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Chapter 1: New Morning

Theron woke to warmth on both sides.

Elara was curled against his chest, one hand resting over his heart, honey-blonde hair splayed across the pillow like spun gold. She breathed slow and deep, lips slightly parted, that satisfied little smile she wore after every night together. Her sheer nightgown had ridden up past her hips in the night, exposing the smooth curve of her ass and the shadow between her thighs.

On his other side, Celia faced away from him, her dark hair fanning across the pillow in a midnight cascade. But her body told the truth her cold mask would deny in daylight. Her pale ass was pressed firmly against his hip, the thin fabric of her nightgown doing nothing to hide the contact. One of her legs had hooked back over his, claiming territory in sleep that she’d never admit to wanting while awake.

Two gorgeous sisters. One bed. His bed.

Theron lay still for a moment, letting the absurdity of it wash over him. Four months ago he’d been a virgin standing in the rain at his father’s funeral, terrified of inheriting a failing tavern and three employees he barely knew. Now two of those employees were sleeping in his bed after taking turns riding his cock, and the third one — their mother — was probably lying awake in the next room trying not to touch herself.

Heat gathered low at the thought. Standard morning situation these days.

Elara shifted, nuzzling closer. Her hand drifted down his chest, fingertips tracing his stomach, heading south with the instinct of a woman who’d memorized the landscape of his body. Her eyes were still closed, but her lips curved wider.

“Morning,” she murmured against his collarbone.

“Morning.”

Her fingers found him. Hard already. She wrapped her hand around his shaft with the casual possessiveness of an established lover, gave one slow stroke, then sighed contentedly and went still. Not starting anything. Just holding what was hers.

On his other side, Celia’s breathing changed. She was awake. Had probably been awake since he moved. But acknowledging the morning meant acknowledging that she’d slept here again, pressed against him, in a bed she supposedly ended up in by accident.

Theron waited.

Celia stirred with an elaborate performance of waking up. Stretched. Yawned. Turned over and froze as if surprised to find Elara’s hand wrapped around his cock three inches from her face.

“Oh,” she said flatly. “I’m in here again.”

“Third time this week,” Elara said without opening her eyes.

“The drafts in my room are atrocious.”

“It’s summer.”

“Summer drafts.” Celia sat up, dark hair tumbling over her pale shoulders. Her nightgown hung off one shoulder, exposing the graceful line of her collarbone and the upper swell of one small breast. She didn’t fix it. Wouldn’t admit she left it that way on purpose.

She glanced at Theron. Held his gaze for two deliberate seconds. Then looked away with practiced disinterest. “I need to get dressed.”

She slid out of bed and crossed the room. In the thin morning light filtering through the shutters, her nightgown was nearly transparent. The outline of her slim body — small perky tits, narrow waist, tight ass — perfectly visible through the white fabric. She knew it. He knew she knew it.

She paused at the door, glanced back with grey-blue eyes that could cut glass. “Don’t look so smug.”

The door closed behind her.

Elara giggled, still pressed against his chest. “She loves it. She just can’t say so without her face cracking.”

“Noted.”

“Your cock’s even harder than when I grabbed it.”

“It’s been an eventful thirty seconds.”

She squeezed him once, pressed a kiss to his jaw, then rolled out of bed with the easy grace of a woman completely comfortable in her naked skin. Her nightgown had given up any pretense of coverage — it bunched around her waist, leaving her small breasts free, nipples stiffening in the morning air. She didn’t adjust it until she reached the door.

“Breakfast,” she said brightly. “Try not to stare at Mama’s tits too obviously today.”

The door clicked shut. Theron stared at the ceiling.

Two gorgeous sisters in his bed every night. Their voluptuous mother making breakfast downstairs while trying to pretend she wasn’t imaging herself in their place. A widow he fucked weekly who was pushing her best friend to make a move. Two prostitutes about to move into his tavern.

Yeah. His father would be rolling in his canal.



Breakfast was its own particular form of torture.

The kitchen smelled of fresh bread, bacon fat, and the herbal tea Mirelle brewed every morning. She stood at the stove with her back to him, and Theron’s brain briefly stopped functioning.

Mirelle’s wine-red work dress was doing things that should require a warning label. The fabric clung to every curve of her voluptuous body — her heavy breasts straining the neckline, her wide hips creating a silhouette that would make a sculptor weep. When she bent to check the bread in the oven, the dress stretched across her enormous ass, the fabric pulling tight enough to show she was wearing very little underneath.

Thirty-eight years old. Two daughters. Body built like a fertility goddess who’d decided to punish mortal men for the sin of existing.

She straightened and turned, and the front view was somehow worse. The neckline sat low enough to show the deep valley of cleavage between her 38DD breasts. The fabric moved when she breathed, and she was breathing, which meant everything was moving, which meant Theron was going to have a visible erection at the breakfast table in approximately four seconds.

“Good morning.” Her warm hazel eyes met his, then darted away. A flush crept up her neck. She gripped the counter edge — that habit she had when processing difficult emotions, her knuckles going white. “Breakfast is almost ready.”

“Smells great.”

He sat at the head of the table. Elara appeared moments later, hair freshly braided, wearing a simple shift that still managed to look provocative on her slim frame. She dropped into the chair beside him, kissed his cheek like it was the most natural thing in the world, and reached for the bread basket.

Mirelle’s grip on the counter tightened.

Celia descended the stairs with her cold mask firmly in place. Dark hair pulled back in a severe bun that somehow made her look more attractive rather than less. Her pale porcelain skin practically glowed against the plain grey dress she wore for cleaning. She took her seat across from Elara without acknowledging anyone.

Mirelle served breakfast. The routine was familiar — eggs, bread, bacon, tea. But the subtext was deafening. Both her daughters had emerged from Theron’s room this morning. Both of them. She’d heard the door. Had probably heard other things through those thin walls last night too.

She set a plate in front of Theron, leaning close enough that her breasts nearly grazed his shoulder. The scent of her — soap and something warmer, something that was just Mirelle — hit him like a punch.

Their eyes met again. This time she held his gaze. One second. Two. Three. Then she looked away, flushing deeper, and retreated to the stove.

“Mama.” Elara’s voice was bright, casual, devastating. “You look well today. That dress suits you.”

Mirelle’s hand went to her neckline, adjusting it higher by reflex. “It’s the same dress I always wear.”

“It looks different. Something about you is glowing.”

Celia snorted into her tea.

Theron studied the fascinating pattern on his bread plate. The comedy of this situation — sitting at breakfast with a mother and both her daughters, having fucked two of them last night while the third listened through the wall — should have felt absurd. It did feel absurd. But it also felt like his life now.

“The supply run to Maren’s,” Mirelle said, voice carefully neutral. “You’ll need to go this morning. We’re running low on flour and salt.”

“I’ll head over after breakfast.”

“Good.” She paused at the stove, her massive breasts rising with a deep breath. “And the wine order from Vincent’s shop. We’ll need extra barrels for the Friday dance.”

“I’m sponsoring again.”

“Are you.” Not a question. Her voice carried a strange weight.

“Five barrels. Full sponsorship.”

Their eyes met a third time. This time something passed between them that had nothing to do with flour or wine or Friday dances. She remembered what happened last time he sponsored wine at the dance. The whole household remembered. Wine made people brave. Wine made people honest. Wine made respectable women forget all the reasons they shouldn’t do what their bodies screamed for.

“Good,” she said quietly. “I think I could use some wine this Friday.”

Elara squeezed Theron’s thigh under the table. Celia’s eyes narrowed with sharp intelligence. Even she understood what was being negotiated over breakfast and bacon.

Theron took a long drink of tea and thought about how, four months ago, the biggest thing on his mind had been whether the tavern could afford to fix its broken sign. Now the sign was fixed, the tavern was thriving, and his primary concern was which of the four gorgeous women in his immediate orbit was going to end up in his bed next.

Marcus would be so proud. Or horrified. Probably both.



The morning routine settled into its usual rhythm. Elara cheerfully accepted waitressing duties, humming a tune as she tied on her apron. Celia took cleaning without complaint — she’d stopped arguing about assignments weeks ago, though she still judged the dirt with personal hostility. Mirelle ran the kitchen with the quiet competence of a woman who’d been doing this for a decade.

Theron handled the ledger first. The numbers still gave him a small thrill every time he opened the book. Revenue: averaging ninety-five sovereigns daily now, up from the pathetic thirty-two when he’d inherited. Visitor count: doubled and climbing. The Friday dance sponsorships were paying dividends in reputation. Adventurers fresh from Feywood delves and sewer runs specifically sought out the Prancing Stag because word had spread — the ale was decent, the food was good, and the women were worth the trip.

The women. That was the real draw, and everyone knew it. Elara serving drinks in her fitted dress, her smile lighting up the room, letting customers sit close for the right coin. Celia’s reluctant beauty making hardened adventurers tongue-tied. And Mirelle — god, Mirelle — whose voluptuous figure in that wine-red dress turned heads the moment she stepped out of the kitchen.

The groping economy had stabilized at profitable levels. Elara earned fifteen to twenty extra sovereigns per night through lap-sitting and over-clothes touching. Celia participated now too — competitive as always, matching her sister’s numbers with cold efficiency. Even Mirelle had accepted a few tentative offers. Ten sovereigns for a customer to admire her cleavage up close while she served. Twenty for a hand on her thick thigh. She always redirected anything further, but the precedent was set.

Not counting the back-room revenue from Rosalind’s visits, of course. Or the future income stream that was about to walk through his door.

Theron closed the ledger, allowing himself a rare moment of satisfaction. His father’s margin notes still haunted the pages — “Knew when to quit delving, should’ve known when to quit breathing” — but the numbers told a different story now. The Prancing Stag wasn’t just surviving. It was becoming something.

He didn’t know what to call it yet. Something between a tavern and a temple to the kind of honest pleasures that made port cities function. Something his father had half-understood but never had the balls to build.

Speaking of which — supply run.

He grabbed his coat and headed for the door, passing Mirelle in the hallway. The narrow space forced them close. Her hip brushed his. Her breasts were inches from his chest. She smelled like bread and longing.

“Theron.”

He stopped. She was right there. Close enough to kiss. Her hazel eyes were doing that thing they did lately — holding contact too long, then dropping to his mouth, then jerking away like she’d touched something hot.

“The flour,” she said, her voice slightly breathless. “Don’t forget the flour.”

“I won’t forget the flour.”

“Good.” She didn’t move. Neither did he. The hallway was very narrow and very warm and her nipples were visibly hard through the fabric of her dress.

“Mirelle.”

“Yes?”

“You’re standing on my foot.”

She looked down. She was not, in fact, standing on his foot. When she looked back up, he was grinning. She flushed crimson, swatted his arm, and retreated to the kitchen with a muttered comment about young men and their egos.

Theron walked out into the morning sun, cock half-hard, and headed for Maren’s shop.

The day had barely started and he was already drowning in gorgeous women who wanted him. Four months ago he couldn’t get a single one. Now he had five — well, four claimed and one simmering. Six if he counted Rosalind as more than professional.

The universe had a sense of humor. And apparently, that humor was filthy.



That night, Theron lay in his bed listening to the sounds of the household settling. Elara had visited first, then retreated to her own room — she had early service tomorrow and needed actual sleep. Celia hadn’t come tonight. Third-night rotation, her choice. She was precise about these things.

Through the thin wall that separated his room from Mirelle’s — her room on the opposite side from the wall he shared with Celia — he heard the familiar sounds.

Bed creaking. Slow, rhythmic. The faintest catch of breath. A suppressed whimper that told him exactly what she was doing and exactly who she was thinking about.

She’d heard everything through these walls for months. Her daughters moaning. The headboard slamming. His name gasped and screamed and whispered. And every night, in her own lonely bed, she responded the only way a thirty-eight-year-old woman with no outlet and a body built for sex could respond.

The creaking quickened. Her breathing went ragged. A soft cry, bitten off before it could fully form.

Then silence. The kind of silence that follows release that isn’t enough. That’s never enough. Not when your fingers are a poor substitute for what you really need, and what you really need is sleeping twenty feet away with your daughters’ taste still on his cock.

Theron stared at the ceiling, his body responding before his mind could intervene.

Friday was two days away.

Two more days and Mirelle would have wine in her blood and permission in her heart and eight years of denied hunger screaming for release.

He could wait two days. Probably.

He rolled over, pulled the blanket higher, and tried very hard not to think about Mirelle’s breasts and the sound she’d just made.

He failed. Spectacularly.


Chapter 2: Turn-Taking

Night fell over the Prancing Stag like a warm blanket, muffling the last sounds of customers filing out into Provision Lane. The evening service had been good — twelve regulars, a handful of C-rank adventurers celebrating a successful Feywood scouting run, and a pair of off-duty city guards who’d discovered that drinking at the Stag came with views that made the ale taste better.

Theron locked the front door, counted the till — sixty-eight sovereigns, solid night — and climbed the stairs to his room.

They were both already there.

Elara sat cross-legged on the bed in her sheer nightgown, the one she’d bought with her first lap-sitting tips weeks ago. The translucent fabric hid nothing. Her small perky breasts were clearly visible beneath it, nipples pressing against the thin material. She’d braided her honey-blonde hair over one shoulder, exposing the slender line of her neck. When she saw him, her cornflower-blue eyes lit up with that eager warmth that still made his stomach tighten.

Celia occupied the far side of the bed, legs tucked beneath her, dark hair loose for once — cascading over her pale shoulders like ink on parchment. She wore a simple white sleeping shift that somehow looked severe on her. Arms crossed loosely over her 34B chest, grey-blue eyes fixed on the wall opposite with studied indifference. But Theron noticed the details she couldn’t hide: the flush creeping up her translucent pale neck, the way her breathing was already quicker than normal, the slight part of her lips.

She’d prepared. He could tell from the faint scent of the lavender oil she used. Cleaned, stretched, oiled. She’d known tonight was her anal night before she even walked in here.

“Door’s locked downstairs,” Theron said, pulling his shirt over his head. Both sets of eyes tracked the movement. Elara’s openly. Celia’s from her peripheral vision, pretending she wasn’t looking.

“Good.” Elara rose onto her knees. “I’ve been waiting since that scout put his hand on my thigh during the third round. All I could think about was you.”

“I noticed. You were squirming on his lap.”

“I was squirming because I was wet, and it wasn’t because of him.” She reached for Theron’s belt with the confident efficiency of a woman who’d undone it a hundred times. Tugged it free. Her fingers worked his trousers open. “He paid ten sovereigns for twenty minutes of my time. You get everything. For free. Because I’m yours.”

Celia made a small sound. Not quite a scoff. Not quite a moan.

“Elara.” Theron cupped her jaw, tilting her face up. Those wide doe eyes stared back at him, pupils already dilating. “Your turn first?”

She answered by pulling his cock free. Already hard — it had been hard since he walked in and saw them both waiting. She wrapped her small hand around the shaft and stroked once, slowly, eyes locked on his.

“Always my turn first,” she whispered. “Then her.”



Elara’s specialty was devotion.

Not the passive, pliant kind. Aggressive devotion. The kind that grabbed what it wanted and held on with both hands and wrapped itself around you until there was no escape. She’d discovered this about herself over the past months — that her particular form of desire wasn’t submissive but consuming.

She pushed him onto the bed and straddled his hips before he was fully settled. Her nightgown rode up to her waist, exposing her bare pussy — smooth, glistening, already slick from an evening of anticipation. She positioned herself over his cock and sank down with a groan that came from somewhere deep in her chest.

“God.” Her eyes fluttered. “Every time. Every single time it feels like I waited too long.”

His hands found her hips. Slim, narrow — he could nearly span her waist with both hands. She was small, compact, a tight little body built for exactly this. Her pussy clenched around him as she settled fully, taking every inch with practiced ease.

She began to move. Not slowly — Elara had graduated from tentative months ago. She rode with confident rhythm, rolling her hips in a grinding motion that pressed her clit against his pelvis with each stroke. Her small breasts bounced with the motion, perky and firm, nipples hard pink points that caught the candlelight.

“You feel so good.” She leaned forward, bracing her hands on his chest, changing the angle. The grinding intensified. “I was thinking about this all night. Every customer who touched me, I imagined you instead. Their hands were on my thighs but I was pretending they were yours.”

“Were you.”

“Always.” She rose higher, then dropped hard. Both of them groaned. “Their ten sovereigns buy my body for a few minutes. You get my body forever. That’s the difference.”

The breeding talk started the way it always did — subtle at first, then consuming.

“I want you deep tonight,” she breathed, riding faster. Her pussy made wet sounds around his cock with each stroke, evidence of how desperately aroused she’d been. “Deep as you can. I want to feel you in my womb.”

“Elara—”

“Fill me up.” She grabbed his hands from her hips and placed them on her small breasts. Squeezed his fingers around them. “Put a baby in me. I want it dripping out of me tomorrow when I’m serving drinks. I want to walk around your tavern with your cum inside me.”

He pinched her nipples. She gasped, arching, slamming down harder. The bed protested beneath them, headboard tapping the wall with rhythmic intent.

“Everyone would know,” she panted. “Mirelle would know. The customers would know. I’d be carrying your child and serving ale and everyone would see my belly growing and know exactly who did it.”

The image she painted — Elara, her slim body swelling with his child, still working the floor in one of Lysa’s revealing dresses, pregnant and glowing and his — sent a bolt of heat straight through him.

He gripped her hips and thrust upward with force. She cried out, back arching, small tits bouncing. Didn’t muffle the sound. Hadn’t muffled it in weeks. Let it ring through the thin walls because that was part of it for her. Territory marking. Everyone in the house knew exactly who was making Elara scream.

“Close,” she whimpered, grinding frantically. “Close, close — don’t stop — right there—”

Her orgasm hit with the force of something held back all day. Her walls locked around him, squeezing tight in pulsing waves that dragged him deeper with each contraction. She screamed his name — not theatrically but genuinely, helplessly, a sound ripped from her chest by pleasure too intense to contain. Her small body shook against him, thighs trembling, fingers digging into his chest hard enough to leave marks.

“Inside me,” she gasped between convulsions. “Now. Give it to me. All of it.”

He drove deep. Buried himself to the hilt. His cock pulsed and he came with a groan that vibrated through both of them, flooding her unprotected pussy with thick ropes of seed. Each spurt drew a whimper from her — she could feel it, she always said, the heat and pressure and volume of him filling her womb.

“So much,” she whispered, grinding down to milk the last drops. “Every time. So much cum.” Her eyes met his with that luminous devotion that was simultaneously sweet and feral. “Maybe tonight’s the night. Maybe right now, inside me, you’re making our baby.”

She collapsed against his chest, breathing hard, his cock still buried inside her. Lay there for a long moment, savoring the intimacy, the connection, the sticky warmth of his release trapped inside her by their bodies pressed together.

Then she kissed his jaw, his neck, his collarbone. Rolled off him with a satisfied sigh and curled onto her side of the bed, pulling the blanket to her waist. His cum immediately began seeping from her, a white trail down her inner thigh that she made no effort to clean.

“Your turn,” she said to the other side of the bed.



Celia had been waiting through all of it.

Not watching — she kept her eyes fixed on the ceiling, a point of principle she maintained even now. But her body betrayed everything her pride wouldn’t say. Her pale cheeks were flushed dark pink. Her breathing was shallow and quick. One hand rested on her thigh, fingers curled tight, knuckles white. The front of her sleeping shift was damp where her arousal had soaked through.

She didn’t respond to Elara’s prompt immediately. Let the silence stretch two heartbeats, three, maintaining the fiction that she was above this. That sharing a bed with her sister and their mutual lover was merely a practical arrangement she tolerated.

Then she moved.

She sat up. Pulled the sleeping shift over her head in one motion, revealing her slim body — pale porcelain skin almost luminous in the candlelight, small firm breasts with large dark nipples already stiff and swollen, the elegant lines of her waist and hips. Taller than Elara, willowy where her sister was compact, with a beauty that cut rather than warmed.

She positioned herself without ceremony. Face down on the mattress, dark hair pooling around her, pale ass raised. The globes of her tight backside glowed almost white in the dim room, the shadowed cleft between them an invitation she’d never voice aloud.

“You know what I want,” she said into the pillow. Not a question. A command disguised as resignation.

Theron’s cock was recovering already — one of the advantages of being nineteen with multiple women in his bed. He knelt behind her, hands settling on her hips. Her skin was cool to the touch, as always. Celia ran cold until he warmed her up.

She’d prepared thoroughly. He could see the faint sheen of oil around her tight rear entrance, the evidence of fingers that had stretched and readied herself hours ago. She’d known this was coming. Had been planning for it since that morning.

He pressed his thumb against her opening, testing. She pushed back immediately, a soft hiss escaping through clenched teeth. Tight. Always tight, despite regular use. Her body fought the intrusion even as she craved it.

“Just do it,” she said. The command in her voice undermined by the tremor. “I don’t need preparation. I already—”

He pushed inside. Slow but steady, his cock breaching her oiled entrance, feeling the incredible pressure of her ass clenching around him. She made a sound — not pain, not pleasure, something between that was uniquely Celia. Her fingers twisted in the sheets. Her spine curved, pale back arching.

“Yes,” she breathed. “There. Deeper.”

He sank fully into her with a groan. Tighter than her sister. Different pressure, different heat, the forbidden intensity of anal that made everything sharper. Celia’s specialty — the one thing she had that Elara didn’t want, the territory she’d staked as her own.

He began to move. Slow at first, reading her body’s signals — the way her hips tilted to meet his thrusts, the catch of her breath when he hit the right angle, the subtle widening of her stance. Then faster, harder, as her body opened to him and demanded more.

“Harder.” Her voice was raw. “I know you gave her everything. Now give me the same.”

He grabbed a fistful of her dark hair. Pulled her head back from the pillow. She gasped — the sound sharp and shocked and undeniably aroused. In this position, her body on full display, the arch of her pale back, the swell of her tight ass impaled on his cock, she was obscene in the most beautiful way.

She glanced sideways. Elara was watching now, curled on her side of the bed, blue eyes wide, her own hand resting casually between her thighs. Celia’s eyes met her sister’s.

“Watch,” Celia hissed. Not cruel. Something else. “Watch what I can take that you don’t want.”

“I’m watching,” Elara murmured, and her fingers moved.

Theron drove into Celia’s ass with increasing force, his balls slapping against her pussy with each thrust. The sounds were obscene — wet, rhythmic, accompanied by Celia’s increasingly desperate breathing. Her pale skin flushed from her ears down her neck and across her chest.

It built differently in Celia than in Elara. Where Elara’s orgasms crested like waves, Celia’s came like earthquakes — sudden, violent, tectonic. She tried to hold it back, always did, as if coming easily would somehow diminish her. But her body overruled her pride.

“Fuck,” she choked. Her entire body went rigid. Her ass clenched around his cock in rhythmic, crushing spasms that were almost too tight to thrust through. She screamed into the pillow — a raw, shattered sound nothing like her cool controlled voice. Her pale skin erupted in crimson from chest to hairline.

She came from anal alone. No clit stimulation. No vaginal contact. Just his cock buried in her ass and the overwhelming intensity of being filled in her forbidden place. Her specialty. Her proof that she was different, unique, irreplaceable.

Her orgasm milked him over the edge. He buried himself deep in her clenching ass and came with a groan, flooding her with his second load of the night. She whimpered at the warmth, pushing back greedily, her internal muscles working his shaft with involuntary rhythm.

“Don’t pull out yet,” she whispered. “I want to feel it.”

He stayed inside her, feeling his cock pulse the last spurts into her tight heat. Her body trembled beneath him, aftershocks rippling through her muscles. When he finally withdrew, his cum began to seep from her slowly, white against the porcelain of her skin.

She rolled onto her side, facing away from both of them. But her hand reached back and found his thigh. Squeezed once.

“Better than her?” she asked. The ritual question. Asked every time. The validation she needed like oxygen.

“Different,” he said. The ritual answer. True every time.

She was quiet for a moment. Then: “Different is enough.” She paused. “For now.”

Progress. Three weeks ago, that answer would have earned him cold silence for an hour. The competition was settling into something more sustainable — not rivals but parallel tracks, each running toward the same destination by different routes.



Afterward, the three of them lay in the dark. Elara asleep almost immediately — she slept like a cat, deeply and without apology. Celia stared at the ceiling, processing satisfaction with the intensity she brought to everything. Theron between them, spent twice, his body pleasantly heavy.

Through the wall: Mirelle’s bed creaking.

The sound was quiet but unmistakable. The rhythmic shifting of a mattress under a body moving against itself. A breath caught and held. The wet whisper of fingers working beneath blankets.

She’d heard everything. The headboard. Elara’s screams. Celia’s shattered moans. The primal sounds of her daughters getting fucked in the room next door by the man who’d taken them both. And now, alone in her widow’s bed, she was responding the only way she could.

Theron listened. His cock twitched with interest despite double exhaustion.

The creaking quickened. Mirelle’s breathing carried through the thin wall — ragged, desperate. Not the easy satisfaction of a woman who gets what she needs. The frustrated urgency of one who never does. Her fingers weren’t enough. Hadn’t been enough for eight years. Wouldn’t be enough tonight.

A soft moan. Bitten off. Then the creaking stopped.

Silence from the other side of the wall.

Celia, voice flat in the darkness: “She heard.”

“Yeah.”

“She always hears.” Celia turned onto her stomach, resting her chin on folded arms. “How much longer are you going to make her wait?”

“Friday.”

Celia made a sound that might have been approval. “Good. The woman deserves a proper orgasm. Three fingers through a wall doesn’t count.”

From the other side of him, Elara murmured in her sleep, something that might have been his name.

Theron lay between two satisfied sisters and listened to the silence from the room next door — the silence of a woman who’d just come alone, again, and found it painfully insufficient.

He’d better order the extra wine barrels.


Chapter 3: The Business Proposition

The afternoon sun slanted through the Prancing Stag’s front windows, catching dust motes and making the freshly carved sign outside glow. The lunch crowd had thinned to a pair of off-duty guards nursing ales and a D-rank adventurer with a bandaged hand, picking at bread with his good fingers. Quiet hours. The calm before evening rush.

Theron was behind the bar, reviewing Torven’s invoice for the storage room conversion he’d mentioned weeks ago, when the front door opened and professional confidence walked in.

Rosalind Vale entered the Prancing Stag like she owned the place. Or like she was about to.

She wore what she probably considered conservative — a forest-green blouse with a neckline that plunged to approximately her navel, displaying the full, heavy swell of her 38DD breasts in a canyon of cleavage deep enough to lose a hand in. Her skirt was practical, hemmed just above the knee, sensible boots beneath. Her honey-blonde hair hung in tousled waves around her shoulders, perpetually bedroom-ready. She had the kind of body that made furniture look uncomfortable by comparison — plump, soft, radiating a warmth that promised if you touched her anywhere, she’d feel exactly as good as you imagined.

Her jade-green eyes found Theron and crinkled with knowing amusement. She’d been looking at him like that since the first day they met — the look of a woman who’d seen everything twice and still found it entertaining.

Behind her, half-hidden by Rosalind’s substantial frame, Sable hovered with the nervous energy of a starling just learning to be brave.

Theron’s gaze caught on Rosalind’s apprentice and held. He’d seen Sable before, of course. At the harbor. At social visits. But here in the tavern’s warm lantern light, the details sharpened.

Sable was eighteen and looked it — a slim frame that was still filling out, her light caramel-brown skin glowing like warm honey in the afternoon light. Mixed-race beauty that stood out among Amoria’s paler residents. Wild dark curls that refused to stay tamed in their twin braids, coppery strands escaping to frame her face. Her amber-brown eyes were bright with a mix of eagerness and anxiety. And beneath her simple linen dress — modest by intent but failing in execution — surprisingly full C-cup breasts strained the fabric, high and firm on her slender frame. The kind of figure that made you look twice because the proportions seemed impossible on someone that slim.

She caught him looking. Her caramel cheeks darkened. She didn’t look away.

“Morning, boss.” Rosalind slid onto a barstool with the ease of someone who’d perfected sitting provocatively in every conceivable context. Her breasts settled on the bar like they were claiming territory. “Or is it afternoon? I lose track. Time moves differently when you’re on your knees.”

“It’s afternoon. And I’m not your boss yet.”

“Yet.” She grinned. Pulled a folded paper from somewhere in her cleavage — where else — and smoothed it on the bar. “Which is why we’re here. Sable, sit down. Don’t hover.”

Sable perched on the stool beside her mentor, spine straight, hands folded. The contrast between them was striking — Rosalind’s confident sprawl versus Sable’s contained tension. But both of them radiated the same thing: anticipation.

“I’ll be direct,” Rosalind said, though being direct was her only setting. “We want to move in. Formally. No more harbor work, no more street appointments, no more freezing our tits off by the docks waiting for sailors who smell like they’ve been marinating in bilge water.”

“The terms we discussed.”

“Seven and three.” She tapped the paper. “I keep seven sovereigns per client. You take three for room, security, and the privilege of having two warm, willing, extremely talented women under your roof.”

Theron studied the paper. Simple terms, clearly written. Rosalind might present as nothing but tits and blowjobs, but the woman had a head for numbers that would impress a merchant. She kept a small notebook tucked between her breasts for business calculations — he’d seen it during their early meetings.

“Benefits to you,” she continued, counting on her fingers. “Steady income. Three sovereigns per client, minimum four clients daily between us, that’s twelve sovereigns a day before we even try. Probably more. Your tavern already draws the right crowd — adventurers with coin and needs. We’d have a captive audience.”

“Benefits to us,” Sable added, her voice soft but steady. “Safer than the harbor. Regular space. Better clients.” She paused, amber eyes meeting his. “I want this. The harbor is cold and the sailors smell like fish and desperation.”

Rosalind beamed at her apprentice with unmistakable pride. “She’s been working on that line.”

“It’s true though,” Sable said, and the slight smile that crossed her face had a warmth that didn’t match the topic but suited her perfectly.

“Logistics,” Theron said, shifting into the business mode that felt increasingly natural. “The back storage room. Torven can convert it — partition, two beds, washbasin, curtain for privacy. Separate client entrance from the side alley so your business doesn’t walk through the main hall.”

Rosalind nodded. “I’ve measured the space. It works. We’ll need—”

“Fifty sovereigns for the basic conversion. I already have Torven’s quote.”

Her eyebrows rose. “You’ve been planning this.”

“I’ve been considering it since you proposed the idea. The numbers work.”

“The numbers always work when the product is pussy.” She said it with the casual professionalism of a woman discussing grain prices. “Speaking of future investments — once the room is established and we’re drawing steady clients, there’s an upgrade that would triple our volume.”

“The gloryhole.”

“The gloryhole.” Her eyes gleamed. “But that’s a conversation for later. One step at a time. First we move in, establish the client base, prove the revenue. Then we talk infrastructure.”

Theron glanced at Sable. “You’re comfortable with this arrangement?”

Sable held his gaze with more steadiness than he expected. “Rosalind has been training me since I was old enough to choose this work. I chose it. I’m not a victim who needs rescuing.” She paused, then added more quietly: “And I’m good at it. Getting better every week.”

Rosalind touched Sable’s shoulder — a gesture both possessive and protective, the hand of a woman who’d raised this girl from childhood and now watched her become a professional in the same trade. “She’s ready. I’ve trained her well.”

The dynamic between them crackled with something Theron couldn’t quite name. Not maternal, exactly. Not romantic. Something in between — the fierce intimacy of two people bound by shared experience and mutual transformation. Rosalind had raised Sable after her mother died. Taught her the trade. Watched her grow from a shy orphan into a young woman who could take a stranger’s cock and earn coin for the privilege.

It was taboo without being forbidden. Electric without being explicit. And it sent heat through Theron’s body in a way that said his body understood the dynamic even if his mind was still catching up.

“One week,” he said. “Torven starts tomorrow. The room will be ready in five days. You can move in on the sixth.”

Rosalind’s grin was wide and wet — aroused, he realized. Not by him specifically but by the prospect of what she was about to build. A proper workspace. A home for her craft. She reached across the bar and squeezed his hand with surprising warmth.

“Your father would never have made this deal,” she said. “He’d have wanted to. Talked about it once or twice after I’d sucked him off in the harbor — before the impotence took him. But he never had the balls. You do.”

“Charming tribute.”

“I mean it.” Her eyes softened briefly. “You’re building something, Theron. Something real. And Sable and I want to be part of it.”

She slid off the stool, breasts shifting heavily with the movement. Sable followed, smoother, lighter. At the door, Rosalind turned back.

“One more thing. The back room clients should know the house rules. I handle negotiations, Sable learns from observation, all payments upfront, no rough stuff unless agreed. And you—” She pointed at him with a finger that had been wrapped around more cocks than the average sword-grip. “You get free use. Owner’s privilege. Any time, either of us, no coin required.”

Theron blinked. “That’s generous.”

“It’s smart. A happy landlord doesn’t raise rent.” She winked. “See you in six days, boss.”

The door closed behind them. Theron stared at the paper on the bar. Simple terms. Clean numbers. A business arrangement that would have scandalized every respectable merchant in Amoria.

Good thing he’d stopped being respectable months ago.



Mirelle had been listening from the kitchen doorway.

He knew because when he turned around, she was standing there with a dish towel twisted in her hands and an expression that said she’d heard every word and was processing at high speed.

“Professional prostitutes,” she said flatly. “Living under our roof.”

“Living in the back storage room. With their own entrance. Separate from the household.”

“Under the same roof where my daughters sleep.”

“Your daughters who earn twenty sovereigns a night letting strangers grope them for tips.” He kept his voice even. Not challenging. Just honest. “This is a natural extension of what we’re already doing.”

Mirelle’s hands twisted the towel harder. Her massive breasts rose and fell with a deep breath that strained her neckline. She was angry. Or scared. Or aroused. With Mirelle lately, all three looked the same.

“I’m not objecting,” she said, which surprised him. “I’m… adjusting. Again.” She met his eyes. “We keep adjusting, don’t we. Every week the line moves. First it was tips. Then groping. Then…” She gestured vaguely toward the upstairs. Toward the rooms where her daughters slept with the tavern owner.

“Then this,” he finished.

“Then this.” She was quiet for a long moment. The afternoon light caught the silver threads in her chestnut-brown hair and the worry lines at the corners of her hazel eyes. At thirty-eight, life had taught her that comfort was temporary and adaptation was survival. “Is it wrong that I’ve stopped being shocked?”

“Depends on who you ask.”

“I’m asking you.”

He stepped closer. The narrow kitchen doorway forced proximity — her body heat reaching him, the swell of her breasts filling his peripheral vision, the scent of flour and soap and something warmer beneath. She didn’t step back. Hadn’t been stepping back lately.

“I think shock is a luxury for people who don’t need to survive,” he said. “We’re past surviving. We’re creating something. Something that works.”

“Something that includes prostitutes in the storage room and your cock in every bedroom upstairs.”

“Does that bother you?”

Her eyes dropped to his mouth. Held there for a dangerous second. Then she turned away, retreating to the safety of the kitchen and the familiar authority of her stove.

“Ask me on Friday,” she said over her shoulder. “After I’ve had some wine.”

Theron watched her go. The sway of her wide hips, the curve of her enormous ass beneath the wine-red dress, the way her whole body moved with suppressed energy that had nowhere to go. Yet.

Two more days. The wine was already ordered. The dance was already planned. And Mirelle had just told him, in the clearest terms her pride would allow, that she was ready for the line to move again.

This time, it was going to move all the way.



That evening, as the tavern filled with the usual crowd of adventurers and regulars, Theron watched his household operate with the satisfaction of a man surveying an empire.

Elara worked the floor in her fitted blue dress, chatting with customers, earning tips with her natural warmth. A scarred warrior flagged her over, patted his lap. She sat without hesitation, his arm circling her waist, her small body settling against his broad chest while he drank and talked and paid ten sovereigns for the privilege of her proximity.

Celia managed the far tables with cold efficiency. A young ranger tried to flirt with her. She shut him down with a look that could freeze ale in the mug. But when he offered fifteen sovereigns to touch her hand while she served, she paused. Considered. Placed her pale hand on the table, palm up, and let him trace her fingers for exactly the duration of his drink. Her grey-blue eyes met Theron’s across the room. The message was clear: I’m earning. Competitive. Don’t forget.

Mirelle served from the kitchen — bringing plates, refilling mugs, her massive body navigating the crowded room with practiced grace. Every man she passed turned to watch her go. The wine-red dress barely contained her, and she knew it, and for the first time she wasn’t fighting it. When a regular’s eyes lingered on her cleavage, she leaned closer to serve his plate rather than farther away.

Ninety-one sovereigns by the time they locked the doors. Their best night yet.

In six days, Rosalind and Sable would add their revenue stream to that number. In a few weeks after that, if Rosalind’s pitch about the gloryhole proved as profitable as she promised, the Prancing Stag would be the most lucrative establishment on Provision Lane.

Theron sat in the empty main hall after everyone had gone to bed, reviewing the ledger by candlelight.

The numbers his father had left behind — those bitter, defeated numbers scrawled in a dead man’s handwriting — had been systematically overwritten by Theron’s own figures. Rising revenue. Growing margins. Expanding services.

He closed the ledger and listened to the sounds of his household settling for the night. Elara humming behind her door. Celia’s silence, which was its own form of communication. And somewhere in the building, the future taking shape – Rosalind’s storage room conversion, the revenue projections, the growing certainty that the Prancing Stag was becoming something entirely new – a business that Marcus’s ledger had never accounted for.


Chapter 4: Maren’s Advocacy

The morning sun hadn’t fully cleared the rooftops when Theron left the Prancing Stag for his supply run. The streets of Provision Lane were quiet this early — a few merchants unlocking their shops, a pair of sleepy-eyed city guards on the last stretch of night patrol, a D-rank adventurer stumbling home from wherever he’d spent the night. The air smelled of canal water and baking bread.

He took his usual route to Maren’s grocery, cutting through the narrow lane behind the Church of Valdros. Father Aldric’s windows were dark. The hypocrite priest was probably asleep with his hand still sticky from his dreams about Rosalind. Sundays were for piety. Every other day was for pretending.

Thornley’s Provisions came into view at the corner — the faded sign, the barrels stacked outside, the smell of root vegetables and dried herbs that Theron associated with Maren’s voice and Maren’s body and Maren’s bedroom. Heat gathered low in his stomach. Pavlovian response. He visited this shop three times a week for supplies and at least once a week for the kind of supply that didn’t come with an invoice.

He reached for the door and stopped.

Voices from the back room. The door to Maren’s private space behind the shop was ajar — the room with the small stove and kettle where she served tea during business conversations. Where she served other things during non-business conversations.

Two voices. Maren’s warm alto and another, softer, more familiar.

Mirelle.

Theron’s hand hovered over the door handle. He should announce himself. Should knock. Should walk in and interrupt whatever conversation two widows were having over morning tea in a back room that smelled of ginger and loneliness.

He didn’t knock. His body made the decision before his conscience could intervene. He pressed against the wall beside the ajar door and listened.

“—when Orin touches me,” Maren was saying, her voice carrying the soft warmth it got when she talked about her godson, “I feel alive again. Truly alive. Not the way I felt when Dane was here — that was different, familiar, comfortable. This is new. Electric. The first time he was inside me, I thought I was going to shake apart.”

A long pause. The sound of tea being set down on a wooden surface.

“I haven’t been touched by a man in eight years.” Mirelle’s voice was barely audible. Theron pressed closer to the wall, straining to hear. “Eight years, Maren. Since before my husband died. Since before I worked for his father. Since before everything.”

“I know.”

“I’ve forgotten what it feels like. Almost. But not quite.” Another pause, longer, heavier. “The sounds through the walls won’t let me forget entirely.”

“Both daughters.”

“Both daughters.” The words came out raw, stripped of the pragmatic composure Mirelle usually wore like armor. “He’s having sex with both of my daughters, in the room next to mine, every single night. And I lie there listening and I…”

“You touch yourself.”

Silence. Then: “Yes.”

“And you think about him.”

“Yes.”

“And you hate yourself for it.”

“Yes.” A sound like a sob caught and swallowed. “Yes, I do.”

Maren’s voice shifted. No longer gentle. Direct. The voice of a woman who’d spent her life cutting through other people’s bullshit because she’d already burned through her own.

“Mirelle. Listen to me. Theron has both your daughters. You’ve heard them. You’ve watched them glow at breakfast like women who get properly fucked. You’re jealous of your own children. That’s not shame — that’s your body screaming.”

“It’s not right—”

“By whose standard? The priest who pays Rosalind to suck him off every Sunday? The merchant’s wife who fucks half the trade district? The goddess Venara who has a statue showing her riding Valdros with her tits out?” Maren’s voice softened but didn’t lose its edge. “We’re widows, Mirelle. Both of us. We have needs that fingers and vegetables can’t satisfy. I learned that. You need to learn it too.”

Theron shifted against the wall, his body responding with brutal urgency. The image of Mirelle — those heavy breasts, those wide hips, those hungry hazel eyes — lying in bed every night, listening to her daughters get fucked, touching herself with desperate inadequacy. Eight years of want compressed into stolen moments behind a thin wall.

“You make it sound simple,” Mirelle whispered.

“It IS simple. The complications are in your head, not your body. Your body knows exactly what it wants.”

“He’s nineteen.”

“He’s vigorous. Enthusiastic. And from what your daughters’ satisfied screams suggest, he’s quite good at it.” A beat. “I should know. I’ve been fucking him for months.”

Mirelle made a strangled sound. “I know. I’ve known.”

“Then you know he’s capable. More than capable. The boy has stamina that would have impressed Dane, and Dane once fucked me, my sister, and our neighbor Hilda in the same evening.”

“Maren—”

“I told you before — guilt doesn’t keep you warm at night. Satisfaction does.” The phrase landed with the weight of lived experience. “I spent years pretending I didn’t need what I needed. Then Theron showed up, and Orin’s fantasies came to light, and suddenly I had permission to stop pretending. You need that permission too.”

“From whom? Who gives me permission to fuck my employer? My daughters’ lover? The son of the man who—”

“From yourself, you stubborn woman.” Maren’s voice cracked with something between exasperation and love. “From your own body that’s been begging you for eight years. Stop waiting for someone else to tell you it’s acceptable. It’s not acceptable. None of this is acceptable by the standards of people who’ve never been desperate and lonely and wet at three in the morning. But those people’s opinions don’t warm your bed at night.”

A long, long silence. Theron held his breath.

“I’m afraid,” Mirelle said, barely whispering. “I’m afraid of how much I want it.”

“That’s not fear. That’s anticipation.” Maren paused, and when she spoke again her voice was gentle. “The Friday dance. He’s sponsoring wine. Drink until you stop thinking. Then tell him what you’ve been telling yourself through that wall every night.”

“And if he doesn’t want—”

“Mirelle.” Maren’s tone suggested she’d never heard anything more ridiculous. “The boy stares at your tits like he’s trying to memorize them. He gets hard when you bend over the stove. I’ve seen the way he looks at you — like a starving man studying a feast and wondering if it’s real.” A chair scraped. “Stop being afraid of what you want. Be afraid of what happens if you never take it. Sixty more years of fingers and frustration and your daughters’ satisfied smiles across the breakfast table.”

The conversation shifted to other things — supply orders, neighborhood gossip, Brynn’s pregnancy progressing. Theron’s heart was hammering so loud he was surprised they couldn’t hear it through the wall.

He pulled away from the door, retreating silently to the shop front. Stood there for ten full seconds, willing his erection to subside enough for polite company. It didn’t cooperate. He adjusted himself as best he could and pushed through the front door with deliberate noise.

“Maren? Supply order.”

Footsteps from the back room. Maren appeared first, her copper-red hair catching the light, her emerald-green eyes finding his with that predatory awareness she always carried. She knew things. Saw things. Probably smelled the arousal on him.

“Theron.” Her smile was warm and layered. “Right on time.”

Mirelle emerged behind her, and the sight hit Theron like a physical blow.

She’d been crying. Her hazel eyes were red-rimmed, her porcelain skin blotchy across the cheeks. But beneath the evidence of emotion was something else — a raw vulnerability that stripped away the competent household manager and revealed the woman underneath. The woman who wanted. Who needed. Who was tired of pretending otherwise.

Their eyes met.

The air between them changed temperature. She flushed from her neck to her hairline, a spreading crimson that made her look ten years younger and infinitely more alive. He held her gaze — one second, two, three, four — longer than they’d ever sustained before.

She didn’t look away. Her pupils were dilated. Her massive breasts rose with a deep, shaking breath that tested the structural integrity of her wine-red dress.

Then she dropped her eyes. Tucked a strand of silver-threaded chestnut hair behind her ear. “I should get back to the tavern. Breakfast dishes won’t clean themselves.”

She gathered her things and left the shop with the careful composure of a woman holding herself together through pure will. The bell above the door chimed her departure.

Maren watched her go, then turned to Theron with an expression that said she knew exactly what he’d been doing pressed against the wall outside her back room.

“You heard.”

It wasn’t a question.

“I heard.”

She leaned against the counter, crossing her arms beneath her enormous breasts — a gesture that pushed them up and together in a way that would have been distracting if the conversation weren’t more important. “Then you know she’s ready.”

“I know she’s scared.”

“Same thing, at this point. The fear IS the readiness. She’s not afraid of you — she’s afraid of how fast she’ll come apart when she stops fighting.” Maren’s green eyes held his with the direct honesty that was her signature. “The Friday dance. Sponsor the wine. Ask her to dance. And when she presses against you — because she will — take her home and give that woman what she’s been begging for through the walls.”

“You’ve thought about this.”

“I’ve thought about nothing else for two weeks. She’s my best friend. We were girls together — wild, curious, hungry. Life turned us into responsible women who suppressed everything that made us alive. I found my way back. She needs help finding hers.”

Maren stepped closer. Her body heat reached him — the scent of soap and spice and the warmth of a woman who’d been fucked well and often. She placed her hand on his chest, over his heart, the same way she’d done the first time she’d propositioned him.

“Don’t be gentle,” she said. “Not the first time. She doesn’t need gentle. She needs overwhelmed. She needs to come so hard she can’t think about guilt or propriety or what her daughters will say at breakfast. Give her that. The guilt-processing comes after. The pleasure comes first.”

“Sounds like a battle plan.”

“It is.” She smiled — warm, predatory, the redheaded MILF who’d taught him that widows had needs and the shame of meeting those needs was more destructive than any scandal. “I’ve been planning this campaign since long before you arrived in my shop, Theron Ashwick. I just needed the right weapon.”

She glanced downward at his still-visible erection with a knowing grin.

“Looks like the weapon is ready.”



The walk back to the tavern felt longer than usual. Every step was haunted by Mirelle’s voice through that door — I’m afraid of how much I want it.

Eight years. Eight years since she’d felt a man’s touch. Eight years of sleeping alone in a narrow bed, listening to life happening around her while her body slowly consumed itself with unmet need. First with her husband’s death. Then with working for a man whose impotence made him cruel and distant. Then with Marcus’s death and a new employer who was young and handsome and looked at her curves like he was mapping them.

And through all of it — through the economic desperation and the tip system and her daughters losing their virginity and the thin walls that hid nothing — through all of it, she’d touched herself and imagined and denied and suffered.

Friday.

Two days away. Wine and music and the courage that comes from a bottle. Then the last barrier falls. The last woman in his household stops pretending she doesn’t want what everyone else already has.

Theron thought about Mirelle’s breasts heaving with that deep breath. About her flushed skin and dilated pupils. About the way she’d held his gaze for four seconds — an eternity for a woman who usually couldn’t manage two.

He also thought about the sound through the wall at night. Those desperate, insufficient fingers. That bitten-off moan that said she’d come but it wasn’t enough. Was never enough.

He was going to give her enough.

He was going to give her more than enough.

His cock agreed emphatically.

Friday couldn’t come fast enough.


Chapter 5: Normalized Taboo

Friday evening’s wine-sponsoring was still a day away, but Theron’s weekly visit to Maren’s house had been shifted forward a night. Usually Fridays, but the dance tomorrow meant rearranging the schedule. Thursday this week. The children knew to expect him — the younger ones waved hello and retreated to their rooms, Brynn and Kael retreated to their own bedroom with the knowing smirk of a couple who understood the economy of closed doors, and Orin made himself scarce until called.

That last part was relatively new.

Theron knocked at the back entrance Maren kept unlocked for him. The house smelled of stew and soap and the warmth of a home full of children who’d been fed and settled. He followed the familiar hallway toward Maren’s bedroom, passing the shut doors of the younger children’s rooms, hearing the muffled sounds of Brynn and Kael’s own evening entertainment through their door.

Maren was waiting. She always was now.

The bedroom door was open, candlelight spilling into the hallway. She sat on the edge of the massive bed — the bed where Dane had fucked her and two other women simultaneously during their wildest nights — wearing a simple shift that did nothing to contain her. Her vibrant copper-red hair was loose, cascading over her shoulders in thick waves that caught the candlelight like living flame. Freckles dusted her chest and the exposed tops of her enormous breasts, constellations that he’d mapped with his tongue on previous visits. Her emerald-green eyes found him with that predatory hunger she’d long stopped pretending she didn’t feel.

“Close the door,” she said. Her voice had already dropped to the husky register it reached when she was aroused, which meant she’d been thinking about this since morning.

He closed the door. Locked it — the children knew what locks meant.

“Miss me?” he asked.

“I’ve been wet since lunch.” She said it without shame, without coy deflection, with the direct honesty of a woman who’d spent years with Dane and decades without, and had lost all patience for pretending her pussy wasn’t running the show. “When you came for supplies this morning and looked at me with that face — the one that says you know what I sound like when I come — I had to change my smallclothes. Assuming I was wearing any.”

“Were you?”

She stood. The shift slid to the floor with a whisper. Beneath it: nothing. Just Maren. All of her.

His mouth went dry, the way it always did. Her body was a monument to mature feminine abundance — enormous 38DD breasts that defied their weight, heavy and full and natural, nipples large and already hardening. A slim waist that made her curves more dramatic, leading to wide fertile hips that had birthed five children and bore the proof with stretch marks she wore like medals. Her stomach was soft, rounded slightly, the body of a woman who’d carried life inside her and come out the other side looking like a painting of Ardena in the Temple. Between her thick, powerful thighs, the red curls of her pussy glistened in the candlelight. She was, as advertised, soaking.

“No smallclothes,” she confirmed. “Not since noon. I’ve been walking around the shop bare under my dress, serving customers, thinking about your cock and getting wetter with every transaction.”

“You’re turning into Mirelle.”

“Mirelle hasn’t started yet. When she does, she’ll make me look conservative.” Maren reached for his belt. “But we’re not talking about Mirelle right now. We’re talking about the fact that I need you inside me in the next thirty seconds or I’m going to finish myself off with a turnip and that’s undignified for both of us.”

She yanked his belt free with the efficiency of extensive practice.



The first round was just them. The way it always started.

Maren didn’t waste time on extended foreplay. Didn’t need to. She’d been stoking her own fire all day, and the tinder was long past ready. She pulled him onto the bed, flat on his back, and swung one thick thigh over his hips. Straddled him with the commanding confidence of a woman who’d ridden Dane and his friends through a decade of legendary promiscuity and knew exactly how to take what she wanted.

“Hold still,” she ordered, and sank onto his cock in one aggressive downstroke that buried him to the hilt in a single wet stroke.

They both groaned. Her pussy was drenched — hot, slick, closing around him like a silk fist. Tight despite the five children — years of celibacy had tightened her back up until she gripped him like a woman half her age. The wet heat of her engulfed him completely, her pussy squeezing and releasing in involuntary flutters as she adjusted to his length. She settled fully, taking every inch, the base of his cock pressing against her swollen clit.

“God.” Her eyes rolled back, emerald irises disappearing. “Every single time. It’s like being split open. Every single time.”

She began to ride. Not gently — Maren didn’t do gentle during the first round. Her thick thighs flexed as she rose and dropped, her hips rolling in a grinding, churning motion that worked his cock with muscles that had forgotten nothing from her years with Dane. Forward and back, each stroke dragging her clit against his pelvis, her soaking pussy leaving a wet shine on his shaft with every upstroke. Her enormous breasts bounced hypnotically — heavy, natural, the heavy flesh slapping together at the apex of each stroke, nipples hard and dark against the freckled skin.

“Orin’s enthusiastic,” she panted, riding harder, her freckled skin flushing from her chest upward. “He comes too fast and too hard and then wants to go again immediately. Sweet boy. But you—” She slammed down with force. “You fill me properly. Your cock hits places his can’t reach.”

Theron gripped her wide hips and thrust upward to meet her. The collision sent a shockwave through both of them. Her heavy tits slapped against each other, the sound obscene and perfect.

“Harder,” she demanded. “I’ve been thinking about this all day. Show me I was right to ruin perfectly good smallclothes over you.”

He gave her harder. Grabbed her enormous ass with both hands, fingers sinking into the generous flesh, and drove up into her with the kind of force that made the headboard bang against the wall. She moaned — deep, genuine, the sound of a woman who’d spent years screaming for Dane and his parade of lovers and had never lost the ability.

“Yes. Yes, like that. Just like that. Don’t you dare stop—”

Her orgasm hit like something detonating. Eight months of regular sex with Theron and Orin hadn’t diminished the intensity — years of deprivation before that had rewired her body so that every climax still felt like the breaking of a dam. Her body seized around him, her pussy gripping his cock in deep, rolling contractions that pulled him to the hilt with each wave. She screamed without restraint, the kind of full-throated cry that the children had learned to sleep through because it happened regularly now.

She collapsed forward onto his chest, her full breasts pillowing against him, their bodies slick with shared sweat. His cock still buried inside her, his own orgasm held at bay through sheer will. She lay there for a long moment, breathing hard, her copper hair curtaining both their faces.

“Stay inside me,” she whispered. “Don’t pull out yet.”

He stayed. Felt her pulse around him, the aftershocks rippling through her muscles.

Then she turned her head toward the bedroom door and raised her voice: “Orin. Come in.”



The door opened. Orin stood in the threshold, darkly handsome with his shaggy brown hair and intense eyes that tracked Maren with the barely concealed hunger that had once driven him to pay Rosalind to wear an apron and call him “sweet boy.”

He’d been waiting in the hallway. The routine was established now — give them the first round, wait for the call, then join. He didn’t resent the arrangement. Couldn’t resent it when the alternative was still jerking off alone in his room imagining what Maren sounded like naked.

He wasn’t imagining anymore.

Orin stepped inside and closed the door. Stripped his shirt without ceremony — lean, athletic body, not as broad as Theron but fit from odd jobs and manual labor. His trousers followed. His cock was already hard, straining against his smallclothes, and when those fell too, it stood thick and eager, a bead of precum already glistening at the tip.

Maren beckoned from where she lay on Theron’s chest, still impaled on his softening cock. Her voice changed when she spoke to Orin — softer, more intimate, layered with a tenderness she reserved for the boy she’d raised.

“Come here, sweet boy.” The words she’d asked Rosalind to say. The words she now said herself, freely, without shame. “Your godmother wants you too.”

The taboo of it was right there in the words, right there in the relationship, right there in the way Orin’s eyes went dark with need at the sound of her voice calling him what he was — her godson, her ward, the boy she’d bathed and fed and raised from childhood. And now the man who climbed into her bed with an erection and the desperate gratitude of someone whose deepest fantasy had been made flesh.

Theron pulled out of Maren slowly. His cum began to seep from her immediately, a white trail that caught the candlelight. She didn’t wipe it away. Instead she rolled onto her stomach, raised herself on her knees, and presented herself to Orin with her ass in the air and Theron’s seed dripping down her inner thighs.

“Like this tonight,” she said over her shoulder. “From behind. I want to feel you while I’m still full of him.”

Orin moved behind her with hands that no longer shook. That was new — in the early weeks his fingers had trembled every time he touched her, the reality of his godmother naked and willing almost too much to process. Now his hands settled on her wide hips with familiar confidence. His cock nudged against her entrance, finding it slick with Theron’s cum and her own arousal.

He pushed inside with a groan that came from somewhere primal — his thick cock sinking into the pussy of the woman who’d raised him, feeling Theron’s cum still inside her, warm and slick around his shaft.

Maren gasped at the entry — not pain but the overwhelming fullness of a second cock in quick succession. Orin was different from Theron — thicker, shorter, stretching her in a different way that made her pussy ache with fresh sensation. Her generous breasts swung beneath her as she adjusted, heavy and pendulous, nipples brushing the sheets with each sway.

“That’s it,” she breathed, pushing back against him. “Fuck your godmother, sweet boy. Take what you’ve been dreaming about.”

Orin thrust. Not gentle — he’d learned from watching Theron that Maren didn’t want gentle. His hips snapped forward with young urgency, driving his thick cock into the cum-slick pussy of the woman who’d raised him. The wrongness of it was the point. The taboo was the accelerant. Each thrust drove Theron’s cum deeper inside her, mixing it with Orin’s precum, the wet sounds of the combined mess obscene and continuous.

Maren moaned. Pushed back to meet each thrust with her massive ass, the generous flesh rippling against his pelvis with wet, heavy slaps. The sounds from between their bodies were filthy — squelching, liquid, the noise of a well-fucked pussy taking its second cock of the night.

Theron watched from his position propped against the headboard, his cock recovering with the eager resilience of nineteen. The view was extraordinary — Maren’s voluptuous body being taken from behind by the godson she’d raised, her face twisted with genuine pleasure, Orin’s expression a mask of desperate need being finally, thoroughly satisfied.

Maren reached for Theron. Pulled him closer by the hip until his hardening cock was within reach. Wrapped her hand around him and stroked while Orin fucked her, her grip matching the rhythm of the thrusts driving into her from behind.

“Thank you,” she whispered to Theron between moans. “For making this possible. For giving us permission.” A sharp gasp as Orin hit a particularly deep angle. “For watching him fuck me and not judging.”

“No judgment,” Theron confirmed. His cock was fully hard again in her practiced grip.

Orin’s rhythm increased. He was getting close — always faster than Theron, his body burning through arousal with young man’s impatience. His hands gripped Maren’s massive ass, fingers sinking into generous flesh, holding her in place while he pounded into her with escalating force.

“Inside me,” Maren commanded. The same words, different recipient. “Cum inside your godmother, Orin. Fill me up. I want to feel both of you dripping out of me tonight.”

Orin lasted perhaps a dozen more thrusts before he came with a strangled, desperate sound — the kind of noise that said this was still unreal to him, still impossible, still the fantasy that used to cost him eight sovereigns per visit at Rosalind’s and was now free and real and happening in the bed where he’d once sought refuge from childhood nightmares.

His cock pulsed inside her. She moaned softly at the warmth of his release mixing with Theron’s residual seed, her godson’s cum joining her lover’s inside her body. The intimacy of it — two men’s semen mingling in the womb of a woman who’d nurtured one and seduced the other — was taboo enough to make Theron’s cock throb in her grip.

Orin collapsed forward, pressing his forehead against Maren’s back, breathing hard. She reached back and stroked his hair with maternal tenderness that had nothing to do with what had just happened and everything to do with who they still were, underneath the sex and the taboo and the cum dripping down her thighs.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Such a good boy.”

Orin pulled out slowly. Rolled onto the bed, spent and dazed and glowing with the contentment of a man whose darkest fantasy had become his weekly evening routine.

Maren turned to Theron. Her hand hadn’t stopped stroking his cock. Her emerald eyes gleamed with the hunger of a woman who’d come once and wanted more.

“Your turn again,” she said. “He left me close. Finish what he started.”

Theron positioned her on her back, her red hair fanning across the pillow like spilled wine. He settled between her spread thighs and pushed inside her.

The sensation was different from every other time. She was flooded — two loads of cum already inside her, her pussy a slick, warm mess of her own arousal and the combined seed of both men. He slid in with almost no resistance, just hot, liquid heat swallowing his cock to the root. But her muscles still knew their work. She clenched around him deliberately, tightening her grip, and the friction returned — wet but purposeful, her pussy working his shaft with the experienced control of a woman who’d kept Dane satisfied through a decade of competitive lovers.

He drove deep. She arched off the bed, her massive freckled tits surging upward, her copper hair wild on the pillow. Her thick thighs locked around his waist and pulled him impossibly closer, her heels digging into his ass.

“Harder,” she gasped. “Both of you fucked me tonight and I still need more. What kind of insatiable slut does that make me?”

“The best kind.”

She laughed — genuine, joyful, free. Then the laugh dissolved into a moan as he found his rhythm, hard and deep, his cock plunging into the messy, cum-filled heat of her pussy with wet, obscene sounds that filled the room. The combined fluids of three people squelched around his shaft with every thrust, overflowing, dripping down to soak the sheets beneath her generous ass. He could feel Orin’s load and his own being churned inside her — hot, thick, mixing with her juices — and the primal possessiveness of it made him fuck her harder.

“Yes — god, yes — right there, don’t stop—”

Her second orgasm crested with his name on her lips. Her pussy clenched in hard, rolling contractions that gripped his cock from base to tip, her back arching so hard her enormous tits shook violently, her scream unrestrained — the full-throated sound of a woman whose children had learned to wear earplugs. Theron followed, burying himself deep and pouring his second load of the evening into her already-overflowing pussy. He felt the hot pulse of his release adding to the flood inside her, felt the excess seep around his shaft and pool on the ruined sheets beneath them.

Maren lay between them afterward. Thoroughly fucked. Cum from two men dripping from her satisfied pussy. One hand resting on Theron’s thigh, the other reaching back to touch Orin’s arm.

“Mirelle was over yesterday,” she said, voice still husky from screaming. “Practically vibrating with need. How much longer are you going to make that woman wait?”

Theron caught his breath. “Timing matters.”

“The timing is now. The Friday dance. Sponsor wine. Get her drunk enough to stop thinking. She’s not going to come to you sober — her guilt won’t let her. But loosen the reins and she’ll sprint.”

“Voice of experience?”

“Voice of a woman who watched her best friend suffer for eight years and is done being patient about it.” Maren propped herself up on one elbow, her massive breasts settling to one side, her face serious despite the post-sex flush. “Wine. Dancing. Your hand on her waist. And when she whispers that she needs you — because she will, Theron, she absolutely will — take her home and don’t let her think until after the third orgasm.”

“Third?”

“At least. She’s been saving up for eight years. The first two barely scratch the surface.”

Orin, from his side of the bed, spoke quietly: “She deserves it. Mirelle was always kind to me. When I was a boy, when I was confused, when I…” He trailed off, the unfinished sentence carrying the weight of all the complicated feelings a young man has about the woman who raised him and the other women who orbited that complex family.

“Everyone deserves what they need,” Maren said simply. “The sin isn’t in taking pleasure. The sin is in denying it until the denial destroys you.”

She settled back between them, satisfied and spent and dripping. The bed was a wreck. The room smelled of sex and sweat and three bodies’ worth of release. Through the wall, the faint sounds of Brynn and Kael finishing their own evening provided a domestic counterpoint that would have been surreal in any other household.

But this was Maren’s household. This was Amoria. This was the world Dane had built and Maren had inherited and Theron was now woven into — a world where pleasure wasn’t shameful, where bodies served purposes beyond labor, where the gap between godmother and lover was measured in permission rather than prohibition.

Tomorrow was Friday.

Tomorrow, the last line fell.


Chapter 6: Moving Day

Six days after Rosalind’s pitch, Master Torven arrived at dawn with his donkey, a cart full of timber, and the gruffness of a dwarf who did not appreciate early mornings but appreciated prompt payment.

“Storage room’s through here,” Theron said, leading the broad-shouldered craftsman through the side entrance.

Torven surveyed the space with professional eyes. Four feet two inches of concentrated competence, his elaborate red beard braided in the traditional dwarf fashion, blue eyes sharp and focused. He measured walls with a knotted rope, knocked on supports with a callused fist, grunted at the quality of the existing timber.

“Basic conversion. Partition wall, two sleeping areas, washbasin plumbed from the kitchen line, privacy curtain between the living and working spaces. Side entrance gets a proper door with a lock — clients in, clients out, never through the main hall.” He glanced at Theron without judgment. “The fifty-sovereign job.”

“Exactly.”

“Three days. Don’t come in here while I’m working. Dwarves build in silence.”

He set to work. The sounds of saw and hammer began immediately, the rhythm of a craftsman who built things properly because that was the only way he knew how. Torven had built six gloryholes across Amoria’s various establishments. He’d also repaired the Stag’s sign, quoted fairly, and never asked questions that weren’t about measurements. The perfect contractor for a business that required discretion.



The three days passed in a blur of normal operations. Elara served drinks and earned tips with her usual cheerful warmth. Celia cleaned and served with cold efficiency, her dark beauty drawing attention she now accepted instead of deflected. Mirelle cooked and managed the household, her massive body moving through the kitchen in that wine-red dress that strained across her curves like fabric protesting its assignment.

And through it all, the sounds of construction from the back room — sawing, hammering, the occasional dwarvish curse when a nail didn’t cooperate.

On the morning of the sixth day, Torven emerged, brushed sawdust from his beard, and nodded once.

“Done. Come look.”

The storage room had been transformed. A solid timber partition divided the space in two — the near half was now a proper living area with two narrow beds, a washbasin plumbed with running water, a small table, and hooks on the wall for clothes. The far half was a workspace — a wider bed (serviceable for professional use), a washbasin, a wooden chest for supplies, and the curtain Torven had installed between the sections for sound dampening.

The side entrance now had a sturdy door with a proper lock. Clients would enter from the alley, conduct their business in the workspace, and leave the same way. No foot traffic through the tavern’s main hall.

“Clean work,” Theron said.

“It’s what I do.” Torven collected his fifty sovereigns, loaded his tools onto the donkey cart, and left without further ceremony. He’d be back. The seven-hundred-sovereign job was still ahead.



Rosalind and Sable arrived at midday.

They came from the harbor district with their belongings in two bags — everything they owned in the world fitting into matching canvas satchels. Rosalind carried hers slung over one shoulder, her massive breasts shifting with each step, jade-green eyes bright with anticipation. She’d dressed for the occasion in a deep-cut blouse that displayed her cleavage like a merchant displaying his finest goods, and a practical skirt that moved well. Professional attire for a professional woman.

Sable followed close behind, her wild dark curls escaping their braids as usual, amber-brown eyes taking in the tavern with a mix of nervousness and hope. Her belongings made a smaller bag than Rosalind’s. One dress, one change of underclothes, a hairbrush, a small wooden figurine she didn’t explain. She’d owned even less before Rosalind took her in.

“Home sweet home,” Rosalind said, surveying the converted storage room with the critical eye of a woman who’d worked in alleys, doorways, rented rooms, and one particularly memorable ship’s cabin. “This is the nicest workspace I’ve ever had. Torven does good work.”

She unpacked with professional efficiency. Clean sheets on both beds — she’d brought her own, high-quality linens that spoke to years of understanding that comfort mattered when your body was your livelihood. A bottle of oil for skin care. Washcloths folded in precise stacks. A small mirror propped on the table. A pouch of expensive imported cigarettes tucked into a niche in the wall.

Sable unpacked more slowly. Set the wooden figurine on the shelf beside her bed — a small carved bird, its paint faded. A childhood keepsake, probably. She smoothed the sheets on her narrow bed with careful hands, then sat on it and bounced once, testing.

“Softer than the harbor room,” she said quietly.

“Warmer too,” Rosalind said, touching her ward’s shoulder. The gesture was both protective and proud. “No more winter wind through cracks in the wall. No more sleeping with a knife because drunk sailors can’t find the right door.” She paused, something shifting behind her eyes. “And the extra income means more coin sent south. Petra’s been asking for new shoes, and Tomas needs a proper winter coat before the cold sets in.”

Sable glanced at Theron. “Her children,” she explained quietly. “Petra, Mira, and Tomas. They live with Rosalind’s parents, three days’ ride south. Safer there.”

“Safer and fed,” Rosalind said, the brief softness already folding back into professional composure. “Which is what mothers provide. This arrangement helps me provide it better.”

“Is the knife still recommended?”

“Habit’s hard to break. But the lock on this door actually works, so consider it optional.”

They spent the afternoon settling in. Rosalind organized the workspace with the precision of someone who understood that hygiene, comfort, and accessibility directly impacted revenue. Sable helped, watching and learning, absorbing the professional details that distinguished a successful sex worker from a desperate one.



Word spread through Rosalind’s harbor contacts with the speed of sailors’ gossip. By evening, the side entrance had its first visitor.

A scarred C-rank adventurer with the bone-deep exhaustion of someone who’d survived a Feywood delve that morning. He’d cleaned up at the bathhouse, changed into civilian clothes, and followed the whispered directions from the docks to the Prancing Stag’s side alley. He knocked with the tentative authority of a man who’d slain mushroom-trolls at dawn and still felt awkward paying for sex.

Rosalind handled him with professional ease that bordered on art.

Theron didn’t watch the first client — that would come later, with the voyeur window. But he heard Rosalind’s warm greeting through the partition wall, the low murmur of negotiation, the rustle of payment exchanged. Then the sounds: the wet, enthusiastic rhythm of a woman who wasn’t just tolerating her work but reveling in it. Rosalind’s moans — genuine, not performed, the sounds of a woman getting exactly what she craved.

Twenty minutes later, the client left through the side door. Rosalind emerged into the main tavern for a drink of water, her face flushed, her blouse hastily re-buttoned, a satisfied grin plastered across her features.

“Ten sovereigns total,” she said, setting three coins on the bar for Theron. “Seven for me, three for you. He wanted full service. Not bad for opening night.”

By ten o’clock, Rosalind had serviced three clients. Her green eyes were bright, her body loose and warm, her evident satisfaction warming every movement. She handled each client differently — the nervous D-rank who needed encouragement, the drunk sailor who needed direction, the experienced guard who knew exactly what he wanted. Each one left satisfied. Each one paid.

Sable’s first solo client at the tavern arrived after the rush — a quiet D-rank with kind eyes and a gentle manner. He’d asked specifically for “the young one” based on harbor rumors. Sable met him in the workspace with a nervousness that was diminishing by the day.

Rosalind positioned herself behind the partition curtain. Not watching directly — giving Sable the space to work. But listening. Always listening. Safety first, professional development second, maternal pride third.

Through the curtain, Sable’s soft voice: “Don’t worry. I’ll take care of you.”

The sounds that followed were quieter than Rosalind’s vigorous sessions — Sable’s style was gentler, warmer, less aggressive. But effective. The client finished with a groan of genuine satisfaction. Coins clinked.

Sable emerged through the curtain with flushed caramel cheeks and coins in her hand. Her amber eyes found Rosalind’s.

“That wasn’t so bad,” she said. Then, more quietly, with a smile that had shed several layers of innocence since Theron first met her: “Actually, I kind of liked it.”

Rosalind pulled her close and kissed her forehead. The gesture was tender, intimate, layered with the history of two people bound by more than profession. Mentor and ward. Protector and protege.

“You liked it because you’re built for this,” Rosalind said with quiet conviction. “Like me. Now go wash up. The night is young and there’ll be more.”



First night results: four clients between them. Rosalind three, Sable one. Twelve sovereigns to Theron’s ledger, twenty-eight to the workers.

Theron recorded the numbers with careful precision. Projected weekly at this rate: eighty to a hundred additional sovereigns. And this was before the establishment had built its reputation, before word fully spread, before the gloryhole was even constructed.

The tavern had entered new territory. The Prancing Stag was no longer just a tavern that served ale and food. It was a business that served every need an adventurer might have — sustenance, entertainment, companionship, and now release.



The household’s reactions to the new arrangement were revealing.

Elara was curious. She lingered near the back room during quiet moments, chatting with Sable during breaks. The two young women — same age, different worlds, converging paths — found an immediate connection. Sable told harbor stories. Elara listened with wide blue eyes. They laughed together in a way that reminded Theron of ordinary friends doing ordinary things, if you ignored the fact that one of them had just finished servicing a stranger’s cock for six sovereigns.

Celia was outwardly indifferent. She didn’t visit the back room, didn’t engage Rosalind or Sable beyond basic household pleasantries. But over dinner, she asked pointed questions with the analytical precision of a woman who was calculating something.

“How many clients can two workers handle in a twelve-hour period?”

Rosalind, chewing bread: “Comfortably? Fifteen to twenty between us. More with the wall.”

“The wall?”

“The gloryhole. When it’s built. Anonymous service through a partition. Higher volume, less emotional labor. More cock, less conversation.” She grinned. “The math gets very interesting.”

Celia nodded slowly, her grey-blue eyes distant with calculation. “Interesting.”

Mirelle said nothing about the new arrangement. She served dinner with her usual competence, her massive body moving between kitchen and table, her wine-red dress straining across curves that seemed more visible every day. But the silence itself was significant. A month ago she would have objected, would have raised concerns about propriety and reputation and what the neighbors would think.

Now she just served dinner and didn’t meet anyone’s eyes and excused herself early to her room, where the familiar sounds of her lonely bed creaking began within minutes.

Somewhere between the prostitutes settling into their new quarters and the tavern’s revenue climbing to new heights, the Prancing Stag had crossed a line it couldn’t uncross.

Theron closed the ledger and climbed the stairs. Through the thin wall separating his room from Mirelle’s, nothing. No creaking bed. No restless shifting. Just the heavy quiet of a woman lying awake, staring at the ceiling, thinking about wine and music and decisions that couldn’t be unmade.


Chapter 7: Dress Progression — Level Three

The courier from Lysa’s dress shop arrived before breakfast, which was earlier than usual and suggested the half-elf seamstress had been working late. He was a scrawny teenager with ambitious acne and the resigned expression of someone who delivered packages to the Prancing Stag regularly and had learned not to ask questions about the contents.

“Three parcels,” he said, holding out the wrapped bundles. “Mistress Lysa says the violet one required additional reinforcement and she hopes the recipient appreciates the engineering.”

Theron tipped him five sovereigns — the expected amount, which bought discretion and prompt service. The courier pocketed the coins, didn’t look at the packages, and left with the efficiency of a professional who understood that curiosity was bad for business in his line of work.

The parcels went to the kitchen table. Elara appeared first, drawn by the rustling of paper like a magpie to silver. Her cornflower-blue eyes lit up.

“New dresses!”

She tore into her package with zero restraint. The dress spilled out — a confection of sky-blue fabric with sheer panels that caught the morning light and immediately revealed the engineering Lysa had mentioned. The bodice was structured but not opaque. When backlit, everything showed: the shape of her small perky breasts, the darker circles of her nipples, the flat plane of her stomach. The skirt was a micro-hem that would end well above mid-thigh, paired with a slit that would flash glimpses of her hip when she walked.

Elara held it against her body, twirling in the kitchen light, completely delighted. “Lysa outdid herself. Look at these panels — you can see everything when the light hits right.”

“That’s the idea,” Theron said, watching her silhouette appear and disappear through the sheer fabric as she moved. Blood rushed south with reliable enthusiasm.

Celia appeared next, drawn by her sister’s noise. She opened her package with more restraint but equal attention. Her dress was black — naturally — a corseted bodice with side-slit skirt that would show her pale legs nearly to the hip. The dark fabric would make her porcelain skin glow by contrast, the corset pushing her small breasts together to create more cleavage than nature strictly provided. The overall effect was severe, dramatic, and devastating.

She examined it in the mirror without expression. But her pale cheeks flushed slightly, and when she held the corset against her chest, testing the fit, her grey-blue eyes held something that looked very much like fierce satisfaction.

“Acceptable,” she said, which was Celia for “I love it.”

Mirelle’s package was last. She opened it with the wary attention of a woman who’d learned that Lysa’s designs had been getting progressively more revealing with each order. When she pulled the dress free, she made a sound that was halfway between a gasp and a prayer.

It was wine-red — her color, the shade that made her chestnut-brown hair and hazel eyes sing. But the construction was obscene by any reasonable standard. A deep-cut cleavage corset that would push her massive 38DD breasts up and together, creating a canyon of soft, warm flesh that would be visible from across a crowded room. The neckline didn’t plunge so much as it committed suicide, ending at a point that would sit somewhere around her solar plexus. The skirt was fitted, emphasizing every curve from waist to knee.

Mirelle held it up. Stared at it. Stared at the neckline. Stared at the amount of breast that would be exposed.

“I can’t serve breakfast in this,” she said. “Everything will fall out.”

“That’s rather the point,” Theron said.

She shot him a look. But it wasn’t the outraged look it would have been a month ago. It was the look of a woman testing whether she was brave enough to wear the thing she wanted to wear.

“Try it on,” Elara encouraged. “You’ll look incredible, Mama.”

“I’ll look like a harbor girl.”

“You’ll look like a queen,” Celia said, which was unexpected enough that everyone turned to stare at her. She shrugged one pale shoulder. “It’s well-constructed. The engineering supports your… figure. Without making it look desperate. Lysa knows what she’s doing.”

Mirelle looked at the dress again. At the corset that promised to present her breasts like offerings on a velvet altar. At the neckline that would show everything short of her nipples. At the color that made her feel powerful even in imagination.

“I’ll try it,” she said quietly. Then, more firmly: “For the Friday dance.”

The Friday dance. Two days away.



Evening service in the new outfits turned the Prancing Stag into something between a tavern and a temple of the male gaze.

Elara worked the floor in her sky-blue sheer-paneled dress, and the effect was nuclear. Every time she passed a lantern, the backlight turned the fabric translucent, giving customers a full silhouette of her body — the outline of her small breasts with their stiff nipples, the curve of her waist, the shadow at the junction of her thighs. She moved with the easy grace of a woman who’d discovered the power of being looked at and decided she liked it very much.

A scarred warrior — her regular, the one with kind eyes and heavy coin — flagged her over within minutes. She perched on the seat beside him, letting his arm circle her waist. His calloused hand found the sheer panel at her side, fingertips pressing against fabric that was barely there. He could feel the warmth of her skin through it. Could practically feel her nipples through the bodice if he moved his hand higher, which he did, slowly, while she chatted about the day’s menu.

Twenty-five sovereigns by midnight. Her personal record.

Celia in the black corset was a different kind of weapon. Where Elara was warmth and availability, Celia was cold beauty that demanded you prove yourself worthy of looking. The dark fabric against her luminous pale skin created a contrast that stopped conversations. The side-slit flashed glimpses of her long legs with every step, the corset pushed her small breasts into a modest but visible cleavage that she’d never displayed before.

A young scout — lean, handsome, precisely the type of adventurer Celia would have dismissed a month ago — offered coin for her attention. She sat across from him with imperial grace and let him trace the edge of her corset with his fingers. The fabric ended just above the swell of her breasts, and his fingertips dipped below the neckline, brushing her pale collarbone, skating the top of her chest.

“That’s fifteen sovereigns,” Celia said, her voice cool and amused. A pricing structure she’d developed herself. The scout paid without argument, too mesmerized by the contrast between her icy voice and the flush spreading down her throat to haggle.

She caught Theron’s eye across the room. The look said: I earned that. Are you watching? He was watching. He was always watching.

The back room was busy too. Rosalind and Sable working steadily, the muffled sounds of professional service adding a particular ambiance to the evening that the more experienced customers recognized and appreciated. The adventurers drank more when they knew services were available. Spent more on tips when the possibility of more existed. The economy of desire was self-reinforcing — each element feeding the others, creating a rising tide of revenue.

Record night. Highest single evening in tavern history. Theron tallied the numbers twice because the first count seemed impossibly high. One hundred and twelve sovereigns across all revenue streams.



Mirelle served from the kitchen most of the evening, bringing plates and refilling mugs, moving through the crowded room in her new wine-red corset dress. Every head turned when she appeared, and every eye dropped to the same destination.

Her breasts.

The corset did exactly what Lysa had engineered it to do — pushed Mirelle’s spectacular 38DD tits up and together, creating a display of cleavage that could be registered as a navigational hazard. The deep neckline showed the full inner curves of both breasts, the shadowed valley between them, the straining fabric that seemed to be engaged in a losing battle against gravity and generosity. When she moved, they moved. When she breathed, they swelled against the corset’s edge. The effect was hypnotic.

She’d left the kitchen to serve the warrior regular — the grey-bearded adventurer who’d been coming to the Stag for weeks and always asked for the seat with the best view of the bar. He was built like a wall, weathered by decades of delving, with scars that told stories and eyes that appreciated beauty the way a jeweler appreciated gems.

When Mirelle set his plate down, he stopped mid-sentence.

His companion, another veteran, followed his gaze and forgot what he was saying too.

Mirelle in that corset, leaning forward to arrange the plate, her breasts practically spilling from the neckline, the candlelight catching the soft skin of her cleavage: it justified adventuring. You survived the Feywood so you could sit in a warm tavern and watch a voluptuous woman in a corset bring you dinner.

“On the house tonight,” she said, and her voice carried a new warmth — the voice of a woman who’d noticed the attention and didn’t hate it.

The warrior’s eyes traveled from her cleavage to her face. “You are,” he said with the sincerity of a man who’d been too close to death to waste time on lies, “the finest woman in this tavern.”

Something cracked inside Mirelle. Not breaking. Opening. A fissure in the armor she’d worn for eight years, letting in light that she’d been refusing to acknowledge.

“Thank you,” she said. And smiled. Not her polite service smile. A real one.

He offered ten sovereigns for her to sit with him. She glanced at Theron behind the bar. He held her gaze, steady, giving nothing. Her choice.

She sat.

The warrior’s hand found her thick thigh beneath the table, warm and respectful and undeniably intimate. She didn’t remove it. Let it rest there, feeling the weight of human contact through the fabric of her skirt. The contact of a stranger who found her desirable. Who wanted to touch her. Who was willing to pay for the simple privilege of feeling her warmth.

Ten sovereigns. Her first tip for physical contact. A milestone that arrived quietly, without fanfare, like most of the important things in life.

When she returned to the kitchen, her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were bright and her hands were trembling slightly. Not with shame. With something else. Something that had been buried for eight years and was clawing its way to the surface with increasing urgency.

The Friday dance was in two days.

The wine-red corset would see its full debut.

And the woman wearing it was running out of reasons to say no.


Chapter 8: Rosalind’s Teaching

The afternoon sun slanted through the back room’s single window, painting warm rectangles on the freshly constructed floor. The workspace smelled of lavender oil and clean linen — Rosalind’s professional standards applied with military precision to every surface.

“Shut the door,” Rosalind said. She was already unbuttoning her blouse with the casual efficiency of someone undressing for the hundredth time that week, which she nearly was. “Lock it. Sable needs to learn, and you need to… participate.”

Theron shut and locked the door. “Participate in what, exactly?”

“Education.” Rosalind pulled her blouse over her head in one motion and the room changed temperature.

Her breasts were magnificent. Full stop. Massive soft mounds of feminine abundance that defied easy categorization — 38DD cups of heavy, natural flesh that swayed with their own momentum when freed from clothing. Large pink nipples already hardening in the air, surrounded by darker areolae. They were the breasts of a woman who’d nursed three children and fucked hundreds of men and loved every minute of both, and the visible wear of experience made them more attractive, not less.

She stood there, topless and shameless, jade-green eyes twinkling with the knowledge that she was exactly what she appeared to be — a professional sex worker in her element, about to demonstrate her craft.

“Sable,” she called through the curtain partition. “Come here.”

Sable emerged from the living area, her dark curls slightly damp from a wash. She’d changed into a simple cotton shift that left her arms bare, her caramel skin glowing in the afternoon light. She took in the scene — Rosalind half-naked, Theron with a visible bulge in his trousers — and her amber-brown eyes widened only slightly. She was learning not to be surprised.

“Training session,” Rosalind explained, unclasping her skirt and letting it fall. She stood naked now. Completely. The full Rosalind experience: plump curves everywhere, soft belly with its faded stretch marks, wide hips, thick thighs that promised stamina. A light trail of golden hair between her legs, above a pussy that was already glistening. She’d been looking forward to this.

“You’ve been taking clients for a week,” Rosalind continued, addressing Sable but looking at Theron. “You’re doing well. But there’s a difference between adequate service and the kind of service that makes men come back, and come back hard, and tell their friends, and turn you from a convenient body into a legend.”

“And you’re demonstrating on Theron.”

“He volunteered.”

“I haven’t actually—”

“He volunteered,” Rosalind repeated, stepping close enough that her nipples brushed his shirt. She looked up at him with those knowing eyes that had seen every kind of man and still found them entertaining. “Consider it the owner’s education. Quality control.”

She dropped to her knees.

The movement was fluid, practiced, a controlled descent that combined efficiency with performance. She knelt before him on the workshop’s clean floor, looked up through heavy-lidded eyes, and reached for his belt.

“Watch carefully,” she said to Sable, who had positioned herself on the edge of the bed, sitting cross-legged, amber eyes fixed on the scene with undisguised fascination. “Oral technique isn’t just about taking a cock in your mouth. It’s about worship. Enthusiasm. Making him feel like his cock is the center of your entire world for the duration of contact.”

She freed him from his trousers. His cock sprang forward, already hard from the visual of Rosalind naked and kneeling. She wrapped her hand around the base, steadying him, and took a moment to appreciate the view with genuine professional approval.

“Nice cock,” she said matter-of-factly. “Good length, good girth, responsive. You work with what you’re given and this—” She stroked once, slowly. “—is premium material.”

Then she took him in her mouth.

Expert. Filthy. Wet.

Rosalind didn’t ease into oral. She engulfed. Her lips sealed around his shaft and she slid forward until her nose pressed against his pelvis, the entire length of him buried in the warm, wet channel of her throat. She held there — no gag reflex visible, just total accommodation — then pulled back slowly, dragging her tongue along the underside of his cock, leaving a trail of glistening spit.

“Technique one,” she said, pulling off just long enough to speak. “Deepthroat. Full insertion. Not every client wants it, but most are stunned when you do it without gagging. The trick—” She demonstrated again, taking him to the root. “—is relaxation. Your throat is a muscle. Relax it. Welcome the intrusion.”

She pulled back. Spit ran down her chin. She let it. Didn’t wipe, didn’t seem embarrassed. The mess was the point.

“See how I use my tongue here?” She flattened her tongue against the underside of his shaft, licking from base to tip with broad, deliberate strokes. “Suction on the upstroke. Tongue pressure on the downstroke. Alternate. Keep him guessing which sensation comes next.”

Theron’s hands found her hair, fingers threading through honey-blonde waves. She moaned around his cock — a deliberate vibration that sent shockwaves through his shaft.

“Sound,” she said between strokes, spit glistening on her lips. “Never silent. Men are auditory. They want to hear you want it. Moan, gag, slurp — the wet sounds, the messy sounds, those are what make them explode. Don’t be afraid of the mess, sweetheart.” This to Sable. “The mess IS the point. When you’re covered in spit and cum and you look up at him with dripping lips, that’s when you own them completely.”

She demonstrated this principle by taking him deep again, deliberately gagging, producing obscene wet sounds that echoed in the small room. When she pulled back, her face was glistening with spit and precum, her green eyes watering from the throat contact, and her grin was the widest Theron had ever seen on her. She was in her element. This wasn’t work she performed. This was worship she offered at an altar of her own choosing.

“Your turn, sweetheart.”



Sable slid off the bed and knelt beside Rosalind with the tentative grace of a student approaching a practical exam. Her dark ringlets framed her caramel face, amber eyes wide, lips parted. She was eighteen and learning and terrified and excited in roughly equal measure.

“It’s different with someone you know,” she admitted quietly. “Clients are anonymous. This is…”

“More intimate,” Rosalind agreed. “Use that. Intimacy makes it better for everyone.”

Sable reached for him. Her hand was smaller than Rosalind’s, her slim caramel fingers lighter against his shaft. She wrapped around him — his cock still slick with Rosalind’s spit, glistening — and stroked tentatively.

“Confidence,” Rosalind coached from beside her, naked and dripping, spit still on her chin. “You’re not handling porcelain. He won’t break.”

Sable firmed her grip. Stroked with more purpose, feeling the rigid heat of him, the way his cock pulsed in response. Then she leaned forward and took him in her mouth.

Different from Rosalind. Where the mentor was aggressive expertise, the apprentice was careful enthusiasm. Sable’s full lips sealed around his shaft, her tongue moving with deliberate attention — copying the techniques she’d just watched. The flattened tongue dragging up the underside. The suction on the upstroke. Her mouth was warm, wet, tentative but genuine. She wasn’t as deep as Rosalind — couldn’t be, not yet — but what she lacked in depth she compensated for with the earnest effort of someone discovering she liked the weight of a cock on her tongue more than she’d expected. The taste of his precum mixing with Rosalind’s spit. The stretch of her lips around his girth.

“Good,” Rosalind murmured. “Deeper. Use your hand too — stroke what you can’t swallow. Yes, like that. Good girl.”

The praise made Sable blush — her caramel cheeks darkening — and try harder. She took another inch, then another, her throat protesting with a soft gag that produced a fresh flood of saliva. Spit dripped from her stretched lips, running down his shaft, dripping from her chin onto her bare caramel thighs. Her amber eyes looked up at Theron through long lashes — an expression that was both asking for approval and offering worship.

Rosalind watched her apprentice work with unmistakable pride. But her hand had drifted between her own thick thighs, fingers sliding through the wet, swollen folds of her pussy, two fingers pumping slowly in and out while her thumb circled her clit. Masturbating openly while Sable serviced Theron. The air crackled — Rosalind watching the girl she’d raised suck cock, touching herself with proud arousal, green eyes glazed with a hunger that blurred every line between mentor and accomplice.

“That’s my girl,” Rosalind breathed, her own fingers working faster, slick sounds joining the wet rhythm of Sable’s mouth. “Look at you. Taking cock like you were born for it.”

Sable made a sound around his shaft — half moan, half whimper — that vibrated through his cock and nearly finished him right there. Her eyes fluttered. She pushed deeper, took him until he felt the back of her throat, gagged, pulled back with strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening shaft, then dove forward again.

“Enough,” Rosalind said, gently guiding Sable off with a hand on her curls. His cock slid from Sable’s mouth with a wet pop, leaving her lips swollen and glistening. “Now watch what happens when you love your work.”



Rosalind stood, took Theron’s hand, and pulled him toward the bed. She lay back, spread her thick thighs wide, and reached for him with both hands.

“Inside me. Now. Hard.”

No ceremony, no preamble. She was dripping — had been since she started the demonstration, arousal evident in the way her pussy glistened and the way her nipples stood rigid and the way her breathing had become increasingly ragged. This wasn’t just teaching. This was Rosalind getting what Rosalind needed.

He entered her in one firm stroke. Her pussy swallowed his cock whole — wet, scorching, gripping him with the eager pressure of a woman who’d been building toward this since she first unbuttoned her blouse. She gasped, eyes closing, back arching, her heavy breasts rolling outward with the impact. Then she locked her legs around his waist, heels digging into his ass, and pulled him deeper.

“Hard,” she repeated. “Show her what it looks like when I’m getting properly fucked.”

He gave her hard. Driving thrusts that shook the bed frame, that sent her enormous tits bouncing in chaotic arcs across her chest, that drew genuine moans from deep in her throat with every stroke. The wet slap of their bodies echoed in the small room. Rosalind’s obsession with sex was no affectation — she craved cock the way some people craved air. Being filled, being pounded, being dripping with cum afterward — that was her church. This was her prayer.

“Yes,” she moaned, her voice climbing. “Harder. Fuck me like you mean it. I’m not fragile — I’ve taken twenty cocks in a day and still wanted more. Give me everything.”

He grabbed her wide hips, lifted them off the bed, and drove into her at a steeper angle. She screamed. Not performance — the real thing. The sound of a woman hitting the frequency where pleasure becomes involuntary. In this position her pussy was angled perfectly, each thrust grinding his cock against her front wall, her slick heat clenching and releasing with every stroke. Her juices were running freely, coating his shaft, dripping down to soak the sheets beneath her generous ass.

Sable watched from the edge of the bed, her shift pulled up unconsciously, one hand pressed between her slim caramel thighs. She wasn’t performing — wasn’t even aware she was touching herself. Her amber eyes were fixed on the junction where Theron’s cock drove into Rosalind’s glistening pussy, watching his shaft disappear inside her mentor’s body over and over, slick and gleaming each time it withdrew. The sight had bypassed her conscious mind and gone straight to her cunt.

“See how much I love this?” Rosalind gasped, still talking to Sable even while being pounded. Her massive breasts shook violently with each thrust, the soft flesh rippling, her hard nipples bouncing. “This is what we ARE. This is what feels right. No shame. Just cock and cum and satisfaction. This is what — oh god, right there — this is what you’re learning to love. And you WILL love it. I promise you.”

Her orgasm came with a scream that probably reached the main hall. Her whole body convulsed — her pussy bearing down on his cock in wave after wave of crushing, milking pressure, her thick thighs clamping around his waist, her generous tits shaking violently. She came loudly, wetly, her juices flooding around his shaft in a hot rush that soaked his pelvis and pooled on the ruined sheets. Her pussy clenched in rhythmic spasms that dragged along his cock, squeezing, pulling, demanding.

“Pull out,” she gasped as he felt his own climax cresting. “Not inside. On me. I want her to see.”

He pulled free of her clenching pussy with a wet, sucking sound. Fisted his slick cock and stroked once, twice. Came across her chest and stomach in thick, heavy ropes — hot white streaks that painted her flushed skin from her collarbone to her navel. More hit her breasts, landing across one massive tit and dripping down the soft slope, pooling in the deep valley of her cleavage. A final spurt caught her neck, trailing down to the swell of her chest.

Rosalind lay back, covered in his cum, face and body glistening with spit and sweat and seed, and turned to Sable with a dripping, satisfied grin.

“Now you know,” she said, breathing hard, one hand lazily rubbing his cum into the soft skin of her breast, spreading it across her nipple, “what it looks like when you love your work.”



Sable stared. Her hand was still between her thighs. Her amber eyes were huge, her lips parted, her breathing quick and shallow.

She wasn’t disgusted. Wasn’t even shocked anymore. Those reactions belonged to an earlier version of herself — the shy harbor girl who’d watched Rosalind work from behind curtains and wondered if she’d ever be that free.

“When do I get to do that?” she whispered.

Rosalind’s grin widened. She sat up, cum still decorating her chest and stomach, and cupped Sable’s face with warm, sticky hands.

“Soon, sweetheart. Very soon.”

The look that passed between them — mentor and ward, raised together, chosen together — carried the same electric charge as every interaction between these two. Fierce pride and raw arousal tangled into a single expression that made Theron’s spent cock twitch with residual interest.

Sable leaned into Rosalind’s touch. Closed her eyes. Let the cum-covered hand rest against her caramel cheek without flinching.

“Thank you,” she said quietly. “For teaching me.”

“Always,” Rosalind murmured. “That’s what I’m for.”

She pulled Sable close and kissed her forehead, the same gesture she’d used since Sable was a child. Tenderness amid depravity. Care amid cum. The kiss was more affecting than the explicit sex had been.

Theron dressed in silence, watching them.

He left them to clean up. Behind him, through the closing door, he heard Rosalind’s warm laugh and Sable’s quiet response.

And tomorrow was the Friday dance.


Chapter 9: Building Pressure

The Friday dance was eight hours away, and Mirelle was coming apart.

Not visibly. To anyone watching the household manager go about her morning routine — cooking breakfast, organizing supplies, directing Celia to scrub the main hall floor with white vinegar because adventurers tracked in substances she preferred not to identify — she looked composed. Efficient. The same Mirelle who’d run this household for years.

But Theron saw the cracks.

She dropped a plate. Not a figurative plate, a literal one — a stoneware serving dish that hit the kitchen floor and shattered into five pieces. Mirelle stared at the wreckage with an expression of someone watching the last of their composure follow suit.

He reached for the largest shard at the same time she did. Their fingers touched over the broken ceramic, and she flinched like she’d grabbed a hot coal. Snatched her hand back. Stared at where their skin had connected for less than a second.

Her pupils were dilated. He could see the rapid pulse in her throat. Her generous breasts rose and fell with quick, shallow breathing that strained the neckline of her dress.

“Sorry,” she said. Her voice was wrong — higher, tighter. “Clumsy. I don’t know what’s—”

“I’ll clean it up.”

“No, I’ll—” She bent to pick up the pieces and the movement brought her face level with his hips. She froze. Straightened too fast. Nearly knocked over the tea kettle.

“Mirelle.”

“I’m fine.” She wasn’t fine. She was vibrating at a frequency that threatened to shake the kitchen apart. “I’m perfectly fine. Just tired. Didn’t sleep well.”

He knew exactly how well she hadn’t slept. The wall between their rooms was thin enough to hear breathing, let alone the desperate, rhythmic sounds she made every night. Last night had been worse than usual — longer, more frantic, ending with a strangled sound that was half orgasm and half frustration.

She retreated to the stove. He let her go. Pushing now would be counterproductive. The tension needed to build until it had nowhere to go but toward him.



The morning unfolded with the escalating electricity of a thunderstorm gathering power.

Theron caught Mirelle staring at him five separate times. Each encounter lasted longer than the last.

The first: he was lifting a barrel of ale into the storage rack, shirt pulling up to expose his lower back and stomach. She was in the doorway holding towels. Their eyes met. She held his gaze for two full seconds before looking away, the towels twisting in her grip.

The second: he was reviewing the ledger at the bar, making notes on the supply order. She brought him tea, setting the cup down with trembling fingers. When he looked up to thank her, she was close — very close. Close enough that the warm mass of her breasts was inches from his arm. She held eye contact for three seconds. Her lips parted slightly.

The third: passing in the narrow hallway between the kitchen and the main hall. The space forced proximity. Her hip brushed his. Her breast pressed against his arm for a fraction of a second. She gasped — quiet, startled, as if the contact had burned. But she didn’t move away immediately. Stood there for four seconds, breathing his air, her body heat wrapping around him.

The fourth: he caught her watching him through the kitchen doorway while he helped Elara rearrange tables. Not watching his work. Watching his arms, his shoulders, the way he moved. Her hand was pressed against her own sternum, fingers spread over the swell of her breast, and she didn’t realize she was doing it until his eyes found hers. Then she turned crimson and fled to the pantry.

The fifth: late afternoon, as the household prepared for the evening. He found her in the upstairs hallway, standing outside her bedroom door, holding the wine-red corset dress from Lysa’s delivery. The dress for tonight. She pressed it against her body, studying her reflection in the hallway’s small mirror. The neckline plunged to her navel. The engineering was exceptional. Even against her current dress, the effect was visible — the promise of what those curves would look like displayed and presented and offered.

She saw him watching in the mirror’s reflection. Didn’t look away. Held his gaze through the glass for five full seconds — the longest yet.

“The Friday dance,” she said, her voice carefully controlled. “Will you be sponsoring wine?”

“Five barrels. Full sponsorship.”

“Good.” A pause. “I think I could use some wine.”

The words hung in the air between them, loaded with everything she wasn’t saying and everything he was waiting to hear.

“Good wine?” he asked.

“Strong wine.” Her reflection met his reflection. “The kind that makes you brave.”

She disappeared into her room with the dress. The door closed. He stood in the hallway, heart pounding, cock hard, counting the hours until the music started.



The rest of the afternoon moved in short, electric bursts.

Elara and Sable had found each other during the quiet hours, cleaning tables together while chatting with the easy warmth of new friends discovering common ground. Sable told stories about the harbor — the sailors who tipped well, the dockworkers who were surprisingly gentle, the time a drunk adventurer had tried to pay with a mushroom from the Feywood and Rosalind had made him eat it because “if it’s good enough currency for my pussy, it’s good enough for your stomach.”

Elara laughed at the stories with wide blue eyes, leaning close, absorbing the details of a world she’d glimpsed but never entered. The friendship was genuine. But Theron noticed how Sable’s stories were slowly, naturally, pulling Elara’s curiosity toward territories she hadn’t explored.

“The gloryhole thing Rosalind mentioned,” Elara said during a lull. “How does that actually work?”

“Partition wall,” Sable explained, wiping a table. “A hole at the right height. Client on one side, you on the other. He puts his cock through, you service it. He doesn’t see you, you don’t see him. It’s completely anonymous.”

“That’s…” Elara searched for the word. “Efficient?”

“Rosalind calls it pure transaction. No names, no faces, no emotional labor. Just cock and service and coin.” Sable paused, amber eyes meeting Elara’s. “She loves it. Says it’s the purest form of what she does.”

“Do you love it?”

Sable considered. “I haven’t tried a proper wall setup yet. But the concept? Taking a stranger’s cock without knowing who he is, without him knowing who I am? There’s something…” She trailed off, searching. “Freeing about that. No judgment because there’s no identity to judge.”

Elara was quiet for a moment, processing. Then: “That sounds like something Rosalind would love. Not really my world, though.”

But the way she said it — thoughtful rather than dismissive, her blue eyes lingering on Sable’s face as if waiting for more detail — told Theron a different story. The seed was planted so gently that Elara probably didn’t even feel it take root. But the curiosity was already there, quiet and patient.



Meanwhile, Celia had ordered a dark green dress for the dance from her own tip savings — an investment she would have considered absurd two months ago. The fact that she was spending money on appearance rather than hoarding it for an emergency marked a shift no one in the household could have predicted.

She practiced dance steps in the back hallway when she thought no one was watching. Small, precise movements — the footwork she’d studied at previous dances, learning from observation the way she learned everything. She’d never admit to practicing. Practicing implied wanting to impress someone. Celia didn’t want to impress anyone.

Except she was practicing in the hallway where Theron would pass on his way to the storage room. And she paused her practice when she heard his footsteps. And resumed only when she was sure he’d passed.

She wanted him to see. Just didn’t want to be caught wanting.



Rosalind handled five clients before the evening’s Friday dance preparations began. She emerged from the back room after the last one with the satisfied glow of a woman who’d been doing what she loved all day — face flushed, blouse hastily rebuttoned, a streak of something white near her ear that she’d missed during cleanup.

“Five clients,” she reported to Theron, dropping coins on the bar. “Thirty-five to me, fifteen to you. Plus one extra sovereign from the third client because he said my technique was, and I quote, ‘worth every penny and several more pennies.’”

She lit an imported cigarette and leaned against the bar, smoking with the contentment of a cat in a sunbeam. “Big night tonight. The Friday dance always drives business afterward. Adventurers get drunk, get lonely, remember that warm willing women are fifty steps from their ale.”

“You’re not going to the dance?”

“Sable and I will work the room. Mingle. Advertise. Not our place to be on the dance floor with the household.” She studied him through a curl of cigarette smoke. “But you’ll be dancing. With Mirelle.”

“That’s the plan.”

“The plan is working. I saw her this afternoon. The woman is wound so tight she’s going to snap the first time you put your hand on her waist.” Rosalind took a long drag. Exhaled toward the ceiling. “Don’t waste it. When she breaks, make sure she breaks toward you, not away.”

Sound advice from a woman who understood the mechanics of desire better than most philosophers.



That night, Theron lay awake. Not from insomnia — from anticipation.

Through the wall: Mirelle.

The bed creaked. Slow at first, then faster. Her breathing was audible, ragged, the rhythm of three fingers working desperately against flesh that demanded more. She was louder tonight. Less careful about the sounds. As if the decision she’d already made had loosened something, had given her permission to want openly even if only in the darkness of her own room.

A moan. Low, throaty, the sound of a 38-year-old woman whose body was screaming for attention it hadn’t received in nearly a decade.

Then words. Whispered, barely audible through the wall, but unmistakable.

His name.

She was saying his name while she touched herself.

Blood rushed south so fast it made him dizzy.

The creaking intensified. Her voice rose. She came with a choked cry that she tried to muffle with a pillow and failed, the sound carrying through the thin wall like a confession.

Then silence. The deep, unsatisfied silence of a woman who’d had an orgasm but not enough of one. Who needed something fingers couldn’t provide. Who was saving everything for tomorrow night.

Theron stared at the ceiling in the dark. He was hard enough to ache.

Tomorrow.

The wine was ordered. The music would play. Her dress hung in her room, waiting to be filled with the body that had been filling his dreams for months.

Tomorrow, Mirelle stopped waiting.

He could count the hours on both hands.

Every single one felt like a year.


Chapter 10: Friday Dance — Wine and Surrender

The Trade Plaza transformed on Friday evenings. Lanterns strung between market stalls cast warm pools of light across the cobblestones, musicians set up on the fountain platform, merchants shuttered their shops and became spectators, and the entire city gathered for the weekly ritual that was part social event, part courtship arena, part excuse to drink in public.

The Prancing Stag’s sponsorship was announced at sundown. The dance master — a portly man with a voice that carried across the plaza — declared with theatrical volume: “Tonight’s wine and refreshments are provided by the Prancing Stag tavern! Raise a cup to young master Ashwick and his fine establishment!”

Cheers erupted. Adventurers loved free wine the way they loved surviving — noisily and without restraint. Five barrels of Vincent’s red tapped simultaneously, cups distributed, the sweet-sharp smell of good wine filling the plaza.

Theron stood near the fountain, watching his household arrive.

Elara appeared first, of course. She came from the direction of the Stag in her sheer blue dress, practically skipping, honey-blonde hair bouncing, her entire body radiating the cheerful energy that made customers fall in love with her three times a week. The dress caught the lantern light and became intermittently transparent, giving the gathered crowd flash-frame glimpses of her small perky body beneath. She drew eyes without trying. That was her gift.

Celia followed at a measured pace, wearing the new dark green dress that Theron hadn’t seen yet. The color was perfect — it made her pale porcelain skin luminous, gave her grey-blue eyes a jade tint, and complemented the midnight cascade of her dark hair. The corset bodice pushed her small breasts into visible cleavage for the first time, and the side-slit revealed her long pale legs with each step. She walked like a woman who knew she looked lethal and was pretending she didn’t care.

Then Mirelle.

Theron forgot to breathe.

The wine-red corset dress had looked impressive on a hanger. On Mirelle’s body, it was a declaration of war against modesty.

Lysa’s engineering was flawless. The corset pushed Mirelle’s massive 38DD breasts up and together with structural precision, creating a display of cleavage that could be registered as a geological event. The deep neckline showed the full inner curves of both breasts — soft, warm, vast expanses of creamy skin rising above the crimson fabric like the world’s most beautiful landscape. Every breath made them swell against the corset’s edge. Every step made them shift and bounce with heavy, natural momentum.

Her chestnut-brown hair was down. Loose, for the first time in weeks. Silver-threaded waves cascading over her shoulders, catching the lantern light, framing her face and the spectacular terrain of her chest. Her hazel eyes were bright with wine-courage and something deeper — the resolution of a woman who’d made her decision and was done pretending otherwise.

She’d already been drinking. He could tell from the slight flush across her collarbones, the looser movement of her body, the way her hips swayed with less restraint than usual. Maren’s advice: get her drunk enough to stop thinking. She was following the prescription.

Every head in the plaza that wasn’t already turned toward her turned now. Men stopped mid-conversation. Women looked and either envied or approved. The grey-bearded warrior regular, who was leaning against a market stall with a cup of wine, spilled half of it on his boots.

Mirelle crossed the plaza toward Theron with the deliberate walk of a woman who had picked her destination and was done with detours.

“Dance with me,” she said.

Not a question.



The music was a slow waltz — the kind that required closeness and permitted intimacy. Theron took her hand, placed his other on her waist, and pulled her closer than the dance strictly required.

The effect was immediate and overwhelming.

Her body pressed against his with the warmth of wine and the weight of eight years of deprivation. Her full breasts pushed against his chest — soft, warm, impossibly heavy, the thin fabric of her corset the only barrier between her skin and his. He could feel the heat of her through his shirt. Could feel the rapid beat of her heart through those magnificent breasts.

Her hand gripped his shoulder with white-knuckle intensity. Not nervous. Determined.

They moved with the music. He was still a mediocre dancer — hadn’t improved since those first awkward attempts with Elara months ago. But the dance didn’t matter. The closeness mattered. The contact. The way her hips pressed against his when the waltz turned slow, grinding subtly with a motion that wasn’t part of any dance step but was unmistakably intentional.

“You wore it,” he said.

“The dress?” She looked down at her own cleavage, as if noticing it. “Lysa does good work.”

“You look—”

“Don’t.” She cut him off, her voice tight. “Don’t say it yet. If you say it now I’ll fall apart right here in the plaza.”

He didn’t say it. Just held her closer. Let his hand on her waist drift lower, settling on the curve of her hip, the generous swell of her body beneath the wine-red fabric. She inhaled sharply at the new contact but didn’t pull away.

A second cup of wine appeared in her hand courtesy of a passing server. She drank it while they danced, the motion of tilting her head back to drink pulling her body into an arch that pressed her breasts more firmly against him. His cock was hard. Undeniably, obviously hard. Pressed against her hip through their clothes.

She felt it.

Her eyes went wide. Her breath caught. She looked down at the point of contact between his erection and her body, then up at his face.

“That’s been there since you walked across the plaza,” he said.

“I should—” She started to pull away. Instinct. Propriety. The reflex of a woman who’d spent eight years denying herself contact.

He held her. Not forcefully. Just steadily. His hand firm on her hip, his other hand holding hers, his body close and warm and available.

“Stay,” he said.

She stayed.

They danced through the next song. And the next. Her body relaxed by degrees — the wine working, the music working, his proximity working. The rigid composure she wore like armor dissolved into the warmth of the evening and the pressure of his cock against her hip and the undeniable truth that she wanted this. Had wanted this for months. Had been building toward this since the first night she heard her daughter moan his name through the wall.

Three cups of wine in, her resistance dissolved entirely.

She pressed against him with deliberate intent, her generous breasts flattening against his chest, her hips rolling in a slow grind that had nothing to do with the music and everything to do with the ache between her legs that hadn’t been properly satisfied.

She leaned in. Her lips found his ear, warm wine-breath and the desperate whisper of a woman who’d reached her limit.

“Take me home.” Her voice cracked on the last word. “Please. I can’t wait any longer. I need you tonight or I’ll go mad.”

His cock throbbed against her hip. She felt it pulse. Gasped. Pressed closer.

“Are you sure?” he asked, because asking mattered even when the answer was written in every line of her body.

“I’m sure.” Her hand moved from his shoulder to his chest, pressing flat over his heart. “I’ve been sure since the first night I heard Elara screaming your name and wished it was me. Take me home, Theron. Before I lose the courage.”

He took her hand. Led her away from the dance floor, through the crowd, toward the road back to the Stag.

Behind them, Elara noticed first. She was dancing with a young adventurer, cheerful and flirtatious, when she saw Theron leading Mirelle away from the plaza. Her hand in his. Her body leaning into him. The intention unmistakable.

Elara caught Celia’s eye across the dance floor. A look passed between the sisters — understanding, acceptance, the shared acknowledgment of something they’d both known was coming.

Celia shrugged one pale shoulder. “About time.”

Elara smiled and returned to her dance.



The walk home was quiet and charged.

Mirelle held his hand the entire way, her grip tight, her breathing quick. She didn’t speak. Didn’t need to. The silence between them was full of everything that was about to happen — every night she’d spent listening, every morning she’d spent pretending, every desperate session with her own fingers that had ended in frustrated inadequacy.

The Prancing Stag was dark. Locked. The household was at the dance. The back room was closed — Rosalind and Sable were working the plaza crowd, advertising their services to adventurers who’d be drunk and wanting by midnight.

They climbed the stairs in silence. Mirelle’s room was closest. She opened the door, stepped inside, turned to face him.

Candlelight from her bedside illuminated her face — flushed from wine, eyes bright with desire and terror, lips parted. The wine-red corset displayed her breasts like an offering. Her chestnut hair framed everything.

“Be gentle,” she whispered. The words she’d told him she’d want, weeks ago, when desire was still hypothetical and she didn’t know he’d remember.

He stepped inside and closed the door.

Behind them, the Friday dance continued without them. Music and wine and laughter filled the Trade Plaza. Elara danced. Celia watched. Adventurers drank wine sponsored by the Prancing Stag and had no idea that back at the tavern, the last woman in the household was about to surrender everything she’d been holding back for eight years.

The door locked.

The night began.


Chapter 11: Mirelle’s Claiming

The door locked with a click that sounded like the world changing keys.

Mirelle stood in the center of her room — the room she’d slept in alone for years, the room where she’d listened through the wall, the room where her fingers had been a poor substitute for what she needed. Candlelight painted her in warm gold. The wine-red corset displayed her body like a museum exhibit dedicated to the concept of voluptuous.

She was trembling.

Not from cold. Not from fear. From the tension of a woman who’d spent eight years building a dam and was now watching cracks appear faster than she could count.

“Be gentle,” she’d said at the door. But the look in her hazel eyes said something else entirely. Said: overwhelm me. Said: make me forget every reason I shouldn’t be here. Said: eight years of nothing, and I need you to make up for all of it.

Theron crossed the room to her. Slowly. Giving her the chance to stop this, to change her mind, to retreat behind the practical competence she wore like armor.

She didn’t retreat.

He reached for the corset’s first hook. Her breath caught.

“Theron—”

“I’ve got you.”

The first hook released. Then the second. The engineered structure that held her breasts in place began to loosen, the fabric gaping, revealing the creamy skin beneath. Third hook. Fourth. The corset lost its grip incrementally, each hook surrendering another fraction of the body she’d hidden for years.

The fifth hook released and the corset fell away entirely.

Her breasts were freed.

Heavy, full, magnificent. 38DD cups of natural flesh that swayed with their sudden liberation, settling against her chest with a weight that spoke of femininity distilled to its essence. Large nipples — dark rose, surrounded by wider areolae — hardened instantly in the cool air, stiffening into prominent peaks that demanded attention. Years of being confined in conservative necklines had kept them hidden, but freed, they were spectacular. The kind of breasts that made men lose trains of thought. That made artists reach for brushes. That made young men stare and older men remember.

She covered herself instinctively. Arms crossing over her chest, hiding the display, the reflex of a woman who’d been invisible for so long she’d forgotten how to be seen.

“I know I’m not young like—”

He pulled her hands away. Gently but firmly. Held them at her sides and looked at her.

“You’re perfect,” he said.

Not a line. He studied her like a man seeing something for the first time that he’d been imagining for months, and finding the reality exceeded the fantasy by an order of magnitude. The voluptuous hourglass. The heavy breasts that defied their weight. The soft, slightly rounded stomach that spoke of children carried and life lived. The wide hips that flared from her narrow waist, creating a silhouette that embodied the MILF archetype so completely it seemed intentional. The thick thighs that promised to grip and hold and never let go.

This was the body of a woman at thirty-eight. Not the tight, untouched youth of her daughters. Something fuller, richer, more complex. A body that had been used for creation and service and denial, and was now being offered for pleasure.

“You’re perfect,” he said again, because once wasn’t enough.

She made a sound. Not words. Something between a laugh and a sob, the sound of emotional pressure finding its first outlet. Tears appeared in her hazel eyes — not sadness. Relief. The overwhelming, shaking relief of a woman who’d just heard the thing she needed to hear from the person she needed to hear it from.

He dropped to his knees.

The gesture wasn’t calculated, though it proved devastatingly effective. On his knees, his face was level with her stomach, her hips, the territory she’d kept locked away. He kissed her belly — soft skin that bore the faintest stretch marks from two pregnancies, warm and slightly curved. She gasped, her hands flying to his hair.

“Oh god,” she breathed. “It’s been so long—”

He kissed lower. Across her hips, where the skirt still clung. He slid the fabric down slowly, revealing more skin with each inch — the generous curve of her hips, the beginning of the dark hair between her thighs, the trembling muscles of her lower belly.

The skirt pooled at her feet. She wore nothing beneath.

His face was inches from her pussy. She was wet — visibly, obviously, the kind of arousal that said her body had been preparing for this moment since she walked across the plaza. Her thighs trembled. Her fingers tightened in his hair.

He kissed her inner thigh. She whimpered.

He kissed the other thigh. Her legs nearly buckled.

And when his tongue found her pussy — flat, slow, deliberate pressure against her clit — Mirelle came.

Immediately. Violently. The first touch of another person’s mouth on her pussy in eight years detonated everything she’d been storing. Her orgasm tore through her with the force of tectonic plates shifting. She screamed — a raw, animal sound that bounced off the walls and through the thin barrier into Theron’s room and beyond. Her thighs clamped around his head, her fingers fisted in his hair, her entire body convulsed with an orgasm that had been building for nearly a decade.

She came for what felt like a full minute. Wave after wave, each triggered by the continued pressure of his tongue against her clit, each accompanied by a sound that started as a scream and degraded into something more primal. Her knees gave out and he caught her, lowered her to the bed, followed her down without removing his mouth from her pussy.

She was crying. Tears streaming down her flushed face, tracking through the light makeup she’d applied for the dance. Not sadness — relief so overwhelming it had no other outlet. Eight years compressed into a single orgasm that shattered the dam she’d built between herself and pleasure.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped through tears. “Please don’t stop. It’s been so long. Please.”

He didn’t stop.



He spent time on her breasts that bordered on worship.

Mirelle lay back on the bed, naked and trembling, and he dedicated his mouth and hands to the territory she’d hidden for years. Her heavy tits were impossibly soft, yielding to his hands with plush warmth, the weight of them settling into his palms like they’d found home. He kissed the valley between them, tasting salt from sweat and the faintest trace of her perfume. She arched into his touch, her breath hitching with each new contact.

Her nipples were extraordinarily sensitive. Years of being untouched had amplified their response — when he took one in his mouth, she gasped like she’d been shocked. When he sucked, she moaned from deep in her chest. When he used his teeth — gently, careful — she bucked off the mattress and grabbed fistfuls of bedsheet.

“Yes,” she breathed, pressing her breasts upward into his face. “God, yes. More. Touch me everywhere. I’ve been invisible for eight years. Make me real.”

He traveled across every inch of her. The softness of her belly — he kissed the stretch marks, tracing them with his tongue, making her whimper at the intimacy. The thickness of her thighs — he pushed them apart and kissed the sensitive inner skin, feeling her tremble. The generous swell of her ass — he rolled her onto her side and bit the curve where hip met buttock, drawing a yelp of surprise and pleasure.

Her body was a landscape of denied sensation. Every inch he touched responded like parched earth receiving rain — drinking in the contact, blooming under attention, flooding with sensation after years of drought.

When his mouth returned to her pussy, she was even wetter than before. She spread her thighs wide without being asked, the invitation explicit and desperate. He licked her with slow, deliberate strokes — clit, folds, entrance, back to clit — building her toward a second orgasm with the technique Rosalind had taught him months ago.

“I need you inside me,” she gasped between moans. “Now. Please, I can’t take any more teasing.”

He rose above her. She lay on the bed with her chestnut hair splayed across the pillow, her full breasts heaving with each breath, her wide hips angled upward in invitation, her thick thighs spread for him. The most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. Not because she was young — she wasn’t. Not because she was perfect — she had laugh lines and stretch marks and the wear of years. Because she was real and present and desperate and offering herself to him with an abandon that made his heart pound and his cock throb.

He positioned himself between her spread thighs. His cock — hard enough to ache, rigid with the accumulated desire of months of watching her move through his household — pressed against her wet entrance.

“I need you,” she whispered. “Inside me. Now. Please.”

He entered her slowly.

Her pussy was tight. Incredibly, unexpectedly tight, despite two children. Eight years of celibacy had done what no exercise could — disuse had tightened her muscles until the first inch of his cock met resistance that made her gasp and him groan. He pushed in gradually, feeling her stretch around him, her slick walls parting to accept his girth with a friction that bordered on painful for both of them. She was soaking wet but so tight that each inch was a negotiation between his size and her body’s reluctant yield.

“Oh god,” she gasped, her eyes going wide, pupils blowing dark. “Oh god, it’s been so — you’re so thick — I forgot how much it — oh, Theron, yes.”

He was halfway in. He pressed deeper. She whimpered — not pain, but the overwhelming sensation of being filled after years of emptiness. Her pussy clenched around him in involuntary spasms, her body simultaneously trying to pull him in and adjust to the intrusion.

She wrapped her thick thighs around his waist and pulled him the rest of the way inside. The motion was instinctive, primal, the reflex of a body that remembered what it needed even when the mind tried to argue. Her legs locked behind his back with surprising strength. Her arms wound around his neck. Her generous breasts pressed flat against his chest, soft and warm and overwhelming, the hard points of her nipples digging into his skin.

He was fully inside her. Buried to the hilt in the tightest, wettest, most desperately hungry pussy he’d ever felt. She gripped him like a fist — her inner muscles clenching and releasing in tiny, involuntary flutters that massaged his cock from every angle.

“Yes,” she whispered directly into his ear, her breath hot and shaking. “God, yes. This is what I needed. This is what I’ve been dreaming about every single night while my fingers weren’t enough.”

He began to move.

Measured thrusts at first. Building her up. Reading her body the way Rosalind had taught him — the tilt of her hips telling him the angle was right, the catch of her breath telling him the depth was good, the way her pussy clenched and released around his shaft in quickening rhythm telling him she was climbing toward something enormous.

“More,” she demanded, her voice raw with need. “I’ve waited eight years for this. I can take more.”

He gave her more. Harder, deeper, the kind of thrusts that shook the bed and slammed the headboard against the wall with rhythmic intent. She responded with volcanic enthusiasm — bucking her wide hips up to meet every stroke, her spectacular tits bouncing wildly with each impact, her moans escalating from whispered encouragement to full-throated cries that she made no effort to muffle. The wet sound of his cock driving into her flooded pussy filled the room — obscene, urgent, the unmistakable rhythm of a woman being thoroughly fucked.

“Don’t stop,” she screamed. “Don’t you dare stop. Harder. HARDER.”

He grabbed her hips — wide, generous, built for exactly this — and drove into her with force that made the bed protest. She arched off the mattress, her entire body bowing with pleasure, her heavy breasts swaying wildly, her chestnut hair tangling in the sheets.

The sounds she made were extraordinary. Deep, primal, the sounds of a woman being properly fucked after nearly a decade of nothing. Moans that started in her belly and rose through her chest and exploded from her throat without restraint. She was loud — louder than Elara, louder than Celia, louder than Maren. Years of suppression converting into volume that shook the walls.

Her second orgasm — the one from actual penetration, not just oral — hit with devastating force.

“I’m — oh god — I’m going to — THERON!”

Her pussy clenched around his cock with rhythmic, crushing intensity. Her back arched so hard her full tits pointed at the ceiling. Her thighs squeezed his waist with strength that could crack ribs. She screamed — not his name this time, just pure sound, the vocal expression of eight years of frustration being obliterated in a single moment of overwhelming sensation.

He didn’t stop. Drove into her through the orgasm, extending it, riding the waves of her clenching pussy, feeling her body convulse beneath him.

“Don’t pull out,” she gasped between spasms. “Don’t stop. Keep going. I need — I need more — please—”

He gave her more. Changed angles. Lifted her hips off the bed, tilting her pelvis, and drove into her at a new depth that made her eyes roll back. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, nipples hard and dark, the flesh flushed pink with arousal.

The third orgasm came on the heels of the second. She sobbed with the intensity of it — actual sobbing, tears running down her temples into her hair, not from pain but from the sheer overwhelming force of pleasure after years of deprivation. Her body couldn’t process the sensory overload. Every orgasm unlocked another layer of need, each deeper than the last.

“Inside me,” she gasped, feeling him approach his own peak. “I want to feel it. I want everything. Give me everything.”

He buried himself to the hilt. His cock pulsed and he came with a groan that matched her screams — deep, primal, the release of months of wanting this woman who’d been right there behind a thin wall, touching herself and whispering his name. He flooded her pussy with thick ropes of cum, each spurt drawing a whimper from her as she felt the heat and pressure of his release filling her.

“So much,” she breathed, grinding down on his still-pulsing cock. “I can feel it. All of it. So hot. So much.” Her hands pressed against her own lower belly, as if she could feel his seed through the flesh. “Eight years,” she whispered. “Eight years I waited for this. For you.”

He stayed inside her, feeling his cock pulse the last spurts into her incredible tightness. Her pussy continued to clench around him in aftershock rhythms, milking him with involuntary muscle contractions.

“Was it worth the wait?” he asked.

She laughed. The sound was genuine, joyful, free — a laugh he’d never heard from Mirelle before. The laugh of a woman who’d just been liberated from a prison she’d built for herself.

“I need to go to confession,” she said, still laughing, tears still wet on her cheeks. “But not for this. For all the time I wasted NOT doing this.”

He kissed her. Deep, possessive, claiming. She kissed him back with the ferocity of a woman who’d been starving and had finally found food.



Afterward, they lay tangled together in her narrow bed. His cock softened slowly inside her — she’d refused to let him withdraw, had kept her thighs locked around him, wanting to hold the connection as long as physics would allow. His cum seeped from where their bodies joined, warm and sticky against both their thighs.

Mirelle’s breathing slowly returned to normal. Her heavy breasts rose and fell against his chest. Her chestnut hair was a disaster, her makeup ruined, her body slick with sweat and release. She’d never looked more beautiful.

“The girls heard,” she said quietly.

They both knew it was true. The walls were thin. She’d screamed his name loud enough to be heard from the street, let alone the bedrooms twenty feet away.

“Does that bother you?” he asked.

She considered. Processing. The Mirelle who’d walked into this room an hour ago would have been horrified. The Mirelle who lay in his arms now, filled with his cum, still trembling from multiple orgasms, found that horror was surprisingly absent.

“It should,” she said. “My daughters heard their mother get fucked by their lover. That should be the most horrifying sentence of my life.” A pause. “Instead it feels like… joining. Like completing something. Like the last piece of a puzzle that’s been missing its center.”

He stroked her hair. Traced the silver threads that ran through the chestnut waves. She leaned into his touch like a cat, like a woman who’d been touch-starved so long that any contact felt divine.

“Come back tomorrow night,” she said. Not asking. Telling. With the authority of a woman who’d just reclaimed her sexuality and had no intention of surrendering it again. “Every night. I have eight years to make up for.”

“Every night is a lot. There are only so many hours.”

She propped herself up on one elbow, her massive breasts shifting heavily, her hazel eyes bright with a new fire. “Then I’ll share. Your schedule. The rotation. Whatever arrangement the girls have — I want in. I’m done being the only woman in this house who sleeps alone.”

The words landed with a weight that transformed the household. Not just employer and employee. Not just mother and daughters’ lover. All of them. Together. Claimed. Connected through one man who’d somehow accumulated a MILF, her two daughters, a widow, and two prostitutes in the space of four months.

He kissed her forehead. “Welcome to the rotation.”

She laughed again — that new, free laugh — and pulled him close. “I’m going to be very demanding,” she warned.

“I wouldn’t expect anything less.”

“And very loud.”

“The walls were already thin.”

“And very…” She trailed off, a blush rising despite everything they’d just done. “Very enthusiastic. I have a lot of lost time to recover.”

“Then we’d better start recovering it.”

Her hand found his cock between their bodies. Soft, but not for long — not with her fingers wrapped around it, not with her heavy tits pressed against his chest, not with her hazel eyes looking at him with the naked hunger of a woman who’d just discovered that sex was even better than she remembered.

“Already?” she murmured, feeling him stiffen in her grip, swelling from soft to rigid in the warm tunnel of her fist. “It’s been twenty minutes.”

“I’m nineteen.”

“Thank god for that.”

She straddled him. Positioned his stiffening cock at her entrance — still swollen, still slick with his first load — and sank down slowly. The sensation was different this time. Wetter. Looser from the first round, but somehow more intimate for it. His cum was still inside her, and she could feel it — warm and thick, displaced by his cock as it filled her again, seeping around his shaft and dripping down to where their bodies joined.

“Oh,” she breathed, settling fully onto his lap, his cock buried to the hilt in the messy, cum-filled heat of her pussy. “Oh, that’s different. I can feel your — from before — it’s so wet—”

She began to ride. Slowly this time, rolling her hips in long, grinding strokes. Her massive breasts swayed above him, heavy and pendulous, the dark rose nipples tracing arcs in the candlelight. She braced one hand on his chest and found her rhythm — forward and back, forward and back, her wide hips working with the confident control of a woman who’d watched herself in the mirror and finally seen what everyone else saw.

“I’m going to be very demanding,” she whispered, grinding down harder, her clit pressing against his pelvis. “Every night I’m going to come to your door. Every night I’m going to take this cock and ride it until I can’t walk straight.”

She rode faster. Her breasts bounced with increasing force, the heavy flesh slapping together, the sound of it mixing with the wet squelch of their joining. His first load was being churned inside her, frothy and obscene, leaking around his shaft and pooling on his pelvis.

“Eight years,” she panted. “Eight years of nothing. You have no idea what that does to a woman. How hungry it makes her. How desperate.” She slammed down hard. “I’m going to fuck you until my legs give out and then I’m going to sleep on top of you and wake up and fuck you again.”

He grabbed her hips. Thrust up into her with force that made her gasp. Her massive tits bounced toward her chin and fell back heavily, the momentum hypnotic. She moaned — deep, raw, the sound of a woman being fed after years of starvation.

She came with a shudder that rolled through her entire body, her pussy clenching around his cock in slow, deep waves, her eyes squeezing shut. Quieter than the first orgasms. More personal. The kind of climax that happened when the desperate urgency had been satisfied and what remained was pure, unhurried pleasure.

He followed her — his second release smaller but no less intense, his cock pulsing inside her, adding to the mess. She felt it and sighed with contentment, grinding down to milk the last drops, her pussy warm and flooded and full.

She collapsed onto his chest. Didn’t pull off. Let his softening cock stay inside her, held in place by the warm grip of her body and the weight of her hips.

Through the walls, the house was silent. The sisters weren’t home yet. The back room was empty.

For this one night, Mirelle had him entirely to herself.

And she’d made every minute count.


Chapter 12: Morning Guilt — And Its Cure

Breakfast the morning after Mirelle’s claiming was the most fascinating diplomatic exercise Theron had ever witnessed.

Mirelle served eggs and bread with the efficiency of a woman who could run a kitchen during an earthquake, but she was walking differently. Not the exhausted shuffle of overwork — the careful, deliberate movement of a woman who was sore in places that hadn’t been used in years and wasn’t entirely sorry about it. She moved with a new grace beneath the stiffness, a satisfied fluidity that her daughters recognized immediately because they’d worn it themselves after their own first nights with Theron.

Elara spotted it before Mirelle had finished plating the eggs. Her cornflower-blue eyes widened, then softened with knowing warmth. She waited until her mother set the plate down before speaking.

“You look well this morning, Mama.” Said with the deliberate lightness of a daughter who’d heard everything through the wall and was choosing kindness over mockery.

Mirelle’s hands paused on the serving dish. A flush crept up her neck and across her cheeks, the crimson visible against her fair porcelain skin. “I slept well.”

“You were loud.” Celia’s contribution, delivered without inflection from across the table. Her grey-blue eyes observed her mother with the clinical detachment she applied to everything. Not judgment — just observation. She’d heard the screaming. The headboard. The sounds of a woman coming apart after nearly a decade of silence. She’d processed it the way she processed everything: with cold analysis followed by grudging acceptance.

Mirelle turned fully crimson. “I was. I’m sorry if—”

“Don’t apologize.” Elara interrupted with surprising firmness. She reached across the table and squeezed her mother’s hand. “We’re happy. Really.”

“Happy?” Mirelle stared at her daughter’s hand on hers.

“Happy.” Elara confirmed. “You’ve been miserable. Listening through the wall, touching yourself, pretending you didn’t want what we have. That’s over now. That’s good.”

Theron sat at the head of the table and watched three women he was now sleeping with navigate the most surreal breakfast of his nineteen-year existence. A mother and both her daughters, all his lovers, passing bread and discussing the previous night’s screaming with the matter-of-fact tone of people discussing weather.

His life had become genuinely insane. The most amazing kind of insane.

Mirelle poured tea with hands that trembled slightly. “Does this change… how things work here?”

The question was directed at the table in general. At the air. At whatever force governed the household’s increasingly complex sexual geometry.

Celia answered first, because Celia always had the pragmatic solution.

“You get a night in the rotation. Same as us.”

The matter-of-factness of it detonated something in Mirelle. She stared at her eldest daughter — the cold, judgmental virgin who’d become an anal specialist, the daughter who’d gone from condemning pleasure to scheduling it with administrative precision — and something cracked.

She laughed.

Not her polite service laugh. Not the restrained chuckle she offered customers. A deep, free, almost giddy sound that erupted from somewhere she’d kept locked for decades. It rang through the kitchen like a bell, startling Elara, stunning Celia, and making Theron’s chest tight with an emotion he couldn’t name.

“The rotation,” Mirelle repeated, wiping tears of laughter from her eyes. “I get a night in the rotation. Like it’s a cleaning schedule.”

“It essentially is,” Celia said, and then the corner of her mouth twitched — the closest she ever came to humor.

Elara was grinning. “Welcome to the schedule, Mama. Tuesdays and Saturdays are open.”

“I’ll take Tuesdays,” Mirelle said. “And any night the rest of you are too tired.”

She turned to Theron. Her hazel eyes were bright — not just from laughter but from a fundamental shift in how she saw herself and her place in this household. She wasn’t the manager anymore. She was part of the arrangement. Connected. Included. Wanted.

“More tea?” she asked him.

“Please.”

She poured, and their fingers brushed on the cup, and neither of them pretended it was accidental.



Sunday morning arrived with the obligation of appearances.

Mirelle dressed conservatively for the Cathedral of Valdros — long sleeves, high neckline, modest hem. The transformation from the braless, corset-wearing woman of the tavern to the respectable churchgoer was so complete it was almost comic. She could have been a different person entirely.

The cathedral was half-full with the usual Sunday crowd. Scarred adventurers seeking blessings before tomorrow’s delves. Merchants performing piety for business contacts. Off-duty guards sleeping through the sermon with practiced skill. The same collection of hypocrites and desperate souls who gathered every week to worship a god of suffering while carrying secrets that would make said god weep.

Father Aldric delivered his sermon with the passionate conviction of a man who genuinely believed what he was saying, which was impressive given that he’d been getting his cock sucked by Rosalind in the confession booth just days ago. His deep baritone filled the cathedral with warnings about temptation and the wages of sin.

Mirelle listened with the attentiveness of a woman who’d earned every wage he was describing.

After the service, when most of the congregation had dispersed to Sunday markets and family obligations, Mirelle approached the donation box. She placed fifty sovereigns inside — the clinking of coin against wood loud in the emptying cathedral.

Father Aldric appeared with the unerring accuracy of a man who could hear money from three rooms away. His grey tonsured head emerged from the sacristy, brown eyes finding the donation box and then finding Mirelle with an expression that managed to be both pious and calculating simultaneously.

“Sister Mirelle.” He used the church-formal address that he applied to all female parishioners, regardless of their actual relationship with holy orders. “It’s been some time since you sought confession.”

“I need guidance, Father.”

He led her to his office — a separate room from the confessional, reserved for consultations that required sitting rather than kneeling. The office smelled of incense and old leather. A heavy, leather-bound tome on church prohibitions sat on his desk, its pages worn from frequent consultation.

Mirelle sat across from him. Folded her hands in her lap. Drew a deep breath.

“I’ve been intimate,” she said. The words came out steady, which surprised her. “With my employer. Who is also intimate with both my daughters.”

Aldric’s eyebrows rose. Not dramatically — the man heard confessions from prostitutes and adventurers weekly. Very little truly shocked him anymore. But the eyebrows twitched upward enough to indicate that this particular configuration was new.

He reached for the leather-bound tome. Flipped through pages with the practiced speed of a man who referenced his own rules book regularly. His eyes scanned passages about kinship, consanguinity, spiritual bonds versus blood ties.

“No blood relation between you and this employer?”

“None. We are employees. He is our employer.”

“No blood relation between him and your daughters?”

“None whatsoever.”

“The daughters are his employees as well?”

“Yes.”

Aldric closed the tome. Steepled his fingers. His brown eyes — judgmental in public, calculating in private — studied her with the assessment of a man weighing moral authority against financial opportunity.

“This is unusual,” he said carefully. “Society would judge harshly. A man bedding his employee and both her daughters — the appearances alone would invite gossip and condemnation from those who don’t understand the circumstances.”

“I’m not asking about appearances, Father. I’m asking about sin.”

Aldric’s eyes flicked to the donation box. Fifty sovereigns bought flexibility. Considerable flexibility.

“Theologically?” He shifted in his chair. “Consenting adults. No blood kinship violated — the church’s prohibitions are specific to blood relations and spiritual adoption through baptismal bonds. You are not baptismally connected to this employer. Your daughters are not his blood kin. The sin, if any, would be fornication — a minor transgression.” He paused. “Forgivable with penance and continued… donation to the church’s maintenance fund.”

Mirelle nodded. “How much continued donation?”

“The cathedral’s roof requires repairs. Fifty sovereigns monthly would demonstrate ongoing devotion to the church’s physical wellbeing.” He said it without a trace of irony, which was the most ironic part. “And spiritual wellbeing, of course.”

“Of course.”

She left the cathedral feeling lighter by fifty sovereigns and a lifetime of guilt.

Behind her, Father Aldric pocketed the donation, glanced at the clock, and began preparing for his afternoon appointment. He straightened his vestments, brushed crumbs from his collar, and laid out a fresh handkerchief on the confessional bench – the one he used for cleanup afterward. Rosalind would arrive at four for their weekly session. The priest who’d just absolved Mirelle’s fornication would be getting his cock sucked through the confession screen within the hour, gasping “By Valdros’s suffering” while Rosalind swallowed his hypocrisy along with everything else.

The man who sold forgiveness couldn’t afford his own.



Mirelle returned to the Prancing Stag in the late afternoon, changed out of her conservative church attire, and found Theron in the main hall reviewing inventory.

She stood before him in her working dress — the wine-red one with the cleavage corset, the one she’d worn to the dance, the one she now wore without a trace of the shame that had accompanied it before.

“I’m yours,” she said simply. “Same as them. No more guilt.”

“Aldric approved?”

“Aldric’s roof repairs approved. Theology was a secondary concern.” Her lips twitched. “Fifty sovereigns monthly buys a remarkable amount of forgiveness.”

“Cheaper than I expected.”

“He’s running a promotion.” She moved closer. The hallway was narrow, intimate, filled with the scent of her soap and the warmth of her body. “I’m coming to your room tonight. Without wine. Without excuses. Without hesitation.”

“What about the rotation?”

“Tonight is mine. Elara agreed. Celia shrugged — which I’ve learned means yes.” Her hand found his chest, pressed flat over his heart. The same gesture Maren used, though Mirelle’s version carried more weight. “No more walls, Theron. No more listening. From now on, I’m in the room, not behind it.”

He covered her hand with his. “Welcome to the room.”

That night, Mirelle came to his door sober and certain. No wine courage. No excuse of intoxication. Just a woman who’d processed her guilt, purchased her absolution, and decided that the long drought was over.

She didn’t knock. Just opened the door, stepped inside, and began undoing the hooks of her corset with the steady hands of a woman who knew precisely what she was doing and intended to do it thoroughly.

“I believe,” she said, each hook releasing another fraction of her extraordinary body, “we have a lot of lost time to make up for.”

The last hook released. The corset fell. Her massive breasts swung free.

She smiled. And reached for his belt.

The household adjusted. The nightly arrangement expanded. And the woman who’d spent years behind the wall finally took her place on the other side of it.


Chapter 13: Gloryhole Pitch

The back room smelled of Rosalind’s expensive imported cigarettes and the brisk confidence of a woman about to make a business case that would change everything.

She sat on the edge of her bed — the workspace bed, the one that had already seen more professional use in two weeks than most furniture sees in a lifetime — with her legs crossed and her blouse unbuttoned to its usual equator-of-cleavage point. She’d asked for a formal meeting. Had even prepared notes, which she’d pulled from the warm niche between her breasts where she kept her business notebook.

Theron sat on the storage chest opposite. Celia had joined without being asked — she’d been the one Rosalind pitched the concept to first, weeks ago, and had spent the intervening time running numbers in her head with the obsessive precision she applied to everything.

“The wall,” Rosalind said, laying her notebook on the bed beside her. “I’ve been talking about it since before I moved in. Time to get specific.”

“The gloryhole,” Theron said.

“Don’t call it that in front of customers. Call it ‘the private service partition’ or just ‘the wall.’ But yes.” She tapped the notebook. “Here’s what I know from experience.”

She’d worked gloryholes before. At the Merry Tankard, a dockside tavern that catered to sailor shore-leave and the less discriminating adventurer crowd. The setup there was crude — a hole cut in a wardrobe pushed against a wall, no padding, splinters a occupational hazard. Despite the primitive construction, the revenue had been remarkable.

“Twelve clients in one shift,” Rosalind said, her jade-green eyes bright with professional enthusiasm. “Six sovereigns each. Seventy-two sovereigns in four hours. Split that with the house and everyone walked away happy. The clients got serviced, the worker got paid, the house took its cut, and nobody needed to make eye contact or exchange names.”

She explained the concept with the clarity of someone who’d spent years perfecting both the practice and the business model. The partition wall separated client from worker completely. Client entered from one side, inserted through the padded hole, received service — oral by default, full service for additional payment — and left without seeing who was on the other side. Anonymity was the product as much as the sex. Men who’d never pay to be seen entering a prostitute’s room would happily pay to be serviced through a wall where no one could identify them.

“The anonymity factor triples your potential client base,” Rosalind continued. “Guards who can’t be seen hiring prostitutes. Married merchants who need their reputation intact. Priests who—” She paused with a knowing grin. “Well. You know about priests.”

“Revenue projections,” Celia said from her corner. All business, her grey-blue eyes sharp.

Rosalind consulted her notebook. “Two workers alternating shifts. Peak adventurer hours — afternoon through evening, extending to late night when the fleet’s in. Conservative estimate: eight to twelve clients per shift. Six sovereigns per client.”

She let the number sink in.

“Split: two sovereigns to the house, four to the worker, per six-sovereign client. Some days you’ll get eight clients, some days you’ll get fifteen. Factor in slow nights, off-days, and the realistic ebb and flow — conservative estimate: two hundred additional sovereigns weekly to the house. And that’s before fleet week or a major quest completion, when volume could double.”

“The math works,” Celia said. Her voice held a rare note of genuine enthusiasm — the accountant in her recognizing an investment with exceptional return ratios. “Current construction cost?”

“Seven hundred sovereigns,” Rosalind said. “Torven builds it. He’s done six already across the city. Knows the specifications. Timber partition at waist height, padded hole — important, no splinters on the cock or the face — separate client entrance for anonymity, lockable doors both sides. And—” She looked at Theron with particular significance. “A voyeur window.”

“A voyeur window.”

“One-way ground glass. Torven’s specialty. Lets you see into the workspace from a viewing niche without being seen. You can monitor operations, ensure safety, watch for any problems.” Her grin widened. “Or just watch.”

The dual purpose was explicit. Security and voyeurism, business and pleasure, oversight and arousal. Theron went hard at the image — standing in a hidden niche, watching through glass as Rosalind or Sable serviced anonymous cocks through a wall, the pure transactional nature of it stripped of pretense or emotion.

“Construction timeline?” he asked.

“Three days once Torven starts. He’s efficient.”

“Location?”

“The unused space adjacent to our quarters but separate from them. Has its own access from the side alley. Torven will assess it, but from what I’ve measured, it’s perfect.”

Celia spoke again: “The investment pays for itself in a month. Less than a month if business exceeds conservative projections, which it will during fleet week.”

Theron considered. Seven hundred sovereigns was significant — it represented weeks of accumulated profit that could be spent on other things. But the return was compelling. If Rosalind’s numbers were even half right, the gloryhole would generate more revenue per square foot than any other part of the tavern.

“Talk to Torven,” he said. “Get measurements. Get a firm timeline. Let’s do this.”

Rosalind’s grin could have lit the room without candles. She closed her notebook, tucked it back into its warm, comfortable home between her massive breasts, and stood with the energy of a woman who’d just received authorization for her dream project.

“I’ll send word to him tonight. He can be here tomorrow for the assessment.”



Torven arrived the next morning with his donkey, his measuring rope, and his characteristic absence of curiosity about anything that didn’t involve dimensions.

The dwarf examined the unused space with the thoroughness of a craftsman who took pride in his work regardless of its purpose. He measured walls, tested floor stability, checked the alignment with the side-alley entrance, and assessed the timber quality of the existing structure.

“Good bones,” he said, which was high praise from a dwarf. “Your space is twelve by eight feet. Client side gets four feet — enough for a man to stand and conduct his business without feeling cramped. Worker side gets eight feet — room for kneeling, bending, whatever the job requires.”

He sketched the layout on a scrap of parchment with the confident strokes of someone who’d done this before.

“Timber partition at waist height — I’ll calibrate to average adventurer. Padded hole, six inches diameter, adjustable to five or seven with removable inserts because…” He cleared his throat. “Specifications vary. Separate client entrance from the alley with a locking door. Worker entrance from the back hallway. Lockable from both sides.”

“The viewing niche?” Theron asked.

“Ground glass panel in the worker side’s wall. One-way — you see in, they can’t see out. Narrow niche, three feet by two, enough for one person to stand and observe. Access from the hallway through a concealed door.”

“And the cost?”

“Seven hundred sovereigns.” Torven’s blue eyes were level and unyielding. “Non-negotiable. Materials plus labor plus the ground glass, which I import from the dwarven glassworks at Ironridge. The glass alone is two hundred.”

“Timeline?”

“Three days. Don’t come in while I’m working.”

Theron paid the deposit — three hundred and fifty sovereigns up front, the remainder on completion. Torven pocketed the money, loaded his tools from the donkey cart, and disappeared into the unused space with the focused determination of a dwarf who had a job to do.

The sounds of construction began immediately. Sawing, hammering, the occasional dwarvish phrase that probably meant something profane. The household adjusted to the noise the way they adjusted to everything — with practical acceptance and the understanding that the sound of building was the sound of revenue being constructed.

“Three days,” Rosalind said, smoking a cigarette in the hallway as hammering echoed from the soon-to-be-gloryhole. “In three days, the Stag gets a wall. And when the wall opens, the money doesn’t stop.”

She took a long drag. Exhaled toward the ceiling. Her green eyes gleamed with the anticipation of a woman about to return to her favorite workplace, upgraded from alley and rented room to purpose-built professional space.

“I can’t wait,” she said. And meant it with every fiber of her cock-obsessed, cum-loving, gloriously shameless being.

The gloryhole took shape.


Chapter 14: Mirelle Unleashed

Three nights since the claiming. Three nights of Mirelle arriving at Theron’s door with increasing confidence and decreasing clothing. The first night: the wine-red corset, unlacing slowly, still nervous. The second night: a simple sleeping shift, stripped quickly, urgency replacing hesitation. Tonight: she appeared in his doorway wearing a work dress and a secret.

“I stopped wearing smallclothes today,” she said.

The words detonated in his skull like a Feywood fungus-bomb.

This voluptuous, thirty-eight-year-old woman — the household manager, his employees’ mother, the most conservatively dressed person in the Prancing Stag until a week ago — had spent the entire day walking through his tavern with nothing between her bare breasts and the fabric of her dress. Nothing between her pussy and the thin layer of cotton that customers brushed against when she squeezed past their tables.

“All day?” he asked, his cock going rigid so fast it hurt.

“All day.” She stepped into the room and closed the door. Her hazel eyes burned with something new — not the nervous hunger of the first night, but a focused, predatory heat that looked startlingly like Maren at her most confident. “I served lunch without a bra. My nipples were visible through the fabric the entire afternoon. Three separate customers noticed. One of them dropped his spoon.”

“I know. I was watching.”

“I know you were watching. I was watching you watch.” She reached for the hem of her dress and pulled it over her head in one motion.

Naked. No transition, no ceremony. Just Mirelle, stripped bare, standing in his room with the confidence of a woman who’d discovered she liked being seen and was done with the slow reveal.

Her body was magnificent. He’d catalogued it during the first night, mapped it with his mouth, worshipped every curve. But there was something different about seeing it in the context of her new confidence. Her breasts hung heavy and natural, nipples already hardening — dark rose points that stiffened as he watched. Her hourglass waist. Her wide fertile hips. The soft curve of her stomach. The thick thighs that had gripped his waist three nights running and still hadn’t gotten enough.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she said, advancing toward the bed. “Every time a customer looked at me. Every time I caught you staring at my breasts. I was wet through my dress by noon. Do you know what it’s like to serve ale while your pussy is dripping? It’s torture. The good kind.”

She pushed him onto the bed. Not gently. Not the tentative Mirelle from a week ago. This Mirelle climbed onto the mattress with purpose, straddled his still-clothed body, and began undoing his shirt with fingers that didn’t tremble anymore.

“Clothes off,” she ordered. “Now.”

He complied. She helped — yanking his shirt over his head, fumbling with his belt, dragging his trousers down with the impatience of a woman making up for lost time. His cock sprang free, already straining, and she wrapped her hand around it with possessive satisfaction.

“Good,” she murmured, stroking slowly. “I’ve been thinking about this since breakfast. Since you looked at me across the table and I knew you could see my nipples through my dress and I knew you wanted to pull the fabric aside and suck them right there in front of the girls.”

She released his cock, turned around, and settled into reverse position — her spectacular ass facing him, her wide hips, the curve of her spine leading up to the cascade of chestnut-brown hair. She looked back over her shoulder with eyes that smoldered.

“Watch this,” she said. “Watch what wanting does to a woman.”

She reached between her legs, grasped his cock, positioned the swollen head against her slick entrance, and sank down backward in one deliberate, soul-deep stroke that buried him to the hilt.



The visual was obscene in the most beautiful possible way.

Mirelle in reverse cowgirl, her enormous ass bouncing against his pelvis with each rise and fall. Her wide hips working in a grinding, rolling motion that showed she’d been thinking about this exact position all day — calculating angles, imagining the view she’d give him. Her heavy breasts swaying with their own momentum, visible from behind as they bounced past the width of her torso, the tips of her hard nipples catching the light each time they swung into view. The silver-threaded chestnut hair cascading down her back, sticking to her sweat-damp skin.

She was putting on a show. Deliberately. The exhibitionist emerging from the shell of the conservative household manager.

“Is this what you wanted?” she panted, riding harder, her pussy making wet sucking sounds around his cock with each stroke. “Your employees’ mother working your cock? All three of us — me and both my girls — and you get to fuck every single one.”

He grabbed her hips, fingers sinking into the generous flesh. Thrust upward to meet her downstrokes. The collision sent shockwaves through both of them — her tits bouncing wildly, her massive ass rippling against his pelvis, the slap of skin against skin punctuating her moans.

She leaned forward, bracing her hands on his shins, and the angle changed everything. His cock pressed against her front wall, hitting a spot that made her thighs shake. The sound she made — a guttural, primal groan — came from somewhere below conscious thought. Her pussy clenched hard around him, an involuntary spasm that nearly dragged him over the edge.

From this angle, the view was devastating. Her round, full ass pumping up and down on his shaft, the wet gleam of her arousal coating his cock every time she rose, the tight stretch of her pussy lips gripping him on each downstroke. He could see everything. The way her inner lips clung to his shaft. The slick mess of her juices dripping down to his balls.

He slid his hands up from her hips to her swaying breasts, cupping them from behind, feeling their magnificent weight settle into his palms. Heavy. Warm. Soft beyond description, the flesh yielding between his fingers like nothing else he’d ever touched. She arched into his grip, pressing her tits into his hands, grinding down harder on his cock.

“Yes,” she groaned. “Hold them. Squeeze them. They’re yours now. Every inch of me is yours.”

He squeezed. Rolled her stiff nipples between his fingers, pinching, tugging. She gasped, her rhythm faltering as pleasure short-circuited her motor control. The sensitivity of her breasts — years of being untouched — turned every squeeze into a jolt of electricity that ran straight from her nipples to the place where his cock split her open. Her pussy fluttered around him in response, tight involuntary pulses that squeezed his shaft.

“I’m close,” she breathed. “Already. God, it builds so fast now. I spent years where it took twenty minutes with my own fingers and never felt like this, and now you’re inside me and I’m already—”

Her orgasm crashed through her. Explosive, devastating, her inner walls bearing down in hard, pulsing contractions that dragged him deeper with every squeeze. She screamed — the same full-throated sound from the first night, the sound that carried through walls and announced to the household that Mirelle was getting what she needed. Her whole body shook, her ass clenching, her pussy flooding with wet heat around his buried cock.

She didn’t stop moving. Rode through the orgasm and immediately chased the next one, her hips working frantically, her ass slamming against his pelvis with wet, rhythmic force. Her arousal had turned audible — the obscene, liquid sound of a thoroughly fucked pussy gripping a cock that was already slick with her cum.

“Don’t you dare come yet,” she commanded between ragged breaths. “I need more.”

He gripped her massive ass with both hands — sinking his fingers deep into the soft, generous flesh — and thrust up into her with force that lifted her knees off the mattress. She cried out, her back arching, her heavy tits swinging forward with the impact. He thrust again. Again. Setting a punishing rhythm from below, his cock driving into her soaking pussy with the wet slap of his hips against her ass.

“Oh god — oh fuck — yes, like that, don’t stop—”

Her second orgasm built fast on the residual waves of the first. She slammed down hard one final time, impaling herself completely, and her whole body went rigid. Her pussy clenched in a different rhythm — faster, tighter, deeper contractions that gripped his cock like a fist milking him deliberately. The scream was quieter this time but longer, a sustained, wavering note of release that dissolved into whimpering gasps as wave after wave rolled through her.

He couldn’t hold back anymore. Gripped her hips hard enough to dimple the flesh and buried himself as deep as her body would allow. Came with a groan that vibrated through his entire frame, his cock pulsing thick ropes of cum into her spasming pussy. She felt every spurt — ground down with each pulse, her inner muscles working his shaft, wringing out every drop with greedy, instinctive contractions.

“I can feel it,” she whispered, still grinding slowly on his softening cock, savoring the fullness. “So much. So hot inside me. God, I can feel you filling me up.”

She held the position for a long moment, savoring the connection, the fullness, the warmth of his release inside her body. Then she pulled forward slowly, his cock sliding free with a wet sound, and turned to face him.

Her face was flushed. Her eyes bright. Her full breasts heaving with her breathing. His cum beginning to seep from her pussy, a white trail tracking down her inner thigh.

She looked like a goddess who’d decided to visit the mortal plane for the express purpose of getting properly fucked.



They lay together afterward, her head on his chest, his hand absently tracing the curve of her hip. The post-sex silence was comfortable — not the awkward silence of new lovers but the warm quiet of people settling into a rhythm.

“I liked being looked at today,” Mirelle said, her voice soft against his skin. “Without the smallclothes. When that customer noticed — when his eyes went to my nipples through the fabric — it made me wetter than it should have.”

“You liked being seen.”

“I liked being wanted.” She propped herself up on one elbow, her massive breasts settling heavily to one side. Her hazel eyes were vulnerable in a way that had nothing to do with nudity. “After years of nothing, being wanted by strangers feels like… validation. Like my body still means something. Like I’m not just a cook and a cleaner and a mother. Like I’m a woman.”

“Your body means everything.” He cupped one massive breast, feeling the warm weight settle into his palm. She leaned into his hand with a sigh that came from somewhere deep and satisfied.

“Tomorrow,” she said, “I’m wearing the sheer corset. No undergarments. The one where my nipples are visible when I breathe. If someone notices — good. Let them notice.” Her eyes found his with a new fire. “Let them want what they can’t have. Because I’m yours.”

The exhibitionist was born. Not from depravity or desperation but from the simple, devastating realization that being desired was a form of being alive. After years of being invisible, Mirelle had discovered that visibility was intoxicating.

And she was just getting started.

“Speaking of tomorrow,” she added, her hand drifting to his cock with casual possessiveness, “Maren told me she thinks she might be pregnant. Two weeks late.”

“I know. She mentioned it at the Friday dance.”

“If she is…” Mirelle trailed off, her hand beginning to stroke slowly. “That’s Lysa’s quest, isn’t it? The pregnant redhead?”

“You’ve been paying attention.”

“I pay attention to everything, Theron. I always have.” She shifted, swinging one thick thigh over his hip, positioning herself. His cock, responding to her touch with the resilient enthusiasm of youth, was hardening again in her grip. “And right now, I’m paying attention to the fact that you’re ready for another round.”

“Already?”

“Don’t waste it.” She guided him inside her with practiced fingers, notching his swelling head against her entrance and pushing her hips down.

Both of them gasped at the reconnection. Her pussy was slick with his first load, hot and swollen and impossibly sensitive. He slid into her with no resistance, just wet heat closing around him, and the sensation of entering a woman already full of his cum sent a bolt of possessive satisfaction through his entire body.

She rode him slowly this time. Face to face. Her heavy breasts hanging between them, brushing his chest with each rolling motion. Her nipples dragged across his skin, stiff and sensitive, and each pass made her breath hitch.

“I’m going to want this every night,” she whispered, grinding down so his cock pressed deep.

“The rotation—”

“Fuck the rotation.” She slammed her hips down hard, cutting off his protest. Her pussy clenched around him, tight and deliberate, and the wet sound of their joining — his cum squelching around his shaft with every stroke — filled the quiet room. “I’ll share. But I’m also going to be demanding.”

She braced her hands on his chest and found her rhythm. Slower than the reverse cowgirl performance but deeper. Each downstroke took him to the root, her clit grinding against his pelvis. Her massive tits swung in heavy arcs, pendulous and hypnotic, candlelight catching the sheen of sweat on her cleavage.

“You feel that?” she breathed. “How wet I am? That’s your cum inside me and my pussy making more. I’ve never been this wet in my life. Not even close.”

He grabbed her hips. Pulled her down harder. She moaned — a deep, guttural sound that vibrated through the mattress.

“Three nights ago I was a celibate widow,” she panted, increasing her pace. “Now I’m riding your cock with your seed dripping out of me and I’d rather die than go back to the way things were.” Her eyes locked on his, hazel and burning. “Tell me I don’t have to go back.”

“You don’t have to go back.”

“Tell me I’m yours.”

“You’re mine.”

Her orgasm caught her mid-demand. A shudder that started in her thighs and rolled upward through her entire body. Her pussy locked down on his cock in slow, milking contractions — not the explosive violence of her earlier climax but a deep, rolling wave that pulled him impossibly deeper. Her mouth fell open. Her eyes lost focus. Her massive breasts trembled with each spasm.

He thrust up into her clenching heat and came for the second time. Less volume but the intensity was savage — his cock pulsing inside her already-flooded pussy, adding to the mess, the overflow seeping around his shaft and pooling where their bodies joined.

She collapsed onto his chest. Breathing hard. His cock still buried in her, twitching with aftershocks.

“I wouldn’t expect anything less,” he murmured into her hair.

She laughed against his skin. Kissed his collarbone. Didn’t move. Let the weight of her body pin him to the mattress, her massive breasts pillowed against his chest, her thick thighs bracketing his hips, his softening cock held inside her by the warm grip of her satisfied pussy.

Through the walls, the house was quiet. Elara and Celia in their rooms. Rosalind and Sable in the back quarters. The tavern dark and still.

Mirelle lay on him in the candlelight, voluptuous and heavy and warm, his cum seeping from her in slow rivulets that neither of them bothered to clean.

The MILF was unleashed.


Chapter 15: Friendship Forming

The afternoon lull at the Prancing Stag was Theron’s favorite time. The lunch crowd had cleared out — two D-ranks nursing their last ales, a city guard dozing in the corner — and the evening rush was still hours away. The tavern existed in a warm, golden pause. Dust motes drifted through sun-slanted windows. The faint sounds of Torven’s construction echoed from the back, hammering out the gloryhole partition with dwarven precision.

Sable and Elara were cleaning tables together.

They’d fallen into this routine naturally, gravitating toward each other during quiet hours the way young women of similar age tend to do. Elara wiped surfaces with her usual cheerful energy, humming a tune Theron didn’t recognize. Sable followed with fresh cloths, her curls bouncing, amber eyes warm and increasingly less shy.

The friendship was genuine. That was the thing Theron kept noticing. Not forced, not strategic, not part of some elaborate corruption scheme. Two eighteen-year-old women finding common ground across the gap between tavern waitress and professional sex worker.

“The first time I watched Rosalind work,” Sable said, wringing out her cloth, “I was fifteen. I’d been living with her for a few years. She sat me in the next room and told me to listen. Not watch — just listen. She was with a sailor. I could hear everything.”

“Were you scared?” Elara asked, leaning against the table she’d just cleaned.

Sable considered. Her caramel face was thoughtful, the expression of someone revisiting a memory with the benefit of perspective. “Not scared. Fascinated. The sounds she made — I knew they were real. Rosalind doesn’t fake anything. The sounds of someone genuinely enjoying what she does. It was like hearing someone sing a song they love. I remember thinking: she really likes this. This isn’t suffering. This is joy.”

“When did you start… participating?”

“Eighteen. The day I turned eighteen, I told Rosalind I wanted to learn. She said she’d been waiting for me to ask but would never have pushed.” Sable smiled — the confident, knowing smile that had replaced her shy one over the past weeks. “My first client was a nervous young man, not much older than me. A D-rank who’d just survived his first sewer delve and wanted comfort more than sex. He held my hand for twenty minutes. Then I went down on him. He cried afterward — not sad crying, relief crying. Like he’d been so close to dying that human touch made him feel alive again.”

“That’s…” Elara searched for the word.

“Beautiful. In its own way.” Sable met her eyes. “We give people something essential. Not just pleasure — connection. Even the anonymous kind. Even the paid kind. A man who puts his cock through a wall at two in the morning is still a human being looking for another human being’s warmth.”

Elara was quiet for a moment, processing. She’d been processing a lot lately — the expanding household, her own comfortable acceptance of groping tips, the presence of professional sex workers living under her roof. Each expansion of the world required adjustment, and Elara adjusted faster than anyone.

“Doesn’t it feel wrong?” she asked.

The question came from a place of genuine curiosity rather than judgment. Elara had long passed the point where she condemned other people’s choices. She was asking for herself — testing her own reaction, exploring the boundary between what she did for tips and what Sable did for a living.

Sable considered this with the seriousness it deserved. “It felt wrong the first time. Uncomfortable. Like wearing someone else’s clothes. By the third time, it felt exciting. By the tenth time—” She paused. “By the tenth time, it felt like who I am. Rosalind says some people are built for this. Not broken into it. Built for it. Designed by Venara herself to do this work and love it.”

“Are you?”

Sable’s smile deepened. Not the shy smile from weeks ago. Something warmer. More settled. “I think I might be.”

Elara touched her own arm unconsciously — a self-soothing gesture Theron recognized from her early days of accepting tips. She was thinking about the first time she sat on a customer’s lap for five sovereigns. The nervousness. The five-sovereign thrill. The strange pride of being wanted badly enough that someone would pay.

“I remember thinking it would feel terrible,” Elara said quietly. “The first time a customer put his hand on my thigh. I thought I’d be disgusted. Instead I thought: huh. That’s not bad. And then I thought: fifteen sovereigns? For that? And then I thought: I could do this every day.”

“Same progression,” Sable said. “Just different points on the same spectrum.”

Elara sells proximity and touch, Theron thought from behind the bar, watching them. Sable sells the rest. Both provide something real. Both get paid for something their bodies offer naturally. The only difference was distance.



As if to demonstrate the point, a regular D-rank adventurer flagged Elara down from his table. He was in his thirties, weather-beaten from dungeon work, with the kind eyes and calloused hands of a man who survived on skill and luck in equal measure.

“Miss? Would you sit with me a bit?” He set ten sovereigns on the table. “Just company. My hand on your thigh if that’s all right. Nothing more.”

Elara didn’t hesitate. Didn’t glance at Theron for permission. Didn’t process moral implications or weigh economic necessity against propriety. She simply nodded, sat beside him, and let his rough hand settle on her bare thigh above the hem of her micro-skirt.

They chatted. He told her about a mushroom colony in the Feywood that had tried to eat his boots. She laughed at the right moments. His thumb traced lazy circles on her skin — gentle, appreciative, not predatory. After fifteen minutes he removed his hand, thanked her sincerely, and returned to his ale.

Elara pocketed the ten sovereigns and returned to cleaning.

“Zero emotional turbulence,” Sable observed. “You didn’t even blink.”

“Nothing to blink at.” Elara shrugged. “He wanted warmth. I gave him warmth. He paid for it. We both left happy.” She wrung out her cloth. “It’s just… normal now.”

Sable watched her with recognition. The corruption was complete when it stopped feeling like corruption. When the moral weight dissolved and all that remained was transaction and satisfaction and the ordinary business of bodies serving needs.

Two young women cleaning tables in a port-city tavern. One sold proximity and touch. The other sold more. Both understood something most people in Amoria pretended they didn’t: that the economy of desire was as natural as breathing, and the shame attached to it was as artificial as Father Aldric’s piety.



Across the tavern, other beats played out in the afternoon’s warm rhythm.

Celia practiced dance steps in the back hallway. She’d never admit it — Celia didn’t admit to wanting anything unless cornered. But the dark green dress from the last Friday dance had changed something. Dancing well earned attention. Attention earned validation. Validation was Celia’s drug of choice.

She moved through the steps with the studied precision she brought to everything — feet positioned exactly, body held with elegant control, the turn at the end executed with a sharp grace that would have made a dancing instructor weep. She didn’t know Theron was watching from the kitchen doorway. Didn’t know he could see the way her dark hair swung with each turn, the way her pale legs flashed beneath her cleaning dress, the way her face lost its cold mask when she thought no one was looking and replaced it with something that looked very much like joy.

He retreated before she noticed. Some things were better witnessed in secret.

Mirelle cooked in the kitchen wearing the cleavage corset with no undergarments, as promised. The fabric was thin enough that the outline of her massive nipples was visible through it — dark circles pressed against the cotton, stiffening when the evening air drifted through the kitchen window. She’d stopped adjusting. When customers caught a glimpse as she served, she’d let their eyes linger instead of covering up.

The grey-bearded warrior regular had spent twenty minutes with his gaze fixed on the visible nipples of the woman serving his meal and hadn’t managed to finish a single sentence about the Blackwell Mine expedition he’d been describing. He left a twenty-sovereign tip — double his usual — and walked into a doorframe on his way out.

Mirelle collected the coins with a smile that said she knew exactly what she was doing and was learning to love the power of it.

And from the back room, Rosalind emerged after her afternoon’s work with the satisfied glow of a woman who’d spent three hours doing what she loved. Her face was flushed. Her blouse was buttoned wrong. A streak of something white near her hairline said the last client had been enthusiastic.

“Six sovereigns and he lasted twenty minutes,” she reported to Theron, dropping coins on the bar. “I’ll call that a bargain.”

She lit a cigarette and leaned against the bar, surveying the tavern with proprietary satisfaction. The afternoon sun caught the smoke in golden curls.

“Sable’s making a friend,” she observed, watching her ward and Elara through the haze.

“Good friend or concerning friend?”

“Both.” Rosalind took a long drag. “Sable’s going to pull Elara toward our world. Not intentionally — just by existing. Elara’s already closer than she thinks. The groping tips, the comfort with contact. She’s halfway to where Sable started.”

“That’s a future problem.”

Rosalind gave him a look. “It’s always a later problem until it’s now.” She exhaled smoke toward the ceiling. “Just know what you’re building. Sable’s influence doesn’t have an off switch. And Elara’s curiosity doesn’t have a ceiling.”

Wise words from a woman with cum in her hair and coin in her pocket. Theron filed them away and returned to the ledger.


Chapter 16: Lysa’s Quest

The Craftsmen’s Ward occupied the western edge of Amoria, a district of narrow streets lined with workshops, small storefronts, and the mingled smell of sawdust, hot metal, and creative ambition. Torven’s workshop was here, though he was currently at the Prancing Stag hammering the gloryhole into existence. The dwarven smith two doors down was here, producing blades that adventurers pretended were enchanted. The potter across the lane was here, making bowls that somehow always ended up in taverns.

And Lysa Weaver’s dress shop was here — a narrow storefront with an elegant sign in silver script and a window display that rotated seasonally between stunning gowns that no working woman could afford and practical pieces that every working woman needed.

Theron pushed through the door. A bell chimed — a clear, musical note that sounded like it had been tuned by someone with elven hearing, which it probably had.

The shop interior was a cathedral of fabric. Bolts of silk and cotton and linen lined the walls in organized color gradients, arranged with the precision of someone who saw beauty as a professional obligation. Dress forms stood in various stages of completion — half-pinned bodices, draped skirts, one spectacular evening gown in midnight blue that seemed to absorb light.

Lysa Weaver emerged from the back workshop with a needle between her teeth and a measuring tape draped around her shoulders.

She was striking in the way that only half-elves managed — ageless beauty that made human women look temporary. Silver-blonde hair fell in elegant braids past her shoulders, catching the shop’s warm light. Her violet-blue eyes, the elven heritage that marked her lineage, held centuries of knowledge behind a face that appeared no older than twenty-five. In reality, she was over eighty years old by human reckoning. Time moved differently for her kind, and she’d spent decades learning to appreciate beauty in all its forms.

She removed the needle from her teeth. “Theron Ashwick. Your household keeps me in business.”

“We wear through dresses at an alarming rate.”

“Quality fabric against enthusiastic bodies. It’s the eternal struggle of my profession.” She gestured to a workspace table. “I assume you’re here for replacements? The sheer-paneled bodices don’t survive more than a month of tavern service.”

“Replacements, yes. And something else.”

He placed the order first — six replacement dresses across the household, matching the current specifications. Lysa noted the details with professional precision, making small adjustments based on customer feedback she’d received through Theron. More durable sheer panels for Elara. A corset modification for Celia’s that wouldn’t dig during extended wear. Reinforced hooks for Mirelle’s cleavage dress — “The engineering is sound but the stress tolerances were calculated for moderate activity, not the vigorous movement your household manager seems to favor.”

With the order placed, the conversation shifted.

“Your tavern is thriving,” Lysa said, marking measurements on a pattern sheet. “I hear about it from my other clients. The adventurers mention it specifically — the Prancing Stag is where you go after a delve. The implication being not just for ale.”

“We offer comprehensive services.”

“So I understand.” Her violet-blue eyes gleamed with amusement that had seen empires rise and fall and found human ambition endlessly entertaining. “Have you considered expanding your supply chain? The Velmoor elves purchase produce at significant markup. Root vegetables, grains, preserved meats — items Amoria produces cheaply that the elven trade-keep values highly.”

Theron’s attention sharpened. “The Velmoor trade route.”

“A day’s ride north through Thornhaven Wood to the elven trade-keep. Your grocer friend — Maren, yes? — could supply the goods. You’d transport, negotiate, handle the logistics. The profit margin on produce alone would be fifty percent above market. And the elves trade enchanted trinkets in return — minor magical items that sell well in Amoria’s merchant quarter.”

“What’s the catch?”

“The catch is biological. Or rather, magical.” Lysa set down her measuring tape. Her expression shifted from businesslike to something more personal, more layered. “Velmoor elves only trade with elf-kin. Their gate wards recognize the affinity — a magical marker that identifies someone as a friend to their kind. Without it, the wards won’t open. Without the wards, there’s no trade.”

“And you can grant this affinity.”

“Half-elf heritage gives me the ability. It’s temporary — thirty days per transfer, renewable by repeating the ritual.” She paused. “The transfer requires… intimate contact. The magical energy flows through arousal. Mine, specifically.”

“You’re saying you’d need to have sex with me.”

“I’m saying I’d need to be in a state of genuine arousal, and the energy transfers through sexual contact. The mechanism is magical, not transactional — though I understand the distinction is academic from your perspective.” Another pause. “But the arousal doesn’t begin with you. It begins with my… condition.”

“Your condition.”

Lysa’s violet-blue eyes held his with the directness of someone who’d had eighty years to become comfortable with their desires. “I have a specific aesthetic preference. A fetish, if you want the crude term. I find pregnant women irresistibly beautiful. The rounded belly, the fullness of the body, the biological miracle of creation visible in flesh. And my preference narrows further — redheads specifically. The combination of red hair and a pregnant form is, to my particular sensibility, the most beautiful thing in the natural world.”

She described what she would do with measured, elegant precision. Worship the belly — tracing the stretch marks with reverent fingers, kissing the taut skin, feeling the warmth of life beneath the surface. Bring the pregnant woman to climax through oral attention, honoring both the body and the creation within it. And then, with her own arousal peaked by the experience, transfer the elf-kin affinity through sex with Theron.

“It’s an experience most pregnant women remember fondly,” Lysa added. “I’ve had decades to refine my attention to the female form. Regardless of the magical purpose, the encounter would be pleasurable for everyone involved.”

Theron processed this. The quest was bizarre by any standard. But the reward — a trade route that could generate hundreds of additional sovereigns monthly — made the bizarre worthwhile.

“The candidate,” he said. “You need a pregnant redhead.”

“Specifically.” Lysa tilted her head, silver-blonde hair shifting. “Do you know of anyone who fits the description?”

The obvious answer was Brynn — Maren’s eldest daughter. Twenty-two, red-haired like her mother, visibly pregnant with Kael’s child. She lived with Maren, she was already in Theron’s social orbit. But she had her own life, her own boyfriend, her own autonomy. Convincing her would require Maren’s cooperation and Brynn’s consent.

The other possibility was newer and less certain. Maren herself — red-haired, voluptuous, and two weeks late on her monthly cycle. If she was pregnant, she’d be the ideal candidate. Her own body. Her own willingness. The simplicity of it appealed.

“I may have someone,” Theron said. “Give me a few weeks to confirm.”

Lysa nodded with the patience of someone who measured time in decades rather than days. “Take your time. The elves aren’t going anywhere.” She smiled, violet-blue eyes warm. “But the profit margin might. Fleet season is in three months, and establishing the route before then would maximize your first-year return.”

She handed him the replacement dress invoice with her other hand — the seamstress and the quest-giver existing in the same person with the comfortable duality of someone who’d been multifaceted for longer than most humans lived.

“One more thing,” she said as he turned to leave. “The affinity transfer requires genuine arousal from me. Which means the pregnant redhead must be willing and present during my… attention. I don’t work with reluctant participants. Beauty appreciated under duress is no beauty at all.”

“Understood.”

He left the shop with the dress invoice and a quest that sat in his mind like a puzzle missing one piece. The piece was biological — a pregnant redhead, willing and present. The candidates were limited. The timeline was flexible but not infinite.



The supply run to Maren’s shop was next on his route, and the conversation there carried different weight.

Maren stood behind the counter of Thornley’s Provisions in her usual work dress, copper-red hair caught up in a practical bun, emerald-green eyes sharp with the intelligence of a woman who ran her own business and understood numbers better than most merchants.

“The Velmoor route,” Theron said, leaning against the counter. “If I can open a trade path north, your produce sells at fifty percent markup to elves. You’d supply, I’d transport, we’d split the margin.”

Maren’s eyebrows rose. Business talk always engaged her differently from personal conversation — more focused, less emotional. “Fifty percent? That’s significant. What volume could they absorb?”

“Lysa says the trade-keep serves a population of approximately two thousand. Their growing season is shorter than ours — northern climate, less fertile soil. They import heavily during autumn and winter. Root vegetables, grains, preserved meats.”

“I can supply root vegetables and grains in bulk. My wholesale contacts provide at market rates — I’d just redirect quantity from local sales to export.” She calculated mentally, her eyes going distant. “If the markup is fifty percent and we split equally, my per-unit profit doubles on exported goods. That’s… considerable.”

“There’s a catch.”

“There’s always a catch.”

“Lysa’s the gatekeeper. She grants the elf-kin affinity that opens the trade route. Her price is—” He paused, considering how to frame it. “Personal.”

“How personal?”

“She has a fetish for pregnant redheads. She needs one brought to her shop. She pleasures the woman, then transfers the affinity to me through sex.”

Maren stared at him. Then she laughed — the deep, warm laugh of a woman who’d married Dane and his parade of sexual adventures and had developed an extremely high bar for what constituted unusual.

“A half-elf seamstress wants to worship a pregnant redhead as the price for opening a trade route.” She shook her head, still chuckling. “Amoria never disappoints.”

“You’re a redhead,” Theron pointed out.

Her hand moved to her stomach. The gesture was subtle — the unconscious movement of a woman who’d been pregnant five times and recognized the early signs. “And I’m two weeks late.”

“Maren.”

“I haven’t confirmed with Seraphine yet. Don’t tell anyone.” Her emerald eyes were steady. “But if I am — and at my age, with the amount of cum you and Orin have been putting in me, it would be a statistical miracle if I wasn’t — then the quest has its candidate.”

“You’d be willing?”

She gave him a look. The look of a woman who’d participated in group sex, partner swapping, and a decade of Dane’s legendary excess, and was now being asked if she’d let a beautiful half-elf worship her pregnant body.

“Theron,” she said patiently. “I let my godson fuck me. I let you watch him fuck me. I fucked Dane and his three girlfriends simultaneously in a room that smelled like a brewery and someone’s shoe. A pretty half-elf kissing my belly and going down on me is approximately a two on my scale of sexual adventure.” She paused. “Though I’ll admit the trade route part adds a novel economic dimension.”

“How convenient.”

Maren’s hand rested on her stomach, her expression shifting from amused to contemplative. “Let me confirm first. Seraphine at the Temple will know for certain. If I am pregnant…” She met his eyes. “Then we have a quest, a trade route, and a very happy seamstress.”

She smiled. And in that smile was the familiar Maren — pragmatic, sexual, fearless, the redheaded widow who’d discovered that life after Dane wasn’t life without pleasure. Just life with different partners.

Theron left the shop with produce in his arms and possibility in his head. The pieces were moving. The quest was taking shape. And somewhere in the background, Torven’s hammer fell as the gloryhole approached completion.

One piece at a time, the future was taking shape.


Chapter 17: Voyeur Window

Torven finished the voyeur window before the full gloryhole partition, which made sense from a construction standpoint even if it sent Theron’s priorities into immediate recalibration.

The ground glass panel was a masterpiece of dwarven engineering. Set into the wall between the viewing niche and Rosalind’s workspace, it looked like a decorative stone from the room side — textured, opaque, unremarkable. From the niche side, it was a clear window approximately two feet wide and eighteen inches tall, providing an unobstructed view of the back room’s workspace. The one-way effect was achieved through ground glass imported from Ironridge’s dwarven workshops — a technique that bent light in one direction while reflecting it from the other.

Torven demonstrated with characteristic brevity. “You see in. They see stone. Cost two hundred of your seven hundred. Worth every sovereign.”

The niche itself was narrow — three feet by two, barely room for one person to stand. A concealed door in the hallway provided access, disguised as a supply closet. Inside, a small shelf for resting your arms and nothing else. The space wasn’t designed for comfort. It was designed for watching.

“First operational test,” Rosalind said, her jade-green eyes bright with practiced enthusiasm. “I have a two o’clock appointment. Perfect timing.”

She disappeared into the workspace to prepare. Theron entered the niche through the concealed hallway door, pulled it shut behind him, and found himself in near-darkness. The only light came from the ground glass panel, which provided a warm, clear view of the back room on the other side.

The room was simple but well-maintained. The wider workspace bed with clean sheets. Rosalind’s professional supplies on the bedside table — oil, washcloths, a small mirror. The curtain partition separating workspace from living quarters. And Rosalind, standing in the center of the room, preparing.

She stripped with the practiced efficiency of a woman who’d undressed professionally thousands of times. Blouse off first, heavy breasts swinging free, nipples already starting to harden in anticipation. Skirt dropped. Boots kicked aside. She stood naked, examining herself in the small mirror with the critical eye of someone checking that the product was presentation-ready.

Then she smiled at herself. Not a professional smile — the genuine expression of a woman who loved what she was about to do. She was wet already. He could see the sheen between her thick thighs from the niche. Her body flushed with pre-arousal, skin warm and glowing. The sight of her — generous tits, soft belly, plump curves radiating pure sexual readiness — was like watching a predator settle into position before the hunt.

A knock at the side entrance. The client.



He was a burly dockworker — broad shoulders, scarred hands, the heavy build of a man who’d spent years hauling cargo from ships to warehouse. His face was weathered but not unkind. He entered the workspace with the tentative confidence of someone who’d done this before but still felt the gravity of the transaction.

“Full service,” he said, setting ten sovereigns on the bedside table. “Take your time.”

Rosalind’s professional mask engaged — warm, welcoming, genuinely interested. “What do you want, handsome?”

He looked at her body. His breath caught visibly. Despite the professional context, despite knowing this was a paid arrangement, the sight of Rosalind naked still produced the primal response she inspired in virtually every man who saw her. The full, heavy breasts. The soft, touchable body. Those green eyes that said she wasn’t just available but eager.

“Start on your knees,” he said. His voice was rougher than he probably intended.

Rosalind dropped without hesitation. The movement was fluid, practiced, a controlled descent that somehow managed to be both professional service and genuine worship. She knelt before him, looked up through heavy-lidded eyes, and reached for his trousers with hands that anticipated pleasure rather than endured it.

She freed his cock — thick, working-class equipment that matched the rest of him — and took a moment to appreciate it with practiced approval. Then she took him in her mouth.

From the viewing niche, Theron watched every detail.

Rosalind’s oral technique was art. She engulfed him with enthusiasm that transcended performance — her moans around his shaft were real, the wet sounds of her suction genuine, the spit that ran down her chin deliberately produced because she loved the mess. She deepthroated with practiced ease, her nose pressing against his pelvis, throat accommodating his length without visible effort. When she pulled back, strings of saliva connected her glistening lips to his cock.

She gagged. Deliberately. The wet, sloppy sound echoed in the small room. She grinned around his shaft, eyes watering from the contact, and dove back for more.

The dockworker groaned. His scarred hands found her honey-blonde hair, fisting gently, guiding her rhythm. She let him — absorbing his direction, adjusting her technique to his preferences with the real-time responsiveness of a true professional.

“Enough,” he said after several minutes, his voice strained. “Bed.”

Rosalind rose, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, spit glistening on her chin and dripping onto her breasts. She turned and bent over the bed — not slowly, not teasingly. Efficiently. Presenting herself with the straightforward clarity of a woman who knew what came next and wanted it.

“Inside me,” she said, looking back over her shoulder. “Hard as you like. I’m not fragile.”

He positioned behind her. Gripped one hip with a scarred hand and drove inside her in a single forceful stroke that shoved her forward on the bed. Rosalind gasped — genuine pleasure, her pussy swallowing his cock with the slick, hot readiness of a body that had been dripping since before he knocked. She pushed back immediately, meeting his thrust with her own backward surge, her generous ass colliding with his pelvis.

Through the ground glass, Theron watched. His cock was painfully hard, straining against his trousers. The voyeur element added a dimension that direct participation didn’t provide — the detachment of observation, the ability to see every detail without the distraction of his own sensation. He could see the dockworker’s thick shaft glistening with Rosalind’s juices each time he withdrew. Could see the way her pussy stretched around him, pink and swollen and gripping. Could see the wet strand of arousal that connected them when he pulled back before slamming home again.

Rosalind’s enormous tits swung beneath her with each thrust, heavy and natural, the momentum creating wide arcs that sent them crashing into each other. Her face, turned to one side, showed undiluted pleasure — eyes half-closed, lips parted, spit still glistening on her chin from the blowjob. The sounds were extraordinary: the wet, meaty slap of his hips driving into her generous ass, the squelch of her soaking pussy accommodating each thrust, her moans building in volume and frequency until they filled the small room.

“Harder,” she demanded. “I said I’m not fragile. Fuck me like you mean it.”

He obliged. His hands seized both her wide hips and he drove into her with the full force of a man who hauled cargo for a living. The bed shuddered. Rosalind’s massive tits swung violently, the force bouncing them against her chin. She braced both arms against the mattress and pushed back to meet him, matching his power with her own, her pussy clenching and releasing around his cock in deliberate, milking rhythm.

She came with a scream muffled against the mattress, her whole body convulsing. Through the glass, Theron watched her pussy visibly clench — hard, rhythmic contractions that gripped the dockworker’s cock in waves, her juices flooding around the seal of their bodies, dripping down her inner thighs. Her ass shook with the force of the spasms. She clawed the sheets. Her moan turned guttural, animal — the sound of a woman whose obsession was being fed.

He didn’t last long after that. Few men did with Rosalind. He pulled out at the last moment — her request, her preference. Fisted his cock and stroked twice. His release shot across her back and the upper swell of her ass in thick white ropes — one, two, three spurts that painted her flushed skin from her shoulder blades to the crack of her generous ass. A final string landed in the small of her back, pooling in the dip of her spine.

She moaned at the warmth of it. Arched her back to catch more, lifting her ass higher, presenting herself to be marked. The expression on her face — visible through the glass — was bliss. Pure, unperformable bliss. The face of a woman receiving communion.

“Good,” she breathed, still bent over the bed, cum decorating her skin in white streaks. “Very good.”



The dockworker dressed quickly, leaving the ten sovereigns on the table and a satisfied nod as he exited through the side entrance. Rosalind straightened, stretched, and began her post-client routine — warm washcloth, skin check, fresh sheets.

The concealed door from the living quarters rustled. Sable emerged, dressed for her own upcoming shift in a simple wrap that left her caramel shoulders bare.

She saw Rosalind. Naked. Flushed. A streak of the dockworker’s cum near her hairline that she’d missed during cleanup. The workshop smelled of sex and satisfaction.

Sable didn’t flinch. She’d passed the flinching stage weeks ago. Instead, she picked up a warm washcloth from the basin and crossed to Rosalind, reaching up to gently wipe the missed streak of cum from behind her mentor’s ear.

“Three down today,” Rosalind said, counting the morning’s appointments. “New personal record for the tavern workspace.”

“I want to beat it.”

Rosalind’s face split with a grin of pure pride. The expression was complex — professional satisfaction, personal joy, the deep warmth of a mentor watching her apprentice surpass expectations. She cupped Sable’s caramel cheek with one hand, the gesture tender and intimate.

“That’s my girl,” she said.

The exchange carried more weight than the words suggested. A woman who’d raised a girl from childhood, who’d taught her the trade, who’d watched her transform from shy orphan to confident professional — now sharing workspace and ambition with the pride of someone who’d created something meaningful.

“Your two-thirty should be here soon,” Rosalind added, pulling on her blouse. “Remember what I taught you about pace control. Don’t let the client set the rhythm. You set it. They’ll follow.”

“I know.”

“And if anyone gives you trouble—”

“I know, Rosalind.” Sable’s amber eyes were steady. “I’ve got this.”

Rosalind studied her for a moment. Then nodded. The mentor stepping back, letting the apprentice take the stage. It was the natural progression of their relationship — Sable needed less guidance each week, more independence, more ownership of her own craft.

From the viewing niche, Theron watched the exchange with a fascination that went beyond sexual. These two women had built their own gravity — bound by shared experience, shared profession, shared defiance of a world that would judge them harshly for what they chose to be. The intimacy between them was fiercer than romance and deeper than friendship.

His cock was still hard. Had been hard since Rosalind first dropped to her knees for the dockworker. The voyeur window was every bit as transformative as she’d promised — not just a security measure but a portal into a dimension of watching that he hadn’t known he needed.



He left the niche through the concealed door, adjusting his trousers in the hallway. Turned the corner toward the kitchen and nearly collided with Mirelle.

She took one look at his face — flushed, eyes dark, the unmistakable expression of a man who’d been watching something intensely arousing — and her hazel eyes widened.

“What were you doing in there?” she asked.

“Watching.”

Her pupils dilated. The word landed on her with visible impact. “Watching… Rosalind?”

“Rosalind getting fucked by a dockworker.” He said it plainly. Tested her reaction the way he’d been testing all her reactions lately — pushing boundaries, gauging how far the new Mirelle would go.

She swallowed hard. Her cheeks flushed. Her full breasts rose with a quick breath that strained her neckline. Not disgusted — he could read Mirelle’s disgust from across a room, and this wasn’t it. This was arousal. The idea of him watching another woman being fucked made her wet, and the realization of her own reaction made her wetter.

“Was it… good?” she managed.

“Come to my room tonight and I’ll show you how worked up it made me.”

She nodded quickly. Too quickly for composure. Then retreated to the kitchen with her face burning and her hips swaying and the restless urgency of a woman counting the hours until evening.

Theron watched her go. The view from behind was spectacular — enormous ass shifting beneath her skirt, wide hips creating a hypnotic rhythm, the wine-red fabric straining to contain the body it was technically covering.

Three more days until the full gloryhole was complete.


Chapter 18: Vincent’s Problem

The wine delivery arrived at its usual time — mid-afternoon, when the tavern was quiet and the barrels could be rolled through the front without disturbing customers. What wasn’t usual was Vincent Morell delivering them personally.

He stood in the doorway of the Prancing Stag with three barrels stacked behind him on a hand-cart, his dark hair silver-touched at the temples, blue eyes scanning the transformed interior of the tavern with the calculating assessment of a merchant evaluating a competitor’s operation.

Theron watched him take it all in. The new furniture — sturdier tables, better lighting from oil lamps Mirelle had purchased. The side-alley entrance that was discreet but obvious to anyone who knew what it meant. Rosalind sitting in the front room between client appointments, nursing a cup of tea in a blouse that displayed her massive cleavage with professional precision. The general atmosphere of a place that had evolved beyond simple tavern service into something more comprehensive.

Vincent’s jaw tightened almost imperceptibly. Almost.

“The usual order.” He rolled the barrels inside with practiced efficiency. “Three barrels, red blend, eight sovereigns each.”

“Put them in the cellar,” Theron said from behind the bar. “Same spot as always.”

Vincent didn’t move toward the cellar. He moved to a barstool and sat down with the deliberate casualness of a man who wanted a conversation more than he wanted to deliver wine. His blue eyes fixed on Theron with the sharp attention of a predator who’d come to assess the terrain.

“Quite the operation you’re building, boy.” The word boy was deliberate — a reminder of age and experience, a refusal to acknowledge that Theron had grown past the terrified heir who’d inherited a failing tavern five months ago. “Your father would be… surprised.”

“My father’s dead,” Theron said evenly. “The tavern isn’t.”

“Clearly not.” Vincent’s gaze drifted to Rosalind, who met his stare with cheerful indifference before returning to her tea. “Prostitutes under the same roof as your… women.” He chose the word carefully, the pause before it loaded with implication. “Interesting arrangement. Does the city watch know?”

“Captain Wrenfeld drinks here off-duty.” Theron didn’t blink, didn’t look away, didn’t give Vincent the satisfaction of seeing uncertainty. “He knows exactly what happens under this roof and he tips well. Three sovereigns on his last visit, in fact.” He let a beat pass. “Does your wife know what you do at Friday dances?”

The implicit threat hung between them like smoke. Vincent’s jaw tightened further — a muscle in his cheek flexing, his blue eyes going cold. The married merchant whose seduction of young women was an open secret. The man who’d courted Elara with poetry and practiced charm until Theron blocked him permanently.

“Careful, Ashwick.” Vincent’s voice dropped half a register, the smooth merchant’s tone sharpening into something more honest. “There’s a difference between being tolerated by the watch and being endorsed. Protection money buys silence, not approval.”

“We’re not paying protection money. We’re buying drinks for off-duty guards who happen to enjoy our establishment. The distinction is legal, profitable, and none of your business.”

Vincent stood. Smoothed his merchant’s vest with the precision of a man who controlled his appearance because controlling everything else was becoming increasingly difficult. “You’re making enemies, Ashwick. Not everyone appreciates what the Stag is becoming.”

“We’re making money. In this city, that buys more friends than enemies.”

“Money buys friends until someone offers them more.” Vincent moved to the door. Paused with his hand on the frame. “I hear construction in your back rooms. Hammering, sawing. Building something new?”

“Storage expansion.”

“Of course.” His smile was thin and knowing and carried no warmth. “Storage.”

He left. The wine delivery was correct and fairly priced — business was business, and Vincent’s operation still needed the Prancing Stag’s custom. But the visit had been about more than barrels. It had been reconnaissance, provocation, and warning.



Celia materialized from the hallway where she’d been listening with the practiced invisibility she deployed when gathering intelligence. Her grey-blue eyes were sharp, her pale face set in the analytical expression she wore when processing threats.

“He’s dangerous,” she said, sliding onto the stool Vincent had vacated. “Not because he’s powerful but because he’s petty. Petty men with grudges make trouble out of spite, not strategy.”

“He has no leverage. We’ve done nothing illegal.”

“Illegal is a flexible concept in a city run by a duchess who funds sex workers and a priest who fucks them.” Celia crossed her arms over her corseted chest. “The danger isn’t legal. It’s reputational. Vincent has merchant contacts, social connections, the kind of standing that lets him whisper in the right ears at the right parties.”

“What would he whisper?”

“That the Prancing Stag employs prostitutes under the same roof as young women. That the owner beds his own staff. That the establishment has crossed from struggling tavern to bordello.” She paused. “None of it false. All of it damaging if framed correctly to the wrong audience.”

Theron considered this. Celia’s analysis was sharp — she’d inherited Mirelle’s pragmatism and refined it with the cold precision of someone who thought like a chess player. The threat wasn’t immediate. Vincent had no legal weapon. But social pressure in a city like Amoria could be its own form of attack, applied through gossip and merchant alliances and the vindictive cruelty of men who’d been outmaneuvered by someone half their age.

Mirelle appeared from the kitchen, practical as always. She’d heard enough from her position by the stove — the woman had ears like a bat when it came to threats against the household.

“Keep the city watch happy,” she said, wiping her hands on her apron. The motion pulled the fabric tight across her massive braless breasts, a detail that would have been distracting in any other context but was currently secondary to the conversation. “Free drinks for off-duty guards. Not just Wrenfeld — his men too. Every third visit, their tab disappears. It’s cheap insurance.”

“How much does that cost us?”

“Twenty sovereigns weekly, maximum. The guards drink moderately when they’re here — they’re off-duty but not stupid. Twenty sovereigns buys their presence, their visibility, and their silent endorsement. Any merchant who sees city guards relaxing at the Stag thinks twice about causing problems.”

“Solid strategy.”

“I’ve been running this household since before you inherited it,” Mirelle said with a note of pride. “I know how to manage threats. Your father learned that too, though he learned it too late for most things.”

Theron implemented the policy immediately. Captain Wrenfeld and his ten-man guard force would drink at the Prancing Stag for reduced or no charge every third visit. Their uniforms on the barstools would serve as passive deterrent against any merchant who might consider making trouble. And their off-duty conversations about the tavern — where they relaxed, where the service was good, where the women were attractive and the ale was cold — would spread through the guard barracks with the organic efficiency of men recommending their favorite spot.

Cheap insurance. Smart economics.



The rest of the afternoon settled into normal operations. The wine was stored. Customers arrived for the evening rush. Elara served drinks with her usual warmth. Celia managed the far tables with cold efficiency softened by occasional moments of genuine warmth toward customers she liked. Mirelle cooked and served, her braless chest and confident manner earning tips that grew larger every week.

Rosalind and Sable worked the back room on their standard schedule. The muffled sounds of professional service drifted through the walls — part of the tavern’s ambiance now, as natural as the music from the street or the clatter of plates from the kitchen.

Theron reviewed the ledger at closing. The numbers continued their upward trajectory. Daily revenue was averaging over a hundred sovereigns now. The gloryhole construction was on schedule — Torven would finish in two days. The household was stable. The women were content. The business was thriving.

Vincent’s threat lingered like a bad aftertaste, but it was just that — a taste, not a poison. He had no leverage. No legal standing. No influence that couldn’t be countered with the Stag’s growing reputation and the city guard’s quiet endorsement.

The cold war continued. But Theron held the territory, the revenue, and the women. Vincent held a wine shop and a grudge.

In Amoria’s economy, one of those positions was sustainable. The other wasn’t.

Theron closed the ledger, locked the front door, and climbed the stairs to where Mirelle was waiting. She’d been promised a night to make up for the voyeur window conversation, and the hunger in her eyes when she’d said goodnight suggested she intended to collect with interest.

Tomorrow, Torven would hammer another day closer to the gloryhole’s completion.

Tonight, Theron had other structures to attend to.


Chapter 19: Sharing the Bed

The nightly schedule had settled into comfortable rhythm. Elara three nights. Celia every third night. Mirelle two nights. The remaining night was officially rest, though in practice it usually ended with someone finding an excuse to visit his room anyway.

Tonight was a shared night. Both sisters. The arrangement had evolved beyond the tentative early days when Celia pretended she’d ended up in his bed by accident. Now they arrived together — deliberately, openly, with the understanding that they’d take turns while the other waited.

Elara came first, wearing her sheer nightgown, the one that hid nothing and advertised everything. Celia followed in her white sleeping shift, dark hair loose, grey-blue eyes carrying the focused intensity she brought to these nights. They arranged themselves on the bed with the practiced ease of women who’d done this often enough to have favorite positions — Elara on the left, Celia on the right, Theron in the middle.

“Anal night,” Celia said. Not a question. She’d prepared — lavender oil, stretching, the careful routine that preceded her specialty. “I go first tonight.”

“You went first last time,” Elara pointed out.

“Which is why I’m going first again. My nights, my schedule.”

Elara rolled her eyes but didn’t argue. The competition between them had matured from bitter rivalry into something more like friendly sport. They competed the way athletes compete — with genuine effort and mutual respect for each other’s abilities. Different specialties. Different strengths. Same man.

Celia didn’t waste time on preamble. She stripped her shift over her head — pale porcelain skin luminous in the candlelight, small firm breasts with large dark nipples, the elegant willowy lines of her body. She positioned herself face down on the mattress, dark hair pooling around her, her tight pale ass raised. The globes of her backside glowed almost white, the shadowed cleft between them an invitation she delivered without words.

She glanced sideways at Elara, who had settled cross-legged on the bed’s edge in her nightgown. “Watch if you want. I don’t care anymore.”

“I always watch,” Elara said with cheerful honesty. “You make interesting sounds.”

Celia flushed pink from her ears to her collarbones. She turned her face into the pillow to hide it — the one crack in her cold composure that never fully sealed.

Theron knelt behind her. His hands settled on her hips, feeling the cool smoothness of her pale skin. She pushed back immediately, pressing her ass against him — impatient, ready, her body demanding what her voice was too proud to beg for.

He pressed the head of his cock against her prepared entrance. The oil made the contact slick, warm, impossibly inviting. She gasped as he breached her — the initial ring of muscle resisting and then yielding, stretching around his tip with a tightness that never fully diminished no matter how often they did this. Her fingers curled in the sheets, knuckles white.

“Yes,” she breathed. “There. Deeper.”

He pushed in steadily. Her ass accepted him inch by agonizing inch — the heat of it, the crushing pressure, the way her body gripped his shaft with a friction that was nothing like her sister’s slick pussy. Tighter. More demanding. Each inch he sank deeper drew a sharper moan from Celia — that distinctive sound, higher and more urgent than anything she made from vaginal sex, the noise of a woman whose entire pleasure center lived in her most forbidden place.

He bottomed out. His hips pressed flush against the pale globes of her ass, his cock buried completely in her tight, oiled heat. She exhaled a shaking breath into the pillow and pushed back against him, grinding, adjusting to the fullness.

He began to move. Slow to start, the oil easing the friction, building as her body opened around him. Then faster. Harder. When she began pushing back to meet his thrusts — her pale ass bouncing off his pelvis with each impact — he matched her urgency.

“Harder,” she demanded, her voice muffled. “I know you gave Mirelle everything yesterday. Now give me the same.”

He grabbed a fistful of her dark hair. Pulled her head back from the pillow. She gasped — eyes wide, mouth open, the sudden tension in her scalp triggering something primal that shot straight to whatever cluster of nerve endings made anal orgasms possible. Her ass clenched involuntarily around his cock, a hot, spasming grip that made him groan.

He drove into her with increasing force. The sounds were obscene — the rhythmic, wet slap of his pelvis against her oiled ass, the deeper squelch of his cock pistoning through her tight channel, her increasingly desperate breathing punctuated by sharp cries each time he bottomed out. Her pale skin flushed from her chest to her ears, the crimson spreading across porcelain.

She came without warning.

The orgasm seized her with the violence she’d learned to expect from anal climaxes — sudden, brutal, all-consuming. Her entire body went rigid. Her ass locked down on his cock with crushing, convulsive force — tight rings of muscle squeezing his shaft in rhythmic waves, gripping so hard he could barely move. She screamed into the pillow, her spine bowing, her shoulder blades standing sharp under translucent skin. Her pussy — untouched, neglected — clenched in sympathy, dripping onto the sheets between her spread thighs.

She came from anal alone. No fingers on her clit. No cock in her pussy. Just his shaft buried deep in her ass and the overwhelming intensity of the one thing she did better than anyone else in this household. Her proof of uniqueness. Her competitive edge.

He finished inside her with a groan, driving deep one final time. His cock pulsed in her clenching ass — thick spurts of cum flooding her tight channel, the heat of his release making her whimper and push back greedily, her muscles working his shaft in involuntary milking contractions that wrung every drop from him.

She sagged into the mattress. Trembling. Her pale ass still raised, his cock slowly softening inside her. When he withdrew, the movement drew a quiet gasp from both of them — the sudden emptiness, the warm trickle of his cum beginning to seep from her stretched opening.

She rolled onto her side facing away with the satisfied lethargy of a woman who’d gotten exactly what she came for.

“Better than her?” she murmured. The ritual question.

“Different.”

“Different is enough.” She pulled the blanket to her waist and closed her eyes. Settled into the post-orgasm drowse that was, for Celia, the closest thing to vulnerability she ever showed.



Elara had been watching. Her nightgown was damp between her thighs and her blue eyes were dark with arousal.

“My turn,” she said. The words were sweet, eager, carrying none of Celia’s demanding edge. Her specialty was devotion, and devotion required its own intensity.

She straddled him face-to-face, settling onto his lap with the natural ease of a woman who’d been in this position hundreds of times and still wanted it every time. Her sheer nightgown was bunched at her waist, bare from the hips down. Her small perky breasts pressed against his chest through the translucent fabric, nipples hard points against the thin material.

She locked eyes with him as she sank onto his cock. Slow. Deliberate. Feeling every inch slide into her soaking pussy with the reverent attention she gave to their connection. She was drenched — her arousal had been building since Celia’s first gasp, and she took him to the root in one smooth, wet descent. Her small body settled onto his lap with a sigh of deep satisfaction, her tight little pussy gripping him with slick, pulsing heat.

“I love you,” she whispered. The words she said every time. Not from habit — from conviction renewed nightly. “I love that you give us all what we need.”

She began to ride. Not hard, not fast — slow, intimate, the grinding motion that pressed her swollen clit against his pelvis with each stroke. Eye contact the entire time. Her small perky breasts swayed gently with the motion, nipples hard and pink through the bunched nightgown fabric. Elara’s specialty: the emotional connection that made sex feel like more than bodies. Like claiming. Like belonging.

“I was thinking today,” she murmured, rolling her hips. “About us. About how this works. You and me and Celia and Mama.” Her breath caught on a downstroke that hit deep. “Most people would say it’s wrong. All of it. Every part.”

“Most people aren’t us.”

“Most people aren’t this happy.” She kissed him. Deep, slow, the kind of kiss that said I’m yours in every language her body knew. When she pulled back, her eyes glistened. “I’m happy, Theron. Really happy. I know it shouldn’t make sense. But it does.”

Her rhythm increased. The wet sound of her pussy working his cock filled the space between them — slicker than usual, wetter, her body flooding with arousal that dripped down his shaft and pooled at the base. The breeding talk started the way it always did, subtle at first, then consuming.

“Put another load in me,” she breathed, her small breasts bouncing with increasing urgency, hard nipples tracing arcs in the candlelight. “Fill me up. I want your baby growing inside me.”

“Elara—”

“I mean it.” She slammed down hard, grinding, her pussy clenching in a deliberate squeeze that wrung a groan from him. “I want to carry your child. Want to walk through the tavern with your seed taking root inside me.” She rode faster, lifting higher on each stroke so that his cock nearly slipped free before she dropped back down, burying him deep. “Want everyone to see my belly growing and know that you put it there.” Her pussy pulsed around him in rhythmic, pre-orgasmic contractions, her tight walls fluttering along his length. “Want to give birth at the Temple and have Seraphine bless our baby and know that this—” She ground down one final time, her clit crushed against his pelvis, his cock pressed against the deepest part of her. “—this is what I was made for.”

Her orgasm hit with his name on her lips. A different quality than Celia’s — not tectonic but tidal, waves building and crashing and building again. Her pussy milked his cock in warm, rhythmic contractions that rolled along his shaft from base to tip, pulling at him with wet, insistent pressure. She pressed her forehead against his, eyes closed, mouth open, her breath coming in hot little gasps against his lips. Her small body trembled in his lap, thighs squeezing his hips, fingers gripping his shoulders hard enough to bruise.

“Inside me,” she gasped between contractions. “Now. Give it to me. All of it.”

He came inside her unprotected pussy with a groan that resonated through both their bodies. Thick spurts of cum flooding her tight channel, filling her, each pulse drawing a whimper from her lips as she felt the heat spreading deep inside her womb. She ground down to take every drop, her pussy milking him with greedy, rhythmic squeezes. Whispered as the warmth filled her: “Maybe tonight. Maybe right now.”

She collapsed against his chest. Stayed there, his cock still inside her, his cum trapped by the seal of their joined bodies — her tight pussy holding him, refusing to let a single drop escape. She listened to his heartbeat slow.

“I love you,” she said again. Because once was never enough.



The three of them lay in the dark afterward. Celia on one side, turned away, asleep or pretending. Elara on the other, curled against his chest, fingers tracing idle patterns on his skin. Theron between them, spent twice, pleasantly exhausted.

Through the wall: nothing. Mirelle’s room was silent. She wasn’t there tonight — she was downstairs in the kitchen, reviewing the ledger, giving them privacy with the practical grace of a woman who understood scheduling.

“Sable told me about the gloryhole thing Rosalind wants to build,” Elara murmured, half asleep.

“Did she.”

“Mm. The wall. The anonymous service. Sounds interesting.” A pause. “Not for me. But… interesting.”

Theron noted it.

“Interesting,” he repeated.

Elara hummed agreement. Snuggled closer. Fell asleep with his cock still softening inside her and his cum slowly seeping into the sheets.

Celia’s voice from the far side, flat and drowsy: “She’ll try it eventually. She tries everything eventually.”

Then silence. Three bodies in one bed. Two specialties satisfied. One household asleep.

The Prancing Stag settled into night around them, and the next day began its approach with the quiet inevitability of tide.


Chapter 20: Sable’s Milestone

Sable had been working at the Prancing Stag for two weeks. In that time, she’d handled fourteen clients — each one a step further from the shy harbor girl who’d arrived with her belongings in one bag and a wooden bird figurine on her shelf.

Tonight, client fifteen changed everything.

He arrived through the side entrance in the early evening — a young adventurer, D-rank by the look of his gear, barely older than Sable herself. Clean-faced, recently bathed, the jittery energy of someone who’d survived his first dungeon delve and was trying to process the experience through the time-honored tradition of paying for sex.

Rosalind screened him — she always screened new clients, a safety protocol developed through years of professional experience. “He’s fine,” she told Sable through the curtain partition. “Young, nervous, respectful. Good first-timer energy. He’ll be quick.”

Sable met him in the workspace. He stood near the door, hands in his pockets, looking anywhere but directly at her. His sword was propped against the wall by the entrance — Rosalind’s rule, no weapons in the workspace.

“Hi,” Sable said. Her voice was warm, practiced now but still genuinely kind. “First time here?”

“First time… anywhere.” He admitted it with the raw vulnerability of a young man confessing inexperience. “Guys in my party said the Stag was… the place. After a delve. To…”

“I know.” She stepped closer. The afternoon light through the workspace’s small window caught her caramel skin and dark curls, painting her in warm gold. “Don’t worry. I’ll take care of you.”

The phrase came naturally now. She’d said it to her last three clients and meant it every time. The care wasn’t false — it was the genuine extension of a personality that wanted to help, to comfort, to provide what people needed. The fact that what they needed was sexual didn’t change the fundamental impulse.

She undressed for him. Slowly, reading his nervous energy, giving him time to process. The simple wrap she wore for shifts slid from her shoulders, revealing her slim body — light caramel skin glowing in the warm light, surprising C-cup breasts high and firm on her slender frame, dark nipples that stiffened as the air touched them. She stood before him with the growing confidence of someone who’d learned that being seen didn’t diminish her.

The young adventurer stared. His eyes went wide, his breath caught, and for a moment the nervousness evaporated into simple, uncomplicated awe. She was beautiful in a way that stood out against Amoria’s paler residents — the mixed-race beauty that Rosalind called her exotic advantage, the caramel skin and dark ringlets and amber eyes that made men look twice and reach for their coin pouches.

“You’re—” He started. Stopped. Started again. “You’re really pretty.”

Sable smiled. Not the practiced smile of professional seduction. A real one — the pleased warmth of a young woman being told she was pretty by a young man who meant it without calculation.

“Thank you,” she said. “You’re kind. Now come here.”

She guided him through it with the care Rosalind had taught her. Hands first — placing his palms on her waist, showing him how to touch a body that was offered, not grabbed. Mouth next — kissing him to calm the trembling, tasting the ale he’d drunk for courage, feeling him relax into the contact.

Then she knelt. Took him in her mouth with the technique she’d been practicing — lips sealed around his shaft, tongue flat and pressing along the underside, the suction-and-release rhythm that Rosalind drilled into her during training sessions. His cock was average, clean, already leaking precum that she tasted — salty, warm, the flavor she’d learned to associate with work well started. He groaned above her, hands fluttering near her head, unsure whether to touch. She took his hand and placed it on her dark curls. Gave him permission.

She worked him for several minutes — bobbing her head, taking him deeper each pass, her caramel lips stretched around his shaft. His fingers tightened in her curls. His hips began to twitch. She pulled off before he got too close, his cock wet and glistening with her spit, and guided him to the bed.

She positioned herself on her back — the most intimate option, face to face, because first-timers needed eye contact. Needed to see the woman who was giving them this. She spread her slender legs, her smooth caramel thighs opening to reveal the dark curls between them, her pussy already slick from the buildup.

“Lie with me,” she said. “Take your time.”

He fumbled with positioning — clumsy, eager, endearingly terrible at angles. She reached between them, wrapped her fingers around his hard cock, and guided the tip to her wet entrance. He pressed forward and slid inside with a gasp that sounded like it came from his soul.

“Oh,” he said. Just that. His cock sank into her tight, warm pussy and his entire body shuddered.

“I know,” she whispered. “Move when you’re ready.”

He moved. Tentatively at first, shallow strokes that barely withdrew before pushing back in. Then with increasing confidence as instinct overrode inexperience — deeper thrusts, fuller, his hips finding a rhythm that nature had programmed. She wrapped her slender legs around his waist, tilted her hips to improve the angle so his cock pressed against her front wall, and let her body show him the rhythm that worked.

And then something happened that hadn’t happened before.

The pleasure built in her slowly, gathering at the base of her spine, spreading through her pelvis, tightening in her core. She’d felt pleasure with clients before — warmth, satisfaction, the general enjoyment of being desired. But this was different. This was building toward a specific peak. Something she’d only experienced with Theron during the training session, and before that only alone in her bed with her own fingers buried inside herself.

The adventurer’s rhythm was hitting her at exactly the right angle — accidental, the way his body moved naturally aligning with her particular anatomy. Each thrust pressed his cock against the spot inside her that made her breath catch, the friction of his shaft dragging along her inner walls in a way that sent sparks up her spine. And the emotional context — his grateful vulnerability, his awe at her body, the way he kept whispering “you’re so beautiful” with the stunned reverence of a boy seeing heaven — had opened something in her that pure technique couldn’t reach.

She realized with a shock of clarity that she was going to orgasm. From a paying client. During a professional encounter. While earning six sovereigns.

The realization itself accelerated the process. Her pussy clenched around him involuntarily, her clit throbbed where his pelvis pressed against it, her fingers dug into the sheets. The adventurer was oblivious — lost in his own approaching climax, thrusting with the urgent irregularity of a young man about to finish fast.

He came first. His cock swelled inside her and he spilled with a strangled groan — she’d charged the extra for internal, Rosalind’s economic lesson about premium services. She felt his cock pulse, felt the thick spurts of warmth flooding her pussy, and the sensation of a man’s cum filling her pushed her over the edge.

She came. Quietly. Privately. A ripple that became a wave that became a full-body shudder she controlled through sheer force of will. Her pussy clenched around the cock still buried inside her — tight, rhythmic spasms that squeezed his softening shaft, milking the last drops from him while her own pleasure crested and broke. Her breath came in small, controlled gasps. Her toes curled against the sheets. Between her legs, she was flooded — his cum and her own juices mixing, hot and wet, leaking around his cock to pool on the sheets beneath them.

It was real. Genuine. Unprofessional in the most professional way possible.

The adventurer — spent, satisfied, and oblivious to his partner’s private climax — withdrew with the care of someone handling something precious. He dressed quickly, left the coins on the table, and paused at the door.

“That was…” He searched for words adequate to the experience and found them wanting. “Thank you.”

He left. The side door closed behind him.

Sable lay on the bed for a long moment, staring at the ceiling, processing what had just happened.

She’d orgasmed from a client. Her first. Not performed, not suggested, not acted. Real. Her body had responded to a paying stranger with genuine pleasure, and the realization settled over her like a warm blanket.

The corruption wasn’t corruption anymore. It was identity.



The curtain rustled. Rosalind stepped through from the living quarters.

She always listened during Sable’s sessions — positioned behind the curtain, one ear tuned to the sounds of her apprentice working, alert for any signal of trouble. Safety first. Always.

But she’d heard more than safety concerns tonight. She’d heard the telltale catch in Sable’s breathing. The tiny gasps that didn’t match the client’s rhythm. The silence that meant someone was trying very hard not to make noise.

Rosalind looked at Sable. At her flushed caramel skin, her bright amber eyes, the unmistakable glow of a woman who’d just come and was still buzzing with the aftermath.

“You came.” Statement, not question.

Sable nodded. Didn’t blush. That was the change. Two weeks ago, the admission would have colored her cheeks. Now she met Rosalind’s eyes with steady certainty.

“My first time. From a client.” She sat up. “He didn’t even know. It was just… his rhythm was right. And the way he looked at me. Like I was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen.”

Rosalind sat beside her on the bed. Wrapped an arm around Sable’s slim shoulders, pulling her close. The embrace was fierce — not maternal exactly, not romantic, but something in the space between that defied easy categorization. The mentor holding the apprentice who’d just passed a milestone that couldn’t be taught, only discovered.

“I knew you had it in you,” Rosalind said. Her green eyes were bright with emotion she didn’t try to hide. “From the first day I found you. A little girl with wild curls and big eyes who watched everything and judged nothing. I knew then that you were one of us.”

“One of us?”

“Women who find joy in this work. Not tolerance. Not endurance. Joy.” Rosalind stroked Sable’s dark ringlets. “Most women can do what we do. Some choose to. But the ones who come from it — who feel genuine pleasure from giving pleasure to strangers — those are rare. Those are the ones Mercala blesses.”

She invoked the Grace of Prostitution without irony. In Amoria’s layered theology, Mercala’s blessing on sex workers wasn’t metaphor. It was doctrine, depicted in temple art, honored in prayer. Rosalind’s belief in it was sincere.

“I want more,” Sable said. The words came out with quiet conviction. Not desperate. Certain. “Tomorrow. As many as I can handle.”

Rosalind’s grin split her face wide and genuine. “As many as you want, sweetheart. The Stag never closes.”

She kissed Sable’s forehead — the same gesture she’d used since Sable was a child. The continuity of that tenderness said more than words could. Rosalind celebrating her apprentice’s transformation with the pride of someone who’d created something beautiful.



In the viewing niche, Theron watched through the ground glass.

He’d been there since the adventurer arrived, observing the session from the concealed space. Monitoring operations — the official justification. Watching Sable’s transformation — the actual reason.

He’d seen everything. The adventurer’s nervousness and Sable’s patience. The gentle guidance, the tender instruction. The moment Sable’s expression shifted from professional engagement to genuine pleasure. The quiet, private orgasm she’d tried to hide and couldn’t entirely. The aftermath, when her body had glowed with the quiet warmth of a woman who’d just discovered something essential about herself.

And then Rosalind’s entrance. The embrace. The pride. The kiss on the forehead.

The dynamic between these two women crackled with taboo energy. Rosalind had raised Sable from childhood, and now she celebrated her ward’s sexual milestones with the same fierce pride she’d once reserved for first words and first steps. That continuity — the care that had never stopped, only transformed — was what made Theron’s pulse hammer in the dark.

He was rock-hard in the narrow darkness of the niche. Not from voyeurism alone — from witnessing the moment someone became who they were meant to be. Sable had crossed a threshold tonight. The shy apprentice was becoming her own woman.

He left the niche quietly. The concealed door closed behind him. In the workspace, Sable and Rosalind were cleaning up, talking in low voices, planning tomorrow’s schedule with the energized enthusiasm of women who loved their work.


Chapter 21: Domestic Warmth

Some mornings at the Prancing Stag felt like the world had been rearranged overnight into a configuration that shouldn’t work but did.

Breakfast. Theron at the head of the table. Elara leaning on his shoulder, honey-blonde hair still damp from washing, her small body warm against his side. Her sheer nightgown was still her preferred morning wear — she’d come to breakfast without changing, and the translucent fabric did nothing to hide the outline of her small perky breasts or the stiff points of her nipples in the morning air. She didn’t care. Modesty had been the first casualty of the household’s transformation, and nobody mourned it.

Celia sat across the table, dark hair pulled back in its customary severe bun, her grey-blue eyes scanning the morning as if it had personally offended her. She wore her cleaning dress — plain grey, buttoned high, the uniform of a woman who pretended propriety still mattered. But beneath the table, her foot nudged Theron’s knee. Brief contact. Deliberate. The Celia equivalent of a passionate embrace, and she’d kill anyone who mentioned it.

Mirelle was at the stove. The center of the kitchen, the engine of the household, the woman who kept everyone fed and organized and running on schedule. She wore her wine-red work dress with the lowered neckline — the one that had become her signature — and she wasn’t wearing smallclothes beneath it. Again. Still. Possibly ever again, at this rate.

Her heavy breasts pressed against the thin cotton with each movement, the dark circles of her nipples clearly visible through the fabric. When she reached for a high shelf, the dress pulled upward, revealing the thickness of her thighs and the curve of her enormous ass. When she bent to check the oven, the neckline gaped forward, offering a view down the canyon of her cleavage that would have caused a minor traffic accident in any port city in the world.

She didn’t adjust. Didn’t cover. Didn’t blush the way she would have three weeks ago.

Three weeks. That’s all it had taken to transform the conservative household manager into a woman who served breakfast braless and loved the feeling of customers’ eyes on her body. Three weeks since the Friday dance and the wine and the claiming that shook the walls. Three weeks since she’d discovered that being desired fed something deep and vital inside her, something that had been starving for years.

Theron ate his eggs and conducted a mental census.

Five women who lived with or slept with him: Elara, curled against his shoulder like an affectionate cat. Celia, touching his knee beneath the table while maintaining the fiction that she was above such things. Mirelle, her nipples visible through her dress while she served bacon. Rosalind, somewhere in the back quarters, probably sleeping off a productive night. Sable, also in the back quarters, probably reviewing the techniques Rosalind had taught her before last night’s shift.

Plus Maren, who he visited weekly. Plus Orin, whose gratitude manifested as unwavering friendship and the occasional threesome with his godmother.

Last year, he’d been a virgin who’d never kissed anyone. The trajectory of his life had gone from “zero women” to “losing count of women” with the speed of a Feywood mushroom colony consuming a dead adventurer. Which was an unpleasant metaphor, but accuracy was accuracy.

The universe had either blessed him or was playing an elaborate practical joke. Either way, the breakfast was excellent.

“More tea?” Mirelle asked, appearing at his elbow with the pot. Her breasts were at eye level from his seated position. He could have counted the threads in the fabric separating her nipples from the open air. Could have leaned forward two inches and pressed his face into the warm valley between them.

“Please,” he managed.

She poured. Their fingers touched on the cup. Both of them noticed. Neither of them pretended otherwise.



The supply run to Maren’s shop was a weekly ritual that had evolved from commercial transaction to intimate checkpoint. Theron walked the familiar route through Provision Lane, past the repaired sign of the Prancing Stag that gleamed in the morning sun — Torven’s craftsmanship holding up beautifully — and through the quieter streets toward Thornley’s Provisions.

The bell above the door announced his arrival. Maren appeared from the back room with her copper-red hair in its practical bun and her emerald-green eyes carrying the warmth she reserved for the man who’d reorganized her sexual life.

She took one look at him and her mouth curved into the predatory grin that meant she had intelligence to share.

“You claimed her.” Not a question. The satisfied declaration of a strategist whose campaign had succeeded.

“I claimed her.”

“Told you. Wine and permission. That’s all she needed.” Maren began assembling his order with practiced efficiency, her enormous breasts shifting beneath her practical work dress as she reached for supplies. “How many times?”

“Night of the dance and every night since.”

“Every night?” Her copper eyebrows rose with impressed calculation. “The woman really was starving. I told her to let you in, not to try to drain you dry.”

“She’s enthusiastic.”

“Eight years of sexual frustration will do that.” Maren weighed flour on the scale. “She called me yesterday. Said she went to Aldric for confession. Fifty sovereigns and a clean conscience.”

“Efficient.”

“That’s Mirelle. She processes guilt the way she processes inventory — thoroughly, quickly, then moves on to the next task.” Maren set the flour aside and leaned against the counter. The lean pushed her enormous breasts forward against the countertop, creating a display that Theron had seen a hundred times and still appreciated. “I’m proud of her. Truly. She was miserable, and now she’s not. That’s worth more than any morality lecture Aldric could deliver.”

A pause. Maren’s expression shifted from amused satisfaction to something more layered. Her hand drifted to her stomach — the gesture that had become habitual over the past week.

“I’m late,” she said. “Still. Could be nothing. My body’s been unpredictable since Dane died — stress, loneliness, the hormonal chaos of a woman approaching forty.” She met his eyes. “Could be pregnant. Whose? Doesn’t know. Doesn’t care.”

“Either way.”

“Either way.” Her hand pressed flat against her belly. “If I am, that’s a pregnant redhead for Lysa’s quest. The timing is almost too convenient to be coincidence.”

“Venara works in mysterious ways.”

“Venara works in obvious ways. Have you seen her temple artwork? The woman is not subtle.” Maren grinned and pushed his order across the counter. “I’ll see Seraphine this week. Get confirmed. If positive — and at this point I’m fairly certain it is, because my breasts are tender and I’ve been craving pickled beets, which is how every one of my pregnancies announced itself — then we talk to Lysa.”

“The trade route.”

“The trade route. The profit margin. The expansion of your little empire into elven territory.” She studied him with the frank assessment of a woman who’d watched him grow from scared virgin to confident tavern master. “You’re building something remarkable, Theron. Your father would be…”

“Horrified?”

“Impressed. And then horrified. And then impressed again.” She reached across the counter and squeezed his hand. “Take care of Mirelle. She’s been my best friend since we were girls causing trouble in the countryside. She deserves everything you can give her.”

“I intend to give her everything.”

“I know you do.” Her emerald eyes sparkled with warmth and mischief. “And tell her the braless thing works. I’ve been doing it for weeks. Orin can’t focus on anything when I’m in the shop without a bra, which is exactly the point.”



The afternoon at the Prancing Stag unfolded with the warm, rhythmic efficiency of a household that had found its groove.

Elara and Sable cleaned tables together in the quiet hours between lunch and dinner rush. Their friendship had become one of the tavern’s most reliable features — two young women of the same age, one a cheerful waitress who sold proximity and touch, the other a professional sex worker who sold everything else. They laughed together easily, shared stories, found a companionship that transcended what either of them did for coin.

Sable told stories about her early days at the harbor — the sailors who smelled like fish and desperation, the regulars who were surprisingly gentle, the one client who’d brought his own poetry and insisted on reading it before she could touch him. (“It was terrible poetry,” Sable said. “I almost charged extra for having to listen.”)

Elara listened with wide cornflower-blue eyes, absorbing details about a world she’d glimpsed but never fully entered. Each story pulled her curiosity a fraction further along a spectrum she was traversing unconsciously.

Celia had discovered a hidden talent for inventory management. She sat in the storage room with the ledger and a quill, counting barrels, tracking consumption rates, projecting future orders with the mathematical precision of someone who’d been calculating things obsessively her entire life but had only recently found an outlet more productive than tallying the number of times her sister smiled at customers.

Her eyes moved across columns with the focused intensity she brought to everything. The numbers were satisfying in a way that cleaning never was — they told a story, built toward conclusions, rewarded attention to detail. She’d already identified a twelve-sovereign monthly saving by adjusting the wine order timing to take advantage of Vincent’s seasonal pricing fluctuations.

The irony of optimizing their rival’s pricing to their own advantage wasn’t lost on her. Celia appreciated irony the way most people appreciated sunshine — as a reliable source of warmth in a world that could be very cold.

Mirelle cooked and served. A young off-duty guard came in mid-afternoon — clearly not there for the ale, which he ordered but barely touched. He sat at a table with a sightline to the kitchen pass-through, and every time Mirelle appeared to deliver a plate or collect a mug, his eyes performed the gravitational descent toward her braless chest that had become the universal male response to her wardrobe choices.

She noticed him noticing. And instead of adjusting her neckline higher as she would have done weeks ago, she leaned forward slightly while setting his plate down. Gave him a clear view down the front of her dress — past the deep cleavage, past the wine-red fabric, past the point where modesty had any operational jurisdiction.

The guard turned red. Ordered another drink he didn’t need. Left a fifteen-sovereign tip on a four-sovereign tab.

Mirelle collected the coins and returned to the kitchen with the quiet satisfaction of a woman who’d discovered a revenue stream that required nothing more than strategic bending.

From the back room, the sounds of Rosalind’s afternoon appointments drifted through the hallway — muffled but unmistakable. The professional rhythm of a woman at work. Three clients between two and five o’clock. She emerged after the third one with flushed cheeks, a hastily rebuttoned blouse, and the wide grin of someone who genuinely loved their job.

“Three clients since two o’clock,” she reported to Theron, dropping coins on the bar. “The last one wanted full service and tipped extra. Good afternoon.”

She lit one of her imported cigarettes and leaned against the bar, smoking with the contentment of a cat in a sunbeam. The evening rush would begin in an hour. The back room needed fresh sheets. The gloryhole had clients scheduled after eight.

But for this moment — this warm, golden pause between afternoon quiet and evening chaos — the Prancing Stag hummed with the quiet contentment of a place where everyone was doing exactly what they were meant to do.



Evening came with its usual tide. The tavern filled. Lantern light warmed the wood. Music drifted from the street. The smell of Mirelle’s cooking mixed with the tang of ale and the ambient energy of adventurers who’d survived another day and intended to celebrate accordingly.

Theron stood behind the bar and surveyed his domain.

Five months ago, this room had been half-empty. The ledger had predicted bankruptcy within three months. The women had been employees trapped by economic necessity, wearing conservative dresses and enduring customers with resignation.

Now the room was full. The women wore dresses that made grown men forget their own names. The back room generated more revenue per hour than the bar. The gloryhole was under construction and would generate more still.

Mirelle appeared beside him with a fresh plate for the warrior regular, her massive breasts swaying against the corset as she leaned past him to reach the serving counter. She smelled of rosemary and warm bread and the faint salt of a woman who’d been running hot all afternoon.

“One hundred and six,” she said, not looking at him. “That’s my count so far. I could be wrong.”

“Revenue count?”

“Tip count. Just mine.” She set the plate down and straightened, tucking a strand of chestnut hair behind her ear. “Do you need anything from the kitchen before I close the ovens?”

He didn’t need anything from the kitchen. But the question itself — domestic, practical, delivered by a braless woman whose nipples were visible through wine-red cotton — was somehow the most satisfying thing he’d heard all day.

“We’re good,” he said.

Mirelle nodded and returned to her domain, hips swaying, the tavern parting around her like water around a ship’s prow.

Theron closed the ledger and poured himself an ale. Not bad for a Thursday.


Chapter 22: Gloryhole Opening Night

Torven finished the gloryhole on a Tuesday morning, collected his remaining three hundred and fifty sovereigns, and left without ceremony. The dwarf craftsman had built his seventh wall in Amoria and would probably build his eighth before the month was out. Questions about purpose remained above his pay grade.

The completed structure was impressive in its functional simplicity.

A solid timber partition divided the converted space in two, rising from floor to ceiling with the professional finish of someone who took pride in his work regardless of context. The padded hole was centered at waist height — six inches in diameter, lined with soft leather to prevent chafing. The padding was Torven’s signature touch, the detail that distinguished his gloryholes from the crude versions found in dock-district establishments.

The client side had its own entrance from the side alley — a heavy door with a bolt lock that provided total anonymity. A man could enter from the alley, bolt the door, receive service through the wall, and leave without ever being seen by anyone in the tavern. The space was minimal but sufficient: a place to stand, a shelf at hip height for resting against, a small oil lamp for basic visibility.

The worker side was larger, with room for kneeling, bending, and the various positions that professional service required. A padded mat on the floor protected knees during extended shifts. A washbasin in the corner provided cleanup access between clients. And in the wall — visible from the worker side, invisible from the client side — the ground glass voyeur window that connected to Theron’s viewing niche via the concealed hallway door.

“Perfect height,” Rosalind said, examining the padded hole with the professional assessment of a woman who’d spent her career perfecting the ergonomics of cock-to-mouth logistics. “Comfortable. Good padding on the edges. Torven knows his craft.”

She ran her fingers around the padded opening. Tested the leather lining. Measured the distance from the floor to the center of the hole with her forearm, then knelt and measured again from a working position.

“Ideal,” she confirmed. “I could service fifty men through this hole and my knees wouldn’t bruise. The padding is the difference between a night of work and a night of suffering.”

Operating rules were established with Rosalind’s professional input. She and Sable would alternate shifts — four hours each during peak evening hours, extended to six during special events. Six sovereigns per client: two to the house, four to the worker. Oral service was the default. Full vaginal service through the hole was available for an additional four sovereigns, making the premium rate ten total. Theron would monitor through the voyeur window during initial operations, both for safety and for the educational benefit of watching his investment in action.

Word spread through channels Rosalind had cultivated over years of harbor work. By afternoon, the adventurer grapevine carried the message with the speed of men sharing information about available services: the Prancing Stag has a wall now.



Opening night.

Rosalind took the first shift with the giddy anticipation of a woman returning to her favorite environment, upgraded from crude harbor setups to purpose-built professional space. She wore her working clothes — which meant a blouse that would come off within seconds and a skirt that served primarily as a formality.

Theron took his position in the viewing niche. The concealed door closed behind him, and through the ground glass panel he had a clear, warm-lit view of the worker side. Rosalind on her padded mat, kneeling, face at hole height, jade-green eyes bright with anticipation.

The first client arrived at the side entrance. The bolt clicked. Footsteps on the client side — heavy boots, the tread of someone large. A moment’s pause as the man assessed the setup. Then: a thick cock pushed through the padded hole.

Rosalind’s face lit up like the sun coming through clouds.

She didn’t hesitate. Didn’t inspect, didn’t assess, didn’t pause. She reached for the anonymous shaft with both hands, wrapped her fingers around its thick girth, and took it in her mouth with a moan that was entirely, unmistakably genuine. Her lips sealed around the head, tongue swirling, and she plunged forward until her nose pressed against the padded leather of the hole itself — the entire length buried in her throat.

Through the viewing niche, Theron watched. His cock was hard before Rosalind’s lips closed around the first inch. The image was arresting in its raw simplicity — a woman on her knees, a cock jutting from a wall, and the enthusiastic, sloppy, wet worship that connected them through timber and leather.

She deepthroated with familiar ease, pulling back with a wet pop and then diving forward again, each stroke wetter than the last. Spit ran in thick streams down her chin, dripping onto her massive exposed breasts, collecting in the valley of her cleavage. She gagged — deliberately, a thick, choking sound that produced a fresh flood of saliva — because she loved it. Loved the mess, the degradation, the physical evidence of how far she was willing to go. She pulled off and spat on the cock, watching her saliva drip down the shaft, then swallowed him again with a moan that vibrated through the wall.

The cock in her mouth was anonymous. No face. No name. Just hard flesh and need. The pure transactional nature of it made her wetter than any personal encounter could. Between her thick thighs, her pussy glistened visibly, arousal dripping in a slow strand toward the padded mat beneath her knees.

The client came in under five minutes. His cock pulsed in her mouth and she swallowed every spurt without ceremony — throat working, lips sealed, milking him dry. She pulled off with a wet pop, wiped the overflow from her chin with the back of her hand, and called “Next” toward the client entrance while reaching for the washcloth.

The second client was already waiting. Another anonymous cock pushed through the hole — thinner than the first, curved slightly, already wet with precum. Rosalind took it with equal enthusiasm, wrapping her spit-slick lips around the shaft and bobbing her head with practiced speed. Her massive tits bounced with the rhythm, swinging beneath her. She stroked what she couldn’t fit with one hand, the other braced against the wall, and the wet, rhythmic sound of her mouth working the anonymous cock filled the room. She moaned around him — real moans, building, her arousal feeding on the parade of faceless flesh that the wall provided.

The third client requested full service. Ten sovereigns — the premium rate. Rosalind positioned herself differently for this one. Pulled her blouse fully off — she’d been topless since client one — and turned around. Backed against the partition. Reached behind herself, guided the anonymous cock to her dripping pussy, and pressed backward until the thick head popped inside her.

She gasped. Braced her hands against the far wall and pushed back harder, taking the anonymous cock deeper into her cunt, her generous ass pressing flat against the timber partition. The angle was crude, functional, gloriously impersonal. She couldn’t see him. Couldn’t hear him beyond muffled groans. Just a cock in her pussy, hard and anonymous, and the wall between them making the whole arrangement exactly what she craved.

She began to grind. Rocking her hips, working the cock in and out of her pussy with the rolling motion of her wide hips. Her heavy tits swung with each thrust, her face flushed, her moans filling the room. She reached between her legs and rubbed her clit while the anonymous cock fucked her through the wall.

She came. A full-body shudder that slammed her ass against the partition, her pussy clenching hard around the stranger’s cock, her juices flooding down her inner thighs and dripping onto the padded mat. She screamed — short, sharp, genuine — and kept grinding through it.

The client came moments after. She felt his cock swell and pulse inside her, felt the thick heat of his release flooding her pussy, and groaned with deep, satisfied pleasure. Cum began to leak from her immediately, dripping down where the anonymous cock still plugged the hole.

Three clients. Eighteen sovereigns gross. And Rosalind stood there — tits out, face flushed, spit drying on her chest, a stranger’s cum oozing from her pussy — and hadn’t stopped smiling since the first cock appeared through the wall.

Through the viewing niche, Theron watched with something that went beyond voyeuristic arousal. His cock throbbed painfully against his trousers. This was Rosalind in her purest form — not performing, not enduring, not working. Worshipping. The gloryhole was her temple, anonymous cock was her sacrament, and she was the most devoted priestess Mercala had ever claimed.



Sable’s shift began at the transition. She emerged from the living quarters dressed in her simple working wrap, dark curls tied back, amber eyes carrying a mix of nervousness and determination.

Her first gloryhole client was different from her room clients. The anonymity changed the dynamic — she couldn’t see his face, couldn’t read his body language, couldn’t use the interpersonal skills she’d been developing. Just a cock through a hole, waiting for service.

She knelt on the padded mat. Reached for the anonymous cock tentatively — wrapping her slim caramel fingers around the shaft, feeling its warmth, its weight. Then she leaned forward and took the head in her mouth.

The anonymity helped, she discovered. Without a face to perform for, without eyes watching her technique, she could focus entirely on the physical act — the taste of skin, the texture of the shaft against her tongue, the way suction and rhythm produced groans from the other side of the wall. It was meditative in a way she hadn’t expected. Pure service without social complexity. She bobbed her head, took him deeper, felt his cock twitch in her mouth as she hit the right pressure. When he came — sudden, thick spurts that filled her mouth — she swallowed the way Rosalind had taught her. Quick, efficient, no fuss.

By her third client, she was confident. Working steadily, professionally, her dark curls bobbing as she serviced each anonymous cock that pushed through the padded hole. The nervousness had been replaced by focus and, increasingly, by the warmth between her own thighs — the genuine arousal she’d discovered during her milestone session now sparked by the raw simplicity of the wall. Faceless cocks. Wet sounds. The power of making a stranger groan and spill with nothing but her mouth and hands. Two of the three clients came quickly — the anonymity of the wall plus Sable’s growing skill proved to be an efficient combination.

Revenue for the first night: eight clients total across both shifts. Forty-eight sovereigns gross. Sixteen to Theron’s ledger. Add the food and drink sales, groping tips, and regular room clients from Rosalind’s and Sable’s standard service — the Prancing Stag pulled in over one hundred sovereigns in a single day.

One hundred sovereigns. From a tavern that had been earning thirty-two when Theron inherited it. From a business his father had left in a ledger that predicted bankruptcy.

The seven-hundred-sovereign investment would pay for itself in six weeks. Possibly less if volume increased, which Rosalind was confident it would.

“Fleet season is in three months,” she’d said, smoking her evening cigarette. “When the trading ships come in, sailor shore leave triples our potential client base. The wall won’t have a quiet minute for days.”



Theron reviewed the numbers after closing. The candle on the bar cast long shadows across the empty tavern. The ledger was open to today’s page, and today’s page was the most impressive yet.

The tavern wasn’t struggling anymore. It wasn’t even surviving. It was thriving. Becoming an establishment that rewrote every failed projection in Marcus’s ledger.

Theron closed the ledger. Blew out the candle. Climbed the stairs to where Elara was waiting in her sheer nightgown, ready for a different kind of service.


Chapter 23: Mirrors

Late afternoon in the Prancing Stag. The lunch crowd had cleared, the evening rush was still hours away, and Mirelle had ale on her dress.

A regular had gesticulated too enthusiastically while describing his latest Feywood encounter — something about a fungal colony with teeth — and his mug had caught Mirelle’s chest on the backswing. Ale soaked through the wine-red fabric, plastering it to her massive breasts in a way that was simultaneously annoying and spectacular.

“I need to change,” she told Theron, wringing ale from her hem. “This is the second time this week. My breasts are apparently the most prominent target in the establishment.”

“Occupational hazard.”

“You’re enjoying this.”

“I’m observing with professional concern.”

She huffed. Retreated to the back storage room — the small space adjacent to the household’s private quarters that served as an impromptu dressing area. A mirror hung on the wall, cracked at one corner but still functional.

Mirelle pulled the ale-soaked dress over her head and stood before the mirror.

Naked. She’d stopped wearing smallclothes entirely, so beneath the dress was simply her. All of her. The storage room’s single candle cast warm light across a body that was thirty-eight years old and magnificent.

She studied herself.

Three weeks ago, she would have grabbed the nearest clean dress and pulled it on as fast as possible. Avoided the mirror. Avoided looking at the body she’d hidden for years behind conservative necklines and practical aprons. She would have seen stretch marks and age and a figure that didn’t match the tight-skinned youth of her daughters.

Today, she didn’t look away.

Her reflection looked back with hazel eyes that had changed. Warmer. Brighter. The exhausted flatness that had characterized them for years had been replaced by something alive and searching and, for the first time in longer than she could remember, satisfied.

She looked at her breasts. Massive 38DD cups that hung with the natural weight of real flesh, not the artificial perkiness of youth. They’d nursed two children. They’d been the object of Marcus’s desire before his body failed him. They’d been invisible for years. And now they were the most talked-about feature in the Prancing Stag, turning heads, spilling ale, earning tips, driving Theron wild every time she moved.

She cupped them. Lifted them slightly, feeling their weight, watching how they settled back into their natural position with heavy, gentle grace. The nipples were dark rose, large, responsive — they stiffened at the touch, sensitized by years of being ignored and the recent weeks of being thoroughly appreciated.

Her waist. Narrow relative to what came above and below, creating the hourglass silhouette that made customers lose their words. She’d always thought of it as just the gap between the parts that were too big. Now she understood it was the accent that made the rest dramatic.

Her hips. Wide, generous, the kind that men’s hands couldn’t resist following. She’d birthed two daughters through these hips. They swayed when she walked, a motion she’d tried to suppress for years and had recently stopped suppressing. The sway earned tips. The sway earned attention. The sway earned Theron’s eyes following her across the room with hungry concentration.

Her stomach. Soft, slightly rounded, bearing the faint silver lines of stretch marks from two pregnancies. She touched them with her fingertips. They weren’t flaws. They were proof of life. Proof that this body had done what bodies are designed to do — carry life, nurture it, release it into the world.

Her ass. She turned to see it in the mirror. Round, full, maternal in scale, the kind that filled out dresses like a declaration. It was the feature that made men watch her walk away, and she’d recently learned that walking away slowly was almost as profitable as walking toward them.

Her thick thighs. The thighs that gripped Theron’s waist every night now. That had gripped Maren’s late husband Dane during those wild youth encounters she and Maren reminisced about. Strong. Powerful. Built for holding and being held.

Mirelle stood naked before the cracked mirror and, for the first time in years — perhaps the first time ever — thought: I’m beautiful.

Not despite the age. Not despite the children. Not despite the stretch marks or the softness or the way gravity had claimed her breasts with affectionate persistence.

Because of all of it.

Her body was a MILF’s body. The term had never entered her vocabulary before the last few weeks, but she’d heard Rosalind use it casually — “the MILF market is insatiable” — and understood what it meant. A mature woman’s body. A body that had lived and shown the evidence. A body that drove men insane precisely because it wasn’t the untouched porcelain of youth but the lived-in warmth of experience.

She pulled on the sheer corset. No undergarments. The neckline plunged to display her cleavage with engineering precision — Lysa’s genius at work. She tugged it lower than necessary. Studied the result.

Massive cleavage. Nipples visible through the thin fabric, dark circles against white cotton. The curve of her ass emphasized by the fitted skirt. Her hair loose, silver-threaded chestnut cascading past her shoulders.

She looked like someone who expected to be looked at.

She looked like someone who would punish you for not looking.

She went back to the floor.



The grey-bearded warrior regular — the one who’d been visiting twice weekly since Mirelle started wearing the cleavage corset — was seated at his usual table. He had a mug of ale and a companion, another veteran, and they were discussing the logistics of their next Blackwell Mine expedition with the methodical seriousness of men who’d survived enough delves to take planning seriously.

The conversation stopped when Mirelle approached.

The warrior’s companion tracked her from the moment she emerged from the hallway. His eyes performed the involuntary descent that Mirelle’s body demanded — face, chest, cleavage, stay on the cleavage, force yourself to look up, fail, return to cleavage.

The warrior himself — who’d had weeks to develop tolerance and still hadn’t — took one look at Mirelle in the fresh corset, with the neckline tugged to its lowest point and her nipples pressing against the fabric, and spilled his ale for the second time that day.

Mirelle smiled. Not her service smile. Her power smile — the one she’d discovered recently, the one that said she knew exactly what she was doing and enjoyed the effect.

“On the house,” she said, sweeping up the spilled mug and replacing it with a fresh one. She leaned forward to set the new mug down, and the lean brought her neckline to within inches of the warrior’s face. He could see straight down her dress — past the deep canyon of her cleavage to the warm shadow of her navel and beyond.

His companion made a sound that suggested he was either deeply impressed or having a minor cardiac event.

“Thank you, ma’am,” the warrior managed.

Twenty-sovereign tip. Her biggest ever. She collected it with the satisfied grace of a woman who’d learned that her body was an asset worth more than any ledger entry.



The evening rush brought the usual crowd, amplified by word-of-mouth about the Stag’s new services. Mirelle worked the floor in her braless corset, and the effect was cumulative — each hour she spent among customers, each lean and reach and brush of contact, built the atmosphere of the room into something charged and profitable.

Multiple customers “accidentally” brushed against her as she moved through the crowded room. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t redirect. Positioned herself so the contact happened on her terms — her hip against a seated man’s arm, her breast grazing a standing customer’s shoulder, the brief, electric contact that said you can look and you can almost touch but what you want belongs to someone else.

Theron watched from behind the bar. His cock had been hard for an hour. His MILF lover — the mother of his two other lovers, the household manager who’d spent the better part of a decade being invisible — was deliberately teasing an entire tavern full of men. Getting off on their attention. Loving their hungry eyes on her cleavage, her hips, her swaying walk. Knowing that every one of them wanted her. Knowing that she went home to him.

He caught her in the hallway during a transition between the main room and the kitchen. Pushed her against the wall with a firmness that made her gasp.

“You’re driving me insane,” he growled.

Her face was flushed. Her eyes were bright. Her full breasts heaved against his chest with quick, aroused breathing.

“Good,” she said. The confident, hungry grin of a woman who’d just discovered power and intended to use it. “Now take me to bed and show me what that insanity looks like.”

“Can’t wait that long.”

“Then don’t.”



The storage room. Door locked. Customers fifteen feet away on the other side of the wall, drinking ale and having no idea what was happening in the space they’d passed on the way to the privy.

Theron bent Mirelle over a barrel. Hiked her skirt up around her waist — no smallclothes, just bare wet pussy, already soaking from an evening of exhibitionist arousal. Her swollen lips glistened in the dim light, slick strands of arousal connecting her thighs. She was dripping. Had been dripping since the warrior spilled his ale at the sight of her cleavage.

“Quick,” she whispered. “Before someone notices we’re both gone.”

He freed his cock, gripped her hip with one hand, and drove inside her in a single stroke. No teasing. No buildup. Just his rigid shaft splitting her drenched pussy open and burying to the hilt. She bit down on her forearm to muffle the moan that would have been a scream if she’d let it loose. Her pussy was scalding hot, swollen from hours of unfulfilled arousal, and she clenched around him immediately — tight, desperate, her body seizing what it had been craving all night.

He fucked her fast and hard. No romance, no extended worship. Just raw, animal need — his cock driving into her soaking cunt while she braced against the barrel and fought to keep quiet. The barrel rocked with each thrust. Her heavy breasts spilled free of the loosened corset, swinging beneath her in wild arcs, nipples grazing the barrel’s wooden surface. The wet, obscene sounds of their joining — the slap of his hips against her massive ass, the liquid squelch of her arousal flooding around his cock — filled the small room.

The thrill of it was the exhibitionist’s ultimate drug. Customers were drinking and laughing fifteen feet away. Voices carrying through the wall. The clink of mugs. Laughter. And here she was, bent over a barrel with her skirt around her waist and her employer’s cock pounding her dripping pussy and her massive tits bouncing free.

“Faster,” Mirelle gasped into her arm. “I’m close. God, I’m so close already. Please, faster.”

He grabbed her wide hips with both hands and drove harder. The barrel scraped against the stone floor. Her generous ass rippled with each impact, the slap of flesh against flesh louder than was safe. Her pussy was flooding — her juices dripping down her inner thighs, coating his shaft, making each thrust wetter and louder.

She came with her teeth sunk into her forearm, the sound escaping as a strangled, shaking whimper that was a scream forced through a cage of clenched jaw and desperate quiet. Her pussy locked around his cock in hard, milking spasms — rhythmic, crushing contractions that gripped his shaft and pulled, her entire body shuddering against the barrel.

He buried himself deep and came inside her. Thick, hot spurts flooding her spasming pussy while she trembled and whimpered against the wood. Each pulse drew a tiny gasp from her — she could feel every rope of cum filling her, hot and heavy, and she pushed back greedily to take it all, her pussy milking his shaft with greedy, involuntary contractions until he was drained.

“God,” she breathed. “We just—in the storage room—with customers right—”

“Yes.”

“That was—”

“Yes.”

She straightened. Tugged her skirt down. His cum began to seep from her immediately, a warm trail tracking down her inner thigh beneath the fabric. She didn’t clean up. Smoothed her hair, checked her reflection in the cracked mirror, adjusted her neckline to its most provocative angle.

“Back to work,” she said, as if she hadn’t just been fucked over a barrel ten feet from her customers. “Those adventurers won’t serve themselves.”

She returned to the floor with his cum dripping down her thighs beneath her skirt and the satisfied glow of a woman who’d just had a quickie and was already thinking about the next one.

Tips remained spectacular for the rest of the night.


Chapter 24: Groping Economy Peak

The C-rank adventuring company that walked through the Prancing Stag’s doors that evening smelled of Feywood sap, orc blood, and the wild desperation of people who’d been ninety seconds from death four hours ago.

Fifteen of them. A full company — warriors, scouts, a reluctant healer who looked like he’d aged ten years in one afternoon. They’d taken a contract to clear a fungal infestation in the deep Feywood, the kind of job that started routine and escalated to near-catastrophe when the fungi turned out to be sentient and angry. Three of their number were in the healing temple. The rest were here, alive and spending, because survival demanded celebration.

They filled three tables. Orders started coming before they’d fully sat down — ale, wine, the strongest spirits Mirelle’s kitchen could provide, food in quantities that suggested they hadn’t eaten since morning. Coin appeared on tables like it had been conjured. C-rank adventurers earned well for this exact reason: the money was good because the work might kill you, and the spending was lavish because you might not be alive to spend it tomorrow.

“All hands,” Theron told the household. “Every woman on the floor.”

Every woman on the floor.

Elara in her sheer blue dress, the backlit panels turning translucent under the tavern’s lanterns, her small perky body visible in silhouette every time she passed a light source. She moved through the crowd with practiced warmth, sitting with warriors, letting their hands rest on her shoulders and waist, her genuine smile earning trust and coin in equal measure.

Celia in her dark green corset dress, pale skin dramatic against the dark fabric, the side-slit revealing flashes of her long legs with each step. She served the scouts’ table — lean, handsome adventurers whose eyes tracked her with the focused attention of professionals assessing value. She held their gazes with cold confidence that translated into fascination.

Mirelle in the braless wine-red corset, her massive cleavage catching every eye in the room, nipples pressing against the thin fabric with each breath. She served the main warrior table — the older, more experienced fighters who appreciated a mature woman’s body with the reverence of men who’d seen enough death to understand what life looked like.

Rosalind handled overflow from the back room, her professional services in demand from the company members who wanted more than food and drink. She emerged between clients to help serve, her blouse perpetually disheveled, her green eyes bright with the satisfaction of a busy night.

Sable split time between gloryhole shifts and floor service, her dark curls and caramel skin standing out among the paler household. She brought ale to the healer’s table with gentle warmth that the exhausted man clearly needed more than the drink.



The tips flowed like water.

Elara became a semi-permanent fixture on a scarred warrior’s lap. He was massive — six feet of muscle, a scar running from his jaw to his ear, hands like shovels. But his eyes were kind, his manner respectful, and his coin generous. His calloused hands roamed freely — along Elara’s bare thighs where the sheer dress rode up, around her waist, cupping her small breasts through the translucent fabric. She leaned into the contact, whispered in his ear, made him laugh with a story she was probably fabricating.

Thirty sovereigns before midnight. Her personal record.

Celia attracted a handsome ranger — lean, dark-eyed, the kind of quiet intensity that she responded to. He offered coin to sit with her. She accepted with imperial grace. His gentle hands traced the edge of her corset, fingers dipping just below the neckline, stroking her pale collarbone where the skin was almost translucent. The intimacy of the touch — not grabbing, not groping, but tracing — hit Celia in a different place than the crude attention she usually tolerated. She held his gaze and felt something she was learning to identify as genuine enjoyment.

Fifteen sovereigns for twenty minutes of attention. She found herself hoping he’d come back.

Mirelle’s encounter was the evening’s centerpiece. An older adventurer — grey-haired but built like a fortress, with the quiet stillness of a man who’d been killing things for longer than Theron had been alive — paid twenty sovereigns to sit with her. Not for groping. For proximity.

His eyes never left her massive cleavage. He stared the way a starving man stares at bread — with hunger too deep for shame. When his hand settled on her thick thigh, she didn’t flinch. Let it rest there. Heavy, warm, the touch of a man who could crush bone with that hand but used it to hold a woman’s leg with trembling gentleness.

His fingers slid higher. Along her thigh, above the stocking line, pushing the hem of her skirt upward. She caught her breath but didn’t stop him. Dangerous proximity. Public setting. His calloused fingertips inches from discovering she wore nothing beneath the skirt. Her pulse accelerated. Her pussy clenched.

When his fingertips brushed the hem of her skirt at its highest point — where bare skin met the absence of smallclothes, where discovery was seconds away — she gently redirected his hand back to mid-thigh.

“That’s extra,” she said with a smile that promised things she had no intention of delivering to him. Because the man she delivered those things to was watching from behind the bar with an erection that could anchor a ship.

Twenty sovereigns for the encounter. Plus the ten he’d already spent on ale. Plus the additional ten he’d spend on more ale to calm down.



The back room was a revolving door.

Rosalind handled four clients over the evening — a personal record for a single shift at the tavern. Between appointments, she emerged to help serve drinks, her professional polish undiminished by the volume of work. She handled each client with the individual attention that made her a legend at the harbor: adapting to preferences, maximizing satisfaction, ensuring repeat business through quality of service.

Sable handled three room clients and two gloryhole shifts. Seven encounters total. She moved between workspace and main floor with increasing confidence, the shy apprentice fully replaced by a young professional who understood her trade and was growing to love it.

The gloryhole served five additional anonymous clients over the evening — a steady stream of company members who preferred the wall’s anonymity to the personal touch of the room service. Six sovereigns each: thirty sovereigns gross from the wall alone.

Combined back-room revenue for the evening: seventy-two sovereigns gross. Rosalind and Sable’s share came to roughly fifty after Theron’s house cut and the gloryhole split. The math was staggering.



Total revenue for the night: over one hundred and eighty sovereigns.

Theron counted it twice. Then a third time, because the number seemed impossible.

One hundred and eighty sovereigns. In a single night. From a tavern that had been earning thirty-two per day when he inherited it. The margin between his father’s failure and his own success wasn’t measured in months anymore — it was measured in multiples.

Late night. The company had cleared out, leaving generous tips and the promise of return. The tavern was empty except for the household, gathered around the main table in the warm, exhausted aftermath of their most profitable evening.

Rosalind wiped her face with a warm cloth. A streak of cum from her last client was still drying near her hairline, which she addressed with the casual hygiene of a woman for whom this was an occupational detail rather than a crisis. “This is just the beginning. Wait until the Fleet comes in. Sailor shore leave triples our client base.”

Sable rubbed her jaw with a wince that was half discomfort, half pride. “Seven clients. I serviced seven men today.” She said it the way an athlete announces a personal best. “My jaw hurts.”

“Ice and willow bark,” Rosalind advised. “Professional hazard. The jaw strengthens.”

Mirelle adjusted her corset with the careful movement of a woman whose breasts had been the target of ale, attention, and barely-redirected groping hands all evening. “I let a stranger’s hand between my thighs for twenty sovereigns. And I’d do it again tomorrow.”

Elara leaned against Theron’s shoulder, drowsy and satisfied. “Thirty sovereigns. Just from sitting and being touched. That’s more than Papa made in a day.”

“That’s more than your papa made in three days,” Mirelle corrected. “In a good week.”

Celia examined her own hands — pale, unmarked, the hands of a woman who cleaned and served and had recently started calculating revenue projections. “The ranger offered to come back. Specifically asked for me.”

“Regular client,” Rosalind said approvingly. “The foundation of any good business.”

The household sat around the table in companionable exhaustion. Five women and one man who’d transformed a dying tavern into the most profitable establishment on Provision Lane. The ledger Marcus had left behind — the one with bitter margin notes and bankruptcy predictions — was wrong. Completely, emphatically, profitably wrong.

Theron closed the ledger and looked around the table. Rosalind was already half asleep, chin propped on her fist. Sable was rubbing her jaw. Elara’s breathing had gone slow and even against his shoulder.

“Bed,” Mirelle announced, with the authority of the woman who’d kept this household running long before it became profitable. “All of you. We do it again tomorrow.”

Nobody argued.


Chapter 25: Friday Dance — Empire on Display

The Prancing Stag’s sponsorship announcement echoed across the Trade Plaza for the second time in three weeks, and the crowd’s cheer was louder than before. Word had spread. The Stag’s reputation preceded it now — not just for the sponsored wine but for everything the tavern represented. Adventurers who’d survived dungeons needed a place to celebrate survival, and the Stag was where you went when you wanted every need met under one roof.

Theron arrived at the plaza with his household arranged around him like a coronation portrait.

Elara on his left arm, in the sheer blue dress that turned translucent every time she passed a lantern. She clung to his arm with the possessive warmth of a woman who’d staked her claim months ago and intended to remind everyone of it. Her honey-blonde hair caught the lantern light, her cornflower-blue eyes bright with the social excitement of someone who genuinely loved these Friday events.

Celia on his right, walking beside him with the cool confidence she’d developed over weeks of competitive self-improvement. The dark green dress made her pale skin glow, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders, the corset giving her small breasts enough cleavage to draw second looks. She didn’t cling to his arm — she walked alongside him as an equal, which for Celia was a more significant statement of possession than any physical contact.

Behind them: Mirelle.

The wine-red corset that launched a thousand spilled drinks. Her spectacular breasts presented like offerings to the evening air, the deep neckline catching lantern light and shadow in alternating stripes of skin and fabric. She walked with the deliberate hip-sway she’d been perfecting all week — the one that made her enormous ass shift visibly beneath the fitted skirt, the one that created a gravitational pull on every pair of eyes within fifty yards.

She wasn’t hiding behind her daughters anymore. She walked among them as what she was — a woman of extraordinary physical presence who’d stopped pretending she didn’t know it.

Rosalind and Sable were present but separate — employees enjoying the evening off, not part of the personal display. Rosalind wore a green dress that showed generous cleavage but maintained a distinction between professional identity and household intimacy. Sable’s wild curls were loose for once, framing her caramel face, and she moved through the crowd with the growing confidence of someone who’d found her place.

The visual statement was unmistakable. The tavern master’s women. Happy. Gorgeous. Claimed.



Vincent watched from across the plaza.

He stood near the wine merchant’s pavilion with a cup gripped tight enough to crack glass, his blue eyes tracking the Stag’s household with the focused attention of a man cataloguing injustices. His dark hair, silver at the temples, caught the lantern light. His merchant’s smile was nowhere in evidence.

He approached during a lull, when Theron was between dances, refreshing his own wine. The forced pleasantness of his expression would have been transparent to a child.

“Quite the entourage,” Vincent said, his eyes performing the involuntary tour of the household that everyone in the plaza had conducted at least once. “Profitable tavern, multiple women, prostitutes under your roof. You’ve come far from the boy who couldn’t afford sign repair.”

“The sign is fixed,” Theron said. “The business is thriving. The women are happy. Is there something specific you needed, Vincent?”

“Just observing.” His blue eyes found Elara across the plaza, where she danced with a young adventurer, and the ghost of his earlier pursuit flickered across his face before he controlled it. “Wondering how long this lasts before something… tips over.”

The threat was vague because he had nothing concrete to back it. Vincent was a merchant with grudges, not a strategist with weapons. He resented what he couldn’t have and couldn’t control, but resentment without leverage was just noise.

“The market for warnings appears saturated,” Theron said. “Can I get you another drink?”

Vincent’s jaw flexed. He retreated without answering, crossing the plaza to where a merchant Theron didn’t recognize waited. They exchanged quiet words, both glancing toward the Stag’s household with expressions that ranged from calculating to hostile.

The unknown merchant was tall, well-dressed, with the bearing of someone accustomed to authority. Not a city official — too well-groomed. Not an adventurer — too clean. A business rival? An ally of Vincent’s? Someone with the kind of connections that could make trouble beyond what petty grudges could manufacture?

Theron filed the observation. Mentioned it to Celia later, knowing her analytical mind would worry it like a dog with a bone until she’d assessed every possibility.

The cold war continued. No immediate threat, but the alliance between Vincent and an unknown entity was a variable that would need monitoring.



The dance scenes played out across the plaza with the warm, chaotic energy of a city celebrating another week survived.

Theron danced with Mirelle publicly. His hand on her waist, pulling her close, her massive body pressing against his with the confidence of a woman who’d stopped caring what the plaza thought. Her breasts pillowed against his chest. Her hips ground against his when the music turned slow. The entire plaza watched the tavern owner dance with his voluptuous household manager, and everyone drew the correct conclusion.

Nobody commented. The off-duty city guards — Wrenfeld’s men, three of them, drinking the Stag’s free wine in grateful solidarity — were positioned throughout the crowd. Their uniforms were passive deterrent. Their presence said: this man has friends with authority, and whatever arrangement exists within his household is none of your concern.

Elara danced with young men from other taverns and merchant houses — cheerful, flirtatious, building reputation for the Stag through the simple mechanism of being beautiful and charming and associated with an establishment that people wanted to visit. Each dance partner left with the impression that the Prancing Stag was where interesting things happened and interesting women worked.

Celia danced once with Theron — precise, elegant, the footwork she’d practiced paying dividends. The cold mask slipped during the dance and something softer showed through — not warmth exactly, but satisfaction. Dancing well meant performing well, and performance was validation, and validation was what Celia lived for. She also danced once alone — a solo turn near the fountain that drew several admiring glances, which she pretended not to notice while secretly cataloguing each one.



Maren found Theron between dances, pulling him aside near the fountain where the water sound provided conversational cover.

“I’m late,” she said. “Still. Two and a half weeks now.”

Her copper-red hair was loose for the evening, catching the lantern light like living flame. Her emerald-green eyes were steady but carried the weight of a woman sharing news that changed calculations.

“I think I’m pregnant,” she continued. “Seraphine’s appointment is in four days. But I know my body. Five pregnancies teach you the signs.”

“Whose?”

“Doesn’t matter. Could be yours. Could be Orin’s. Could be the last sailor I serviced before switching entirely to house calls.” She shrugged — a gesture that made her enormous breasts shift beneath her dress in a way that was casually spectacular. “What matters is: if I’m pregnant, the quest has its candidate. I’m a pregnant redhead. Lysa gets what she wants. You get the trade route.”

“Don’t tell anyone yet,” he said.

“I wasn’t planning to. But I wanted you to know. The pieces are falling into place.” She touched his arm — the warm, familiar contact of a woman who’d been his lover for months and his coconspirator for weeks. “Talk to Lysa after I confirm. Set the timing. We can do the ritual while I’m still early enough to be comfortable and late enough to be obviously pregnant.”

He nodded. The quest chain was advancing with the steady inevitability of a well-planned supply route.

Maren squeezed his arm. “Go dance with your women. Enjoy what you’ve built. The business planning can wait until Monday.”

She disappeared back into the crowd, her red hair a beacon in the lantern-lit plaza. Her walk had the easy sway of a woman who might be carrying new life and was entirely at peace with the ambiguity.



The dance wound down as it always did — the music slowing, the wine running low, the crowd thinning as couples paired off and groups headed to establishments and homes. The Stag’s household gathered near the plaza’s edge, slightly drunk, thoroughly satisfied, their collective presence a statement no one in Amoria would soon forget.

The tavern master and his women. Five visible, two more back at the Stag. An empire of flesh and business and carefully cultivated power.

They walked home through the warm evening streets, Elara humming a dance tune, Celia’s heels clicking on the cobblestones, Mirelle’s hip brushing Theron’s with each step.

Behind them, the plaza emptied. The lanterns dimmed. And somewhere in the thinning crowd, Vincent Morell spoke quietly with his unknown merchant ally about leverage and timing and the vulnerabilities of men who built empires from pleasure.


Chapter 26: Lysa’s Requirements — Deeper

The Craftsmen’s Ward was quieter on weekday mornings, the workshops humming with focused activity rather than the bustle of market days. Theron passed Torven’s workshop — closed, the dwarf probably sleeping off the satisfaction of another completed project — and pushed through Lysa’s dress shop door.

The bell chimed its musical note. Fabric bolts stood in their organized gradients. The half-finished evening gown in midnight blue had progressed since his last visit, now sporting an intricate beadwork collar that caught the morning light.

Lysa emerged from the back with measuring tape around her neck and silver-blonde hair in an elegant braid. Her violet-blue eyes found him with the mild, centuries-deep amusement that characterized most of her interactions with human urgency.

“Theron Ashwick. Twice in three weeks. Your household must be hard on dresses.”

“They’re hard on everything.” He set the replacement dress invoice on the counter. “And I have questions about the affinity.”

Lysa set aside her work with the patience of someone who measured time in decades. “Ask.”

“The mechanism. Explain it more specifically.”

She leaned against her cutting table, arms crossed, silver-blonde hair catching the light. “The elf-kin affinity is a half-elf magical trait. Think of it as a signature — a magical marker that identifies the bearer as ‘elf-friend’ to the Velmoor gate wards. The wards are old magic, centuries of elven craft. They recognize the affinity and permit passage. Without it, the gates remain sealed.”

“And you can transfer this signature.”

“Through intimate contact, yes. The magical energy flows through arousal — specifically, my arousal. When I’m in a state of genuine sexual excitement, the energy becomes transferable through skin contact. The more intense my arousal, the stronger and longer-lasting the transfer.”

“Hence the requirement.”

“Hence the requirement.” Her violet eyes gleamed with the keen light of someone discussing their deepest appreciation. “A pregnant redhead. My specific aesthetic obsession. The combination produces the most intense arousal response my body generates, which in turn produces the strongest and most durable affinity transfer.”

“Thirty days per transfer.”

“Approximately. Renewable by repeating the process. The elves don’t care how you got the affinity or how you maintain it. They care that it’s present when you approach their gates.”

Theron pushed further. “What exactly would you do? With the pregnant woman?”

Lysa considered the question with the directness of someone who’d had eighty years to become comfortable discussing desire. “I would worship her body. That’s the accurate term — worship. The pregnant form is, to my sensibility, the most beautiful expression of creation in the natural world. The rounded belly, the fullness of the breasts, the particular glow that pregnancy produces in the skin. When that form has red hair — copper, auburn, strawberry, any shade of red — the combination exceeds beauty and becomes transcendent.”

She described what she would do with measured, elegant precision. Trace the belly with reverent fingers. Feel the warmth of life beneath the skin. Kiss the stretch marks as evidence of creation’s physical toll — evidence she found beautiful rather than imperfect. Worship the enlarged breasts, the darkened nipples, the visible changes that pregnancy wrought on the female form.

“I would bring her to climax through oral attention,” Lysa continued. “Slowly. With patience. Honoring both the woman and the life she carries. It’s an experience most pregnant women find deeply pleasurable — the body is already sensitized by hormonal changes, and skilled attention to those sensitivities produces remarkable results.”

“And then the transfer.”

“Then I would be in a state of intense arousal — genuine, deep, the kind that only my specific aesthetic trigger produces. At that point, I would have sex with you. The energy transfers through the sexual contact. You would feel it — a warmth, a tingling. The affinity imprints on your biological signature and remains for approximately thirty days.”

“The pregnant woman would need to be willing.”

“Absolutely. Beauty appreciated under duress is no beauty at all. My arousal requires genuine participation. A reluctant subject produces no response in me, and without my response, no transfer occurs.” She paused. “I’m not a predator, Theron. I’m an aesthete. I appreciate beauty in a specific form. The difference matters.”

He believed her. Lysa carried herself with the quiet dignity of someone who understood her desires completely and had spent decades integrating them into her identity without shame. She wasn’t desperate or coercive. She was direct about what moved her, offered fair trade for its provision, and accepted the transaction’s terms with professional grace.

“I may have a candidate,” he said. “Maren Thornley. She’s possibly pregnant. She’s red-haired. She’s willing.”

“The grocer?” Lysa’s eyebrows rose — a subtle motion that conveyed significant interest from someone usually impassive. “I know Maren. She buys fabric from me occasionally. A striking woman. If she’s pregnant and willing, she would be…” Lysa searched for the right word with the care of someone who lived between languages. “Magnificent.”

“She needs to confirm with the Temple first. Seraphine’s appointment is in a few days.”

“Take your time.” Lysa’s patience was genuine — the patience of someone who’d waited decades for less and survived. “But I should mention: fleet season is approaching. If you want to establish the Velmoor route before the autumn trading window, the timing matters. The elves do their bulk purchasing in early autumn. Arriving before that window means positioning yourself as a supplier before their demand peaks.”

Economic urgency layered onto magical requirement layered onto personal desire. The quest chain had multiple motivations, each reinforcing the others.

“I’ll confirm within the week,” Theron said.

Lysa nodded. She reached behind the counter and produced the replacement dresses — six packages, wrapped in her signature silver paper. “These should last longer than the previous set. I’ve reinforced the stress points based on your household’s… vigorous activity patterns.”

“Appreciated.”

“One more thing.” She handed him the packages, her violet-blue eyes holding his with half-elf intensity. “The transfer experience is genuinely pleasurable for all participants. Whatever your expectations, I assure you the reality exceeds them. I’ve had decades to refine my approach. Consider it a benefit of doing business with someone who has centuries to perfect their craft.”



The supply run to Maren’s shop followed naturally from the dress pickup. Same route, different purpose.

Maren was behind the counter, sorting vegetables with the efficient hands of someone who’d been running this shop for longer than Theron had been alive. Her copper-red hair caught the morning light through the shop’s front window, and her emerald-green eyes found him with the warmth she reserved for the man who fucked her weekly and had facilitated her godson’s sexual awakening.

“Lysa’s requirements,” Theron said, leaning against the counter. “If the Velmoor route opens, your produce sells at fifty percent markup to elves. You supply, I transport. We split the margin.”

“We discussed this.”

“Now I have details. The transfer ritual requires Lysa to be genuinely aroused by the pregnant woman. She’d worship your body, bring you to orgasm through oral attention, then have sex with me to transfer the affinity. Thirty-day duration, renewable.”

Maren’s copper eyebrows rose. Then she laughed — the deep, warm sound of a woman who found life’s absurdities consistently entertaining. “A beautiful half-elf wants to worship my pregnant body, go down on me, and then fuck you. This is a business negotiation?”

“This is Amoria.”

“This is remarkable even by Amoria’s standards.” She leaned on the counter, her enormous breasts settling on the wood, her freckled face thoughtful. “And Lysa’s price?”

“A pregnant redhead. Willing, present, genuinely participating.”

Maren’s hand moved to her stomach. The gesture had become habitual over the past week — the unconscious check of a woman who suspected life was growing. “Seraphine’s appointment is in two days. If I’m confirmed…”

“Then we have everything Lysa needs.”

“How convenient,” Maren said. The same phrase she’d used before, but warmer now. More certain. Her hand pressed flat against her belly. “You know, Dane would have loved this. He’d have volunteered me before I could finish the sentence. ‘Beautiful half-elf wants to pleasure my wife? When can we start?’”

“You sound like you’re ready.”

“I’m past ready. I married a man who shared me with three other women simultaneously. I’ve participated in group encounters that would make Rosalind raise an eyebrow. A pretty half-elf kissing my belly and going down on me while you watch is approximately a two on my personal adventure scale.”

She smiled. The smile of a woman who’d lived fully, loved fiercely, and refused to let propriety diminish either.

“Confirm with Seraphine,” Theron said. “Then we move.”

“Two days,” Maren agreed. “Two days and we’ll know.”

He left the shop with vegetables under one arm and a quest chain advancing under the other. The pieces were assembling with the satisfying precision of a well-played strategy. Maren’s pregnancy — probable. Lysa’s requirement — clear. The Velmoor trade route — approaching.

The Velmoor route was within reach.


Chapter 27: Consolidation — The Stag Ascendant

The tavern was dark. Doors locked. The last customer — a stubborn D-rank who’d nursed his final ale for forty minutes while staring at Mirelle’s cleavage like it contained the answers to life’s mysteries — had been gently escorted out by Celia’s particular brand of cold authority.

Midnight. Theron sat at the main hall’s largest table with the ledger open, candle casting long shadows across pages filled with numbers that would have made his father weep.

Revenue: averaging one hundred and twenty sovereigns daily. Up from the thirty-two per day when Marcus had drowned in a canal and left his son a dying tavern and three desperate employees.

The numbers told a story of transformation. Food and drink sales: steady forty to fifty sovereigns. Groping tips: twenty to thirty. Back-room revenue from Rosalind and Sable’s personal services: twenty to thirty. Gloryhole revenue: fifteen to twenty-five. Special event nights: surges to one hundred and eighty.

Expenses: managed. Supplies from Maren’s shop, wine from Vincent’s (still fair-priced, grudges aside), minor upkeep. Staff: no wages, exactly — the women earned through the tip system and the revenue splits that Rosalind had negotiated. The household functioned on shared prosperity rather than traditional employment.

Savings: growing. The seven-hundred-sovereign gloryhole investment was paying itself back ahead of schedule. Emergency fund established. Future investment capital accumulating.

Reputation: the Stag is where adventurers go. Period. Captain Wrenfeld’s guards drank free every third visit and spread the word through barracks conversations. C-rank companies booked tables in advance for post-delve celebrations. Even the Collegium scholars had started appearing, haggling for rare components between drinks.

Theron closed the ledger and sat in the silence. Five months of work distilled into numbers that his father wouldn’t have believed possible. The Prancing Stag wasn’t the dying enterprise Marcus had left behind. It was the most profitable establishment on Provision Lane. Possibly the most profitable on the south side of the canal.

Footsteps on the stairs. The household, drawn by the gravity of the witching hour and the pull of Theron’s presence at the table.



Mirelle came first. Of course she did — the household manager’s internal clock was calibrated to the tavern’s rhythms, and she knew when ledger review happened even in her sleep.

She wore a soft sleeping dress that hid nothing of her massive curves. No corset at this hour, just thin cotton over heavy breasts and wide hips and the body that had become the Stag’s unofficial mascot. She brought tea — because Mirelle always brought tea when someone was working late. Set the cup beside the ledger and sat down next to him, close enough that her thigh pressed against his beneath the table.

She was comfortable being seen now. The transformation of the past weeks had stripped away decades of concealment, and the woman who remained was warmer, brighter, and more present than the one who’d hidden behind conservative necklines and maternal duty.

Elara appeared next. Sheer nightgown, honey-blonde hair loose, the drowsy warmth of a woman who’d been sleeping but felt the pull of gathering. She leaned against Theron’s other shoulder with the boneless grace of someone who considered his body an extension of her furniture.

“Ledger night?” she murmured.

“Numbers night.”

“Good numbers?”

“Very good numbers.”

She hummed satisfaction and pressed closer.

Celia emerged from the hallway. She didn’t pretend she hadn’t been coming to join them — a milestone in its own right, as Celia’s natural state was pretending she wasn’t doing exactly what she clearly intended. She sat across the table, dark hair loose over pale shoulders, grey-blue eyes sharp despite the hour.

“How good?” she asked, because Celia’s interest in numbers was genuine and detailed.

“Averaging one twenty daily. Gloryhole ahead of schedule on return. Total monthly revenue approximately three thousand six hundred. Expenses approximately one thousand. Net profit: twenty-six hundred monthly.”

Celia’s pale eyebrows rose. “That’s more than most merchant houses on Provision Lane.”

“Considerably more.”

Rosalind and Sable appeared in the doorway. Not part of the intimate household circle exactly, but adjacent. Present. Connected by shared purpose if not shared bed.

Rosalind leaned against the doorframe, her blouse buttoned wrong — probably just woke up. Sable hovered behind her, dark curls escaping every attempt at sleep-braids, amber eyes bright despite the hour.

“Midnight gathering?” Rosalind said. “Did someone die or is this a celebration?”

“Revenue review.”

“My favorite kind of celebration.” She didn’t sit at the table — the boundary between employee and household was acknowledged even at midnight. But she stayed in the doorway, listening, present.

Five women gathered around one nineteen-year-old tavern owner at midnight. The absurdity wasn’t lost on Theron. Six months ago, the total number of women who’d shown any interest in him was zero. Now he had a mother and both her daughters in his household as lovers, a widow on weekly rotation with occasional godson threesomes, and two professional sex workers earning revenue under his roof.

The universe had gone insane. Or he had. Or both. Either way, the numbers were exceptional.



The conversation drifted from revenue to future, the way late-night conversations do when people are tired enough for honesty.

“Maren’s pregnancy,” Theron said. “Unconfirmed but likely. If positive: Lysa’s quest has a candidate. The Velmoor trade route opens. New revenue stream.”

Mirelle nodded. “Maren mentioned it to me yesterday. She’s certain. Five pregnancies gives you a sense for these things.”

“The trade route would add what?” Celia asked. “Fifty percent markup on produce?”

“Approximately. Plus trinket resale. Rosalind’s projections say two hundred additional sovereigns monthly.”

“My projections are conservative,” Rosalind said from the doorway. “They always are. I learned the hard way that overestimating and underdelivering is worse than the reverse.”

Another thread: the Sable-Elara friendship. Deepening daily, pulling Elara’s curiosity toward territories she hadn’t explored. Theron glanced at his honey-blonde lover, drowsy against his shoulder.

“Sable told me more about the wall today,” Elara murmured, half asleep. “How it works. The anonymity. She says it’s freeing.”

“Interesting?” Theron asked, echoing her earlier assessment.

“Still interesting.” She paused. “Still not for me.” Another pause, longer. “But still interesting.”

Mirelle’s exhibitionism: accelerating. She’d graduated from braless corsets to deliberate customer contact, from accidental exposure to strategic positioning. The line between presenting herself and servicing moved incrementally with each shift, each encounter, each twenty-sovereign tip earned from a stranger’s hand on her thigh.

“I’ve been thinking,” Mirelle said, fingers tracing the edge of her tea cup, “about the dresses. The next order from Lysa. Something more… accessible. Easier to adjust during service. The current design requires complete removal for—” She caught herself. Blushed. “For wardrobe adjustments.”

“Wardrobe adjustments,” Celia repeated flatly.

“Quick-access modifications,” Mirelle corrected with a dignity that was undermined by the flush spreading across her spectacular chest.

Rosalind, from the doorway: “I can recommend specific design modifications for professional-grade wardrobe accessibility. Lysa would understand the specifications.”

The gloryhole expansion was the next infrastructure conversation. Rosalind had been thinking about scale.

“I know girls at the harbor who’d jump at this arrangement,” she said. “Two more workers, alternating shifts, and we could run the wall twelve hours daily instead of eight. The demand is there. I’ve had to turn clients away during peak hours.”

“Additional housing?” Theron asked.

“The room next to ours. Basic conversion, similar to what Torven did for us. Fifty sovereigns. Two more beds, shared facilities.”

More workers. More revenue. More infrastructure. The Stag could scale. The question was how far and how fast.

And in the background: Vincent’s scheming. The unknown merchant at the Friday dance. The cold war that simmered without resolution. Celia logged the intelligence and promised a threat assessment by end of week.

And the pregnancies. Elara’s breeding talk was constant. Celia was competitive even here — “If she gets pregnant first, I’ll never hear the end of it.” Mirelle had been claimed without protection. Maren was probably already carrying. Multiple pregnancies were becoming statistically inevitable.



The conversation wound down as tiredness asserted its authority. Rosalind and Sable retreated to their quarters with quiet goodnights. Celia stood, stretched with the unconscious grace of a woman who didn’t know she was beautiful, and headed for the hallway.

Mirelle began collecting tea cups with habitual efficiency. Elara remained attached to Theron’s shoulder like a particularly affectionate barnacle.

“Are you happy?” Elara asked. The question was simple, sincere, asked with the drowsy directness of someone too tired for pretense.

Theron looked around the table. At the main hall of the Prancing Stag — warm, well-lit, clean, profitable. At the ledger with its ascending numbers. At the women who’d gathered at midnight because where he was felt like where they should be.

Mother and both daughters in his household. Each his lover. A widow and her godson on his weekly schedule. Two prostitutes earning revenue under his roof. A gloryhole generating profit. A quest to open an elven trade route. A city guard captain who drank for free and looked the other way.

“I’m nineteen years old,” he said, “and I’ve built something my father couldn’t even imagine.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

He pulled her close. Kissed the top of her honey-blonde head. Felt her small body settle against his with the complete trust of total belonging.

“Yeah,” he said. “I’m happy.”

Mirelle reached across the table. Squeezed his hand. Her hazel eyes were soft with something that might have been love or might have been gratitude or might have been the warmth of a woman who’d spent too long suffering and was finally, comprehensively done.

Celia, from the hallway, didn’t say anything. But her foot nudged his under the table before she disappeared upstairs.

Theron sat in the warm silence of the tavern and felt, for the first time since his father’s funeral, completely at peace.


Epilogue: Threshold

Dawn came to the Prancing Stag with the quiet authority of light that doesn’t ask permission.

Theron stood in the main hall alone. The tavern was still — that particular silence that exists in public spaces before they fill with people. The morning sun painted long rectangles on the floor through the front windows, illuminating dust motes that drifted like lazy promises. The stale smell of last night’s ale mixing with the ghost of Mirelle’s cooking. The distant sound of the city waking — cart wheels on cobblestones, a baker’s shutter opening, the cry of a dock-worker greeting the morning shift.

He stood behind the bar and looked at the room he’d inherited.

Twenty-four weeks since Marcus’s funeral. Twenty-four weeks since he’d stood in the rain outside this building, nineteen years old and terrified, listening to Father Aldric drone about endurance and suffering while his father’s coffin was lowered into wet earth. The tavern had smelled of stale ale and disappointment then. Three customers nursing drinks. Cobwebs in the corners. A broken sign swinging in the wind.

He’d been a virgin. Inexperienced. Completely lost.

Now the sign was fixed and gleaming — freshly carved and painted, the prancing stag rearing proudly in the morning light. The room was clean, well-furnished, organized for maximum capacity and maximum revenue. The ledger behind the bar showed numbers that climbed weekly. The reputation of the Prancing Stag extended beyond Provision Lane to the harbor, the Trade Plaza, the adventurer bulletin boards at the docks.

Five lovers under his roof. Elara, his first claimed — the cheerful waitress who’d become his devoted lover, who spoke of carrying his children with the casual certainty of a woman who’d decided her future and was simply waiting for biology to cooperate. Celia, the cold sister who’d become his anal specialist, competitive and proud and secretly warm beneath the frost. Mirelle, the MILF who’d surrendered eight years of denial in one volcanic night and hadn’t looked back since, her exhibitionism blooming like a flower that had been waiting for sunlight.

Rosalind and Sable, his professional employees — the sex worker and her apprentice, earning revenue and finding purpose in the tavern’s expanding operation. Rosalind, with her massive tits and genuine obsession with her craft. Sable, with her wild curls and amber eyes and the milestone orgasm that had confirmed her identity.

And Maren, weekly. The redheaded widow who’d taught him that desire was nothing to be ashamed of, who’d facilitated Orin’s forbidden needs, and who now carried what was probably a child in her belly — a child that might be Theron’s or Orin’s and whose conception mattered less than its potential to open a trade route to elven territory.

Revenue: most profitable tavern on Provision Lane. Gloryhole operational. Prostitute quarters established. City guard captain drinking free. Rival merchant seething but impotent.

Feared by enemies. Respected by allies. Valued by every adventurer who walked through the door with coin and need.



The future pressed against the present like water behind a dam.

Maren’s pregnancy — confirmed within days, probably. If positive, Lysa’s quest had its candidate. The Velmoor trade route would open, bringing new revenue, new connections, new complexity. The economics of the empire expanding beyond the city’s walls.

Elara’s gloryhole curiosity — seeded by Sable’s stories, watered by proximity, growing in the dark soil of a mind that said “not for me” about everything before eventually saying “well, maybe.” The discovery would come. Not today. Not this week. But inevitably, the way all of Elara’s boundaries had fallen — with wide-eyed curiosity followed by enthusiastic embrace.

The pregnancies — breeding talk becoming reality. Elara’s daily whispered demands for his cum. Celia’s competitive declaration that she’d conceive before her sister. Mirelle, claimed without protection, her fertile body exposed to his seed nightly. Maren, already possibly carrying. The mathematics of unprotected sex with multiple women leading to the inevitable conclusion.

Vincent’s machinations — the unknown merchant at the Friday dance, the whispered conversations, the cold war that simmered without clear threat. Something was forming in the shadows of Amoria’s merchant district. The question wasn’t whether Vincent would act, but when and how.



Footsteps on the stairs. Rosalind appeared, dressed for early work, her honey-blonde hair already in its practical tousle. She crossed the main hall with the easy confidence of someone who owned her place in the world and happened to live above a tavern.

“Morning, boss.” She paused at the bar, studying him with jade-green eyes that had seen more of life than most people twice her age. “You’re up early.”

“Couldn’t sleep.”

“Good dreams or bad dreams?”

“Planning dreams.”

She nodded. Poured herself water from the bar pitcher, drank it standing. In the morning light, without makeup or professional presentation, she looked younger. Softer. The woman beneath the sex worker — the mother of three, the mentor of one, the friend who’d taught a scared virgin boy how to fuck and how to think about fucking.

“You’re different,” she said, setting the cup down. “From the scared boy at the harbor. The one who watched me service a sailor and couldn’t stop blushing.”

“People change.”

“People adapt. You didn’t just change — you built something.” She gestured at the room. The clean tables, the stocked bar, the side-alley entrance to services that earned more than the ale ever would. “Your father would be proud. He talked about wanting the tavern to thrive — back when he could still get it up, back when we’d lie together afterward and he’d dream about possibilities he didn’t have the nerve to pursue.”

“You fucked my father.”

“I fucked your father when your father could still be fucked. Before the grief and the impotence took everything. He was a decent man who died badly. You’re building what he wished he could have built.” She paused. “That’s worth something.”

She headed for the back room. Stopped at the hallway entrance.

“First client’s at nine. Sailor who’s been waiting for shore leave for three weeks. He’ll be quick.” She grinned — the professional grin, the one that said I love my work and my work loves me back. “The wall’s ready. Sable’s taking the afternoon shift. I’ve got morning.”

She disappeared into the back. The sounds of her preparation — water running, supplies arranged, the professional ritual of a workspace being readied — drifted through the hallway.

Theron turned back to the empty tavern.

In an hour, it would fill. Mirelle would emerge from upstairs, braless and confident, to start breakfast. Elara would appear with her bright smile and her sheer dress. Celia would descend with cold precision and hidden warmth. The front door would open and the day would begin — customers, coin, the endless cycle of need and service that made the Prancing Stag function.

He’d built this from wreckage. From a dead man’s debt and a dying tavern and three women who’d been trapped by economic necessity. He’d built it with Rosalind’s education and Maren’s advocacy and his own growing understanding that pleasure and profit weren’t opposing forces — they were the same force, differently applied.

Theron picked up the ledger. Opened it to a fresh page. Began noting the day’s projected expenses and revenue with the steady hand of a man who knew exactly where he was going.


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Leo Thornvale. If you enjoyed this book, here’s how to get more:

	Leave a review — Even a quick star rating helps other readers find this book.

	Visit my website — Character galleries, sample chapters, and bonus content.

	Follow on Amazon — Get notified when new books drop. No spam, just releases.



More books from Leo Thornvale are waiting.

Thanks for being here.

Leo Thornvale
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