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Chapter 1: Fleet Season Warning

Theron woke with Elara’s hair in his face and her ass pressed against his cock.

Not the worst way to start a morning. Not even close. The worst way had involved Marcus’s funeral, cold rain, and a tavern that smelled like failure. That was nearly six months ago. Twenty-five weeks, if he was counting. Different lifetime. Different man entirely.

Elara stirred, shifted in her sleep, and her round little backside ground against his already-stiffening shaft. She did this every morning, supposedly unconscious. Though the way her mouth curved and her hips pressed back harder when he slid his arm around her waist made him wonder exactly how unconscious it really was.

“Too early,” she mumbled into the pillow.

“The sun’s up.”

“The sun is a liar.”

He kissed the curve of her neck. She shivered, arched back against him, and his cock slotted between her thighs like it had a homing instinct. Which, at this point, it basically did. Elara’s body was mapped territory. Every curve, every gasp, every spot that made her bite her lip and beg.

But they had work to do.

Theron forced himself out of bed. She groaned in protest, one cornflower-blue eye cracking open to watch him dress. The morning light caught her honey-blonde hair on the pillow, turned it into spun gold. Small perky tits barely covered by the rumpled sheet, nipples hardening in the cool air. Eighteen years old, his since the day he’d claimed her virginity, and still the prettiest thing he’d ever seen first thing in the morning.

“Get dressed,” he told her. “Full day ahead.”

“You’re a tyrant.”

“I’m your employer. Same thing.”

She laughed. That bright, easy sound that made the whole tavern feel warmer. Rolled out of bed, letting the sheet fall away completely. Her petite body on full display: small breasts with pink nipples, flat stomach, the curve of slim hips leading to legs that went on longer than you’d expect for a girl her height. She stretched her arms overhead, yawned, and every muscle in her compact frame went taut.

His cock throbbed. He looked away before he threw her back on the mattress and made them both late.

Downstairs, the kitchen was already alive with the sounds and smells of Mirelle doing what Mirelle did best. Cooking breakfast while making every man in the building painfully aware of her body.

She stood at the stove in that sheer corset. The wine-red one from Lysa’s shop, the one that pushed her massive breasts up and together into a canyon of cleavage so deep you could lose a hand in it. No undergarments. She hadn’t worn any since three weeks after he’d claimed her. Every step made those curves sway beneath the thin fabric. Every bend toward the oven pressed the dark circles of her nipples against the sheer material.

Thirty-eight years old. Two adult daughters he was also fucking. A body that would make a statue weep.

“Good morning,” she said without turning around. Mirelle always knew when he was staring. Sixth sense. Or maybe his breathing just got louder when he watched her ass shift beneath that tight skirt as she moved from counter to stove.

“Morning.” Theron sat at the head of the table. His cock was still half-hard from Elara’s wake-up routine, and now Mirelle’s curves were making things worse. Story of his life these days. Permanently aroused. Perpetually surrounded by women who made arousal unavoidable.

Two gorgeous sisters, their curvaceous mother, a widow who might be carrying his child, and two professional sex workers. All of them living under the same roof he slept in, and most of them sleeping in his bed on rotation.

He was nineteen years old.

Celia appeared from the hallway, dark hair pulled back in a severe bun that made her sharp cheekbones stand out like blades. Grey-blue eyes swept the kitchen with that analytical gaze that used to be pure judgment and now combined judgment with something far more useful: business acumen.

“Morning revenue from last night.” She sat across from him with a ledger she’d already filled with precise columns of numbers. “Hundred and eighteen sovereigns. Fourteen from the gloryhole, thirty-two from room clients, the rest from the floor.”

She was wearing the black corset that made her pale skin glow like marble, her B-cup breasts pushed up into modest cleavage she’d once tried desperately to hide. The side-slit skirt showed a flash of translucent thigh when she crossed her legs under the table. Once she’d have been horrified to be seen in it. Now she wore it like armor.

“Good night,” Theron said, scanning her numbers. She was meticulous. Every sovereign accounted for, every tip noted, every barrel of ale tracked against consumption. Celia had turned out to be the best business manager he could have hoped for. Ironic, considering she’d spent the first month of his ownership throwing shoes at him and calling him incompetent.

“Average night,” she corrected. “Good nights are Friday and Saturday. This was a Tuesday.”

Elara bounced in a minute later, freshly dressed in the sheer-paneled bodice that hid nothing when she stood between a customer and the lanterns. Micro-hem skirt barely past her thighs. She kissed his cheek as she passed. Quick. Casual. Proprietary. Grabbed bread from the counter.

“Morning, Mama. Morning, Celia.”

Mirelle turned, spatula in hand. Her hazel eyes swept both daughters with practiced maternal assessment. Checking for bruises, illness, heartbreak. Finding none, she returned to cooking. But Theron caught the way her gaze lingered on his hand where it rested on the table. The way her generous chest rose with a deeper breath. She’d heard Elara’s moans through the wall last night. She always heard them. And the sounds still made her wet.

He knew this because she’d told him. Explicitly. While riding his cock.

Three women who lived in his house. Three women he fucked regularly. A mother and both her daughters. Not related to him. All employees. All consenting adults who’d made their choices and seemed vigorously happy with them.

Plus Maren, the red-haired widow who ran the grocery store and might be carrying his child. Plus Sable, the caramel-skinned apprentice learning the sex trade under Rosalind’s proud tutelage. Plus a half-elf seamstress who’d promised magical powers in exchange for a very specific arrangement involving a pregnant redhead.

Not even twenty yet. And this was his life.

His father had drowned drunk in a canal. Now Theron ran the most profitable tavern on Provision Lane with a harem he hadn’t planned and couldn’t have imagined.

The front door opened and Rosalind swept in, bringing with her the faint scent of expensive soap and the unmistakable energy of a woman who genuinely loved her job. Golden-blonde hair tousled, jade-green eyes bright despite the early hour, her plush figure barely contained by a low-cut blouse that was more suggestion than fabric.

“Morning, everyone.” She dropped into a chair and reached for bread with the casual authority of someone who belonged. “Sable’s still sleeping. I worked her hard last night.”

Celia didn’t look up from the ledger. “She handled four room clients and three gloryhole shifts. Revenue is already accounted for.”

“Five room clients,” Rosalind corrected with professional precision. “The last one came in after you locked the ledger.”

Celia made a note. Even at breakfast, they were running the business.

“Fleet season.” Rosalind said it, and the two words changed the temperature of the room. She leaned forward, which meant her breasts rested on the table edge and her cleavage deepened into something pornographic. Theron was fairly sure she did it on purpose. With Rosalind, everything involving her body was on purpose.

“Trading fleet is due in three weeks,” she continued. “I worked the harbor for four fleet seasons. When those ships dock, every sailor with coin and shore leave will want exactly two things: ale and pussy. The Merry Tankard made triple revenue last fleet week. We have the gloryhole, we have the rooms, we have the reputation. We could make quadruple if we’re prepared.”

“Quadruple.” Celia’s pen stopped. She ran numbers in her head. Theron could see her doing it. Eyes unfocused, lips moving slightly. “If we average three hundred per day during a seven-day fleet week, that’s twenty-one hundred additional sovereigns. Minus supplies…”

“Supplies I can handle,” Mirelle said from the stove. “Order double from Maren a week before the fleet arrives. Bread, cheese, dried meats. Things that keep. And we’ll need extra linens for the back rooms.”

They’d done this before Theron could even ask. Rosalind with the strategic insight. Celia with the numbers. Mirelle with the logistics. His harem doubled as a management team, and they were terrifyingly good at it.

“Revenue update,” Theron said, pulling the conversation back. “Where are we sitting?”

Celia flipped to a summary page. “Daily average over the past two weeks: one hundred and twenty-five sovereigns. Savings: seventeen hundred and change. Gloryhole has paid for itself and is generating pure profit. Velmoor trade route is ready but not yet operational. Waiting on the elf-kin affinity from Lysa.”

One hundred and twenty-five daily. When he’d inherited, Marcus’s tavern was pulling in thirty-two on a good day. Barely covering the thirty-eight in daily expenses. Now they were clearing nearly ninety sovereigns a day in profit.

“We have no safety net, though,” Celia added, because she was constitutionally incapable of pure optimism. “Seventeen hundred sounds like a lot until something breaks. The gloryhole needs maintenance. Dress orders from Lysa eat into margins. And the back-room plumbing needs replacing before fleet season doubles the traffic.”

She was right. They were profitable but not wealthy. Not yet. The Velmoor trade route would change that. Lysa had promised fifty percent markup on vegetables to the elves, plus enchanted goods at cost for resale. But they needed the affinity first, and the affinity required a pregnant redhead.

Speaking of which.

The back door opened and Maren walked in carrying a crate of vegetables. She moved with the practiced efficiency of a woman who’d been running a grocery store since her husband died. Full-figured body cutting through the kitchen with economic grace. Rich copper-red hair caught the morning light from the window. Sharp eyes swept the room, noted everyone’s position, registered the business discussion underway.

“Morning delivery.” She set the crate down. “Onions, carrots, potatoes, and I threw in some of those mushrooms your adventurers go crazy for. Fifteen sovereigns.”

Her hand moved to her stomach. An unconscious gesture. Theron had been watching her do it more and more over the past week. Just resting her palm flat against her lower belly. No visible change yet, but the gesture was new. Protective. A touch that suggested she already knew something her body hadn’t confirmed.

She caught him looking. Her lips curved. “My appointment with Seraphine is tomorrow. I’ll know by noon.”

“I’ll come with you,” Theron said.

“You don’t need to—”

“I want to.”

The smile deepened. Those hungry green eyes, the ones that had been staring at young men with barely concealed longing since long before he’d met her, warmed with something softer than lust. Something that looked dangerously close to tenderness.

“Bring coin for the offering,” she said. “Seraphine’s services aren’t charity.”

After she left, Theron sat at the table with the dregs of breakfast and the grind of arithmetic. One hundred and twenty-five a day. Fleet season in three weeks. Lysa’s quest waiting on Maren’s confirmation. An elf-kin affinity he needed to open a trade route that could double their income permanently.

Celia cleared the plates. Mirelle hummed while cleaning the kitchen, her breasts swaying with every motion of her arms. Elara chatted with Sable, who’d finally emerged from the back room, wild dark curls even more untamed than usual, amber eyes still heavy with sleep. They were debating whether mushrooms sold better fried or pickled.

Five women in his house who depended on him. A sixth who brought vegetables and might be carrying his child. A seventh who would grant him magical powers in exchange for sexual favors. And somewhere in the city, Vincent Morell was plotting revenge he didn’t know was already irrelevant.

Theron mentally tallied his lovers. Elara, Celia, Mirelle, Maren, plus Sable as an employee he hadn’t personally claimed yet. Rosalind as a professional who reported to him but wasn’t romantically his. Lysa as an occasional magical transaction.

He really should write this down somewhere.

Not the lovers list. Celia would kill him if she found it. The schedule. Who got what night. When the rotations overlapped. Which woman needed what kind of attention.

Elara: most nights. Breeding talk, missionary or doggy, always finished inside her, always the emotional anchor.

Celia: every third night. Anal, competitive, needed to hear she was better or at least different.

Mirelle: two nights a week. Body worship, exhibitionist teasing, the MILF who’d discovered that being seen was the best aphrodisiac.

Maren: Fridays. Aggressive, vocal, widow hunger that never fully subsided no matter how many times he filled her.

Everyone else fit around those pillars.

He was nineteen and he needed a calendar to manage his sex life.

Marcus would have drowned himself laughing instead of in the canal.

Theron cleared the table, grabbed the ledger from Celia’s stack, and started planning for fleet season. Three weeks to prepare. Three weeks to confirm Maren’s pregnancy, complete Lysa’s ritual, open the Velmoor route, and expand revenue streams enough to build a real safety net.

Three weeks during which multiple beautiful women would continue to parade through his tavern in increasingly revealing outfits, sit on adventurers’ laps for tips, scream his name through thin walls at night, and remind him every waking moment that his inheritance included far more than a failing business.

Rosalind’s voice drifted from the hallway where she was coaching Sable on the day’s client schedule: “When the fleet docks, the wall won’t have a quiet minute for days. Rest up now, sweetheart. You’re going to need that jaw.”

Sable’s laugh carried through the tavern. Still a touch shy. Still new to confidence. But growing louder every week.

Three weeks. Theron could do a lot in three weeks.


Chapter 2: Confirmation

The Temple of Venara sat in the Sacred District like a jewel someone had dropped in a gutter. Beautiful, surprising, and slightly out of place among the austere stone churches that surrounded it. Where the Cathedral of Valdros loomed with stern grey walls and narrow windows designed to remind visitors how small and sinful they were, Venara’s temple sprawled in warm sandstone with a central courtyard open to the sky and art on every surface that would make Father Aldric clutch his robes in performative horror.

Though knowing Aldric, he’d clutch his robes with one hand and his cock with the other.

Theron walked beside Maren through the arched entrance, and the courtyard hit him the way it always did. The central statue dominated everything: Venara herself, carved in marble with obscene precision, riding Valdros with ecstatic abandon. Her body arched back, wearing nothing but an embroidered green scarf that the sculptor had somehow made look like it was about to fall off despite being carved from solid stone. One hand held wheat stalks growing from a miniature field. Fertility. The other held fruit from a sculpted orchard. Abundance. And beneath her, Valdros lay back with an expression that managed to be both divine and deeply satisfied.

The first time Theron had seen it, his cock had gotten hard. He’d felt guilty about that for roughly thirty seconds.

“Stop staring at the statue’s tits,” Maren said. “We have an appointment.”

“I wasn’t—”

“You were. Every man does. Venara wouldn’t mind. She’d probably be disappointed if you didn’t.” She threaded her arm through his and steered him past the Five Graces portraits that lined the cloister walls.

He tried not to look at the paintings. Failed. He’d seen them before, but the artwork demanded attention. Commanded it.

Primala on the right of the entrance: the young maiden surrounded by three suitors, their erections straining against their clothing, her dress torn open, her body receiving simultaneous attention from all of them while she gasped in overwhelmed pleasure. Corner miniatures showing her defloration sequence in explicit detail. Venara watching from the background, one hand between her own legs, masturbating while she observed.

Mercala on the left: the stunning prostitute on her street corner, sheer blouse revealing everything, surrounded by border scenes of her enthusiastically servicing men of every station. Sailor, scholar, priest, peasant, noble, merchant. Each one paying. Each one satisfied.

Theron thought of Rosalind and Sable. Mercala would be proud.

Above the birthing chamber door: Matria’s epic multi-panel journey from sexual encounter to gangbang to cum-drenched aftermath to pregnancy discovery to heavily pregnant sex to the sacred birth scene itself. The panels were gorgeous and filthy in equal measure.

And flanking the birthing chamber: Unara on the right, showing the lifelong passion of a married couple from first kiss to vigorous elderly oral sex. Ardena on the left, the hedonist goddess on all fours in a forest clearing surrounded by men of different races, body glazed with semen, taking every cock offered with divine enthusiasm.

This was the Temple of Venara. Where every form of sex was sacred, every pregnancy blessed, and the deity herself was depicted masturbating while watching her followers fuck.

The Church of Valdros preached suffering. This temple celebrated the opposite.

Theron liked this temple better.

Maren guided him through the cloister to the birthing chamber’s antechamber, where Seraphine waited. The elderly priestess sat behind a simple desk, her silver hair in a practical bun, eyes sharp and kind behind wrinkles that decades of helping women through labor had carved into her face. She radiated the energy of a grandmother who had seen absolutely everything and found most of it amusing.

“Maren Thornley.” Seraphine stood with the careful grace of someone whose joints reminded her of every year. “And young Ashwick. I’ve been expecting you.”

“You have?”

Seraphine’s brows lifted with knowing warmth. “A woman of Maren’s experience doesn’t request an examination unless she’s fairly certain of the result. And when she brings the likely father…” She looked between them with practiced assessment that probably read heartbeats and hormone levels. “Shall we?”

The examination took place in a small room off the main chamber. Clean, warm, scented with herbs Theron couldn’t identify. Maren lay on a padded table while Seraphine’s gentle, weathered hands pressed against her abdomen with practiced precision. He stood in the corner trying to look like he wasn’t terrified.

Six months ago he’d been a virgin. Now he might be a father.

The speed of it kept collapsing in his head. Marcus’s son, living on a timeline his father couldn’t have imagined.

Seraphine hummed while she worked. Pressed here. Listened there. Had Maren turn this way and that, examining the subtle changes in her body that experienced hands could read like text.

“Six weeks along,” she announced, straightening with a satisfied nod. “Strong heartbeat. Good position. You’re carrying well, Maren. As always.”

Maren exhaled. Not surprised. She’d suspected for weeks, probably knew for certain. But the formal confirmation mattered. It made the abstract real.

“Whose?” Seraphine asked, with the same mild interest she might use to ask about the weather.

Maren looked at Theron. Back at Seraphine. “Either Theron’s or Orin’s. Does it matter?”

“Not to Venara.” Seraphine’s eyes crinkled with dry amusement. “Only to the tax collector.”

Maren snorted. “Both are good men. Both will be involved in the child’s life. The tax collector can sort himself out.”

“As he always does.” Seraphine made a note on parchment. “This isn’t your first child, so the six-hundred-sovereign bonus won’t apply. Fifteen sovereigns weekly ongoing. Distributed through the temple every Sunday.”

The financial mechanics were clinical but important. Fifteen sovereigns weekly meant Maren’s pregnancy was an economic asset as well as a personal one. Another income stream. Another piece of the puzzle clicking into place.

Maren sat up on the table, adjusting her dress. Her hand went to her stomach again. That gesture Theron had been watching for weeks. But this time it was deliberate. Conscious. She was touching the child growing inside her.

“Don’t look so terrified,” she told him, reading his face with the accuracy of a woman who’d done this five times and recognized male panic from across a room. “Six now, I suppose. You’d think I was the pregnant virgin by the look on your face.”

“I’m not terrified.”

“You’re the color of fresh cheese.”

“That’s normal. I’m always this pale in the morning.”

She laughed, slid off the table, and crossed the room to him. Her body pressed against his. The warmth of her, the subtle changes he could feel now that he knew what to look for. Her breasts slightly fuller than usual, pressing against his chest with new weight. The faintest curve of belly where there’d been none before.

“This doesn’t change anything,” she said, looking up at him with those emerald eyes that had devoured him from the first day he’d walked into her grocery store. “We keep doing what we’re doing. You come to me on Fridays. Orin comes whenever he wants. I grow a baby and eventually push it out and Seraphine helps and Venara blesses and the Duchess pays. The mechanics are not mysterious.”

“And the hormones?” he asked, remembering what she’d warned him about.

Her smile turned predatory. Full red lips curving upward, that hungry look she got when she was already calculating how quickly she could get his clothes off. “The hormones are going to be magnificent. Dane couldn’t keep up when I was pregnant. My drive tripled. I was insatiable.” She pressed her hips against his. “You’ll have to keep up.”

His cock stirred against her belly. She felt it. Grinned wider.

“See? Already keeping up. Good boy.”

Seraphine, who was still in the room and apparently unbothered by the display, cleared her throat with gentle amusement. “I’ll leave you the dietary recommendations. Avoid raw fish, excessive ale, and the mushrooms from the Moon-Sunk Sewers. Everything else is fine, including…” She paused delicately. “Vigorous activity. Venara encourages it. The pregnant body is at its most powerful when pleasured.”

“I’ll make sure she’s pleasured,” Theron said before his brain caught up with his mouth.

Seraphine’s eyes twinkled. “I don’t doubt it, Mr. Ashwick. You’ll be bringing more women here before long, I suspect. The way your household is growing.” Her lips pressed together with an expression that said she’d watched a thousand young men sit in that same chair, wearing that same stunned look. “Venara blesses the fertile. And you seem very… fertile.”

They left the temple with Maren’s arm through his and the morning sun turning her copper hair into liquid fire. The streets of Amoria bustled around them. Merchants opening shops. Adventurers nursing hangovers from last night’s delves. The distant crash of waves from the harbor where the trading fleet would dock in three weeks.

“So,” Maren said as they walked. “Lysa’s been asking about me.”

Theron had been waiting for her to bring it up. Maren didn’t miss things. She collected information like other women collected compliments. Efficiently and with clear purpose.

“Something about a trade route,” she continued. “And a pregnant redhead. Which I apparently now qualify for on both counts.”

“The Velmoor trade route,” Theron said. “Lysa can grant elf-kin affinity. A magical mark that lets humans trade with the elven keep a day’s ride north. Without it, they won’t open the gates.”

“And the price of this magical mark is…?”

“Specific.”

Maren stopped walking. Turned to face him. Her expression was pure amusement. The look of a woman who’d married a legendary libertine and heard every sexual proposal imaginable. “How specific?”

“She wants to worship a pregnant redhead’s belly. Bring you to orgasm through oral. Then she has sex with me to transfer the affinity. Something about the magic flowing through her arousal.”

Maren stared at him for a long moment. Then she threw her head back and laughed. Deep. Genuine. The kind of laugh that made people on the street turn and look.

“An eighty-year-old half-elf wants to go down on me while I’m pregnant and then ride your cock for magical purposes.” She wiped her eyes. “That’s not even the strangest Tuesday I’ve had. Dane would have volunteered me before I could finish the sentence. ‘Beautiful half-elf wants to pleasure my wife? When can we start?’”

“Is that a yes?”

“Of course it’s a yes.” She started walking again, pulling him along. “I’m pregnant, horny, and a gorgeous elven woman wants to worship my body. The only thing that could improve this situation is if someone told me it also came with free cheese.”

“The Velmoor elves do make excellent cheese, actually. Part of the trade goods.”

“Then it’s perfect. Orgasms AND cheese. Dane is rolling in his grave with jealousy.”

They walked in comfortable silence for a block, passing Maren’s grocery store. THORNLEY’S PROVISIONS in faded paint on the sign. Her daughter Brynn was already setting out displays with her massive pregnant belly leading the way. Red-haired like her mother, face rounder from pregnancy, her boyfriend Kael hovering behind her carrying the heavy crates.

“Not yet, though,” Maren said as they passed. “The ritual. I want to be further along first. Showing properly. If Lysa wants the full spectacle of a pregnant redhead, let’s give her something worth transferring magic over.” She touched her barely-curved stomach. “Another few weeks. Let me grow. Let the belly become undeniable.”

That made strategic sense. Lysa had described her fetish with the careful precision of someone who’d had eighty years to understand her own desire. She wanted the visual. The round taut belly, the swollen breasts, the full embodiment of fertility. Maren at six weeks was just beginning to show. Maren at ten or twelve weeks would be unmistakable.

But the timeline worried him. Fleet season in three weeks. And there might be political threats he couldn’t yet see. Vincent hadn’t been idle, and the merchant he’d been talking to at the Friday dance still nagged at Theron’s memory.

“Two weeks,” he said. “Can we aim for two weeks?”

Maren calculated. At eight and a half weeks, she’d have a noticeable curve when naked. Visible to someone looking for it, impossible to deny. Her breasts would be larger, more sensitive. The pregnancy glow that made her freckled skin luminous would be in full effect.

“Two weeks,” she agreed. “I’ll be far enough along to give Lysa her spectacle. And you’ll be far enough along in losing your mind over my body to make the sex convincing.”

“The sex won’t need to be convincing.”

“Charmer.” She squeezed his arm. “Now walk me home. I’m tired, I’m pregnant, and if you play your cards right, I’ll let you feel me up in the back room of my shop.”

He played his cards right.

She let him.

Back at the Stag, Theron found Celia where he’d left her. At the table. Ledger open. Pen moving in brisk, even strokes. She looked up when he entered.

“Well?”

“Confirmed. Six weeks.”

Celia’s pen paused. Something flickered across her sharp features. Not jealousy exactly, but that competitive calculation that drove everything she did. If Maren was pregnant, the race was real. Babies were being made. Futures were being forged.

“Whose?” she asked.

“Unknown. Maren doesn’t care.”

“Hmm.” The pen resumed. “And the Lysa quest?”

“Two weeks. Maren wants to be further along.”

Celia nodded, made a note in the margin of her ledger. Theron couldn’t read it from where he stood, but he’d bet his share of the gloryhole revenue it was a timeline calculation.

That evening, he sat in the main hall after closing. The tavern hummed with residual warmth. Lanterns burning low, the smell of spilled ale and cooked food, the ghost-sounds of adventurers’ laughter. From the back rooms, the muffled sounds of Rosalind’s final client. From Mirelle’s room, her bed creaking faintly. She was touching herself again. Every night without fail.

The pregnant redhead was confirmed. The quest was achievable. The trade route was within reach. The fleet was coming. And somewhere in this city, Vincent Morell was plotting something.

He finished his ale, locked the front door, and went upstairs to Elara’s room. She’d left the door cracked open. Candlelight spilled into the hallway, and through the gap he could see her sitting cross-legged on the bed in a nightgown so thin it might as well have been woven from optimism, reading one of Celia’s romance novels upside down.


Chapter 3: The Alderman’s Shadow

The letter arrived with the morning bread delivery, tucked between loaves like a knife hidden in flowers.

Heavy parchment. Wax seal. Not the Duchess’s personal crest, but an official municipal stamp Theron didn’t recognize. The kind of seal that came from offices with carved wooden furniture and clerks who never smiled.

He broke it open at the kitchen table while Mirelle slid a plate of eggs in front of him, her heavy breasts swaying dangerously close to his face as she leaned past. A week ago he’d have been distracted by that. Today he was distracted by formal script that turned his blood cold.

To the Proprietor of The Prancing Stag,

Concerning reports of immoral commercial activity at the establishment known as The Prancing Stag, located on Provision Lane, this office has received formal complaints regarding supplementary services offered beyond the scope of standard tavern licensure.

You are hereby requested to appear before Alderman Hargest at the Municipal Licensing Office, Civic Hall, within seven days of receipt, to discuss the nature of said complaints and the terms under which your commercial license may be reviewed.

Failure to appear will be interpreted as acknowledgment of the cited irregularities and may result in license revocation proceedings.

Alderman Callum Hargest Office of Commercial Licensing

He read it twice. Then a third time. The eggs went cold.

“Theron?” Mirelle noticed his expression. She’d been reading people’s faces for thirty-eight years, and his was apparently screaming alarm. “What is it?”

He handed her the letter. She read it standing, her brow furrowing deeper with each line. Her free hand gripped the counter. That gesture she made when processing difficult things. Wringing tension through her fingers instead of her voice.

“Someone filed a complaint,” she said quietly.

“Someone who knows exactly what happens in our back rooms.”

Celia appeared at the kitchen entrance. She’d been doing inventory in the storage room. Heard everything from there, claimed it was accidental, and Theron believed her about as much as he believed Father Aldric’s celibacy. She took the letter from Mirelle, scanned it with the rapid efficiency of someone who processed information the way other people breathed.

“This isn’t a shutdown notice,” she said after a moment. Her voice was steady. Analytical. The cold mask that used to be pure judgment now served as a useful firewall against panic. “It’s a warning shot. An invitation to appear, not a summons. There’s legal distinction.”

“But the threat is real?”

“The threat is implied. ‘License review’ means they can revoke our tavern license. But note the phrasing. ‘May be reviewed.’ Conditional. He’s testing whether you’ll fold under pressure or push back.”

“Someone filed a complaint,” Theron repeated. “Someone who described our back-room operations in enough detail for an alderman to act.”

They all knew who. The name hung in the kitchen like smoke.

Celia said it first. “Vincent Morell visited the tavern three weeks ago. Ostensibly for wine delivery. He noted the side-alley entrance, the new furniture, Rosalind’s presence. He made pointed comments about construction in our back rooms.” She set the letter down. “And at the last Friday dance, he was speaking with a man you didn’t recognize. Tall. Well-dressed. The bearing of authority.”

“Hargest,” Theron said.

“Almost certainly.”

He pushed the eggs aside. His appetite had relocated to approximately nowhere. “What can Hargest actually do? I need specifics, not speculation.”

“He oversees commercial licensing,” Celia said. “That’s his jurisdiction. Tavern licenses, merchant permits, vendor authorizations. He can revoke or refuse renewal of any commercial license within city limits.” She paused. “But he’s not law enforcement. He can’t arrest you. That’s Captain Wrenfeld’s authority, and Wrenfeld drinks here for free.”

“So Hargest can make the business illegal.”

“He can make the TAVERN illegal. Shut us down entirely. Not just the back rooms. Everything. The kitchen, the bar, the floor service. If our tavern license is revoked, we can’t operate at all.”

Mirelle’s hand tightened on the counter. Her knuckles whitened. This tavern was her home. Her daughters’ home. The place she’d managed for years under Marcus and rebuilt under Theron. The idea of it closing hit her somewhere deeper than business.

“We need more information,” Theron said. “Celia, can you research Hargest? His office, his authority limits, any precedents for license revocation?”

“I’ll visit the Civic Hall records. Anyone can access public licensing files.”

“Mirelle, talk to the other tavern owners on Provision Lane. Quietly. Find out if Hargest has done this before, how he operates, who he’s connected to.”

“The Golden Harp’s owner owes me a favor,” Mirelle said. “She’s been around long enough to know where the bodies are buried.”

“And I need to talk to Wrenfeld.”

The city guard captain was off-duty tonight. He’d be at the Stag by the third bell, as reliable as sunset and twice as predictable. Three ales deep was his sweet spot. Loose enough to talk, sober enough to remember the conversation.

The rest of the day passed in a haze of normal operations that felt suddenly fragile. Elara served customers with her usual cheerful warmth, unaware of the letter’s contents. Sable and Rosalind worked their shifts, the gloryhole’s steady revenue clicking along like the gears of a profitable machine. Adventurers came and went. Ale flowed. Tips accumulated.

All of it built on a license that one man could revoke.

Captain Wrenfeld arrived at the fourth bell, dusty from patrol, his graying hair still bearing the impression of his guard helmet. He was a solid man. Not tall, not broad, but dense with the kind of muscle that came from decades of breaking up tavern fights and chasing smugglers through the Moon-Sunk Sewers. His face had the weathered texture of someone who’d seen Amoria’s worst and decided to keep drinking through it.

Theron set his first ale in front of him before he sat down. The second arrived before the first was half finished. By the third, they were in the territory he needed.

“Hargest,” Theron said.

Wrenfeld’s eyes sharpened behind the ale-glaze. “What about him?”

Theron slid the letter across the bar. Wrenfeld read it with the practiced speed of a man who processed official documents daily.

“Ah.” He set it down. “Someone’s been busy.”

“What can he do? Really. Practically, not theoretically.”

Wrenfeld took a long drink. Considered. “Hargest oversees commercial licensing. He can revoke your tavern license or refuse renewal. Can’t arrest you. That’s my jurisdiction, and I have no interest in arresting anyone who pours me free ale.” A ghost of a smile. “But he can make your business illegal overnight. No license, no tavern. Doesn’t matter if your food is good and your customers are happy. Without the paper, you’re operating illegally, and THEN I’d have to arrest you.”

“How do I stop him?”

Another drink. “You don’t stop Hargest. He’s a functionary. Rules, procedures, boxes to check. He doesn’t have personal vendettas. He responds to complaints, investigates, issues rulings. If someone gave him detailed information about your back-room operations, he’s obligated to follow up. That’s his job.”

“Then how do I get around him?”

Wrenfeld set down his ale. Looked at Theron with the evaluating gaze of a man who’d been navigating bureaucratic survival longer than Theron had been alive.

“Get ahead of it,” he said. “Trading posts have different licensing. If you can prove you’re a licensed trading operation, importing goods, running a legitimate supply chain, your tavern becomes ancillary to the trade. Hospitality services attached to a trading post. Hargest can’t touch trading posts without the Merchant Guild’s approval, and the Guild doesn’t care what happens in back rooms as long as guild fees are paid and trade documentation is filed properly.”

Everything in Theron’s head rearranged itself in half a second.

“A trading post,” Theron said.

“Licensed under the Merchant Guild. Different authority entirely. Hargest’s office has jurisdiction over taverns, inns, and entertainment venues. Trading posts fall under Guild charter. His hands would be tied.”

“And I’d need…?”

“Proof of active inter-city trade. Import-export documentation. Guild registration. An operational trade route.” Wrenfeld paused. “Do you have one?”

The Velmoor route. Lysa’s quest. Maren’s pregnant belly. The vegetable cart and the elf-kin affinity and the fifty percent markup on carrots sold to elves who apparently loved root vegetables.

“I might,” Theron said. “In about two weeks.”

Wrenfeld nodded slowly. “Then you’d better move fast. Because this letter gives you thirty days from receipt. If Hargest revokes before you file the charter…” He drew a finger across his throat.

“And if the charter is filed?”

“Then his authority terminates. He can complain to the Guild, but the Guild’s answer will be what it always is: ‘Pay your fees and shut up.’ They don’t moralize. They monetize.”

Theron bought Wrenfeld a fourth ale. He deserved it. The man had just handed him the blueprint for saving his business, and all it cost was some free drinks and a bottle of elven wine he hadn’t bought yet.

After Wrenfeld left, Theron sat at the bar running the timeline. The letter gave him thirty days. But the charter needed to be filed AND approved within that window. Processing time, bureaucratic delays, the possibility that Vincent had allies in the Guild office who could slow things down.

Twenty-nine days. Actually less. The letter had sat with the bread delivery for a day before he’d found it. Twenty-eight.

The Velmoor route required Lysa’s elf-kin affinity. The affinity required the ritual. The ritual required Maren’s pregnant belly to be showing enough for Lysa’s satisfaction. Maren wanted two weeks.

Two weeks for the ritual. Then the Velmoor run. A full day each way. Then the charter filing. Processing time unknown.

Tight. Very tight.

Celia found him still calculating at the bar. She’d returned from the Civic Hall with a folder of papers and the expression she wore when she’d uncovered something useful.

“Hargest has revoked three licenses in the past five years,” she reported. “Two brothels and a gambling den. All three were operating without any legitimate cover business. No food service, no trade, no hospitality angle. Pure vice operations.”

“And taverns with side businesses?”

“Two warnings issued, zero revocations. Taverns that serve food and drink with supplementary services have historically been given latitude. Hargest isn’t looking to shut down every brothel in Amoria. He’s a bureaucrat, not a zealot. He responds to specific complaints.”

“Vincent’s complaint.”

“Vincent’s complaint.” She paused. “And the two warnings he issued? Both resulted in the taverns converting to trading post licenses within thirty days. Standard playbook. Every experienced operator knows the Guild charter loophole.”

“So Hargest EXPECTS this?”

“Possibly. He might even prefer it. Every trading post license generates Guild fees, and the Guild kickbacks to the city treasury are higher than tavern license revenues. Hargest might be doing us a favor without knowing it. Or maybe while knowing it perfectly well.”

The bastard might be playing both sides. Responding to Vincent’s complaint to satisfy the political pressure while knowing that the result would be a license conversion that benefited the city’s bottom line.

Either way, the path was clear: open the Velmoor route, file the charter, convert the Stag’s license. Everything else was secondary.

That night, Theron gathered the inner circle. Mirelle, Celia, Rosalind. The three who needed to know. He explained the threat, the timeline, the plan.

Mirelle’s jaw tightened at the idea of losing the tavern. “This is our home,” she said quietly. “The girls grew up here. Marcus built this.”

“Marcus let it rot,” Theron said, not unkindly. “I rebuilt it. And I’m going to protect it.”

Celia had already started a new ledger page. “The charter requires proof of trade. One documented run to Velmoor with proper receipts, stamped by the elven trade-master. Then Guild registration, charter filing, and processing. I’ll have the financial documentation ready within three days.”

“Rosalind?”

The professional leaned back, her generous bust testing the structural integrity of her blouse. “The back rooms keep running. If Hargest sends inspectors, we close the gloryhole for the day and tell them the partition is for storage. But we don’t stop generating revenue. Not now. Not with fleet season three weeks away.”

“Agreed. Business as usual until I tell you otherwise.”

Rosalind grinned. “Business as usual means I sucked four cocks today and swallowed every drop. Usual enough?”

“Disturbingly usual.”

“Good. Because I have a reputation to maintain.”

After they dispersed, Theron stood alone in the empty tavern. The letter sat on the bar, its official seal catching lantern light.

He folded it, tucked it behind the ledger where Celia would find it in the morning and add it to her filing system, and blew out the last lantern.

Twenty-eight days. Lysa’s ritual, then the Velmoor run, then the charter. He had work to do.


Chapter 4: Rosalind and Sable’s Gift

“You look stressed,” Rosalind said. “I have a prescription.”

She was leaning against the doorframe of the back room, arms crossed under her breasts in a way that lifted them into her blouse’s already-failing neckline. Jade-green eyes warm with amusement. Honey-blonde hair hanging in those perpetually bedroom-tousled waves that made her look like she’d just been thoroughly fucked even when she hadn’t.

It was past midnight. The tavern was closed. Theron had spent the evening staring at Celia’s timeline calculations and Hargest’s letter until the numbers blurred, and Rosalind had apparently decided enough was enough.

“My girl and I have been practicing something,” she said. “Call it professional development. Or stress relief. Or gratitude for giving us a home where we don’t have to work in the rain.”

“Rosalind—”

“Back room. Ten minutes. Sable’s already warming up.” She pushed off the doorframe and disappeared down the hallway, her plump figure rounding the corner with the unhurried confidence of a woman who knew exactly what she was offering and exactly what the answer would be.

Theron gave it five minutes. Not because he was undecided but because showing up instantly felt desperate.

Then he went.

The back room was lit with two candles. Rosalind’s preference for client work. Warm light, soft shadows, everything looking golden and intimate. The bed was freshly made, the washbasin had clean water, and Rosalind had draped one of the silks they used for higher-paying clients over the headboard.

She stood beside the bed in nothing but a short skirt and bare feet. Topless already. Her massive soft breasts hung free, heavy and natural, large pink nipples hardening in the cool air. Thirty-something years of professional service hadn’t diminished her body. If anything, the confidence she carried made every soft curve, every generous swell, more enticing than youth alone could manage. She was a woman built for sex and unapologetic about it.

Beside her, Sable knelt on the edge of the bed. Slim caramel body half-revealed by a loosened wrap, dark chocolate curls falling everywhere, amber eyes bright with nervous determination. Her C-cup breasts, perky and firm with dark nipples already stiff, caught the candlelight against her warm skin. Her teeth pressed into the swell of her bottom lip, holding back either nerves or anticipation.

“Here’s the deal,” Rosalind said, all business despite being half-naked. “Sable’s been working on her depth. She’s close to full but hasn’t cracked it yet. Tonight she practices on you while I demonstrate a few things I’ve been wanting to introduce.” The filthy grin that split her face could have charmed a sermon out of Father Aldric. “Sit. Enjoy. Consider it a free performance review.”

Theron sat in the chair Rosalind indicated. A solid wooden thing she’d placed specifically for this. They’d planned. Rehearsed, probably. Rosalind brought professional rigor to everything.

She approached first, dropping to her knees between his legs with practiced ease, and freed his cock from his trousers with hands that knew the anatomy of men’s clothing better than most tailors. He was already half-hard from the setup. Two beautiful women, candlelight, the promise of something he hadn’t experienced before.

Rosalind held his shaft in one hand, studying it with the frank appreciation of a craftsman evaluating her tools. She stroked him slowly, her grip firm and knowing, her thumb smearing the bead of pre-cum that had already formed at the tip. “He’s ready,” she announced. “Getting hard just looking at us on our knees. Good boy.” She glanced over her shoulder. “Sable. Come here.”

Sable slid off the bed and joined Rosalind on her knees. Side by side. The mentor and the apprentice. Honey-blonde and dark curls. Pale skin and warm brown. Heavy soft breasts and perky firm ones. Four tits at eye level, two sets of hard nipples, two mouths close enough to his cock that he could feel their breath. The contrast was its own kind of arousal.

“Remember what we practiced,” Rosalind murmured, still stroking him with lazy authority. “Breathe through your nose. Relax your throat. Think of swallowing. Don’t fight it. Invite it deeper.”

Sable nodded. Took a steadying breath. Then leaned forward and took Theron’s cock into her mouth.

Her lips were soft, warm, and eager. She’d improved dramatically since the first time Rosalind had coached her. Where she’d been hesitant and tentative, now she moved with growing confidence. Her tongue worked the underside of his shaft as she slid down, cheeks hollowing with proper suction, her saliva coating him in warm slickness that made every movement glide. She was good. Really good. Her dark curls brushed his thighs as she bobbed. Her caramel fingers wrapped around the base of his shaft, stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach yet.

But she hit her wall at three-quarters depth. Gagged slightly, her throat constricting, eyes watering. Pulled back with thick glistening strings connecting her lips to his cock, a translucent bridge that caught the candlelight before it snapped and landed on her chin.

“Three-quarters,” Rosalind observed without judgment. She reached over and wiped a slick strand from Sable’s lower lip with her thumb. “Good. But you can do better. Again. Same approach but think about relaxing HERE.” She pressed two fingers against Sable’s throat, just above the collarbone. “That’s the muscle that fights you. It thinks you’re choking. Convince it you’re not.”

Sable wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Determination blazed in her expression. She wasn’t someone who accepted limitations gracefully. Months of Rosalind’s mentorship had taught her that boundaries existed to be pushed through.

While Sable gathered herself, Rosalind leaned in and ran her tongue along the side of Theron’s shaft. Slow. Wet. Maintaining his arousal while her protege prepared. She licked from base to tip, her green eyes locked on his, then kissed the swollen head with an open-mouthed press that left his cock glistening with fresh spit.

“Your turn again, sweetheart,” she told Sable. “Show him what you can do.”

Sable took him again. Slower this time. Deliberate. Theron could feel her throat working, the muscles flexing and relaxing as she fought her own reflexes. Her tongue pressed flat against the underside, creating a warm channel for his cock to slide along. Three-quarters. Hold. Breathe. Her nostrils flared as she pulled air through them, her lips stretched wide around his girth.

Then she pushed.

One more inch. Her nose brushed his pelvis. The coarse hair there pressing against her skin. His entire cock was inside her mouth and throat. Every inch buried in wet heat and constricting muscle. Full deepthroat. Her throat bulged slightly around him, and the involuntary swallowing motion of her muscles rippled along his shaft in a wave that made his toes curl.

She held it. Two seconds. Three. Her eyes streaming, mascara starting to run, her throat pulsing around him in helpless swallowing spasms that gripped his cock like a fist. Her fingers dug into his thighs. Then she pulled off with a gasp, a cascade of spit pouring from her mouth onto her chest, dripping between her perky tits in long sticky strings. Her face was flushed dark beneath her tawny skin, tear tracks running through the mess on her cheeks.

“I did it.” The pride in her voice was molten. “I fucking did it.”

“That’s MY girl.” Rosalind’s face lit up with fierce satisfaction. The mentor watching her protege break through. She kissed Sable’s forehead, leaving her lips against the girl’s skin for a moment longer than purely professional. Then she cupped Sable’s face with both hands and looked her square in the eyes. “You just swallowed every inch of that cock. Feel how powerful that is? That’s mastery in the making.” She kissed her forehead again. “Now do it again. Make it smooth.”

Sable went back. Full depth, faster this time. Her lips sliding all the way to his pelvis in one continuous glide, her throat accepting him with a muscular ripple that she was learning to control. Held for four seconds. Pulled off. Gasped. Grinned through the mess on her face. Back down. Held for five. Her tongue moved even at full depth now, pressing and flexing against his shaft, adding stimulation that Rosalind hadn’t even coached her on yet. Raw instinct filling the gaps where technique was still developing.

“Beautiful,” Rosalind breathed. Then she glanced at Theron with that knowing grin. “My turn. Watch the difference.”

She took his cock with zero preamble. One smooth, fluid motion. Lips, tongue, throat, done. Full depth without a flicker of resistance. She held it for ten seconds, her nose against his pelvis, her throat massaging his shaft with muscular control that felt almost supernatural. She swallowed around him deliberately. Once. Twice. Three times. Each contraction milking his cock with the practiced precision of a woman who could make a man cum without moving her head an inch. When she pulled off, she was grinning, spit dripping down her chin onto her heavy breasts, pooling in the valley of her cleavage.

“That’s what mastery looks like,” she told Sable. “Give it six months. You’ll be better than me.”

“I want to be better now,” Sable murmured, already reaching for his cock again.

They alternated. Sable practicing depth and duration, pushing through discomfort with stubborn pride, each repetition smoother than the last. Rosalind demonstrating technique between turns. The twist of her tongue at the base that made Theron’s hips buck. The way she used her hand wrapped tight around his shaft and her mouth together, jerking and sucking in synchronized rhythm. The sloppy, filthy sounds she made deliberately because the mess was its own form of worship. She spat on his cock between transitions, keeping it drenched, keeping the obscene wet soundtrack going.

At one point both of them worked him simultaneously. Rosalind’s tongue tracing one side of his shaft while Sable licked the other. Their mouths meeting at the tip, lips brushing against each other as they kissed and sucked the head between them. Sable’s dark nipples dragging against his inner thigh. Rosalind’s plush tits pressed against his other leg, soft and warm.

Theron’s cock was drenched. Both their faces were glistening with spit and pre-cum. Sable’s dark curls were sticking to her cheeks. Rosalind’s huge tits were slick and gleaming from the mess that had dripped down her chin, her nipples hard and shining. The visual alone would have been enough to finish him, but they weren’t done.

“Now,” Rosalind said, pulling off his cock with a wet pop and wiping her mouth with theatrical satisfaction. “For something I’ve been wanting to introduce.”

She looked up at him with those jade eyes burning with mischief. “Push your hips forward. Spread your legs.”

He complied. Not entirely sure where this was heading.

Sable continued working his cock. She’d found a rhythm, alternating between half-depth strokes and nose-to-pelvis holds, growing more confident with each repetition. Her warm mouth wrapped around him, tongue busy, keeping him drenched and ready.

Rosalind dipped lower.

Past his balls. She licked each one into her mouth individually, sucking gently, rolling them across her tongue with the deliberate care of someone savoring the texture and weight of him. Warm, wet, thorough attention that made his hips buck off the chair. She drew slow circles with her tongue around the sensitive skin of his sack, her lips pressing soft kisses into the crease where his thighs met his groin. Then kept going. Lower.

Her hands gripped his thighs and pushed them wider. Her tongue traced the strip of skin beneath his balls, a stretch of nerve endings he’d never paid attention to and that now lit up under her mouth like fire catching dry brush. She licked along it with the flat of her tongue, slow and wet, and Theron groaned from somewhere deep in his chest.

Then lower still.

Her tongue found his asshole.

The first lick was tentative. Testing his reaction. A flat, warm, broad stroke across the tight ring of muscle that he had not expected, had never felt, had never even considered wanting, and which sent a jolt of electric pleasure through his entire body so intense that his vision actually blurred.

He jerked. Sable nearly choked on his cock. Rosalind grinned against him, her lips pressed to the most intimate part of his body.

“Knew you’d like that,” she murmured, her breath hot and damp against skin that had never been breathed on by another person. “Every man does. They just don’t know it yet.” Then she went to work properly.

Flat tongue laving across him in long, deliberate strokes. Base to taint and back. Again. Again. Each pass making the ring of muscle relax fractionally, making the pleasure deepen from shocking novelty into something sustained and building. The sensation was obscene. Overwhelming. A pleasure he hadn’t known existed, hadn’t imagined wanting, and now couldn’t imagine stopping. Her tongue was impossibly warm, impossibly wet, and she used it with the same dedicated expertise she brought to everything sexual.

She shifted technique. Pointed her tongue and traced circles around the rim, spiraling inward with agonizing precision. Tighter circles. Smaller. The tip of her tongue tracing the exact edge of his hole where the nerve endings were densest. Then she pressed. Pushed inside. Just the tip, her tongue stiffening into a point and breaching him. The penetration was slight but the sensation was nuclear. His entire lower body clenched with pleasure so intense it bordered on pain, every muscle from his abs to his thighs locking rigid.

“Rosalind,” he gasped. Not a protest. A prayer.

She moaned against him in response, and the vibration of her voice traveled through her tongue directly into his ass. She pushed deeper. Fucked him with her tongue in tiny, probing thrusts, each one making his cock jerk in Sable’s mouth, each one sending a pulse of pleasure radiating outward through his pelvis.

And above her, Sable continued. Deepthroating him with growing expertise, her newly trained throat working his shaft in rhythmic swallowing contractions while Rosalind’s filthy, expert tongue worshipped his ass with the devotion of a woman who’d found her newest obsession. Sable’s spit-slicked lips sealed around his base, her nose pressed to his pelvis, and she held him there while her throat worked. Drew back for a gasping breath. Plunged down again.

The dual sensation was unlike anything Theron had experienced. Sable’s tight throat pulling at his cock from above, the wet heat and rhythmic muscular pressure and the feeling of being completely enclosed in her trained mouth. While below, Rosalind’s tongue pushed deeper into his ass, circling and licking and probing with enthusiastic skill that turned his spine to liquid. Two women worshipping him from opposite ends. His cock swallowed to the root. His ass eaten with shameless hunger. Every nerve ending in his lower body firing simultaneously.

“Fuck,” he managed. The most eloquent thing his brain could produce.

Rosalind hummed agreement against his hole, the vibration traveling through her tongue into places that didn’t need vibration to feel incredible but were now feeling even more incredible. She gripped his thighs harder, pulled them wider, buried her face deeper between his cheeks, her tongue circling and pressing and penetrating with the relentless dedication of someone who intended to make this man lose his mind.

“He’s close,” Sable gasped between strokes, reading the tension in his thighs, the way his cock was swelling even thicker in her mouth, the pre-cum flooding across her tongue with each pulse. “I can feel him throbbing.”

“Keep going,” Rosalind ordered, her voice muffled against his ass. “Full depth. Hold him in your throat when he cums. Swallow everything.”

Sable took him to the root. Held. Her throat constricted around him in a swallowing motion that her body was still learning to control but that felt like liquid silk rippling along his entire shaft. Her eyes streamed. Her fingers dug into his hips. She held.

Rosalind pushed her tongue deeper, circled the inner rim once, twice, then pressed against a spot just inside that sent a bolt of white-hot pleasure straight through his prostate and up his spine and—

Theron came.

Not the usual build-and-release. Something that started at the base of his spine and detonated outward like a shockwave. His cock pulsing in Sable’s trained throat, thick spurts of cum shooting directly into her esophagus while her throat muscles clenched around him in involuntary swallowing contractions. Rosalind’s tongue worked through every second of it, pressing and circling and penetrating, each lick adding another wave to an orgasm that kept going and going, pulse after pulse, his balls drawing tight and emptying with a force that made his entire body shake.

Sable swallowed. Kept swallowing. Each contraction of her throat drawing another spurt from his pulsing cock. Most of it went straight down. But his orgasm outlasted her capacity. The final spurts flooded her mouth faster than she could take them, and thick ropes of cum escaped past her lips, dripping down her chin in white streaks, landing on her perky honey-dark breasts, trailing along the slope of her dark nipples.

She pulled off gasping. Face drenched. Eyes streaming. Cum and spit coating her chin and chest and the tops of her tits. But GRINNING. Triumphant. Wiping a strand of cum from her lower lip with her thumb and sucking it clean.

Rosalind gave one final, lazy, lingering lick across his twitching hole and sat back on her heels, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Her lips were swollen and wet. Her expression was pure satisfaction. The specific kind she wore after a job she was particularly proud of.

“Full deepthroat AND you swallowed,” she said to Sable. “That’s graduation, sweetheart.”

Sable looked down at herself. Cum on her chin. Spit on her tits. Tears still drying on her cheeks. And she laughed. A real laugh. Not the shy giggle from months ago. The laugh of a woman who’d discovered what she was capable of and liked what she found.

“I did it,” she said again, softer. “Every inch.”

“And I found a new hobby.” Rosalind’s eyes locked onto Theron’s with provocative warmth. “That ass of yours, boss, is magnificent. I could spend hours back there and not get bored.”

“That was incredible.” Theron searched for words that weren’t just profanity. Failed.

“The rimjob?” She said it the way she said everything about sex. Matter-of-fact, unapologetic, enthusiastic. “Most men don’t know they want it until they feel it. You reacted better than most. We’ll be doing that again.”

He didn’t argue. His entire lower body was still humming with aftershocks.

Sable cleaned up with a warm cloth, wiping cum from her chin and chest with the efficient motions of a professional. But her eyes kept drifting to Theron with an expression that wasn’t professional at all. Tender. Hungry. A warmth that had been building for weeks and was now written across her face in neon.

Rosalind noticed. Of course she noticed. She noticed everything about Sable, the way a mother notices her child’s moods but with an added layer of sexual awareness that their particular dynamic made unavoidable.

After Sable excused herself to wash up properly, Rosalind leaned against the wall, arms crossed under her still-bare breasts, and studied him.

“She’s ready,” she said. The playful tone was gone, replaced by something sincere and almost maternal. “Not just her throat. She’s ready for more.”

“More?”

“She’s not just a worker, Theron. She’s falling for you. Has been since the teaching session. Maybe before. The way she talks about you when we’re alone… she’s not describing an employer. She’s describing someone she wants to belong to.”

“Like Elara?”

“Differently. Elara chose you from innocence. Sable is choosing you from experience. She’s fucked dozens of men professionally and she’s choosing YOU personally. That means something different. Something harder to earn.”

She pushed off the wall. Began dressing, pulling the blouse over her head, the fabric immediately straining against her generous chest. “Don’t make her wait too long. She’s seen every alternative and she’s choosing you anyway. That kind of loyalty doesn’t break.”

She left him in the back room with the echoes of what they’d done still traveling through his body.

He climbed the stairs to his room, where no one was waiting because it wasn’t anyone’s scheduled night, and lay in the dark with Rosalind’s words bouncing around his skull. On one side of his room, Mirelle’s bed creaked in the familiar rhythm. On the other side, silence from Celia’s room. Downstairs, Rosalind’s soft laughter filtered through the floorboards as she and Sable settled into their shared quarters.

He fell asleep to the sound of his household breathing. All of them close. All of them his.


Chapter 5: Hargest’s Office

The Civic Hall was everything the Prancing Stag wasn’t. Clean lines, polished stone, the kind of architecture designed to remind visitors that institutions were permanent and people were not.

Theron dressed carefully. Not his tavern clothes. Not the practical tunics and leather boots of a working owner, but the best outfit he owned, purchased from Lysa’s shop with tip money he’d saved during a particularly profitable week. Simple but well-cut tunic in dark blue, proper trousers, boots that had been polished for the first time in their existence. Celia had inspected him before he left with the critical eye of a woman who’d once thrown a shoe at his head and now cared deeply about his sartorial presentation.

“You look like a merchant,” she’d said. “Good. Don’t look like a tavern boy. Look like someone who belongs in an office.”

“I own a tavern.”

“You own a trading operation. Start acting like it.”

The clerk at the front desk directed him to the second floor. Alderman Hargest’s office was at the end of a corridor lined with identical doors, each bearing a brass nameplate. The whole building smelled of ink and old parchment and the stale scent of quiet authority that bureaucracies emit like a scent.

He knocked. A thin voice said, “Enter.”

Hargest’s office was neat the way a crypt is neat. Everything in its place, nothing alive. A desk of dark wood, polished to a mirror sheen. Shelves of bound ledgers, each labeled with year and function. A map of Amoria on the wall, commercial zones marked in different colors with pins for licensed establishments. Theron spotted Provision Lane. Spotted the pin that was probably the Stag.

The man behind the desk matched his office. Mid-fifties. Thin-lipped. Sharp-eyed behind spectacles that he probably didn’t need but wore because they made him look more official. Hair receding from a high forehead. Hands folded on the desk as if he’d rehearsed the pose.

Not evil. Not warm. Just functional. A component of the city’s machinery, doing what machinery does.

“Mr. Ashwick.” He gestured to the chair. “Please sit. Thank you for appearing promptly. Many do not.”

Theron sat. Made sure his posture was straight, his expression neutral, his hands visible and relaxed on his knees. Celia had coached him: don’t fidget, don’t argue, don’t get emotional. Listen more than you talk. Let him reveal his cards first.

“I received your letter,” Theron said. “I’m here to understand the nature of the complaints.”

Hargest opened a folder. Inside: several pages of handwritten notes. Someone’s complaint, described in detail. Theron couldn’t read them upside down, but he recognized the thoroughness.

“Complaints have been filed regarding your establishment’s supplementary services,” Hargest said. “Specifically: the construction of a partition with an aperture in what was previously a storage room, accessible via a side-alley entrance. The employment of women who provide sexual services to anonymous clients through said aperture. And the operation of private rooms where similar services are rendered for direct compensation.”

Every detail accurate. The gloryhole dimensions. The alley entrance. The back rooms. Someone had walked through the Stag and catalogued it like an inspector.

Vincent. During his wine delivery. The bastard had been doing reconnaissance while pretending to count barrels.

“We serve food and drink,” Theron said calmly. “Our employees earn tips for companionship. The storage room modifications were for inventory management purposes.”

Hargest looked at him over his spectacles. The look said: we both know that’s horseshit, and you know that I know, so let’s skip the performance.

“Mr. Ashwick. I’m not a moralist. My office doesn’t concern itself with what consenting adults do in private. My concern is commercial licensing. Your establishment operates under a standard tavern license. Tavern licenses authorize the sale of food, drink, and temporary lodging. They do not authorize the operation of sexual commerce.”

“I see.”

“The complaint is detailed and specific. If investigated and confirmed, which it would be since I suspect the description is accurate, I would be compelled to issue a license amendment with mandatory cessation of non-authorized services, or, failing compliance, proceed to full license revocation.”

He delivered this with the emotional engagement of a man reading a grocery list. This wasn’t personal. It was procedural.

“What are your terms?” Theron asked. Direct. No dancing.

“Cease all sexual commerce within thirty days. Close the aperture. Remove the side entrance. Convert the back rooms to their original function. If compliance is achieved, the matter is closed. If not…” He let the implication hang.

Thirty days. The number from the letter confirmed.

“And if I were to operate under a different type of license?” Theron asked.

Hargest’s hands unfolded. He blinked. Not dramatically, not with surprise, but with the subtle recalibration of a bureaucrat who’d expected a different conversation. Most tavern owners who received his letters either panicked or blustered. Theron was doing neither.

“What type of license did you have in mind?”

“Trading post. Under Merchant Guild charter.”

The pause was brief but meaningful. Hargest leaned back slightly. “Trading posts operate under Guild jurisdiction. Different licensing authority. My office has oversight of taverns, inns, and entertainment venues. Trading posts with hospitality services fall outside that scope.”

“So if I were a licensed trading post…”

“My authority over your establishment would be limited. Significantly limited. But you’d need to demonstrate active inter-city trade. Import-export documentation. Guild registration. Not theoretical. Operational.”

“And if I had all that?”

Another pause. “Then this conversation would be academic.”

Theron nodded. Stood. Extended his hand, which Hargest shook with the automatic reflex of institutional courtesy.

“Thank you for your time, Alderman. I appreciate your clarity.”

“Mr. Ashwick.” He called him back as Theron reached the door. “The thirty-day window is fixed from the date of the letter. Not from today. You’ve already lost two days.”

“Twenty-eight days,” Theron confirmed. “I’m aware.”

“Then I wish you efficient use of them.”

Theron couldn’t tell if he was being kind or sardonic. With bureaucrats, it was often both.

The corridor outside Hargest’s office was empty. He took three steps toward the stairs before he heard voices from the direction he’d come. Turned the corner.

Vincent Morell.

Walking toward Hargest’s office from the other end of the hall, dressed in his usual merchant finery. The clothes of a man who spent more on his appearance than his wine cellar. Dark hair with silver at the temples, the face of someone who’d been handsome in his twenties and had been coasting on the memory ever since.

They locked eyes at fifteen paces. His stride faltered. Just for a moment. Then the smirk settled into place. That calculated charm-mask he wore like armor.

“Morning, Vincent.” Theron kept walking past him. Casual. Unbothered. “Nice weather for a stroll.”

His smirk tightened. “Enjoy the next thirty days, boy.”

“I plan to enjoy every single one.”

Theron didn’t look back. Didn’t need to. Vincent’s expression was burned into his peripheral vision. The satisfaction of a man who believed he’d won, flavored with just enough uncertainty to make Theron smile.

Vincent thought Hargest was his sword. Let him think that. Let him meet with the alderman and gloat and plan the destruction of a business he didn’t understand and couldn’t compete with.

By the time he realized what was happening, it would be too late.

Outside the Civic Hall, the morning sun hit Theron like a blessing. Amoria sprawled in every direction. The harbor where the trading fleet would dock in three weeks. The Trade Plaza where Friday dancers spun under lanterns. Provision Lane where the Stag waited for its master to return with a battle plan.

Twenty-eight days. The ritual had to come first. Maren had asked for two weeks, but he’d push for sooner. Her belly was showing enough. Lysa would have to accept what was available, because every day of waiting was a day closer to Hargest’s deadline. Once the affinity was his, he’d load Maren’s vegetables onto a hired cart and make the Velmoor run. One day each way through Thornhaven Wood. Sell at markup, get the documentation stamped by the elven trade-master, and bring home the proof the Merchant Guild needed. Then Celia would take over. She’d file the charter with that mechanical precision of hers, and they’d pray the Guild processed it before the clock ran out. And if it didn’t? Wrenfeld’s formal objection. Two paths to the same destination.

He walked home through streets that felt sharper than they had this morning. The threat was real but manageable. The enemy was clever but predictable. And he had something Vincent never had and never would: a household of women who functioned as a management team, a brothel, a trading operation, and a family.

All at the same time. All for one man who still couldn’t quite believe his luck.

Celia met him at the tavern door. She’d been waiting. He could tell from the way she was positioned, leaning against the frame with forced casualness and a ledger tucked under her arm.

“Well?”

He described the meeting. Hargest’s terms. The thirty-day window, now twenty-eight. The trading post loophole confirmed.

She nodded along, making mental notes with the precision of someone who’d remember every word and probably critique his phrasing later.

“I expected this,” she said. “The trading post conversion is standard. Hargest has seen it before. His revocation rate is low because most competent operators pivot before the deadline.”

“Then why did he bother with the letter?”

“Because someone complained. Specifically and in detail. He’s obligated to respond. The letter is as much paperwork for his office as it is a threat to us.” She paused. “Vincent forced his hand. But Hargest might not be invested in the outcome.”

“Wrenfeld said something similar.”

“Smart man. For a guard captain.”

They went inside. The tavern was alive with afternoon prep. Mirelle in the kitchen preparing the evening’s menu. Elara setting tables with her usual bright energy. The muffled sounds of Sable’s afternoon shift filtering through the walls.

Business as usual. The machine running smoothly while its owner fought to keep it legal.

Theron sat at the bar and started writing. Not the charter documentation. Celia would handle that with her usual thoroughness. He scratched out a rough timeline on the back of a napkin. Push Lysa for the ritual by the end of the week. Get the affinity. Hit the Velmoor road immediately after, bring back trade documentation. File the charter by day ten. That left eighteen days of buffer for Guild processing and whatever catastrophe the universe decided to throw at him.

Tight. But achievable. If nothing went wrong.

Something always went wrong.

But today wasn’t the day for pessimism. Today was the day for planning, preparation, and the quiet satisfaction of knowing that the enemy had shown his hand and Theron held better cards.

He finished his ale. Checked the ledger. Counted the day’s take. A hundred and thirty-one sovereigns. Above average. The Stag was healthy.

Tonight: Elara’s room. She’d been distracted lately. Nauseous in the mornings, more tired than usual. He’d hold her. Kiss her. Fuck her however she wanted.

Twenty-eight days. He could do this.


Chapter 6: Maren’s Hunger

Maren opened the door before Theron could knock.

She was already flushed. Her copper hair loose around her shoulders, catching the lamplight from behind her like a halo of fire. Those emerald eyes, the ones that always looked at him with an appetite that bordered on predatory, were practically incandescent tonight. She wore a simple house dress that clung to her curves, and she was breathing like she’d been running.

She hadn’t been running.

“I’ve been wet since breakfast,” she said. “Get inside. Now.”

She grabbed his wrist and pulled him through the door with the kind of urgency that made his cock stiffen before he’d crossed the threshold. The house was quiet. Orin’s room was dark, the younger children presumably at Brynn’s for the evening. Maren had planned this. She always planned.

“The hormones,” Theron said.

“The hormones are trying to murder me.” She was already tugging his tunic over his head as they moved down the hallway. “I woke up aroused. I stayed aroused through morning inventory. I was aroused while sorting carrots. CARROTS, Theron. That’s how bad it is. Even the vegetables are suggestive now.”

She shoved him into the bedroom. The same bed where she’d birthed and fucked through her wild marriage to Dane. The sheets were already turned down. A candle flickered on the nightstand. She’d prepared.

“Six weeks along,” he said. “Is this normal?”

“Dane used to say I was insatiable during pregnancies. He wasn’t exaggerating.” She yanked her dress over her head in one motion. No undergarments underneath. Nothing between her and the candlelight.

Theron’s breath caught.

Her body was changing. Not visibly yet, not at six weeks, but the early signs were unmistakable to someone who’d been mapping her curves for months. Her breasts were fuller, heavier than their usual DD magnificence, the nipples darker and more prominent. They hung with the particular weight of growing milk glands, pendulous and ripe when she moved. Her hips seemed wider, though that might have been his imagination responding to what he knew was happening inside her. Her stomach was still flat, the pregnancy hidden entirely within, but her skin there seemed to glow with a warmth that hadn’t been present before. The beginning of something.

“Stop staring and start fucking,” Maren said.

She didn’t wait for him to finish undressing. She pushed him onto the bed, climbed on top of him while he was still kicking his boots off, and ground her hips against his through his trousers with the desperate friction of a woman who’d been building toward this moment for hours.

Her pussy left a wet streak across the fabric. She was soaking. Dripping. The pregnancy hormones had turned her body into a furnace of need that radiated heat through every point of contact.

“You did this to me,” she gasped, grabbing the waistband of his trousers and pulling them down with more force than finesse. His cock sprang free, already hard, already leaking pre-cum. She wrapped her hand around it and squeezed. “You put a baby in me and now I can’t think about anything except cock. Orin can barely keep up. You’d better not run out on me.”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

“Prove it.”

She rose up on her knees, positioned his cock at her entrance, and dropped.

No warm-up. No foreplay. No gradual easing. Just the sudden, overwhelming grip of her soaking cunt swallowing his entire length in one aggressive motion. She was so wet that the penetration was frictionless, her arousal flooding around his shaft as she sank, a glide of liquid heat that bottomed out against her cervix with a jolt that made them both groan. Her slickness dripped down his balls, soaked into the sheets beneath them.

“Fuck yes,” she hissed, already moving. Her hips rolled with the practiced confidence of a woman who knew exactly what angle she needed and how to get it. Each roll ground her clit against his pelvis, and the friction made her breath stutter. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, heavy and taut, nipples dark and jutting. She grabbed his hands and pressed them against those gorgeous, pregnancy-engorged tits, molding his fingers around the soft heavy flesh. “Squeeze. Harder. They’re so sensitive right now I could cum just from you touching them.”

He squeezed. Dug his fingers into the pliant weight of her DD breasts, feeling the new fullness, the tender heaviness of milk glands beginning their work. His thumbs rolled across her darkened nipples and she arched back with a sound that was half-moan and half-scream, her pussy clenching around him like a fist as the sensation shot through her aching breasts straight to her core. Her riding became faster, more aggressive, her wide hips slamming down against his with wet, meaty impacts that made the bed frame protest and sent shockwaves through the curves of her ass and thighs.

“This is YOUR fault,” she panted, gripping his shoulders for leverage, her nails digging half-moons into his skin. “You knocked me up and now deal with the consequences. My pussy has been dripping since sunrise. My tits ache if a breeze hits them. I need cock three times a day and I’m not even showing properly yet.” She slammed down hard, taking him to the root, grinding in a slow circle that made them both shudder. “So fill me up and don’t you dare stop until I tell you to.”

Theron thrust up to meet her, gripping her wide hips with both hands, his fingers sinking into the generous flesh, driving deep into the slick heat of her pregnant body. She was incredibly tight. The pregnancy was doing something to her internal muscles, making them grip and pull with each stroke in ways that felt deliberately designed to drain him dry. Her pussy squeezed him on every upstroke, released on every downstroke, a milking rhythm that was half-conscious skill and half-involuntary pregnancy response.

“Harder,” she demanded. “Don’t treat me like glass. I’ve pushed five babies out of this body. Your cock is not going to break anything.”

He gave her harder. Planted his feet on the mattress and drove up into her with force that made her tits bounce wildly, slapping together and apart with each thrust. Made her copper hair fly in tangled waves across her freckled shoulders. Made the headboard slam against the wall with rhythmic authority that anyone passing Maren’s house would hear and recognize.

Her pussy was making obscene sounds. Wet, squelching, the unmistakable music of a woman so aroused that her body was overproducing lubrication. Each thrust displaced fluid that dripped down his shaft, pooled at the base of his cock, soaked the sheets beneath them.

Maren came first. Screaming. Her orgasm hit like a detonation, her entire body clenching and shuddering, pussy spasming around his cock in rhythmic waves that gripped and released with crushing intensity. She threw her head back, freckled chest flushing crimson, the flush spreading up her neck and across her face, and let the sound tear out of her without any attempt at restraint. Her pussy clenched so hard around him that his cock ached from the pressure, each spasm trying to milk cum from him whether he was ready or not.

Louder than she’d ever been. The pregnancy was amplifying everything. Every nerve ending oversensitized. Every orgasm detonating with multiplied force. Her juices flooded around him in a warm gush, her body releasing everything at once.

She didn’t stop moving. Didn’t slow down. Rode through the orgasm and kept going, grinding her engorged clit against his pelvis with the relentless hunger of a woman whose hormones had turned arousal into a biological imperative. Her pussy still twitching with aftershocks around his cock while she chased the next peak.

“Again,” she gasped. “I need to cum again. Don’t you dare stop.”

Theron flipped them. Maren landed on her back with a surprised gasp, her red hair fanning across the pillow in copper waves, her pregnant belly a gentle slope between them. He hooked her thick thighs over his arms, spreading her wide, her swollen pussy glistening in the candlelight, and drove into her from above. The new angle pressed the head of his cock against her front wall with each deep thrust, grinding across a ridge of swollen tissue that made her entire body jolt.

Her eyes rolled back. “There. RIGHT THERE. Oh fuck, that’s the spot, don’t you dare move away from that spot.”

He didn’t move away from the spot. He hammered it with steady, measured force, each thrust a deliberate grind against her G-spot that made her breath catch and her thighs shake in his grip. He watched her face contort with escalating pleasure, watched her full breasts shake with each impact, the warm flesh rippling with each collision of his pelvis against hers. Watched the subtle curve of her belly flex as her abs tightened toward climax, the skin taut and warm and glowing.

“I’m carrying your baby,” she whispered, and the words were different now. Not the playful teasing from before. Raw. Unguarded. Her hands found his and pressed them against her belly, forcing him to feel the firm warmth of her womb while his cock pushed deep inside her. “Look at me. I’m carrying your child inside me while you fuck me. Your cock right there, pushing against where your baby is growing. You OWN this body, Theron. You put life in it.”

The filth of it. The reality of it. His cock buried in a woman who was pregnant. Maybe with his child. Maybe with Orin’s. Fucking her while new life grew inside her. His hands on the belly that contained both his cum and his potential offspring. The breeding talk had always been Elara’s domain, the fantasy of impregnation. This was the other side. The REALITY of it. A woman already bred, already swelling, already carrying the proof of what his cock could do, and still spread beneath him demanding more.

He fucked her harder. Drove into her pregnant pussy with deep, grinding strokes that made her tits bounce against her chest, made the wet sounds of their joining echo through the bedroom, made the bed slam against the wall with every thrust. Her pussy was drenched, his cock coated in her slickness, the friction producing sounds that were almost musical in their obscenity.

Maren came again. Harder than the first time. Her pussy clamped down on him with crushing force, her thick thighs trembling violently against his arms, her inner walls spasming in rapid contractions that gripped and released his cock with desperate, milking intensity. Her scream rattled the windows. Her back arched off the bed, lifting her belly toward the ceiling, her entire body bowing with the force of it. Tears streaked from the corners of her eyes. Not from pain. From the overwhelming intensity of an orgasm magnified by everything growing inside her into something that bordered on unbearable, her pussy gushing around his cock, soaking his thighs.

“Inside me,” she gasped, wrapping her legs around him, her heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him as deep as anatomy allowed. “Fill me up. You can’t get me MORE pregnant. So give me everything. Every drop. I want to feel your cum flooding where your baby is.”

Theron buried himself to the hilt and let go. His cock swelled and pulsed inside her, thick heavy ropes of cum flooding her pregnant pussy in rhythmic spurts that he felt from the base of his spine to the tip of his cock. Filling her already-occupied womb with seed that served no reproductive purpose but felt like claiming. Marking. Declaring ownership of a body that was already his with every hot pulse that shot from his cock into her deepest places.

Maren held him there. Her legs locked behind his back like iron. Her pussy working him with those internal muscles she controlled like a weapon, squeezing in deliberate rhythmic waves that pulled every last drop from his cock. She felt every pulse, every spurt of heat flooding her insides, and whispered encouragement through each one.

“So much. I can feel it. Hot inside me. Right where the baby is. That’s it. Give your pregnant woman every last drop. Fill me until it’s dripping out.”

His cock kept pulsing. She kept squeezing. The orgasm extended beyond the usual, drawn out by her muscular control and by the primal satisfaction of cumming inside a woman who was already carrying his potential child.

They collapsed together. Tangled in sweat-dampened sheets, breathing like they’d run a race. Maren’s heavy breasts pillowed against his chest, her pregnant belly pressed warm against his stomach. Her copper hair was everywhere, sticking to both of them.

“Every week until this baby comes out,” she said into his shoulder. “Maybe every day. I’m serious about the hormones, Theron. This is only going to get worse. Or better. Depending on your stamina.”

“I’ll keep up.”

“You’d better.” She lifted her head, eyes still burning with that unsatisfied hunger that pregnancy had installed in her like a permanent fixture. “Because at twelve weeks I’m going to want it twice a day. And at twenty weeks, three times. Dane used to hide from me during the third trimester.”

“I won’t hide.”

“Smart man.” She kissed him. Deep and slow and possessive. Her tongue tasting like wine and woman and something new. Something fertile.

She pulled back and studied his face. “Speaking of Lysa.” She shifted gears the way she always did. Mid-sentence. Post-orgasm. Totally unruffled. “The ritual. My pregnant belly as the admission ticket to elven trade routes.”

“Dane would have been stripping you out of your dress before Lysa finished explaining.”

Her grin softened into something warmer. More genuine. “He’d have pulled up a chair and offered commentary. ‘Angle your tongue left, love, she likes that.’ The man had zero shame and infinite enthusiasm.” She traced a circle on his chest. “I’ll do it. But not this week. Let me be further along. Let the belly become something worth worshipping. Two weeks, like we discussed.”

“We might need to move faster. Hargest is on a thirty-day clock.”

Her expression sharpened. “What clock?”

He told her about the letter. About Hargest and Vincent and the licensing threat. About the trading post solution and the Velmoor timeline. She listened with the focused intensity of a woman who’d run a business alone for years and understood institutional threats at a molecular level.

“Vincent.” She said the name like she was tasting something spoiled. “That man has been circling like a vulture since Marcus died. I’ve seen it. The way he looked at Elara. The way he looks at your tavern. He wants what he can’t have, and when he can’t have it, he destroys it.”

“Not this time.”

“Not this time,” she agreed. She touched her belly. “Two weeks. I’ll be showing enough by then. Lysa will get her spectacle. You’ll get your affinity. And Vincent will get what he deserves.”

“Which is?”

“Irrelevance. The most painful punishment for a man whose entire identity depends on mattering.”

She was right. About all of it.

Theron kissed her forehead. Then her tender breasts, one after the other, his lips lingering on her darkened nipples until she gasped and pushed his head away.

“If you start that again, you’re not leaving until morning. And you have a tavern to run.”

“I also have a pregnant woman who needs attention three times a day.”

“That’s a future problem. Tonight’s problem is your nineteen-year-old stamina versus my late-thirties hormones.” She smirked. “I think we both know who’s going to win.”

He dressed reluctantly, stealing glances at her naked body sprawled across the bed. Copper hair fanning across the pillow. Full breasts resting against her sides. The gentle curve of her belly. Freckles scattered across her chest like a constellation.

At the door, she called after him. “Theron.”

He turned.

“Two weeks. Then Lysa gets her spectacle.” She touched her belly. “And you get your trade route.”

She closed the door with a smile that promised everything and demanded more.

Theron walked home through dark streets with his mind spinning. The Velmoor timeline. Hargest’s clock. Lysa’s ritual. And somewhere beneath all the strategic calculation, the memory of Maren’s pregnant body, the way her belly had felt under his hands, the way she’d whispered you put this baby inside me while his cock was buried in her.

The breeding talk with Elara flashed through his mind unbidden. The “fill me up” and “put a baby in me.” Every night. For months.

Fantasy. Just fantasy.

Right?

He walked faster.


Chapter 7: Elara’s Window

Late afternoon. The tavern hummed with its usual pre-evening rhythm. A handful of D-rank adventurers nursed ales and wounds from a morning sewer-delve. Mirelle’s cooking filled the air with the smell of roasting mushrooms. Celia was in the back doing inventory, ledger in one hand and counting sacks of grain with the other.

Theron needed oil for the gloryhole hinges. Torven had specified a particular type. It was stored in the viewing niche, in a small cabinet beneath the one-way window. A two-minute task.

He crossed the hallway toward the concealed door. The entrance was disguised as a supply closet. Three feet by two feet of hidden space that gave a full view into the working room through ground glass imported from the dwarven glassworks at Ironridge. Expensive. Worth every sovereign.

The concealed door was slightly ajar.

Theron paused. He hadn’t left it open. Nobody used the niche during afternoon hours. Rosalind’s shift didn’t start until the fifth bell, and Sable was helping Elara clean tables in the—

Elara was supposed to be cleaning tables.

He pushed the door open another inch. Slowly. Silently.

Inside the narrow niche: Elara.

She was kneeling in the cramped space. Her back to him. Her face pressed close to the viewing panel, breath fogging the glass with each quick exhale. One hand was braced against the wall for balance.

The other hand was under her skirt.

On the other side of the pane: Rosalind. With a client. A muscular dock worker with a sun-darkened chest and scarred forearms, the kind of man who hauled cargo all day and needed release by afternoon. He’d paid his six sovereigns and was getting his money’s worth.

Rosalind was on her knees. Professional. Enthusiastic. Loud. Her massive soft tits were bare, bouncing with each forward motion as she took the dock worker’s thick cock in her mouth with the expert, sloppy technique she’d perfected over a decade of service. Her lips stretched wide around him, cheeks hollowing with each suck, her tongue visibly working the underside of his shaft through her distended cheek. Spit ran down her chin in thick strands and dripped onto her heavy breasts, pooling in her cleavage, making her skin glisten. She gagged deliberately, the wet, choking sound filling the room, and then went deeper, swallowing him to the root with the casual ease that Sable was still working toward. Her nose pressed against his pelvis. Held. Her throat bulged. She pulled off with a gasp and a cascade of saliva, then dove back down.

The dock worker groaned. His hand fisted in Rosalind’s honey-blonde hair, pulling her head forward, fucking her mouth.

And Elara watched.

Her fingers moved between her legs with frantic, urgent strokes. Her skirt was hiked up around her waist, her pussy exposed to the dim air of the niche, and Theron could see her fingers sliding through glistening folds, circling her clit, dipping inside herself. Her arousal was visible, coating her fingers, her inner thighs slick with it. Her breathing was ragged, punctuated by tiny whimpers she was trying to suppress. Her hips rocked against her own hand in unconscious rhythm, matching the pace of Rosalind’s bobbing head on the other side of the glass.

She was completely absorbed. Transfixed. Not by the client. Not by the cock. By the act itself. By Rosalind’s shameless enthusiasm. By the wet sounds of expert oral sex. By the raw, naked sexuality happening three feet away, separated only by a sheet of dwarven crystal.

Theron watched Elara watching Rosalind.

The double voyeurism. Him watching her watching someone else. His innocent Elara, the cheerful waitress, the girl who blushed when customers complimented her smile, kneeling in a supply closet with her fingers buried in her soaking pussy while she watched a prostitute deepthroat a dock worker. The layers of observation, desire, and arousal stacking on top of each other until the air in the cramped niche felt electric.

His cock hardened instantly. Painfully. Straining against his trousers so hard that the fabric creaked.

He could announce himself. Should announce himself. This was his viewing niche, his business, his employee using unauthorized access to watch another employee service a paying client while masturbating in what was essentially a supply closet.

Instead, he watched.

Beyond the pane, Rosalind pulled the dock worker’s cock from her mouth, strings of spit connecting them in glistening threads. She looked up at him with those jade-green eyes, pupils blown wide with genuine arousal. “How do you want to finish?”

“Inside,” the dock worker grunted.

Rosalind grinned. Stood, stripped her skirt in one motion, bent over the bed, and presented her plump ass with the inviting posture of a woman who loved being taken from behind. The dock worker positioned behind her, gripped her wide hips, and drove in.

Rosalind moaned. Deep and real. Not performance. When she was this wet, this into it, there was no performance. Just genuine pleasure.

On Theron’s side of the glass, Elara’s hand moved faster. Two fingers plunging inside herself, her thumb grinding against her clit, her wrist pistoning with frantic speed. Her small body trembled. She was close. He could see it in the tension of her spine, the way her shoulder blades pressed together beneath the thin fabric of her dress, the way her thighs were shaking, the desperate little sounds she couldn’t quite swallow escaping from behind her bitten lip.

The dock worker pounded Rosalind. She pushed back to meet each thrust with enthusiastic force, her soft tits swinging beneath her in wide arcs, her moans climbing in pitch. Through the glass, the sound was muted but unmistakable. The wet slap of flesh on flesh. Rosalind’s throaty encouragements. The dock worker’s grunts.

Elara came.

Silently. Her entire body locked rigid, every muscle in her petite frame going taut. Her jaw clenched so hard the tendons stood out in her neck. Her free hand gripped the window frame with force that would leave splinters under her nails, her knuckles bone-white. Her pussy clenched around her own fingers in rhythmic, visible spasms, her thighs pressing together and shaking, her hips bucking against her hand in involuntary jerks. Her arousal dripped from her fingers onto the niche floor. She shuddered through it, riding wave after wave, her eyes never leaving the sight of Rosalind being fucked on the other side of the glass, watching the dock worker drive into that plump body while her own orgasm crashed through her petite frame with silent, devastating force.

She gasped. Came down. Her fingers sliding wetly from between her legs, glistening. Opened her eyes.

And saw Theron standing behind her in the niche.

She froze.

Her face went from flushed to crimson in the space of a heartbeat. Her hand withdrew from under her skirt, glistening. Her cornflower-blue eyes were wide with shock, shame, arousal, and fear in a kaleidoscope that kept shifting.

Caught. Completely caught.

Long pause. The only sound was Rosalind’s continued moaning through the glass and Elara’s ragged breathing in the niche.

Then: “How long have you been watching me?”

“Long enough.”

“Are you angry?”

Theron stepped closer in the narrow space. Pressed his hard cock against her ass through their clothes. Let her feel exactly how angry he was.

“Does this feel angry to you?”

She exhaled sharply. Pressed back against him. A reflex, an instinct, her body responding to his before her brain could process the shame.

“I… I should have asked permission.”

“Yes.”

“It’s been a week. I’ve been sneaking in here for a week. Watching Rosalind. Watching Sable. Every time they have a client, I come here and I watch and I…” She swallowed. “I get so aroused I can barely stand. I can’t explain it. I don’t want to DO it. I don’t want to be on that side of the glass. I don’t want anyone’s cock but yours. But WATCHING…”

Her voice trailed into a moan as Theron pressed harder against her. On the far side, the dock worker was reaching his climax, thrusting deep into Rosalind with grunting urgency. Rosalind arched back, taking every inch, her expression pure ecstasy.

“Watching makes you wet,” Theron said.

“So wet I soak through my dress. Sable caught me changing my undergarments last week and I couldn’t explain why they were drenched in the middle of the afternoon.”

Three times. Three separate times over the past months, she’d said the gloryhole sounded “interesting, not for me, but interesting.” Celia had predicted it: “She’ll try it eventually. She tries everything eventually.”

But Celia was wrong about what Elara was trying. Not the gloryhole itself. Not the anonymous service. Not the cock-through-the-wall that Rosalind and Sable handled with professional pride.

The WATCHING.

All those times she’d said “not for me.” She’d been right. Being on that side WAS not for her. She didn’t want to service strangers. She didn’t want anonymous cocks. She wanted what she already had. Theron’s cock. Theron’s bed. Theron’s cum inside her.

But she wanted to WATCH others do what she wouldn’t. And watching turned her on more intensely than anything she’d experienced.

Voyeurism. That was her kink. Not exhibitionism like Mirelle. Not competition like Celia. Not the professional obsession Rosalind thrived on. Elara’s arousal came from observing. From being a secret witness to someone else’s pleasure. From the forbidden thrill of seeing something she wasn’t supposed to see.

Through the window, the dock worker came. Buried deep in Rosalind, groaning, his hips jerking as he emptied inside her. Rosalind cried out with her own orgasm, milking him, her body shaking with genuine satisfaction. Cum began dripping from where they were joined before he even pulled out.

Elara’s breathing had quickened again. Her ass pushed back against Theron’s cock with unconscious rhythm. She was watching the cum drip and getting aroused again. Already. Still.

“Then we watch together,” Theron said. His mouth against her ear. His cock a rigid line pressing between her ass cheeks through fabric. “And I fuck you while we watch.”

Her entire body shuddered. Not from cold.

“Yes,” she whispered. “God, yes.”

Through the glass, Rosalind was cleaning up. The dock worker was pulling on his trousers, face slack with satisfaction. He left through the alley door. Rosalind stretched, wiped her face with a warm cloth, and began preparing the room for her next client.

She had no idea she’d just been watched by two people. No idea that her enthusiastic professionalism had triggered something in the sweet innocent blonde who served tables upstairs.

Theron pulled Elara gently back from the window. Turned her to face him in the narrow space. Her eyes were still glazed with arousal, her lips parted, her small body trembling with need.

“Tonight,” he said. “Sable has a client scheduled for the sixth bell. We use the niche. Together.”

“Together.” She said it like a prayer.

“You watch. I fuck you. We share it.”

“I want that.” Her voice was thick with wanting. “I want that so much.”

He kissed her. She melted into it, her small breasts pressing against his chest, her pussy grinding against his thigh with shameless need. Her fingers, still damp from her own orgasm, gripped his shoulders.

“Tonight,” she repeated. “Promise me.”

“I promise.”

She kissed him once more. Hard. Desperate. Then straightened her dress, checked her hair, wiped her hand on her skirt, and slipped out of the niche with the practiced stealth of someone who’d been sneaking in here for a week.

Theron stood alone in the viewing niche. His cock throbbing. His mind racing.

The girl who whispered “breed me” every night. The innocent. The sweet one who hummed while she worked and blushed when customers complimented her smile.

She’d been sneaking into a voyeur closet and masturbating to live sex shows for a week.

And he was going to make it their thing.

Tonight. The sixth bell. Sable’s shift.

Theron left the niche, retrieved the oil he’d originally come for, and went back to the tavern floor. Elara was already there, setting tables with her usual bright energy, humming a song he didn’t recognize. She caught his eye across the room. Blushed. Smiled.

Looked down at the table she was wiping.

Looked back up at him.

Her eyes dropped to his waist, then snapped back up, cheeks burning.

Tonight.

The anticipation was going to kill him before the sixth bell arrived.


Chapter 8: Watching Together

The sixth bell.

Theron stood in the hallway outside the concealed niche door. His cock was already half-hard. Had been since the afternoon, when he’d watched Elara watch Rosalind and discovered something about his innocent lover that changed the geometry of their relationship.

Footsteps on the stairs. Light. Quick. Elara descended from the upper floor in bare feet, nightgown abandoned in favor of a simple shift dress she could pull up easily. No undergarments. She’d come prepared.

Her honey-blonde hair was braided loosely, the way she wore it for bed. Her cornflower-blue eyes were enormous in the dim hallway light. Pupils dilated. Breathing already quickened.

“Is she starting?” Elara whispered.

“Any minute.”

They slipped into the niche together. Three feet by two feet of cramped, concealed space. Barely enough room for one person. Two was pressing their bodies together whether they intended to or not.

They intended to.

Beyond the viewing panel: the working room, softly lit by a single lantern. Sable was arranging the bed linens, her wild dark curls bouncing as she moved, caramel skin glowing in the warm light. She wore a loose cotton shift that she’d already partially unlaced, the curve of her C-cup breasts visible in the gap. She moved with growing confidence now. Not the shy apprentice from months ago. A young woman comfortable in her workspace.

The alley door opened. Sable’s client entered.

A young adventurer. D-rank by his equipment. Nervous. Barely older than Sable herself. He stood in the doorway with his hands shoved in his pockets and his eyes locked on her body with the intensity of a man seeing something he’d only imagined.

“Come in,” Sable said gently. “Close the door.”

He did. Fumbling with the bolt. She approached him with a small smile, took his hands from his pockets, placed them on her waist.

“First time?” she asked.

He nodded. Couldn’t speak.

“That’s okay. I’ll take care of you.”

In the niche, Elara pressed her face close to the glass. Her breath fogged it. Theron stood directly behind her, his chest against her back, his cock pressing through fabric against the curve of her ass. In the cramped space, there was nowhere else to be.

Sable undressed the adventurer. Slowly. Carefully. His tunic first, revealing a lean young body with a few bruises from his latest delve. His trousers next, and his cock sprang free. Hard. Eager. Dripping pre-cum.

Sable’s shift joined his clothes on the floor. She stood naked before him. Slim waist, full C-cup breasts high and firm on her chest, dark nipples tight, the lithe dancer’s body that clients requested specifically. Her warm brown skin gleamed in the lantern light, exotic against the pale walls.

“You’re beautiful,” the adventurer breathed.

“Thank you.” She took his cock in her hand. Stroked gently. “Lie down.”

Elara’s breathing quickened. Her hand reached back, finding Theron’s hip, pulling him closer. She could feel his cock pressing against her ass through their clothes, and she wanted more contact. More friction.

Theron slid his hand down her side. Found the hem of her shift dress. Pulled it up slowly, exposing her bare thighs, her hips, the round curve of her tight little ass with nothing between his hand and her skin.

She gasped. Pressed back against him.

Through the window: Sable climbed onto the bed, straddling the young adventurer. She guided his cock to her pussy and sank down onto him with a soft moan. He grabbed her hips. She began to move. Slow at first. Teaching him the rhythm the way Rosalind had taught her.

“She’s so confident now,” Elara whispered. “Remember when she first moved in? She could barely look at anyone.”

“She’s changed.”

“We all changed.” Elara’s voice was thickening with arousal. “But she’s the one I can’t stop watching. The way she moves. The way she enjoys it. Really enjoys it, not pretending.”

Theron’s fingers slid between Elara’s thighs from behind. She was soaking wet. Not damp. Not moist. Dripping. She was slick with arousal that had been building since the afternoon discovery, building through the hours of anticipation, building through every second of watching Sable undress that nervous adventurer.

He pressed two fingers against her slit. She bit her lip to keep quiet.

“Quiet,” he whispered. “The glass isn’t soundproof.”

She nodded frantically. Pressed her hand against her mouth. But when he slid a finger inside her, the moan escaped through her fingers like water through a cracked dam.

On the far side: Sable was riding the adventurer with growing enthusiasm. Her technique had improved markedly. Confident hip rolls, deliberate angle shifts, her hands bracing against his chest while she worked. Her dark curls bounced. Her perky tits swayed with each motion.

The adventurer was losing his mind. His face contorted with pleasure he’d never felt before. His hips bucked upward to meet Sable’s rhythm. His hands gripped her thighs with desperate force.

Elara was watching all of it. Her eyes wide and unblinking, her face pressed close to the glass, her body clenching around Theron’s fingers as the visual stimulation fed directly into her arousal.

“I need you inside me,” she whispered. “Now. While we watch.”

Theron freed his cock. In the cramped niche, there wasn’t room for finesse. He pressed Elara against the window, bent her forward slightly, hiked her dress up to her waist. Her bare ass pushed back against him, small and tight and perfect in the dim light. Her pussy was so wet that when his cock slid between her thighs, the head found her entrance without guidance. Her slickness coated him instantly, hot and abundant, smearing along his shaft. Just instinct, alignment, and the desperate mutual need of two people about to fuck while watching someone else do the same thing three feet away.

He pushed inside her.

Elara’s gasp was sharp. Strangled. She gripped the window frame with both hands, bracing herself, her forehead pressed against the glass. Her tight little pussy stretched around his cock, gripping him with that familiar, snug heat that always made his breath catch. From this position she could see everything in the working room. Every detail of Sable riding the adventurer, every bounce of her perky breasts, every expression of pleasure on both their faces.

And from behind, Theron filled her completely. His cock buried to the base inside her tight, soaking heat while they both watched the live show playing out on the other side. He could feel her wetness running down his shaft, dripping onto his balls. She was more aroused than he’d ever felt her. The voyeurism had her body running hotter than anything he’d experienced with her before.

“Oh god,” Elara breathed. “This is… I can’t…”

“Watch,” he said against her ear, his hands gripping her slim hips. “Keep your eyes on them. Don’t look away.”

She did. She couldn’t have looked away if she’d tried. The double stimulation was overwhelming. Theron’s cock stretching her pussy, filling her with each slow, deep stroke, while Sable’s body moved on the other side of the glass. The muffled sounds of sex from the working room blending with the wet, slick sounds of Theron driving into Elara in the niche. Two acts of fucking happening simultaneously, separated by a pane of ground dwarven glass. Sable’s moans filtering through the wall. Elara’s desperate, suppressed whimpers answering them.

Beyond the pane: Sable’s pace increased. She was close. Theron could see it in the way her back arched, the way her jaw clenched and her chin dropped toward her chest, the way her hands gripped the adventurer’s shoulders with white-knuckled force. Her golden-brown skin was sheened with sweat. Her dark nipples were stiff and prominent.

In the niche: Elara clenched around him. She was matching Sable’s rhythm unconsciously, her body synchronizing with what her eyes consumed. When Sable sped up, Elara pushed back harder against Theron, impaling herself deeper on his cock. When the adventurer’s groan carried through the thin barrier, Elara whimpered and her pussy squeezed him in a spasm of sympathetic arousal.

“She’s going to cum,” Elara whispered. Narrating. Analyzing. Her voyeuristic instinct translating observation into arousal with ruthless efficiency. “Look at her face. She’s right there. See how she’s grinding? Her clit on his pelvis. She found the spot. Oh god, she found it.”

Her commentary was making everything hotter. Hearing Elara describe someone else’s approaching orgasm while his cock was buried inside her, feeling her pussy clench with each observation, was a kink he hadn’t known he possessed.

Theron matched his thrusts to the scene through the window. When Sable drove down hard, he drove into Elara hard. When the adventurer gripped Sable’s hips and held her still, Theron gripped Elara’s hips and held her still. Mirroring. Syncing. Making Elara feel what Sable was feeling through the proxy of his cock.

The forced silence amplified everything. Every sensation heightened by the need to stay quiet. Elara biting her arm to muffle the sounds she couldn’t contain, teeth pressed into her own flesh, tears leaking from the effort of restraint. Theron’s hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave finger-shaped bruises on her pale skin. The wet slide of his cock into her drenched pussy sounding obscenely loud in the tiny enclosed space, each thrust producing a slick, squelching noise that seemed deafening.

In the working room: Sable came.

Her back arched. Her mouth opened in a silent cry that became an audible moan, loud enough to penetrate the glass. Her pussy clenched visibly around the adventurer’s cock, her whole body shuddering with the force of an orgasm that was genuine, unpracticed, real. Not performance. Not professionalism. The real thing, wrung from a body that had learned to find pleasure in its work. Her tits bounced with each convulsion. Her tawny thighs trembled around the adventurer’s hips.

The adventurer watched Sable orgasm with stunned wonder. Then his face contorted. He thrust up hard, once, twice, burying himself deep, and came inside her. His cock pulsing, filling her, his groan low and guttural and utterly satisfied. He held himself buried to the hilt and Theron could see his hips jerking with each spurt, pumping into Sable’s spasming pussy. When he finally softened and slipped out, cum leaked from Sable’s swollen, reddened pussy in a thick white trickle, dripping down her inner thigh and pooling on the sheets.

Elara watched the cum drip. Watched it ooze from Sable’s well-fucked pussy, thick and white against her caramel skin. Saw it pool on the sheets in a glistening puddle. Her own pussy clenched around Theron so hard he saw stars, a vise-grip of arousal triggered by the visual of another woman freshly filled with cum.

And she came.

Silently. A full-body detonation that locked every muscle rigid, her jaw clamped shut, her eyes wide and unblinking and fixed on the cum still leaking from Sable’s thoroughly used pussy. She convulsed around Theron’s cock, her tight channel gripping and releasing in rhythmic spasms that milked him with desperate, involuntary force. Her petite body shook against the glass. Her knees buckled. Only the window frame and Theron’s grip on her hips kept her upright while the orgasm tore through her small frame in wave after relentless wave.

Her orgasm triggered his.

He buried himself deep and let go. Cock swelling and pulsing inside Elara’s convulsing pussy, flooding her with thick ropes of cum while they both watched the afterglow of Sable’s encounter through the glass. He leaned forward, his chest against her trembling back, his mouth against her ear, whispering the words she needed to hear. The words that made her pussy clench even harder around his spurting cock.

“Maybe this time. Maybe right now. I’m cumming so deep inside you.”

She whimpered. Pushed back against him with desperate force, taking every fraction of an inch deeper. Her pussy worked his shaft in rhythmic squeezes, pulling at him, demanding every drop. Her flat stomach pressed against the window frame where their child might already be growing.

“Yes,” she breathed, her voice breaking. “Cum inside me. Every drop. Don’t waste any. Fill me up. I want your baby. I’ve always wanted your baby. Give it to me.”

He pulsed inside her. Again. Again. Each spurt of cum shooting deep inside her. She held perfectly still, letting him empty completely, her inner muscles working him with rhythmic, deliberate squeezes that milked the last drops from his cock while tears of overwhelming pleasure streaked down her cheeks.

The same words she’d whispered a hundred times. But Maren was confirmed pregnant. Elara had been nauseous in the mornings. Her breasts were tender. She hadn’t noticed the pattern yet, or hadn’t let herself name it.

None of that mattered right now. Pressed against the window, filled with his cum, she just needed him. What she always needed. His cock, his seed, the certainty that her body belonged to him completely.

On the other side: Sable climbed off the adventurer. Cleaned him up with a warm cloth. Collected payment. He dressed and left through the alley door, walking like a man who’d just discovered religion.

Sable stretched. Yawned. Began preparing the room for the next client. She had no idea she’d just had an audience. No idea that her genuine orgasm had triggered two more on the other side of the glass.

In the niche: Theron pulled out slowly. Cum dripped from Elara’s pussy down her inner thigh. She didn’t clean it up. Didn’t want to. She turned in the narrow space, face flushed, eyes brilliant with post-orgasmic glow.

“That was the best orgasm of my life,” she said. No exaggeration in her voice. Pure statement of fact. “I want to do this every time she works.”

“We can arrange that.”

“Every time Rosalind works too. I want to watch her. She’s different from Sable. More intense. More experienced. The way she moves…” Elara shivered. “I want to see everything. And I want you inside me while I see it.”

Theron brushed damp hair from her face. Kissed her forehead. “This is yours. The niche. Our place. Nobody else uses it for this.”

She leaned into his touch. Then pulled back with sudden intensity. “I know what you were worried about. That I’d want to be on the other side. I don’t. I never did. I said ‘not for me’ and I meant it. I don’t want strangers. I don’t want anonymous cocks. I want YOUR cock and I want to WATCH while you give it to me.”

“Our arrangement,” Elara said, adjusting her dress, smoothing it down over the cum still wet on her thighs. “When Sable or Rosalind have clients, we use the niche. I watch. You fuck me. We share the experience.”

“Deal.”

She smiled. That innocent, radiant smile that had charmed adventurers since the day she started serving drinks. The smile that looked like it belonged on a choir girl, not on a woman who’d just orgasmed while watching a sex worker drain a stranger.

“I love you,” she said.

“I know.”

“I love that you didn’t judge me. For the watching.”

“Why would I judge you?”

“Because Mama would be horrified. Celia would call me a pervert. Maren would probably approve, but still.”

“Maren would definitely approve. She’d probably ask to join.”

Elara laughed. Clean and bright and happy. The sound bounced off the narrow walls, bright and warm and entirely too loud for a closet-sized space where they’d just committed acts that would scandalize the entire Sacred District.

She slipped out first. Back to the hallway, back to the tavern floor, back to being the cheerful blonde waitress who hummed while she worked and blushed when customers complimented her. Nobody would know what she’d been doing in the supply closet.

Nobody except Theron.

And the cum slowly making its way down the inside of her thigh while she served ale to a table of C-rank adventurers who had no idea that the pretty girl pouring their drinks was leaking her lover’s seed from a pussy that had just detonated watching live sex through a one-way window.

Lucky bastard, Theron thought, not for the first time.

Lucky, lucky bastard.


Chapter 9: The Velmoor Clock

Twenty-four days remained on Hargest’s deadline, and Theron called his first formal strategy meeting.

Not in the main hall where customers might walk in. In the kitchen. After hours. The door locked, the windows shuttered, the candles burning low. The inner circle assembled around Mirelle’s heavy prep table like generals around a war map, except the map was Celia’s ledger and the war was bureaucratic.

“The timeline.” Celia laid out a sheet of parchment she’d ruled with neat columns. Dates on the left, tasks in the middle, responsible parties on the right. She’d been up since dawn preparing this. Theron could see the faint shadows under her eyes, but her voice was sharp as a blade. “Twenty-four days. Four phases. No margin for error.”

Rosalind sat at the far end of the table, her chair tipped back, arms crossed under her breasts in a way that pushed them into breathtaking prominence even through her blouse. She’d come from the back room still faintly flushed from her last client. Didn’t seem to notice, or didn’t care.

Mirelle stood at the stove, because Mirelle couldn’t sit still during serious conversations. She stirred something that didn’t need stirring, her full breasts swaying beneath the sheer corset, her jaw set. She’d survived twenty years of Marcus’s decline. She was not going to let a bureaucrat take her home.

“Phase one,” Celia said. “Complete Lysa’s ritual to gain elf-kin affinity. Theron needs the mark to pass through Velmoor’s gates. Without it, the trade route doesn’t exist.”

“Maren is willing,” Theron said. “She wants two more weeks to be further along, but I’ll push for one. Eight weeks should show enough belly for Lysa.”

“Push harder,” Celia said. “We can’t afford two weeks of waiting. Every day we delay compresses the back end of the timeline.”

“Lysa’s requirements are specific. Her arousal powers the transfer. If she’s not satisfied with the subject, the magic might not take, or might not last the full thirty days.”

“Then bring Maren to Lysa’s shop early. Let Lysa see her. If the half-elf says the belly is sufficient at seven and a half weeks, we go immediately. If she says wait, we negotiate a compromise. Three days, not seven.”

Theron nodded. Celia was right. Waiting was a luxury they couldn’t afford.

“Phase two,” she continued. “The Velmoor trade run. One day’s travel each way through Thornhaven Wood. Theron leads with a hired cart loaded with Maren’s vegetables. Documentation from the elven trade-master constitutes proof of active inter-city trade.”

“Who runs the tavern while I’m gone?” Theron asked. “Two days minimum.”

“I do,” Mirelle said from the stove. “The kitchen, the floor, the scheduling. I managed this place for Marcus for years. I can manage it for two days without you.”

“The girls and I handle the back rooms,” Rosalind added. “Sable and I know the routine. Client flow won’t drop. Revenue won’t suffer.”

“And the ledger?” Theron looked at Celia.

“I manage the ledger whether you’re here or not.” Her tone suggested this was too obvious to warrant asking.

“What about heavy lifting? Supply deliveries?”

“Orin.” The name came from Mirelle, surprisingly. “He’s been helping Maren with her shop. He’s strong. He can handle morning deliveries and barrel-moving for two days.”

Orin. Maren’s godson. The boy Theron had facilitated into a sexual relationship with his own godmother. Now volunteering for manual labor at the tavern. The web of connections kept expanding in unexpected directions.

“He should come with me to Velmoor,” Theron said. “The road through Thornhaven has bandits. Gareth’s crew watches the treeline. I’ll have the elf-kin mark, which should give us passage, but muscle doesn’t hurt.”

“Orin’s not a fighter,” Mirelle pointed out.

“He’s got a strong back and a cart to drive while I handle the trading. Two people on the road are safer than one.”

“Phase three,” Celia said, steering them back. “Merchant Guild charter filing. I will handle the documentation. Proof of trade from Velmoor, existing commercial license, financial statements, and the Guild application form.” She tapped her ledger. “The financial statements are already prepared. I reformatted them according to Guild standards three days ago.”

Theron stared at her. “Three days ago? Before we even knew about Hargest’s letter?”

“I’ve been reading about trading post conversions since Lysa first mentioned the Velmoor route. It seemed prudent to have the paperwork ready.” She didn’t blush. Didn’t apologize. Just looked at him with those cool grey-blue eyes that said of course I prepared for a contingency you hadn’t thought of. I’m Celia.

“Processing time?” Theron asked.

“Seven business days is standard. But the Guild is a bureaucracy. Delays happen. Which is why we need phase four.”

“The contingency.”

“Captain Wrenfeld files a formal Watch objection to any proposed license revocation. Under city law, a contested revocation requires a public hearing. Hearing scheduling takes fourteen days minimum. Combined with the existing deadline, that buys us an additional two weeks.”

“But it also makes everything public,” Rosalind said, leaning forward. Her expression was serious, the playful mask dropped. “A hearing means the whole city knows what we do in the back rooms. That’s not necessarily bad for business, but it invites scrutiny we might not want.”

“It’s a last resort,” Theron agreed. “We use it only if the charter gets delayed.”

“The charter won’t get delayed.” Celia’s voice carried absolute conviction. “I’ll camp outside the Guild clerk’s office if necessary.”

She probably would.

Mirelle set a pot of tea on the table. Nobody had asked for tea. She’d made it anyway, because that was what Mirelle did during crises. She fed people. Caffeinated them. Kept the household running with herbal remedies and perfectly seasoned soup.

“What about Vincent?” Mirelle asked, pouring cups with the steady hands of a woman who’d served ale to adventurers fresh from death. “He’s not going to sit still while we outmaneuver him.”

“Vincent can’t do anything we haven’t already planned for,” Celia said. “His only weapon was Hargest, and Hargest gave us the playbook himself. If Vincent tries to block the Guild charter, he’d need contacts inside the bureaucracy. That costs money and favors, and Vincent’s been spending both on Hargest.”

“Don’t underestimate him,” Theron said. “He’s cornered. Cornered men do stupid things.”

“Stupid things we can handle.” Rosalind’s grin returned. “Clever things are the problem. And Vincent isn’t clever. He’s smooth. There’s a difference.”

Theron looked around the table. His war council. His management team. His lovers, every one of them, sitting around a kitchen table planning the defense of a business that had started as a failing tavern and was now an empire in miniature.

Mirelle poured tea with steady hands while rattling off supply logistics. Celia’s pen hadn’t stopped moving, her cool gaze translating strategy into columns and deadlines. Rosalind leaned back with the calculating ease of a woman who’d survived four fleet seasons on the harbor and could read a market better than any merchant.

His war council doubled as his bed rotation, and somehow each of them brought exactly what the business needed to survive.

“Revised timeline,” Theron said. “I visit Lysa tomorrow. If she’ll accept Maren at seven and a half weeks, we do the ritual within five days. Velmoor run on day seven or eight. Charter filed by day ten. That gives us eighteen days of buffer.”

“I’ll have the Guild application drafted by tomorrow morning,” Celia said.

“I’ll coordinate with Maren on the vegetable supply for the trade run,” Mirelle added. “She can have a cart loaded within two days of notice.”

“And I’ll make sure the back rooms are profitable enough to pay for any emergency expenses.” Rosalind stretched, her blouse pulling taut across her chest. “Fleet season is in two and a half weeks. If we can hold out until then, the revenue surge alone makes us untouchable.”

The meeting broke up after another hour of detail work. Supply lists. Contingency plans. Revenue projections. Celia’s pen never stopped moving, filling ledger pages with the precise calculations that had become the Stag’s nervous system.

As they dispersed, Theron caught Celia’s arm in the hallway.

“Three days ago,” he said. “You had the Guild paperwork ready three days ago.”

“Preparedness isn’t paranoia.” She didn’t pull away from his grip. Didn’t lean into it either. Classic Celia. Giving nothing, taking nothing, waiting for him to make the next move.

“It’s impressive.”

Something flickered behind her sharp gaze. The competitive fire. The need for validation she’d never fully outgrown. “More impressive than Elara’s tip record?”

“Different kind of impressive.”

“Different.” She said the word with the specific weight of someone who’d spent months hearing it. You’re different. Never better. Never worse. Different. The word that was supposed to comfort but always felt like consolation.

“I couldn’t run this business without you,” Theron said. “Elara’s tips keep the floor profitable. Mirelle’s cooking keeps customers coming back. Rosalind’s professionalism built the back-room revenue. But you built the SYSTEM. The tracking. The projections. The paperwork that’s going to save us from Hargest.”

She looked at him. For a long moment, the cold mask dropped completely. Beneath it: not hunger, not competition, not the tsundere who’d once screamed that she was better than her sister. Naked relief. The expression of a woman realizing she was valued for more than her ass or her willingness to take his cock in it.

“Tomorrow,” she said. “I’ll have the application ready. And Theron?”

“Yeah?”

“When this is over. When the charter is filed and Vincent is beaten and the business is safe.” She paused. “I want to talk about something. Something personal.”

“Personal how?”

“You’ll find out when the business is safe.” She pulled her arm free. Walked to her room. Turned at the door. “Don’t forget. Elara’s night tonight. Third night is mine.”

The competitive fire hadn’t gone anywhere. Just redirected.

Theron stood in the hallway for a moment, processing. Celia wanted to discuss something personal after the crisis. She’d prepared Guild paperwork three days before anyone knew they’d need it. She was tracking his sexual schedule with the same precision she applied to the ledger.

Celia was planning something.

He couldn’t tell what. But he’d learned by now that when Celia planned, the results were either spectacular or terrifying.

Usually both.

He went to Elara’s room. She was awake, sitting on her bed in the nightgown, a book in her lap that she wasn’t reading. Her eyes found his immediately. Bright. Alive. Still carrying the afterglow of the viewing niche.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi.”

“Is Sable working tomorrow afternoon?”

“I can check the schedule.”

“Check the schedule.” Her eyes darkened. “And then come back here and make me cum while we wait for tomorrow afternoon.”

He checked the schedule. And he came back. And he made her cum.

The breeding talk was different tonight. Softer. Less performance, more reality. As if the viewing niche had stripped away a layer of pretense, revealing the genuine desire beneath the dirty words.

“I want your baby,” she whispered while he moved inside her. “I really, actually want your baby. Not just as a fantasy. As real life.”

He came inside her. She held him there. And for a moment, in the darkness, they were just two people who loved each other and wanted to build something that would last.

Twenty-four days. And somewhere in the city, Vincent was sitting across from Hargest, probably smiling that practiced smile, confident the trap had already closed.

Let him smile. Smiles didn’t file charters.


Chapter 10: Mirelle After Hours

The tavern closed at midnight. The last D-rank adventurer stumbled out, his delve-wounded leg dragging slightly, his coin purse lighter by twelve sovereigns. Mirelle collected his empty tankards and wiped the table with practiced efficiency, her heavy breasts swaying beneath the sheer corset with each sweep of her arm.

Theron locked the front door. Then paused with his hand on the side entrance.

Left it unlocked.

Mirelle noticed. She always noticed. Those warm hazel eyes tracked the movement of his hand, the deliberate absence of the bolt sliding home, the gap between locked and not-locked that changed everything.

“You forgot the side door,” she said.

“Did I?”

They looked at each other across the empty tavern. Every candle still burning. Every lantern lit. The main hall blazed with warm light, empty tables and chairs casting long shadows across the floor. The air smelled of spilled ale and roasted mushrooms and the lingering musk of a room where people had been drinking and touching and wanting for hours.

Mirelle set down the tankards. Slowly. Her hands moved to the laces of her corset. Not to tighten them, as she would for sleep. To loosen them.

“You drove me insane tonight,” Theron said.

“I drove three C-rank adventurers insane.” She pulled one lace free. The corset loosened, and her full breasts shifted, pressing outward against fabric that was barely containing them even when properly laced. “Two of them had visible erections at their table. That scarred swordsman couldn’t stop staring at my tits while he drank. He missed his mouth twice.”

“And you loved it.”

“Every second.” Another lace. The corset gaped open. One generous breast threatened to escape, the dark circle of her nipple visible at the fabric’s edge. “When I leaned over to refill his ale and he looked straight down my dress… I was so wet I was afraid it would show through my skirt.”

She pulled the final lace.

The corset fell open. Her breasts spilled free with the heavy, swaying motion of natural 38DD cups that had never needed support to be magnificent. Large nipples, already hard from the cool air and from the conversation that was heading exactly where both of them wanted it to go. Her skin flushed pink across her chest, the color spreading down from her neck in the way it always did when arousal overcame propriety.

She stood behind the bar. Thirty-eight years old. No underwear beneath her skirt. Her bare tits fully exposed in the main hall of the tavern she’d managed for years. The hall where customers sat. Where adventurers drank and ogled and fantasized about exactly this.

“The side door is unlocked,” she said.

“Is that a problem?”

Long pause. Her breathing quickened. Those hazel eyes, half-lidded and smoky, darkened with a hunger that had been growing since she’d discovered what she was. Not just a MILF. Not just a mother. An exhibitionist. A woman whose deepest arousal came from being seen. Being wanted. Being the center of attention in a room designed for attention.

“No,” she said. Her voice dropped to a register that vibrated through Theron’s chest. “That is not a problem.”

He crossed the hall. Rounded the bar. She was waiting, leaning against the back counter, her topless body on full display in the blazing candlelight. Every curve illuminated. Every inch of her generous figure catching light and shadow in ways that made his cock so hard it actually hurt.

“Someone could walk in,” she whispered.

“Yes.”

“A late customer. A guard doing rounds. Orin coming to collect something for Maren.”

“Yes.”

“And they’d see me. Like this. Your employee. Your lover. The mother of the two women you’re also fucking. Standing behind the bar with her tits out.”

“They’d see more than that.”

He dropped to his knees in front of her. Pushed her skirt up around her waist. Nothing underneath, as he’d known, as had been true every day since she’d stopped wearing smallclothes weeks ago. Her pussy was glistening. The lips swollen and flushed dark pink, already parted and slick with arousal, her clit visibly engorged and peeking from its hood. She was wet enough that the slickness had already spread to her inner thighs. Her scent hit him before his mouth did. Warm and musky and female, the concentrated arousal of a woman who’d been dripping since the first customer stared at her chest.

Theron pressed his mouth against her. Dragged his tongue flat and slow from her entrance to her clit in one long, deliberate lick that tasted her fully. She grabbed the edge of the bar behind her with both hands, her knuckles going white, her heavy tits heaving as the first contact of his tongue on her aching clit sent a shockwave through her body that made her hips jerk forward.

She was loud.

Deliberately loud. Not muffling. Not restraining. Moaning with full-throated abandon in the main hall of the tavern with the side door unlocked and every candle burning. The sound echoed off the walls, off the ceiling beams, off the mounted stag head above the cold fireplace. The sound of a woman being eaten out behind the bar she served customers from twelve hours a day, her pussy on display in the spot where she tallied tips and poured ale.

“Right there,” she gasped, one hand leaving the bar to grip his hair. Fingers twisting in his dark brown locks, pulling him closer. Harder. Grinding her pussy against his mouth with desperate rhythm, her powerful legs bracketing his head. “Don’t stop. Right there. Fuck, right there. Suck my clit. Just like that.”

He sucked. Drew her clit between his lips and flicked it with the tip of his tongue. She sobbed with pleasure. He pushed two fingers inside her while he licked, curling them upward, finding the spot that made her knees buckle. She was so wet his fingers slid in without resistance, her pussy clenching around them immediately, her walls hot and slick and desperately responsive.

She came in under a minute.

Eight years of celibacy had left her body perpetually primed. Every orgasm still hit like an explosion, the accumulated pressure of years of nothing detonating through sensitized nerve endings. Her thick thighs clamped around his head, the soft flesh of them crushing his ears. Her pussy spasmed around his fingers and against his tongue in rapid, rhythmic contractions. She screamed. Actually screamed. Full volume, reverberating through the empty tavern, rattling the glasses on their hooks, loud enough to carry through the unlocked side door into the alley beyond.

Anyone walking past would have heard. Would have heard a woman screaming in pleasure at the Prancing Stag at midnight. Would have known exactly what was happening.

The thought made her wetter. Her pussy flooded his mouth with fresh arousal, her orgasm extending as the exhibitionist thrill amplified every sensation.

Theron stood. Lifted her onto the bar. She went willingly, eagerly, spreading her full thighs wide on the polished wood, her bare ass on the surface where tankards and coin piles normally rested. Her tits were at his eye level now, swaying with her quickened breathing, nipples impossibly hard.

He freed his cock. Rock-hard, throbbing, the head slick with pre-cum. It jutted toward her like a compass finding north. She looked down at it, then up at him, and her expression was the purest thing he’d ever seen on her face. Pure want. Pure need. Pure hunger for something she’d been denied for so long and now couldn’t get enough of. Her eyes tracked from his cock to his face and her tongue swept across her lower lip.

“Fuck me here,” she said. “Where I serve customers every day. Where those adventurers stare at my tits and imagine exactly this. In the middle of the room I’ve worked in for years. On the bar where I pour their ale.”

He gripped her thighs, spread them wider, positioned himself at her dripping entrance, and entered her in one firm stroke.

The bar was the perfect height. Her pussy swallowed him to the base in a single hot glide, her walls parting around his cock with slick, welcoming heat. She was so wet that the penetration produced an obscene squelching sound that echoed through the empty hall. She wrapped her thick legs around his waist and pulled him deeper, locked her ankles behind his back, her powerful thighs squeezing his hips, trapping him inside her with the possessive strength of a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and refused to let it escape.

“Harder,” she demanded. “Let the whole street hear what you do to me.”

Theron gripped her wide hips, his fingers sinking into the soft generous flesh, and drove into her with force. The bar shook with each impact, the heavy wood groaning under the rhythmic assault. Tankards that hadn’t been put away rattled in their hooks. A bottle of ale on the back shelf vibrated toward the edge and toppled, landing behind the bar with a thud neither of them acknowledged.

Mirelle threw her head back. Her chestnut hair, streaked with silver, cascaded down her back. Her enormous tits bounced violently with each thrust, heavy and hypnotic, the soft flesh rippling with each collision, catching candlelight across their curves with each wild oscillation. Her large nipples were swollen and dark, tracing arcs in the air as her breasts swung. Her mouth was open, sounds pouring from her without filter or shame. Moans and gasps and half-words and his name, over and over, filling the tavern with the unmistakable soundtrack of a woman being fucked exactly the way she needed.

“Everyone sits here,” she gasped between thrusts. “Everyone drinks here. And I’m going to cum here. On YOUR cock. In OUR tavern.”

The exhibitionist’s ultimate fantasy. Sex in the most public space she inhabited. Not in a bedroom with the door closed. Not in the storage room behind locked doors. On the bar. In the main hall. With the side entrance unlocked and every candle ablaze and her voice carrying through walls that separated the tavern from the street.

“I can feel them,” she whispered. Not the imaginary watchers. Something else. “I can feel all those eyes. All those men who wanted me. Who tipped me. Who stared at my breasts and imagined this exact moment. I can FEEL them watching even though they’re not here.”

“They’re watching,” Theron said, playing the game, feeding the fantasy. “Every adventurer who ever dropped coins to look down your dress. They’re watching you cum on my cock.”

“Good.” She clenched around him, her pussy gripping so tight he groaned. “Let them watch. Let them see what they can’t have. Because this body…” She cupped her own breasts, pressing them together, her thumbs circling her hard nipples. “This body is YOURS. And I’m DONE being invisible.”

Theron drove deep. Buried to the hilt. Held. His cock pressed hard against her cervix, his pelvis grinding against her throbbing clit. Watched her face contort with the building pressure of an orgasm that was going to be enormous. Her mouth open. Her eyes unfocused. Her big tits heaving with each ragged breath.

“Never again,” he agreed. And thrust.

She came so hard the ale glasses rattled on their shelf.

Her entire body convulsed, her pussy clenching in rhythmic waves around his cock, each contraction gripping him with crushing intensity and then releasing with a flood of wet heat. Her legs locked around his waist with force that would bruise his ribs. She screamed his name into the empty tavern with a volume that was genuinely alarming, the sound bouncing off every surface, her full tits shaking with each convulsion, her back arching off the bar until only her shoulders and ass touched the wood.

The orgasm ripped through her like nothing she’d felt before. Wave after wave of clenching, spasming, sobbing pleasure. A woman reclaiming the most public space she knew with raw animal sex and the absolute certainty that she was wanted. Her pussy gushed around his cock, her juices flooding down his shaft and pooling on the bar beneath her ass, soaking into the polished wood where customers would rest their elbows tomorrow.

Theron came with her. His cock swelling inside her convulsing pussy and erupting, thick pulses of cum flooding her insides while her spasms milked him with desperate involuntary force. Each contraction of her pussy pulled another spurt from him, her body draining him with the hungry efficiency of a woman who’d been starved for this. Her thick thighs trembled against his sides. Her screams echoed and faded and echoed again in the empty hall. He gripped the bar for support because his own legs were threatening to give out, his cock still pulsing inside her, still filling her with cum that began to leak around his shaft and drip onto the bar beneath them.

They stayed locked together for a long moment. His cock softening inside her. Her breathing gradually slowing from desperate gasps to deep, satisfied breaths. Her warm chest rising and falling against his.

Then she pulled him closer. Wrapped her arms around his neck. Buried her face against his shoulder.

“Thank you,” she murmured against his skin. “For claiming me. For giving me back the parts of myself I buried.”

“They were never gone, Mirelle. Just waiting.”

She pulled back. Those hazel eyes, usually warm with suppressed longing, were now warm with something simpler and more powerful. Satisfaction. Completeness. “Eight years I cleaned this bar and pretended I didn’t want to be thrown across it. You walked in and knew before I did.”

She touched his face. Her palm warm, slightly rough from kitchen work.

Theron kissed her palm. “You didn’t make it easy to miss.”

Mirelle laughed. Genuine and free and louder than her orgasm, ringing through the tavern with the kind of joy that sounded like it had been building for years.

They climbed down from the bar together. Mirelle adjusted her skirt, pulled the corset closed without lacing it, leaving her breasts barely contained behind the gap. Theron locked the side door. This time properly.

“Next time,” Mirelle said, heading toward the stairs. “Leave the FRONT door unlocked.”

“You’re serious.”

“Dead serious. I spent eight years invisible. I never want to be invisible again.”

She disappeared up the stairs. The sound of her bedroom door closing was followed, minutes later, by the faint creaking of her bed. Not from masturbation. From rolling over. Settling in. Falling asleep with the deep satisfaction of a woman who’d been thoroughly, completely, publicly fucked.

Theron stood behind the bar. The surface was damp. The glasses were still rattled from their hooks. The whole hall smelled like sex.

Tomorrow, customers would sit here. Adventurers would drink ale from this bar. They’d look at Mirelle in her corset and imagine exactly what had happened on this surface.

None of them would know.

But she would.


Chapter 11: Sable’s Promotion

Theron waited until after her shift.

He could have done this during the afternoon lull, between clients, during one of the quiet moments when Sable sat in the back room braiding her wild dark curls and humming to herself. But this wasn’t a work conversation. It needed to happen somewhere that wasn’t a workspace. Somewhere that meant something different.

His room.

He found her in the hallway, freshly washed, wearing the simple cotton wrap she changed into after her shifts. Her caramel skin glowed from the warmth of the bath. Auburn highlights in her dark curls caught the lantern light as she turned.

“Hey,” she said, with the casual smile she’d developed over weeks of growing confidence. Not quite Rosalind’s knowing grin. Something younger. More tentative. Still learning what her face could do when she stopped being afraid.

“Come upstairs,” he said. “My room. I want to talk.”

The smile faltered. Just slightly. A flicker of uncertainty crossing those amber eyes. She’d been to the back room with him for sessions. She’d knelt beside Rosalind while they both serviced him. But his personal room? The room where Elara and Celia and Mirelle took their turns? That was different territory. That was where lovers went, not employees.

“Okay,” she said. Quiet. Careful.

She followed him up the stairs and through his door. His room was simple but comfortable. The bed where he’d deflowered Elara, where Celia demanded validation, where Mirelle’s volcanic orgasms shook the walls. A desk. A chair. The ledger Celia had forced him to maintain. The window overlooking Provision Lane.

Sable stood just inside the door, her arms wrapped around herself. Protective. The body language of someone who’d learned young that rooms you didn’t know were rooms you had to be careful in.

“Sit.” He gestured to the bed. She sat on the very edge, knees together, hands in her lap. The wooden bird figurine she kept on her shelf downstairs was clutched in her fingers. She’d brought it. A comfort object. A piece of childhood she carried into uncertain moments.

Theron pulled the desk chair across from her and sat.

“Rosalind told me something,” he said. Direct. No preamble. Sable deserved directness, not the smooth manipulation Vincent would have used or the careful seduction he’d practiced on others.

Sable’s caramel skin flushed darker. She knew. Of course she knew. Rosalind and Sable lived together, worked together, shared everything. If Rosalind had noticed Sable’s feelings, she’d told Sable she noticed. And if Rosalind had told Theron, Sable knew that too.

“She shouldn’t have,” Sable whispered.

“Is it true?”

Silence. Her fingers turned the little bird over and over. Faded paint. Chipped beak. A childhood keepsake from a life that had offered very few things worth keeping.

“Is it true, Sable?”

She looked up. Those amber-brown eyes, usually bright with the curious eagerness Rosalind had cultivated, were now raw with vulnerability she couldn’t hide.

“Yes.” One word. Barely audible. “Since the teaching session. Maybe before. I don’t know when it started.” She swallowed. “You’re the first person who’s been kind to me who isn’t Rosalind. The first person who built somewhere I feel safe and valued and wanted. Not just as a body but as a person.”

She looked at the bird in her hands. “Rosalind raised me. She taught me everything. But she’s my mentor. My mother-figure. My guide. What I feel for you is different. It’s not gratitude. It’s not professional respect. It’s…” She closed her eyes. “I practice what to say in my head and it never sounds right. It sounds pathetic. The orphan whore falling for her employer.”

“That’s not what it sounds like.”

“That’s what it IS.” Her voice cracked. “I’m an eighteen-year-old sex worker who fell for the man who pays her to suck cocks through a wall. How is that not pathetic?”

Theron moved from the chair to the bed beside her. Didn’t touch her. Gave her space to exist in her feelings without pressure.

“You’re an eighteen-year-old woman who chose her profession, excels at it, and has enough self-knowledge to recognize when something means more than a transaction. There’s nothing pathetic about wanting.”

“Wanting is easy. Having is what’s impossible.” She turned the bird over again. “Girls like me don’t GET to have. We service. We perform. We make other people feel good and then we go back to our rooms and try to feel good about having made them feel good.”

“Then stop being just an employee.” He said it simply. The way he’d say pass the bread or close the door. Statement of fact, not grand declaration. “Be mine.”

She looked at him. Her eyes widened. Disbelief flooding features that were already beautiful and becoming more so with each second of genuine emotion.

“Yours?” she whispered. “Like… like Elara and Celia and Mirelle? Not just a girl who works the back room?”

“Exactly like them. If you want it.”

“If I—” She made a sound that was half-laugh, half-sob. “If I WANT it? I’ve wanted it since you told Rosalind we could move in. Since you gave us a room with a real bed and a lock on the door. Since you treated me like a person who mattered and not just a body that earned.”

She kissed him.

Not professional. Not practiced. Not the careful, controlled technique Rosalind had taught her for client work. This was genuine. Desperate. Trembling. Her lips found his with the accuracy of weeks of imagining, her hands gripping his shirt, her body pressing against his because she needed to prove to herself that this was real.

She pulled back. Tears. Not sad tears. The tears of a dam breaking, of a girl who’d convinced herself she didn’t deserve tenderness discovering that tenderness was being offered freely.

“I’m sorry,” she said, wiping her eyes. “I didn’t mean to cry. Rosalind would be so disappointed. She says professionals don’t cry with clients.”

“I’m not a client.”

The words landed. She looked at him. Really looked. And the gratitude in her face hardened into fierce resolve. Her jaw set. Her gaze locked onto him with an intensity that said she was staking a claim.

“No,” she said. “You’re not.”

They didn’t have sex.

That surprised her. She’d assumed, as anyone in her position would assume, that “be mine” meant “let me fuck you right now.” She started to pull at her wrap, started the familiar motions of undressing for service.

Theron stopped her. Gently. Hands on her wrists.

“Not tonight.”

“But—”

“Tonight is about something else.”

She stared at him. Confused. In her experience, men who wanted you in their bed wanted one thing. Two things if they were creative. But they wanted the physical. The body. The performance.

“What else is there?” she asked, and the question broke his heart a little.

“This.” He pulled her down onto the bed. Lay beside her. Put his arm around her. Held her.

She was stiff at first. Uncertain. Her body was trained for sex, not for being held. Clients didn’t hold you. Clients fucked you and left. Even Rosalind, who loved her deeply, expressed affection through mentorship and shared work, not through quiet physical presence.

Slowly, muscle by muscle, Sable relaxed into him. Her head found the hollow of his shoulder. Her breathing slowed. Her hand, still clutching the wooden bird, rested against his chest.

“This is…” she whispered. “Nobody’s ever just held me.”

“Then everybody’s been wrong.”

She was silent for a long time. He felt her tears soaking through his shirt. Felt her breathing hitch and settle, hitch and settle, the rhythm of someone processing emotions she’d never learned how to process because no one had ever given her a safe place to feel them.

After a while, she slept. In his bed. In his arms. She’d never done this before. Slept beside someone without fucking them first. Lay in a bed she hadn’t earned through service, held by a man who hadn’t paid for the privilege.

Theron lay awake, staring at the ceiling. Through one wall: silence from Celia’s room. Through the other: silence from Mirelle’s. The household heard nothing from his room tonight. No sex sounds. No moaning. No bed frame slamming against the wall. Just quiet.

Strange quiet. The kind that raised questions.

In the morning, Elara found him making breakfast in the kitchen. Unusual. That was Mirelle’s job.

“Did you and Sable…?” she asked, cornflower eyes reading his expression with the intuition of a woman who knew his body language better than anyone.

“Not yet.” He set a plate in front of her. “Tonight was just… holding her.”

Elara tilted her head. Studied him. Then smiled. Not jealous. Not competitive. Understanding. She’d been through enough changes of her own to understand that some nights weren’t about cock and cum.

Some nights were about showing someone they mattered.

“Good,” Elara said. “She deserves that.”

She ate her breakfast. Hummed while she chewed.

Outside, the morning sun rose over Provision Lane. Twenty-two days on Hargest’s clock. The Lysa ritual was scheduled for the day after tomorrow. The Velmoor run three days after that. The charter filing within the week.

Theron finished his breakfast and started planning the day. A business to save. A ritual to complete. And a wooden bird figurine, still warm from a sleeping girl’s hand, sitting on his nightstand upstairs.


Chapter 12: The Cotton Nightdress

She knocked this time.

Not the confident knock of a professional arriving for a scheduled session. A tentative knock. Three light taps. The sound of someone who had permission to enter but still needed to prove to herself that the permission was real.

“Come in.”

Sable opened the door. She was wearing something new. Something personal, miles from the practical wraps and sheer outfits she deployed for work.

A simple cotton nightdress. Pale blue. Loose around her slim frame but gathered at the waist with a ribbon tie. She’d bought it from Lysa’s shop with her own earnings, Rosalind had mentioned. Spent five of her hard-earned sovereigns on fabric that covered more than it revealed.

For a woman who stripped for strangers multiple times a day, the modesty of it was its own kind of nakedness.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi.”

She closed the door behind her. Stood with her back against it. Wild dark curls falling around her face, auburn highlights catching the single candle’s light. Her warm brown skin was flushed darker than usual across her cheeks and the visible triangle of her chest. Amber eyes enormous in the warm shadows.

“I’m nervous,” she said. “Which is stupid. I’ve done this hundreds of times.”

“You haven’t done this.”

“No.” She smiled. Shaky but real. “I haven’t done THIS.”

She crossed the room. Stood in front of him where he sat on the bed’s edge. Close enough to touch. Close enough that he could smell her. Rosalind’s herbal soap instead of the heavy oils she wore for clients. Her own skin’s warmth. The faint sweetness of whatever she’d eaten for dessert.

“With clients, I’m in control,” she said softly. “I know the steps. I know the sounds to make. I know how to perform pleasure so convincingly that they think they made me cum when really I just clenched at the right time.” She paused. “With you, I don’t want any of that. I want to be… me. And ‘me’ hasn’t done this before.”

“Me hasn’t had sex?”

“‘Me’ hasn’t had sex where it MEANS something.” She reached for the ribbon at her waist. “This is different. You’re different. And I’m scared that the real me won’t measure up to the version I perform, and you’ll wish you’d just kept me as an employee.”

Theron took her hands. Stopped them from untying the ribbon. “Slow down.”

“But—”

“We have all night.”

She exhaled. The tension in her shoulders dropped by half. She looked at their joined hands like she was memorizing the image.

He pulled her down onto the bed. Not forcefully. Gently. The way you’d guide someone into warm water. She sat beside him, their thighs touching, her hands still in his.

“I’m going to kiss you,” he said. “And then we’ll see what feels right.”

He kissed her.

Not the hungry claiming he used with Elara, or the aggressive possession that Mirelle craved, or the competitive intensity Celia demanded. Something else. Slow. Thorough. Exploratory. His lips learning the shape of hers as if they hadn’t already touched in the back room, because they hadn’t touched like THIS. His hand cupping her face, thumb tracing her cheekbone, the high bone structure of her mixed-race features exotic against the rough pad of his thumb.

She responded gradually. The professional reflexes tried to kick in. He felt it. The practiced tilt of her head, the learned parting of her lips. But beneath the training, something real was fighting to surface. The untrained response. The one she’d never let a client see.

He kissed the corner of her mouth. Her jawline. The curve where her neck met her shoulder. She shivered. Not performance. Her body answering a touch she’d wanted rather than one she’d been paid for.

“This feels different,” she whispered.

“Good different?”

“Terrifying different.” A pause. “The best kind of terrifying.”

She pulled back and untied the ribbon herself. Slowly. Let the nightdress loosen, slide down one shoulder, catch at her breasts. Her skin glowed golden in the candlelight. The dark chocolate curls framed her face. She looked impossibly young and impossibly old at the same time. A girl who’d seen too much trying to feel something new.

The nightdress fell.

He’d seen her body before. In the back room, during the teaching session, through the viewing niche. But context changed everything. Her C-cup breasts, perky and firm with dark nipples already hardening, were the same breasts she bared for paying men. But bared HERE, in HIS room, for HIM specifically, they carried a meaning she’d never given them before. Something freely offered rather than transacted.

Her slim waist. The tight dancer’s ass. Long legs folding beneath her on the bed. The wild curls cascading across bare shoulders. She was beautiful. But tonight she was also vulnerable. Exposed in ways that had nothing to do with clothing.

Theron undressed. Deliberately. Letting her watch. Giving her what she gave him. Equality in nakedness. Not employer revealing employee. Two people showing themselves to each other.

He kissed her again. Longer. Deeper. His hands explored her body with the deliberation he’d use on a new lover, not the familiarity of a repeat encounter. Tracing the curve of her ribs. The dip of her waist. The swell of her hip. Mapping territory that was technically familiar but emotionally uncharted.

She gasped when his thumb grazed her nipple. Involuntary. Surprised by its own intensity. A sound she’d never let a paying man hear.

“I want to feel everything,” she said. “Promise you won’t let me perform.”

“If you start performing, I’ll stop.”

“That’s mean.”

“That’s honest.”

He laid her back on the bed. Missionary. The most vulnerable position. Face to face. Eye contact unavoidable. Nowhere to hide behind technique or angles or the professional mask she’d worn for months.

He entered her slowly. Inch by inch. Letting her feel every bit of his cock as it spread her open. Her pussy was wet but tight, the familiar grip of her body given new meaning by context. Her muscles fluttered around him involuntarily, clenching and releasing in little spasms that had nothing to do with technique and everything to do with nerves and want. The careful control she maintained for paying men was gone. This was raw.

Her amber eyes widened. Not from pain. From the sensation of being penetrated by someone she’d chosen instead of someone who’d paid. The physical mechanics were identical. His cock inside her pussy. Filling her. Stretching her. But the FEELING was something she’d never experienced. Connection without transaction. Intimacy without a clock ticking down the minutes.

“Oh,” she breathed. Just that. One syllable carrying the weight of a revelation. Her pussy squeezed him. Not the controlled squeeze she used on paying men. An involuntary contraction that gripped his cock and held.

He moved. Slow, deep strokes that buried him completely inside her before withdrawing almost to the tip and then sinking back again. Watching her face. Reading her responses the way Rosalind had taught him to read women but without the transactional purpose. Not asking “does she want faster” to optimize her satisfaction rating. Asking because he wanted her to feel good. Because her pleasure mattered beyond its commercial value. Her pussy was warm and slick around him, getting wetter with each stroke, her body responding to the tenderness with a flood of honest arousal.

She wrapped her legs around him. Drew him deeper. Her heels pressing against his ass, pulling him into her with each thrust. Her hands on his shoulders, fingers digging into his muscle. Her hips lifting to meet him, instinct overriding the practiced stillness she maintained with clients.

“I can feel you,” she whispered. “I always feel the men inside me but this is… I can FEEL you. Every inch. Every pulse. You’re so hard.”

Her moans were different. Gone were the calibrated sounds designed to escalate from soft to loud so a paying customer felt like a god. What replaced them was unpracticed, uncontrolled. Raw little noises that caught in her throat and escaped as surprised exclamations, as if her body was discovering responses it had been suppressing under layers of trained composure. Small gasps when he pushed deep. Quiet whimpers when he withdrew. A sound almost like a sob when he ground his pelvis against her clit.

Theron kissed her neck. Tasted the salt of her clean skin, the warmth of her honey-warm skin under his lips. Her collarbone. The sensitive spot where her pulse fluttered fast against her throat. She arched into each kiss with honest responsiveness. No performance. No technique. Just a woman’s body responding to genuine desire, her skin prickling with goosebumps beneath his mouth.

He changed the angle. Slightly. Tilted his hips upward so the head of his cock dragged along her front wall with each stroke, and she gasped with shock. Her entire body jolted. Her pussy clenched around him in a sudden spasm.

“There,” she breathed. “Right there. That’s… I never…”

“You never felt that?”

“Clients don’t… they don’t try to find…” She swallowed, her throat working. “Nobody ever tried to make it good for ME. Not really. They want their own pleasure. I provide it. The angle is always for them. Always what makes THEM cum fastest.”

“The angle is for you tonight.”

He held it. That specific angle. Each stroke pressing the swollen head of his cock against the rough patch of sensitive tissue inside her, the spot that made her breath catch and her pussy clench and her eyes go unfocused. He ground against it with deliberate, controlled pressure, each thrust a slow push and drag that built sensation in cumulative waves. Her amateur moans grew louder. Wilder. The professional walls were down. This was just Sable. Eighteen years old. Being fucked slowly and tenderly by someone who cared whether she enjoyed it. And she was enjoying it. Her pussy was soaking, her arousal flooding around his cock, dripping between them onto the sheets.

She orgasmed with tears on her cheeks.

Not like her orgasm with the D-rank adventurer that Rosalind had witnessed. Not the surprised physical response of a body finding release during professional work. This was emotional. A climax that started between her legs, her pussy clenching around him in deep, rolling waves, and ended behind her eyes, shaking loose something she’d been holding tight since the day Rosalind had found her as a child and taught her that her body was her livelihood.

She cried through it. Her pussy clenching rhythmically around his cock in long, slow contractions that pulled at him with desperate force. Her legs locked behind his back. Her face wet with tears she couldn’t stop. Her arms wrapped around his neck, pulling him down against her, holding him inside her while her body shook. She wasn’t sobbing. She was releasing. Years of performing pleasure for others while denying herself the right to feel it genuinely.

Theron held still inside her. Let her ride the wave. Kissed the tears on her cheeks without comment.

When she came down, she immediately said: “I want to ride you.”

“You sure?”

“I need to feel like I’m choosing this. Not lying back and receiving. Choosing.”

He rolled them. She ended up on top. Straddling him. His cock still buried inside her, still hard, still waiting.

She moved.

Not with the practiced hip rolls she used on paying clients. With something rawer. More instinctive. Clumsy and beautiful. Her body finding ITS rhythm, not the rhythm she’d been taught. She ground against him, chasing sensation, her pussy sliding up and down his slick shaft, her clit dragging against his pelvis with each roll. Her hands flat on his chest, her dark curls falling around both their faces like a curtain of wild chocolate spirals.

“This is mine,” she whispered. “This cock. This moment. This is MINE. Not a transaction. Not a service. Mine.”

She moved faster. Her perky C-cup tits bounced with each motion, the dark nipples cutting arcs through the candlelight. Her skin gleamed with a sheen of sweat that turned her golden-brown complexion incandescent. Her eyes, usually bright with professional confidence, were now bright with something older and more powerful. Ownership. She was claiming HIM as much as he was claiming her. Her pussy was drenched, soaking his cock and his pelvis, the sounds of their joining wet and rhythmic and genuine.

She ground down hard. Took him as deep as she could. Circled her hips, pressing her clit against him, feeling every inch of his cock stretching her, filling her. She wasn’t riding to finish him. She was riding to finish HERSELF. Selfish. Glorious. Earned.

The second orgasm hit her harder than the first. She cried out. Not quietly. Not controlled. A sound that was all voice and no technique, ripped from somewhere deeper than her throat, a sound that filled his room and carried through the thin walls. Her pussy gripped him in spasms so intense her whole body shook, her inner walls contracting around his cock in rapid pulses that squeezed him from base to tip.

She kept moving through it. Riding his cock while she came, years of training giving her body control her emotions didn’t have, her hips still rolling even as her thighs trembled and her arms shook. Her inner walls gripping him with desperate involuntary force, each spasm pulling at his cock like a fist that refused to let go.

Theron’s own orgasm built from the combination of everything. Her unfiltered sounds. Her unpracticed, beautiful movements. Her tears drying on her face in salt tracks. The way she said “mine” like she’d never dared claim anything before. The wet heat of her pussy gripping him with force that was emotion made physical.

He gripped her hips. Drove up into her one last time, burying himself as deep as her body would allow. And came.

He felt every pulse of it. His cock swelling inside her and releasing in thick, heavy spurts that flooded her pussy with heat. She felt it too. Felt every pulse of his cock, every spurt of cum filling her. She gasped. Held still on top of him. Let him pump into her, felt the warmth spreading deep inside, and whispered “yes” so quietly it was almost inaudible.

She collapsed forward onto his chest, her face against his neck, her body trembling with aftershocks. His cock softening slowly inside her, still leaking the last of his cum into her warm, satisfied pussy. Her heartbeat hammering against his ribs.

“Thank you,” she murmured into his skin. “For seeing me.”

“I always saw you.”

They lay together. Her body draped across his like a warm, satisfied blanket. His cock softening inside her, his cum leaking slowly where they were still joined. Her heartbeat gradually slowing from frantic to steady. His hands tracing slow patterns on her bare back.

“Am I part of the rotation now?” she asked eventually. Practical. Even tender moments needed logistics.

“If you want to be.”

“Do I still work the back room?”

“That’s your choice. Not mine. You can work or not. The room is there either way.”

She thought about it. Her fingers tracing circles on his chest.

“I’ll keep working,” she decided. “I like the work. Truly. It’s not something I endure. It’s something I’m good at, something that makes me feel powerful and skilled and valued.” She paused. “But I’ll come to your room on my nights off. And when I’m here, I’m not Sable the worker. I’m just Sable.”

“Just Sable is more than enough.”

She smiled against his chest. A real smile. The kind she was learning to give without fear that it would be used against her.

A knock at the door. Light. Familiar.

“It’s Rosalind,” came the muffled voice. “I’m not barging in. Just checking.”

“Come in,” Theron called.

The door opened. Rosalind stood in the hallway in her nightclothes, honey-blonde hair messy, sharp eyes scanning the scene with the quick assessment of a woman who’d supervised countless sexual encounters. She took in the tangled bodies, the drying tears on Sable’s face, the satisfied glow on both of them.

“Finally.” She grinned. Wide and warm and proud. “Took you long enough. Both of you.”

Sable lifted her head from Theron’s chest. “You’re not upset?”

“Upset that the girl I raised is being loved instead of just fucked?” Rosalind shook her head. “I’m delighted, sweetheart. Now get some sleep. You have three clients booked tomorrow and you’ll want your energy.”

She closed the door. Her footsteps retreated down the hall, accompanied by soft humming. The tune Sable recognized. An old lullaby Rosalind used to sing when she was small and scared and the world felt too big.

Sable lay back down on Theron’s chest.

The wooden bird figurine sat on his nightstand where she’d placed it before undressing. Faded paint. Chipped beak. A childhood keepsake.

She fell asleep first. Theron lay awake for a while, stroking her hair, feeling her heartbeat against his ribs.

Six lovers now. Elara, Celia, Mirelle, Maren, Sable, and the occasional magical encounter with Lysa.

Barely old enough to buy his own ale at most establishments. Running a brothel and a trade empire and a household of women who’d chosen him.

Six women. And somehow, the night wasn’t even over.

Through the wall: silence from Celia’s room. She knew Sable was here. She’d have heard the door, the muffled conversation, the sounds that came after. No comments in the morning, probably. Just a pointed look and a question about whether the sexual schedule needed updating.

It did.

But that was tomorrow’s problem.


Chapter 13: Lysa’s Ritual

Lysa’s shop in the Craftsmen’s Ward smelled of silk and lavender and the faint ozone scent that accompanied elven magic. The front room displayed dresses on wooden mannequins, each one more revealing than anything a proper seamstress would sell. Side-slits that climbed past the hip. Necklines that plunged below the navel. Sheer panels that hid nothing and implied everything.

The back room was different. Private. Silks hung from ceiling hooks to create a warm, enclosed space that felt more like a tent than a shop. Candles in sconces cast soft golden light. Incense curled from brass holders in each corner, something resinous and sweet that Theron couldn’t identify but that made his skin tingle pleasantly.

Lysa Weaver stood in the center of this space wearing an elegant dress of her own creation, silver-blonde hair in twin braids that fell past her shoulders, violet-blue eyes bright with anticipation. She looked twenty-five. She was over eighty. The half-elf’s ageless beauty was its own kind of magic, her willowy figure and ethereal features making the human women around her look temporary by comparison.

“Before we begin,” Lysa said, her voice carrying the faint musical accent of elven heritage. “Business.”

She led them to the front room where a clothing rack held five new outfits. Level 4 dresses for the household. Theron recognized Celia’s influence in the order. Everything had been specified with military precision.

“Quick-access modifications as requested,” Lysa said, holding up a wine-red corset with hidden snaps instead of laces. “Your household manager was quite specific about wanting garments that could be removed in under five seconds.”

Mirelle’s request. Of course.

“Maternity-friendly cut for Mrs. Thornley.” A dress in forest green with an expandable waist panel and a front that could be unlaced for eventual nursing. “I’ve reinforced all stress points based on what I’m calling ‘vigorous activity patterns.’” The half-elf’s expression didn’t change, but something glimmered behind her gaze.

“And the others?”

“Standard working outfits. Sheer where requested, sturdy where needed. Sixty sovereigns total.” She paused. “Consider it my contribution to Amoria’s morale.”

Theron paid. The dresses would be delivered to the tavern by morning courier. Five-sovereign tip expected.

Then Lysa turned to Maren, and everything changed.

Maren stood in the doorway between the front room and the back room, red hair loose around her shoulders, wearing a simple house dress that nonetheless couldn’t hide her body’s changes. Eight and a half weeks pregnant now. Her massive breasts were visibly larger than usual, straining the dress’s neckline with new fullness. Her nipples were dark shadows pressing through the fabric. And below her waist, the gentle curve of early pregnancy was unmistakable. Not a bump yet. More than a suggestion. The soft, firm roundness of a belly beginning to swell with life.

Lysa stared.

Her eyes widened. Her lips parted. A flush of color rose along her pale, ageless cheekbones, and in that moment the ageless half-elf looked very much like a woman confronted by the physical embodiment of her deepest desire.

“This is the one?” Lysa breathed.

She stepped closer. Circled Maren slowly, the way an artist circles a masterpiece. Her eyes traveling from Maren’s copper hair to her freckled shoulders, down to the swell of her breasts, lingering at the curve of her belly.

“Perfect,” she whispered. “Absolutely perfect.”

Maren raised an eyebrow. “Should I undress?”

“Slowly.” Lysa’s voice had dropped to a register that vibrated with want. “Let me see you emerge.”

They moved to the back room. Theron settled into a chair that Lysa had positioned specifically for observation. She’d planned this space. Arranged it for exactly this scenario. The silks, the candles, the incense. All designed to create an atmosphere of reverence and arousal.

Maren stood in the center of the silk-draped space and began to undress.

She didn’t rush. She understood performance, had understood it since Dane’s wild marriage, since decades of knowing that her body was spectacular and that displaying it was its own form of power. The house dress came off in stages. Shoulders first, the fabric sliding down to reveal freckled skin and the tops of her pregnancy-heavy breasts. Then the bodice, each unlaced section exposing more of the DD-cup magnificence that had been straining against the fabric.

Lysa’s breathing quickened audibly.

Maren’s breasts were freed. Heavy and full, grown beyond their usual impressive size by the early hormones of pregnancy. Nipples dark and prominent, visibly larger than they’d been weeks ago. They hung with natural weight, swaying when she moved, catching candlelight across their curves.

The dress dropped lower. Past her wide hips. Past the curve of her ass. Pooling at her feet.

She stood naked before them.

And there it was. The pregnant belly. Not large. Not dramatic. But unmistakable in its firm, rounded certainty. The gentle slope below her navel where life was growing. Faint stretch marks crossing the skin like silver threads, each one earned. Her body the map of a fertility that had been tested and proven multiple times.

Lysa dropped to her knees.

Not the practiced kneel of service or worship. The instinctive genuflection of someone confronted by sacred beauty. Her eyes glistened. Her slender hands reached out, trembling slightly, and cradled the curve of Maren’s belly.

“Beautiful,” she murmured. Then said something in Elvish that Theron couldn’t understand but that made Maren’s skin prickle with goosebumps.

Lysa kissed the belly. Gently. Reverently. Her lips tracing the curve with the deliberation of someone who had waited eighty years to feel exactly this beneath her mouth.

Maren looked down at the silver-blonde head pressed against her pregnant stomach. Looked at Theron. Shrugged with amused fondness. This is my life now.

Lysa’s mouth moved across Maren’s stomach. Kissing every freckle. Tracing the stretch marks with her tongue, following each silver line as if reading a story written in skin. Her hands cradled Maren’s hips, holding her steady while she worshipped the belly with patient, devoted attention.

“You are a miracle,” Lysa whispered against the warm skin. “Every line on your body tells a story of creation. Each child you’ve carried left a mark, and now you carry another. Your body is a temple that has served its purpose again and again and emerged more beautiful each time.”

“That’s very poetic,” Maren said. “Also, your hands are on my ass.”

Lysa looked up with a smile that was both sheepish and unrepentant. “Beauty appreciated under duress is no beauty at all. I want you comfortable.”

“I’m very comfortable.” Maren’s voice had shifted. The amused pragmatism was still there, but underneath it, arousal was building. Lysa’s mouth on her belly. Lysa’s hands on her hips. The reverence with which the half-elf touched her. It was different from how men touched her. Gentler. More focused. As if Lysa was cataloguing every sensation rather than racing toward climax.

Lysa’s mouth traveled lower.

Past the curve of the belly. Past the crease where stomach met thigh. Into the copper-red curls between Maren’s legs that matched the hair on her head.

Maren’s breath caught. Her hand found the back of Lysa’s head, fingers threading through silver-blonde braids.

Lysa’s tongue found her pussy. The first contact was reverent. A slow, flat lick from Maren’s entrance to her clit, tasting her fully, savoring her, the half-elf’s eyes closing as she absorbed the flavor of a pregnant woman’s arousal.

Theron watched from his chair. His cock was rigid, straining against his trousers, a wet spot forming where pre-cum leaked from the tip. But he didn’t touch himself. This wasn’t his moment yet. This was Lysa’s. The half-elf who’d waited eighty years for a pregnant redhead was finally getting what she craved, and the expression on her face as she tasted Maren was transcendent. Worshipful. Hungry.

The technique was unlike anything Theron had seen. Not human-pattern licking. Something else. Elvish. Mathematical. Lysa’s tongue moved in spiraling patterns that started wide, circling Maren’s outer lips, tracing the folds of her pussy, then narrowing with each revolution. Each circle passing across Maren’s clit with precision that seemed calculated to build arousal in exact, controlled increments. The tongue would graze the clit from a different angle each pass, never quite the same stimulus twice, never allowing her body to predict or prepare.

“Oh,” Maren breathed, her legs starting to shake. “That’s… that’s different.”

Different was an understatement. Lysa’s tongue worked with eighty years of practice behind each movement. No wasted motion. No missed targets. Each stroke building on the previous one, each spiral tighter, each pass across Maren’s swelling clit hitting with surgical accuracy. She varied the pressure, the speed, the width of her tongue. One pass was a broad, flat sweep that stimulated everything at once. The next was a focused, pointed flick directly on the exposed tip of Maren’s clit. The next was a slow, sucking pull that drew the sensitive nub between Lysa’s lips and held it there while her tongue vibrated against it with rapid, tiny movements.

Maren’s hand tightened in Lysa’s silver-blonde hair. Her pregnant belly flexed as her abs engaged involuntarily. Her heavy breasts heaved with quickening breaths, the swollen nipples dark and stiff, bobbing with each gasp.

“I’m going to… already?” She sounded genuinely surprised. She was a woman who knew her own body, who needed extended warm-up, who usually required Theron’s dedicated attention for minutes before climaxing. Lysa had her close in seconds. Her pussy was visibly clenching, her arousal running down her inner thighs, dripping from Lysa’s chin.

The half-elf hummed against her. The vibration traveled through Maren’s most sensitive flesh and her hips bucked involuntarily against Lysa’s mouth. The spiraling technique accelerated, tightening to rapid circles directly on the clit, Lysa’s tongue moving with inhuman precision and inhuman speed, each flick landing in exactly the same devastating spot.

Maren came with a startled cry.

Her knees buckled. Her pussy clenched and gushed against Lysa’s mouth, her orgasm flooding from her body in a warm rush that the half-elf drank eagerly, her tongue still working, her lips sealed around Maren’s spasming clit. Lysa held her upright by the hips, gripping the generous flesh, held her pussy against her mouth, and kept licking through the orgasm with relentless elven patience. Extending it. Drawing it out. Each aftershock rolling into the next wave, each wave building into the next peak, her tongue finding new patterns even as Maren convulsed.

One orgasm became two. Two became three. Maren lost count. Her legs gave out entirely but Lysa’s grip held her, the half-elf’s strength surprising for her willowy frame, her mouth never leaving Maren’s pussy even as the redhead’s screams dissolved into breathless, sobbing moans.

By the time Lysa finally relented, Maren was gasping, barely standing, held upright by nothing but the half-elf’s hands and stubbornness. Her freckled skin was flushed from hairline to belly, a deep crimson glow that made her look lit from within.

“Fuck,” she managed. “Does every elf do that?”

Lysa sat back on her heels, her lips and chin glistening with Maren’s arousal. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, but the satisfied glow on her face was beyond cleaning. Her eyes were bright. Exhilarated. The flush on her pale cheeks had deepened to genuine, powerful arousal. “Just the ones who’ve had eighty years to practice.”

Maren collapsed into a chair, legs trembling, breathing hard. She looked at Theron with wide green eyes. “Why didn’t anyone tell me about elven oral? Why is this not advertised?”

“Trade secret,” Lysa said. She was standing now. Unbraiding her hair with deliberate motions. Her gaze had shifted from worshipful to hungry. A different kind of hunger. Directed at Theron.

“Phase two,” she said. “The affinity transfers through my arousal. Specifically, my arousal. The more intense, the longer the mark lasts. Thirty days minimum.”

She began undressing. Her own creations fell away with the ease of someone who designed closures to open quickly. Beneath the dress: the willowy body of a half-elf. Slim, almost ethereal. Small firm B-cup breasts with pale pink nipples. Narrow waist. Long limbs with the subtle elongation that marked elven heritage. Her skin was luminous, flawless, ageless. Beautiful in a way that was subtly inhuman.

She straddled Theron in his chair.

Her pussy pressed against his cock through his trousers, and even through the fabric he could feel her heat. She was wet. Very wet. Maren’s worship had aroused her profoundly, her arousal soaking through to his clothing. Her hands worked his laces with elegant efficiency, those slender fingers pulling the ties free with practiced grace, freeing his cock into the warm air between them. It stood rigid against her bare thigh, the head slick with pre-cum that had been leaking steadily since watching Lysa devour Maren.

“Ready?” she asked, wrapping one cool, slender hand around his shaft. Measuring him. Her elven gaze assessing with clinical appreciation.

He was so far past ready that the word felt insufficient.

Lysa positioned him at her entrance. Held him there for a heartbeat. Then sank onto him.

Tighter than expected. Significantly tighter. Half-elf physiology, apparently. Her pussy gripped him with a controlled pressure that felt deliberate, almost MUSCULAR, as if every ridge and ripple of her internal walls was directed by conscious intent rather than reflex. She was wet enough that the penetration was smooth, but the squeeze was relentless. Like being swallowed by a fist wrapped in warm silk. Every inch of his cock was held, compressed, worked by muscles he could feel individually contracting around his shaft in a slow wave from her entrance to her deepest point.

Her eyes flickered. A faint glow behind those elven irises. Not bright. Just a trace. Magic building where their bodies joined, arousal serving as the engine for something that existed between physical sensation and sorcery. The warmth of her pussy was subtly different from a human woman’s. Hotter at the core. A tingling quality to the heat that made his cock throb.

She rode him.

Not with human enthusiasm or desperate hunger. With elven grace. Fluid, rhythmic, almost hypnotic movements that seemed choreographed by centuries of understanding how bodies fit together. Her slim hips rolled in patterns that kept changing, each rotation finding a new angle, a new depth, a new way to press his cock against her internal architecture. She rose and fell on him with liquid smoothness, her pussy releasing him to the tip before sliding back down to the base with agonizing control. Each descent bottomed him out inside her with a precision that pressed his cockhead against her cervix, then ground in a slow circle that stimulated every nerve ending they shared.

“The energy flows through arousal,” she murmured, eyes half-closed, her pussy squeezing him in a slow, rhythmic pulse that matched her words. “Mine specifically. Each wave carries the affinity deeper into you. The stronger the wave, the deeper the mark.”

She was building toward something. Each movement deliberately escalating her own pleasure, each roll of her hips adding to a crescendo she was constructing with mathematical precision. Her inner walls were doing something extraordinary. Rippling along his cock in sequential contractions, each muscle group engaging in turn, creating a milking sensation that traveled from his base to his tip in continuous waves. The half-elf’s approach to sex was her approach to everything: elegant, efficient, eighty years of refinement producing a technique that was both art and architecture.

From her chair, Maren watched. Naked, legs spread, one hand resting on her pregnant belly. The other between her own legs, her fingers sliding lazily through her soaked pussy while she watched the half-elf ride Theron. Her pregnancy-ripe breasts rose and fell with deep, satisfied breaths.

“This is how Dane and I used to spend Tuesdays,” Maren murmured. Her voice thick with satisfaction and residual arousal. “Watching someone else fuck your man might be the second-best thing after fucking him yourself.”

Lysa’s movements intensified. Her small breasts bounced with increasing motion, the pale pink nipples stiff and flushed. Her porcelain skin was turning pink from her chest to her ears. The glow behind her violet eyes brightened, pulsing now in rhythm with her movements, each thrust producing a faint luminescence that made her irises look like they contained tiny amethyst flames. The magic and the sex becoming indistinguishable. Her pussy was producing its own heat now, a supernatural warmth that pulsed through his cock and spread outward through his pelvis like slow-flowing fire.

Theron felt something building. Not just the usual pressure of approaching climax. Something else. A warmth spreading from where their bodies joined, traveling up through his abdomen, through his chest, settling behind his eyes. Like standing close to a fire that burned from inside. His skin tingled where her hands touched his shoulders. The air tasted different. Electric.

The elf-kin affinity. Taking hold.

Lysa came.

Quietly. Intensely. Her violet eyes flared bright for a single heartbeat, the glow behind them becoming visible even in candlelight, twin amethyst stars. Her pussy clenched around him with controlled spasms, each contraction precisely timed, each wave pushing the magical warmth deeper into his body. Her internal muscles gripped and released in a pattern so exact it felt like a sequence of locks clicking open. She exhaled through her orgasm with the focused breath of someone conducting a ritual rather than simply climaxing, her slim body trembling on top of him, her pussy flooding with heat and wetness around his throbbing cock.

The heat settled into Theron’s bones. Behind his eyes. In his wrists. In the marrow of his spine. He could feel it when he concentrated. A hum. A warmth. Something that hadn’t been there before. Something old and green and alive.

He came inside Lysa. His cock pulsing thick ropes of cum into her clenching half-elf pussy while she held perfectly still on top of him, her eyes closed, her expression concentrated. Receiving each spurt not just as pleasure but as a component of the transfer. Her pussy squeezed around each pulse, drawing it deeper, her muscles working his cock with deliberate extractions that felt like nothing human. The magic completing its circuit. His seed inside her. Her magic inside him. An exchange as old as the elven race.

“Done,” she said after a long moment. Her eyes opened. Violet, no longer glowing, but still beautiful. “You’re marked as elf-friend for thirty days. The Velmoor gates will recognize you. The affinity will be visible to anyone with magical sensitivity.” She paused. “Including bandits with hedge-witch tattoos. They’ll give you wide berth.”

She dismounted with elven grace. Dressed with quick, efficient motions. Composed herself with the ease of someone who’d been conducting magical sex rituals for longer than most humans lived.

Maren was still in her chair, naked and satisfied, one hand on her belly. “So that’s it? He has the magic?”

“For thirty days. Renewable by repeating the ritual.” Lysa’s eyes traveled to Maren’s pregnant form with lingering appreciation. “Which I would very much enjoy repeating.”

“Give me another month,” Maren said. “The belly will be worth the wait.”

The three of them sat in the aftermath. Maren laughing at the absurdity of the situation. Lysa dressing with composed elegance that suggested she experienced orgasm-induced magical transfers on a regular basis. Theron feeling the buzzing energy in his skin that would open the Velmoor gates and save his tavern.

“The affinity is strongest in the first week,” Lysa mentioned as they prepared to leave. “Make your trade run soon. And Theron?” She smiled, her expression crinkling with an amusement that only eight decades of life could produce. “Your household is remarkable. I’ve lived in Amoria for fifty years and I’ve never seen a man build what you’re building.”

“A tavern?”

“A family. Complicated, messy, unconventional, and fiercely protective of each other.” She paused. “Keep building. The world needs more of it.”

They left the shop into late afternoon sunshine. Maren walked beside him, her red hair catching the light, her pregnant belly leading the way beneath her loosened dress.

“Well,” she said. “That happened.”

“That happened.”

“An eighty-year-old half-elf worshipped my pregnant belly, gave me the best oral of my life, and then rode your cock while I watched. And now you have magic powers.”

“Temporary magic powers.”

“Still magic powers.” She looped her arm through his. “Dane would have loved this. He’d have written poetry about it. Bad poetry, but enthusiastic.”

They walked home through streets that felt different. Sharper. More alive. The elf-kin affinity humming in Theron’s skin like a second heartbeat. The Velmoor trade route was open. The charter was within reach.

Twenty-one days on Hargest’s clock.

He was going to make it.


Chapter 14: The First Trade Run

Dawn broke grey and cool over Provision Lane as Theron loaded the last sack of carrots onto the hired cart.

Maren had outdone herself. Two hundred pounds of vegetables, sorted and crated with the efficiency of a woman who’d been running a grocery store since widowhood forced her into commerce. Carrots, onions, beets, potatoes. Humble produce from Amoria’s farmlands that Velmoor elves would pay fifty percent more for because they were too refined to grow their own.

“The beets are premium,” Maren said, standing in the pre-dawn chill with a shawl wrapped around her shoulders and her pregnant belly just visible beneath it. “The Feywood farms produced a good crop this season. If the elves haggle, start with the beets. They’re worth twice what I charged you.”

“You charged me one hundred and fifteen sovereigns for the lot.”

“And I’ll charge you one hundred and fifteen next time too. Family discount.” She smiled. Touched her stomach. “Extended family.”

Orin emerged from Maren’s house adjusting his pack. Theron’s childhood friend looked like he’d barely slept, his shaggy brown hair more disheveled than usual, but his eyes were alert. The boy who’d once paid prostitutes to roleplay as his godmother was now volunteering as muscle for a trade run that would save the tavern.

“The road through Thornhaven,” Orin said. “Gareth’s crew still patrols the treeline. Should we be worried?”

“I have the elf-kin affinity.” Theron concentrated, and the faint warmth behind his eyes flared briefly. A hum in his wrists. “Anyone with magical sensitivity will see it. Bandits who prey on normal merchants give elf-friends wide berth.”

“And bandits without magical sensitivity?”

“You’re carrying a sword.”

“I barely know how to use it.”

“Then carry it visibly and look confident.”

They departed as the first merchants opened their shops. Provision Lane waking around them, the familiar sounds of Amoria’s morning routine. The Stag’s sign, freshly painted with Torven’s precise craftsmanship, caught the rising sun as they passed.

The road north wound through Amoria’s outer districts and into farmland within an hour. The landscape shifted from cobblestone to packed dirt to the rutted tracks that traders had worn through generations of travel. Fields of grain and vegetables on either side, the occasional farmstead with smoke rising from chimneys.

By midmorning they reached Thornhaven Wood.

The forest had been magnificent once. Theron could see it in the massive stumps that dotted the road’s edge, the remnants of trees that must have been centuries old before loggers and bandits had clearcut vast sections. What remained was still substantial: tall oaks and elms forming a canopy that filtered the sunlight into shifting green patterns. Birds called from the branches. Small animals rustled in the undergrowth.

And on the treeline, half-hidden, human shapes watched.

Gareth’s crew. Or someone. Theron couldn’t make out details, just the suggestion of movement between the trunks. Figures that appeared and vanished, tracking the cart’s progress.

The elf-kin affinity pulsed.

He felt it respond to the watchers. A warmth that expanded from his chest outward, not visible but perceptible to anyone with even rudimentary magical awareness. The mark broadcasting: elf-friend. Protected. Do not engage.

The figures in the treeline didn’t approach. Whatever they saw in Theron’s magical signature, it was enough to override the usual cost-benefit calculation of robbing a produce cart. One by one, the watchers melted back into the deeper woods.

Orin exhaled audibly. “That worked better than I expected.”

“Lysa knows her craft.”

“Lysa is also an eighty-year-old half-elf who made you cum inside her for magical purposes.” Orin paused. “Is it weird that I find that completely normal now?”

“After what you and Maren do?”

“Point taken.”

They traveled in comfortable silence. Orin drove the cart while Theron kept watch. The road was well-maintained past Thornhaven, the tracks deepening into a proper trade route as they neared elven territory.

Velmoor appeared in the late afternoon.

The trade-keep was not what Theron expected. He’d imagined elegance. Spires and crystal. The fantasy of elven architecture that human storytellers spun for children.

Instead, Velmoor was practical. Stone walls covered in thick green vine, the plants carefully maintained rather than wild. A narrow gate in a wall that was more hedge than fortification. No towers. No banners. Just quiet efficiency and an ancient sense of permanence, as if the keep had grown from the earth rather than been built upon it.

As Theron approached, the gate glowed.

Faintly. A warm amber light that traced the stone arch’s edges, pulsing in rhythm with the affinity humming in his chest. Recognition. The wards identifying him as elf-friend. The ancient magic that had protected Velmoor’s trade for centuries confirming that he was authorized to enter.

Two elven guards flanked the gate. Tall, lean, with the subtly elongated features and ageless beauty of their kind. They wore practical armor rather than ceremonial robes, and their weapons, though beautiful, were clearly designed for use.

They looked at Theron. Looked at the glow. Nodded.

“Welcome, elf-friend,” one said in accented Common. “Trade or pleasure?”

“Trade.”

“The market is through the inner courtyard. Leave your cart with the handler. All goods will be inspected and priced.”

Inside the walls: a marketplace unlike anything in Amoria. No shouting. No haggling. No merchants competing for attention. Elven traders sat behind simple tables, their goods displayed with the quiet confidence of people who knew the value of what they offered and didn’t need to perform.

Prices were posted in Common and Elvish on small wooden plaques. Clear. Non-negotiable. The elves didn’t haggle because they didn’t need to. If the price was too high, the human could take their vegetables elsewhere. There was no elsewhere.

Maren’s produce sold quickly. An elven merchant examined each crate with detached professionalism, running slender fingers over carrots, sniffing onions, weighing beets with a hand scale of elvish design.

“Root vegetables from the Amoria lowlands,” the merchant noted. “Good soil. Good water. The beets are exceptional.” He calculated with a speed that suggested mathematics came naturally to beings who lived for centuries. “Two hundred and thirty sovereigns for the lot.”

One hundred and fifteen in profit. On a cart-load of vegetables that had cost Theron one hundred and fifteen to buy from Maren.

One hundred percent return on investment. In a single day.

Theron also purchased goods for the return trip. Enchanted candles that burned without smoke, twenty sovereigns for a box of fifty. Elven soap, luxuriously scented, ten sovereigns for a dozen bars. And a small bottle of elven wine, amber and sweet, thirty sovereigns, that would make Captain Wrenfeld his loyal servant for another season.

The elven trade-master stamped his documentation with an official seal. A stylized leaf pressed into warm wax. “This documentation is valid for thirty days, matching your affinity duration. Welcome to the Velmoor trade network, human.”

“Theron Ashwick. Of The Prancing Stag, Amoria.”

“We don’t care where you’re from. We care that your vegetables are good.” The trade-master paused. Almost smiled. “They are. Come back.”

The return journey was uneventful. The elf-kin mark continued to broadcast through Thornhaven Wood, and whatever watchers might have considered ambushing a cart now loaded with valuable goods thought better of it.

Theron and Orin arrived at the Stag after dark. The lanterns were burning, the sound of evening service filtering through the walls. Business running normally.

Better than normally, actually. Mirelle met them at the back entrance with the day’s ledger and a report delivered with the crisp efficiency of a woman who’d managed households through decades of male incompetence.

“One hundred and thirty-seven sovereigns today,” she said. “Rosalind handled four clients. Sable handled five. The floor was busy. C-rank adventurers celebrating a Feywood clearance spent sixty sovereigns on ale alone.” She paused. “Everything ran smoothly. Nobody missed you.”

“That’s either comforting or concerning.”

“It’s both.” She looked at the crates Orin was unloading. “What are these?”

“Elven candles. Elven soap. Elven wine for Wrenfeld.”

Mirelle opened a bar of the elven soap. Inhaled. Her eyes closed momentarily, and when they opened, they held the specific gleam of a woman who had just identified a premium product.

“We charge double for these,” she said. “The adventurers’ girlfriends will pay anything for soap that smells like this.”

Even the logistics had a woman managing them.

Celia appeared from the hallway with her ledger already open to a new page. “How much?”

“One hundred and fifteen profit on vegetables. Plus approximately fifty in trade goods.” He handed her the elven documentation with its stamped seal. “And this.”

Celia examined the seal. The stamp. The trade-master’s signature in flowing Elvish script. Her eyes widened almost imperceptibly. Almost.

“This is it,” she said. “This is the documentation the Guild charter requires. Proof of active inter-city trade. Stamped by a recognized trade authority.” She looked up at him. The cold mask had cracked. Just slightly. Enough to show excitement she’d never admit to feeling. “We can file the charter tomorrow.”

Tomorrow. Day ten of the timeline. Right on schedule.

Theron sat at the bar with a mug of ale and accomplishment settling into his bones. One hundred and sixty-five sovereigns in profit from a single day’s travel. And while he was gone, the tavern had functioned perfectly. Mirelle’s report was proof: nobody had missed him. The machine ran with or without the man who’d built it.

He smiled into his ale. Marcus would have been speechless.

Elara appeared at the bar. Slid onto the stool beside him. She was wearing the new dress from Lysa. The sheer-paneled bodice that made her small perky tits visible when the lantern light hit right. She’d been serving customers in it all day.

“You were gone two days,” she said. “It felt like forever.”

“Miss me?”

“My hand missed you more than I did. I used the viewing niche twice while you were gone. It’s not the same without you behind me.”

She said it casually. Like discussing the weather. The cheerful innocent who’d discovered voyeurism and integrated it into her daily routine without a trace of shame.

“Welcome back,” she said. Kissed his cheek. “Sable said you two…?”

“We’re together now. Officially.”

Elara considered this. Theron watched her face for jealousy. Found none. Just the thoughtful expression of a woman who’d made peace with sharing long ago.

“Good,” she said. “She deserves to be happy. And you deserve someone who chose you from experience instead of innocence.” She paused. “That was what Rosalind said, wasn’t it?”

“Something like that.”

“Rosalind’s smarter than she lets on.” Elara stole his ale, took a sip, made a face. “This is terrible. Why do you drink this?”

“Because the elven wine is for Wrenfeld.”

“We have terrible priorities.” She set the mug down. “Your room tonight?”

“Viewing niche first?”

Her eyes lit up. That specific brightness that only appeared when voyeurism was on the menu. “Sable’s last client is at the tenth bell.”

“Tenth bell. Viewing niche. Then my room.”

She kissed him. Properly this time. Tasting of the terrible ale and the particular sweetness that was uniquely Elara.

“Welcome home,” she said. “Don’t leave again without me.”

He promised nothing. But he squeezed her hand.

Twenty days on Hargest’s clock. The charter filing tomorrow. The political threat racing toward resolution.

The Stag’s first trade run was complete.

Everything was working.


Chapter 15: Two MILFs

Theron arrived at Maren’s house for his weekly visit and found the door already open.

Maren stood in the entryway in a loose house dress, her copper hair braided back, her pregnant belly just visible beneath the gathered fabric. Behind her, audible through the hallway: laughter. Female. Familiar.

“We’ve been talking,” Maren said. “About Dane. About what Mirelle and I used to do when we were young.”

Inside, seated at Maren’s kitchen table with a wine glass in hand and a flush that started at her décolletage and climbed to her cheekbones: Mirelle. She was wearing one of her going-out dresses. The wine-red one that pushed her heavy breasts into a siege formation against the neckline. Her chestnut hair was down, silver streaks catching the candlelight. She looked like she’d been drinking for exactly long enough to drown the last of her inhibitions without sacrificing consciousness.

“We shared lovers before,” Mirelle said. Her voice was steady. The flush said wine-brave, but her eyes said something older. Something she’d been considering for weeks. “In the village. Before Dane died. Before I came to the city. It’s been discussed between us. Whether we could share again.”

“She’s been building up courage for three glasses of wine,” Maren said, closing the front door. “I’ve been ready since I told her to fuck you in the first place.”

Mirelle shot her best friend a look that was equal parts gratitude and annoyance. “I’m not drunk. I’m just done pretending I haven’t thought about this.”

Theron looked between them. Two women in their late thirties. Both his lovers. Both mothers. Both voluptuous in ways that made his cock respond before his brain could form thoughts. Mirelle with her 38DD breasts straining against wine-red fabric, wide hips that he’d gripped while she screamed on the bar. Maren with her pregnancy-ripe tits and round belly and copper hair that caught light like fire.

Best friends for twenty years. Both claimed by the same man. Both standing in Maren’s bedroom, offering to share him.

Different lifetime. Different man. Different universe, possibly.

“Orin?” Theron asked.

“With the younger children at Brynn’s place,” Maren said. “We have the house until morning.”

The children accounted for. The house empty. The wine poured. The courage gathered. There was nothing left to negotiate.

They moved to Maren’s bedroom. The big bed where Dane had fucked multiple women during his legendary promiscuous marriage. Where Theron had been riding the widow weekly since she’d first pulled him through her doorway with the desperate hunger of a woman who’d gone years without.

Two women undressing.

Mirelle first. She unlaced the corset with hands that trembled slightly. Not from fear. From anticipation so intense it registered as physical vibration. The wine-red fabric fell away and her full breasts were freed. 38DD of natural, breathtaking magnificence. Large nipples already hard, the areolas darkened slightly with age and experience. They swayed when she breathed. Theron had worshipped those breasts. Had sucked those nipples while she screamed about years of celibacy finally ending. And they still took his breath away.

Her skirt joined the corset. No undergarments, as always. Her full hourglass figure on complete display: slim waist emphasizing wide hips, soft stomach that bore the marks of two pregnancies, thick thighs that could grip a man’s waist hard enough to bruise.

Beside her, Maren stripped with less ceremony and more confidence. She’d always been the bolder of the two. The dress dropped. Her body emerged: equally impressive breasts, slightly fuller now from pregnancy hormones. Copper-red hair cascading down freckled shoulders. Wide hips. The gentle curve of her pregnant belly, nine weeks now, unmistakable in its firm roundness. Silver stretch marks mapped across her skin like a record of everything her body had accomplished.

Two curvaceous MILFs. Naked. In the same bed. Waiting for him.

Two pairs of hungry eyes. More curves than a mountain road. The visual was overwhelming in its abundance. Too much woman for any reasonable man to process, and Theron had stopped being reasonable months ago.

He undressed. His cock was already rigid. Had been since Maren opened the door.

Both women on the bed. Mirelle on his left, propped on one elbow, her full tits resting against his arm. Maren on his right, her pregnant belly pressing warm against his hip, her heavy breasts pillowed against his chest.

“Twenty years,” Maren said. “We’ve been talking about this for twenty years. Dane wanted to share me with Mirelle back when we were all young and stupid. She was too proud then.”

“I was terrified,” Mirelle corrected. “There’s a difference.”

“And now?”

“Now I’ve learned that terror and arousal are the same hormone.” She looked at Theron. “Tell me what to do.”

Maren answered before he could. “Shut up and let him eat you. I’ve been watching him worship women for months. It’s time you saw what I see.”

She was taking charge. The confident one. The woman who’d married a legendary libertine and learned to orchestrate pleasure like a conductor.

“Lie back,” Maren told Theron. He did. Flat on his back in the big bed. Both women flanking him. Soft warmth pressing against him from both sides. Two pussies he could touch by extending his hands. The logistics of plenty.

Maren straddled his face. Her pregnant pussy lowering onto his mouth, her copper curls brushing his nose, the taste of her arousal coating his tongue before he even started licking.

“Lick me while she watches,” Maren instructed. “Let her see how you worship.”

Theron wrapped his arms around Maren’s strong legs and pulled her down onto his mouth. She gasped. Ground against him. His tongue found her clit, swollen and sensitive from pregnancy hormones, and began the slow circles she loved.

Mirelle watched.

She was lying beside them, propped up, her hazel eyes fixed on the junction where Theron’s mouth met Maren’s pussy. Her chest rose and fell with quickening breath. Her hand drifted between her own thighs.

“Don’t touch yourself.” Maren’s voice was authoritative. A woman accustomed to directing sexual traffic since Dane’s wild years. “That’s HIS job. Wait your turn.”

Mirelle whimpered. Actually whimpered. The thirty-eight-year-old MILF who’d discovered exhibitionism and semi-public sex reduced to whimpering by the instruction not to touch herself while watching her best friend get eaten out.

Her hand withdrew. Gripped the sheets instead.

Theron ate Maren with focused intensity. Tongue flat on her clit, then pointed. Circling. Pressing. The pregnancy-amplified sensitivity meant she responded to every touch with outsized reactions. Her thighs trembled around his head. Her moans filled the bedroom. Her pregnant belly pressed against his forehead as she ground down.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

She came on his face. Violently. Her pussy clenching, her thighs crushing his ears, her scream rattling the windows. Cum flooded his mouth and chin. She ground through it, riding his tongue through aftershock after aftershock until the intensity became unbearable and she rolled off, gasping.

“Your turn, best friend,” Maren panted.

Mirelle replaced her. Shaking. Dripping wet without having been touched. She lowered herself onto Theron’s mouth with the desperate urgency of a woman who’d been watching her best friend orgasm from inches away while being forbidden to touch herself.

His tongue found her pussy. Different taste than Maren. Different texture. But equally desperate, equally hungry, equally starved for the specific attention his mouth could provide. Mirelle’s full thighs were softer than Maren’s, wider, wrapping around his head like a warm, wet vice.

Maren moved to Theron’s cock. While Mirelle rode his face, Maren took him in her hand and stroked. Keeping him hard. Keeping him ready. Two women working in tandem. One receiving, one preparing.

Mirelle’s orgasm came like thunder after lightning. The tension that had been building since she arrived, through three glasses of wine and watching Maren cum, detonated through her body with a force that would have collapsed weaker buildings. She screamed. Not the controlled moans of their nightly encounters. A full-throated, years-of-suppression-still-detonating scream that probably carried through every wall in the house and into the street beyond.

In the next room, Orin definitely would have heard. But Orin wasn’t home.

The neighbors might have heard.

Mirelle couldn’t have cared less.

She rode the orgasm for what felt like minutes, grinding against Theron’s tongue, her full tits heaving, tears streaming from her eyes. When she finally rolled off, she was laughing. Breathless, overwhelmed, joyful laughter that sounded like it had been building for twenty years.

“God,” she said. “GOD.”

Maren was grinning. “Now the main event.”

She positioned herself on all fours. Her preferred position. That round, gorgeous ass presented to Theron like an offering, her pregnant belly hanging below her, her pendulous breasts swaying. She looked back over her shoulder with the fierce satisfaction of a woman who was about to get what she’d been orchestrating all evening.

“Take me from behind,” she told Theron. “And let her watch.”

Theron moved behind Maren. Gripped her wide hips. Entered her in one firm stroke. The familiar grip of her pregnant pussy, tight and hot and desperately wet from the oral.

Mirelle lay in front of Maren. On her back. Her tits splayed to either side. Watching her best friend get fucked from inches away. Maren’s face was right above hers. Close enough to see every expression, every gasp, every moment of pleasure as Theron drove into her from behind.

The visual from Theron’s perspective was staggering. Maren’s wide, freckled ass in his hands, her copper hair swinging with each thrust, and beyond her: Mirelle’s abundant body stretched out like a feast, soft breasts quivering with each impact that traveled through Maren into the mattress.

He fucked Maren hard. The way she liked. Deep strokes that made her gasp and push back for more. Her pregnant body taking everything he gave and demanding more.

Maren came again. Quick this time. The hormones making her trigger-fast, the exhibitionism of being watched by her friend pushing her over the edge. She collapsed forward, nearly landing on Mirelle.

“Switch,” Maren gasped. “Take her. Let me watch.”

Mirelle rolled onto her back. Spread her powerful legs. The inverse position. Now she was the one being fucked while Maren sat beside them, catching her breath, one hand on her pregnant belly.

Theron entered Mirelle missionary. One deep stroke that buried him completely inside her. She was drenched. Her massive thighs wrapped around him immediately, pulling him deeper, her thick legs powerful enough to drag his hips flush against hers. Her warm breasts pressed flat against his chest, the stiff nipples scraping his skin. Her mouth found his neck, biting, sucking, marking him with her teeth the way he usually marked her. Claiming him right there, in front of her best friend, with the possessive hunger of a woman who refused to be secondary.

He fucked her. Not gently. She didn’t want gentle. She wanted proof. Wanted to feel him inside her the same way she’d watched him inside Maren. His cock driving into her wet, clenching pussy with deep thrusts that made her tits bounce between their pressed bodies and made the bed slam against the wall.

“Fill me up,” she whispered against his ear. “Let her see. Let her see you cum inside me. Show her I’m yours too.”

Maren watched from inches away. Her best friend getting fucked by the same man who’d just been fucking her, and the intimacy of the view was staggering. She could see where Theron’s cock disappeared into Mirelle’s glistening pussy with each thrust. Could see Mirelle’s arousal coating his shaft, glistening in the candlelight. Her hand stroked Mirelle’s chestnut hair back from her sweat-damp face. Kissed her forehead. Murmured encouragement while Theron drove deep.

“Let him fill you up. Take every inch. God, you’re beautiful when you cum. I can see it building. Let go.”

The casual intimacy between them. Not sexual. Not romantic. Something deeper. Twenty years of friendship expressed through shared vulnerability, shared pleasure, shared surrender to the same man. Maren cradling her friend’s face while watching a cock piston in and out of her. Mirelle reaching blindly for Maren’s hand and squeezing it while an orgasm built inside her.

Mirelle came. Hard. Her pussy clamping around Theron’s cock in spasming contractions that gripped and released with crushing force. Her thick thighs clenched around his waist. Her scream was muffled against his shoulder, but nothing could hide the violence of the climax shaking through her body.

Theron came inside Mirelle while she convulsed. His cock pulsing deep, flooding her pussy with thick spurts of cum while Maren watched from inches away, her green eyes wide, her lips parted. Mirelle’s strong legs locked behind his back and refused to let him withdraw. Her pussy milked him through each pulse, squeezing rhythmically, her internal muscles working his cock with desperate contractions that pulled every drop from his body.

He felt every spurt leave him. Felt Mirelle’s pussy clench around each one, holding his seed inside with possessive force. Her eyes, those warm hazel pools, were locked on his face. Watching him cum inside her while her best friend watched them both. Tears tracking silently down her cheeks. Not sadness. Completeness.

Then Maren.

She needed one more. The pregnancy hormones demanded it. Her pussy was throbbing from watching her best friend get fucked, wet and swollen and desperate. She positioned herself on her back this time, spreading her thick freckled thighs, her pregnant belly rising between them like a hill. Theron, recovered enough to harden again, positioned between her legs and entered her with the practiced ease of a weekly lover. Her pregnant pussy swallowed him with slick, welcoming heat.

Mirelle wrapped around him from behind. Her generous breasts pressing against his back, the soft weight of them warm against his shoulder blades, her stiff nipples dragging across his skin. Her arms around his chest. Her chin on his shoulder, watching over it as he sank into her best friend’s pregnant pussy. She could see everything from this angle. His cock sliding in and out of Maren. The glistening slickness coating his shaft. The way Maren’s flushed pussy lips gripped him on each outstroke.

Her hands traveled down his chest. Past his stomach. Found Maren’s belly. Cradled the growing life inside, her palms warm on the taut skin, while Theron moved inside the woman who carried that life.

“I can feel it,” Mirelle whispered against his ear. “The baby. Growing while you fuck her. You’re so deep, Theron. Right there where the baby is.”

Maren’s orgasm shattered through her. Pregnancy hormones and voyeuristic stimulation and the weight of Mirelle’s hands on her belly while Theron’s cock pushed deep. She screamed. Her pussy gushed around him. Her back arched, lifting her belly toward the ceiling.

Theron filled Maren too. His second orgasm of the night, weaker but deeper, a slow, grinding release that he felt in his bones. His cock pulsing inside her pregnant pussy while Mirelle held his body against hers from behind. Both women. Both claimed. Both thoroughly, completely, devotedly fucked. His cum inside both of them. Their combined scent on his skin.

They collapsed in a tangle of limbs and warm flesh and sweat-dampened skin. Three bodies in a bed designed for two. Maren’s pregnant belly pressing against Theron’s hip. Mirelle’s warm breasts resting against his shoulder. Copper hair and chestnut hair mixing on the pillows.

“We should have done this twenty years ago,” Maren said.

“Twenty years ago I was too proud,” Mirelle replied.

“And now?”

“Now I’ve learned that pride is overrated and orgasms are not.”

They lay in comfortable silence. Three heartbeats gradually synchronizing. The candles burning low. The house quiet around them.

“This wasn’t a one-time thing,” Maren said. It wasn’t a question.

“No,” Mirelle agreed.

“When scheduling allows. Both of us. Together.”

Theron said nothing. Didn’t need to. His cock, resting softly between them, had answered on his behalf.

Maren reached across and took Mirelle’s hand. Held it across Theron’s chest. Best friends on either side of the man they shared. Both thoroughly fucked. Both satisfied. Both exactly where they wanted to be.

“Dane would be proud,” Maren murmured.

“Your father wouldn’t believe it.”

“My father couldn’t believe most things. That’s why he drank.”

Mirelle laughed. Tired. Content. The laugh of a woman who’d spent twenty years wondering what this would feel like and discovered it felt like coming home.

They slept like that. Three bodies tangled. The candles guttering out. The night settling around them like a blanket.

Outside, Amoria slept too. The harbor quiet. The streets empty. The Stag locked and dark.

Inside Maren’s house: two of the most stunning women in the city, naked and satisfied, flanking the man who’d somehow earned the right to claim them both.

Theron fell asleep to the sound of Mirelle’s breathing on one side and Maren’s on the other, and he dreamed about nothing at all, because reality had already surpassed anything his imagination could produce.


Chapter 16: Filing the Charter

The Merchant Guild hall was a large stone building near the Trade Plaza, its walls darkened by decades of pipe smoke and the accumulated weight of commercial ambition. Inside, merchants of various sizes argued over tariffs, filed papers in triplicate, and smoked pipes that made the air thick enough to chew.

Theron arrived at the front desk with Celia.

He hadn’t planned on bringing her. She’d insisted. Showed up at the tavern entrance that morning dressed in her best dark dress, ledger under her arm, hair pulled back in the severe bun that meant she was in business mode.

“You’ll forget something,” she’d said when he tried to protest. “A form number. A clause. A fee schedule. I’m coming.”

He didn’t argue. Partly because she was right. Partly because the look she gave him brooked no disagreement, and he’d learned that arguing with Celia when she had that look was like arguing with weather.

The Guild clerk was a heavy man with ink-stained fingers and the perpetual expression of someone who had processed ten thousand applications and found each one slightly disappointing. He sat behind a counter buried in parchment, rubber stamps arranged in precise rows, a quill that hadn’t been sharpened in weeks.

“Business?” the clerk asked without looking up.

“Trading post charter application.” Theron set the folder on the counter. “The Prancing Stag, Provision Lane.”

The clerk’s eyes rose. Finally. A tavern applying for trading post status was apparently more interesting than the usual fare of merchant permit renewals and tariff disputes.

Theron presented the documentation. Celia had organized everything with the precision of a military campaign. First: the trade documentation from Velmoor, stamped by the elven trade-master with the leaf-and-wax seal that identified authorized trading partners. Second: receipts showing goods imported, with descriptions, quantities, and prices in both Common and Elvish. Third: the Stag’s existing commercial license, current and paid up. Fourth: Celia’s meticulously prepared financial statements, formatted according to Guild standard template seven, subsection B, which Celia had somehow obtained and memorized.

The clerk reviewed everything. Slowly. Thoroughly. His ink-stained fingers turning pages with the care of a man who’d been burned by sloppy paperwork before.

“Business name?” the clerk asked, quill poised.

“The Prancing Stag.”

“And the nature of hospitality services provided?”

Long pause. Theron felt Celia’s eyes on him. Measuring. Daring him to say the wrong thing.

“Food. Drink. Lodging.”

The clerk stamped the form without looking up. “That’s what they all say.”

He turned to the next page. “Active Velmoor trading authorization.” He held up the elven documentation, studying the seal. “That’s rare for a human. How’d you manage it?”

“I have connections.”

The clerk’s eyes flickered to Theron’s wrist. When Theron concentrated, the elf-kin affinity mark became faintly visible there. A warm shimmer beneath the skin that someone with magical sensitivity, or just trained observational skills, could detect.

“So you do.” The clerk stamped a form. Then another. Then a third. The rubber stamps hitting parchment with the decisive thud of bureaucratic approval. “Charter application accepted. Processing time: seven business days. Effective immediately upon approval.”

“And upon approval?”

“The Prancing Stag will be reclassified as ‘trading post with hospitality services.’ Your commercial licensing authority transfers from the Office of Commercial Licensing to the Merchant Guild. All Guild fees and regulations apply. All municipal commercial regulations pertaining to standard tavern operations become inapplicable.”

All municipal commercial regulations pertaining to standard tavern operations become inapplicable.

Meaning Hargest’s authority evaporated. His letter. His thirty-day deadline. His ability to revoke, review, or restrict the Stag’s operations. All of it rendered null the moment the charter was approved.

“Seven business days,” Theron confirmed.

“Standard processing. Could be faster if the application is clean.” The clerk looked at Celia’s financial statements. Actually paused. Read a line twice. “These are unusually well-prepared.”

“My business manager is thorough,” Theron said.

“Thorough is an understatement. These are formatted better than what half our Guild members submit.” The clerk looked at Celia with an expression that, on his jowly face, constituted high praise. “Young lady, if you ever want a position in Guild administration…”

“I’m employed,” Celia said. No smile. But a very faint pink on her pale cheeks that she’d deny until death.

They left the Guild hall. Twenty days remained on Hargest’s deadline. Seven for charter processing. Thirteen days of buffer. More than enough.

Unless Vincent had allies in the Guild too.

“We need a contingency,” Celia said, reading his thoughts with the accuracy of someone who’d spent months learning the rhythms of his worry. “If the charter is delayed, we need another way to block Hargest.”

“Captain Wrenfeld. If the Watch formally objects to the license revocation, Hargest has to hold a hearing. That buys us two more weeks.”

“I’ll draft the objection letter today. Wrenfeld just needs to sign it and file it with the Civic Hall.”

They walked to the Stag in comfortable silence. Theron carrying the receipt from the Guild. Celia carrying her ledger. Two people who’d somehow become business partners as well as lovers, the sexual schedule running in parallel with the commercial one, both managed with equally meticulous attention to detail.

At the tavern, Theron found Captain Wrenfeld’s regular stool occupied by the man himself, already two ales deep at a time of day that was early even by guard standards.

“Rough morning?” Theron asked.

“Smuggler bust in the Moon-Sunk Sewers. Lost two men to a collapse. Found the contraband, though. Forty crates of Thornhaven timber being sold without logging permits.” He drained his ale. “Sometimes I wonder why I didn’t become a tavern owner.”

Theron set the bottle of elven wine on the bar. Amber liquid in a crystal flask that caught the lantern light like bottled sunshine.

Wrenfeld stared at it. Picked it up. Studied the elven script on the label. Uncorked it. Inhaled.

His expression shifted from world-weary to something approaching reverence.

“Is this…”

“Velmoor vintage. Three hundred years old. The elves consider it a table wine.”

“Three hundred…” Wrenfeld set the bottle down with exaggerated care. “Ashwick, if you need anything. Anything at all. Up to and including me personally guarding your establishment with my own body.”

“I might need something smaller than that. A signed objection letter, ready to file with Civic Hall, in case the trading charter gets delayed.”

“Already done.” Wrenfeld looked at Celia. “She came to me yesterday with a draft. I signed it this morning.”

Theron turned to Celia. She didn’t look up from her ledger. But the faint pink on her cheeks had returned.

“You came to him yesterday?”

“Contingency planning is not the same as distrust.”

“You had him sign it before we even filed the charter.”

“Of course. Filing the charter before securing the contingency would have been irresponsible.” She paused. “I also have a second draft prepared in case the first one needs revision. And a third in case Wrenfeld is unavailable and we need his deputy to sign.”

Three backup plans for a backup plan.

Theron looked at the woman who’d once screamed that he didn’t deserve her sister. Who’d spied on them through a cracked door and masturbated with jealous fury. Who’d stormed into his room demanding he take her virginity because she needed to have something Elara didn’t.

Now she was saving his business with spreadsheets and foresight.

“Thank you, Celia.”

“Don’t thank me. Pay me.”

“I do pay you.”

“Not enough.” She closed the ledger. “The charter should be approved within the week. The contingency is secured. The Velmoor route is operational. The only remaining variable is whether Vincent has the resources to interfere with Guild processing.”

“And if he does?”

“Then we deploy the Wrenfeld letter, buy two weeks, and I personally camp outside the Guild clerk’s office until the charter is processed.” She met his eyes. “I told you before. I could run this entire city with the right spreadsheet.”

“It’s a ledger.”

“Same thing.”

The Guild clerk would contact them within seven business days. The charter would be approved or it wouldn’t. The contingency was in place. The commercial defense was as strong as planning could make it.

All that remained was waiting.

And in the Prancing Stag, waiting was never boring.

Elara served the evening crowd in her new sheer-paneled bodice, her small perky tits catching every customer’s eye while she smiled and collected tips. Mirelle worked the floor in the wine-red corset without undergarments, her massive breasts and bare pussy beneath the skirt creating the kind of visual spectacle that kept adventurers ordering drinks they didn’t need. Rosalind and Sable handled the back rooms with professional efficiency, the muffled sounds of their work providing background rhythm to the tavern’s evening operations.

Past every partition and floorboard. Through the lantern light. Through the coins and laughter and the steady hum of a business that had been built from wreckage by someone who was either the luckiest man in Amoria or the most strategic.

Probably both.

The charter would come through. The business would survive. Vincent would lose.

Somewhere in the Guild hall, a clerk with ink-stained fingers was probably still staring at Celia’s financial statements and wondering where she’d learned to format like that.

He’d never find out. She was taken.


Chapter 17: Brynn’s Birth

The knock came at three in the morning.

Not the polite tap of a customer or the confident rap of Rosalind returning from a late client. A frantic hammering. The kind that meant someone was either dying or being born.

Theron stumbled downstairs in trousers and nothing else, his sleep-addled brain trying to parse whether this was a threat or a crisis. Elara appeared on the landing behind him, wrapped in a blanket, blinking.

He opened the door to Orin. Breathless. Pale. His shaggy hair wild.

“Brynn,” Orin gasped. “Her water broke. Maren’s taking her to the Temple. She wants you there.”

Not a threat. A birth.

Theron dressed in thirty seconds. Elara insisted on coming. They jogged through Amoria’s pre-dawn streets toward the Temple of Venara, the cobblestones slick with dew, the air cool and carrying the distant sounds of sailors changing watch at the harbor.

The Temple was lit. Even at three in the morning, candles burned in every window. Births didn’t wait for convenient hours, and Seraphine’s domain operated on its own schedule.

They found Maren in the temple’s cloister, pacing with the restless energy of a woman who’d given birth five times and knew exactly what was coming for her daughter. Her copper hair was tied hastily back. Her pregnant belly, visible beneath a hastily thrown-on dress, moved with each stride.

“Brynn started contracting at midnight,” Maren said without preamble. “Fast for a first baby. Takes after me. Not one of mine lasted four hours. We’re built for this.”

Kael sat on a bench against the wall, looking like he’d been punched in the stomach by an invisible fist. The boyfriend who’d gotten Brynn pregnant was apparently not prepared for the reality of that pregnancy reaching its natural conclusion.

“He’s useless,” Maren noted, following Theron’s gaze. “Men always are during births. Dane fainted twice. With the FIRST child. By the third he just sat outside and smoked.”

Seraphine emerged from the birthing chamber. The locked door, normally sealed, stood open. Beyond it: clean linens, warm water in basins, the smell of herbs. The Five Graces portraits visible through the doorway, their explicit sacred artwork watching over the process with divine approval.

“She’s progressing well,” Seraphine said with the calm authority of a woman who’d delivered thousands of babies. “Dilation is advanced. We’ll be ready within the hour.”

Maren nodded, unsurprised. Looked at Theron.

“You should see this,” she said. “Not the birth itself. That’s Brynn’s private moment. But the prayer. The Five Graces system. You’ll need to understand it when your women start delivering.”

When. Not if.

The certainty in her voice made his stomach clench. Elara was possibly pregnant. She’d been nauseous. Her breasts were tender. All those nights of “fill me up, put a baby in me” might already have consequences.

Seraphine guided them to the antechamber outside the birthing room. Through the partially open door, Theron could hear Brynn’s breathing. Controlled. Focused. The sounds of a woman doing something her body was designed for.

“The Five Graces prayer system,” Seraphine explained, settling into her teaching voice with the practiced ease of decades. “When a woman gives birth here, we pray to one of Venara’s five daughters for blessing. Each Grace has specific requirements for acceptance.”

She counted on her weathered fingers.

“Primala. Grace of Premarital Love. Accepts prayer for young maidens giving birth. Elara or Sable would qualify.”

“Mercala. Grace of Prostitution and Paid Love. Accepts prayer for sex workers. Rosalind or Sable would qualify.”

“Matria. Grace of Pregnancy and Childbirth. Always accepts. Every pregnant woman is sacred to her. You cannot pray wrong to Matria.”

“Unara. Grace of Marriage and Wedded Love. Accepts prayer for engaged women, brides, wives.”

“Ardena. Grace of Passion and Lust. Accepts prayer for women of high… experience.” She chose the word carefully. “Women whose passion led them to pregnancy through abundant partners.”

“What happens if we pray to the wrong one?” Theron asked.

Seraphine’s expression turned grave. “The Grace may be displeased. One in three chance of a curse. The woman cannot orgasm for two weeks. A cruel punishment from a deity of fertility, but the Graces take their domains seriously.” She paused. “Two in three chance of just a scolding. But the curse is not pleasant.”

“And the right prayer?”

“Pain relief for the mother. Smooth delivery. The Grace’s blessing, which accumulates. After six blessings from different births, you may pray directly to Venara herself for a permanent blessing.”

“What kind of permanent blessing?”

Seraphine smiled. The knowing, ancient smile of a woman who served a sex goddess. “Let’s just say Venara rewards fertility with… enhanced capacity. You’ll learn when the time comes.”

From the birthing chamber, Brynn’s voice rose. Not a scream. A focused, primal sound. The sound of a body doing what bodies do.

Kael was summoned. He stood. Nearly sat back down. Maren grabbed his arm and propelled him toward the door.

“Get in there,” she ordered. “Hold her hand. Tell her she’s beautiful. Do NOT look between her legs until Seraphine says to.”

“I can’t—”

“You absolutely can. You put that baby inside her. You can damn well watch it come out.”

Kael entered the birthing chamber on legs that didn’t quite belong to him. Maren watched him go with the exasperated fondness of a mother who’d seen too many useless men at too many births.

“He’ll be fine,” she told Theron. “They’re always fine. The women do the actual work and the men get the credit for not passing out.”

The prayer was said. Kael, coached by Seraphine, knelt before Unara’s portrait. The four-part composition showing a couple’s lifelong passion: first kiss, pregnant wedding, vigorous sex, mature oral. Kael stared at the explicit artwork with the expression of a man whose religious education had not prepared him for this.

“Unara,” he said, his voice cracking. “I… we’re engaged. We love each other. Please bless our… our…”

“Baby,” Seraphine prompted gently.

“Our baby.”

The portrait seemed to shift. Not dramatically. Not with theatrical divine intervention. Just a subtle warming of the colors, a softening of the painted faces. A sense of approval radiating from the ancient artwork.

“Unara accepts,” Seraphine said. “Blessed are those weddings where the bride arrives with a crowd of little ones.”

The birth was quick after that. Maren’s prediction proved accurate. Brynn pushed efficiently, screamed efficiently, and delivered a healthy girl in just over three hours of labor.

Theron heard the baby’s first cry through the chamber door. A thin, piercing sound that cut through the temple’s sacred air like a blade of pure life.

Maren started crying. Silently. One hand on her own pregnant belly, the other pressed against her mouth. Grandmother and mother-to-be simultaneously. The cycle continuing.

Seraphine emerged carrying a small bundle. Clean. Pink. Making tiny sounds of displeasure at the indignity of existence.

“Healthy girl,” she announced. “Seven pounds. Strong lungs.” She looked at Maren. “Takes after her grandmother.”

Maren took the bundle. Looked down at her granddaughter with an expression that Theron had never seen on her face before. Tender. Uncomplicated. Pure love without the layers of desire and pragmatism that usually armored her.

“Sera,” Maren whispered. “After Seraphine. If that’s okay.”

The elderly priestess touched her own chest. Her eyes glistened. “I would be honored.”

Kael emerged from the chamber looking like he’d survived a siege. Brynn behind him, red-haired and exhausted and radiating the raw glow of a woman who’d just done something impossible. Her boyfriend/fiancé held her with the desperate gentleness of a man who’d just discovered that love could be terrifying.

The financial mechanics activated automatically. Seraphine recorded the birth in the temple ledger. Duchess Vivienne’s system engaged: six hundred sovereigns first-child bonus for baby Sera, payable within the week. Fifteen sovereigns weekly ongoing, distributed every Sunday through the temple.

Kael’s face when he heard the numbers. Six hundred sovereigns. More money than he’d ever held. For having a baby. The Duchy’s child support system, designed to encourage fertility and support mothers regardless of circumstance, doing exactly what it was designed to do.

“Six hundred?” Kael repeated.

“Plus fifteen weekly,” Seraphine confirmed. “Venara and the Duchess share a philosophy: children are wealth. The state invests in its future.”

Theron watched the family reunion. Brynn nursing baby Sera for the first time, her massive pregnant-belly now deflated to a soft maternal pouch. Kael hovering with the useless devotion of new fatherhood. Maren holding her granddaughter with one hand and her own pregnant belly with the other.

Elara stood beside Theron. Her hand found his. She squeezed.

“Someday,” she whispered. “That’ll be us.”

He looked at her. The cheerful blonde waitress who’d been nauseous every morning for a week. Whose breasts were tender. Whose nightly demands to be bred might already be answered.

“Someday might be sooner than you think,” he said.

She looked at him sharply. He said nothing more. Not yet. Let her process. Let the morning sickness speak for itself. Seraphine would confirm it when the time came.

They walked home through Amoria’s waking streets. Elara’s hand in his. The morning sun catching her honey-blonde hair. Baby Sera’s first cries still echoing in his memory like a promise.

Halfway down Provision Lane, they passed the Cathedral of Valdros. Its grey stone walls loomed with an architectural disapproval that the building’s designer had clearly been contracted to convey. The front doors stood open for the morning faithful, and Father Aldric himself was on the steps, greeting parishioners with the solemn benevolence of a man who’d definitely not had Rosalind’s mouth on his cock through the confessional screen less than twelve hours ago.

He spotted Theron and Elara. His expression flickered through several contradictory emotions before settling on pastoral warmth.

“Young Ashwick. And young Elara. You look radiant this morning, my dear.”

“We’ve been at the Temple of Venara,” Elara said brightly. “Maren’s daughter just gave birth. A healthy girl.”

Aldric’s warmth cooled approximately three degrees. The Temple of Venara was, to the Church of Valdros, what a rival tavern was to the Stag. Except with more explicit artwork and a deity who openly masturbated in her own statuary.

“Venara’s temple. Yes. They do… useful work there.” The words came out like he was passing a kidney stone made of theological compromise. “Births are blessed occasions. Regardless of the… venue.”

“Seraphine sends her regards,” Theron added, because he was feeling generous.

“Does she.” Aldric smoothed his robes. The same robes that, per Rosalind’s gleeful weekly reports, got hiked up above his waist every Sunday evening during what he insisted on calling “spiritual counseling.” “Well. Valdros blesses all new life. Even life shepherded into the world by temples of… competing theological perspective.”

“It’s not a competition, Father.”

“Of course not.” His smile was the approximate temperature of fish left in the sun. “Do bring the child for a proper Valdros blessing when the family is ready. The cathedral offers christening services. Traditional. Dignified. With artwork that keeps its clothes on.”

He disappeared back inside before Theron could respond. The cathedral doors closed with the heavy finality of a man retreating to ground he controlled.

Elara giggled. “He looked like he’d swallowed a wasp.”

“He looks like that every time someone mentions Venara.”

“Rosalind says he’s actually very flexible. Spiritually speaking.”

“Rosalind says a lot of things about Aldric’s flexibility.”

They were both laughing by the time they reached the Stag.

Your women will start delivering.

Maren’s certainty. Seraphine’s prediction. Theron looked at Elara walking beside him. She was humming again, one hand resting absently on her stomach. She didn’t know yet. But her body did.


Chapter 18: Vincent’s Desperation

The Friday dance was in full swing when Vincent Morell lost his composure.

Trade Plaza was packed. Lanterns swinging from poles, music drifting from the hired minstrels, the smell of roasted meat and wine and the musk of hundreds of people dancing and flirting and spending coin. The Prancing Stag’s sponsorship banner hung prominently above the wine tables, the freshly painted stag rearing proudly.

Theron arrived with his women. Not all of them. Not the full spectacle. But enough.

Mirelle on one side, wine-red corset pushing her massive breasts into prominence, every head turning as she walked. No undergarments. The sheer fabric of her skirt showed the outline of her legs when she stood in front of a lantern. Thirty-eight-year-old MILF energy radiating from every pore.

Elara on the other side, honey-blonde hair loose, the new sheer-paneled bodice from Lysa making her small perky tits visible when the light caught right. She was smiling. She’d been smiling all day. Something about her was different. Brighter. As if Brynn’s birth had activated something, a maternal instinct she didn’t know she had, glowing from inside.

The Stag’s reputation preceded them. Adventurers greeted Theron by name. C-rank warriors raised tankards in salute. Off-duty city guards nodded with professional courtesy. Even merchants who’d never set foot in the tavern knew of it. Knew what it offered. Knew who ran it.

Theron danced with Mirelle first. His hand on her waist, her body pressing against him without shame, her heavy tits practically in his face as they moved through the crowd. Every eye in the plaza watching the tavern owner and his voluptuous household manager move together with an intimacy that left nothing to imagination.

Mirelle loved it. The being seen. The being wanted. The dozens of eyes tracking her body while she danced with the man she belonged to. Her exhibitionist kink didn’t require nudity. Just attention. Just the knowledge that every man watching wished he were in Theron’s place.

Then Elara’s turn. Lighter. Faster. She laughed while they danced, twirling under his arm, her skirt flaring to show tanned legs. The cheerful innocent who’d discovered voyeurism and breeding kink still looked, to the uninitiated, like a sweet tavern girl having a nice evening.

Between dances, Maren found him. She was sitting with Orin at a table near the fountain, her pregnant belly visible beneath a fitted green dress that emphasized rather than concealed her condition. Her copper hair caught lantern light like fire.

“The charter,” she said without preamble. “I heard from the Golden Harp’s owner that Vincent has been asking questions at the Guild. He knows you filed.”

Theron’s jaw tightened. “Asking what kind of questions?”

“Whether applications can be challenged. Whether there’s an appeals process. Whether certain applications can be… lost.”

The chess game continuing. Vincent learning about the charter filing. Realizing his weapon was about to become obsolete. Scrambling for countermoves.

Then Vincent himself appeared.

He crossed the plaza with the rigid stride of a man whose charm had curdled into something harder. No smooth approach. No calculated smile. Just a direct line toward Theron that parted the crowd like a blade.

“You think you can just change what you are?” Vincent’s voice carried. Heads turned. The music continued but the conversations around them quieted. “You’re a tavern owner’s son running a brothel. A piece of paper doesn’t change that.”

Theron met his eyes. Steady. Unblinking. “A piece of paper is exactly what changes that. Ask your friend Hargest.”

“Hargest was doing his JOB. Your establishment is a front for prostitution. Everyone knows it. A trading charter doesn’t make your whores legitimate.”

“My employees are none of your concern.”

“I had Elara.” The words burst from Vincent like pressure from a cracked vessel. No smooth delivery. No calculated performance. Raw. “I had her charmed. I had her dancing. I had her ready. You STOLE her from me.”

The plaza had gone very quiet around them. Conversations suspended. Dancers pausing mid-step. The particular silence that falls when two men face each other with everything stripped away.

“She was never yours, Vincent.” Theron’s voice was level. Almost gentle. The confidence of someone who’d already won and didn’t need to shout about it. “She chose. They all chose. And none of them chose you.”

Vincent’s face contorted. The silver-templed charm peeling away to reveal something beneath. Not evil. Just small. A man who’d defined himself by conquest and couldn’t process losing.

“Young love burns bright and fast,” Vincent managed. “When she tires of being one of many. When your whores and your gloryholes and your corrupted household collapse. I’ll be waiting.”

“You’ll be waiting a long time.”

Vincent turned. Walked away. The crowd parted to let him pass, then closed behind him. Nobody watched him go.

But Theron noticed something. As Vincent retreated into the crowd, he passed a figure standing near the wine stalls. Spoke briefly. The figure nodded.

Not Hargest. Someone else. A tall man in merchant’s clothing that Theron hadn’t seen before. Well-dressed. The bearing of someone accustomed to authority, different from the city official. Someone new.

Celia materialized at his elbow. She’d been watching from the shadow of a market stall, invisible until she chose to be visible.

“Who was that?” she asked, nodding toward the stranger Vincent had spoken to.

“I don’t know.”

“I’ll find out.”

“Is that a promise or a threat?”

“Yes.”

She melted back into the crowd. Theron watched her go. Dark hair and pale skin and the analytical mind that had saved his business three times already. If there was something to find, she’d find it.

The music resumed. The dancing continued. Theron let the tension drain from his shoulders and found Elara in the crowd.

She was talking to Sable. The two friends huddled together near the fountain, Sable’s wild dark curls contrasting with Elara’s honey-blonde braid. They were laughing about something. Probably inappropriate. Their friendship had deepened since Sable’s claiming, the peer bond between them strengthening into something genuine.

Elara looked up. Caught his eye across the plaza. Something passed between them that didn’t need words. You okay? her expression asked. He nodded. She smiled.

On the other side of the fountain, Maren sat with Orin. His arm around her shoulders. Her hand on her belly. The pregnant widow and her godson-lover, comfortable in their strange domestic arrangement, unbothered by the public display. Theron felt a pang of something that might have been pride. He’d facilitated that. Given them permission. Made it possible for two people with taboo desires to find happiness together.

The evening wound down. Theron danced with Mirelle again. Then with Elara. Then, briefly, with Celia, who appeared from wherever she’d been investigating and allowed him exactly one dance before retreating to analyze whatever she’d discovered.

“The stranger’s name is Pembrook,” she told him during their dance. Her voice low. “Senior clerk at the Merchant Guild. He’s been ‘losing’ applications for merchants who irritate certain powerful people. Vincent’s been paying his gambling debts in exchange for delays.”

“Our charter application?”

“Currently sitting on Pembrook’s desk. Flagged for ‘additional review.’ Which means it will sit there until someone makes it worth his while to process it.”

Fuck.

Vincent wasn’t just sore about losing. He was actively trying to block the charter. Using a corrupt Guild clerk to delay the paperwork past Hargest’s deadline.

The dance ended. Celia stepped back.

“We knew this was possible,” she said. “The contingency is ready. Wrenfeld’s objection letter is signed. If the charter doesn’t clear in time, we deploy it and buy two weeks.”

“Can we unblock the charter directly?”

“Pembrook has gambling debts. That’s why he’s vulnerable to Vincent. If someone pays those debts…”

“How much?”

“Two hundred sovereigns. Approximately.”

Two hundred sovereigns to bribe a corrupt clerk to process paperwork that should have been processed automatically. The cost of doing business in a city where bureaucracy and corruption were indistinguishable.

“I’ll visit him tomorrow,” Theron said.

“I’ll come with you.”

“Celia—”

“I said I’ll come with you.” Her grey-blue eyes dared him to argue. He didn’t.

The Friday dance was ending. Lanterns being extinguished. Couples drifting home through dark streets. Adventurers stumbling toward taverns for last-call ales.

Theron gathered his household and walked home to the Stag. Mirelle’s arm through his. Elara on his other side. Celia walking ahead with her ledger, already planning tomorrow’s confrontation.

Behind them, the fountain splashed in an empty plaza. The sponsorship banner flapped in the night wind.

Theron needed to end this soon. A cornered man with nothing left to lose could still do damage on his way down.


Chapter 19: Pregnant Glow

Maren was twelve weeks pregnant, and the belly was real.

Not the subtle hint from earlier weeks. Not the “maybe she’s gaining weight” ambiguity. This was a firm, visible, unmistakable roundness beneath her skin that announced its presence like a declaration. The gentle slope from earlier weeks had become a proper bump, taut and warm, pushing against whatever she wore.

Her breasts had responded in kind. Already massive at their natural DD size, they’d grown beyond what he thought possible. A full cup size beyond normal, heavy and achingly tender, the nipples darkened to a deeper shade that stood out against her freckled skin. They strained against every neckline. They ached when Theron looked at them, which he did constantly.

Her entire body glowed. A flush that made her fair skin luminous, a radiance that seemed to emanate from within. Copper hair catching light with new vibrancy. Emerald eyes brighter, sharper, as if the life growing inside her was lending its energy to her extremities.

Twelve weeks along. Glowing like a sunset. And hornier than any woman Theron had ever encountered.

She pulled him through her front door before he could greet her. Hands fisted in his tunic, pulling him down the hallway. The house was empty. Orin with the children. Privacy absolute.

“I need you,” she said, and the words carried a weight that went beyond casual want. “Right now. Immediately. I have been thinking about your cock since I woke up at dawn and I have masturbated twice and it was not enough. Nothing is enough anymore.”

She yanked her dress over her head. No undergarments. Of course no undergarments. The full spectacle of her pregnant body hit Theron like a physical force.

The belly. Round and firm and beautiful. Silver stretch marks tracing familiar paths across the taut skin, each one a story written by her body. The curve of new life making her soft stomach firm and prominent, the skin stretched smooth and warm.

The breasts. Swollen. Heavy. Enormous beyond their usual magnificence, hanging with the weight of growing milk glands. Nipples dark and thick, standing out from areolas that had expanded and deepened in color. They swayed when she moved with pendulous gravity that hypnotized.

The hips. Wider than before, or maybe just emphasized by the belly’s new prominence. Her wide pelvis, already built for childbirth, seemed to have expanded to accommodate its current tenant. Freckles scattered across her shoulders and chest.

Everything about her screamed FERTILITY. This was a woman’s body doing exactly what it was designed to do, and doing it magnificently.

Theron spent time with her body before he fucked her.

He knelt before her. Pressed his lips against the belly. She gasped. The skin was hyper-sensitive now. Every touch magnified. His mouth moved across the drum-tight surface, kissing the stretch marks one by one, his hands cradling the curve from beneath.

“You are so beautiful,” he murmured against her skin. Not a line. Truth.

“Don’t compliment me. Fuck me.”

“I’m doing both.”

His mouth traveled. Up to her breasts. He took one darkened nipple into his mouth and sucked gently. She arched with a sound that was almost a scream. Pregnancy had turned her nipples into direct lines to her pussy, every touch there sending shock waves through her body.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her hands gripping his head. “They’re so sensitive. If you keep doing that, I’ll cum before you even get inside me.”

He kept doing it. Sucked harder. Her knees buckled. He caught her, guided her to the bed, and continued worshipping her breasts while she writhed beneath him. Her pussy was already soaking, the hormonal arousal making her drip before he’d touched anything below her waist.

“Now,” she demanded. “Inside me. NOW. I cannot wait another second.”

She wanted him on top this time. Different from her usual preference for riding. She wanted to feel his weight pressing her into the mattress, his chest against her tender, heavy tits, his pelvis against her belly. The intimacy of missionary with a pregnant woman. Face to face. Eye to eye. His body covering hers.

Theron positioned himself between her spread thighs. Her pregnant belly rose between them, a warm firm dome that he had to navigate around. The angle was different from non-pregnant sex. He had to lean slightly back, his cock finding her at a new approach that pressed against her front wall with each stroke.

“Oh,” she breathed when he entered her. “Oh god. That angle is…”

She couldn’t finish the sentence. The new geometry of pregnant sex was hitting spots that regular penetration missed. His cock sliding into her wet, engorged pussy at an angle that ground against her G-spot with each thrust. Her body’s changes working in his favor.

She grabbed his arms. Pulled him closer despite the belly between them. Her aching tits pressed flat against his chest, the darkened nipples scraping his skin. Her eyes locked on his with an intensity that was primal.

“I’m bigger every week,” she whispered. “Can you feel how different I am? My body doesn’t fit in my clothes. My nipples leak when I’m aroused. I wake up aching for you and I don’t stop aching until you’re inside me.”

The breeding kink had evolved. The accusatory heat of their early pregnant sessions had burned away, replaced by something reverent. A woman marveling at the transformation her own body was performing while the man responsible moved inside her.

“Touch my belly,” she said, guiding his hands to the firm roundness. “Feel what’s happening to me. My hips are wider. My breasts are a size bigger. Everything is so sensitive I nearly came when you kissed my stomach. Three months ago I was just Maren with big tits and a loud mouth.” She squeezed around him, her voice thick. “Now I’m carrying a life. And I’ve never felt more powerful.”

Theron’s hands on her belly. His cock in her pussy. The baby between them, a tiny heartbeat surrounded by warmth and fluid and the rhythmic motion of its parents’ bodies.

“Harder,” she gasped. “I’m carrying, not dying. My body was built for this. So stop being careful and FUCK me.”

He gave her harder. Drove into her with force that made her heavy tits bounce despite being pressed between their bodies, the warm flesh rippling against his chest with each impact. The bed shook beneath them. The headboard slammed against the wall with rhythmic violence. The sounds of flesh slapping flesh filled the room, wet and meaty, the obscene soundtrack of a pregnant woman being thoroughly fucked by the man who’d knocked her up.

Her pussy was soaking, her arousal flooding around his cock with each thrust, running down between her ass cheeks and pooling on the sheets beneath her. The wet sounds of their coupling were louder than the headboard, louder than her moans, a constant slick percussion that accompanied every deep, grinding stroke.

“Yes.” She clawed at his back, her nails dragging red lines across his shoulders. “YES. Deeper. I can feel you pressing against where the baby sleeps. My whole body belongs to you now, Theron. Every stretch mark, every ache, every pound I’ve gained. You made all of it. And I love every fucking second.”

He fucked her. Hard and deep and relentless. His hands gripping the sheets on either side of her belly for leverage, his hips pistoning, each thrust bottoming out against her cervix with a pressure that made her gasp. Her tender, pregnancy-full tits shook with each impact, the darkened nipples flushed and leaking a clear fluid her changing body had begun producing. Her wide hips met each thrust, pushing up to take him deeper, her thick thighs spread wide around his body.

She came. Her body’s new chemistry transformed the orgasm into something seismic. Her pussy clenched around him with spasming, crushing force, the contractions so intense they nearly pushed his cock out before her muscles reversed and pulled him deeper. Her thick thighs trembled violently. Her back arched off the bed, her pregnant belly pressing against his stomach, her breasts heaving. She screamed his name. Then just sounds, incoherent, primal, the vocabulary of a woman experiencing pleasure too intense for language. Her pussy gushed around him, a flood of warm wetness that soaked them both, her orgasm releasing everything her body had been holding.

Theron came with her. Buried deep, his hands finding her pregnant belly and pressing against the taut warm skin, his cock swelling and pulsing thick ropes of cum into her already-occupied womb. He felt each spurt leave his body with punishing intensity, the orgasm drawn out by her spasming pussy clenching and pulling at him in relentless waves. She felt every pulse and whispered encouragement through each one, her voice ragged and broken with pleasure.

“Don’t you dare hold back. I can feel every pulse. So hot. So deep. The baby can probably feel you throbbing. God, I love being yours like this. Keep going. I want every last drop flooding me.”

He stayed inside her. Softening slowly. Her legs wrapped around his waist, refusing to let him withdraw. Her hands on his face, pulling him down for a kiss that tasted like wine and woman and the salt of happy tears.

“I love this,” she murmured. “I love being full of you while I’m full of our child. There’s no feeling like it. Being bred. Being filled. Being exactly what my body was built for.”

They rested. His head on her chest, her heartbeat strong beneath his ear, her fingers in his hair. Her belly a warm dome against his side.

“Theron.”

“Hmm?”

“Elara.”

He lifted his head.

“She’s been nauseous in the mornings.” Maren’s expression was knowing. Ancient with maternal recognition. “I saw it at Brynn’s birth. The way she touched her stomach. The way she winced when Brynn’s baby cried.”

“I know.”

“Have you talked to her?”

“Not yet.”

“Don’t wait too long.” Maren touched her own belly. “Pregnancy doesn’t wait for convenient timing. And your little waitress is going to need someone who understands what’s happening to her body.”

“I’ll take her to Seraphine.”

“Take her soon.” Maren paused. “And Theron? When you find out… when she’s confirmed… try not to look as terrified as you did when I told you about mine.”

“I wasn’t terrified.”

“You looked like someone had told you the floor was actually a trapdoor.”

He couldn’t argue. She was right. About all of it.

They dressed reluctantly. He kissed her goodbye at the door. Her belly pressed against him during the embrace, warm and firm and growing.

“Next week,” she said. “Same time. And bring stamina. The hormones are getting worse.”

“Or better.”

“Or better.” She grinned. That predatory, hungry, copper-haired grin that had been seducing men since her twenties. “Depends on your perspective.”

Theron walked home through darkening streets, his mind full of round bellies and Elara’s nightly whispers and the dawning terror of realizing that the fantasies he’d been having with Elara might have already come true.

Maren’s voice echoing: Take her to Seraphine. Take her soon.

Soon. Tomorrow. Before fear could grow into paralysis.

The Stag’s lights were visible from two blocks away. His tavern. His business. His home. His family.

Growing. In every possible direction.

Including the one he hadn’t quite processed yet.


Chapter 20: Fleet Season Arrives

The harbor exploded.

Not literally, though it might as well have. Thirty-seven ships docked over two days, disgorging hundreds of sailors with months of accumulated pay and the desperate need to spend it on anything that wasn’t salt water and hardtack. The streets nearest the docks became a river of unwashed men, loud voices, and clinking coin purses.

The Prancing Stag had prepared. Mirelle had ordered double supplies from Maren a week before. Celia had arranged extra ale barrels from Vincent’s shop, a transaction conducted with minimal eye contact and maximum professional detachment. Rosalind and Sable had been resting up, conserving energy the way athletes prepare for competition.

The first fleet night was chaos.

By the sixth bell, every seat was taken. By the seventh, men were standing. By the eighth, the queue for the side-alley entrance stretched past the corner and out of sight. Adventurers fresh from a Feywood expedition competed for table space with sailors fresh from the sea. C-ranks with dungeon-plunder money mixing with merchant marines with shore-leave sovereigns. The noise level made normal conversation impossible and perfect for the kind of transactions that happened beneath it.

The floor operated at maximum capacity.

Elara moved through the crowd like a fish through water, her small petite body navigating gaps between massive warriors that a larger woman couldn’t have managed. Her sheer-paneled bodice drew every eye. Her innocent smile drew every tip. She worked the room with the cheerful efficiency she’d honed over months of practice, sitting on laps when requested, allowing hands on her waist and thighs, collecting coins with the casual professionalism of someone who’d made peace with the economy of attention.

She was careful tonight, though. Protecting something she hadn’t yet named. Declining the more aggressive offers. Wincing when a customer’s hand pressed too firmly against her stomach. Something was different about her, and the more perceptive customers noticed. The soft glow. The careful way she moved. The protective hand that drifted to her flat belly between customers.

Celia worked the floor in her black corset and side-slit skirt, pale skin dramatic against the dark fabric. Her competitive edge had shifted focus. Instead of competing with Elara for tips, she was competing with herself, tracking her nightly totals against a personal record she’d set the previous week. The handsome ranger regular was back. He asked for her specifically. She sat with him, let him trace the edge of her corset, his fingers dipping below the neckline. Something almost like genuine connection between them.

Twenty sovereigns for twenty minutes. She caught herself hoping he’d return.

Mirelle was the spectacle.

Braless in the sheer wine-red corset, her massive 38DD breasts on full display through fabric that concealed approximately nothing. No undergarments beneath the tight skirt. Her enormous cleavage and visible nipples drew sailors like a lighthouse draws ships. A grizzled ship captain paid thirty sovereigns to sit beside her for twenty minutes, his weathered hands on her thick thighs, his eyes never leaving her chest.

Mirelle guided his hand higher. Paused. Redirected it back to her thigh.

“That’s extra, sailor,” she said with a smile that promised things she had no intention of delivering. Not to him. “And more than you can afford.”

Fifty-sovereign night for Mirelle. Personal record demolished.

And in the back rooms, Rosalind and Sable were in their element.

Rosalind handled six room clients and four gloryhole shifts. Professional. Enthusiastic. Her plush body absorbing and releasing tension like a professional massage, except with significantly more bodily fluids involved. She emerged between clients to grab water and crackers, her face flushed, her hair disheveled, her blouse spotted with stains she didn’t bother cleaning because more were coming.

“Four more in the queue,” she announced during a thirty-second break. “Send them through.”

Sable matched her. Five room clients and five gloryhole shifts. Keeping pace with her mentor for the first time. Her tawny skin gleamed with sweat, her wild curls plastered to her face, her amber eyes bright with the earned pride of someone who’d discovered she was built for exactly this. The shyness was gone. The hesitation was gone. In its place: confident, hungry professionalism that clients noticed and returned for.

The side alley never emptied. Clients queued patiently, their coin already counted, the restless energy of men waiting for professional relief creating its own atmosphere.

By midnight, Theron was counting the take with shaking hands.

Two hundred and forty-seven sovereigns.

Previous record: one hundred and eighty from the C-rank company celebration weeks ago.

Shattered. Absolutely destroyed.

The household sat at the bar after closing, too exhausted to climb the stairs. Every candle still burning. Every surface spotted with spilled ale and the residue of a night that had pushed the Stag to its absolute limits.

“Two forty-seven,” Theron said, setting down his quill. “In one night.”

Rosalind, barely conscious, reached across the bar for a tankard of water. Her honey-blonde hair was matted. Her blouse was beyond saving. She was grinning like a woman who’d just won a war.

“THIS is why I moved off the streets,” she said. “Warm room, steady clients, and a line out the door. I’ve never been happier.”

Sable sat beside her, rubbing her jaw with one hand. The physical toll of ten clients in a single night was written on her body. But her expression was fierce with satisfaction.

“Ten men,” she said. “I serviced ten men tonight.”

She looked at Theron. The professional mask was down. Beneath it: the girl he’d held while she cried. The lover he’d claimed in his bed. The woman who chose him from experience.

“And I want an eleventh,” she said softly. “Come to my room?”

He did.

Briefly. Tenderly. She pulled him onto her narrow bed, still damp from washing but not dry, her caramel skin warm and flushed from the night’s exertions. Her pussy was still wet from hours of work, swollen and sensitive and ready, and when he slid inside her she orgasmed the moment his cock filled her completely. Too stimulated from the night. Too emotionally charged from the combination of professional pride and personal devotion. Her body was oversensitized, every nerve ending raw, and the transition from anonymous clients to the man she loved, from professional performance to genuine feeling, was a contrast that shattered her composure entirely.

Her pussy clenched around him in desperate, rolling spasms. Her back arched off the narrow bed. She came with his name on her lips. Not a client’s paid moans. Not the calibrated sounds of professional performance. Just Sable. Eighteen years old. In his arms. Her pussy milking his cock with involuntary, genuine contractions while tears leaked from eyes that held nothing back. Choosing him. Every night, in the end, choosing him.

He held her until she fell asleep. Then climbed the stairs to his room, where Elara was waiting but had fallen asleep on his bed fully dressed, one hand on her stomach, the other clutching a romance novel she’d been reading.

He covered her with a blanket. Lay beside her. Listened to her breathing.

Tomorrow the fleet would still be in harbor. More sailors. More coin. More demand. Five more days of this intensity.

The Stag could handle it. The household could handle it. The machine they’d built was running at capacity and performing perfectly.

Two hundred and forty-seven sovereigns. In a single night.

The tavern was quiet. Every room occupied by someone who’d earned their rest. Mirelle fifty sovereigns richer. Rosalind and Sable in their shared quarters, the mentor and the apprentice, both exhausted and both exactly where they wanted to be.

Fleet season. Day one of seven. And the fleet wasn’t even fully offloaded yet.

Tomorrow would be bigger. Theron closed his eyes.


Chapter 21: Tuesday Morning

Elara couldn’t keep breakfast down.

Third morning this week. She made it halfway through Mirelle’s scrambled eggs before the color drained from her face and she bolted for the privy. The sound of retching echoed down the hallway with a clarity that everyone pretended not to hear.

Mirelle didn’t pretend.

She stood at the stove, spatula in hand, watching the hallway where Elara had disappeared. Her hazel eyes held the recognition of a woman who’d been through enough pregnancies, her own and her best friend’s, to know exactly what she was seeing. She said nothing. Didn’t need to. The knowledge sat in her expression like a stone.

Celia noticed too. Looked up from her ledger with the analytical precision she applied to everything. “She’s been sick every morning this week.”

“I know,” Theron said.

“And tender.” Celia’s grey-blue eyes narrowed. “Yesterday a customer bumped her chest accidentally during groping and she WINCED. Elara doesn’t wince. She once let a D-rank warrior squeeze her tits for fifteen sovereigns without flinching.”

“I know.”

“Theron.” Celia set down her pen. “My sister is pregnant.”

She said it flatly. Not a question. Not an accusation. A statement from a woman who processed facts the way other people processed emotions.

He didn’t deny it. Couldn’t. The evidence was accumulating faster than Celia’s ledger entries.

Elara returned from the privy looking pale and shaky, one hand on her stomach. She sat at the table, pushed the eggs away, and sipped water with the careful motions of someone whose relationship with food had recently become complicated.

“I think something’s wrong with me,” she said quietly.

Nobody answered.

“Maybe the mushrooms are off. Mama, did you check the mushrooms?”

Mirelle turned from the stove. Her face was composed. Maternal. The expression she wore when delivering information her daughters needed to hear but didn’t want to.

“The mushrooms are fine, darling.”

Elara looked at her mother. At Celia. At Theron. Three faces wearing three different versions of the same knowledge.

“What?” she asked.

Mirelle crossed the kitchen. Sat beside her youngest daughter. Took her hands.

“Honey. When was your last monthly bleeding?”

Elara’s blue eyes widened. Her lips parted. She looked down at her flat stomach.

“I… I don’t remember.” Her voice was very small. “Six weeks? Maybe seven? I’ve been so busy with the fleet preparations and the viewing niche and…” She trailed off.

Seven weeks without monthly bleeding. Morning sickness. Breast tenderness. The nausea. The fatigue. The particular glow that Maren had noticed at Brynn’s birth.

Elara looked at Theron. The cornflower-blue eyes that he’d first noticed at Marcus’s funeral, that had widened with innocent curiosity the first time he’d kissed her, that had glazed with pleasure the night he’d taken her virginity. Now those eyes held something new. Something between terror and wonder.

“All those nights,” she whispered. “The ‘fill me up’ and ‘put a baby in me.’ It actually…”

“Yeah.”

“I’m…”

She couldn’t say it. Her mouth formed the word. Stopped. Formed it again.

“We should see Seraphine,” Theron said. “Tomorrow.”

Elara nodded. Mechanically. Her fingers curled against her abdomen, pressing gently, as if trying to feel an answer through her skin.

The day passed in a fog of normal operations that felt anything but normal. Elara served customers with her usual brightness, but Theron watched her closely. The way she moved. Careful. Protective. Pausing between tables to press her palm flat against her lower belly with an expression caught between awe and disbelief. Her smile slightly distant, turned inward toward something she was processing.

She refused wine at lunch. She never refused wine.

The regular customers didn’t notice. The adventurers were too busy spending fleet-season coin to notice anything subtler than exposed cleavage. Mirelle kept the kitchen running with mechanical efficiency, her own thoughts clearly elsewhere. Celia tracked revenue with more precision than usual, the ledger becoming a focus for nervous energy she couldn’t express otherwise.

That evening, after the last customer left, Theron found Elara in her room. She was sitting on her bed, arms wrapped around her midsection, staring at the wall.

“I’ve been doing math,” she said when he sat beside her.

“Math?”

“It started months ago. Almost from the beginning. You’ve been cumming inside me every night for months. Without pulling out. Because I asked you not to. Because I BEGGED you not to.” She looked at him. “I begged you to put a baby in me. I said it literally. ‘Put a baby in me.’ And you did.”

“We don’t know for certain yet.”

“I know.” She touched her breasts through her nightgown. Winced. “These hurt. They never hurt. Even when that huge adventurer squeezed them for fifteen sovereigns, they didn’t hurt like this.”

“Seraphine will tell us tomorrow.”

“What if it’s real?”

“Then it’s real.”

“Are you scared?”

He thought about it. Honesty mattered more than reassurance right now.

“Terrified,” he said.

She laughed. Surprised and genuine. “Good. Me too. We can be terrified together.”

He held her. Not for sex. For comfort. Her small body tucked against his, her honey-blonde hair under his chin, her flat stomach pressed against his. Flat for now.

The household slept around them. Mirelle in her room, probably lying awake thinking about her youngest daughter’s body and what it meant for the family she held together. Celia in hers, calculating. Always calculating. The financial impact. The schedule changes. The competitive whisper that never fully stopped.

If Elara is pregnant, I’m next.

Tomorrow: the Temple. Seraphine. Confirmation.

Tonight: two people lying in the dark, one hand on a belly that might contain the future.

“I love you,” Elara said.

“I know.”

“If I’m pregnant… if this is real… will you still want me? When I’m showing? When I can’t work the floor? When I’m fat and swollen and—”

“Maren is the most beautiful she’s ever been right now. Her belly drives me insane. Pregnancy is going to make you even more beautiful than you already are.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

She fell asleep on his chest. Her breathing slow and deep. Her hand still on her stomach.

Theron lay awake. Staring at the ceiling.

He wasn’t ready to be a father. But then, he hadn’t been ready to be a tavern owner. Or a political strategist. Or a trade route pioneer. He’d done all of those things anyway, because circumstances demanded it and the women around him made it possible.

Tomorrow: the Temple. Seraphine would tell them what Maren already knew, what Mirelle already suspected, what Elara’s body was already showing him every morning.


Chapter 22: Six Weeks

The Temple of Venara was quieter in the morning. No birth in progress, no moaning from behind the locked chamber door. Just sunlight filtering through the cloister arches and the Five Graces watching from their explicit portraits with patient divine attention.

Seraphine was expecting them. The elderly priestess met them at the antechamber with tea already brewing and the examining table prepared. She took one look at Elara, one look at Theron, and nodded with the quiet satisfaction of a prediction confirmed.

“Sit, dear,” she told Elara. “Hands on the table. Relax.”

Elara sat. She was wearing a simple dress, her honey-blonde hair in its working braid, her face still pale from this morning’s bout of nausea. She looked young. Younger than she usually did, stripped of the cheerful confidence that the tavern work had built around her. Eighteen years old and possibly carrying a child.

Seraphine’s weathered hands were gentle on her abdomen. Pressing here. Listening there. The same thorough examination she’d given Maren weeks earlier. The same ancient knowledge reading signs that no amount of breeding talk or morning sickness could fake.

Theron stood against the wall. Trying to look calm. Failing.

“About six weeks along,” Seraphine announced. Her voice was warm. Not clinical. Not dramatic. Just the matter-of-fact delivery of a woman who’d given this news thousands of times and understood that the simplest words carried the most weight. “Strong signs. You’re carrying well, dear.”

The world tilted.

Elara’s hands went to her flat stomach. Six weeks. Nothing visible yet. But the reality crashed through her like a wave through a sandcastle, rearranging everything that had seemed solid into something new and unfamiliar and terrifyingly beautiful.

“Pregnant,” she whispered. “I’m pregnant.”

“You are.”

“With Theron’s baby.”

“Unless you’ve been exceptionally busy elsewhere, which I’m guessing you haven’t.”

“I’m going to be a mother.”

“You are.”

Elara looked at Theron. Her cornflower-blue eyes were enormous. Wet. Not crying yet, but close. The dam holding back a complexity of emotions that couldn’t fit into any single expression.

“Every night,” she said, her voice cracking. “Every night I begged you to breed me. I demanded you cum inside me. I refused to let you pull out. And it actually… it worked.”

“Yeah.”

“I’m carrying your child.”

“Yeah.”

She cried.

From a complicated joy she couldn’t name. The kind that existed beyond simple happiness, in the territory where everything you wanted becomes real and the reality is more overwhelming than the wanting ever was.

She’d begged for this. Every night. With every moan and whispered demand. “Cum inside me. Don’t pull out. Put a baby in me. I want your baby growing inside me.” She’d said it because it was hot. Because it was transgressive. Because the fantasy of being bred by the man she loved made every orgasm more intense.

And the fantasy had become flesh.

Theron crossed the room and held her. She grabbed his shirt and pressed her face against his chest and cried with the helpless abandon of someone whose body had answered prayers she’d been making with her pussy instead of her mouth.

Seraphine gave them privacy. Slipped out of the examination room with the practiced discretion of someone who’d witnessed thousands of these moments and knew when to disappear.

They stood together for a long time. His arms around her small body. Her tears soaking his shirt. The flat stomach between them that would soon start to curve, to swell, to become the visible evidence of everything they’d done together in dark rooms with dirty words and desperate need.

“I’m scared,” Elara whispered.

“Me too.”

“I’m also happy.”

“Me too.”

“How can I be both?”

“Because that’s what this is. Both.”

She pulled back. Wiped her eyes. Managed a shaky smile. “Maren told you, didn’t she? She saw the signs.”

“She’s been through this enough times to recognize it like weather.”

“Am I going to get as big as Maren?”

“Maybe not as big. She’s had five practice rounds.”

“My tits are going to get bigger?” She looked down at her chest. Her B-cup breasts, already tender and slightly swollen, pushing against her dress with new prominence. “They’re already sore.”

“They’ll grow. Maren’s went up a full cup size.”

“I’m already small. If they grow, I’ll finally have actual cleavage.” She laughed. Watery but genuine. Finding humor in the physical realities of pregnancy because the emotional ones were too vast to face all at once.

They walked home through streets that felt different. Changed. The way the world changes when you realize it now contains someone who didn’t exist yesterday.

Elara’s hand in his. Her other hand on her stomach. The sun on her honey-blonde hair. Baby Sera’s tiny face flashing through Theron’s memory, because he’d be looking at his own child’s face in roughly eight months.

Father. He was going to be a father.

Him.

His father had been an adventurer who drank himself into a canal. His mother, whoever she was, had left before he could remember. His role models for parenthood were a dead alcoholic and an absence.

But Elara’s mother was Mirelle. Who’d raised two daughters in a failing tavern while grieving a dead husband and serving as a dead man’s mistress. Who’d kept them fed and dressed and educated despite everything. Who was, in many ways, the strongest person Theron knew.

Maybe parenting wasn’t about role models. Maybe it was about deciding to show up.

At the Stag, Elara told Celia first.

She found her sister in the hallway outside the kitchen, ledger in hand, reviewing morning supply orders. Elara didn’t preface it. Didn’t cushion it. Just said it.

“I’m pregnant.”

Celia’s pen stopped. Her gaze rose from the page. For a long moment, the cold analytical mask held. Processing. Calculating. Adjusting internal spreadsheets to account for this new data point.

Then something else surfaced. Beneath the ice. A smile that almost looked genuine.

“I suppose this means I’m next,” Celia said.

Not jealousy. Not the burning competitive fury of earlier months. Calm certainty. The acknowledgment of a sequence that was now inevitable. Maren was pregnant. Elara was pregnant. Celia was next. The order of things.

“Are you okay?” Elara asked. Watching her sister’s face for the jealous explosion that didn’t come.

“I’m happy for you.” Celia paused. Seemed surprised by her own sincerity. “Genuinely. You wanted this. You begged for it, literally, through our shared wall every single night. You deserve to have what you begged for.”

“That might be the nicest thing you’ve ever said to me.”

“Don’t get used to it.”

They looked at each other. Two sisters. One pregnant by the man they shared. The other planning to be next. The rivalry that had defined their sexual relationship evolving into something that looked, from the outside, remarkably like sisterly love.

Mirelle’s reaction was tears. Pure and uncomplicated. She pulled Elara into a hug so tight that Theron worried about the pregnancy. Held her for a long time. Then pulled back and looked at Theron with an expression that compressed everything she felt into a single gaze.

Anger: you got my baby daughter pregnant. Pride: you take care of her. Tenderness: I’m going to be a grandmother again. Authority: you’d better not abandon her.

“You take care of her,” Mirelle said. “And this baby.”

“I will.”

“Promise me.”

“I promise.”

She nodded. Returned to the kitchen. Began cooking with the focused energy of a woman who processed emotions through culinary creation. Within an hour, the tavern smelled like celebration food. Roasted meats. Fresh bread. The particular pastry she only made for occasions that mattered.

The household gathered for an impromptu meal. Not the full complement. Just the inner circle. Theron, Elara, Celia, Mirelle. Four people who shared blood ties (the sisters and their mother) and sexual ties (all three women with Theron) and now, something else.

Family ties. Growing literally.

“To the newest Ashwick,” Mirelle said, raising her water glass. “Or whatever name you choose. Venara bless the child and the parents and the household that will raise them.”

They drank.

Celia made a note in her ledger. Medical expenses. Maternity clothing. Reduced work hours. The Duchess’s fifteen-sovereign weekly payment. The financial architecture of new life.

Elara ate the celebration pastry with one hand on her stomach.

And Theron sat at the head of the table, surrounded by women he’d claimed and children they were carrying, and ate his celebration pastry, and didn’t say a word, because his mouth was full and everything else was already said.


Chapter 23: The Guild Clerk

Fourteen days remained on Hargest’s deadline. The charter was in processing. And Theron received word that it had stopped processing.

The information came through Celia’s network. She’d cultivated a contact at the Merchant Guild, a junior clerk named Talbot who owed her a favor after she’d helped him untangle a tariff dispute that was threatening his position. Talbot sent word via a folded note tucked into a routine correspondence.

Your application has been flagged for additional review. Standard processing would have cleared it three days ago. Someone intervened.

Celia read the note at the breakfast table. Her expression didn’t change. But her knuckles tightened around the parchment with the controlled force of someone who’d been expecting bad news and was furious about being right.

“Vincent.” One word. A verdict.

“Pembrook,” Theron corrected. “The senior clerk. The gambling debts.”

“Same thing. Vincent is paying Pembrook to sit on our charter. Probably a daily fee to keep the application buried under ‘additional review’ paperwork until Hargest’s deadline passes.”

The chess game. Vincent’s final gambit. Not elegant. Not clever. Just brute-force corruption. Pay a clerk to lose an application. Run out the clock. Let bureaucratic inertia do what direct confrontation couldn’t.

“How much does Pembrook owe?” Theron asked.

“Two hundred sovereigns. Gambling debts accumulated at the dice halls in the Harbor Quarter. Vincent’s been covering the interest payments in exchange for the delay.”

“If I pay the debt directly?”

“Then Pembrook has no reason to keep Vincent’s bargain. The debt vanishes. The leverage vanishes. The charter gets processed.”

Two hundred sovereigns. Significant. Their fleet-season earnings made it affordable, but it was still a bitter pill. Paying a bribe to undo a bribe. The cost of doing business in a city where corruption wasn’t a bug but a feature.

“We also deploy the Wrenfeld contingency,” Celia continued. “Belt and suspenders. If Pembrook takes your money and STILL delays, Wrenfeld’s objection buys us two more weeks.”

“Already signed?”

“Signed, sealed, and in my desk drawer. Ready to file within the hour.”

Theron stood. “Let’s go.”

They visited Pembrook’s office at the Merchant Guild that afternoon. The senior clerk was a doughy man with watery eyes and the nervous energy of someone who’d been caught doing something wrong and was waiting for the consequences. He sat behind a desk buried in paperwork, his hands moving aimlessly through stacks of parchment, a man treading water in an ocean of his own making.

“Mr. Ashwick.” Pembrook’s voice was slightly too high. “Your application is… under review.”

“I know.” Theron sat across from him. Celia stood behind him with her ledger, radiating the quiet menace of a woman who understood bureaucratic systems better than the bureaucrats themselves. “I also know why.”

Pembrook’s watery eyes darted to the door. “I’m not sure what you—”

“Two hundred sovereigns.” Theron set a heavy purse on the desk. The coins clinked with authority. “Your gambling debts. All of them. Paid in full.”

Pembrook stared at the purse. At Theron. At Celia. At the purse again.

“In exchange,” Theron continued, “my charter crosses your desk by tomorrow morning. Processed. Approved. Filed.”

“I can’t just—”

“You can.” Celia’s voice was cold. Precise. The voice of someone who’d memorized Guild regulations and could recite the penalties for application interference. “Guild charter processing rules state that flagged applications require senior clerk review within three business days. Yours has been flagged for seven. That’s a procedural violation. If reported, it carries a suspension penalty.”

Pembrook’s face went grey. “Who told you—”

“Process the charter, Mr. Pembrook. Take the money. Pay your debts. And stop letting Vincent Morell use you as a weapon against people who build things while he destroys them.”

Long pause. Pembrook’s fingers trembled on the desk.

He took the purse.

“Tomorrow morning,” he said. “It’ll be processed. I just… he said it would only be a few days. That nobody would notice.”

“People notice,” Celia said. “When their livelihoods depend on paperwork, they notice quickly.”

They left the Guild hall into afternoon sunshine. Two hundred sovereigns lighter but infinitely more secure. Pembrook would process the charter. The man had neither the spine nor the motivation to defy both sides of a fight he’d never wanted to be in.

The next morning: confirmation. Talbot’s note, delivered by courier.

Charter approved. Filed. Effective immediately. The Prancing Stag is hereby classified as “trading post with hospitality services” under Merchant Guild charter.

Celia read it aloud at the breakfast table. Her voice was steady. But her hands shook, just slightly, with the controlled release of weeks of tension.

“It’s done,” she said. “Hargest’s authority over us is terminated.”

Mirelle set down her spatula. Sat at the table. Put her head in her hands for a moment. When she looked up, her hazel eyes were wet.

“We’re safe?”

“We’re safe.”

The charter was filed. The license was converted. The Stag was now a trading post with hospitality services, operating under Merchant Guild jurisdiction. Alderman Hargest’s commercial licensing authority over them was gone. His letter, his thirty-day deadline, his ability to revoke or restrict, all rendered null by a piece of parchment that Celia had prepared three days before anyone knew they’d need it.

Theron personally delivered a copy of the charter to Hargest’s office.

The alderman read it. Looked up. His thin-lipped expression conveyed nothing and everything simultaneously.

“Cleverly done,” Hargest said.

“I’m not a boy running a brothel, Alderman. I’m a licensed trader running a business.”

“So I see.” Hargest folded his hands. The bureaucrat’s version of surrender. “Good day, Mr. Ashwick.”

Theron left the office. Walked down the corridor toward the stairs.

Vincent was waiting.

Not outside. In the corridor itself. Standing near the wall, dressed in his merchant finery, his silver-templed hair immaculate, his expression the careful blankness of a man who’d come expecting triumph and was about to receive something very different.

He saw Theron emerge from Hargest’s office.

He saw the satisfied expression.

The color drained from his face. The slow, terrible emptying of blood from skin as realization arrived like a train. The charter was filed. The license was converted. His weapon was a paperweight. His money to Pembrook was wasted. His ally in Hargest was neutralized.

Months of rivalry. Months of scheming, courting, confronting, threatening. And it ended in a corridor, with a tavern owner walking past a wine merchant who had nothing left to say.

Theron paused. Looked at Vincent.

“It’s over, Vincent. Go sell wine.”

Vincent said nothing. Because there was nothing left to say.

Theron descended the stairs. Crossed the Civic Hall’s polished entrance. Stepped into Amoria’s sunshine.

Behind him, in a corridor that smelled of ink and old parchment, Vincent Morell stood alone.


Chapter 24: Celia’s Demand

Three days after Elara’s pregnancy was confirmed, Celia entered Theron’s room without knocking.

She locked the door. The sound of the bolt sliding home was precise. Deliberate. The sound of someone who had planned this moment and was executing it with the same methodical efficiency she brought to inventory management.

“We need to talk,” she said.

She was wearing the black corset and side-slit skirt that she wore on the tavern floor. Her dark hair was loose, falling in a silk curtain past her shoulders. A rare choice. She usually kept it pulled back in the severe bun that was her professional armor. Tonight the armor was down.

Her pale porcelain skin was flushed across her chest. Her grey-blue eyes burned with something beyond the usual fierce intensity. Something that had been building for three days, since the moment Elara had said “I’m pregnant” and the world had rearranged itself around the implications.

“Elara is pregnant,” Celia said. “With your child.”

“Yes.”

“I want one too.”

She said it the way she said everything. Direct. Unsoftened. The tsundere who’d once screamed “she doesn’t deserve you” now stating her claim with the flat certainty of someone filing a requisition form.

“Tonight. You’re going to fuck me until I’m pregnant or we’re both too exhausted to move.”

Theron studied her. The fire was there, as always. But beneath it, something else. Something she was worse at hiding than she thought. Need. Not sexual need, though that was present in the flush of her skin and the quickened rise of her B-cup breasts. Deeper need. The kind that came from a woman who’d spent her entire life being second.

Second daughter. Second lover. Second claimed. Always after Elara. Always the one who followed, who fought for recognition, who demanded validation that she was “better” or at least “different.”

Now Elara was pregnant. The ultimate claim. The permanent one. A child meant roots that couldn’t be pulled up. It meant forever.

And Celia needed forever too.

She began undressing. Aggressive. Efficient. The corset’s hidden snaps. Lysa’s quick-access modifications proving their worth. The black fabric fell away and her slim body was revealed with the speed of someone who didn’t have time for seduction because the need was too urgent for pretense.

Pale porcelain skin. B-cup breasts with large dark nipples, firm and high on her chest, the nipples already stiff. Slim waist. Narrow hips. The tight virginal ass that she’d offered as her specialty, that she’d built her entire sexual identity around being “better” at.

But tonight wasn’t about anal.

“Start with my ass,” she ordered. “Get warmed up. Then switch to my pussy and don’t you dare pull out.”

She’d already prepared. Theron could smell the lavender oil. Her signature. The specific scent that meant Celia was ready for her specialty, had cleaned and stretched and oiled herself with the careful precision she applied to everything.

She positioned face-down on his bed. Pale ass raised. Dark hair spread across the pillow. She looked back over her shoulder with an expression that combined fierce determination with naked vulnerability.

“You know what I want,” she said.

He did.

Theron undressed. His cock was hard. The combination of Celia’s aggressive demand and the sight of her prepared ass made the blood rush south with urgency.

He positioned behind her. Pressed the slick, oiled head of his cock against her relaxed entrance. The lavender-scented oil was warm between them, making everything glisten. She pushed back immediately. No warm-up needed. This was territory they’d mapped together over months. Her ass opened for him with the practiced ease of a woman who’d made this her signature, her ring of muscle yielding and swallowing the head of his cock with a tight, slick pop.

Tight. Incredibly tight. No matter how many times they did this, her ass gripped him with a pressure that was qualitatively different from pussy. Muscular. Deliberate. Each ridge of her internal muscles squeezing with the kind of control that came from practice and pride and the determination to be the best at something her sister would never attempt. Her pale ass cheeks spread around his shaft as he sank deeper, the contrast of his cock disappearing into her tiny, tight hole obscene in the candlelight. He pushed until he was buried to the hilt, his pelvis flush against the pale globes of her ass, his balls pressing against her dripping pussy.

He thrust into her. Deep. The way she liked. The way she demanded. Each withdrawal pulling her rim outward slightly, each push back in making her gasp as his full length stretched her open again.

“Harder,” she gasped, fisting the sheets. “Make me cum from my ass. Like only I can.”

He gave her harder. Gripping her slim hips, his fingers pressing into the pale skin hard enough to leave marks, driving into her tight ass with the force and rhythm they’d perfected over months. The sound of flesh against pale flesh. The slick squelch of oil and friction. Her sharp gasps escalating into full-throated moans. The bed shaking beneath them, her dark hair swaying across her back.

Her pussy was dripping onto the sheets beneath her, untouched and neglected and producing a flood of arousal in sympathy with what her ass was receiving. She was clenching involuntarily down there too, her pussy lips flushed and puffy, her clit engorged and throbbing with each impact that traveled through her body from behind.

Celia’s anal orgasm was always intense. Always overwhelming. Her pale porcelain skin flushed dark pink from chest to ears, the blush spreading across her sharp cheekbones and down her neck, visible even in candlelight against her translucent complexion. Her whole body went rigid, every lean muscle locking, then convulsed. Her ass clenched around him in rhythmic spasms that milked his cock with desperate involuntary force, her tight ring of muscle gripping and releasing in rapid pulses. Her untouched pussy spasmed in sympathy, clenching around nothing, her arousal gushing down her inner thighs.

She screamed into the pillow. Not to hide it. Because the pleasure was too much for her throat to contain in any other shape. A raw, shattered sound that she’d never make outside this room.

He held still inside her while she came down. His cock buried in her still-twitching ass. Panting. Trembling. Satisfied in the specific way that only her specialty could satisfy. Her pale back sheened with sweat, the knobs of her spine visible beneath translucent skin.

Then: “Now. Switch. NOW.”

She said it with the urgency of someone executing a battle plan. This wasn’t spontaneous desire. This was strategic. Biological. She needed his cum in a specific place and her window was open.

Theron pulled from her ass and immediately found her pussy. She was dripping. Soaked. The anal orgasm had loosened everything, flooding her with arousal so abundant it had pooled beneath her on the sheets. Her pussy lips were flushed and parted and glistening, her clit protruding from its hood, her entrance open and clenching around nothing, desperate to be filled.

He entered her pussy in one firm stroke. She gasped at the intrusion, the different stretch, the different fullness. After the tight grip of her ass, her pussy felt like hot silk. Wet. Welcoming. Her walls immediately clenching around him, gripping his cock with slick muscular force. Designed for exactly what she was demanding.

“Cum inside me,” she said, her voice raw and wrecked from the anal orgasm. “Every drop. Don’t hold back. I want what Elara has. I DESERVE what Elara has. Fill my pussy. Put a baby in me.”

The raw need fueling her arousal. Not just to have what her sister had. Something deeper. The biological imperative that burned beneath every demand she’d ever made of him.

Theron drove into her. Missionary now. Face to face. Her pale skin flushed dark pink, her dark hair spread across his pillow, her grey-blue eyes locked on his with an intensity that was terrifying and arousing in equal measure.

“I’m not doing this just to win,” she whispered. The admission cost her. He could see it in the way her jaw tightened, the way her eyes softened against their will. “I know you think this is about beating Elara. And yes, some of it is. I can’t help that. Keeping score is how I process everything.”

She wrapped her legs around him. Drew him deeper. Her pussy clenching around his cock with deliberate, muscular control.

“But it’s also…” She struggled. The words fought her. Celia, who could draft a Guild application in her sleep, couldn’t find language for this. “I want to be HERE. Not visiting. Not rotating through a schedule. HERE. Rooted. The way Elara is rooted. The way a child roots you to a place and a person and you can’t be… sent away.”

Her eyes glistened. Celia didn’t cry. She’d built walls against crying the way castles build walls against sieges. But her eyes glistened.

“I want something that can’t be taken back,” she whispered. “Something that makes me part of this family in a way no one can undo.”

Theron kissed her. Deep. Thorough. The kind of kiss he usually reserved for Elara because Celia generally demanded action over affection. But tonight she melted into it. Kissed back with a desperation that had nothing to do with competition and everything to do with a woman who’d spent twenty years believing she wasn’t enough.

He moved inside her. Slow deep strokes. Watching her face. The ice cracking. The vulnerability beneath it raw and unprotected.

“You’re not going anywhere, Celia,” he said. “You haven’t been going anywhere since the night you came to my room and demanded I fuck you.”

“Then prove it.” She pulled him deeper with her legs. “Show me. Make a baby with me.”

He fucked her. Not a contest. Not aggressive. Thorough. The way you fuck someone when you want them to feel more than physical pleasure. When you want the orgasm to carry emotional weight that lingers after the body is satisfied.

She came. Differently than usual. Not the fierce triumphant climax she produced during anal, the I-proved-something orgasm. Something deeper. Quieter. Her pussy clenching around him in long, slow waves rather than sharp spasms, each contraction pulling his cock deeper into her body. Her back arching slowly off the mattress. Her mouth opening in a sound that wasn’t a scream but wasn’t a moan either. Something between a sigh and a prayer. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her pale hands gripping his face, holding him close, her thumbs on his cheekbones while she came around his cock with an orgasm that felt like surrender.

Her pussy flooded with fresh wetness. She was so wet that his cock was making obscene, slick sounds with each micro-thrust, her arousal coating his shaft and dripping from her body onto the sheets in warm rivulets.

“Inside me,” she whispered. “Please. Everything. Right now. I need to feel it.”

He buried himself deep. Pressed the head of his cock against her cervix and held. Came with every pulse shooting directly where it needed to go, thick spurts of cum flooding her pussy in rhythmic bursts that he felt from his balls to his spine. The orgasm was intense, drawn out by the emotional weight of what they were doing, by the raw vulnerability on her face, by the way her pussy gripped each pulse and pulled it deeper with deliberate muscular control.

She felt each spurt. Hot inside her. Thick and heavy and purposeful. Her eyes widened at the volume. Her pussy clenched around each pulse, milking him, working his cock with the same muscular precision she used during anal but applied now to pulling his seed as deep into her body as anatomy allowed. She held him inside with her legs locked behind his back, refusing to let him withdraw even a fraction of an inch, her heels pressing into his ass. Her hands gripping his shoulders with force that would leave finger-shaped bruises.

“Stay,” she breathed. “Don’t move. I can feel it inside me. Hot and thick. Don’t let any escape. Let gravity do its work.”

They lay connected for long minutes. His cock softening slowly inside her cum-filled pussy. Celia staring at the ceiling with fierce determination. Her inner walls still gripping him in slow, rhythmic contractions, the muscles she’d developed through months of anal training now serving a different purpose entirely. Keeping him inside. Keeping his cock plugged deep in her body. Keeping his cum where it needed to be, trapped against her cervix by the seal of their joined flesh.

“If this doesn’t work tonight,” she said, “we’re doing it again tomorrow. And every night until it does.”

“You know it doesn’t work on command.”

“Everything works on command if you’re persistent enough.” A ghost of the old Celia. The familiar Celia, emerging from the vulnerability like a butterfly from a cocoon. “I reorganized your entire inventory system in three days. I can get pregnant in a week.”

Theron couldn’t help it. He laughed. And after a moment, so did Celia. The rare sound of Celia laughing. Not the cutting laugh she used as a weapon. The genuine article. The sound of a woman who’d been so tightly wound for so long that the unwinding itself became funny.

“If I’m being honest,” she said, still connected to him, still holding him inside, “I’m tired of being the one who has to prove she belongs. Elara never had to prove it. She just was. I want to stop fighting for my place and just… have it.”

He kissed her forehead. She allowed it. Even leaned into it. Classic Celia: permitting tenderness one molecule at a time.

“You’re already mine,” he repeated. “But if you want a baby for yourself, for your own reasons, I’ll give you one.”

“For my own reasons.” She tested the phrase. Found it accurate. “Yes. For my own reasons.”

“Then we keep trying.”

“Damn right we keep trying.” She shifted her hips. Despite the emotional intensity, the spark wasn’t dead. “One more round. For insurance.”

He was already hardening again inside her. Celia’s body had always had that effect on him. The pale skin, the dark nipples, the fierce intelligence behind the grey-blue eyes. She was beautiful in a way that was easy to overlook because she’d spent years making sure nobody looked closely enough to see it.

He was looking now.

“Insurance,” he agreed.

They went again. Slower. Gentler. Her pussy sore from the intensity of the first round but her desire undiminished. She came with his name on her lips. Quiet. Almost private. As if the orgasm was meant for herself rather than for his ears.

He filled her again. She held him again. Gravity working. Biology doing what biology does.

The rest of the household was silent. Everyone asleep. Nobody knew what had just happened in Theron’s room.

But that was tomorrow’s problem. Tonight, Celia’s breathing had already slowed to the steady rhythm of satisfied sleep, and the fierce set of her jaw had relaxed into something Theron rarely got to see. Peace.


Chapter 25: The Fleet Season Peak

The second wave of the trading fleet brought the storm.

Twenty more ships. Forty if you counted the merchant vessels that followed military convoys like gulls follow fishing boats. The harbor became a forest of masts and rigging, the streets a river of sailors spending months of accumulated pay with the desperate enthusiasm of men who’d spent too long at sea dreaming of exactly what the Prancing Stag offered.

Fleet night two. The busiest night in the Stag’s history. The busiest night in Provision Lane’s recent memory.

C-rank adventurers occupied every table. Twenty of them, fresh from a Feywood expedition that had lasted six weeks and lost four of their number. They drank with the desperate intensity of men who’d survived while friends hadn’t. Sovereign purses hit the bar with the heavy finality of people who needed to feel alive right now.

Mixed in: thirty sailors on shore leave. Merchant marines from the Kalish Islands and beyond, their accents thick, their coin purses thicker. They packed the standing room, the hallway, the steps outside the entrance. The side-alley queue for the back rooms stretched past the corner and around the block.

Theron surveyed the chaos from behind the bar. Every inch of his establishment occupied. Every woman working at capacity. The machine he’d built running at absolute maximum.

Elara moved through the crowd with careful precision. Seven weeks pregnant now, though nobody outside the household knew. She was serving with her usual warmth but protecting her body with subtle adjustments. Declining the more aggressive lap-sitting offers. Keeping customers’ hands on her thighs rather than her stomach. Wincing when someone bumped her tender breasts too firmly, then covering it with a smile.

A kind older adventurer, grey-bearded with the gentle eyes of a man who’d seen too much death, paid fifteen sovereigns for her company. She sat beside him and let him hold her hand. Simple. Sweet. Enough. The adventurer told her about a monster in the Feywood that had killed his best friend. She listened with genuine empathy, her free hand resting on her belly under the table.

Enough for him. Enough for her. Fifteen sovereigns and human connection in a room full of noise.

Celia worked the floor like she was waging war. The black corset and side-slit skirt turned heads, but it was her analytical intensity that kept customers ordering. She tracked tip patterns, directed traffic flow, and managed the evening’s accounting in real-time. The handsome ranger regular was back. Third week in a row. He asked for her specifically again.

She sat with him. Let his gentle hands trace her collarbone, the edge of her corset. His fingers dipped below the neckline, stroking the pale skin above her breasts. She held his gaze while he touched her. Something almost like genuine connection sparking between them.

Twenty sovereigns. And a look in her eyes that said she hoped he’d come back again.

Mirelle owned the room.

The sheer wine-red corset without undergarments. Her massive 38DD breasts on full braless display, nipples clearly visible through the fabric. No undergarments beneath the tight skirt. She moved through the crowd like a warship among dinghies, every head turning, every conversation pausing when she passed close enough for customers to catch the warmth radiating from her skin.

Tonight’s biggest spender wasn’t a captain but a Kalish Islands merchant, young enough to be her son, wealthy enough not to care. He paid forty sovereigns before she even sat down, sliding the coins across the table with trembling fingers and a look on his face that said he’d been watching her all night and had finally worked up the nerve.

Mirelle sat. Let him lean close. Let his clean, soft hands settle on her waist, thumbs tracing the curve where her corset ended and bare skin began. His breathing went ragged.

“You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” he whispered.

“I know,” she said. Warm. Not cruel. Simply honest.

He paid twenty more for another fifteen minutes. She let him rest his forehead against her shoulder, his hands cupping the sides of her full breasts through the sheer fabric, barely touching but close enough to feel the heat. When his time ended, he left the tavern walking into walls.

Sixty-sovereign night. A new record that smashed the one she’d set three days ago.

And in the back rooms: absolute saturation.

Rosalind handled eight clients. Room encounters and gloryhole shifts blurring together into a marathon of professional service. She was in her element. Wet, flushed, enthusiastic, cum in her hair and satisfaction on her face between every client. She emerged once for water, once for crackers, and once to report that the side-alley queue had a wait time of forty minutes.

“Send them through faster,” she told Theron. “I can handle the volume.”

“Can your jaw handle it?”

“My jaw is a professional instrument. It does not tire.” She grinned through smeared lipstick and went back to work.

Sable surpassed her.

Twelve clients. Seven room encounters and five gloryhole shifts. The apprentice exceeding the master for the first time since she’d moved into the Stag. Her warm brown skin gleamed with sweat, her wild curls stuck to her face, her eyes blazing with pride that had once been shy uncertainty.

She handled each client with the combination of warmth and efficiency that had become her signature. Not Rosalind’s aggressive enthusiasm. Something gentler. More personalized. Clients who visited Sable came back because she made them feel seen, not just serviced.

Her jaw ached. She rubbed it between clients with the satisfied wince of an athlete after peak performance. Rosalind offered ice and willow bark. Sable took both without complaint.

“Twelve,” she told Theron during her final break. “I serviced twelve men tonight.” The pride in her voice was fierce. “And I want a thirteenth.”

She looked at him. Not as an employee reporting to her boss. As a lover requesting time with her partner. The professional pride and the personal desire coexisting without contradiction.

“Come to my room after,” he said. “Briefly.”

“Not briefly,” she corrected. “I want at least twenty minutes.”

She got thirty.

By midnight, when the last sailor staggered out and the last adventurer passed out at his table, Theron sat behind the bar with the ledger and counted.

Three hundred and twelve sovereigns.

He counted again. Three hundred and twelve.

Previous record: two hundred and forty-seven, set three days ago.

The household gathered at the bar. Too exhausted to stand properly. Too wired to sleep. The adrenaline of peak performance still buzzing through everyone like residual magic.

“Three hundred and twelve,” Theron said. “In one night.”

Silence. Then Rosalind started laughing. Deep, exhausted, delighted laughter that echoed through the empty hall.

“Three hundred and twelve,” she repeated. “I’ve never worked a night like that in my entire career. NEVER. Not at the Merry Tankard. Not on the harbor. Not during any fleet season I’ve seen.” She wiped her face with a cloth that came away streaked with things she didn’t identify. “I’ve never been happier in my professional life.”

Sable sat beside her, rubbing her jaw, grinning. “Twelve men. I serviced twelve men tonight.” She paused. Corrected herself. “Thirteen, counting Theron.”

“I don’t think the boss counts as a client,” Rosalind said.

“Then twelve. Still a personal record.”

Mirelle adjusted her corset. The fabric had been through a war. “My thighs hurt from being grabbed. And I don’t care. Fifty sovereigns.”

Celia had the ledger open. “Including back-room revenue, floor tips, and food and drink sales, the net profit tonight was approximately two hundred and eighty sovereigns. After expenses.” She looked up. “That’s more than Marcus made in a month. In his best month.”

Elara sat quietly. Tired. Her hand on her stomach. She’d earned twenty-five sovereigns in tips, less than her usual because she’d been working carefully, protecting what nobody else could see. But her contribution was there. Her cheerful presence keeping the atmosphere warm even when the crowd was overwhelming.

“Tomorrow there’ll be more,” Rosalind said, barely conscious. “Fleet doesn’t leave for five days.”

Five more days. At this rate: fifteen hundred additional sovereigns. Maybe two thousand, if the second half of fleet season matched the first.

The Prancing Stag wasn’t just successful. It was legendary.

Theron closed the ledger. Looked around the bar at the women who’d made this possible. His management team. His lovers. His family.

“Get some sleep,” he said. “Tomorrow we do it again.”

Groans. Laughter. The particular camaraderie of a team that had been tested and performed.

They dispersed. Mirelle up the stairs with her tits leading the way, her satisfied exhaustion visible in every step. Celia with her ledger, already planning tomorrow’s logistics while climbing the stairs. Rosalind and Sable to their shared quarters, the mentor and apprentice comparing notes on the night’s clients with professional detachment and obvious affection.

Elara waited. Touched Theron’s hand as the others left.

“I’m tired,” she said. “But I want to sleep in your bed tonight.”

“Not the viewing niche?”

She smiled. Tired and genuine. “Not tonight. Tonight I just want to lie beside you. With your hand on my stomach.”

They climbed the stairs together. Fell into his bed fully clothed. His hand on her flat belly. Her hand over his.

“Three hundred and twelve,” she murmured into his shoulder.

“Three hundred and twelve.”

“Marcus would be speechless.”

“Marcus would be drinking in celebration. Which, come to think of it, is what killed him.”

“Don’t die, please.”

“I have too many women depending on me to die.”

She laughed. Faded into sleep between one breath and the next.

Theron lay awake a moment longer. His hand on the belly where his child grew. His tavern humming with the residual energy of its greatest night. His household sleeping the sleep of people who’d given everything and been rewarded.

Three hundred and twelve sovereigns.

Five more days of fleet season.

An empire that grew with every passing hour.

He closed his eyes.

Not bad for nineteen.


Chapter 26: What We Made

The household knew. Elara was pregnant. Every whispered “breed me” had become flesh and blood and growing heartbeat.

Theron found her in his room that evening. The fleet season was winding down, the last ships preparing to depart, the tavern settling into its post-rush recovery. The ledger showed astronomical numbers. The charter was filed. Vincent was defeated. Everything was secure.

And Elara was sitting on his bed, one hand on her flat stomach, the other holding the sheer nightgown she’d bought with her first tip money. The same nightgown she’d worn the night he’d taken her virginity. Translucent. Hiding nothing.

She looked up when he entered. Cornflower-blue eyes bright with something that lived between reverence and hunger.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she said. “About what it means.”

She stood. The nightgown fell around her small frame like water. Through the fabric: her small perky tits with their pink nipples, slightly fuller now from pregnancy hormones. Her flat stomach, hiding what only they knew about. The shadow of honey-blonde curls between her slim legs.

“All those nights,” she said. “All those times I begged you to breed me. To fill me up. To put a baby inside me. And you DID.”

“I did.”

“Fuck me like you’re trying to make another one.”

She said it with the fierce sincerity that was uniquely Elara. Not performing. Not pretending. Genuinely wanting exactly what she’d asked for, even though the asking was for an impossibility. She was already pregnant. The breeding was done. But the TALK wasn’t fantasy anymore. It was memory. Celebration. The words that had accompanied every orgasm for months now carrying the weight of reality.

Theron crossed the room. Took her face in his hands. Kissed her with tender aggression, the particular combination that Elara responded to most deeply. Not the brutal claiming of Mirelle’s exhibitionist encounters. Not the competitive intensity of Celia’s anal sessions. Something in between. Possession expressed through care.

She melted into the kiss. Her small hands finding his chest. Pulling at his tunic. The familiar urgency of a woman who’d been wanting all day and whose pregnancy hormones were beginning to amplify everything.

He undressed. She shed the nightgown. Naked together in the room where their story had begun. The same bed where he’d broken her hymen and she’d whispered “I love you” for the first time. Where she’d begged for his cum and he’d given it, night after night, until the biology caught up with the desire.

Missionary. Face to face. Eye contact. Theron cradled her face as he positioned between her spread legs, his cock hard and pressing against her wet slit.

“Look at me,” she whispered. “I want to see your face when you’re inside me.”

He pushed in. Slowly. Watching her face as his cock spread her open, inch by inch. Savoring the familiar grip of her pussy, the tight heat that he’d mapped with his cock over hundreds of encounters but that still felt like discovery. She was wetter than usual. Noticeably, abundantly wetter. Pregnancy was already changing her body’s responses, increasing blood flow and sensitivity, turning arousal into something automatic and overwhelming. Her pussy was swollen inside, the walls engorged and pillow-soft around his cock, gripping him with a heat that felt deeper than usual.

She gasped. Wrapped her arms around his neck. Drew him down until his chest was against hers, her small breasts pressed between them, the nipples harder and more prominent than he remembered, tender with hormonal changes that were just beginning. They scraped against his skin and she whimpered at the contact, the sensitivity already amplified.

“I can feel you,” she breathed. “Where our baby is growing. Your cock pushing against where you planted it. So deep inside me.”

The dirty talk had shifted. Not fantasy anymore. Reality. Not “breed me” but “you DID breed me.” Not “put a baby in me” but “there’s already a baby in me.” The shift made everything more intense, more real, more loaded with meaning that went beyond physical pleasure. Every word was true. His cum had done this. His cock in this pussy, in this position, on one of those countless nights of whispered demands, had actually made a child.

He moved inside her. Long, deep strokes that pressed the head of his cock against her cervix with each thrust, the sensitive head kissing the entrance to her womb where their baby was growing. She arched into every one, her small body bowing beneath him, her slim legs wrapping around his waist and locking, pulling him deeper with each stroke.

“I’m yours,” she whispered. “Completely. You own my body. You made a LIFE inside me. No one else. Ever. Just you. Just your cock. Just your cum.”

“Just me.”

“Promise.”

“Promise.”

She kissed him. Deep and desperate and tasting like tears she was fighting. The emotional intensity of being fucked while knowing she was pregnant. The knowledge that this cock, these strokes, this man, had changed her body at a cellular level. Had planted something inside her that would grow and kick and eventually scream its way into the world. She sucked his lower lip between her teeth and moaned against his mouth while his cock pushed deep, filling her with every inch.

His hand slid between them. Found her belly. Flat for now, but both of them knowing what was underneath. His palm resting on the warm skin where their child existed as a cluster of cells with a heartbeat. Growing while he moved inside her. Growing while she moaned. Growing while his cock thrust into the pussy that had conceived it.

The combination of physical and emotional stimulus pushed her over the edge faster than usual.

Elara came with his hand on her belly. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her mouth opened in a cry that was all voice and no words, raw and keening and beautiful. Her pussy clenched around him in rhythmic, desperate spasms, each contraction gripping his cock with crushing force before releasing in a flood of warm wetness. Her tight little body convulsed beneath him. Her heels dug into his ass. Tears escaped despite her efforts, running down her cheeks in warm streaks, landing on the pillow, landing on his hands.

She cried from how overwhelming it felt. Not sadness. Not fear. The specific tears that come when the body experiences more than it can contain, when pleasure and emotion and meaning all hit the same nerve at the same instant and the result is a sensation so profound it can only exit the body as tears.

He held still inside her while she came down. Kissed the tears on her cheeks. Tasted the salt. Felt her breathing gradually slow from desperate to deep. Her pussy still fluttering around him in gentle aftershocks, each little squeeze sending a shiver through his buried cock.

“More,” she whispered, her voice thick with tears and want. “Give me more. Even though I’m already carrying your baby. I want to be so full of you that I can’t think straight. I want to walk around tomorrow knowing your cum is still inside me, right next to our child, and every time I touch my stomach I’ll feel BOTH of you. All of it. Everything you’ve given me. Mine.”

He came inside her. Not holding back. His cock swelling and pulsing, every spurt flooding her pregnant pussy with thick, hot cum she didn’t need but desperately wanted. Pulse after pulse, each one making her gasp, each one sending warmth deep into her body. She felt each spurt distinctly and pushed her hips up to meet it, tilting her pelvis, taking him as deep as anatomy allowed, her body drawing him deeper with each pulse, her hips rocking in tiny, hungry motions that guided every drop exactly where she wanted it.

“Yes,” she breathed, tears still on her cheeks, her voice breaking with each pulse inside her. “Every drop. Don’t waste any. I love this. I love being full of you. Your cum and your baby, both inside me at once.”

He emptied himself completely. Gave her everything. Stayed inside her while they both caught their breath, his cock plugging her, keeping his cum trapped inside. Her small body trembling with aftershocks beneath him. His cock softening slowly in the warm, wet, cum-flooded grip of her satisfied pussy, their combined fluids beginning to seep around his shaft.

“Again,” she said.

“Already?”

“The hormones are starting.” She smiled through the drying tears. “Maren warned me. She said the drive triples during pregnancy. I thought she was exaggerating.”

“She wasn’t?”

“She was UNDERESTIMATING.”

They went again. Slower this time. Elara on top, riding him with the new confidence she’d developed over months of practice. Her small breasts in his hands, slightly fuller than before, the nipples darker and more sensitive. She gasped every time his thumbs grazed them.

She rode him with her eyes open. Watching his face. Watching his hands on her changing body. Processing the reality of being on top of the man who’d taken her virginity and given her a child and would keep giving her everything she asked for as long as she kept asking.

She came again. Stronger. Louder. The second orgasm of pregnancy, building on the first, amplified by hormones that were still weeks away from their full effect. She collapsed forward onto his chest, her honey-blonde hair cascading across his shoulders, her pussy still clenching around him.

He filled her again. She held him inside. Gravity working.

Post-sex. The quiet. The candle burning low. Two bodies tangled in sheets that smelled like them. Like sex and soap and the sweetness that was uniquely Elara, now tinged with something new. Something biological. The scent of a woman whose body was changing from the inside out.

“When I’m showing,” she said into the darkness. “When everyone can see I’m carrying your child. Will you still want me?”

“More than ever.”

“Promise?”

“Maren is the hottest she’s ever been right now.” He pulled Elara closer. Her flat stomach pressing against his. “Her belly drives me insane. Pregnancy is going to make you even more beautiful than you already are.”

“More than Mirelle?”

“Different from Mirelle.”

“You always say different. Never better.”

“Because different is what makes each of you irreplaceable. Nobody else does what you do to me.”

“Chose love and voyeurism,” she corrected.

He laughed. She smiled against his chest.

“Will you watch me get bigger?” she asked. “The way you watch Maren?”

“I’ll watch every inch.”

“And you’ll still fuck me when I’m huge? When my belly is in the way and my tits are swollen and I’m leaking milk everywhere?”

“Especially then.”

“Good.” She kissed his chest. Settled in. Her hand on her stomach. “Because the breeding talk isn’t stopping. Even now. Even though we already made the baby. I’m going to beg you to fill me up every single night for the next eight months.”

“I can handle that.”

“You’d better.” She yawned. “Maren said Dane couldn’t keep up. You have to be better than Dane.”

“I’ll add it to the list.”

She fell asleep. Smiling. Her fingers laced through his where they rested on her stomach. Her body pressed against his.

Theron stayed awake a little longer. His hand over hers on the flat stomach that would soon start to curve. His child. Their child. Real as the heartbeat he could feel through the warm skin beneath his palm.


Chapter 27: Empire Assessment

Fleet season wound down on a Tuesday.

The last ships weighed anchor. The harbor emptied. The streets of Amoria settled from the chaotic energy of hundreds of spending sailors back to the regular rhythm of adventurers and merchants and working people who needed ale and comfort and occasional anonymous sex through holes in walls.

Theron sat at the bar after closing with the ledger open and a mug of ale he wasn’t drinking, reviewing seven days of numbers that would have made Marcus weep.

Fleet season total: two thousand one hundred and sixty-three sovereigns in additional revenue over the normal weekly average. That was ADDITIONAL. On top of the regular income that had already made the Stag the most profitable establishment on Provision Lane.

Combined with the Velmoor trade income, a run every two weeks generating one hundred and fifteen in profit each time, the Stag was now generating cash at a rate that made bankruptcy a memory and wealth a reasonable expectation.

Total savings: over three thousand sovereigns in reserve. More money than Theron had ever seen, let alone owned. Enough to expand. Renovate. Hire more staff. Or weather any crisis that the city, the market, or vindictive wine merchants could throw at them.

The charter was filed and effective. Hargest had no authority. Vincent had no leverage. Captain Wrenfeld was a loyal ally, well-watered with elven wine and free drinks. The political threat was neutralized. The business was legally untouchable.

Earlier that evening, the household had gathered for dinner. A rare occasion where everyone was in the same room, eating Mirelle’s roasted lamb and arguing about the future.

It started with Maren complaining the mushrooms weren’t pickled. “Every pregnancy,” she groaned, pushing her plate forward, her fourteen-week belly pressing against the table’s edge. “The cravings are never convenient.”

“I’ll add pickled mushrooms to the supply order,” Celia said without looking up from the ledger she’d spread across a third of the table, the carving knife serving as a paperweight. She made a note. Then another. Then a third. “Also, Orin returned from the Velmoor run with full documentation. I want to increase the frequency.”

Elara stole bread from Celia’s unguarded plate. Hummed between bites. One hand resting on her stomach in the unconscious gesture that had become her new default. Eight weeks along and quieter than usual. Not unhappy. Processing.

Sable caught Theron’s eye across the table. Her amber gaze warm, her wild curls framing a face that held a tenderness he was still learning to read. Beside her, Rosalind was scribbling fleet season tallies on a napkin, comparing notes with her protege in the easy shorthand of colleagues who were also family.

Rosalind brought up the idea during a late-night conversation at the bar. She’d been nursing a rare cup of wine, her soft tits resting on the bar surface with the casual confidence of a woman who treated her body as a professional asset.

“I know two more women from the harbor,” she said. “Reliable. Professional. Both wanting to get off the streets. After fleet season showed what we can do, they’re begging me to put in a word.”

“We’d need to expand the back rooms,” Theron said.

“The unused room next to the gloryhole. Torven could convert it in three days. Same setup. Two more beds. Separate entrance. I’d manage the scheduling.”

More workers. More revenue. More management complexity. The business could SCALE. Multiple revenue streams, expanding workforce, trade diversification.

Celia was already at the table, ledger open, calculating the revenue projection for a four-woman back-room operation versus the current two-woman setup. Her pen moved with the precision of someone who’d found her calling in spreadsheets and sexual commerce.

“If we add two workers at the same client rate and maintain the current revenue split,” she said, “the back rooms alone generate an additional thirty to forty sovereigns daily. That’s over a thousand monthly in pure profit.”

“I’ll have the Guild application for staff expansion drafted by morning,” she added. “The trading post charter allows for hospitality service workers. No additional licensing required.”

Mirelle had another idea. “The Velmoor route is profit. But we’re doing one run every two weeks. If we had our own cart instead of hiring, and Orin could drive…”

“Every week?” Theron asked.

“Every five days, if we optimize the loading schedule. I’ve been talking to Maren about it. She can have produce ready on a rolling basis instead of bulk orders.”

The business wasn’t just growing. It was developing institutional knowledge. Mirelle understanding supply chains. Celia mastering financial systems. Rosalind managing human resources. Even Elara, who contributed cheerfulness and voyeuristic enthusiasm, kept the floor atmosphere warm enough to drive repeat customers.

They were a management team that happened to also be his lovers. Or lovers who happened to also be a management team. The distinction had stopped mattering months ago.

“The Collegium scholars have been coming in more frequently,” Celia noted, looking up from her calculations. “Three this week. Asking about the Velmoor route. Whether we sell enchanted components.”

“Do we?”

“Not yet. But the elven marketplace had a section for alchemical reagents. If we added that to our trade goods…”

“New customer segment. Higher margins. Academic clients with institutional budgets.”

“Exactly.” Celia’s expression sharpened the way it always did when revenue projections exceeded expectations. “The Stag could become the primary trade intermediary between Velmoor and Amoria’s scholarly community.”

A tavern. A brothel. A trading post. An academic supply house.

The old man never saw this coming. Nobody did.

Mirelle came down the stairs at that point, wearing nothing but a nightgown so thin it was functionally decorative, her breasts swaying with each step. She surveyed the three of them still working at midnight. Leaned against the doorframe with her arms crossed beneath her chest.

“You’re all still here,” she said. “Planning world domination?”

“Revenue optimization,” Celia corrected.

“Same thing.” Mirelle crossed to the bar, poured herself a small cup of wine, and sat beside Theron. Her thick thigh pressed against his under the bar. Warm. Deliberate. “So. What’s the verdict?”

“We’re expanding,” Theron said. “More workers. More trade runs. Possibly academic supply contracts.”

“Hmm.” Mirelle sipped her wine. “And you’re telling me this at midnight because…”

“Because the three people I trust most with business decisions are sitting right here.”

Rosalind raised her cup. “To business decisions made in the middle of the night by women in various states of undress.”

Celia clinked her ale against it without looking up from the ledger. “To revenue.”

Mirelle added her wine. “To not being invisible anymore.”

Theron finished his ale. Set the mug down. Looked at the three women who’d turned a failing tavern into an empire and wondered, not for the first time, how a drowning man’s son had gotten this lucky.


Chapter 28: The Wine Order

The bell above Vincent’s wine shop door rang as Theron entered.

Not the grand confrontation he might have expected. Not the Friday dance with its audience and its lanterns and its social theater. Just a routine visit. The Stag still bought wine from Morell Fine Wines because the product was good and business was business.

Vincent stood behind the counter. The shop was quieter than usual. The elegant script on the sign outside, MORELL FINE WINES, seemed slightly faded in the afternoon light. Barrels still stacked outside, the sweet smell of fermenting grapes still thick in the air. But something had shifted. The energy of the place. The confidence that had radiated from its owner like cologne.

Vincent looked diminished. Just… less. The silver at his temples, once a marker of distinguished maturity, now read as age. The smooth merchant’s smile, once his most effective weapon, sat uncertainly on his face. His expensive clothes were the same ones he’d worn at the Friday dance, as if he’d stopped buying new ones.

Behind him, visible through the doorway to the back room: his wife Isolde. Packing boxes. Reorganizing shelves. The subtle housekeeping of a business that was contracting rather than expanding.

“Theron.” Vincent’s voice was neutral. Careful. “Your usual order?”

“Three barrels of the house red. Two of the fortified white.”

Vincent nodded. Began preparing the order with the practiced motions of someone who’d been selling wine long enough for the work to be automatic. His hands moved. His expression didn’t.

Business. Professional. Neutral.

Theron didn’t gloat. That was important. He could have. The temptation was there, the small dark satisfaction of watching a defeated enemy process his defeat. But gloating was what small men did, and Theron was building something too large for smallness.

They completed the transaction in near-silence. Coins exchanged. Barrels marked for delivery. The receipt signed with Vincent’s still-elegant hand.

Then Vincent stopped. Set down his quill. Looked at Theron with an expression stripped of every layer of performance and calculation he’d worn like armor for years.

“You know what bothers me most?” he said.

Theron waited.

“Not Elara. Not the charter. It’s that you’re nineteen and you outmaneuvered me.” He laughed. Bitter and quiet and directed inward. “I’ve been playing these games for fifteen years. Courting women. Building alliances. Using connections to get what I want. Fifteen years of practice. And a boy with a tavern beat me with a fucking vegetable cart.”

“It wasn’t about the vegetable cart,” Theron said.

“No?”

“You lost because you thought this was about Elara. About women. About power over me.” He met Vincent’s eyes with the steady gaze of someone who had nothing left to prove. “It was never about that. It was about survival. Mine. My household’s. My business. You were just an obstacle.”

“An obstacle.” Vincent repeated the word like tasting wine that had turned to vinegar. “Is that all?”

“That’s all you ever were.”

The words landed. Not with cruelty but with finality. The specific devastation of being told that the rivalry you invested everything in was never a rivalry at all. Just a problem to be solved and moved past.

Vincent looked away first. Which was answer enough.

“Your wine is excellent,” Theron said. Meant it. “The Stag will continue ordering. I hope your business recovers from… whatever it is that’s happening here.”

He gestured vaguely at the packing boxes. The half-empty shelves. The wife reorganizing a shop that was clearly shrinking.

Vincent’s jaw tightened. “Isolde wants to downsize. Focus on wholesale rather than retail. The walk-in trade has… declined.”

Because the walk-in trade had gone to the Stag. Adventurers who used to buy wine from Vincent’s shop now bought their ale from the tavern that also offered prostitutes, lap-sitting, and a viewing niche. The economy of desire was a zero-sum game on Provision Lane, and Theron had captured most of the sum.

“I’m sorry about that,” Theron said. And he was, in the abstract way you’re sorry about the consequences of success. Not sorry enough to stop succeeding. But aware that his rise had contributed to someone else’s decline.

Vincent didn’t respond to the sympathy. Probably didn’t believe it. Probably couldn’t afford to believe it, because accepting sympathy from the man who’d beaten him would be a humiliation his pride couldn’t survive.

Theron took his wine receipt and walked toward the door.

“Ashwick.”

He turned.

Vincent stood behind his counter, one hand on a barrel, the other hanging at his side. For a moment, stripped of the charm and the scheming and the resentment, he looked like what he actually was. A middle-aged wine merchant whose best years were behind him, who’d gambled on institutional power and lost, who’d tried to seduce a girl half his age and been outplayed by a boy younger than her.

“Take care of Elara,” Vincent said.

The words surprised Theron. Not the sentiment. The sincerity.

“She’s…” Vincent paused. Struggled. The smooth merchant’s vocabulary failing him for the first time in Theron’s memory. “She was always better than what I was offering. I knew that. I pursued her anyway because that’s what I do. What I did. The game. The conquest. But she deserved someone who saw her as more than a prize.”

“She was never a prize to me.”

“I know.” Vincent looked at the counter. “That’s why you won.”

Theron left the wine shop. The bell chimed behind him. The door closed on a rivalry that had spanned the better part of a year and ended not with a bang but with a wine order and a moment of unexpected honesty.

Outside, Celia was waiting. She’d walked with him, insisted on it, positioned herself against the wall of the adjacent building with the casual alertness of a bodyguard who also happened to be his anal-specialist lover.

“That was satisfying,” she said.

“Was it?”

“Immensely.” She fell into step beside him. “He looked like a man who’d run out of moves.”

“He looked like a man who’d realized the game wasn’t what he thought it was.”

They walked in comfortable silence. She’d despised him once. Called him incompetent to his face. Now she was the first person he wanted beside him in a fight.

“You didn’t gloat,” she observed.

“Gloating is for people who aren’t sure they won.”

“That’s surprisingly mature for someone who still needs a schedule to manage his sex life.”

“I do NOT need a schedule. The schedule is a suggestion.”

“The schedule is a necessity. Last Tuesday you accidentally double-booked Elara and Mirelle. I had to rearrange the entire evening rotation.”

“That was an honest mistake.”

“There are no honest mistakes in scheduling. Only incompetent planning.” She paused. “Which is why I manage the schedule now.”

She did. She managed everything. The ledger, the schedule, the supply chain, the financial statements, the Guild correspondence. She managed the business while he managed the people, and between them they’d built something that neither could have built alone.

“Thank you,” he said.

“For what?”

“For everything. The charter. The contingency. The Guild paperwork. The three backup plans for the backup plan. This business would have collapsed without you.”

She didn’t respond immediately. They walked another half-block in silence.

“You said you wanted to discuss something personal,” Theron reminded her. “After the business was safe.”

“I remember.”

“The business is safe.”

Another pause. Longer. She stopped walking. Turned to face him in the middle of Provision Lane, her dark hair catching the late afternoon sun, her grey-blue eyes unreadable behind the analytical mask she wore so well.

“I want to talk about the handsome ranger,” she said.

Theron blinked. “The customer? The one who asks for you specifically?”

“He asked me to dinner. Outside the tavern. Not a paid session. Not a tip arrangement. Dinner.”

“And?”

“And I said I’d think about it.” She crossed her arms. “I wanted to discuss it with you first. Because the rules of this household are… unclear. I’m yours. But am I ONLY yours? Mirelle has you. Maren has you AND Orin. Elara has you exclusively. What are MY terms?”

Fair question. A question he should have anticipated. In a harem of six women, each with different needs and different boundaries, the rules were exactly as unclear as Celia said.

“What do you want the terms to be?” he asked.

“I want to have dinner with the ranger. Not sleep with him. Not yet. Maybe not ever. But I want to sit across from someone who’s interested in me specifically, not in my sister or my mother or my specialty. Someone who chose ME first, not as the second option after Elara was taken.”

The competitive fire. Always the competitive fire. But this time aimed at something constructive. Not “I need to beat my sister.” Just “I need to know I’m chosen.”

“Have dinner with him,” Theron said.

“You’re not jealous?”

“Should I be?”

“Most men in your position would be.”

“I’m not most men. I have five lovers. Demanding exclusivity from any of you while I fuck all of you would be hypocritical.”

She almost smiled. “Fair point.”

“If it goes beyond dinner. If it becomes something. We’ll talk about it then.”

“Agreed.” She uncrossed her arms. “And Theron? The pregnancy attempts continue regardless.”

“Obviously.”

“Good. Because the ranger is handsome but he can’t give me a baby that belongs to THIS household. Only you can.”

She turned. Walked ahead. Her hips swaying with the easy confidence of a woman who’d just negotiated exactly the terms she wanted.

Theron watched her go. Then he followed, because dinner needed making, the ledger needed updating, and there was a bottle of Vincent Morell’s overpriced wine sitting on the bar that he intended to open tonight in quiet celebration of a rivalry that had ended with a whimper and a wine order.


Chapter 29: Night at the Stag

The tavern closed at midnight. The last customers stumbled out into cool air. Theron collected tankards, wiped tables, settled into the routine of closing that his body knew better than his mind.

Mirelle was behind the bar, washing glasses. Her movements were slower than usual. Deliberate. She kept glancing at the front door.

“Everyone’s gone,” she said.

“Everyone’s gone.”

“Elara?”

“Upstairs. Asleep by the time I checked. Hand on her stomach.”

“Celia?”

“Reading in her room. Ledger already filed.”

“Rosalind and Sable?”

“In their quarters. Rosalind’s snoring.”

Mirelle set down the glass she’d been washing. Dried her hands on the cloth. Draped the cloth over the edge of the basin with the careful precision of a woman arranging stage props.

Then she walked to the front door.

She didn’t lock it.

Instead, she pulled it open. Three inches. Enough that the night air drifted in, carrying the smell of the street, the distant sound of a dog barking, the cool darkness that reminded anyone inside that the outside world was right there. Watching. Listening.

“Mirelle.”

“You said next time.” She turned to face him from across the hall. Candlelight behind her, the open door behind that, the empty street beyond. “I asked you to leave it unlocked. You said I was serious. I said dead serious.”

She reached for the laces of her corset. Not loosening. Untying. The knot came free and the wine-red fabric fell open completely, sliding down her arms like a curtain dropping. Her full breasts swung free, 38DD of natural beauty that caught every flicker of candlelight across their curves. She let the corset drop to the floor.

Then the skirt. One tug at the waist. It pooled around her feet.

Mirelle stood completely naked in the main hall of the Prancing Stag with the front door open to the street.

Not three inches anymore. While Theron had been watching her undress, she’d nudged it wider. Six inches. Eight. Enough that anyone walking down Provision Lane at this hour would see candlelight spilling out onto the cobblestones. Might glance in. Might see the silhouette of a full-figured naked woman standing behind a bar.

“You’re out of your mind,” Theron said.

“I’ve never been more in my mind.” She walked toward the center of the hall. Not behind the bar. Not hidden by the counter. Into the open floor space between the tables, where the light was strongest and the door’s gap was widest. Her full body on display. Thick hips swaying. Breasts rocking with each step. The dark triangle between her thighs catching shadow and light alternately.

She stopped beside the large table nearest the door. The table where the grizzled ship captain had sat during fleet season. Where he’d paid thirty sovereigns to touch her thigh. Where his eyes had been locked on her breasts for twenty minutes.

She sat on the table’s edge. Spread her legs. Looked at him with hazel eyes that burned with something beyond arousal. Beyond exhibitionism. Something that looked like freedom.

“He sat right here,” she said. “Paid fifty sovereigns over the night to touch me through my clothes. Imagined what was underneath. Went home and jerked off thinking about it.”

She leaned back on her palms. Her breasts rose with the posture, nipples pointing toward the ceiling beams.

“Now I’m sitting where he sat. Naked. With the door open. And the only man who gets to touch what’s underneath is you.”

Theron’s cock was painfully hard. Had been since the door opened. The combination of her naked body, the open door, the cool night air mixing with warm candlelight on her skin, the absolute brazenness of what she was doing. This wasn’t the bar sex from weeks ago. That had been a fantasy of location. This was something else entirely. This was Mirelle deciding she didn’t care if the whole street knew.

He crossed to her. Put his hands on her warm thighs. She shivered, not from cold.

“The door,” he said.

“Stays open.”

“Someone could walk past.”

“Someone could.” Her voice was husky. Trembling at the edges. Not with fear. With arousal so intense it was making her shake. “A guard doing rounds. A drunk wandering home. A sailor looking for one more tavern. They’d see the light. They’d look in. And they’d see me.”

She pulled him between her spread thighs. Her hands found his belt.

“They’d see a thirty-eight-year-old woman with her legs wrapped around a man half her age. They’d see my tits bouncing while he fucks me on a table where customers eat their dinner. They’d hear me screaming loud enough to carry down the lane.”

She freed his cock. Wrapped her fingers around it. Stroked slowly, her grip confident and warm.

“And I would not stop.”

He kissed her. Hard. Possessive. She melted into it instantly, her composure dissolving the moment his mouth found hers. Whatever performance she’d been giving collapsed into raw need. Her tongue against his, her hands pulling him closer, her legs wrapping around his waist to drag him against her.

“Wait,” she gasped, breaking the kiss. “Not yet. I want something different tonight.”

She slid off the table. Took his hand. Led him to the center of the room.

Then she sank to her knees on the wooden floor.

Not behind the bar. Not in a back room. In the middle of the main hall, facing the front door, where anyone glancing through the gap would see a topless woman on her knees with a man’s cock in her mouth.

She took him deep. Not Rosalind’s technique, not the professional glide. Mirelle’s style was hungrier, messier, the blowjob of a woman still making up for lost time with every encounter. She sucked him with wet, loud enthusiasm, her heavy breasts swaying with the motion of her head, spit dripping down her chin and landing on the swell of her chest.

Theron’s hands found her hair. The chestnut waves threaded with silver. He gripped gently. She moaned around his cock, the vibration traveling through his shaft.

“Harder,” she mumbled around him, pulling off just enough to speak. “Grip me harder. I want to feel it tomorrow.”

He gripped harder. Guided her head. She took it, took him, took the control she’d been offering since the night she’d first asked him to be gentle and discovered she preferred the opposite.

She pulled off with a wet gasp. Looked up at him. Spit and pre-cum on her lips, her eyes blazing.

“On the table,” she said. “The captain’s table. Bend me over it.”

He turned her around. She placed her palms flat on the polished wood surface. Arched her back. Her round ass and wide hips presented to him with the deliberate display of a woman who knew the visual she was creating and wanted it seared into his memory.

The front door was directly in front of her. Eight inches of gap. Cool air on her flushed skin. The street outside dark but not empty. Not at this hour.

“Anyone walking past,” she breathed. “They’d see my face. They’d see my expression while you fuck me. They’d know exactly what was happening.”

Theron gripped her hips. Positioned his cock at her entrance. She was dripping, her arousal running down the inside of her full thighs.

He entered her from behind. One firm, deep stroke that buried his cock to the hilt in her dripping pussy and made her gasp and grab the table’s far edge with white-knuckled force.

“Yes,” she hissed. “RIGHT THERE. Oh fuck, right there.”

He fucked her bent over the captain’s table. The table where customers sat. Where tips exchanged hands. Where fifty men during fleet season had dreamed about doing exactly what Theron was doing now to the woman they could look at but never touch. The polished wood was cool against her hot skin, her breasts compressed flat against the surface, her dark nipples scraping the wax finish with each thrust.

Each stroke drove her forward against the wood, her face pointed toward the open door. Her pussy gripped him with wet, clenching heat, the sounds of their coupling filling the empty tavern with the unmistakable rhythm of hard, desperate sex. The slick, meaty sound of his cock driving into her soaked pussy. The sharp clap of his pelvis against her wide ass with each thrust. The table legs scraping against the floor.

She didn’t close her eyes. She LOOKED at the door. Stared at the gap. At the sliver of dark street beyond. Watched for movement, for shadows, for the possibility that someone might appear and see her exactly like this. Bent over a table. Tits mashed against the wood. A man half her age buried in her from behind. The most explicit exhibition of the woman she’d become.

The risk was real. Not a fantasy. Not the unlocked side door from weeks ago. The FRONT door. The main entrance. Cracked open to the night.

“Harder,” she demanded, her voice carrying through the gap and into the darkness. “I don’t care who hears. I want them to hear me getting fucked.”

Theron drove into her with everything he had. The table scraped across the floor with each thrust, leaving marks on the wood. His hands gripped her wide hips hard enough to dimple her soft, generous flesh, pulling her back onto his cock as he drove forward. Her massive tits compressed against the table, spilling out at the sides in heavy, soft mounds that jiggled with each impact. The visual from behind was obscene and magnificent. His cock glistening with her arousal, disappearing between her voluptuous ass cheeks with each thrust, her wide hips rippling, her thick thighs trembling.

“This is MINE,” she gasped, her voice raw. “This tavern. This table. This room. I’m not just the woman who serves here anymore. I’m the woman who OWNS this space. Every inch of it has my sweat and my fingerprints and now it has THIS. Me. Fucked across the furniture I polish every morning. Claiming every surface.”

Her pussy clenched around him as the words left her mouth, as if her body was punctuating the declaration.

She came with a scream that Theron was certain carried through the door, down the lane, and into the dreams of whoever was sleeping in the buildings nearby.

Her pussy clamped around him in spasming waves, each contraction gripping his cock with crushing force and releasing in a flood of wet heat. Her thick thighs trembled violently, her muscles giving out. Her fingers clawed the table’s surface, her nails leaving marks in the wax polish. Her entire body convulsed against the wood with the force of an orgasm amplified by adrenaline and exhibitionist terror and the fierce, burning liberation of a woman who had decided, finally and permanently, that she was done hiding. Her juices ran down her inner thighs. The table’s surface beneath her pussy was slick with her arousal.

He didn’t stop. Kept driving into her through the orgasm, his cock plunging into her spasming pussy without mercy, extending the climax, pushing her past the peak into the territory where pleasure became overwhelming and indistinguishable from something close to agony.

“Don’t stop,” she sobbed, her voice breaking, her face pressed against the table. “Oh god, don’t stop. I’m going to cum again. I can feel it. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

She did. The second orgasm rolled into the first without a gap. A continuous wave of clenching, spasming pleasure that turned her legs to water and would have collapsed her to the floor if the table and his grip on her hips hadn’t held her up. Her screams dissolved into breathless, shaking sobs of pleasure. Her pussy milked his cock with involuntary, desperate contractions that pulled at him like a mouth trying to swallow him whole.

Theron came inside her. Buried deep, his cock swelling and pulsing, thick jets of cum flooding her pussy on the captain’s table in the middle of the main hall with the front door hanging open to the night. She felt every pulse, every hot spurt filling her insides, and pushed back against him with what remained of her strength, taking it deeper, wanting it deeper, her body greedy for every drop. Her spasming pussy milked each pulse from him, the contractions prolonging his orgasm until he was empty and still pulsing, dry shudders racking his body while her pussy continued its relentless, clenching grip.

They stayed there. Bent over the table together. Breathing. His chest against her back. Her heartbeat thundering under his hands.

Eventually she straightened. Slowly. Her legs wobbling. She turned and sat on the table’s edge, legs dangling, breasts heaving, his cum starting to trickle down her inner thigh.

She was grinning. Not the carefully composed smile she wore for customers. A wild, feral, satisfied grin that belonged to a woman who had pushed past a boundary and discovered that the other side was everything she’d imagined.

“Did anyone walk past?” she asked.

“I was too busy to check.”

“Liar. You were watching the door too.”

He had been. Part of the thrill. Part of the terror. Part of what had made the orgasm the most intense either of them had experienced in weeks.

She slid off the table. Walked to the front door. Stood in the gap, naked, letting the night air cool her sweat-dampened skin. For three seconds she was silhouetted in the doorway. Fully exposed. Anyone on the lane would have seen everything.

Then she closed the door. Locked it. Turned the bolt with a decisive click.

She walked back to him. Calm. Glowing. Her bare feet padding across the floor she cleaned every morning.

“Next time,” she said, “we leave it wider.”

She didn’t wait for a response. Gathered her corset and skirt from the floor in one arm, not bothering to dress, and walked to the stairs. Naked. His cum on her thighs. Her tits swaying with each confident step.

At the bottom of the stairs, she paused. Looked back over her shoulder.

“When you get me pregnant,” she said. “I want you to fuck me right there again. With my belly showing. With the door open. So the whole street can see what you did to me.”

She climbed the stairs. Disappeared around the corner. Her bedroom door closed.

Theron stood in the main hall. The captain’s table was scratched and damp. The front door was locked. The candles guttered in the draft from Mirelle’s exit.

He wiped down the table. Blew out the candles one by one. Checked every door, every window, every lock. The responsible tavern owner cleaning up after the evening’s last performance.

Then he climbed the stairs to his room. Elara was asleep on his bed, one hand resting on her stomach. He lay beside her. Pulled the blanket over them both.

The Stag settled into quiet.

Outside, Provision Lane slept on, unaware of what had happened at the captain’s table. Elara murmured something in her sleep and pressed closer, her hand tightening on the belly where his child was growing.

Theron closed his eyes. The scratch marks on the captain’s table would need explaining tomorrow. He’d think of something.


Epilogue: The Stag Ascends

Theron stood in the main hall before anyone woke.

Dawn light filtered through the tavern’s windows, catching dust motes that drifted through the still air. The room was clean, tables wiped, floor swept, the detritus of last night’s service cleared by Mirelle’s efficient pre-sleep routine. The mounted stag head above the fireplace watched with glass eyes that had witnessed the transformation of this space from failure to empire.

Thirty-three weeks since Marcus’s funeral.

Thirty-three weeks since a virgin boy stood in the rain outside a struggling tavern and inherited a ledger full of red ink, three employees he didn’t know, and a broken sign.

The sign was fixed now. Freshly carved and painted by Torven’s dwarven hands, the prancing stag rearing proudly above the entrance. The first thing anyone saw when they turned onto Provision Lane. A symbol that meant quality, desire, and a promise that whatever you needed, the Stag would provide.

The ledger was black ink now. Very black. Three thousand sovereigns in savings, climbing daily. Revenue that would have given Marcus a heart attack if the canal hadn’t gotten to him first.

And the employees he didn’t know? He knew them now. Every inch. Every sound. Every desire.

Six lovers. The number still caught him off guard in quiet moments. Not the count itself but the weight of it. Six women who trusted him. Two carrying children that might be his. A household that functioned as family, business, and bed all at once.

Upstairs, he could hear them sleeping. Mirelle’s soft snoring through the wall. Celia’s silence, which somehow felt louder than anyone else’s noise. Elara in his bed, where he’d left her an hour ago, curled around the pillow he’d been using, her honey-blonde hair fanning across the sheets.

Three thousand sovereigns in the ledger. A trading charter on file. A defeated rival. A city guard captain who owed him loyalty. Baby Sera thriving across town, the first child of the Stag’s new era.

Theron touched the bar where he’d fucked Mirelle last night. The polished wood still slightly warm from her body heat. Or maybe that was his imagination.

Elara’s belly would start showing soon. Celia was demanding nightly breeding sessions with her usual tenacity. Mirelle had said “when you get me pregnant,” not “if.” And Rosalind had two new girls from the harbor who wanted in.

The Stag wasn’t finished growing. Not even close.

Footsteps on the stairs.

Rosalind entered the main hall, early as always. She padded across the floor in bare feet, her honey-blonde hair messy from sleep, her plush tits barely contained by a nightshift that was more suggestion than fabric. Jade-green eyes still heavy-lidded. A cup of something steaming in her hand.

She stopped when she saw him standing by the bar.

“Surveying your kingdom, boss?”

“Something like that.”

She joined him. Stood beside him. Two people looking at an empty room that would be full in three hours, that would generate revenue and pleasure and connection and all the things that made the Stag what it was.

“Not bad for a boy who couldn’t pour ale without spilling,” Rosalind said. “I remember your first week. You looked like a deer surrounded by wolves.”

“The wolves turned out to be the best part.”

“Damn right we did.” She sipped whatever was in her cup. “You built something worth keeping, Theron. Don’t let anyone take it from you.”

She headed toward the back rooms. The work she loved. The professional devotion that made her the most enthusiastic sex worker Theron had ever met. Wet and messy and dripping and smiling. Every morning. Every shift. Every client.

Theron watched her go. Then turned back to the empty hall.

Every surface in the room held a memory. Mirelle’s back arching on that bar top. Elara’s muffled gasps through the viewing niche wall. The gloryhole beyond the hallway, still smelling faintly of soap and cedar, the renovation that had turned survival into surplus. And on the shelf behind the counter, Celia’s ledger, its columns marching from desperate red into triumphant black.

The Prancing Stag. He’d inherited a ruin. He was standing in the middle of an empire.

The front door rattled. Someone testing the handle from outside. The morning’s first customer, ten minutes before opening.

Theron crossed the hall, unbolted the lock, and swung the door wide. A scarred C-rank adventurer blinked in the sunlight, a coin purse already in his hand.

“You open?”

“We’re always open,” Theron said. “Welcome to the Prancing Stag.”

Behind him, Mirelle’s voice called from the kitchen. Upstairs, a floorboard creaked as Elara stirred. The building hummed with the particular energy of a place that was alive in every room, in every wall, in every heartbeat it sheltered.

The adventurer stepped inside. The day began.


Thank you for reading!
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