall.

He gripped her thick thighs and spread them wider, driving deeper. Her cunt squelched obscenely with each thrust, filled with cum and arousal.

Orin watched with rapt attention, his cock already hardening again despite having just come.

“Touch yourself,” Maren gasped to Orin. “Let me see you stroke your cock while he fucks me. Get hard for me again.”

Orin obeyed immediately. Wrapped his hand around his stiffening shaft and started stroking, eyes fixed on where Theron’s cock disappeared into his godmother’s pussy.

“That’s it,” Maren moaned. “Both my boys wanting me. One fucking me, one watching. Oh God—”

The sight pushed Maren over the edge. She came hard, back arching off the bed, pussy clenching around Theron in rhythmic waves. Her whole body shook as she cried out her pleasure.

Theron followed moments later, burying himself deep and groaning as he added his seed to the mess inside her. His cock pulsed, flooding her already-full cunt with more cum.

They collapsed together on the too-small bed. Three bodies slick with sweat and satisfaction.

Maren lay between them, one hand on each man. Surrounded by her lovers.

“This is happening now,” she said quietly. “This is who we are. Who I am.”

Orin nodded, still looking dazed. “I can’t believe this is real.”

“Believe it.” She turned her head, kissing him softly. “You’re my sweet boy. My godson. And now my lover. All of those things at once.”

“Does that make it wrong?”

“Probably.” Her smile was radiant. “I don’t care.”

She rolled toward Theron. “And you. My facilitator. My guide into depravity.”

“Happy to help.”

“I know you are.” She kissed him too. “This arrangement works. The three of us. Sometimes together. Sometimes separate. Whatever feels right.”

Theron’s cock stirred with interest despite being spent.

“Insatiable,” Maren laughed. “Both of you. Good. I have years of touch-starvation to make up for.”

They lay together as the candles burned low. Talking quietly. Processing what had just happened.

Eventually Orin dozed off, exhausted by finally achieving his deepest fantasy.

Maren curled against Theron, wide awake.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “Truly. For making this possible.”

“Are you happy?”

“Satisfied. Fulfilled. Finally honest about what I want.” She paused. “Dane would be proud. He always said I was wilder than I pretended.”

“You were his partner in all those arrangements. The group sex. The sharing.”

“I was. And I loved it. Loved the transgression of it.” Her hand found his softening cock. “This is different. More taboo. The boy I raised like a son.”

“Does it bother you?”

“No. That’s what’s shocking.” She laughed quietly. “I thought it would. Thought the maternal part of me would recoil. But when he was inside me… when he was finally getting what he’d craved for so long…”

“It felt right.”

“It felt perfect. Wrong and perfect at the same time.”

They were quiet for a moment.

“He’ll want to do this again,” Theron said.

“I know. Probably constantly.” Maren’s smile was fond. “Young men and their stamina. I remember Dane at that age.”

“And you’re okay with that?”

“More than okay. I want it too.” She met his eyes. “You’re not jealous?”

“No. This isn’t about ownership. It’s about…” He searched for the right word. “Facilitation. Making arrangements that satisfy everyone.”

“A household of pleasure.”

“Something like that.”

Maren kissed him deeply. “You’re building something unprecedented, you know. At the tavern. Here. Everywhere you touch.”

“Is that good or bad?”

“It’s honest. In a city of hypocrites, that’s revolutionary.”

They settled into comfortable silence. Orin snoring softly on Maren’s other side.

The night had transformed everything. Crossed a line that couldn’t be uncrossed.

A godmother fucking her godson with Theron’s blessing. All three of them tangled together in satisfied depravity.

And none of them wanted to go back.

Eventually Theron dressed and prepared to leave.

“Same time next week?” Maren asked.

“Unless you want to come to the tavern sooner.”

“I might. I’ll need breaks from Orin.” Her eyes gleamed. “He’s going to wear me out.”

She kissed him at the door. “Thank you. For everything.”

Theron walked home through dark streets.

Another taboo crossed. Another arrangement made.

Not bad for a Friday night.


Chapter 20: Mirelle’s Discovery

Mirelle couldn’t sleep again.

This was becoming a pattern. Lying awake in the dark, listening to sounds she shouldn’t be listening to. Getting wet from things that should disgust her.

Tonight was different, though.

Tonight, she made a choice.

She heard Elara’s door open around midnight. Heard soft footsteps moving down the hall toward Theron’s room.

And instead of pressing her ear to the wall, Mirelle slipped out of bed.

Moved silently into the hallway.

Elara’s door stood slightly ajar.

Through the gap, Mirelle could see directly into Theron’s room across the hall. His door wasn’t fully closed.

She shouldn’t look. Should go back to bed. Should maintain whatever dignity she had left.

Instead, she positioned herself where she could see everything.

Theron’s room was lit by a single candle. Enough to illuminate the scene unfolding.

Elara was already undressing. Pulling her nightgown over her head, revealing her small body in flickering light. Perky breasts tipped with hard pink nipples. Slim waist. The gentle curve of hips. And between her thighs—a smooth, bare slit, already glistening with arousal.

Theron watched from the bed, already shirtless. His eyes tracked every movement with obvious hunger.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” Elara said, voice carrying clearly.

“Have you?” Theron’s low laugh made Mirelle’s stomach clench.

“You know I have. I’ve been wet since this morning.”

Elara climbed onto the bed. Straddled him. Leaned down for a kiss that was anything but innocent.

Mirelle’s breath caught. Her nipples tightened against her nightgown without being touched. Heat pooled between her thighs.

She should leave. Should give them privacy. Should stop being a voyeur to her own daughter’s sex life.

But her body wouldn’t move. Wouldn’t let her look away.

Elara kissed down Theron’s chest. Lower. Her blonde hair obscured the view briefly.

Then she was pulling down his pants, freeing his cock.

Mirelle bit back a gasp.

She’d imagined it, of course. Had touched herself thinking about exactly this. But seeing it—thick and hard and jutting from his body, the head flushed and swollen—made imagination pale in comparison. It looked impossibly large. No wonder her daughters walked differently after visiting his room.

“God, your cock is perfect,” Elara breathed. “I love how you fill me.”

She wrapped her small hand around him—fingers not quite meeting around his girth. Stroked slowly. Leaned down to lick the head, tongue swirling around the tip.

Theron groaned, hands fisting in the sheets.

Mirelle pressed her thighs together hard. The wetness between them was undeniable. So much wetness, soaking through her nightgown, just from watching.

This was wrong. So completely wrong.

Watching her daughter suck the cock Mirelle had been fantasizing about for weeks.

But she couldn’t look away. Couldn’t move. Her body had rooted itself to the spot, pussy throbbing with need.

Elara took him into her mouth. Not all of him—too large for that—but enough. Her lips stretched around his thickness. She sucked with obvious enthusiasm, one hand stroking what wouldn’t fit, cheeks hollowing as she bobbed her head.

The wet sounds carried across the hallway. Obscene. Arousing. Slurping and sucking noises that made Mirelle’s pussy clench around nothing.

After several minutes, Theron pulled her up. “Turn around. Hands and knees.”

Elara obeyed eagerly. Positioned herself on all fours, back arched, ass raised toward him. From this angle Mirelle could see everything—her daughter’s bare pussy, pink and wet and swollen with need. The tight little pucker of her ass. The way her small breasts hung beneath her.

Theron knelt behind her. Guided his cock to her entrance, the thick head pressing against her glistening lips.

And drove into her with a single powerful thrust, burying himself to the hilt.

Mirelle’s breath caught. Her nipples hardened against her nightgown without being touched. Heat pooled in her core, building with each thrust she witnessed.

“That’s it,” Elara gasped, face pressed into the pillow. “So deep. So good. Your cock is so big.”

He fucked her slowly at first. Then faster. Mirelle watched his thick shaft disappear into her daughter’s pussy over and over, glistening with her arousal. Small breasts swaying beneath her with each thrust. Back arching deeper. Hands fisting the sheets.

“Harder,” she demanded, voice muffled by the pillow. “I want to feel you tomorrow. Fuck me like you own me.”

Theron gripped her hips and drove into her harder. The pace increased. Became almost violent. His hips slapped against her pale ass with each thrust.

The bed slammed against the wall with each stroke. The wet sounds of sex filled the hallway—flesh slapping flesh, her daughter’s sopping cunt taking his cock.

Elara’s moans grew louder. More desperate. “Yes—yes—right there—don’t stop—fuck me—”

Mirelle’s whole body trembled. She hadn’t touched herself—hadn’t allowed herself to—but arousal coiled tighter and tighter in her core. Her pussy clenched around nothing, desperate for stimulation she refused to provide. Her nipples ached. Her clit throbbed.

She was going to come. Without a single touch. Just from watching her daughter get fucked by the man Mirelle wanted.

What kind of mother was she?

The answer was clear: a desperately horny widow who wanted exactly what Elara was getting.

“I’m going to come,” Elara cried out. “Oh God—I’m coming on your cock—”

Her body convulsed. Theron’s hands gripped her hips tight enough to bruise. His cock buried deep as she came around him, her pussy visibly clenching and releasing around his shaft.

The sight nearly pushed Mirelle over the edge.

She bit her palm to stay silent, body shaking, pussy clenching involuntarily. So close. So impossibly close to orgasm without a single touch. Her thighs pressed together desperately, seeking friction that wasn’t enough, hovering on an edge she couldn’t quite tip over. Her clit throbbed with her heartbeat.

When the waves subsided, shame should have followed.

Instead, there was only clarity.

She wasn’t disgusted by what Theron was doing. Wasn’t horrified that both her daughters were sleeping with him.

She was jealous that she wasn’t part of it. Jealous that her daughter’s pussy was getting filled while hers ached empty.

Through the gap, she watched Theron grip Elara’s hips harder. Drive into her from behind with deep, powerful strokes that made Elara moan continuously.

“Fill me up,” Elara begged, face still pressed into the pillow. “I want it dripping out tomorrow. Breed me.”

Breeding talk. Unprotected sex. The kind of reckless intimacy that could lead to pregnancy.

Mirelle should be horrified.

Instead, she stood frozen, trembling, her body desperate for contact she refused to give it. She wanted to be the one begging for his cum.

Theron’s pace became erratic. His groan of release was unmistakable.

He came inside Elara, hips jerking with each pulse. Mirelle could see his cock throbbing, pumping load after load into her daughter’s willing cunt.

They collapsed together, breathing hard. Tangled limbs and satisfied smiles.

“I love you,” Elara murmured.

“I love you too.”

The tenderness of it was almost worse than the raw sex.

He didn’t just fuck her. He loved her. Cared for her. Made her happy.

Mirelle retreated to her room before they noticed her watching.

Collapsed against the door, thighs trembling, nightgown damp with sweat.

She’d just nearly orgasmed watching her daughter have sex.

Without touching herself. Without a single finger between her legs.

Her body had betrayed her completely—responding to the sight of another woman being pleasured, coiling toward release from voyeurism alone.

And instead of shame, she felt… clarity.

She knew exactly what she wanted now. No more pretending. No more moral high ground.

She wanted Theron’s hands on her voluptuous body. Wanted his cock filling the aching emptiness she’d carried for eight years. Wanted to be looked at the way he looked at Elara.

With hunger. With possession. With satisfaction.

The question wasn’t whether it was wrong. Everything about this situation was wrong.

The question was whether she could live with being the only woman in the household who wasn’t getting what she needed.

And the answer was becoming increasingly clear: no.

She couldn’t.



Morning came with uncomfortable awareness.

Mirelle made breakfast with trembling hands, hyperaware of everyone at the table.

Theron reviewing his ledger, calm and confident. Looking every inch the master of his domain.

Elara practically glowing. Walking carefully but happily. The satisfied radiance of a woman who’d been thoroughly loved.

Celia quieter but no less content. Probably planning her next visit to his room.

And Mirelle, the mother, the elder. Watching it all from the outside.

Wanting in.

She caught Theron’s eye across the table. He met her gaze steadily.

Did he know she’d watched? Could he tell?

His slight smile suggested he might.

The walls were thin. They all heard things.

After breakfast, Mirelle found herself alone in the kitchen. Trying to focus on prep work. Failing miserably.

Her hands shook as she chopped vegetables. Her thighs pressed together unconsciously, seeking relief from the constant ache.

Eight years of widowhood. Eight years of touching herself while fantasizing. Eight years of being alone.

And now this: surrounded by evidence that pleasure was possible. That satisfaction existed. That touch-starvation could be cured.

If she was willing to cross the line her daughters had already crossed.

The question haunted her all day.

That night, lying in bed again, she heard the familiar sounds. Celia this time, moving down the hall.

Different sounds followed. Sharper. The distinct rhythm of anal sex.

Celia’s muffled screams of pleasure.

Mirelle’s body responded without permission. Nipples hardening. Pussy clenching. Heat building between thighs she kept pressed firmly together.

She refused to touch herself. Refused to give in.

But her body was done waiting.

The only question was when she’d finally surrender.


Chapter 21: Mother’s Reckoning

The storage room smelled of wine and wood and possibility.

Mirelle had chosen this location deliberately. The same place where everything had started for Celia. Where confrontations led to transformations.

Maybe it would work the same for her.

Theron looked up from checking wine barrels when she entered. His expression shifted from casual to wary when he saw her face.

“We need to talk,” she said.

He straightened. “All right.”

The door closed behind her with a soft click.

“Both of them,” Mirelle said without preamble. “You’re fucking both my daughters.”

No point dancing around it anymore.

“Yes,” Theron confirmed. No denial. No apology.

“Celia and Elara. Sisters.” Her voice shook slightly. “Under my roof. Under my supervision.”

“They’re adults. Making adult choices.”

“You’re their employer. You control their livelihood.”

The same argument she’d made before. But even she could hear it losing conviction.

“I’ve never threatened their jobs,” Theron said calmly. “Never coerced them. Never made their work contingent on sex.”

“But you seduced them.”

“Elara seduced me first. Celia came to me out of jealousy and competition.” He stepped closer. “Neither was forced. Neither shows fear or reluctance.”

Mirelle wanted to argue. Wanted to find the moral high ground.

But she’d seen their faces. Their satisfaction. Their happiness.

“It’s still wrong,” she said, but the words had no weight.

“Wrong by whose standards?” Theron’s voice was reasonable. Patient. “The priest who fucks prostitutes every week and approves godmother-godson relationships for donations? Society that encourages us to let customers grope the staff for coins?”

Heat flooded her face. “That’s different.”

“Is it? We’re already crossing lines. Already participating in corruption.” He moved closer still. “This is Amoria. A port city where survival requires flexibility. Where morality is a luxury most can’t afford.”

“You’re justifying taking advantage—”

“Ask them if they feel taken advantage of.” His eyes held hers. “Actually ask. Listen to their real answers.”

She couldn’t. Because she already knew what they’d say.

They’d say they were happy. Satisfied. Getting exactly what they wanted.

And where would that leave her? The prudish mother judging what her daughters freely chose?

“What happens when you’re bored with them?” The question came out desperate. “When you discard them for someone new?”

“I won’t.”

“You can’t promise that.”

“I can.” Theron stood close enough now that she could feel heat from his body. “My intention isn’t to collect conquests and move on. It’s to build a household that works. Where everyone gets what they need.”

Deliberate pause.

“Including you.”

Mirelle’s breath caught.

“I’ve noticed how you look at me,” Theron continued softly. “The sounds from your room at night. The way your hand moves between your thighs while you listen to your daughters get fucked.”

Humiliation burned through her. “You can’t possibly—”

“The walls are thin. We all hear things.” His hand reached up, not quite touching her face. “And what I hear is a woman who’s touch-starved. Desperate. Aching for something she hasn’t had in eight years.”

“I’m their mother—”

“And you’re also a woman. A widow. Someone with needs that have gone unmet for far too long.”

His words washed over her like warm water. Truth she’d been denying.

“Your daughters aren’t the only ones who want, Mirelle. Aren’t the only ones who need.” His voice dropped lower. “The difference is they admitted it. Acted on it. Chose pleasure over propriety.”

“I can’t—”

“You can. When you’re ready. When you want it for yourself and not because you think you should.” He stepped back, giving her space. “My door is open. The choice is yours.”

Then he left the storage room, leaving her trembling against a barrel.

Leaving her wet and wanting and absolutely furious that he was right about everything.

She did want it. Wanted him. Wanted what her daughters had.

Wanted to be touched. Filled. Satisfied. Wanted to stop being the only one in the household denied pleasure.

The question haunted her all day.

Could she do it? Could she cross that final line?

Sleep with the same man her daughters slept with?

Become part of the arrangement instead of the observer?



That night, Mirelle lay in bed staring at the ceiling.

The house was quiet. No sounds from other rooms. Everyone asleep.

Except her.

Always her.

Touch-starved and desperate and alone.

Her hand moved between her thighs automatically. Found wetness there—the constant state she’d been living in for weeks. Her nightgown was already damp. She pulled it up, spreading her legs beneath the sheets.

She thought about Theron’s offer. His promise.

My door is open. The choice is yours.

What would happen if she went to him? If she knocked on his door and admitted what she wanted?

Would he welcome her? Touch her the way he touched Elara? Make her feel the things her daughters felt?

Her fingers found her clit, already swollen and sensitive. She started rubbing in tight circles, hips lifting against her hand.

She imagined his hands on her voluptuous body. Finally appreciated instead of ignored. Imagined him gripping her wide hips, squeezing her heavy breasts. His cock—that thick, perfect cock she’d watched impale Elara—filling the emptiness inside her. Stretching her pussy. Making her scream.

She slid two fingers inside herself, pumping in and out while her thumb worked her clit. Not enough. Her fingers were too slim, couldn’t reach deep enough, couldn’t give her what she needed.

But she kept going. Fucking herself desperately. Imagining it was him. Imagining his cock spreading her open. His cum flooding her neglected womb.

Making her feel like a woman instead of just a mother. Just an employer. Just a widow.

The orgasm hit hard. She bit her pillow to stay quiet, body convulsing, pussy clenching around her own fingers. Waves of pleasure rolled through her, making her legs shake.

But it wasn’t enough. It was never enough.

Her fingers couldn’t compare to what she really needed.

Mirelle cleaned herself up with shaking hands, her cream still coating her fingers.

Tomorrow. Maybe tomorrow she’d have the courage.

Her resistance was crumbling. Every night brought her closer to surrender.


Chapter 22: Maren’s Confession

It had been four days since the first Orin-Maren encounter.

Four days of Theron wondering how that situation was developing. Whether Maren regretted it. Whether Orin had become insufferable.

He got his answers when Maren showed up at the tavern unannounced on Wednesday afternoon.

“I need to talk to you,” she said, eyes bright with something between desperation and excitement. “Privately.”

They retreated to his room. Door barely closed before Maren was on him.

Her mouth found his in a hungry kiss. Hands already working at his belt.

“Eager,” Theron laughed against her lips.

“You have no idea.”

She pushed him onto the bed. Climbed on top of him. Straddled his hips and ground against his rapidly hardening cock.

“Maren—”

“I need to tell you something.” Her hands worked his shirt open. “Need to confess while you’re inside me.”

That was new.

But he wasn’t complaining.

They stripped each other quickly. Maren’s voluptuous body revealed in afternoon light filtering through curtains. Massive breasts that made his mouth water, capped with dark nipples already stiff. Wide hips and thick thighs built for long nights of fucking. Her pussy already glistening wet between her legs.

She positioned herself above him, straddling his hips. Guided his cock to her entrance, rubbing the head through her slick folds.

And sank down with a long, satisfied moan, taking him to the hilt in one smooth motion.

“God, I needed this,” she gasped. “I needed your cock inside me.”

“It’s been four days.”

“Four days too long.” She rolled her hips, grinding down on him, feeling every inch. “Do you want to know what’s been happening? What your godson has been doing to me?”

“Tell me.”

Maren started riding him. Slow, deliberate movements, rising until just his head remained inside, then dropping back down to take him fully. Her huge breasts bounced with each roll of her hips.

“He came to my room,” she said. “After you left that night. After we… after what happened.”

“Orin?”

“He knocked on my door. Asked if it was real. If I really wanted him.”

She picked up the pace slightly, her wet pussy making obscene squelching sounds. Theron’s hands found her hips, helping guide her movements.

“What did you tell him?”

“I pulled back the covers.” Her voice was breathless. “Told him to come to bed. My sweet boy. Your godmother wants you.”

Theron’s cock throbbed inside her at the image.

“He got into my bed. The same bed where I used to comfort him after nightmares when he was a child.” Maren’s eyes glazed with memory and arousal. “But this time he touched me. Everywhere. Slowly. Like he couldn’t believe I was real. Touched my breasts. My pussy. Slid his fingers inside me.”

“And then?”

“And then he fucked me.” The crude word on her lips was incredibly hot. “My godson fucked me in the bed where I raised him. Pushed his cock into the cunt of the woman who raised him.”

She rode him harder. Chasing pleasure while confessing sin. Her massive tits bounced wildly with each movement.

“I came so hard I couldn’t breathe,” she continued. “Wrapped my legs around him and begged him to fill me. To breed his godmother. To pump his cum into the woman who taught him to walk.”

“Fuck.” Theron’s hips thrust up to meet her, driving deeper.

“That’s not even the best part.” Maren leaned down, her heavy breasts pressing against his chest, nipples dragging across his skin. “Want to know what happened next?”

“Tell me.”

“He hasn’t stopped.” She laughed breathlessly. “He fucks me constantly. Morning. Afternoon. Night. Whenever we can steal privacy. My godson’s cock is inside me more than it’s not.”

“And you’re okay with that?”

“Okay with it?” She sat up, riding him with renewed vigor, grinding down hard on each stroke. “I’m fucking loving it. My sweet boy who I raised. Who calls me his godmother while he’s balls-deep inside me. Who fills my cunt with his cum and then kisses me and calls me the most beautiful thing he’s ever seen.”

Her pussy clenched around him. She was close. He could feel her walls fluttering.

“The wrongness makes it so much better,” she gasped. “Knowing I shouldn’t. That society would be horrified. That he’s the boy I changed diapers for. And now his cock is in my pussy.”

“Does it bother you?”

“It should.” She was bouncing on him now. Desperate. Her tits slapping against her chest with each impact. “But it doesn’t. God, it doesn’t at all. It just makes me wetter.”

Her hands moved to her breasts. Squeezed and pulled at her own nipples, twisting them.

“He’s insatiable,” she continued. “Yesterday I was making bread. He came up behind me. Pushed up my skirt. I wasn’t wearing smallclothes. He just bent me over and fucked me against the kitchen table while the dough rose. Filled me with his cum while I was making lunch.”

Theron groaned. The image was too much.

“And I let him,” Maren laughed, riding him faster. “I bent over and let my godson take me like a common whore. Came all over his cock while thinking about how wrong it was. His cum was dripping down my thighs while I finished kneading.”

She was riding him frantically now. Chasing her orgasm. Her pussy gripped him tight, wet and hot and desperate.

“Sometimes I think about it while he’s inside me,” she gasped. “Think about how I used to tuck him in at night. Read him stories. Kiss his forehead. And now that same boy is fucking me. Pumping his seed into me.”

“Maren—”

“Now he tucks himself inside me. Tells me dirty stories. Kisses every inch of my body. Licks my pussy until I scream.”

Her orgasm hit. She cried out, body convulsing, pussy clenching around Theron’s cock in rhythmic spasms. Her whole body shook as she came.

The sensation triggered his own release. He groaned and filled her, hips jerking, cock pulsing as he pumped load after load into her already well-fucked cunt.

Maren collapsed forward, breathing hard, his cock still buried inside her.

They lay tangled together, both satisfied and processing.

“So it’s working,” Theron said after a moment. “The arrangement.”

“It’s perfect.” She kissed his chest. “Better than I imagined. Orin’s finally getting what he’s craved. I’m getting what I need. Everyone’s happy.”

“And he’s grateful?”

“So grateful.” She smiled. “He thanks me. Every time. Thanks me for letting him. For wanting him.”

“He should be thanking me.”

“He does that too.” Maren propped herself on one elbow, looking down at him. “He knows you made this possible. That you told me. Facilitated everything.”

“Does he know about us?”

“Of course. I told him from the start.” She traced patterns on his chest. “You’re my lover. He’s my lover. Sometimes we share. Sometimes we take turns. He’s fine with it.”

“Generous of him.”

“He’s just happy to have access at all.” Her eyes gleamed. “Though I have to pace him. Nineteen-year-old stamina is exhausting.”

“I remember being nineteen.”

“You still are nineteen.” She laughed. “You’re just as bad. Fucking two sisters while running a tavern and maintaining a widow.”

“I manage.”

“Barely.” She kissed him. “Thank you. For making this happen. For seeing what I needed and helping me get it.”

“You’re happy?”

“Deliriously. Satisfied. Fulfilled.” She rolled onto her back, pulling him with her. “And still not done with you.”

Theron’s cock stirred with interest despite having just finished.

“Again already?”

“Like I said. I’ve been touch-starved for too long. Years of catching up to do.”

They made love again—slower this time. More tender. The frantic confession-sex replaced with genuine intimacy.

When they finished, Maren lay in his arms with a satisfied smile.

“This is what I wanted,” she murmured. “What Dane gave me. Multiple lovers. Varied experiences. Pleasure without shame.”

“He’d approve?”

“He’d be proud. He always said I was wilder than I pretended to be.” She laughed softly. “Turns out he was right.”

“And Orin knows he’s not replacing me?”

“He knows he’s an addition. Not a replacement.” She kissed his shoulder. “You taught me I could want more than one person. That satisfaction doesn’t require exclusivity.”

“Glad I could help.”

“You’ve done more than help. You’ve facilitated something beautiful.” Her hand found his. “Orin isn’t just my godson anymore. He’s my lover. My sweet boy who I love in ways I never expected.”

“And that doesn’t feel wrong?”

“It feels honest.” She met his eyes. “The wrongness is part of what makes it exciting. But underneath? It’s just two people who care about each other finding pleasure together.”

They lay in comfortable silence.

Outside, the tavern operated without them. Mirelle managing the kitchen. The sisters handling customers. Everything running smoothly.

“You’re building something unprecedented,” Maren said quietly. “At the tavern. In your relationships. Everywhere you touch.”

“Is that good or bad?”

“It’s honest. In a city of hypocrites, that’s revolutionary.”

Theron thought about that. About Father Aldric approving sins for coins while getting sucked in confessional booths. About Vincent Morell preaching love while cheating on his wife. About the entire economic system built on commodified sexuality and plausible deniability.

Against that backdrop, his arrangements seemed almost wholesome.

Consenting adults. Clear boundaries. Mutual satisfaction. Honesty about desires.

“I should go,” Maren said reluctantly. “Before people notice I’ve been gone too long.”

“When will I see you again?”

“Soon. I’ll need breaks from Orin.” She grinned. “He’s wearing me out. Young men and their recovery time.”

She dressed slowly, lingering. Finally kissed him one last time.

“Thank you again. For everything.”

“You’re welcome.”

After she left, Theron lay in bed thinking.

Two sisters claimed. A widow shared with her godson. A mother teetering on the edge of joining.

An empire of pleasure built on honesty and mutual satisfaction.

Marcus would have been scandalized.

Or perhaps not. Perhaps Marcus had understood exactly what was required to thrive in a city like Amoria.

Flexibility. Pragmatism. The willingness to cross lines when crossing them led to happiness.

Theron dressed and returned to managing the tavern.

The household hummed with barely concealed secrets. Everyone knowing. Everyone participating.

Life was complicated. But everyone was getting what they needed.

That had to count for something.


Chapter 23: Sisterly Dynamics

Elara knocked on Celia’s door around midday.

“Come in,” Celia called.

She found her sister sitting at the small desk, reading. One of those explicit romance novels she’d pretended not to own.

“Can we talk?” Elara asked.

Celia marked her place and set the book aside. “About?”

“Us. This situation.” Elara settled onto the edge of the bed. “I wanted to check in. Make sure we’re actually okay with… everything.”

“You mean sharing Theron?”

“Yes.”

Celia was quiet for a moment. Then: “I thought I’d hate it. Hate you for having him first. Hate that I have to compete.”

“And now?”

“Now I’m… fine with it. More than fine.” She turned in her chair to face Elara directly. “Better than fine, actually.”

Elara smiled. “Me too. Which is weird, right? We should be at each other’s throats.”

“Probably. But instead…” Celia shrugged. “Instead we’re closer than we’ve ever been.”

“Having a secret helps.”

“It’s more than that.” Celia met her sister’s eyes. “We have something in common now. Something significant. We understand each other in ways we never did before.”

Elara nodded. She’d felt it too. The unexpected sisterhood forged through sharing a lover.

“Can I ask you something?” Celia said.

“Sure.”

“The anal thing. You really tried it?”

“I did.”

“And?”

“It’s not my favorite.” Elara smiled. “You can keep that as your specialty. I’m happy with what we do normally.”

Celia looked relieved. “Good. I want something that’s uniquely mine. Something you don’t have with him.”

“You have it. You’re the anal queen of this household.” Elara’s grin widened. “How does it feel anyway? When he… you know.”

Celia’s cheeks flushed. “Intense. Different from regular sex. More taboo, which makes it hotter.”

“And you actually orgasm from it?”

“Almost every time now. At first it was just interesting. But once I relaxed into it…” She trailed off. “It’s incredible.”

“Then I’m glad you have it.” Elara leaned back on her hands. “We each get something different from him. That’s okay. Better than okay.”

“What about together?”

The question hung in the air.

Elara had been thinking about it. The threesome possibility she’d mentioned to Theron.

“Would you want to?” she asked carefully. “Really want to, not just competitively?”

Celia considered. “I think so. Not to touch you. But to… share him at the same time. Take turns. Watch each other.”

“Exactly what I was thinking.”

“You’ve mentioned this to him?”

“I hinted at it. Said it wasn’t impossible. That I wasn’t the obstacle.”

Celia’s eyes gleamed. “And his reaction?”

“His cock got hard immediately.”

They both laughed.

“Of course it did,” Celia said. “What man wouldn’t want two sisters at once?”

“So you’d actually do it? Eventually?”

“Maybe. When it feels right.” Celia paused. “Would we have rules? Boundaries?”

“Like what?”

“Like we don’t touch each other. We’re both there for him, not for… that.”

“Agreed. I’m not interested in women.”

“Me neither. Just…” Celia searched for words. “Just the experience of sharing. Of both giving him pleasure. Of seeing each other the way he sees us.”

Elara understood. It wasn’t about them together. It was about both of them with him.

“When we’re ready,” she said. “No pressure. Just… possibility.”

“Possibility,” Celia echoed.

They sat in comfortable silence.

“Can I ask you something else?” Elara said.

“Go ahead.”

“Have you noticed how Mother’s been acting?”

Celia’s expression shifted. “Hard not to notice. She’s been… different.”

“She knows. About both of us.”

“Obviously. The walls are thin. We’re not exactly quiet.”

“Do you think it bothers her?”

“It should bother her.” Celia drummed her fingers on the desk. “She’s our mother. She should be outraged. Protective. Demanding we stop.”

“But she’s not.”

“No. She’s watching. Listening. Getting…” Celia trailed off.

“Getting aroused,” Elara finished. “I’ve heard her. Through the walls. Touching herself while we’re with him.”

Celia nodded slowly. “So have I.”

“Does that bother you?”

“It should. Our mother masturbating to the sounds of us having sex?” Celia’s voice was uncertain. “That’s deeply weird.”

“But?”

“But nothing about this situation is normal. Why should her reaction be the exception?”

Elara leaned forward. “Do you think she’ll act on it? Do you think she’ll go to him?”

“Maybe. Eventually.” Celia met her eyes. “Would that bother you? Our mother sleeping with the same man we sleep with?”

Elara thought about it seriously. “A week ago I would have said yes. Absolutely. That crosses a line.”

“And now?”

“Now I’m not sure there are lines anymore. Just… arrangements that work or don’t work.” She paused. “Mother’s lonely. Touch-starved. She’s been alone for eight years.”

“So we should just accept her joining our… what? Harem?”

The word hung between them.

“Is that what this is?” Elara asked quietly. “A harem?”

“Multiple women sharing one man? Competing for his attention? Living in the same household?” Celia’s smile was wry. “If it walks like a harem and quacks like a harem…”

“I guess it is.”

“And we’re okay with that?”

Elara shrugged. “I’m happy. You’re happy. The tavern is thriving. Everyone’s getting what they need.”

“Except Mother.”

“Except Mother,” Elara agreed. “Yet.”

They looked at each other. Some silent understanding passing between them.

“If it happens,” Celia said slowly, “if she goes to him… I won’t be angry.”

“Neither will I.”

“We’ve already broken every rule. What’s one more?”

“And honestly,” Elara added, “she’s beautiful. Lonely. Probably desperate. If Theron can make her happy the way he’s made us happy…”

“Then who are we to judge?”

The irony wasn’t lost on either of them. Two daughters giving their blessing for their mother to sleep with their shared lover.

“This household is insane,” Celia said.

“Completely.”

“And I’m happier than I’ve ever been.”

“Me too.”

They smiled at each other. An understanding reached.

Whatever happened next—whether it was a threesome, or Mother joining, or some other complication—they’d face it together.

As allies. As sisters. As women who’d found unexpected common ground through sharing pleasure.

“So,” Elara said, standing. “Tonight. Your turn or mine?”

“I had him last night. You tonight.”

“Fair.”

Elara moved to the door, then paused. “Celia?”

“Yes?”

“I’m glad we’re doing this. Glad we’re not fighting.”

Celia’s smile was genuine. “Me too.”

After Elara left, Celia sat thinking.

She’d come into this consumed by jealousy. Now she’d found something unexpected: genuine connection with her sister.

They were allies now. United by their shared lover.

Celia picked up her romance novel. The plot involved a merchant who took three sisters as wives.

Fantasy, she’d thought when she first read it.

Now she wasn’t so sure.

She smiled and turned the page, thinking about someday—maybe soon—when they might visit Theron’s room together.


Chapter 24: Groping Economy Peak

The Prancing Stag had never been this full.

Twelve C-rank adventurers fresh from a successful Feywood delve. Celebrating survival. Flush with coin. Looking for warmth and feminine attention and anything that reminded them they were alive.

Theron watched from behind the bar as the tavern exploded with energy.

“All hands on deck,” he’d told the household. “Tonight’s going to be big.”

He hadn’t been wrong.

Elara worked the main floor in her revealing blue dress. Cornflower eyes bright with excitement. Moving between tables with practiced grace.

A scarred warrior—maybe thirty, built like he fought bears for fun—beckoned her over.

“Sit with me, sweetheart.”

Elara glanced at Theron. He nodded.

She settled onto the warrior’s lap. His arm wrapped around her waist immediately. Possessive. Appreciative.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Elara.”

“Pretty name for a pretty girl.” His hand rested on her thigh, rough and warm through the thin fabric of her dress. “You working or just decorating?”

“Both.”

He laughed. Pulled out a handful of coins. “Stay. Keep me company while I drink.”

His hand slid higher on her thigh. Testing boundaries. Fingers pressing into her soft flesh.

Elara shifted to allow better access, parting her legs slightly. Smiled up at him. “Whatever you need.”

The warrior’s grin widened. His fingers traced patterns on her exposed skin, moving higher with each circle. His calloused thumb brushed the sensitive inner thigh.

Ten sovereigns appeared on the table.

“For your time,” he said.

Elara pocketed the coins and settled in. Let him explore while they talked. His rough hands wandering over her smooth skin, sliding beneath the hem of her dress. He cupped her small breast through the fabric, thumb finding her hardening nipple and rubbing circles around it. She gasped softly, leaning into the touch.

His other hand stayed on her thigh, fingers inching higher, stopping just short of her bare pussy.

She was good at this now. Making customers feel special without crossing into actual prostitution.

The line was thin but she’d learned to walk it.



Across the room, Celia worked her own section.

She’d resisted this at first. The groping. The sitting on laps. The performance of availability.

Now she found herself… enjoying it.

Not the actual touching from customers. That was whatever. Transactional.

But the validation. The appreciation. The way men looked at her like she was desirable.

A handsome scout—younger than most, maybe twenty-five—caught her eye.

“You look like you need a drink,” he said.

“I’m working.”

“Even better. Come here.” He patted his knee.

Celia hesitated only a moment before complying.

His hands found her waist. Slid upward to rest just below her breasts, thumbs almost brushing the underswell.

“Pale skin,” he murmured. “Like porcelain. Beautiful.”

Heat flooded her cheeks. She wasn’t used to compliments. Didn’t know how to process being called beautiful.

“Thank you,” she managed.

His fingers traced her collarbone. Down. Teasing the neckline of her purple dress, dipping beneath the fabric to touch the swell of her breasts.

“How much for your company?” he asked.

“Whatever you think it’s worth.”

He pulled out fifteen sovereigns. Laid them on the table.

Celia’s breath caught. More than she made in three days of regular work.

“Worth this,” he said. “Easy.”

His hand cupped her breast through the thin fabric. Squeezed gently. His thumb found her nipple through the cloth, circling until it hardened under his touch. His other hand slid to her thigh through the slit in her dress, palm warm against her bare skin.

She let him. Leaned back against his chest. Let herself enjoy being wanted. Felt herself getting wet despite herself.

The old Celia would have been horrified.

The new Celia pocketed the coins and smiled.



In the kitchen doorway, Mirelle watched it all.

She’d come out to help serve. The kitchen was running smoothly. Extra hands needed on the floor.

But she froze seeing her daughters.

Both sitting on men’s laps. Both being touched. Both smiling and accepting coins.

She should be horrified. Should intervene. Should demand they stop degrading themselves.

Instead, she felt a stab of jealousy.

They were desired. Touched. Made to feel beautiful and valuable.

While she hid in the kitchen like a coward.

A gray-bearded warrior noticed her in the doorway.

“You serving?” he called.

Mirelle nodded numbly.

“Good. Bring wine. And stay a while.”

She delivered wine with trembling hands.

The warrior gestured to the bench beside him. “Sit. You look tired.”

“I shouldn’t—”

“Just for a moment. I’ll make it worth your while.”

Something in Mirelle broke.

She sat.

The warrior’s hand immediately found her thigh. His grip was different from what her daughters received—appreciating her thickness, her curves. His palm covered more flesh, squeezed more substance.

“That’s better,” he said. “A mature beauty. My favorite kind.”

Mature. Not old. Not past her prime.

Mature. Beautiful.

His hand squeezed her thigh appreciatively, fingers pressing into the soft flesh through her dress. “How much for your company?”

“I… I don’t…”

“Ten sovereigns. Just to sit. To talk.” His eyes crinkled with kindness. “Nothing more. Unless you want more.”

Mirelle’s breath came short. Ten sovereigns. For sitting. For being touched.

She nodded.

The coins appeared. She took them with shaking fingers.

And the warrior’s hand stayed on her thigh. Warm. Solid. The first man to touch her in eight years.

It felt like coming alive.

They talked. About his adventures in Feywood. About the creatures they’d killed. About near-death experiences that made you appreciate warmth.

And his hand stayed on her leg. Sometimes squeezing the soft flesh. Sometimes stroking higher, fingers tracing patterns on her inner thigh. Constant presence. At one point his thumb brushed so high she nearly gasped.

Acknowledgment that she was a woman. Desirable. Worth touching. Her body responded without permission—nipples tightening, heat pooling between her thighs.

When he finally stood to leave, he squeezed her hand gently.

“For the pleasure of your company,” he said. “You’re lovely. Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise.”

He left.

Mirelle sat trembling. Ten sovereigns richer. Thigh tingling where his hand had rested. Pussy embarrassingly wet beneath her dress.

She’d just accepted payment for letting a stranger touch her.

And she’d liked it.



By closing time, the tavern’s take was unprecedented.

Sixty-eight sovereigns in tips alone. Plus food and drink sales.

Theron counted coins while the household cleaned.

Elara hummed happily, pocketing her share. Twenty sovereigns from sitting on laps and letting men grope her.

Celia moved differently. Lighter. Like she’d discovered something about herself.

And Mirelle… Mirelle cleaned mechanically. Mind elsewhere.

After everyone dispersed to bed, Theron found her in the kitchen.

“You did well tonight,” he said.

“I prostituted myself.”

“You provided company. Accepted tips for your time.”

“It’s the same thing.”

“Is it?” He leaned against the counter. “Did you enjoy it? Being touched?”

Mirelle’s silence was answer enough.

“There’s no shame in wanting to be desired,” Theron said quietly. “In enjoying being appreciated as a woman instead of just a mother or employee.”

“I’m twice his age—”

“And you’re gorgeous. Voluptuous. The kind of woman men dream about.” He stepped closer. “You felt it tonight. How good it was to be wanted. To be touched.”

“I shouldn’t—”

“Why not? Your daughters do. They’re happy. Making excellent money. Getting what they need emotionally and financially.”

His hand reached out. Not quite touching. Offering.

“The question is whether you’ll keep denying yourself. Keep hiding. Keep pretending you don’t want what everyone else in this household is getting.”

Mirelle stared at his hand. At the possibility it represented.

“I need to think,” she whispered.

“Take your time. But not too much time.” His smile was knowing. “Your body’s already decided. Your mind just needs to catch up.”

He left her there.

Trembling. Wet. Ten sovereigns richer and absolutely certain her resistance was crumbling.



That night, Mirelle lay in bed counting coins.

Ten sovereigns. For an hour of sitting. Of being touched. Of feeling like a woman.

Through the walls, she heard familiar sounds. Elara visiting Theron. Moans and gasps.

Mirelle’s hand moved between her thighs. The memory of the warrior’s touch combined with the sounds from Theron’s room. She rubbed her clit hard and fast, two fingers pushing inside herself.

The orgasm hit harder than usual. Shaking. Biting her pillow.

But afterward, the empty ache remained.

Her fingers weren’t enough. The warrior’s polite touching wasn’t enough.

She needed what her daughters had.

The question was no longer if she would surrender. Just when.


Chapter 25: Vincent’s Resentment

Friday evening at Trade Plaza was always an event. Tonight felt different.

Theron arrived with both sisters on his arms.

Elara on his right—honey blonde hair catching lantern light, cornflower blue eyes bright with excitement. Her new dress showed just enough leg to turn heads. Small breasts high and perky beneath the fitted bodice.

Celia on his left—dark hair loose for once, cascading like midnight water. Pale skin luminous in the warm glow. Purple dress with a slit that showed flashes of thigh with every step.

Two beautiful sisters. Both his.

The message was unmistakable.

Holy shit, Theron thought as heads turned. I really am living the protagonist’s life now.

They made their way toward the center of the plaza where musicians were setting up. Other tavern owners and merchants mingled. Families and couples and groups of adventurers celebrating another week survived.

Theron caught Vincent’s stare from across the plaza immediately.

The wine merchant stood alone, wife conveniently absent. His blue eyes tracked Elara’s movement with barely concealed hunger.

Then shifted to Celia.

Back to Theron.

The math was clear. The tavern master had claimed both daughters of his household.

Vincent’s knuckles went white around his wine glass.

“He’s watching,” Elara murmured.

“Let him watch,” Theron said. “He lost.”

“Did he ever have a chance?” Celia’s voice was cool, but her fingers tightened on Theron’s arm possessively.

“Not after I met you.”

Both sisters smiled—different expressions, same satisfaction.

The dance started slowly. Theron led Elara first, mindful of fairness. Her body pressed close as they moved. She was light on her feet, graceful despite no formal training.

“Vincent’s still staring,” she said.

“Ignore him.”

“I can’t. He looks miserable.” Her grin was wicked. “I love it.”

“You’re terrible.”

“You like that about me.”

True.

When the song ended, Theron switched to Celia. Her movements were stiffer at first—she’d resisted dancing for years. But she’d been practicing in secret apparently, because she followed his lead smoothly.

“You’re good at this,” he said.

“I practiced. Didn’t want to embarrass myself.”

“Embarrass yourself in front of who?”

Pink colored her pale cheeks. “You.”

Goddamn. The ice queen cared about impressing him.

Theron pulled her closer. “You could never embarrass me.”

“I could trip and fall on my face.”

“Then I’d pick you up and we’d laugh about it.”

Her grey-blue eyes searched his face. “You mean that.”

“Of course I mean it.”

She softened against him. Just slightly. But enough that he felt it.

Over her shoulder, Theron saw Vincent moving toward them through the crowd.

Shit.

The song ended. Theron stepped back from Celia, keeping one hand on her waist protectively.

Vincent emerged from the crowd with forced pleasantness plastered over obvious resentment.

“Theron. Good to see you.” His eyes slid to the sisters. “Both daughters looking well. Business must be prospering.”

“It is.”

“I’ve heard rumors.” Vincent’s smile didn’t reach his eyes. “About your… management style. How you encourage the household to engage with customers more… directly.”

Celia went rigid.

“My employees choose their own level of engagement,” Theron said carefully. “I don’t force anyone to do anything.”

“Of course not. I’m sure they’re very… willing.” Vincent’s gaze lingered on Elara. On the cleavage visible in her dress. “Elara, you look radiant. Quite grown up since we last spoke.”

“Thank you,” Elara said politely. Nothing more.

The dismissal was subtle but clear.

Vincent’s jaw tightened. “Perhaps a dance? For old times’ sake?”

“I’m dancing with Theron tonight.”

“Just one dance. I promise to behave.”

“She said no,” Theron said flatly.

Vincent’s eyes flicked to him. “I was speaking to the lady.”

“And the lady answered. Find someone else to bother.”

For a moment, tension crackled between them. Two men. One woman both had wanted.

Only one had won.

Vincent forced a laugh. “Of course. My apologies.” He stepped back, hands raised in mock surrender. “Enjoy your evening.”

He melted back into the crowd.

Elara let out a breath. “That was tense.”

“He’s a sore loser,” Celia said. “Pathetic, really.”

“He’s not done,” Theron murmured, watching Vincent’s retreating back. “Men like him don’t give up easily.”

“What can he do?” Elara tilted her head. “We’re not interested. You already claimed us.”

Claimed. The word sent heat through him.

“He has money. Connections. Ways of making trouble if he wants.”

“Then we stay alert.” Celia’s voice was cold. “And we don’t give him ammunition.”

Smart.

They danced a few more rounds, switching partners, laughing together. By the time the music shifted to faster rhythms, Theron was pleasantly warm and satisfied.

He’d arrived with two gorgeous women on his arms. Had danced with both. Had publicly demonstrated his position.

Vincent could seethe all he wanted. The war was over.



Later, as the evening wound down, Celia excused herself to the merchant stalls. “I want to look at fabric samples. Lysa mentioned new shipments.”

Elara went with Mirelle to collect groceries Maren had promised.

Theron watched the plaza, enjoying a moment of solitude.



Celia moved through the fabric stalls, fingers trailing over silk samples. Lysa’s new shipments were impressive—deep purples, midnight blues, fabrics that would cling and reveal.

“The cold sister finally thawed.”

She went rigid.

Vincent emerged from the shadows between stalls. Alone. His blue eyes traced her body with proprietary interest.

“What do you want?” Her voice came out sharp. Cold. The mask she’d worn for years.

“Just making an observation.” He stepped closer, blocking her path. “Both of you now. Quite the accomplishment for the young tavern master.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Don’t you?” His smile was knowing. Unpleasant. “I’ve watched your transformation, Celia. The severe virgin who judged everyone. Now wearing dresses that show everything. Glowing with satisfaction. Walking differently.”

Heat crept up her neck. She hated that he could read her.

“My clothing choices are none of your concern.”

“Perhaps not. But I find myself curious.” He leaned against a stall post, blocking her escape. “When you tire of sharing—remember some men offer exclusivity. Marriage, even.”

Celia’s stomach turned. “Not interested.”

“You will be.” His voice dropped, soft and certain. “When he discards you. When the novelty wears off and he moves to the next conquest. When you realize you gave everything to a boy who was never going to commit to just one woman.” He smiled. “I’m patient. I can wait.”

She pushed past him, shoulder checking his arm.

“Don’t touch me again.”

“I didn’t touch you. Yet.” His laughter followed her through the crowd. “Think about what I said, Celia. The cold sister deserves better than scraps from her little sister’s table.”

Celia walked away fast, heart pounding.

The interaction troubled her more than she wanted to admit.

Not because Vincent was tempting—he wasn’t. Not even close.

But because some small, treacherous part of her wondered if he was right about Theron eventually discarding her.

She shoved the thought down. Buried it.

Found Elara near the grocery stalls and stayed close for the rest of the evening.



Meanwhile, Theron found himself alone near the fountain.

“Quite the accomplishment.”

He turned.

Vincent leaned against the fountain’s edge, wine glass in hand. Alone. Expression carefully neutral.

“What accomplishment?” Theron asked warily.

“Both of them. Both daughters.” Vincent took a slow sip. “I’ve been watching your tavern’s transformation. Hearing stories from customers. The groping. The sitting on laps. The way those girls work a room now.”

“They’re good at their jobs.”

“They’re good at more than that.” Vincent’s smile was sharp. “Tell me. Do they take turns? Or do you have them both at once?”

Theron’s hands clenched. “Watch your mouth.”

“I’m just curious. Professional interest, you understand.” He swirled his wine. “After all, I was courting Elara not long ago. Reading her poetry. Making her blush with pretty words.”

“And getting nowhere.”

“True.” The admission seemed to pain him. “While you—barely out of boyhood—managed to seduce not just her, but her colder, more difficult sister as well.” He laughed bitterly. “How did you do it? Economic pressure? Did you make them feel like they owed you?”

“I never forced anyone to do anything.”

“Of course not. You just created an environment where refusing became impossible.” Vincent set down his glass. “But here’s what interests me. How long do you think it lasts? This little arrangement you’ve built?”

“What do you mean?”

“Young women are fickle. They’ll tire of sharing. They’ll realize they could have better—men with more money, more experience, more to offer than a struggling tavern and a boy playing at being a master.”

“Is that what you tell yourself?” Theron stepped closer. “That eventually they’ll realize their mistake and come crawling to you?”

Vincent’s mask slipped. Anger flashed across his face. “They deserve better than being your live-in whores.”

“They’re not whores.”

“No? They spread their legs for you in exchange for security. That’s the literal definition.”

Theron’s fist twitched. He wanted to punch Vincent so badly his knuckles ached.

But violence would only prove Vincent’s point. Would make Theron look unstable. Dangerous.

Instead, he smiled.

“You know what the difference is between you and me, Vincent?”

“Enlighten me.”

“You thought you could buy Elara with poetry and presents. Thought you could seduce her with money and status.” Theron’s smile widened. “I just treated her like a person. Listened when she talked. Made her laugh. Made her feel safe and wanted and appreciated.”

“How noble.”

“And it worked. She chose me. Not because I forced her. Not because she had no choice. Because she wanted to.” He leaned closer. “Celia too. Both of them looked at what I offer and decided it was better than anything you could give.”

Vincent’s face went red.

“They’re mine,” Theron continued quietly. “Willingly. Enthusiastically. And there’s nothing you can do about it except seethe from the sidelines like a bitter old man who can’t accept that he lost.”

For a moment, Vincent looked like he might throw a punch himself.

Then his expression smoothed into cold calculation.

“Enjoy it while it lasts,” he said softly. “Young love burns bright and fast. When it fades—and it will—don’t come begging for help when your tavern collapses and your little harem scatters.”

He walked away.

Theron stood by the fountain, heart pounding, hands still clenched.

That was a threat. Not overt. Not actionable. But definitely a threat.

Vincent wasn’t going to let this go. He’d wait. Watch. Look for weakness.

And when the opportunity came, he’d strike.



“You look tense,” Celia said when she found him later.

“Vincent cornered me.” Theron paused, noticing her own stiff posture. “You too?”

Her jaw tightened. “At the fabric stalls. He made… comments. About knowing what we are to each other. Offered me ‘exclusivity’ and ‘marriage’ when I ‘tire of sharing.’”

Anger flared through Theron. “What did you say?”

“Not interested.” Her voice was cold. “He said he’s patient. That he’ll wait until you discard me.”

Theron’s fists clenched. “I’m not going to discard you.”

“I know.” But something flickered in her eyes. Some small doubt.

“Celia. I mean it.”

“I know,” she repeated, more firmly. “He’s just trying to plant seeds. Divide us.” Her expression hardened into ice. “What did he say to you?”

Theron recounted his own conversation. Left nothing out.

When he finished, Celia’s expression was murderous.

“He threatened both of us. Separately.”

“Subtly. But yes.”

“Then we consolidate. Make the household strong enough that external threats can’t penetrate.”

“How?”

She stepped closer, voice dropping. “Make sure everyone in our circle is satisfied. Loyal. Bound to you by more than just employment.”

“You mean—”

“I mean exactly what you think I mean.” Her pale hand found his. “Mother’s already halfway there. Maren’s yours. Elara and I are yours. Rosalind would work for you in a heartbeat if you offered.”

“That’s a lot of people to manage.”

“You’re already managing us. What’s a few more?” Her smile was sharp. “Besides. The bigger your network, the harder it is for Vincent to disrupt anything. He can’t seduce women who are already thoroughly claimed.”

Smart. Cold. Practical.

Very Celia.

“You’ve been thinking about this,” Theron said.

“I think about a lot of things.” She rose on her toes, breath warm against his ear. “Including how to keep you so satisfied you never even look at anyone Vincent might offer as alternatives.”

Heat shot through him.

“Bold,” he managed.

“I learned from the best.” She pulled back with a wicked grin. “Now come on. Elara’s waiting. We promised her you’d walk us home.”

They found Elara near the fabric stalls, chatting with a merchant about lace imports. When she saw Theron, her whole face lit up.

Two sisters. Both his. Both glowing with satisfaction and possessive affection.

Vincent could plot all he wanted.

Theron was building something the wine merchant could never touch.



That night, after the sisters had both visited his room—separately, as they preferred for now—Theron lay in bed thinking about Vincent’s words.

How long do you think it lasts?

The honest answer: he didn’t know. But it wasn’t going to collapse just because Vincent wanted it to.

He’d protect what was his.

And if Vincent wanted to test that resolve? Bring it on.


Chapter 26: Household Awareness

The fiction of secrecy was officially dead.

Theron realized it at breakfast when Celia and Elara both reached for the honey pot at the same time. Their hands touched. They glanced at each other. And instead of the old rivalry, they smiled.

Shared smiles. Conspiratorial. Warm.

Sisters who knew exactly what they had in common.

Mirelle noticed too. Her eyes tracked the interaction with something between resignation and curiosity.

She knew. Of course she knew.

Thin walls. Sounds that carried. Daughters who glowed with post-sex satisfaction.

A new normal had established itself over the past weeks. One that Theron had stopped questioning.

Elara visited his room nightly. Devoted. Passionate. The sex enthusiastic and tender by turns.

Celia came every third night for her specialty—anal. She’d claimed that territory as her own, and Theron had stopped arguing. Her competitive nature needed something uniquely hers.

Maren expected him weekly. Sometimes Orin joined, sometimes she wanted Theron alone. Both arrangements worked. Both satisfied.

Growing authority as employer-lover-master. That was what he’d become, though he still struggled to name it.

The only question was whether Mirelle would confront it or continue pretending.

“Busy day ahead,” Theron said, breaking the silence. “Supply runs. Inventory. Preparing for tonight’s customers.”

“I’ll handle the kitchen,” Mirelle said automatically. “Elara, you’re on floor service. Celia, cleaning and prep.”

Same assignments as always. But the dynamic underneath had shifted completely.

After breakfast dispersed, Theron caught Mirelle alone in the kitchen.

“We should talk,” he said.

She kept her hands busy kneading dough. “About what?”

“About the fact that you know. That everyone knows.”

Her hands stilled. For a moment, she didn’t respond.

Then: “What exactly do I know?”

“That I’m sleeping with both your daughters.”

The words hung in the kitchen air.

Mirelle finally turned to face him. Flour dusted her hands. Her expression was complicated—resignation, disapproval, something else he couldn’t quite name.

“And what do you want me to say?” she asked quietly.

“Whatever you need to say.”

She laughed bitterly. “What I need to say is that you’re sleeping with my daughters. Both of them. My employer is fucking both my children.”

“Yes.”

“I should be outraged. Should throw things. Should demand you stop immediately.”

“Should you?”

“Any proper mother would.” She wiped her hands on her apron. “But I’ve watched them. Seen how they are now. Happier. More confident. Satisfied in ways they weren’t before.”

“They chose this,” Theron said. “I never forced—”

“I know.” She cut him off. “I know you didn’t force them. That’s what makes it complicated.” Her hazel eyes met his. “If you’d coerced them, I could hate you. Could leave and take them with me.”

“But?”

“But they’re adults. Making adult choices. And those choices seem to be making them happy.” She turned back to her dough. “What kind of mother tries to take away her daughters’ happiness just because it makes her uncomfortable?”

Theron stepped closer. “You’re handling this better than expected.”

“Am I? I lie awake at night listening to my daughters moan in pleasure with the same man. I watch them compete for your attention. I see the marks you leave on their skin.” Her voice wavered. “I’m not handling it well. I’m just… handling it.”

“If you want us to stop—”

“Do you want to stop?”

“No.”

“Do they want to stop?”

“No.”

“Then what’s the point of me demanding it?” She shaped the dough with practiced efficiency. “I’m not blind, Theron. The tavern is thriving. We’re making more money than we ever have. My daughters are happy. Safe. Protected.”

She paused, then added quietly: “And I’m a widow who touches herself every night thinking about things she shouldn’t think about.”

Heat flashed through Theron.

Mirelle kept her eyes on her work. “So no. I’m not going to demand you stop. I’m not going to take my daughters away. I’m going to keep running this kitchen and pretending I don’t hear what happens after dark.”

“Mirelle—”

“But if you hurt them. If you discard them. If you make them feel used or worthless.” Now she looked at him. Eyes hard. “I will destroy you. I don’t care that you’re Marcus’s son. I will make you regret ever touching my girls.”

The threat was real. Absolute.

“I won’t hurt them,” Theron said. “I care about them. Both of them.”

“You’d better.” She returned to kneading. “Now leave me alone. I have bread to make.”

Dismissed.

Theron left the kitchen with his heart pounding.

Mirelle knew. Had processed it. Had given tacit approval while simultaneously threatening him if he fucked up.

It was the best outcome he could have hoped for.

Better than he deserved, honestly.



That afternoon, Maren arrived with produce deliveries.

The widow looked radiant. Copper-red hair catching sunlight. Emerald eyes bright. Her body moving with satisfaction that came from regular, enthusiastic sex.

Theron helped unload vegetables while Mirelle inspected quality.

“You look well,” Mirelle said.

“I am well.” Maren’s smile was knowing. “Very, very well.”

“I’m glad.”

The two women exchanged a look. Long. Meaningful.

Then Mirelle said: “I heard about Orin.”

Maren went very still. “What did you hear?”

“That you’re… involved with him now. Intimately.”

Silence.

Then Maren laughed—low and slightly defiant. “Are you here to judge me?”

“No. I’m here to understand how you made peace with it.”

Maren set down a sack of potatoes. “The same way you’re making peace with your daughters sharing a lover. By accepting that conventional morality is a luxury we can’t afford.”

Mirelle flinched.

“You think I don’t know?” Maren’s voice was gentle. “Thin walls work both ways, my friend. I’ve heard things from the tavern. Seen how your girls walk. How they look at him.”

“It’s different—”

“Is it? You’re uncomfortable with your daughters finding pleasure. I’m navigating my godson’s fantasies. We’re both in territory no respectable woman should be in.” She stepped closer. “But we’re not drowning. We’re surviving. And maybe even thriving.”

Mirelle’s hands twisted in her apron. “Don’t you feel guilty?”

“Every day. But I also feel alive. Desired. Fulfilled.” Maren touched her friend’s arm. “Guilt is easier to carry when you’re satisfied.”

“That’s a terrible philosophy.”

“It’s an honest one.”

Theron watched the exchange, fascinated.

Two women. Both navigating taboo relationships. Both processing similar conflicts.

“How did you get to the point where you could accept it?” Mirelle asked quietly.

“I stopped asking if it was right. Started asking if it was making me happy. If it was hurting anyone.” Maren squeezed her arm. “Orin is an adult. He chose this. So did I. We’re both better for it.”

“And Father Aldric approved?”

“For fifty sovereigns, Father Aldric will approve anything.” Maren’s smile was wry. “The church is flexible when properly motivated.”

Mirelle absorbed this.

Then, even more quietly: “What if I’m tempted too?”

Maren’s eyebrows rose. “Tempted by…?”

“By the same things my daughters are experiencing. By being wanted. Touched. Satisfied.”

Oh.

Oh shit.

Theron’s cock stirred immediately.

Maren glanced at him. Back to Mirelle. A slow smile spread across her face.

“Then you should act on it,” she said simply. “Life is too short to deny yourself pleasure out of misplaced propriety.”

“He’s my employer—”

“So? Elara and Celia are his employees too. Hasn’t stopped them.”

“He’s young enough to be my son—”

“I’m fucking my godson who I raised from childhood. Age gaps are arbitrary.” Maren’s voice turned serious. “Mirelle. You’ve been widowed for eight years. Eight years of sleeping alone. Of touching yourself instead of being touched. Of watching everyone else find pleasure while you deny yourself.”

Tears pricked Mirelle’s eyes.

“You deserve more,” Maren said softly. “You deserve to feel desired. To feel a man’s hands on your body. To remember what it’s like to be a woman instead of just a mother and employee.”

“I don’t know if I can—”

“You can. You will. When you’re ready.” Maren glanced at Theron again. “And when you do, make sure you choose someone who will appreciate every inch of your gorgeous body.”

Mirelle’s breath caught.

Theron stood frozen, cock now painfully hard.

Maren finished the delivery and left with a knowing smile.

Mirelle stood in the storage room, trembling.

“She’s right, you know,” Theron said quietly.

Mirelle jumped. “I thought you’d left.”

“I was listening. Couldn’t help it.”

“You heard—”

“Everything.” He stepped closer. “Maren’s right. You deserve more than denying yourself out of propriety.”

“Theron—”

“I’m not pushing. I’m just saying.” He stopped an arm’s length away. Close enough that she could feel his heat. “When you’re ready. If you’re ready. I’ll be here.”

He left before she could respond.

But he felt her eyes on his back all the way out.



That evening, Rosalind appeared at the tavern.

Not for business. Just visiting.

She and Sable sat with Elara near the bar, chatting about something that made them all laugh.

Theron watched from across the room.

Three women. All comfortable with sexuality. All friendly with each other.

Elara glanced up, caught his eye, and winked.

She was building alliances. Creating a network of women who understood the lifestyle they were navigating.

Smart girl.

Later, when Rosalind stopped by the bar for wine, she leaned close.

“Your household’s quite the operation now,” she said.

“Is it?”

“Two sisters sharing you. Mother aware and processing. You’ve built something unusual.”

“Unusual but functional.”

“Functional indeed.” She sipped wine. “Sable mentioned you might have space for us. If we wanted to move operations here instead of the harbor.”

Theron’s pulse quickened. “You’d be interested?”

“Potentially. Safer environment. Steady clientele. Better money split than street work.” Her jade green eyes assessed him. “But only if the household dynamic works. Can’t have jealousy or competition poisoning the well.”

“Elara and Celia get along now. Better than before, actually.”

“Because they share you?”

“Because they found common ground through sharing me.”

Rosalind laughed. “Clever. And Mirelle?”

“Processing. But not hostile.”

“Good. Because if this is going to work—if we’re going to consolidate operations—everyone needs to be on the same page.” She set down her glass. “Think about it. Talk to your household. If everyone’s agreeable, Sable and I could start transitioning within a month.”

She left.

Theron stood behind the bar, mind spinning.

The household was evolving faster than he’d anticipated.

Sisters sharing him. Mother aware and conflicted. Prostitutes potentially joining.

Maren and Orin normalized.

Vincent plotting from the sidelines.

Everything was changing. Growing. Becoming something bigger than just a tavern.

It was terrifying.

It was exhilarating.

It was his.



That night, both sisters visited his room together for the first time.

Not for sex. Just to talk.

Elara sprawled across his bed in her nightgown. Celia sat more primly in a chair.

“Rosalind approached me,” Elara said. “About working here.”

“She mentioned it to me too,” Theron confirmed.

“What did you say?”

“That I’d think about it. Discuss with the household.”

“We should do it,” Celia said immediately. “More income streams. Better protection. Consolidates our circle.”

“Mother might object,” Elara pointed out.

“Mother’s already accepting things she never thought she’d accept. What’s one more step?” Celia’s smile was sharp. “Besides. Rosalind’s professional. Knows boundaries. Won’t cause drama.”

“You’ve thought about this.”

“I think about everything.” She stood, moved to the window. “Vincent’s planning something. We all know it. The more people we have loyal to us, the harder it is for external threats to penetrate.”

“You want to build a fortress,” Theron said.

“I want to build a family. One that protects its own.”

Elara sat up. “Family’s a strong word.”

“What else would you call it? We’re bound together. Share resources. Share… other things.” Celia’s pale cheeks colored slightly. “We look out for each other. That’s family.”

Silence.

Then Elara grinned. “Weirdest family in Amoria. But yeah. Family.”

Theron looked between them. Two sisters who’d barely tolerated each other weeks ago. Now allied. Protective. Building something together.

“So we ask Rosalind to move operations here,” he said. “Officially.”

“And we prepare for whatever Vincent’s plotting,” Celia added.

“And we keep consolidating. Keep making the household stronger.” Elara’s eyes gleamed. “Make it so strong nothing can threaten it.”

They talked for another hour. Planning. Strategizing. Laughing at inside jokes that had developed over shared experiences.

When they finally left—separately, as was their habit—Theron lay in bed thinking.

The household had become something unprecedented. Not just employer and employees. Not just lovers.

Celia called it family. Maybe she was right.

Whatever it was, he’d protect it.


Chapter 27: Consolidation and Book 3 Setup

The night tavern closed, Theron sat at the main table reviewing the ledger.

Numbers that had terrified him two months ago now told a story of improbable success.

Revenue up three hundred percent from inheritance. Visitor count doubled. Reputation transformed from struggling to thriving.

The economic crisis that had nearly drowned them was solved.

Hell, they were profitable now. Actually, genuinely profitable.

All because he’d made choices most tavern keepers would never dare.

“Reviewing your empire?”

Theron looked up.

Elara stood in the doorway in her sheer nightgown. The lantern light behind her made the fabric nearly transparent. Small breasts visible. Nipples peaked from the cool air. Curves of her hips clearly outlined.

Goddamn.

“Something like that,” he managed.

She moved closer, hips swaying. Slid onto his lap without asking permission.

Her warmth pressed against him. Honey blonde hair smelling of lavender. Body fitting perfectly against his.

“Happy?” she asked.

“Very.”

“Good.” She traced patterns on his chest through his shirt. “You deserve to be happy. After everything you’ve done for us.”

“I haven’t done that much—”

“You saved us. The tavern. Me. Celia. Mother.” Her cornflower eyes met his. “We’d be destitute without you. Probably working harbor corners like Rosalind did before she established herself.”

“That wouldn’t have happened—”

“It absolutely would have happened.” Her voice was matter-of-fact. “Marcus left debts. No plan. We were drowning. Then you took over and somehow turned disaster into triumph.”

She kissed him. Soft. Sweet.

“I’m really happy,” she whispered against his lips. “Is that strange? That I’m happy sharing you with my sister?”

“Maybe. But I’m not complaining.”

She laughed. Shifted on his lap, deliberately grinding against his growing erection.

“I can tell.”

Before things could escalate, footsteps sounded on the stairs.

Celia appeared. Saw Elara on Theron’s lap. Raised one elegant eyebrow.

“Starting without me?”

“Just talking,” Elara said innocently. “Want to join?”

Celia considered for a moment. Then moved to Theron’s other side. Not touching. But close.

“The ledger looks good,” she said, glancing at the numbers.

“It is good. Better than expected.”

“So what’s next?”

“Next?”

“We’ve stabilized. The immediate crisis is solved. But we can’t just maintain. We need to keep growing. Building.” Her grey-blue eyes were sharp. “What’s the next goal?”

Theron thought about it.

“Rosalind’s offer,” he said. “Bringing her and Sable into operations officially.”

“Agreed. That’s obvious. What else?”

“The storage room could be converted. Give them dedicated space.”

“Mother will need convincing,” Elara pointed out.

“Mother’s already halfway convinced,” Celia said. “She just needs the final push.”

The way she said it made Theron’s pulse quicken.

Both sisters looked at him.

“What about Mom?” Elara asked quietly.

“What about her?”

“She wants you. We all know it. We’ve heard her through the walls. Seen how she looks at you.” Elara’s voice held no jealousy. Just curiosity. “Are you going to do something about it?”

“That’s complicated—”

“Everything about this household is complicated,” Celia cut in. “But it works because we’re honest about it. Stop avoiding the question.”

Theron took a breath. “Your mother is… she’s processing a lot. I’m not going to push her.”

“But if she came to you?” Elara pressed.

“If she came to me willingly, clearly, with full understanding of what she was choosing…” He met their eyes. “Then yes. I’d welcome her.”

Silence.

Then Elara grinned. “Good. Because she’s going to break soon. And when she does, she’ll need you to catch her.”

“You’re okay with that?”

“Why wouldn’t I be? She’s our mother. She deserves to be happy too.” Elara shifted on his lap again. “Besides. The more people bound to you, the stronger our household becomes.”

Practical. Pragmatic.

Very much the philosophy that had gotten them this far.

“Speaking of which,” Celia said. “Rosalind mentioned something interesting to me yesterday.”

“What?”

“A gloryhole.”

Theron’s brain stuttered. “A what?”

“Gloryhole. Anonymous sex through a partition. Common in harbor districts. High volume, good money, safer than street work.” She said it so casually she might have been discussing furniture. “She suggested we could install one in the storage room. Let her and Sable work it. Revenue split with the tavern.”

“That’s…” Theron tried to process. “That’s pretty advanced.”

“It’s practical. Customers get discretion. Workers get safety. We get consistent income.” Celia tilted her head. “What’s the objection?”

“I don’t have one. It’s just… a lot.”

“Everything’s been a lot. But it’s working.” She smiled slightly. “Besides. Imagine the possibilities. A thriving tavern with multiple income streams. A household united in purpose. Protection against external threats like Vincent.”

“You’ve really thought this through.”

“I think about everything.”

Elara laughed. “She really does. It’s annoying.”

“It’s planning,” Celia corrected. “Someone has to think long-term.”

They talked for another hour. About Rosalind’s proposal. About renovating the storage room. About what expanding operations would mean.

About the future they were building together.

Eventually, Elara yawned. “I should sleep. Work tomorrow.”

She kissed Theron—deeper than before. Tongue sliding against his. Making him groan.

Then she stood and stretched, deliberately showing off her body through the sheer nightgown.

“Night,” she said cheerfully.

Celia remained after Elara left.

“You really okay with all this?” Theron asked her.

“With sharing you? With expanding the household?” She considered. “Yes. I am.”

“Why?”

“Because it works. Because I’m happy for the first time in years. Because competing for you is more satisfying than being alone and cold.” She stood, moved closer. “And because I know my place.”

“Your place?”

“Anal specialist. The thing Elara doesn’t do. My unique contribution.” Pride colored her pale cheeks. “I’m not the devoted one. That’s her role. I’m the competitive one. The one who pushes boundaries. Who tries things others won’t.”

“You’ve claimed your niche.”

“Exactly.” She leaned down, breath warm against his ear. “And I’m very good at my specialty.”

Heat shot through him.

“Subtle,” he managed.

“I don’t do subtle.” She pulled back with a wicked smile. “But not tonight. Tonight I’m tired. Tomorrow, though…”

She left the promise hanging.

Walked away with her hips swaying deliberately. Knowing he was watching.

Goddamn.

Theron sat alone at the table, cock painfully hard, mind spinning.

Two months ago he’d inherited a failing tavern and desperate circumstances.

Now he had two sisters competing for his attention. A mother on the verge of surrendering. Plans to bring prostitutes into operations. A household that functioned like a harem in everything but name.

It was insane.

It was working.

And tomorrow would bring new opportunities to expand even further.



Later that night, unable to sleep, Theron found himself thinking about the future.

Book 3, he thought with dark humor. If life were a story, we’re setting up Book 3.

Rosalind and Sable joining. The gloryhole construction. Mirelle’s inevitable surrender.

And underneath it all, Vincent plotting. Waiting for weakness.

But they were strong now. Stronger than anyone realized.

A knock at his door broke his thoughts.

“Come in.”

To his surprise, Mirelle entered. Fully dressed. Hair down. Expression conflicted.

“Can’t sleep?” he asked.

“No.” She closed the door behind her. “I’ve been thinking.”

“About?”

“About what Maren said. About what you said.” She twisted her hands. “About what I want versus what I think I should want.”

Theron sat up slowly. “And?”

“I’m not ready yet. To… to cross that line.” Her hazel eyes met his. “But I’m getting closer. Every day I get closer.”

“Take whatever time you need.”

“That’s the thing. I don’t think I need much more time.” She laughed shakily. “I’m thirty-eight years old. Touch-starved. Watching my daughters be satisfied while I deny myself. How much longer do I keep pretending I’m above this?”

“You’re not above anything—”

“I know. That’s what I’m realizing.” She stepped closer. “When I’m ready. When I finally stop fighting myself. Will you be gentle?”

His breath caught. “Yes.”

“Will you make it good? Make me feel like more than just another conquest?”

“You could never be just another conquest.”

She smiled sadly. “Sweet boy. You know exactly what to say.”

“I mean it.”

“I know you do. That’s part of the problem.” She moved to the door. Paused with her hand on the handle. “Soon, Theron. It’ll be soon. I just need a little more time to make peace with it.”

She left.

Theron lay back down, heart pounding.

Mirelle was coming around. The final piece of the household puzzle was falling into place.

And when it did…

When all the pieces were aligned…

They’d be unstoppable.



The next morning brought unexpected developments.

Rosalind arrived with Sable and Master Torven, the dwarf craftsman.

“Heard you might need some construction work,” Torven rumbled. “Storage room modifications?”

Theron glanced at Rosalind. “You move fast.”

“No point delaying if everyone’s agreeable.” She smiled. “Is everyone agreeable?”

Theron looked at his household.

Elara nodded enthusiastically. Celia gave a sharp nod of approval.

Mirelle hesitated. Then: “If it improves revenue and keeps everyone safer… yes. I’m agreeable.”

“Seven hundred sovereigns for the full gloryhole installation,” Torven said. “Includes partition, hole, client area, worker area. Professional work. Discreet.”

Seven hundred sovereigns. A fortune.

But they had it now. Actually had the money to invest.

“Do it,” Theron said.

Torven nodded. “Two weeks completion. I’ll start tomorrow.”

After they left to take measurements, Elara squeezed Theron’s arm.

“We’re really doing this.”

“We really are.”

“It’s exciting. Scary. But exciting.”

Celia appeared on his other side. “This is just the beginning. Once operations expand, once Mother commits fully, once we’ve consolidated everything…”

“We’ll be untouchable,” Elara finished.

Theron looked between them. Two sisters. Both invested in building something unprecedented.

“Thank you,” he said. “For trusting me. For building this with me.”

“Don’t get sentimental,” Celia said. But she was smiling.

“Yeah, save the emotions for after you’ve fucked us properly tonight,” Elara added with a grin.

They dispersed to start the day’s work.

Theron smiled, reviewing the ledger one more time. The numbers told a story of impossible success.

Tomorrow, Torven would start construction. In two weeks, new capabilities. Somewhere in that timeline, Mirelle would stop fighting herself.

Then the household would be complete.

He closed the ledger and got to work.


Epilogue: Changing Household

Theron woke warm.

Too warm.

He opened his eyes slowly, confusion giving way to realization.

Elara was pressed against his right side. Honey blonde hair spread across his shoulder. Small breasts rising and falling with steady breaths.

And on his left—

Celia.

Dark hair cascading over pale skin. Slim body curved against him. One hand resting possessively on his chest.

Both sisters. Same bed. First time they’d slept together like this.

Holy shit.

Memory returned in fragments. Going to Elara’s room after closing. Celia appearing at the door minutes later. The three of them talking. Laughing about the day’s events.

And then Celia stretching out on the bed beside them. “This room is warmer than mine.”

A transparent excuse. No one challenged it.

They’d simply… stayed.

Now morning light filtered through the window. Three bodies tangled in sheets. The first tentative step toward something they’d only joked about before.

Not sex. Not yet.

But intimacy. Trust. Sharing space and warmth.

Theron lay very still, afraid to break the moment.

Elara stirred first. Her eyes opened. Saw Celia on the other side. Blinked.

“Good morning,” she whispered.

Celia’s eyes cracked open. Surveyed the situation. A small smile touched her lips.

“Good morning.”

No panic. No awkwardness.

Just acceptance.

“I should get to the kitchen,” Elara said. But she didn’t move yet. Just nestled closer.

“Mother’s probably already cooking,” Celia murmured. “Five more minutes.”

They lay together in comfortable silence.

Theron’s mind spun.

Sixteen weeks since Marcus’s funeral. Sixteen weeks since inheriting the tavern.

Sixteen weeks that had transformed everything.

He’d been a virgin then. Inexperienced. Terrified of responsibility. Drowning in debt and desperation.

Now he lay between two sisters who belonged to him in ways he still couldn’t fully process.

The tavern was thriving. Revenue exceeding all projections. Reputation transformed from struggling to successful.

Elara—his first sexual experience beyond Rosalind’s teaching—had become devoted. Enthusiastic. Comfortable in her sexuality in ways that still amazed him.

Celia—cold and judgmental months ago—had discovered pleasure through jealousy and competition. Had found her specialty in anal and wore that pride like armor.

Maren was his regular lover. The widow who’d taught him confidence. Who was now navigating her own taboo with Orin.

And Mirelle…

Mirelle was close to breaking. Close to surrendering to desires she’d suppressed for eight years.

The household had become something unprecedented. Not just a business. Not just lovers sharing a man.

Something deeper. More complex.

Family, Celia had called it.

Maybe she was right.

“What are you thinking about?” Elara asked, watching him.

“Everything. How different things are now.”

“Better or worse?”

“Better. Definitely better.”

She smiled. Kissed his shoulder. “Good answer.”

Celia shifted. “We should probably get up. People will talk if we all emerge from the same room.”

“People already talk,” Elara pointed out. “The household knows.”

“True. But there’s knowing and there’s seeing.” Celia sat up slowly, sheet falling away. Her pale skin was luminous in morning light. “Better to maintain some discretion.”

She stood. Stretched. Deliberately giving them both a show.

Then grabbed her nightgown and slipped it on.

“See you at breakfast,” she said. And left.

Elara remained a moment longer.

“That was nice,” she said quietly. “Sleeping all together.”

“It was.”

“We should do it again. Maybe… more than just sleeping next time.” Her cornflower eyes held his. “If you’re interested.”

Heat shot through him. “Very interested.”

She grinned. Kissed him properly. Deep and searching.

Then pulled away with visible effort. “Later. Much later. After I’m done thinking about it obsessively all day.”

She left.

Theron lay in bed alone, heart pounding.

Both sisters. Same bed. Hinting at more.

The threesome Elara had teased about was becoming real possibility.

He needed a minute to process.

Actually, he needed several minutes.

His cock was painfully hard.

And his mind was already racing ahead to possibilities.



Breakfast was surprisingly normal.

Mirelle cooked. The sisters helped serve. Theron reviewed the day’s tasks.

But underneath the normalcy, everyone was aware.

Aware that the household had shifted again. That new boundaries were being tested. That what they were building together was evolving past anything conventional.

After breakfast, Theron caught Mirelle alone in the kitchen again.

“We need to talk,” she said before he could speak.

“About?”

“About what happens next. For me.” She set down her spoon. “I’ve made a decision.”

His pulse quickened. “What decision?”

“I’m not going to fight myself anymore. Not going to pretend I don’t want what everyone else is getting.” Her hazel eyes met his. “But I need to do it on my terms. When I’m ready. Not rushed. Not coerced.”

“Of course.”

“And I need…” She took a breath. “I need to know it won’t change how you see my daughters. That claiming me won’t diminish them.”

“Nothing could diminish them. They’re incredible. Both of them.”

She smiled slightly. “Sweet boy. Always knowing what to say.”

“It’s the truth.”

“I know.” She turned back to her cooking. “Soon, Theron. When the timing feels right. When I’ve stopped being terrified and started being excited instead.”

“No pressure. No rush.”

“Thank you.”

She returned to work, but her shoulders were lighter. The decision made. The path chosen.

Just a matter of timing now.



That afternoon, Rosalind stopped by with updates.

“Torven confirmed he can start tomorrow. Two weeks for full gloryhole installation.”

“And you’re sure about this?” Theron asked. “Moving operations here?”

“Completely sure. Better safety. Better money. Better everything.” Her jade eyes were warm. “Plus, Sable likes your household. Likes Elara especially. They’ve been spending time together.”

“I noticed.”

“Good influence, your girl. Sex-positive without being reckless. Sable respects that.”

Theron glanced toward where Elara was chatting with Sable near the bar. The two young women laughing together.

“They’re friends,” he said.

“They are. Which makes this whole arrangement easier.” Rosalind sipped her wine. “When the gloryhole’s operational, we’ll need to establish house rules. Operating hours. Revenue split. Worker rotation.”

“We’ll figure it out.”

“We will.” She smiled. “You’ve built something special here, you know. Most taverns are just taverns. Yours is becoming… more.”

“I’m still figuring out what that more is.”

“Aren’t we all.” She stood. “I’ll see you tomorrow when Torven starts. Oh, and Theron?”

“Yes?”

“Your father would be proud. Marcus talked about wanting the tavern to thrive. To become something important in the community.” She glanced around. “You’ve exceeded his wildest expectations.”

She left.

Theron stood behind the bar, her words echoing.

Marcus. His father. The man who’d left him this impossible inheritance.

Would he be proud? Or horrified?

Probably both.

But the tavern was thriving. The household was happy. People were safe and satisfied.

That had to count for something.



That night, Theron lay in bed thinking about the future.

Tomorrow, construction would start. In two weeks, the gloryhole would be operational. Rosalind and Sable would move in officially.

The household would expand again. More people. More complexity.

More opportunity.

Mirelle would surrender soon. The timing felt inevitable now. Just a matter of when, not if.

And the sisters were hinting at things. At sharing him simultaneously. At crossing boundaries they’d only teased before.

Book 3, his mind supplied again. We’re definitely setting up Book 3.

Pregnancies would come eventually. Babies. The household transforming from sexual adventure to actual family.

The gloryhole would bring customers. Revenue. New complications.

Vincent would make his move eventually. Whatever resentment he harbored would manifest somehow.

And through it all, Theron would navigate. Would lead. Would protect what was his.

A knock at his door.

“Come in.”

Both sisters entered. Together this time. No pretense of separate visits.

Elara in her sheer nightgown. Celia in a silk one that showed her pale skin beautifully.

“We’ve been talking,” Elara said.

“About?”

“About what we want. What we’re ready for.” She glanced at Celia. “And we decided something.”

Theron’s heart hammered. “What did you decide?”

Celia spoke. “That we’re tired of taking turns. Tired of pretending we’re not both equally invested. Tired of dancing around what we actually want.”

“Which is?”

“You,” Elara said simply. “Both of us. At the same time. Together.”

Oh.

Oh fuck.

“Tonight?” Theron managed.

“No. Not tonight.” Elara smiled. “We’re not quite ready for that. But soon. Very soon.”

“We wanted you to know,” Celia added. “To think about it. To prepare.”

They approached the bed. Elara sat on one side. Celia on the other.

“For now,” Elara said, “we just want to sleep here again. All three of us. Get comfortable with sharing space.”

“Build anticipation,” Celia said with a wicked smile.

They slid under the covers on either side of him.

Warm bodies pressing close. Familiar scents mixing. Breathing synchronizing.

Theron lay between them, cock achingly hard, mind racing.

This was really happening.

The household he’d built. The harem he’d somehow accumulated. The life that had seemed impossible sixteen weeks ago.

It was all real.

And it was all his.

“Theron?” Elara whispered in the dark.

“Yeah?”

“Are you happy?”

He thought about it. About everything that had changed. Everything they’d built together.

“Yes,” he said honestly. “I’m really, really happy.”

“Good.” She kissed his shoulder. “We are too.”

Celia’s hand found his. Squeezed once.

They drifted toward sleep together. Three bodies tangled.

Tomorrow would bring construction and new challenges.

But tonight, Theron lay between two sisters who wanted him, a mother about to surrender, and a household that was his.

Not bad for sixteen weeks.

He closed his eyes.



END OF BOOK 2


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Leo Thornvale. 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 Leo Thornvale 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 Leo Thornvale 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.

Leo Thornvale

[image: ]

cover.jpeg
Leo Thornvale

F’mbldden Ta,vgrn Q

15eET






OEBPS/image_rsrc3MX.jpg





