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Prologue: The Inheritance

Rain hammered the cobblestones of Provision Lane as Theron Ashwick stood beside his father’s grave, watching the priest drone through final rites. Father Aldric’s voice carried across the sparse gathering…a handful of scarred adventurers, a few regular customers reeking of dungeon-damp, and the three women who’d been living under Marcus’s roof.

Three gorgeous women, actually. Not that this was the time to notice such things.

But holy shit, how had his father employed THESE women and never mentioned it?

Theron’s eyes kept drifting despite himself. Mirelle stood closest to the grave, her voluptuous MILF body barely contained in a black mourning dress that clung to every curve. Even grief couldn’t hide the sway of her wide hips, the massive mature tits that strained every button…he could see the fabric pulling dangerously tight across her chest, deep cleavage threatening to spill forth even in mourning clothes. She had to be pushing forty, but gods, those curves were incredible…rich chestnut hair streaked with silver, warm hazel eyes red from crying, and a body that made his cock twitch despite the setting. Her breasts alone were mesmerizing, swaying heavily with each breath.

She’d been his father’s mistress. That’s what the whispers said.

Standing beside her, arms crossed defensively, was Celia…Mirelle’s older daughter. Twenty years old and cold as winter steel, with almost-black hair pulled back in a severe bun and grey-blue eyes that judged everything they touched. She hadn’t cried once. Just stood there like a beautiful statue carved from ice, her pale porcelain skin making her look like a goth princess even in mourning. Her slim willowy figure stood rigid in a conservative black dress that somehow made Theron more aware of what it was hiding…the translucent paleness of her skin made every covered inch seem forbidden. High, modest neckline. Long sleeves. Hemline past her knees.

And yet his eyes kept returning to the elegant line of her neck against that pale skin, the way the fabric hinted at small perky breasts beneath, the curve of her hips that the loose cut couldn’t quite disguise. Everything about her screamed “untouched virgin ice queen.”

Stop it. You’re at your dad’s funeral, you asshole.

Then there was Elara.

Eighteen-year-old Elara with honey-blonde curls in a long braid, bright cornflower blue “Bambi” eyes that still held tears, and a smile she’d offered him earlier that had hit like a punch to the gut. She was smaller than her mother and sister…petite and tight, the classic spinner body…but there was nothing childish about the curves filling out her mourning dress. Small perky tits that pushed against the fabric, nipples visible as little points. A narrow waist he could probably wrap his hands around. A tight little ass that swayed when she walked in a way that seemed entirely unconscious. Her fair skin showed a pink blush across her cheeks…she looked like innocent jailbait come to life.

She caught him looking and offered another sad smile.

Theron’s face burned. He jerked his attention back to Father Aldric, who was saying something about suffering and endurance and Marcus’s long struggles with grief and drink.

The truth was simpler: Marcus Ashwick had been a washed-up D-rank adventurer who’d drunk himself to death after his party was slaughtered in the Blackwell Mines. Survivor’s guilt and nightmares had consumed what the adventuring life hadn’t already destroyed. Three nights ago, he’d stumbled drunk into a canal and drowned.

Now Theron…nineteen and completely unprepared…owned a failing tavern, unpaid debts, and apparently had three women living with him who he barely knew.

Three attractive women.

This is either the universe’s cruelest joke or the setup to something amazing. Probably both.

The funeral ended. The few attendees dispersed quickly…adventurers weren’t known for lingering at gravesides. Theron stood there in the rain, staring at the fresh-turned earth, trying to process what his life had just become.

“Master Theron?”

He turned. Mirelle stood a few paces away, rain plastering her dress against her body in a way that made his throat go dry. He could see the outline of everything…the massive heavy tits straining the wet fabric, nipples clearly visible, the dip of her waist, the flare of her wide hips. Water dripped from her hair down her neck, disappearing into the deep valley of cleavage between those huge breasts.

For fuck’s sake, focus.

“Just Theron,” he managed. “I’m not… I’m not anyone’s master.”

Something flickered in her eyes…was that amusement? “You’re the owner of The Prancing Stag now. That makes you our employer.”

“Right. Yeah.” He swallowed hard. “The tavern.”

“We should go home,” Mirelle said gently. “You’ll catch your death out here. And there’s much to discuss about… the business. About the household.”

Celia appeared beside her mother, still dry somehow despite the rain, her expression unreadable. “The bills won’t wait for mourning.”

“Celia,” Mirelle chided.

“What? I’m being practical.” Celia’s cold gaze flicked over Theron dismissively. “He needs to understand the situation.”

Elara bounced up…actually bounced, her braid swaying, perky little tits jiggling beneath her dress in a way that momentarily short-circuited Theron’s brain. “Don’t worry! We’ll help you figure everything out. You’re not alone in this.”

Her hand touched his arm. Warm. Reassuring.

Theron’s heart hammered.

“Come on,” Mirelle said, turning toward the main road. “Let’s get out of this rain.”



The Prancing Stag sat on Provision Lane like a tired old dog…two stories of weathered wood and faded paint, a broken sign swinging in the wind. The main hall smelled of stale ale, old wood, and something that might have been disappointment given physical form.

Three customers nursed drinks in the gloom…a pair of scarred C-ranks who looked like they’d just finished a sewer delve, and one desperate D-rank spending his last coins.

“This is it?” Theron asked numbly.

“This is home,” Mirelle said, closing the door behind them. She shook out her wet hair, and Theron watched droplets spray across her neck and shoulders, tracked one as it slid down between her breasts. “I’ll get us some dry clothes. Celia, start a fire. Elara, put on tea.”

The women moved with practiced efficiency, clearly used to running this place. Theron just stood there dripping on the floorboards, trying not to stare as Elara bent to stoke the kitchen fire, her dress riding up slightly to show the backs of her slim calves and the curve of her tight little ass.

Get it together. They’re employees. This is a business. You’re their boss now, not some horny teenager who…

“Here.”

He turned. Mirelle stood close…too close…holding out dry clothes. Her mourning dress clung damply to her curves, emphasizing every inch of those massive breasts, and this close he could smell her. Something floral mixed with rain and woman. Her tits were practically at eye level, the wet fabric transparent enough to see the outline of her bra straining to contain them.

“These were Marcus’s,” she said softly. “They should fit.”

Her eyes held his for a moment too long. Something passed between them…awareness, maybe. Or just his imagination running wild.

Theron took the clothes and fled upstairs.



His father’s room. His room now.

It still smelled like Marcus…stale liquor and regret. The bed was unmade. The desk held a ledger filled with cramped handwriting and bitter margin notes: “Knew when to quit delving, should’ve known when to quit breathing.”

Theron stripped off his wet clothes and dried himself with a towel left on the chair. Caught sight of himself in the mirror…nineteen years old, dark brown hair plastered to his head, grey-blue eyes that looked lost. Slim build, untested strength. Nothing special.

How the hell was he supposed to run a tavern?

How the hell was he supposed to live in the same house as three women who looked like… that?

He pulled on the dry clothes…they fit reasonably well. His father had been a similar build before drink had hollowed him out. Theron descended the stairs to find the main hall transformed. Fire crackling in the hearth. The three customers gone. Mirelle, Celia, and Elara sitting at a table with tea and account books spread before them.

All three had changed into dry clothes.

Theron’s brain stuttered to a halt.

Mirelle wore a simple work dress now…dark green, impossibly tight across her massive chest, showing deep cleavage that went on forever…he could lose coins down there. Her huge tits pressed together creating a valley of soft flesh he absolutely should not be staring at. Her hair was down, waves of chestnut framing a face that managed to be both motherly and sinfully fuckable.

Celia had loosened her bun slightly, though her dress remained conservative…high-necked grey that hugged her slim figure like a second skin. Conservative, yes. But also revealing every elegant line of her body in a way that made his mouth go dry. Her pale porcelain skin practically glowed against the grey fabric, making her look like some untouchable ice princess.

And Elara… gods help him, Elara had changed into something meant for serving customers. A fitted bodice that showed off her tiny waist and pushed up her perky little tits, creating a hint of cleavage on that tight petite body. A skirt that ended above her ankles, showing slim shapely calves and those long legs. Her hair was still in its braid, but loose strands framed her face, making her look like innocent jailbait.

She smiled at him when he sat. “Tea?”

“Uh. Yeah. Thanks.”

Smooth. Real smooth.

Mirelle pushed the ledger toward him. “We need to discuss finances.”

Theron forced himself to focus on the numbers. Tried to ignore the way Mirelle’s breasts pressed against the table’s edge as she leaned forward to point at entries. Tried not to notice how Elara sat close enough he could feel her warmth. Tried not to track how Celia’s cold gaze kept flickering over him with that judgmental expression.

The numbers were brutal.

Barely forty visitors per day…mostly broke D-ranks nursing wounds and regrets. Dwindling supplies. Fixed costs eating profits. Unpaid debts. At this rate, bankruptcy in three months.

“Marcus let things slide,” Mirelle said carefully. “After the Blackwell disaster, he… he stopped caring. Stopped managing properly.”

“He stopped everything properly,” Celia muttered.

“Celia,” Mirelle warned.

“What? It’s true.” Celia’s grey eyes fixed on Theron. “Can you do better? Or are you going to drink yourself into a canal too?”

“Celia!” Elara gasped.

Silence fell like a hammer.

Theron met Celia’s challenging stare. “I’m not my father. And I’m not going anywhere.”

Something flickered in her expression…surprise, maybe. Or respect. Hard to tell with that ice-queen face.

“Good,” Mirelle said, breaking the tension. “Because we need each other. This tavern provides your income and our employment. We survive together or fail together.”

“How bad is it really?” Theron asked.

“Bad.” Mirelle didn’t sugarcoat it. “Three months until complete failure. Maybe four if we’re lucky.”

“What do we need to change?”

“Everything.” Celia stood abruptly. “But that’s a discussion for tomorrow. I’m going to bed.”

She swept from the room with that rigid posture, disappearing upstairs. Theron watched her go, couldn’t help tracking the sway of her hips despite the conservative cut of her dress.

She hates you. Probably best to remember that.

Elara touched his arm again…she seemed to do that a lot. “Don’t worry. We’ll figure it out. You’re not alone.”

Her blue eyes were so earnest, so trusting. Her hand lingered on his arm, warm through the fabric.

“Thank you,” he managed.

“I should sleep too,” Elara said, stifling a yawn. “Tomorrow’s a long day. Goodnight, Theron. Goodnight, Mama.”

She headed upstairs, and Theron absolutely did not watch her ass as she climbed the steps.

Liar.

Mirelle rose, gathering the account books. “You’ll want to review these in detail. Learn the business. Understand what we’re facing.”

“Mirelle,” Theron said, and she paused. “What happens if we fail? Where do you go?”

Her expression softened. “Nowhere good. The three of us have no family, no savings. We’re dependent on this tavern. On you now.”

The weight of it settled on his shoulders. Three women. Dependent on him. He was nineteen, barely older than Elara, younger than Celia. What did he know about running a business?

But then Mirelle smiled…warm, genuine, with just a hint of something else in those hazel eyes. “You’re a good man, Theron. Marcus saw that. It’s why he left the tavern to you instead of selling it. He believed you’d do right by us.”

She moved past him toward the stairs, close enough he caught her scent again. Paused at the bottom step. “I’m glad you’re here. We all are, even if Celia won’t admit it.”

Then she was climbing the stairs, her full hips swaying with each step, and Theron sat there alone in the empty tavern trying to process everything.

He was broke. He owned a failing business. He had three months to figure out how to save it.

And he was living with three gorgeous women who were now completely dependent on him for survival.

Through the thin walls, he could hear movement upstairs. Mirelle’s door closing. The creak of Elara’s bed. The rustle of Celia’s pages…she was reading something, probably those romance novels he’d spotted in her room earlier.

Three women. One roof. Thin walls.

This is going to be interesting. Or a complete disaster.

Probably both.

Theron dragged himself upstairs, collapsed onto his father’s bed…his bed now…and stared at the ceiling. Sleep felt impossible. His mind raced with numbers, responsibility, and images he absolutely should not be entertaining.

Mirelle’s curves. Elara’s smile. Even Celia’s cold beauty.

His cock stirred.

For fuck’s sake.

He rolled over, punched the pillow, tried to think about anything else. Ledgers. Taxes. Inventory.

Through the wall, he heard a soft sound. A sigh? A whimper?

His whole body tensed. Was someone crying? Or…

The sound came again. Rhythmic. Quiet but unmistakable.

Someone was masturbating.

Theron’s cock went from half-hard to painfully erect in seconds. He strained to hear, to place which room. Celia’s was to his left. That cold, judgmental woman was touching herself right now, probably thinking about whatever filthy scenes she’d been reading in those romance novels.

Jesus Christ.

He lay there, rock hard, listening to the soft sounds through thin walls. Tried not to imagine what she looked like…those grey eyes closed, conservative dress hiked up, hand between her legs, back arching…

Stop. Fucking stop.

But he couldn’t. His hand wrapped around his cock almost of its own accord, stroking slowly as he listened to those muffled sounds of pleasure from the next room. This was wrong. She was his employee. His father’s employee’s daughter. He shouldn’t be doing this.

But he was nineteen and hard as steel and there was a beautiful woman masturbating twenty feet away and…

He came embarrassingly quickly, biting his fist to stay quiet, cock pulsing in his hand as release flooded through him.

The sounds through the wall stopped.

Silence.

Theron lay there in the darkness, sticky and ashamed and still half-hard, realizing what his life had become.

He was the owner of a failing tavern in a port city where adventurers came to spend their coin and satisfy their needs. He employed three women…a mature widow with a body that wouldn’t quit, a cold beauty who secretly touched herself at night, and a cheerful eighteen-year-old with an innocent smile and curves in all the right places.

They were all dependent on him for survival. Living in close quarters. Thin walls. Economic pressure mounting.

In three months they’d all be destitute unless something changed.

Welcome to adult life, Theron. Try not to fuck it up.

He cleaned himself up, pulled on sleep clothes, and lay back down. This time, sleep came easier…exhaustion winning over anxiety.

His last thought before unconsciousness took him was simple:

This is either going to be the best thing that ever happened to me or the most spectacular disaster in Amoria’s history.

Time would tell which.

But lying there in the darkness, in a house full of women, listening to the rain hammer the roof and the distant sounds of the city beyond, Theron Ashwick felt something he hadn’t expected.

Not fear. Not even anxiety.

Excitement.

His father’s death had thrust him into an impossible situation. But it had also given him something Marcus had never taught him:

Opportunity.

The question was whether he’d be brave enough to take it.


Chapter 1: First Day as Owner

Theron woke to the smell of bacon and the sight of Mirelle’s ass.

Okay, technically he woke to the smell of bacon, stumbled downstairs half-asleep, and then saw Mirelle’s ass…bent over the oven in the kitchen, her work dress riding up to show the backs of her thighs, the curve of her hips, the way the fabric stretched tight across…

“Good morning,” Mirelle said without turning around. “Breakfast is almost ready. And yes, you’re staring.”

“I’m not…” His face burned. His cock disagreed with his denial, stirring to half-mast in his sleep pants.

She glanced over her shoulder with a knowing smile. “It’s fine. I’m aware of the view I’m presenting. You’re nineteen. I’m not offended.” She straightened, turning to face him, and the front view was somehow even better…massive tits straining against her neckline, deep cleavage visible that his eyes locked onto like a targeting spell. Those huge breasts swayed as she moved, impossible to ignore.

This was going to be a long day. Or a great day. Probably both.

“Coffee?” Mirelle asked, already pouring a cup.

“Please.”

He sat at the kitchen table, trying not to stare as she moved around the space with practiced efficiency. Everything she did seemed designed to torture him…reaching for plates on high shelves made her dress ride up, bending to check the bacon made those massive tits sway and bounce, the simple act of walking had her wide hips moving in a rhythm that made his mouth go dry.

She knows exactly what she’s doing.

The realization hit like a bucket of cold water. She knew he was watching. And she didn’t mind. Maybe even liked it?

“Here.” Mirelle set a plate before him…bacon, eggs, toast. The smell made his stomach growl. “Eat. We have a lot to discuss.”

“Where are Celia and Elara?”

“Celia’s already working. She cleaned the main hall before dawn.” Mirelle poured her own coffee, sat across from him. “That girl doesn’t sleep much. Elara’s still abed…she’s not a morning person.”

Theron ate, acutely aware of Mirelle’s eyes on him. Watching. Assessing. Those hazel eyes held an intelligence that made him nervous and excited in equal measure.

“You read the ledgers last night?” she asked.

“Some of them. The numbers are… bad.”

“Worse than bad.” Mirelle sipped her coffee. “Marcus let everything slide. He stopped caring about the business, about the customers, about…” She trailed off, something sad crossing her face.

“About you?”

Her eyes snapped to his. For a moment, genuine emotion flickered there…pain, loneliness, years of need unmet. Then she smiled, covering it. “Marcus had his demons. I understood that. We all did.”

“But you stayed.”

“Where else would I go?” Simple pragmatism in her voice. “I have two daughters and no husband. No family with coin to spare. This tavern is our survival, Theron. Marcus knew that. He hired us despite his problems because he needed us. And we stayed because we needed him.”

“And now you need me.”

“Yes.” No hesitation. No shame. Just honesty. “We need you to keep this place running. To give us employment. To not drink yourself into a canal like your father.”

Fair enough.

“What do I need to know?”

Mirelle launched into an explanation of the daily routine. Morning supply runs to Maren’s grocery store and Vincent’s wine shop. Daily job assignments…she handled cooking (her skill was apparently exceptional), Celia managed cleaning and some serving, Elara focused on waitressing and customer charm. Evening service when adventurers returned from their delves, often drunk and free with coin. Late-night cleanup and ledger work.

“We get about forty visitors per day,” Mirelle continued. “Mostly D-ranks. Occasionally C-ranks when they’re flush with quest money. The Prancing Stag has a reputation as a cheap place for adventurers to drink and gossip between jobs.”

“That’s not exactly a selling point.”

“No. But it’s what we have.” She refilled his coffee. “Marcus never tried to compete with the fancier establishments. We serve the bottom rung of the adventuring world…rat-cullers, sewer-delvers, the ones who take contracts no one else wants.”

“Sounds grim.”

“It’s survival.” Mirelle leaned forward, and Theron’s eyes dropped to the deep valley of cleavage between those huge breasts despite himself. “The question is: can you do better? Can you turn this into something profitable? Or at least something that doesn’t bankrupt in three months?”

“Honestly? I have no idea.”

She laughed…warm, genuine. “At least you’re honest. That’s more than Marcus was toward the end.”

Footsteps on the stairs. Elara appeared in the doorway, rubbing sleep from her eyes, wearing a thin nightgown that left almost nothing to the imagination. The morning light from the kitchen window backlit her, turning the fabric nearly transparent. Theron could see the outline of everything…small perky tits with stiff nipples poking through, the curve of her tiny waist, the shadow between her legs. Her petite tight body was completely visible through the sheer fabric.

His cock went from half-mast to painfully hard in seconds.

“Morning,” Elara yawned, completely oblivious to the effect she was having. She padded over to the table, kissed her mother’s cheek, then smiled at Theron. “How’d you sleep?”

“Fine,” he managed, voice slightly strangled.

“Elara,” Mirelle said carefully, “perhaps put on proper clothes before coming downstairs.”

“Hmm?” Elara glanced down at herself. “Oh!” Her face went bright red. “I forgot I was wearing…I mean, I didn’t think…sorry!” She fled back upstairs, nightgown fluttering.

Theron sat there, rock hard, trying to think about anything other than the image burned into his brain.

Mirelle sighed. “That girl has no sense of propriety sometimes.”

Thank the gods for that.

“She’s eighteen,” Mirelle continued. “Still figuring out how to be a woman instead of a girl. Please be patient with her.”

“I can do patient.”

“Can you?” Mirelle’s eyes locked on his, knowing. “Because you’re going to be living with three women in very close quarters. We’re going to see each other at our best and worst. Privacy is… limited in this house.”

“I’ll manage.”

“I’m sure you will.” Something in her tone made him look up sharply, but her expression was innocent. “Now, let’s discuss your first supply run. You’ll need to meet Maren and Vincent…they’re our primary suppliers.”



An hour later, Theron walked through Amoria’s morning streets with a list from Mirelle and coins jingling in his pocket. The city was alive with activity…merchants opening shops, adventurers nursing hangovers, city guards changing shifts. The smell of bread from bakeries mixed with the salt tang from the harbor and the less pleasant odors of canal water and crowded humanity.

Maren’s grocery store sat on a corner near Trade Plaza…a neat establishment with vegetables displayed outside and the scent of herbs drifting through the open door. A wooden sign read “Thornley’s Provisions” in faded paint.

Inside, a woman turned from arranging apples. “Can I help…oh!” Recognition sparked in her emerald green eyes with that hungry stare. “You’re Marcus’s boy. Theron, isn’t it?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Don’t ‘ma’am’ me. I’m Maren.” She wiped her hands on her apron, moved closer. Late thirties, Theron guessed. Vibrant copper-red hair pulled back in a practical bun, freckles scattered across her nose and chest, laugh lines around her eyes. And a body that made his brain short-circuit…enormous breasts straining the modest neckline of her dress, wide fertile hips, powerful thighs and a soft stomach that came from bearing children but somehow made her more, not less, attractive. Her massive ass and huge tits made her an impossible hourglass.

Stop staring. She’s a supplier. A business contact. Not some…

“I was sorry to hear about Marcus,” Maren said, genuine sympathy in her voice. “He was a good man underneath all that grief.”

“Thank you.”

“You’re taking over the tavern, I hear?”

“Trying to.”

She smiled…warm, knowing. “That’s brave. The Stag’s had rough years lately.” Her eyes traveled over him with an assessment that felt almost physical. “But you’re young. Energetic. Maybe that’s what the place needs.”

Was she… flirting? No. Couldn’t be. She was probably fifteen years older than him, a respectable widow running a business.

But the way she looked at him…

Theron handed over Mirelle’s list. Maren scanned it, nodding. “The usual order. I can have this ready in twenty minutes. Would you like some tea while you wait?”

“I should probably…”

“I insist.” Already moving toward the back room. “Come on. We should get to know each other if we’re going to be doing business together.”

He followed, trying not to stare at the sway of her hips. The back room was cozy…table, chairs, a small stove with a kettle. Maren poured two cups of tea, gestured for him to sit.

“So,” she said, settling into her chair with a grace that made the simple act seem sensual, “how are you handling everything? It must be overwhelming.”

“That’s one word for it.”

She laughed. “I remember when my husband Dane died. Orc fever took him five years ago. Suddenly I was running this place alone with five children to feed. The first months were…” She shook her head. “Well. You manage because you have to.”

“Five children?”

“Five.” Pride in her voice. “Brynn’s the eldest…she’s twenty-two now, pregnant with her boyfriend’s child. Then there’s Orin, my godson…Marcus’s age, actually. I raised him after his parents died. Then three younger ones still at home.”

“That’s a lot of responsibility.”

“It’s life.” She sipped her tea, watching him over the rim. “Marcus used to come here regularly. Did he ever mention me?”

“He didn’t mention much to me about anything.”

“Hmm.” Something flickered in her expression…disappointment? “We were friends once. Long ago. Before marriage and grief changed everything.” She set down her cup. “Mirelle and I were best friends when we were young. Did she tell you that?”

“No.”

“We raised hell together in our youth.” Maren’s smile turned mischievous. “Two country girls who moved to the big city and discovered all sorts of interesting things.” Her eyes held his. “Very interesting things.”

Theron’s throat went dry. Was she talking about…?

“Anyway.” Maren stood, breaking the moment. “Your order should be ready. I’ll have it packed up.”

She moved to gather supplies, and Theron tried not to watch too obviously as she bent and reached and lifted, her massive ass jiggling, enormous tits swaying, every movement showing off that incredible body. A widow. A mother of five. Respectable business owner.

And completely, devastatingly fuckable.

“Here you are.” Maren passed him the loaded basket. Their fingers brushed. She didn’t pull away immediately. “Come back anytime. For supplies. Or just to talk. It gets lonely, running a shop alone.”

“I will. Thank you.”

Her smile held promise of… something. “I look forward to it, Theron.”



Vincent’s wine cellar was across the plaza…a larger establishment with barrels stacked outside and the sweet smell of fermenting grapes heavy in the air. A sign proclaimed “Morell Fine Wines” in elegant script.

Inside, a man around thirty looked up from his ledger. Dark hair with silver at the temples, calculating blue eyes, expensive clothes that screamed merchant wealth. He smiled…practiced, charming, completely false.

“Ah! You must be young Ashwick. I heard Marcus passed. My condolences.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“Vincent. Please.” He moved from behind the counter with a merchant’s grace. “So you’re taking over The Prancing Stag? Brave. Very brave. That establishment has seen better days.”

“I’m aware.”

“Of course, of course.” Vincent gestured at the barrels. “Your father had an account with me. Shall we continue the arrangement? I can offer fair prices…better than you’d find elsewhere.”

They discussed wine orders. Vincent’s prices were reasonable, his suggestions sound. But something about the man set Theron’s teeth on edge. That calculating smile. The way his eyes kept drifting to the door like he was expecting someone.

“I heard Mirelle and her daughters stayed on,” Vincent said casually. “That’s good. You’ll need experienced help.”

“They know the business.”

“Indeed. And such a lovely family.” Vincent’s smile widened. “Especially young Elara. Eighteen now, isn’t she? Quite the beauty. I’ve seen her at the Friday dances.”

Warning bells rang in Theron’s head. The way Vincent said Elara’s name…like he was tasting it.

“She’s my employee,” Theron said carefully.

“Of course. I simply meant she’s growing into quite a woman. A man would be lucky to…” Vincent trailed off meaningfully. “Well. You understand.”

I understand you’re a predator eyeing someone under my protection.

“I’ll take three barrels of the red,” Theron said, changing the subject.

“Excellent choice.” Vincent made note in his ledger. “I can have them delivered this afternoon. And Theron? If you need any advice about running a tavern, please don’t hesitate to ask. I’ve been in business for years. I’d be happy to help a young man finding his feet.”

“I appreciate that.”

As Theron left with his wine order arranged, he couldn’t shake the feeling that Vincent Morell was going to be a problem. The man had looked at Elara’s name the way a wolf looks at sheep.

Not on my watch.



Back at the tavern, the main hall was transformed. Celia had cleaned everything…floors swept, tables scrubbed, cobwebs eliminated. She stood in the center, arms crossed, surveying her work with that cold expression.

“The place was filthy,” she said without preamble. “Marcus let it rot.”

“It looks great. Thank you.”

Her grey eyes flicked to him, searching for sarcasm. Found none. Something softened slightly in her expression. “It’s my job.”

“Still. I appreciate it.”

For a moment, they stood in the clean hall, strange tension between them. Celia was beautiful in her severe way…almost-black hair still pulled back tightly, conservative dress hugging her slim willowy figure, pale porcelain skin practically glowing, those ice-grey eyes that saw too much. She looked like an untouched virgin ice princess.

“Celia…” he started.

“I should prepare for the lunch service.” She moved past him, close enough he caught her scent…soap and something else, something clean and feminine. Then she was gone, disappearing into the kitchen.

She hates me. Or wants to hate me. Not sure which.

Elara appeared from upstairs…properly dressed this time in a fitted bodice and skirt meant for serving. Her braid swung as she bounced over to him.

“How was the supply run? Did you meet Maren? She’s so nice! And Vincent…he’s very charming, isn’t he?”

“Maren was helpful. Vincent was…” Theron hesitated. “Interesting.”

“He’s always been kind to me at the dances.” Elara smiled, oblivious. “He reads poetry and knows all sorts of romantic stories.”

Fuck.

“Elara, about Vincent…”

“Oh! Customers!” She glanced at the door where two adventurers were entering…mud-caked D-ranks by the look of them. “I should serve them!” She hurried over with that cheerful energy, greeting them with a smile that made both men straighten.

Theron watched her work. She was good at this…naturally charming, making customers feel welcome without being overtly flirtatious. But he saw the way their eyes followed her, the way they stared at her ass when she turned away, the hungry looks that had nothing to do with food or drink.

This was his life now. Running a tavern in an adventurer’s city where men came fresh from facing death and wanted to feel alive. Where women like Elara were targets for attention, wanted or not. Where economic pressure and opportunity mixed in ways that blurred every moral line he’d ever been taught.

Mirelle appeared beside him, following his gaze. “She’s good with customers.”

“Too good.”

“Is there such a thing?” Mirelle asked quietly. “In our position?”

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t answer. Because the truth was sitting heavy in his gut: they needed every sovereign. Every customer. Every bit of goodwill they could scrape together.

And if that meant Elara’s smile bringing men through the door, then so be it.

“Come on,” Mirelle said. “I’ll teach you how to pour a proper drink. You’re the owner now. You need to know every part of this business.”

The rest of the day blurred together…learning the tap system, memorizing prices, understanding how to talk to adventurers (respectfully but not subserviently), managing the ledger, coordinating with the three women who made the tavern function.

By evening, they had fifteen customers…not great, but not empty. Theron worked the bar while Mirelle cooked, Celia cleaned, and Elara served. They moved like a well-oiled machine, each knowing their role.

And Theron watched. Learned. Noticed.

The way Mirelle’s massive bouncing tits drew eyes when she brought out food. The way Celia’s pale goth beauty made certain men stare despite her unwelcoming demeanor. The way Elara’s innocent tight body and perky tits earned tips and attention.

They were assets. Economic assets. Beautiful women in a tavern full of men with coin and need.

This is wrong. This is dangerous. This is…

But what choice did they have? Forty visitors per day wasn’t enough. Three months until bankruptcy. Something had to change.

As the evening wound down and the last customers stumbled out into the night, Theron stood behind the bar counting the day’s take. Thirty-two sovereigns. Enough to cover costs. Barely.

“Not bad for your first day,” Mirelle said, wiping down tables. Her dress was slightly damp from kitchen work, clinging to her massive tits and wide hips in ways that made concentration difficult.

“Not good either.”

“No.” She met his eyes. “But it’s a start. Rome wasn’t built in a day, as they say.”

“Do they say that here?”

She laughed. “Probably not. But the point stands.”

Celia finished her cleaning and headed upstairs without a word. Elara hugged her mother goodnight, offered Theron another of those devastating smiles, then followed her sister.

Leaving Theron alone with Mirelle in the quiet tavern.

“You did well today,” she said softly. “Marcus would be proud.”

“I didn’t do anything special.”

“You showed up. You tried. You didn’t run away or drink or give up.” She moved closer, those huge tits almost brushing him, and he caught her scent…cooking spices and woman and something that made his cock stir. “You’d be surprised how rare that is.”

“Mirelle…”

“Get some rest, Theron. Tomorrow’s another long day.” She touched his arm…warm, brief. “Thank you. For trying. For caring. For giving us hope.”

Then she was climbing the stairs, wide hips and massive ass swaying hypnotically, and Theron stood there alone with his thoughts and a half-erection and the growing realization that his life had become something he barely recognized.

He locked up. Checked the ledger one final time. Climbed to his room.

Lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, listening to the sounds through thin walls. Mirelle’s door closing. Elara’s soft humming as she readied for sleep. And…

There. Faint but unmistakable. The rhythmic creak of a bed. Soft, quickly-muffled sounds. A barely-there gasp.

Celia. Again. Touching herself in the darkness.

Theron’s cock went rigid almost instantly, tenting the sheets. His hand wrapped around his shaft without conscious thought, gripping the hot, hard length. This was his second night in this house, and already he was jerking off to the sounds of his employee’s masturbation.

This is so wrong.

But he kept stroking. Kept listening. The creaking intensified…her bed frame protesting as she moved faster. He could picture it so clearly: that ice-cold princess with her pale thighs spread wide, fingers working her virgin pussy, back arching off the bed as pleasure built. Was she thinking about someone? About him?

His cock throbbed in his fist. Precum leaked from the tip, slicking his strokes. Through the wall, he heard her breathing quicken…short, desperate little pants she couldn’t quite muffle.

The mental image shifted. Now it was Elara he pictured…that sheer nightgown from this morning, her perky little tits with hard nipples visible, her tight body on display. Then Mirelle bent over the oven, those massive tits swaying, that incredible ass stretching her dress. Then Maren at her shop, copper hair loose, enormous breasts bare, hungry widow eyes boring into him.

Theron stroked faster, thumb swiping over his sensitive tip, spreading the slick precum. His balls drew up tight. The sounds through the wall crescendoed…Celia’s bed creaking frantically now, a strangled whimper she tried to smother.

He was going to cum. Couldn’t stop it. Shouldn’t be doing this but fuck…

His orgasm hit like a freight train. Theron bit down hard on his fist to keep from groaning as his cock pulsed, spurting thick ropes of cum across his stomach and chest. Wave after wave of release, his hips jerking up into his stroking hand as pleasure crashed through him.

Through the wall, Celia’s sounds cut off abruptly…one final sharp gasp, then silence.

They’d come at the same time.

Fuck.

Theron lay there panting, cum cooling on his skin, cock still twitching with aftershocks. He grabbed his discarded shirt and cleaned up, the evidence of his depravity soaking into the fabric.

The sounds through the wall stopped completely now. Just silence and his own hammering heartbeat.

Theron rolled over, tried to sleep.

Tomorrow would bring new challenges. New customers. New opportunities and problems. But tonight, lying in the darkness of a house full of beautiful women, Theron Ashwick felt something he hadn’t expected.

Not guilt. Not shame.

Determination.

He was going to save this tavern. He was going to protect these women. He was going to figure out how to survive in a city where pleasure and profit intertwined.

Whatever it took.

The question was just how far he’d be willing to go.


Chapter 2: Learning the Ropes

Theron’s first week blurred together in a haze of exhaustion and constant awareness of the women around him.

Wake. Breakfast with Mirelle’s curves on full display. Try not to stare. Fail.

Assign jobs. Watch Celia accept her tasks with cold efficiency, her conservative dresses somehow making him more aware of what they were hiding.

Supply runs. Maren’s warm smiles and loaded conversations. Vincent’s calculating presence lurking at every Friday dance.

Serve drinks. Watch Elara charm customers with that innocent brightness, see their eyes track her ass, their hands twitching toward tips that might buy more than just service.

Count coins. Fall into bed. Listen to Celia masturbate through thin walls.

Repeat.

This is my life now. And I’m not entirely sure I hate it.

By day five, Theron was starting to understand the rhythms of tavern life. Morning prep when the place was quiet and empty. Afternoon lull when only desperate D-ranks nursed their wounds and regrets. Evening rush when adventurers returned from delves flush with coin and need.

And always, always, the three women moving through the space like dancers in a carefully choreographed show.

Mirelle in the kitchen, her cooking skill evident in dishes that smelled like heaven and kept customers coming back. The way she moved…bending, reaching, stirring…was a constant torture. Every motion seemed designed to show off those incredible curves. Her enormous tits swaying heavily as she chopped vegetables. Her juicy hips rolling as she walked. The glimpses of deep cleavage when she leaned over to check the oven.

She knows what she’s doing. She has to know.

One morning he caught her stretching to reach a high shelf, dress riding up to show the backs of her thighs, and his cock went rock hard so fast he had to turn away and think about Marcus’s ledger to calm down.

Celia was different. Cold, efficient, judgmental. She cleaned with methodical precision, served customers with minimal conversation, and generally acted like being in his presence was a personal insult. But he’d started noticing cracks in that ice-queen facade.

The way her eyes followed him when she thought he wasn’t looking.

The flush that crept up her neck when they accidentally touched passing in the hallway.

That one time he’d walked in on her changing and seen her in just her undergarments…slim willowy body with pale porcelain skin, small perky tits and long legs…before she’d shrieked and thrown a shoe at him.

She wants to hate me. Not sure she actually does.

And Elara. Gods help him, Elara.

She was the tavern’s secret weapon. That cheerful energy, that innocent smile, those bright blue eyes that made even the grumpiest adventurer soften. She served drinks like she was doing everyone a favor just by existing, and tips poured in.

But Theron saw what she didn’t…the way men’s gazes lingered. The way conversations took on a different tone when she leaned over to set down a plate. The growing boldness of certain customers who were starting to realize that maybe, just maybe, this cheerful girl might be approachable.

One evening, a scarred C-rank called Elara over. Theron watched from behind the bar as they talked, as the man gestured to his coin purse, as Elara’s eyes widened.

She glanced at Theron.

He should shake his head. Should signal no. Should protect her innocence.

Instead, he just looked back at her. Neutral. The choice is yours.

Elara turned back to the customer. Smiled. Sat beside him…not on his lap, just beside…and talked for perhaps ten minutes while he bought her drinks and clearly enjoyed just being in her presence.

When she returned to the bar, she had five extra sovereigns.

“He just wanted company,” she said, slightly amazed. “Just someone to talk to while he drank. Said I reminded him of his daughter.”

“Did he touch you?” Theron asked quietly.

“My hand. Once. Very briefly.” She looked at the coins. “Five sovereigns for sitting. That’s more than I make in two days of regular work.”

“You didn’t have to do it.”

“I know.” She met his eyes. “But we need the money, don’t we?”

Smart girl. Practical girl. Dangerous combination.

“Just be careful,” Theron said. “Not every customer is that respectful.”

“I know that too.” Something older flickered in her expression…awareness beyond her eighteen years. “I’m not stupid, Theron. I know what men want when they look at me like that.”

“And?”

She shrugged, tucking the coins away. “If they’re willing to pay just to look, just to talk, just to sit close? That’s easy money. Mama used to tell me stories about working in rougher taverns when she was young. This is nothing compared to what some girls tolerate.”

Her mother told her stories. About working in taverns. About what some girls tolerate.

The implications settled in Theron’s gut like stones.



Day six. Morning. Theron descended the stairs to find Mirelle already in the kitchen, but something was different.

Her dress was tighter. Lower-cut. He could see the massive swell of her huge tits, the deep valley of her cleavage going on forever, the way the fabric strained dangerously across her enormous breasts.

She noticed him noticing. Smiled.

“Do you like it?” she asked casually, as if discussing the weather. “I had Lysa take in some of my dresses. Make them more… fitted.”

“It’s…” His brain short-circuited. “Nice.”

“Celia said I looked like a prostitute.” Mirelle turned back to the stove, and Theron watched her hips sway in that tight dress. “But then, Celia thinks everyone except herself looks like a prostitute.”

“Why the change?”

Mirelle glanced back over her shoulder, something knowing in those hazel eyes. “Because I’m thirty-eight years old and my body is still good. Because Marcus is dead and I’m tired of dressing like a widow. And because, if we’re being honest, tight dresses sell more ale than modest ones.”

“That’s…” He trailed off, because he couldn’t disagree. The tavern’s revenue had been slowly climbing. Not dramatically, but noticeably. And a not-insignificant part of that was customers coming back to see the three women who worked here.

“Practical?” Mirelle suggested. “Pragmatic? Realistic about what we’re selling in a place like this?”

“I was going to say ‘smart,’ actually.”

She laughed, warm and genuine. “You’re a good liar, Theron. That’s a useful skill for a tavern owner.” She plated bacon and eggs, set them before him. “But you’re also nineteen and male. I know what you’re thinking when you look at me.”

His face burned. “I’m not…”

“Of course you are.” She sat across from him, and from this angle he could see straight down her neckline to where her massive tits pressed together creating a valley of soft flesh. “I’m a woman. You’re a man. We live in the same house. It’s natural.”

“You’re my employee.”

“I’m aware.” She sipped her coffee, eyes never leaving his. “I’m also aware that we’re dependent on you, that you could make our lives very easy or very difficult, and that you’ve been nothing but respectful despite having every opportunity to be otherwise.” She leaned forward slightly, and Theron’s eyes dropped to her massive cleavage, could practically see her nipples from this angle despite himself. “So I’m not offended that you look, Theron. I’d be offended if you didn’t.”

The kitchen felt suddenly very small. Very warm.

Footsteps on the stairs saved him from having to respond. Elara appeared, dressed for morning chores, and immediately noticed her mother’s new outfit.

“Mama! You look beautiful!”

“Thank you, sweetheart.”

“Did you have Lysa alter it? Can she do mine too?” Elara’s eyes lit up with the enthusiasm only eighteen-year-olds could muster. “The customers have been asking if I have anything… prettier.”

Mirelle’s expression flickered…maternal concern warring with economic reality. “What do you mean, ‘prettier’?”

“Just… you know. Showing a bit more.” Elara gestured at her small perky tits. “The girls at the Merry Tankard wear dresses that show their arms and necklines. One of the guards said I’d earn better tips if I dressed like that.”

“Absolutely not,” Celia’s voice cut from the doorway. She stood there in her usual conservative dress, arms crossed, judgment radiating. “You’re not going to dress like some harbor whore just because drunk adventurers want to ogle you.”

“I’m not dressing like a whore,” Elara protested. “I’m just saying…”

“I know what you’re saying. And the answer is no.”

“You’re not my mother!”

“No, but I have more sense than both of you combined.” Celia’s grey eyes found Theron. “Tell her. Tell her she’s not parading around half-naked for tips.”

All three women looked at him.

Oh fuck. This is a test. And any answer is wrong.

“It’s Elara’s choice,” Theron said carefully. “She’s eighteen. An adult. If she wants to dress differently, that’s her decision.”

Celia’s expression went arctic. “Of course. Because you’d love to see her in a tight dress showing off her body. Admit it.”

“Celia,” Mirelle warned.

“What? We’re all thinking it. The great new owner watching us like we’re pieces of meat.” She turned that cold glare on Theron fully, pale skin flushing pink. “You’re just like every other man. Staring at our tits, imagining what we look like naked, probably jerking off at night thinking about…”

“Celia!” Mirelle snapped. “That’s enough.”

Silence crashed down like a hammer.

Celia’s face had gone red…embarrassment mixing with fury. “I’m going to clean.” She stalked out, spine rigid.

Elara bit her lip, clearly caught between amusement and discomfort, pink blush spreading across her fair skin. “She’s not wrong though. About the staring.”

“Elara,” Mirelle sighed.

“What? It’s true! I’ve seen you catch him looking at your huge tits. I’ve caught him looking at my little ones.” She met Theron’s eyes with surprising boldness. “I don’t mind. You’re not creepy about it.”

This conversation is spiraling. I need to…

“I should open the tavern,” Theron said, standing abruptly. “We have customers coming.”

He fled to the main hall, leaving the two women in the kitchen. Behind him, he heard Elara’s laughter and Mirelle’s quiet response, too low to make out.

This house is going to drive me insane. Or kill me. Or both.



Day seven. The first incident.

Evening rush. The tavern was busier than usual…word was spreading about the new owner and the attractive women working there. Twenty customers, mostly D and C-ranks, all drinking and talking and spending coin.

Elara served a table of rough-looking adventurers fresh from a sewer delve. Mud-caked, scarred, reeking of rat blood and worse. But they had coin, so they got service.

One of them, a big bastard with a shaved head and forearm tattoos, grabbed Elara’s wrist as she set down drinks.

Theron saw it from across the room. Saw her freeze. Saw the man’s other hand move toward her hip.

He was there in three strides.

“Let her go.”

The bald man looked up, sizing Theron up with the casual arrogance of someone who’d killed monsters for a living. “Easy, boy. Just having a friendly chat with the serving girl.”

“She’s my employee. And you’re touching her without permission.”

“That so?” The man’s grip tightened on Elara’s wrist. She winced. “Maybe she don’t mind. Maybe she likes the attention.”

Around the room, conversations stopped. Every eye turned toward the confrontation.

Careful. He’s bigger than you. Experienced. Probably armed. But if I back down now…

“Last chance,” Theron said quietly. “Let go, or leave.”

The man laughed. Stood up…towering over Theron by half a foot. “Or what, exactly?”

Theron’s fist connected with the man’s throat before his conscious mind even registered the decision. Not hard enough to seriously damage…he didn’t want a murder charge…but hard enough to send the bastard stumbling backward, choking.

“Out,” Theron said flatly. “Now. All of you.”

The man’s companions grabbed him, hauled him toward the door while he wheezed and coughed. At the threshold, one of them turned back.

“You just made an enemy, boy.”

“I’ll manage.”

They left.

The tavern erupted in cheers and laughter. Other customers raised their mugs…apparently throwing out troublemakers earned respect in this crowd. One C-rank called out, “About time someone taught Gareth some manners!”

Elara stared at Theron with wide eyes. “You didn’t have to…”

“Yes, I did.” He could feel adrenaline shaking through his hands. “No one touches you. Or Mirelle. Or Celia. Not without consent. Not in my tavern.”

Her expression shifted…something soft and warm and dangerous. “Thank you.”

Don’t look at me like that. Don’t make this about anything except basic decency.

“Just doing my job,” Theron said, retreating behind the bar.

But the damage was done. For the rest of the night, Elara looked at him differently. Smiled differently. Moved differently, like she was suddenly aware of being watched and protected simultaneously.

And Mirelle, observing from the kitchen, had an expression Theron couldn’t quite read. Pride? Approval? Or something else?



That night, lying in bed, Theron replayed the confrontation. Analyzed what he’d done. The risk he’d taken.

He could have been hurt. The man could have fought back. Could have drawn a weapon. Could have come back later for revenge.

But he hadn’t hesitated. Because the alternative was letting someone hurt Elara. And that was unacceptable.

When did she become that important? When did protecting her become more important than protecting myself?

Through the wall, he heard the now-familiar sounds. Celia, touching herself in the darkness. The rhythmic creak of her bed frame, faster tonight than usual. A soft whimper she couldn’t quite muffle.

His cock stirred despite the evening’s adrenaline crash, hardening rapidly as he listened.

He reached down, wrapped his hand around his shaft. The hot, hard length throbbed in his palm. Stroked slowly while listening to those muffled sounds of pleasure from the next room.

But tonight, instead of imagining Celia, his mind conjured Elara. That smile when she’d thanked him. Those bright cornflower blue eyes looking up at him with something new…admiration, gratitude, maybe even desire. The way she’d looked at him after he’d thrown out Gareth, like he was some kind of hero.

Her tight little body in that serving dress. Her perky tits bouncing slightly when she walked. That innocent face that had no idea what he was thinking.

Fuck. I’m in trouble. Real trouble.

His strokes quickened. Through the wall, Celia’s bed creaked frantically…she was close. He pictured Elara beneath him, those wide blue eyes filled with need, her small breasts in his hands, her virgin pussy wet and ready…

The orgasm crashed through him. Theron bit down hard on his fist to stay quiet as his cock pulsed, spurting thick ropes of cum across his stomach and chest. His hips jerked up into his stroking hand, pleasure washing through him in waves.

Through the wall, Celia’s sounds cut off with a strangled gasp.

Silence.

Theron lay there panting, cum cooling on his skin. He grabbed his shirt and wiped himself clean, the evidence of his depravity soaking into the fabric.

The sounds through the wall stopped completely.

Theron rolled over, tried to sleep.

Tomorrow was Friday. Which meant supply runs to Maren and Vincent. Which meant seeing Maren’s knowing smiles and Vincent’s calculating interest in Elara.

Which meant navigating a web of attraction, economics, and mounting tension that got more complicated every day.

Seven days. I’ve been the owner for seven days. And everything’s already changed.

But as he drifted toward sleep, Theron realized something else:

He didn’t want to go back. Didn’t want to undo the changes. Didn’t want to return to whatever his life had been before Marcus died.

This was better. Harder. More complicated. More dangerous.

But better.

Because for the first time in his life, he mattered. He had purpose. He had responsibility. He had power.

And he had three women depending on him who were starting to look at him like he was more than just Marcus’s son.

Like he was someone worth noticing.

Someone worth trusting.

Someone worth… more.

Tomorrow. Figure it all out tomorrow.

Tonight, he just needed to sleep.

And try not to dream about honey-blonde hair and bright blue eyes and the way Elara’s smile made his heart race and his cock hard and his conscience scream that this was all kinds of wrong.

But since when had wrong ever stopped anyone in a city like Amoria?

The adventurers knew the truth: sometimes you have to take risks. Sometimes the reward is worth the danger.

Sometimes the treasure is guarded by dragons.

And sometimes…sometimes…the dragon is yourself.


Chapter 3: Economic Reality Bites

The numbers didn’t lie, but they sure as hell accused.

Theron sat at his father’s desk…his desk now…staring at the ledger by candlelight. Two weeks into ownership, and the brutal truth was impossible to ignore: they were circling the drain faster than Marcus ever had.

Revenue: forty-three sovereigns per day average. Slightly up from the initial forty, but not nearly enough.

Expenses: thirty-eight sovereigns daily. Food, wine, repairs, the handful of debts Marcus had left unpaid.

Net profit: five sovereigns per day. One hundred fifty per month.

They needed three hundred just to stabilize. Five hundred to actually improve anything. A thousand to fix that gods-damned broken sign swinging outside like a herald of their impending failure.

Three months. Maybe less at this rate.

A soft knock interrupted his calculations.

“Come in.”

Mirelle entered carrying a cup of tea, her body wrapped in a worn nightgown that somehow managed to be more distracting than her tight day dresses. The thin fabric clung to her curves, outlined those massive tits, showed the sway of her wide hips with each step. Her chestnut hair hung loose around her shoulders, making her look younger. Softer.

Fuckable.

Stop.

“You’re up late,” she said, setting the tea beside the ledger.

“Numbers don’t add up better when the sun’s shining.”

She moved behind him, reading over his shoulder. Close enough he could smell her…soap and something warm and distinctly woman. Her huge breasts pressed against the back of his chair as she leaned forward.

“That bad?”

“Worse.” Theron gestured at the columns. “We’re making profit, technically. But not enough. Not nearly enough.”

Mirelle was quiet for a long moment. Then: “I have an idea. You won’t like it.”

“Try me.”

She moved around to sit across from him, the desk between them suddenly feeling very small. Her hazel eyes held his with uncomfortable directness.

“The tip system.”

Theron’s gut clenched. “What about it?”

“We could… formalize it.” She spoke carefully, each word chosen with precision. “Establish clear boundaries. Set prices for certain… interactions.”

“You mean prostitution.”

“No.” Firm. “I mean controlled contact. Elara sitting with customers, we’ve seen that work. Five sovereigns for ten minutes of company. It’s good money.”

“It’s also a slippery slope.”

“Everything in this city is a slippery slope.” Mirelle leaned forward, and Theron’s eyes dropped to the deep valley of cleavage visible down her nightgown despite himself. Those huge tits pressing together, soft and heavy. “The question is whether we’re willing to slide a little to survive.”

“What exactly are you suggesting?”

She took a breath. “Tips for sitting: five sovereigns. Tips for… allowing a hand on the waist during conversation: eight sovereigns. For a brief touch…shoulder, arm, nothing intimate…ten sovereigns.” Her voice dropped. “For allowing a customer to… admire certain features while we serve them. Fifteen sovereigns.”

Theron stared at her. “Admire certain features.”

“Look at our tits,” Mirelle said bluntly. “Men already stare. We could charge them for the privilege.”

“That’s…”

“Practical.” She cut him off. “Twenty adventurers per night. If even half of them pay ten sovereigns each for harmless contact, that’s a hundred extra sovereigns per night. Three thousand per month.”

The math slammed into him like a fist. Three thousand sovereigns. That would more than stabilize them. That would let them fix the sign, upgrade the food, maybe even expand.

All for letting drunk adventurers cop a feel.

“You’ve thought about this,” Theron said slowly.

“I’ve thought about bankruptcy more.” Mirelle’s expression was tired. Pragmatic. “Marcus used to tell me stories about rougher taverns. Places where serving girls earned most of their income from tips, not wages. Where customers understood that generosity bought… privileges.”

“And you’re comfortable with that?”

“Comfortable?” She laughed, bitter. “I’m thirty-eight years old with two daughters and no husband. I’ve been Marcus’s mistress for years, let him touch me whenever he wanted despite his problems, despite his impotence toward the end.” Her voice hardened. “Comfort is a luxury I can’t afford. Survival is what matters.”

“What about Celia? Elara?”

“Elara’s already doing it. You’ve seen her sit with customers. She’s practical like I am.” Mirelle paused. “Celia would refuse. She’d rather starve than compromise her precious dignity.”

“So just you and Elara.”

“Just us.” Mirelle stood, moved around the desk. Sat on the edge right beside him, close enough her thigh pressed against his arm. “Unless you have a better idea for making three hundred extra sovereigns per month.”

Theron’s mouth had gone dry. This close, he could see everything…the rise and fall of her massive breasts beneath the thin nightgown, the way her nipples pressed visibly against the fabric, the curve of her wide hips as she sat. She wasn’t even trying to seduce him. This was just… Mirelle. Voluptuous and pragmatic and too tired to pretend anymore.

“How much?” he heard himself ask.

“For what?”

“For you. Specifically.” His cock was hardening despite the situation’s gravity. “How much would you charge for… contact.”

Her eyes held his. “Ten sovereigns to touch my waist, my arms, my shoulders. Fifteen to rest a hand on my hip while I serve them. Twenty…”

“Twenty?”

“To look down my dress while I lean over.” Mirelle’s voice was absolutely steady. “To see my tits properly. To watch them move while I work.”

Jesus Christ.

“That’s…”

“Economics.” She reached out, touched his face gently. “I’m not a prostitute, Theron. I won’t fuck them. But if they want to look? Want to touch in harmless ways? I can tolerate that for survival. For my daughters. For this tavern.”

“And if they want more?”

“Then we set a boundary. Make it clear what’s available and what isn’t.” She pulled her hand back. “I’ve thought this through. Believe me.”

Theron’s mind raced. The numbers were undeniable. The logic sound. But the image of Mirelle…this woman he saw every morning, whose curves haunted his thoughts…deliberately letting strange men grope her for coin…

His cock throbbed.

That’s fucked up. You’re fucked up for finding this hot.

“Let me think about it,” he managed.

“Of course.” Mirelle stood, the loss of her warmth immediate. “But think quickly. We have maybe ten weeks left before total failure.”

She moved toward the door, paused at the threshold. “For what it’s worth? I trust you to keep us safe. To make sure it doesn’t go too far.” Her smile was sad. “Marcus wouldn’t have protected us. But I think you will.”

Then she was gone, and Theron sat there alone with an erection and a calculator and the sickening awareness that he was seriously considering pimping out his employees.

No. Not pimping. Managing economic reality. There’s a difference.

Is there?

He tried to focus on the ledger. Failed. His mind kept conjuring images: Mirelle bending over a table while a customer stared down her dress, twenty sovereigns changing hands. Elara sitting on some adventurer’s lap, giggling while his hands “accidentally” brushed her small perky tits. The tavern full of men willing to pay for privileges, for access, for the illusion of intimacy with beautiful women too desperate to refuse.

Three hundred sovereigns per month. Survival money.

All it cost was their dignity.

And how much is dignity worth when the alternative is starvation?



Morning came too soon.

Theron descended to find the kitchen already occupied. Mirelle at the stove in her new tight dress, those enormous breasts threatening to spill out with every movement. Elara setting the table in her fitted serving bodice that showed off her perky little tits and tiny waist. And…surprisingly…Celia, arms crossed, face thunderous.

“Tell them,” Celia said without preamble.

“Good morning to you too.”

“Don’t.” Her grey eyes were ice. “Tell them it’s insane. Tell them we’re not going to whore ourselves out for coin.”

Theron’s eyes found Mirelle. She shrugged. “I mentioned the idea to the girls this morning. Elara’s interested. Celia is… not.”

“Interested?” Celia’s voice could have frozen fire. “That’s one word for it. I’d call it desperate. Pathetic. Disgusting.”

“We’re trying to survive,” Elara said quietly.

“By selling our bodies!”

“By accepting tips for harmless contact.” Mirelle’s voice was calm. “There’s a difference.”

“Is there?” Celia turned that arctic stare on her mother. “Where does it end? Today they’re touching our waists. Tomorrow they’re grabbing our tits. Next week we’re on our backs spreading our legs for…”

“Celia!” Mirelle snapped.

Silence crashed down.

Celia’s pale face had flushed pink, her breathing quick. “Tell me I’m wrong. Tell me this doesn’t lead exactly where I think it does.”

“It leads to us eating,” Mirelle said flatly. “It leads to us keeping a roof over our heads. It leads to survival.”

“At what cost?”

“Whatever cost necessary.”

They stared at each other…mother and daughter, pragmatism versus pride. Theron felt like an intruder in his own kitchen.

Elara touched his arm. “What do you think?”

All three women looked at him.

Oh fuck. Here we go again.

“I think,” Theron said carefully, “that it’s not my decision. You’re all adults. If Mirelle and Elara want to accept certain tips for certain… services… that’s their choice.”

“Services,” Celia spat. “Listen to yourself. You sound like a brothel keeper.”

“I sound like someone trying to keep us all from bankruptcy.”

“By encouraging my sister and mother to let strange men grope them!”

“By giving them agency to make their own economic decisions.” Theron met her burning glare. “You don’t have to participate, Celia. No one’s forcing you.”

“But you’re not stopping them either.”

“No. I’m not.”

Her expression shifted through fury to something worse…betrayal. Like he’d confirmed every terrible suspicion she’d ever had about men, about power, about what employers really wanted from female employees.

“You’re disgusting,” she said quietly. Then louder: “All of you. Disgusting.”

She fled from the kitchen. The slam of her bedroom door echoed through the tavern.

Theron, Mirelle, and Elara sat in uncomfortable silence.

“Well,” Mirelle said eventually. “That went as expected.”

“She’ll come around,” Elara offered hopefully.

“No she won’t.” Mirelle sighed. “Celia would rather die pure than live compromised. It’s who she is.”

“Is she right?” Theron asked. “About where this leads?”

Mirelle’s eyes found his. “Probably. But I’d rather find out while we’re still solvent.”



That evening, the tavern filled with its usual crowd. Twenty-three customers, mostly D and C-ranks, all drinking and gambling and spending coin.

Theron watched from behind the bar as Mirelle and Elara worked the floor.

Nothing changed. Not visibly.

But he noticed the way Mirelle leaned slightly closer when taking orders. The way her tight dress emphasized every curve as she moved between tables, those massive tits swaying hypnotically. How she’d pause when pouring drinks, letting customers’ eyes linger on her deep cleavage that went on forever.

And Elara…sweet, innocent Elara…sat with three different customers that night. Just sitting. Just talking. Her small hand occasionally resting on theirs. Her bright cornflower blue eyes sparkling. Her laughter bright and genuine.

Each time, coins changed hands afterward.

One scarred adventurer, a grizzled C-rank with kind eyes, called her over. Theron watched from the bar as they negotiated. Saw Elara’s eyes widen. Saw her glance his way…seeking permission or prohibition.

He gave her neither. Just watched.

She smiled at the adventurer. Sat beside him…close, their thighs touching through fabric. The man’s hand rested carefully on her waist. Not groping. Not even moving. Just… there. Touching.

They talked for ten minutes. The adventurer looked happy just to have her warmth beside him, her attention focused entirely on his stories about the Feywood delve he’d survived yesterday.

When Elara returned to the bar, she had twelve sovereigns.

“He was nice,” she said, slightly amazed. “Respectful. Just wanted someone pretty to talk to while he calmed down from almost dying.”

“Did he cross any lines?”

“His hand stayed on my waist the whole time. Never moved higher or lower.” She bit her lip. “Is that… okay?”

“Did it feel okay?”

“It felt strange. But not bad.” Elara looked at the coins. “Twelve sovereigns for sitting and talking. That’s almost a week’s wages for normal work.”

“You don’t have to do it again.”

“I know.” She met his eyes. “But I think I will. If the offers are good enough.”

Across the room, Mirelle served a table of sailors. One of them…drunk and bold…reached up to touch her hip as she leaned over to set down mugs. She didn’t pull away. Just smiled, leaned a fraction closer, let his calloused hand rest there against her wide hip through the fabric of her dress.

“Twenty sovereigns,” Theron heard her say clearly. “For that privilege.”

The sailor grinned, produced the coins. Mirelle pocketed them with practiced ease, let his hand linger for another moment, then moved away with her hips swaying in a way that made every eye in the tavern follow.

Holy shit. She’s actually doing it.

By closing time, Mirelle brought him a small pouch. “Thirty-two extra sovereigns. Just from tips.”

“Thirty-two.” Theron stared at the coins. “In one night.”

“One night,” she confirmed. “And we barely did anything. Just… allowed some appreciation.”

“Anyone cross a line?”

“One man tried to put his hand on my ass. I moved away, smiled, told him that privilege cost more than he was offering.” Mirelle’s expression was matter-of-fact. “He apologized and tipped me ten sovereigns anyway for my time.”

“Jesus.”

“Welcome to the economics of desire.” She counted out her cut…keeping most, giving him a small percentage as the house. “Same time tomorrow?”

“If you’re comfortable.”

“Comfort doesn’t pay bills.” She paused. “But thank you for asking.”

After she’d gone upstairs, Theron sat alone with the day’s take. Regular revenue plus tips: seventy-five sovereigns. Nearly double their usual.

If this continued, they’d be stable within weeks.

All it cost was letting men objectify the women in his household. All it required was his tacit approval of treating Mirelle and Elara like sexual objects whose bodies had market value.

His cock was hard.

What does that say about you?

Nothing good. Nothing he wanted to examine too closely.

But as he locked up and headed to bed, passing the closed doors of three women’s rooms, Theron couldn’t deny the ugly truth settling in his gut:

He liked this.

Liked the power of it. The control. The awareness that Mirelle and Elara were making themselves available…not to the customers, but to him. Working under his management. Tolerating men’s attention because he allowed it. Because he was their employer, their protector, the one who’d decide how far was too far.

The boundaries were blurring. Had already blurred.

And he wasn’t entirely sure he wanted to stop the slide.

Through the wall, faint sounds. Celia, masturbating with angry desperation. The rhythm was harder tonight. Faster. Her bed frame slamming against the wall with barely restrained violence. A choked sob that might have been pleasure or frustration or both.

Theron’s hand found his cock…already half-hard from the evening’s events.

He gripped his shaft tight and stroked slowly, listening to that desperate rhythm through the wall. Imagining that ice-cold beauty with her pale thighs spread wide, fingers working frantically at her virgin pussy. What was she thinking about? The depravity of her family? Her employer’s moral bankruptcy? The horrifying awareness that she was aroused despite her disgust?

Or maybe…and this thought made his cock throb…maybe she was thinking about him. About the man who’d just allowed her mother and sister to sell themselves. The employer who held all the power in this household.

His strokes quickened. Precum leaked from his tip, slicking the glide of his fist. Through the wall, Celia’s bed slammed harder, faster. A strangled whimper she tried to muffle.

Was she wet? Was her pussy clenching around her fingers, desperate for something thicker, harder? Did her body betray her even as her mind condemned him?

The mental image crystallized: Celia on her bed, nightgown hiked up, one hand between her legs while the other pinched her nipples. That pale goth skin flushed pink with arousal. Her grey eyes squeezed shut as she imagined things she’d never admit wanting.

Theron’s balls drew up tight. He was going to cum…

The orgasm slammed into him. His cock pulsed hard, spurting thick ropes of cum across his stomach and chest. He bit down on his fist hard enough to taste blood, muffling the groan that wanted to tear free.

Through the wall, Celia’s sounds continued. On and on. Faster and more desperate. Like she couldn’t quite reach satisfaction tonight no matter how hard she tried…like she needed something her fingers couldn’t provide.

Finally, a frustrated cry…quickly muffled…and then silence.

She hadn’t cum. He’d finished, but she hadn’t.

Fuck.

Theron grabbed his shirt and wiped himself clean, the evidence of his release soaking into the fabric.

He cleaned up and rolled over.

Tomorrow they’d do it again. Accept more tips. Blur more lines. Slide further down that slope Celia had warned about.


Chapter 4: Harbor Honey

Supply run to the harbor for specific spices Mirelle needed…exotic ingredients she remembered from better days when Marcus still cared about the tavern’s reputation. Theron navigated the rough dock district where adventurers fresh from sea-raids spent their plunder, where the smell of fish and salt and sex hung heavy in the humid air.

The Harbor Quarter was different from Provision Lane. Rougher. More honest about what it was selling.

Sailors with tar under their nails stumbled between taverns. Dock workers moved contraband in broad daylight. And everywhere…everywhere…were the working girls. Leaning against walls, calling from windows, negotiating with customers in alleys.

Theron passed one such alley and heard voices. Stopped despite himself.

“Eight sovereigns for standard, ten if you want me on top, fifteen if you want my ass.”

The woman’s voice was matter-of-fact. Professional. Like she was selling vegetables instead of her body.

He shouldn’t look. Should keep walking.

Yeah, right.

Theron glanced into the alley.

Holy shit.

The woman was blonde and plump with massive tits barely contained in a low-cut blouse that showed enough cleavage to lose things in. Early thirties, maybe. Full-figured in ways that made his cock immediately interested…heavy breasts, soft stomach, thick thighs, wide hips. Her whole body screamed woman in a way that was impossible to ignore.

She was negotiating with a sailor about twice her age.

“Fifteen for your ass?” The sailor scratched his beard. “That’s steep.”

“Quality costs.” She shrugged, and her enormous tits bounced. “You want cheap, go find one of the harbor girls. You want me…someone who knows what she’s doing and loves doing it…you pay premium.”

The sailor grinned. “You love taking it up the ass?”

“Fucking love it.” Said with absolute conviction and a cheerful smile. “Best part of my day, honestly. Now…you paying or walking?”

He paid.

She led him deeper into the alley. Theron should have left. Should have continued his supply run. Should not have lingered like some pervert watching prostitutes work.

But through the shadows he glimpsed her dropping to her knees, heard her professional enthusiasm…“Mm, nice and thick, just how I like them”…saw the wet sounds of skilled service.

His cock went rock hard.

This is the world Marcus knew. The world of transactional pleasure that makes port cities function.

The woman noticed him watching. Winked playfully, recognizing virgin curiosity when she saw it. Didn’t stop what she was doing…just kept sucking while making direct eye contact with Theron, one hand working the sailor’s shaft while her mouth handled the tip.

Theron fled.

But the image burned into his mind: a woman completely comfortable with sexuality, transactional but genuine, her pleasure real even when paid for. No shame, no pretense, no judgment. Just business…and she was very good at business.



He found Mirelle’s spices eventually. Paid too much, probably. His mind kept wandering back to that blonde woman, her confidence, her cheerful professionalism about acts most people wouldn’t discuss in polite company.

That night, lying in bed, Theron couldn’t stop thinking about it. The wet dream hit hard…the blonde’s confident smile, her full breasts swaying as she moved, her casual proposition delivered with professional cheerfulness. He woke with his cock throbbing and sheets sticky with release.

Great. Now you’re having wet dreams about prostitutes you saw for thirty seconds.

But he couldn’t deny it: the celibate life wasn’t sustainable. He was nineteen with a young man’s desperate need, surrounded by women he couldn’t touch…Mirelle, Celia, Elara, all employees, all off-limits, yet so close…and his body was screaming for release that his hand couldn’t satisfy.

Marcus must have gone to women like that blonde. The inheritance included more than just a tavern…it included access to this world, to the economy of flesh and coin that serviced men who worked dangerous jobs and needed relief.

Over the next few days, Theron found excuses to return to the harbor. Watching the economy of desire function openly, without pretense. Talked to dock workers, learned about Amoria’s prostitution culture…semi-legal, tolerated, necessary. The city guards looked the other way as long as it stayed peaceful.

And he learned about her. The blonde from the alley.

Rosalind Vale. Harbor fixture. Early thirties. Excellent reputation…fair prices, enthusiastic service, clean (no diseases, very particular about her clients). The dock workers spoke well of her, described her as sex-positive not survival-desperate.

“That one actually likes fucking,” one scarred adventurer told Theron over ale. “Not just tolerating it for coin. Genuinely enjoys cock. Has three kids living with her parents in the countryside…conceived during group encounters she talks about fondly. She’s what we look for after surviving a delve. Pleasure without judgment.”

Three kids. Unknown fathers. Group sex. And she talked about it fondly.

What kind of woman…?

The kind he needed to meet properly.



Fifth trip to the harbor. Deliberate now, not pretending he was there for supplies.

Theron found Rosalind leaning against a wall with no current client, smoking an expensive imported cigarette (sign of success). Her plump body relaxed and confident in afternoon sun, massive tits threatening to spill from her blouse with every breath.

She noticed him approaching. Smiled.

“Well hello there. You’re the tavern boy, aren’t you? Marcus’s son.” Her voice was warm, knowing. “Been watching you lurk around here all week. Finally worked up the courage to talk?”

His face burned. “I wasn’t…”

“Please.” She laughed. “I’ve been doing this long enough to recognize virgin nervousness. You’ve been orbiting like a moon.” She took a drag from her cigarette. “I’m Rosalind. And you’re…?”

“Theron.”

“Theron.” She tasted the name. “I serviced your father a few times, back before his cock stopped working properly. He was a good man when he wasn’t drowning in grief.” Genuine sympathy in her eyes. “Sorry for your loss.”

“Thank you.”

“So.” Rosalind stubbed out her cigarette. “What brings you to the harbor five times in a week? And don’t say spices. Nobody needs that many fucking spices.”

Direct. Gods, she’s direct.

“I’m curious,” Theron managed.

“About?”

“Your work. How it… functions.”

Rosalind’s smile widened. “You want to know how prostitution works? Or you want to hire me?”

“I…” His brain stuttered. “The first one?”

“Uh-huh.” She moved closer, and Theron caught her scent…perfume and sweat and woman. Her massive tits were at eye level, impossible to ignore, deep cleavage going on forever. “Let me save you some time, Theron. You’re nineteen, male, and I can see the bulge in your pants from here. You’re not curious about the theory. You’re curious about the practice.”

His cock throbbed at her words.

“I’m a virgin,” he blurted.

Rosalind’s eyes lit up with genuine delight. “Oh, you beautiful thing. Virgins are rare treats. So eager, so grateful, so teachable.” She touched his arm. “Twenty sovereigns for a full introduction. Everything you need to know to satisfy a woman properly. I’ll make your first time memorable.”

Twenty sovereigns. That was… a lot. Nearly a full day’s revenue for the tavern.

But also.

An investment.

“Why so much?” he asked.

“Because I’m worth it.” No arrogance, just fact. “And because I’ll teach you right. Make it good despite the inevitable awkwardness. Most prostitutes would just lie there and let you fumble. I’ll turn you into someone who actually knows what he’s doing.” She leaned closer, breasts pressing against his arm. “A man who runs a tavern needs to understand sex, power, the economy of desire. Your father knew this. Now you need to learn.”

She was right. He did need to learn.

This is insane. You’re seriously considering paying a prostitute to…

“Yes,” Theron said. “Twenty sovereigns. Teach me.”

Rosalind’s grin was delighted. “Oh, we’re going to have fun.”



She led him to a small rented room near the docks…cleaner and safer than the alley, proper bed and privacy. She reserved it for special clients, she explained. The ones worth treating well.

Inside, Rosalind closed the door. Locked it with a definitive click.

“First lesson,” she said, turning to face him. “Sex is supposed to be fun. Stop looking so terrified.”

“I’m not terrified.”

“You look like you’re about to fight a dragon.” She laughed. “Relax. I’m going to suck your cock, teach you how to fuck properly, and make you cum until you can’t walk straight. That’s a good thing.”

Oh fuck.

Rosalind began undressing. Slowly, deliberately, teaching through display.

Her blouse came off first, fingers working each button with practiced ease. The fabric parted to reveal those massive tits barely contained in a worn bra…the kind that had seen too many washes but still did its job. Cleavage that went on forever, soft pale flesh threatening to spill out.

“Watch,” she said. “Learn how a woman moves when she wants you.”

The skirt came next, sliding down over wide hips and thick thighs. She stepped out of it gracefully, now standing in just her undergarments…and fuck, what a sight. Her body was everything the male gaze craved: soft where it should be soft, curves in all the right places, the kind of mature sensuality that came from years of knowing exactly what she was.

Her hands went to the bra clasp. “Ready?”

Theron nodded, throat too dry for words.

The bra fell away.

Holy shit.

Her tits were magnificent…massive, heavy, natural. 38DD cups that defied gravity, swaying slightly as she moved. Full and soft with large pink nipples already stiffening in the cool air. The kind of breasts men dreamed about burying their faces in, the kind that bounced hypnotically during sex.

“These are tits,” Rosalind said, cupping them casually. “Real ones. They’re heavy, they’re soft, and yes…they’re sensitive.” She pinched her nipples, demonstrating. “Most women love having them touched. Kissed. Sucked. Remember that.”

Then the panties slid down, revealing her pussy…trimmed blonde hair, the lips already glistening with arousal. She was wet. Actually wet, not faking.

“This is what a woman looks like,” she said matter-of-factly, standing fully naked before him. “All of us are different, but the basics are the same. Tits, pussy, ass. Learn to appreciate all of them.” She turned, showing off that full round ass, thick and grabbable. “Now you.”

Theron’s hands shook as he undressed. Tunic first, then boots, then trousers that caught on his rock-hard cock. Finally his underthings, freeing his erection that jutted up thick and eager, already leaking precum.

Rosalind’s eyes traveled over his body appreciatively, lingering on his cock. “Not bad at all. You’re young, fit, and…” She licked her lips. “…your cock’s thick. Nice length too. Women are going to enjoy that once you learn how to use it.” She moved closer, her naked body radiating heat. “Now, lesson one: touching.”

She guided his trembling hands to her breasts.

The sensation was overwhelming. Soft, warm, yielding flesh that filled his palms completely. The weight of them was incredible…heavy and real and alive beneath his fingers.

“Squeeze gently,” Rosalind instructed. “Not like you’re trying to strangle them. Good. Now rub your thumbs over my nipples. Feel how they get harder? That’s arousal. That’s me enjoying what you’re doing.”

Her nipples stiffened into peaks under his touch. Theron’s cock throbbed, leaking more precum.

“Now my turn.” Her hand wrapped around his shaft…soft, warm, confident.

Oh fuck.

The sensation of someone else’s hand on his cock was mind-blowing. She stroked slowly, thumb swiping over his sensitive tip to gather the bead of precum and spread it. Her grip was perfect…firm but not painful, moving at a rhythm that made his knees weak.

“You’re going to cum fast the first time,” Rosalind said, still stroking. “That’s normal. Virgin stamina is shit. But that’s fine…we’ll go multiple rounds. Youth has advantages.” She squeezed him, and more precum oozed out. “Look how eager you are. Your cock’s practically crying to get inside me.”

She released him and moved to the bed, lying back with her thick thighs spread wide. Her pussy glistened in the dim light…wet, pink, ready.

“Come here. Kneel between my legs.”

Theron obeyed, heart hammering.

“Before you fuck a woman, you should learn what she looks like. Really look.” Rosalind reached down and spread her pussy lips with her fingers, displaying everything. “This is my clit…right here. It’s the most sensitive spot. When you rub it, stroke it, lick it…that’s what makes women cum. This lower opening is my pussy. That’s where your cock goes.” She slid two fingers inside herself, demonstrating. “See how wet I am? That’s arousal. That’s my body saying it wants to be fucked.”

She pulled her fingers out, glistening with her juices, and offered them to him. “Taste.”

Theron’s eyes widened.

“Go on. You need to learn what pussy tastes like.”

He leaned forward and sucked her fingers into his mouth. The taste was strange…musky, slightly sweet, distinctly feminine. Not unpleasant. Actually kind of intoxicating.

“Good boy.” Rosalind smiled. “Now let’s move on. Lie down.”

They switched positions. Theron lay back on the bed, cock standing straight up like a flagpole. Rosalind straddled his hips, her wet pussy hovering just above his shaft. Not taking him in yet…just grinding against him, coating his cock with her slick arousal.

“This is called teasing,” she explained, rolling her hips so her pussy lips dragged along his length. “Building anticipation. Watch my body. Learn the signs of arousal…flushed skin, hard nipples, wet pussy, heavy breathing. When you see these things, you’re doing it right.”

Her massive tits swayed above him, nipples stiff. Her thighs were slick with her own wetness. And her face…fuck, her face showed genuine pleasure, not performance. She was actually enjoying this.

“Ready for your first time inside a woman?”

“Yes,” Theron managed.

Rosalind lifted slightly, reached down to grip his cock, and positioned him at her entrance. The heat of her pussy against his tip made him gasp.

“This is it,” she said. “First penetration. This is what you’ve been dreaming about.”

Then she sank down.

Holy.

Fuck.

The sensation was beyond anything he’d imagined. Hot, wet, tight…her pussy gripped his cock like a fist made of silk and fire, clenching around him as she lowered herself inch by glorious inch. He watched in awe as his thick shaft disappeared into her body, swallowed by slick pink flesh that stretched around him.

Halfway in. Three-quarters. Then all the way…her thick thighs pressed against his hips, his cock buried balls-deep in the first pussy he’d ever felt.

“How’s it feel?” Rosalind asked, her voice slightly breathless.

“Amazing. Too amazing. I’m going to…fuck, I’m already…”

“Then cum. It’s fine. Let it out.”

The permission destroyed what little control he had. Theron’s cock pulsed desperately, spurting thick ropes of virgin seed deep inside her clenching pussy. His orgasm crashed through him in waves…overwhelming, all-consuming, better than any fantasy his hand had ever produced. He filled her with cum, pumping what felt like a month’s worth of pent-up need into her welcoming heat.

Rosalind rode out his orgasm with a knowing smile, her pussy milking every drop from his spasming cock.

Thirty seconds. Maybe less. Shamefully fast.

But she just laughed…kindly, not mockingly. “There we go. First one’s always fast. Now we wait a few minutes and go again.” She shifted her hips, keeping him inside her even as he softened slightly. “Your youth will have you hard again before I’m done explaining round two.”

She was right. Still buried in her wet heat, feeling her warmth, watching her massive tits sway as she shifted position, feeling her pussy still clenching gently around his sensitive cock…he started firming up again almost immediately.

Within three minutes, his cock was rock-hard again inside her.

“See?” Rosalind grinned, rolling her hips to feel him hardening. “Nineteen-year-old stamina is a beautiful thing. Most men your age can go four, five times in a night if they’re properly motivated.” She lifted off him, his cock sliding out with a wet sound, glistening with their combined fluids. “Now let’s teach you how to actually fuck.”



Round two was educational in the best way.

Rosalind lay on her back, thick thighs spread wide, pussy pink and swollen from the first round…his cum still leaking out of her in a slow trickle that made his cock throb with primitive satisfaction.

“Come here. Missionary position…the foundation of good sex.”

Theron positioned himself between her legs, his cock jutting toward her pussy.

“Guide yourself in,” Rosalind instructed. “Use your hand. Line up your tip with my opening…yes, just like that. Now push forward. Slowly. Feel how my pussy wraps around you.”

He pushed in, and fuck…the sensation was different from before. He was in control this time, driving his cock into her welcoming heat at his own pace. The angle let him go deeper, and he watched in fascination as his shaft disappeared into her body inch by inch.

“All the way in,” Rosalind said. “Good. Now pull almost all the way out…leave just the tip inside…then thrust back in. That’s the basic rhythm. Not too fast, not too slow. Watch my face, listen to my sounds. They’ll tell you what’s working.”

Theron started moving. In and out, finding a rhythm. Rosalind’s pussy was so wet, so hot, gripping him on every stroke. Her massive tits bounced with each thrust, hypnotic and perfect.

“Faster,” she encouraged. “Build the pace. You’re not going to break me.”

He thrust harder, faster. The wet sounds of sex filled the room…slick flesh meeting flesh, their breathing growing heavier. Rosalind’s hands gripped his ass, urging him deeper.

“Now feel this…” She adjusted the angle slightly, tilting her hips up. “Thrust now.”

He did, and her pussy clenched hard around him. “Right there…yes, that angle. Feel how I clenched? That’s you hitting my good spot. The G-spot. When you fuck a woman, aim for that angle. It makes us cum.”

Theron adjusted his position, aiming for that same spot with each thrust. Rosalind’s breathing quickened, her moans growing genuine.

“Good. Now use your thumb…rub my clit while you fuck me.”

He reached down between them, found the swollen nub, and rubbed in small circles like she’d shown him earlier.

“Oh fuck…yes, just like that.” Rosalind’s hips bucked up to meet his thrusts. “You’re learning fast. Most men never figure out that women need clitoral stimulation to cum. But you…” She gasped as he hit that spot again. “…you’re paying attention.”

He could feel her getting closer. Her pussy was clenching more frequently, her breathing ragged, her nails digging into his ass. And the knowledge that he was making her cum…actually making this experienced woman feel pleasure…sent a surge of pride and arousal through him.

“Don’t stop,” Rosalind gasped. “Keep that exact rhythm…fuck, right there…I’m going to cum…”

Her orgasm hit like a wave. Her pussy clamped down hard on his cock, rhythmic contractions that milked him. Her back arched off the bed, those huge tits bouncing wildly, her mouth open in a genuine cry of pleasure.

The sight and sensation destroyed him. Theron thrust deep and came again, cock pulsing as he filled her already-full pussy with another load of cum. The pleasure was different this time…more intense, more controlled, building and building before exploding through him.

They rode out their orgasms together, bodies locked, pleasure cresting and finally subsiding.

“Good,” Rosalind gasped as he collapsed beside her, both of them panting. “You’re learning. Most men never learn that women can actually enjoy this. They just rut and finish without caring if we cum.” She turned her head to look at him, satisfaction in her eyes. “But you…you’re paying attention. That’s going to make you dangerous to women.”

She reached down between her legs, scooped up some of the cum leaking from her pussy, and licked her fingers clean. “Mm. You came a lot. Good healthy load.”

After, lying together catching their breath, Rosalind explained more. About Amoria’s sexual culture and economy. The Duchess’s child support for sex workers who got pregnant…six hundred sovereigns initial, fifteen weekly per child. Temple of Venara providing birth services. Prostitution semi-legal because it served the adventurer population.

“Men who might die tomorrow need release today,” she said. “Women can make good money providing that release. It’s honest work serving honest needs.”

“You have three children,” Theron said.

“Three beautiful healthy children living with my parents in the countryside.” Pride in her voice. “Fathered by unknown men during group encounters I cherish as happy memories. The Duchess pays well, my parents love being grandparents, and I’m free to work and fuck as I please. It’s a good life.”

“Most people would judge you.”

Rosalind shrugged, massive tits swaying. “Most people are miserable, trapped in shame and denial. I’m happy. That’s what matters.”

She sat up, reached for her clothes. “Speaking of work…I should introduce you to Sable.”

“Sable?”

“My apprentice. Well, my ward. I raised her after her mother died young.” Rosalind pulled on her blouse. “She’s learning the trade. Eighteen, smart, eager. You’d like her.”

A young woman appeared from an adjoining room…having been there the whole time, Theron realized with a jolt. Listening. Possibly watching.

Sable was mixed-race, gorgeous in an exotic way. Light caramel skin, wild dark curls, warm amber eyes full of curiosity. Slim but with surprising curves…perky tits, tight ass, long legs. She wore a simple dress that showed she was learning the prostitute aesthetic: showing enough to entice.

“Hi,” she said with a shy smile. “You did good for your first time.”

She was listening. Holy shit.

“Sable’s learning by observation,” Rosalind explained casually. “Watching me with clients, understanding technique and customer service. Eventually she’ll start taking her own clients…probably in a few months when she’s ready.”

“You’re training her to be a prostitute?”

“I’m teaching her a viable trade that pays well and that she wants to learn.” Rosalind’s voice was firm. “She chose this. I’m just making sure she’s good at it.”

Sable nodded enthusiastically. “Rosalind says in a few years I’ll make more money than most merchants. And I’ll be my own boss. That sounds better than working in some tavern serving drunk adventurers for tips.” She paused. “No offense.”

“None taken,” Theron managed.

Rosalind dressed fully, helped Sable straighten the room. “Anyway…if you ever need workers for your tavern once it’s profitable, we might be interested. Private arrangements are safer than streets. Better hours. Regular clients instead of random sailors.”

She named a price structure that made Theron’s head spin. But also made business sense if the tavern ever expanded into… that.

“Think about it,” Rosalind said, walking him to the door. “And Theron? Come back anytime you need more lessons. Or just need release. First time’s on your first-time rate. After this, standard pricing. But I like you…you’re respectful, you listen, and you didn’t try anything stupid.” She kissed his cheek. “You’ll do well with women. Just remember what I taught you.”

Theron left with his virginity gone, twenty sovereigns spent, and a completely different perspective on sex and commerce.

The guilt he’d expected never materialized. Religious shame couldn’t survive genuine pleasure given and received. Instead, he felt educated and empowered, initiated into the adult world Marcus had inhabited but never discussed.

Sex could be transaction, pleasure, education, and still meaningful in its own way.

His cock felt different now…used, awakened, demanding.

And three women waited at the tavern, each beautiful in her own way, each dependent on him, each suddenly more accessible in his mind now that he understood what bodies could do together.


Chapter 5: New Eyes

The walk back from the harbor felt different. Every cobblestone, every shadowy alley, every drunk adventurer stumbling past…Theron saw it all through new eyes. Eyes that had watched Rosalind negotiate prices like she was selling vegetables. Eyes that had seen her naked body, confident and shameless. Eyes that belonged to someone who was no longer a virgin.

His cock felt different too. Used. Awakened. Already stirring again at memories barely an hour old.

You just paid a prostitute to take your virginity. You should feel guilty. Religious texts say you should be drowning in shame.

He didn’t. Couldn’t. The pleasure had been too real, too honest, too fucking good to regret.

Rosalind’s words echoed as he navigated Provision Lane toward the tavern: A man who runs a tavern needs to understand sex, power, the economy of desire. Your father knew this.

Marcus had known this world. Had visited Rosalind, probably. Had navigated Amoria’s hidden sexual economy with the ease of someone who understood that survival required flexibility about morality.

And now Theron was learning the same lessons.

The Prancing Stag appeared ahead…sagging sign, weathered walls, windows glowing with candlelight. Home. Business. Responsibility. Three women waiting inside, each beautiful in her own way, each dependent on his success.

Each suddenly more accessible in his mind now that he understood what bodies could do together.

The thought made his cock twitch.

Dangerous. They’re employees. Mirelle is your father’s former mistress. Celia and Elara are her daughters.

Not blood relations, though. That distinction mattered more with each passing day.

Inside, evening service was in full swing. Maybe a dozen customers…better than usual, word spreading about improved food quality and friendlier service. Mirelle worked the kitchen with practiced efficiency, her voluptuous body moving through domestic routines. Celia cleaned tables with cold precision, ignoring customers’ attempts at conversation. Elara served drinks with that cheerful warmth that made adventurers linger and tip better.

All three looked up when he entered.

Mirelle noticed first…a mother’s instinct, perhaps, or a former mistress’s knowledge of male body language. Her eyes narrowed slightly, studying his face, his posture, the way he carried himself differently than when he’d left.

“Supply run successful?” she asked carefully.

“Very.” He met her gaze, wondering if she could tell. If the loss of virginity showed on his face like a brand.

Her lips pressed together. She knew. Somehow, she fucking knew.

Celia barely acknowledged him beyond a curt nod before returning to her work…cold and distant as always, wrapped in judgment like armor.

But Elara smiled brightly, bouncing over with that innocent enthusiasm that made his newly educated cock stir inappropriately.

“Theron! You were gone forever. Did you find Mirelle’s spices?” She stood close…too close, smelling of ale and youth and something uniquely her. Eighteen years old, curves developing beneath her modest dress, honey-blonde hair catching candlelight.

He’d never really looked at her before. Not like this. Not with eyes that now understood what naked women looked like, how they moved during sex, what sounds they made when pleasure built.

Now he couldn’t stop looking.

The curve of her neck. The swell of her small breasts beneath fabric. The way her hips moved when she walked. The innocent smile that had no idea what he was thinking.

She’s an employee. Your father’s employee’s daughter. Off limits.

Rosalind’s voice in his memory: In Amoria, men who might die tomorrow need release today. Women can make good money providing that release. It’s honest work serving honest needs.

“Found them,” Theron managed, forcing his gaze away from Elara’s body. “Everything Mirelle wanted.”

“Good!” She touched his arm…casual, friendly, completely innocent. The contact sent electricity through him anyway. “We’ve been busy. Three C-ranks came through from a Feywood delve, flush with coin and ordering everything. Mirelle’s stew, the good wine, even dessert. They’re over there.” She pointed to a corner table where scarred adventurers laughed too loudly, celebrating survival.

One of them was watching Elara with obvious interest. Not threatening, just appreciative…the way men looked at attractive women they wanted to fuck.

Theron’s jaw tightened possessively.

She’s not yours. You have no claim. Stop thinking like this.

But the thought wouldn’t leave: Vincent Morell is probably thinking the same thing. Probably planning his next move at the Friday dance. Probably imagining her underneath him.

The rivalry crystallized further. Vincent couldn’t have her. Wouldn’t have her.

Then who will? You?

The question hung unanswered as Theron joined Mirelle in the kitchen, needing distraction from dangerous thoughts.



She was chopping vegetables when he approached, her back to him, broad hips swaying slightly with the rhythm of the knife. Marcus’s former mistress. Touch-starved widow approaching forty, voluptuous body wasted on years of frustrated celibacy.

Now that he’d fucked Rosalind…now that he understood how bodies fit together, how pleasure worked…he saw Mirelle differently too.

The sway of heavy breasts beneath her dress. The strength in her arms from years of cooking and cleaning. The soft curve of her ass that Marcus must have grabbed countless times before impotence and grief killed his desire.

“You went to the harbor,” Mirelle said without turning around. Statement, not question.

“Needed specific spices you requested.”

“And?” The knife continued its steady rhythm.

“Found them.”

“That’s not what I’m asking.” Now she turned, meeting his eyes with uncomfortable directness. “You look different. Walk different. Something changed.”

Theron held her gaze, refusing to look away guiltily. “I’m nineteen. Things change.”

“Did you visit one of the working girls?” Blunt, pragmatic, no judgment in her voice…just maternal concern mixed with something else. Curiosity, maybe. Or memory of when Marcus was young and virile and sought such services.

He could lie. Should lie, probably.

“Yes.”

Mirelle’s expression didn’t change. Just nodded slowly, returned to chopping. “Your father did the same at your age. Before me. Before everything.” Pause. “Was she… kind to you?”

The question surprised him. “Very. Professional.”

“Good.” Another nod. “Better to learn properly than fumble with some tavern girl who doesn’t know what she’s doing either.” The irony of the statement…given that two tavern girls lived under this roof…seemed lost on her. Or maybe not. Maybe she was deliberately drawing boundaries, reminding him that Celia and Elara were different, off-limits, not for practice.

“Rosalind,” Theron said. “Her name is Rosalind Vale. Works the harbor area. Has an excellent reputation.”

Mirelle’s hands stilled. “Rosalind? Blonde, full-figured, early thirties?”

“You know her?”

“Of her. Marcus mentioned her once or twice in better days. Said she was… enthusiastic.” A ghost of a smile. “Good choice. She’ll have taught you properly.”

The casual acceptance stunned him. No moral lecture, no religious condemnation, no maternal disappointment. Just pragmatic acknowledgment that young men need sex education and prostitutes provide necessary services.

This was Amoria. This was the world his household inhabited…rougher than countryside villages, more honest about human needs.

“She mentioned potentially working here,” Theron said carefully, testing waters. “Eventually. If the tavern became profitable enough. Private arrangements, safer than streets.”

Mirelle’s chopping resumed. “Bringing prostitution into the tavern would change its nature completely. Respectable establishments don’t house working girls. But…” She paused, considering. “The less respectable ones serving adventurers and sellswords often do. More revenue. Steady clientele. Dangerous for reputation but profitable.”

“Would you object?”

Long silence. The knife worked through vegetables with practiced efficiency.

“Ask me when we’re not facing bankruptcy,” Mirelle finally said. “Ask me when you’ve figured out what kind of establishment you want to run. Ask me when you understand the full consequences.” She glanced at him meaningfully. “You just lost your virginity two hours ago. Don’t make business decisions with your cock still warm from fucking.”

The crude directness made him blink. Mirelle rarely spoke like that…usually maintained maternal propriety even when discussing uncomfortable topics.

But she was right. He was thinking with his cock, seeing possibilities everywhere now that he understood pleasure’s mechanics.

“Fair,” he admitted.

“However,” Mirelle continued, voice softer, “I’m glad you’re not inexperienced anymore. A man running a tavern in a city like this needs to understand the world he’s operating in. Innocence is a luxury we can’t afford.” She met his eyes again. “Your father learned that the hard way. You’re learning it faster, which is good. Just… don’t let the lessons corrupt you completely. Some boundaries still matter.”

She didn’t specify which boundaries. Didn’t need to. They both knew she meant Celia and Elara…the daughters she’d raised, the girls who depended on this household’s stability.

Theron nodded understanding he didn’t entirely feel.

Because Rosalind’s philosophy kept echoing: Sex can be transaction, pleasure, education. Bodies meeting needs. Honest work.

If that was true…if morality was that flexible…then where exactly were the boundaries that still mattered?



That night, lying in bed with his cock half-hard from constant arousal, Theron heard the sounds of the household through thin walls.

Mirelle crying quietly in her room. For Marcus, probably. Or for her own loneliness, her own frustrated needs. Thirty-eight years old, voluptuous body untouched for years, former mistress reduced to servant.

Celia reading by candlelight…he could see the flicker under her door. Romance novels she hid but devoured, tales of forbidden passion and employer-employee seduction that probably featured men like him claiming women like her. Virgin with impossible standards, masturbating guiltily at night to fantasies she’d never admit wanting.

Elara humming as she prepared for sleep. Innocent, cheerful, trusting. Eighteen years old and unaware that men looked at her and imagined her naked, imagined her moaning, imagined corrupting that innocence into something hungry and desperate.

Vincent Morell was imagining it. Theron knew with absolute certainty.

And now…after Rosalind, after understanding what sex actually was…Theron was imagining it too.

The memory hit vivid and overwhelming: Rosalind’s massive tits bouncing as she rode his cock, that first incredible moment of penetration when her hot wet pussy swallowed him whole, the way she’d tasted on his fingers, the sensation of cumming deep inside her. The wet sounds, the genuine pleasure, the moment his virgin seed flooded her experienced cunt.

His hand moved to his cock…already hard again. Always hard now, it seemed. Awakened and demanding.

He gripped his shaft and stroked slowly, remembering the heat of Rosalind’s pussy, the way it had clenched around him when she came. The education had been perfect…but now that he knew what sex felt like, his mind couldn’t stop applying that knowledge to the women around him.

The fantasy shifted without his permission. Not Rosalind’s mature plump curves but Elara’s tight developing body. Not confident experience but nervous innocence. Not a prostitute’s professional enthusiasm but a virgin’s first trembling surrender.

Elara underneath him, those bright blue eyes wide with need. Her small perky tits in his hands…so different from Rosalind’s massive breasts, but perfect in their own way. Her honey-blonde hair spread across his pillow. That innocent face flushed pink with arousal.

His strokes quickened, precum leaking to slick the glide.

Her tight little body trembling as he positioned himself between her slender thighs. Her virgin pussy wet despite her nervousness…wanting this even if she didn’t fully understand why. His cock pressing against her entrance, stretching her slowly, inch by careful inch.

“Does it hurt?” he’d ask.

“A little,” she’d gasp. “But don’t stop. Please don’t stop. I want this. I want you.”

And then he’d thrust deep, breaking through her hymen, claiming her virginity while Vincent Morell could only imagine it. Blood on his cock, proof of her innocence given to him and him alone. Elara crying out…pain mixing with pleasure as her pussy clenched around him.

“Mine,” he’d growl. “You’re mine now.”

“Yours,” she’d sob. “Only yours.”

The fantasy was so vivid, so real. Theron’s hand flew over his cock, chasing the release building in his balls. He could practically feel Elara’s tight virgin pussy struggling to take his thickness, could hear her breathy moans, could see her perky tits bouncing with each thrust.

He’d fuck her properly, the way Rosalind taught him. Find her good spot, rub her clit, make her cum on his cock. Show her that sex could be pleasure, not just duty. Make her addicted to how he made her feel.

And then he’d fill her. Pump her full of cum, flood her virgin womb with his seed until it leaked out around his still-thrusting cock. Breed her. Claim her. Make her his in every way that mattered.

The orgasm detonated through him like lightning. Theron bit down hard on his fist, barely muffling the groan as his cock pulsed violently. Thick ropes of cum spurted across his stomach and chest…more than usual, like his balls had been saving it up. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through him as he stroked himself through it, the fantasy of Elara’s defloration so vivid he could practically smell her arousal.

Finally it subsided, leaving him panting and covered in his own release.

Afterward, lying in sticky shame and satisfaction, reality crashed back hard.

He’d just masturbated to fantasies of his employee. Mirelle’s daughter. The cheerful eighteen-year-old who served him breakfast and trusted him completely. The girl he was supposed to protect, not fantasize about deflowering.

This is dangerous. This is wrong. This needs to stop.

But even as he thought it, he knew the truth.

It wouldn’t stop. Couldn’t stop. Not now that he’d tasted real pussy, now that he understood what bodies could do together. Not with Elara living under the same roof, smiling at him every morning, her tight little body wrapped in clothes that did nothing to hide her developing curves.

Not with Vincent Morell circling her like a wolf.

Not with economic pressure pushing boundaries further every day.

Through the wall, he heard Elara’s soft humming continue…innocent, unaware, tantalizing.

And Theron lay there in the darkness, cum cooling on his skin, knowing with sinking certainty that he was okay with where this was heading.

The education had begun. The lines were blurring. Rosalind had taught him about pleasure and power and the economy of desire.

Now the only question was: when would he use that knowledge?

The education had begun. The lines were blurring. And Theron was discovering that maybe…just maybe…he was okay with where this was heading.

Rosalind had taught him about pleasure.

Now the question was: what would he do with that knowledge?

The tavern settled into night silence. Tomorrow would bring new customers, new challenges, new opportunities.


Chapter 6: Counting Coins and Curves

The tavern’s evening service was picking up…adventurers fresh from a sewer delve stumbling in with mud-caked boots and coin purses jingling, desperate for ale and anything that didn’t smell like rat shit.

Theron worked behind the bar, pulling drinks and watching his employees move through the crowded room.

Watching them.

Impossible not to, now that he understood what naked women looked like. What they felt like. What they sounded like when you made them cum.

Mirelle navigated between tables with practiced efficiency, her voluptuous body swaying with each step. That tight work dress did absolutely nothing to hide her curves…heavy breasts straining against the fabric, hips rolling hypnotically, the kind of mature body that made men stop mid-sentence and stare.

She bent to collect empty mugs from a corner table.

Her ass filled out that dress perfectly.

Theron’s cock stirred.

Stop staring at your employee’s ass. That’s inappropriate. That’s…

One of the adventurers at the table openly ogled Mirelle’s cleavage as she leaned over. Said something that made his companions laugh. Mirelle straightened with professional courtesy, ignored the comment, moved on.

But Theron had seen the slight flush on her cheeks. The way her nipples visibly hardened through the thin fabric.

She wasn’t entirely immune to the attention.

Interesting.

Elara bounced past carrying a tray loaded with food…cheerful energy lighting up the room, honey-blonde hair catching candlelight, that innocent smile making every man in her vicinitytrack her movement.

Including Theron.

Especially Theron.

He couldn’t stop thinking about last night’s fantasy. Couldn’t stop imagining what she’d look like underneath him, virgin pussy stretched around his cock, those wide blue eyes going hazy with pleasure…

“You’re staring.”

Theron jumped. Celia stood beside the bar, arms crossed, expression cold as winter.

“Just watching the room,” he lied.

“Uh-huh.” Her grey-blue eyes tracked his gaze…landing directly on Elara serving drinks. “You’re watching her.”

“I’m watching all our employees. Making sure they’re safe.”

“Right. Safe.” Celia’s voice dripped sarcasm. “That’s definitely the look on your face. Protective concern.”

She wasn’t wrong. The look on his face was probably hungry, possessive, inappropriate as hell.

But Celia’s pale skin flushed pink when she glanced at Elara too. Just for a second. The briefest flicker of something that wasn’t judgment before the ice wall slammed back up.

What was that?

Before he could analyze it, a drunk sailor at table three flagged Elara down.



The sailor was weathered and scarred…mid-forties, probably, with the look of someone who’d survived too many sea battles and spent his coin celebrating that survival. Not threatening, just lonely and drunk.

He whispered something in Elara’s ear.

She blushed crimson.

Glanced toward Theron.

Her expression was uncertain. Curious. Asking permission without words.

Here we go.

Theron nodded slightly. Her choice.

Elara turned back to the sailor, listened to his proposition, bit her lip. Then nodded.

She sat beside him at the table. Not on his lap…just beside him, close enough for conversation.

The sailor beamed like he’d won a lottery. Pulled out a handful of coins, placed them on the table between them. Ten sovereigns. Generous.

Then he just… talked to her. Told stories about his last voyage, asked about her day, complimented her smile. His hands stayed appropriate…on the table, on his drink, nowhere near her body.

Elara laughed at his jokes. Leaned closer to hear over the tavern noise. Her small breasts pressed against the neckline of her dress as she shifted position.

The sailor’s eyes dropped to her cleavage. Lingered. Rose back to her face with visible effort.

But he didn’t touch.

Ten minutes passed.

Elara collected her coins with a bright smile, thanked him genuinely, returned to work with a slight bounce in her step that made her ass jiggle enticingly beneath her skirt.

She approached Theron behind the bar, face flushed with excitement.

“That was so easy!” Her eyes sparkled. “He just wanted company. Someone pretty to talk to. And he paid ten sovereigns for ten minutes!”

Theron’s cock throbbed at her enthusiasm. The way her whole body radiated pleased energy, the innocent excitement about earning money for something so simple.

“How do you feel about it?” he asked carefully.

“Good! He was sweet. Respectful. Kept calling me ‘little bird’ and telling me I reminded him of his daughter.” She paused. “Is that weird?”

“Probably. But harmless.”

“That’s what I thought.” She tucked the coins into her apron. “I could get used to this. That’s more than I make in days of regular tips.”

Celia materialized beside them like a judgmental ghost.

“You just sold your presence,” she said flatly. “Sold the right to look at you, talk to you, imagine you. For coin.”

Elara’s smile faltered. “He was nice…”

“They’re always nice at first.” Celia’s voice cut like ice. “Then they want more. A little touching. Then groping. Then…” She didn’t finish. Didn’t need to.

“Celia…” Mirelle appeared from the kitchen, maternal authority in her voice. “That’s enough.”

“Is it?” Celia turned her cold gaze on her mother. “You’re encouraging this. Both of you.” Her eyes flicked to Theron. “Economic necessity doesn’t make it right.”

She stalked away before anyone could respond, disappearing into the back to clean something with aggressive efficiency.

Elara looked uncertain now, second-guessing.

Mirelle touched her youngest daughter’s arm gently. “Celia judges everything. You did nothing wrong. The sailor was respectful, you set boundaries, you earned good money. That’s honest work.”

“But what if she’s right?” Elara asked quietly. “What if this leads to… more?”

Mirelle and Theron exchanged a glance.

What if it does?

The thought hung unspoken between them.

“Cross that bridge when you come to it,” Mirelle finally said. “For now, you helped a lonely man feel less alone for ten minutes. Nothing shameful in that.”

Elara nodded slowly, accepting the reassurance.

But Theron caught Mirelle’s expression as she returned to the kitchen…conflicted, worried, pragmatic.

She knew exactly where this could lead.

They all did.



Later that night, after the last customer stumbled out and the doors were locked, Theron counted revenue in his father’s office.

The ledger told an encouraging story for once:

Food and ale sales: 42 sovereigns.
Regular tips: 8 sovereigns.
Elara’s “sitting fee”: 10 sovereigns.

Total: 60 sovereigns for the day.

Double their usual intake.

One simple transaction…ten minutes of Elara’s time and presence…had dramatically improved their numbers.

This is dangerous.

This is profitable.

Both thoughts were true simultaneously.

A knock on the door. Mirelle entered without waiting for permission, closing it behind her.

She looked tired. Beautiful still…that voluptuous body impossible to ignore even in exhaustion…but the weight of motherhood and management showed in her eyes.

“We need to talk,” she said.

“About Elara.”

“About all of it.” She sat across from him, and Theron caught a glimpse down her neckline…deep cleavage, the swell of massive breasts barely contained. She noticed his glance, didn’t comment. “What happened tonight… that’s going to happen again.”

“I know.”

“More sailors will ask. More adventurers. They’ll offer more money for more contact.” Her voice was matter-of-fact. “Sitting becomes touching. Touching becomes groping. Groping becomes…” She trailed off meaningfully.

“You think we should forbid it.”

“I think we’re broke.” Mirelle leaned back, and the motion made her breasts shift heavily against her dress. “I think ten extra sovereigns per night would stabilize us. I think in rougher taverns serving this clientele, girls accept far worse for far less.”

Theron’s cock hardened despite the serious conversation. Couldn’t help it…Mirelle’s body on display, her pragmatic discussion of sexual economics, the implication that she’d considered this thoroughly.

“But?” he prompted.

“But she’s my daughter.” Mirelle’s voice cracked slightly. “My baby. And I’m sitting here calculating how much her innocence is worth in coin.”

The honesty gutted him.

“I’m not forcing anyone,” Theron said carefully. “Tonight, Elara chose. She can always say no.”

“Can she?” Mirelle met his eyes. “When we’re facing bankruptcy? When her saying no might mean we all starve? How much choice does economic pressure really allow?”

The question had no good answer.

“What would Marcus have done?” Theron asked.

Mirelle laughed bitterly. “Marcus would have put me on the tables serving drunk adventurers and taking their coin for whatever they wanted. He understood this city. Understood that survival requires flexibility about morality.” She paused. “That’s how we met, actually. I was working at a rougher tavern. Taking tips for… service. He hired me away from it.”

Theron stared. “You were…”

“Not a prostitute. Not quite. But close enough.” No shame in her voice, just tired honesty. “I’d let customers grope me for five sovereigns. Sometimes more if they paid well. Marcus offered me legitimate work instead, and I took it gratefully. Fell into his bed a few months later, carried Celia, and never left.”

The revelation shifted everything.

Mirelle…respectable household manager, moral authority, protective mother…had worked the exact system she was now watching her daughter enter.

“Does Celia know?” Theron asked.

“No. And she never will if I can help it.” Mirelle’s expression hardened. “Celia has impossible standards and judges everyone. Finding out her mother was a tavern girl who sold groping rights would destroy her.”

“But you’re telling me.”

“Because you need to understand what you’re building here.” She leaned forward, elbows on desk, and her breasts threatened to spill from her neckline entirely. “This tavern…this household…is transforming. Economic pressure is forcing compromises. And I need to know: how far are you willing to let this go?”

Theron’s mouth went dry. “I don’t know.”

“Figure it out.” Mirelle stood, and Theron couldn’t help watching her body move…hips swaying, ass filling out her dress, every curve designed to drive men insane. “Because Elara will keep accepting offers. The money’s too good, and she’s young enough to think she can control where it stops. But she can’t. I couldn’t. None of us can once the slope starts slipping.”

She moved toward the door, paused with her hand on the handle.

“And Theron?” She glanced back, expression unreadable. “Stop staring at my daughters like you want to fuck them. It’s obvious, and Celia’s already suspicious.”

The door closed behind her.

Theron sat in stunned silence.

She knew.

Of course she knew. Mirelle was sharper than he gave her credit for, had been watching him watch Elara all evening, had probably noticed his cock hardening every time the girl bent over or smiled or did literally anything.

He adjusted his erection through his pants, uncomfortable and achingly hard.

This was getting complicated.

The tavern was stabilizing financially. But the household’s moral boundaries were dissolving like sugar in water…slowly at first, then all at once.

And Theron was discovering he didn’t entirely mind.

I’m becoming Marcus.

The thought should have horrified him.

It didn’t.



That night, lying in bed with his cock in hand, Theron let his mind wander through dangerous territory.

Mirelle’s revelation about her past. The image of young Mirelle…probably Elara’s age…letting drunk adventurers grope her heavy breasts for coin. Her hands on their shoulders for balance while they squeezed and fondled her through her dress, five sovereigns changing hands. Did she moan? Did her nipples get hard? Did Marcus watch and get aroused before he hired her away?

His cock throbbed at the thought.

Elara’s bright smile as she collected ten sovereigns for simple conversation. The way her body had pressed against the table as she leaned closer to the sailor, her perky little tits pushing against her neckline. How easy it would be to offer her twenty sovereigns to sit on his lap instead. To feel that tight ass grinding against his erection while she giggled and pretended not to notice how hard he was getting.

Even Celia’s cold judgment couldn’t hide the flush on her pale skin when she’d watched Elara work. That translucent pale complexion showing every hint of arousal…the pink spreading across her cheeks, down her neck. The jealousy beneath the ice. Did she touch herself thinking about it? Was she touching herself right now through the wall?

What if they all…

The fantasy spiraled, vivid and filthy: Mirelle serving drinks with her massive tits barely contained in a dress two sizes too small, accepting tips for letting customers fondle those enormous breasts. Their rough hands sinking into soft flesh, squeezing, groping, while she smiled and counted sovereigns. Twenty, thirty, forty…how many men could grope her in one night?

Elara giggling as she sat on lap after lap, her tight little ass grinding innocently against erection after erection. Not fucking them…just teasing, bouncing slightly, feeling them get hard beneath her while she chattered about the weather and collected coins. Her pussy getting wet from all the attention, soaking through her panties, and she wouldn’t even realize why.

Even Celia…ice-cold judgmental Celia…her pride finally shattered by jealousy and need. On her knees behind the bar, that pale goth face looking up at him with furious arousal, her slim fingers working open his trousers, finally admitting she wanted what her sister had…

Theron’s hand flew over his cock, chasing the release building rapidly in his balls. The fantasy was so clear, so detailed, so close to reality he could practically hear the coins jingling, smell the arousal in the air, feel three sets of hands on his body…

His orgasm detonated. Thick ropes of cum spurted across his stomach and chest, more than usual, his cock pulsing violently as pleasure crashed through him in waves. He bit his fist hard to stay silent, hips jerking up into his stroking hand.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

Afterward, lying in sticky shame and satisfaction, reality crashed back hard.

This was wrong. They were his employees. Mirelle had been his father’s lover. Elara was barely eighteen, innocent despite tonight’s small compromise. And he was lying here covered in cum fantasizing about pimping them all out.

But Rosalind’s philosophy…

Sex could be transaction and pleasure. Bodies meeting needs for fair compensation. Honest work serving honest needs.

What was the difference between Rosalind sucking cock for sovereigns and Elara sitting with lonely sailors for the same coin?

Degree, not kind.

And degree was just a sliding scale with no clear line marking where acceptable stopped and exploitation began.

Through the thin walls, Theron heard sounds.

Mirelle crying quietly in her room. For Marcus, probably. Or for her daughters. Or for the choices economic reality was forcing on all of them.

Celia’s rhythmic creaking…masturbating again, fingers desperately working her virgin pussy while she processed whatever jealous feelings tonight had stirred.

Elara humming cheerfully as she counted her coins, innocent and unaware that she’d crossed a threshold tonight that had no clear path back.

The household settling into uneasy sleep.

And Theron lay awake, wondering how far he’d let this go.

Wondering if “let” was even the right word when economic survival was forcing everyone’s hand.

Wondering when he’d stopped feeling guilty and started feeling hungry instead.

The tavern was changing.

The household was changing.

And Theron was discovering that maybe…just maybe…he wanted to see exactly where this all led.

Tomorrow.

Tomorrow he’d worry about morality and boundaries and consequences.

Tonight, he’d just lie here with cum drying on his stomach and dangerous fantasies burning in his mind.

The education continued.

And God help them all, but Theron was a very eager student.


Chapter 7: Dance Floor Rivalries

Friday evening. The whole city gathered at Trade Plaza for music, dancing, and the kind of social maneuvering that made tavern politics look simple.

Theron stood at the edge of the crowd with his household, watching Amoria’s weekly ritual unfold. Merchants displaying wealth. Adventurers displaying survival. Everyone displaying availability in one form or another.

Welcome to the meat market. Now with actual music.

Mirelle stayed near the food vendors, her voluptuous body drawing eyes despite…or because of…her modest dress. She’d worn something slightly less revealing tonight, probably anticipating public scrutiny. Didn’t matter. Those massive tits and wide hips were impossible to hide, and men stared openly as she examined produce with maternal focus.

Celia stood beside her mother like a pale judgmental statue, arms crossed, ice-grey eyes tracking the dancers with barely concealed disdain. Her conservative dark dress made her look like she was attending a funeral instead of a festival. But Theron caught the way her gaze lingered on couples grinding together, the faint flush spreading across that translucent skin.

Judging. But also watching. Interesting.

And Elara…

Holy shit, Elara.

She’d worn something new…a dress that wasn’t quite revealing but hugged every curve of her petite tight body. The neckline showed just a hint of cleavage from her small perky tits. The skirt ended above her ankles, showing slim calves and drawing attention to those long legs. Her honey-blonde hair was down for once, curls catching lamplight as she bounced excitedly at the edge of the dance floor.

She looked like innocent jailbait wrapped in a bow.

Every man within twenty feet noticed.

Including Vincent Morell.

Fuck.

The wine merchant materialized from the crowd like a predator scenting prey, moving with that practiced charm that made Theron want to punch him. Expensive clothes. Calculated smile. Dead eyes that saw Elara as conquest, not person.

Theron watched Vincent approach her, jaw tightening.

“May I have this dance?” Vincent’s voice carried over the music, smooth as poisoned honey.

Elara turned, surprised. “Oh! Mr. Morell. I…”

“Please. Call me Vincent.” He offered his hand with theatrical gallantry. “It would be a crime to let such beauty stand idle while music plays.”

Did he just… did that line actually work on people?

Apparently yes, because Elara blushed pink across her fair skin and accepted his hand with a shy smile.

“I’m not very good,” she warned. “I’ve never really danced before.”

“Then I’ll teach you.” Vincent led her onto the floor with confident possession, one hand on her waist, the other holding hers. “Just follow my lead.”

Theron’s fists clenched.

Beside him, Mirelle’s voice was quiet and knowing. “You’re staring.”

“He’s touching her.”

“He’s dancing with her. There’s a difference.”

“Is there?” Theron watched Vincent guide Elara through the steps, watched him lean close to whisper instructions, watched Elara stumble and laugh and press accidentally against him. “He’s married. His wife’s probably ten feet away.”

“Isolde knows what her husband does.” Mirelle sighed. “Vincent has a reputation. Young women, romantic poetry, promises he never keeps. Then he moves on to the next conquest.”

“And you’re just letting him…”

“She’s eighteen and made her own choice to accept his invitation.” Mirelle’s hazel eyes found his. “What would you have me do? Drag her off the floor like a child?”

Yes. Exactly that.

But Theron couldn’t say it. Had no right to say it. Elara was an employee, not his property, despite the increasingly possessive thoughts burning through his brain.

On the dance floor, Vincent was smooth as silk. Teaching Elara the steps with patient expertise, his body too close to hers, guiding hand sliding from her waist toward her hip. When she stumbled over his foot…genuinely awkward, trying her best…he caught her with practiced ease.

“Easy,” Vincent murmured, loud enough for nearby observers to hear. “A rose among thorns shouldn’t worry about perfect form.”

Elara giggled. Actually giggled, her face lighting up at the compliment.

He called her a rose. How fucking original.

The dance ended. Vincent kissed her hand…theatrical, overdone, precisely calculated to make eighteen-year-old girls swoon. Elara returned to the household flushed and happy, practically floating.

“Did you see?” she asked breathlessly. “He said I danced beautifully even though I stepped on his foot twice!”

“Charming,” Celia said flatly. “A married man with a reputation for seducing girls half his age thinks you dance beautifully. How wonderful.”

“Celia,” Mirelle warned.

“What? It’s true. Everyone knows what Vincent Morell does.” She turned those cold grey eyes on Elara. “He’s hunting you, little sister. And you’re too naive to see it.”

Elara’s smile faltered. “He was just being nice…”

“Men like that are never ‘just nice.’” Celia’s voice could have frozen fire. “They’re calculating. They want something. And when they get it, they move on.”

“That’s enough,” Mirelle said firmly.

But the damage was done. Elara looked uncertain now, glancing back toward where Vincent stood talking with other merchants, his eyes occasionally flickering her direction with obvious interest.

Theron’s jaw ached from clenching.

She’s not yours. You have no claim. Stop acting like…

Vincent caught Theron’s stare. Smiled. Raised his wine glass in a mocking toast.

The challenge was explicit: I’m coming for her. What are you going to do about it?



The evening continued. More dancing. More music. More opportunities for Vincent to circle like a shark.

Theron stayed close to his household, hyperaware of every time Vincent approached. The merchant was smooth…never overtly threatening, always maintaining plausible deniability. Just friendly. Just charming. Just happening to compliment Elara whenever she was within earshot.

“Your dress is lovely tonight. That color suits you perfectly.”

“I saved a bottle of wine from your tavern’s last order. The good stuff. Perhaps you’d like to try it sometime?”

“There’s a poetry reading next week at my shop. You should come. I think you’d appreciate the romanticism.”

Each comment landed with surgical precision. Elara responded with increasing warmth, drawn in by attention she’d never received before, by compliments that made her feel seen and special.

He’s grooming her. Right in front of everyone. And she doesn’t even realize it.

Theron’s hands itched to drag Vincent into an alley and teach him what happened to predators who targeted his…

His what? His employee? His father’s employee’s daughter? What claim do you actually have?

None. Legally, morally, practically…he had zero claim on Elara.

But watching Vincent work his seduction made Theron’s blood boil with possessive fury that had nothing to do with protection and everything to do with wanting her for himself.

Mirelle appeared beside him, voice low. “You need to control your expression. You look like you’re about to commit murder.”

“He’s…”

“I know what he’s doing.” She touched his arm gently. “The question is: what are you going to do about it?”

“What can I do?”

“You could forbid her from seeing him.” Mirelle’s tone suggested she knew exactly how that would go. “You could compete directly. You could seduce her yourself.” She paused meaningfully. “Or you could let nature take its course and lose her to a married merchant with practiced lies.”

The options laid out stark and brutal.

Theron opened his mouth to respond, but Vincent chose that moment to approach Elara again for another dance.

She accepted immediately, face lighting up.

Fuck this.

Theron moved before conscious thought caught up. Intercepted them halfway to the dance floor.

“Actually,” he said, forcing calm into his voice, “I was hoping to dance with Elara myself.”

Three pairs of eyes turned to him.

Vincent’s smile didn’t reach his calculating blue eyes. “I’m afraid I asked first, young Ashwick.”

“And I’m her employer. I think that takes precedence.”

The crowd around them quieted slightly. Not a scene, not yet, but enough witnesses to make this interesting.

Elara looked between them, confusion and something else flickering in those bright blue eyes. “Theron, I don’t mind…”

“I’d like to dance with you,” Theron said, meeting her gaze. “If that’s okay.”

Please say yes. Please don’t choose him over me. Please…

“Okay,” Elara said softly.

Vincent’s jaw tightened fractionally. “Of course. Another time, then, my dear.” He bowed with theatrical courtesy. “I’ll hold you to that poetry reading invitation.”

He melted back into the crowd, but not before shooting Theron a look that promised this wasn’t over.

Theron didn’t care.

He offered Elara his hand.

She took it.



Dancing with Elara was nothing like watching Vincent’s smooth expertise.

Theron had exactly zero skill. Never learned. Never cared to. His idea of rhythm involved pouring ale to tavern music, not actually moving his body in coordinated patterns.

“I have no idea what I’m doing,” he admitted as they found space on the crowded floor.

Elara laughed…genuine, delighted. “Me either. We can be terrible together.”

They were.

Theron stepped on her foot within the first minute. Elara crashed into him trying to spin the wrong direction. They moved with more enthusiasm than grace, stumbling through steps that bore only passing resemblance to actual dancing.

But.

His hand on her waist felt natural. Right. Possessive in ways that made his cock stir despite public setting.

Her hand in his was small, warm, trusting.

She was close enough he could smell her…cheap soap and youth and something uniquely Elara that made his brain short-circuit.

And when she looked up at him, smiling despite his terrible footwork, something shifted between them.

“Thank you,” she said quietly. “For asking me to dance.”

“Thank you for saying yes.”

“Vincent’s very charming,” Elara continued, voice hesitant. “But… I’m glad you interrupted.”

Thank fuck.

“He’s married,” Theron said, then immediately regretted the heavy-handed approach. “I just mean…”

“I know what you mean.” Elara’s expression grew more serious, older somehow. “Celia’s right. He wants something from me. I’m not as naive as everyone thinks.”

“Then why accept his invitations?”

“Because no one’s ever called me beautiful before.” Simple honesty. “Because it’s nice to be noticed. Because he makes me feel… special.” She met Theron’s eyes. “Even if it’s fake.”

The admission gutted him.

When was the last time I told her she was beautiful? When did I make her feel special beyond just being a good employee?

Never. He’d been too busy managing the tavern, counting coins, fantasizing about her at night while maintaining professional distance by day.

And Vincent had swooped in with pretty words and poetry to fill that void.

“You are beautiful,” Theron said, and watched her eyes widen. “And special. Not because some merchant says so, but because you are. You keep this tavern running with your energy. You make customers happy just by smiling at them. You’re…” He trailed off, aware they were in public, aware of how this must look.

Aware he was crossing lines he’d told himself to respect.

“I’m what?” Elara prompted, voice breathy.

Mine. I want you to be mine.

“Important,” Theron finished lamely. “To the business. To the household. To… me.”

Her cheeks flushed pink, and the smile that spread across her face was sunshine incarnate.

They continued dancing…still terrible, still stumbling, still completely out of sync with the actual music.

But closer now. Her body pressed against his occasionally, sending electricity through his spine. His hand on her waist felt the warmth of her skin through thin fabric. When she looked up at him with those bright cornflower blue eyes, Theron forgot about the crowd, the music, everything except the girl in his arms.

This is dangerous. This is inappropriate. This is…

The music ended.

Reality crashed back.

They stood there, slightly breathless, the moment stretching awkwardly as other couples dispersed.

“That was fun,” Elara said, still smiling. “Even though you’re a terrible dancer.”

“I warned you.”

“You did.” She squeezed his hand before releasing it. “Thank you, Theron. For… everything.”

She rejoined her mother and sister, leaving Theron standing alone on the emptying dance floor with a half-erection and the growing certainty that he’d just declared war on Vincent Morell.

Across the plaza, Vincent watched with knowing amusement. Raised his glass again.

The message was clear: Game on, boy. May the best seducer win.

Theron met his stare with cold determination.

She’s mine. You’re not taking her. Whatever it takes.



Walking home through dark streets, the household moved in comfortable silence. Mirelle led, navigating with practiced ease. Celia followed with rigid posture, silent judgment radiating. Elara hummed happily, still floating from the evening’s attention.

And Theron walked at the rear, watching them all, mind churning.

Vincent wasn’t going to stop. The merchant had patience, resources, practiced seduction techniques. He’d keep circling, keep complimenting, keep making Elara feel special until she agreed to something more private than public dances.

Unless Theron stopped him.

The question was how.

Forbid contact … She’s an adult. She’d resent it. Might rebel.

Compete directly … He had proximity, daily access, employer authority. But also all the awkwardness of living together, working together, the power imbalance that made seduction complicated.

Seduce her yourself … Cross every professional line, risk destroying the household dynamic, potentially ruin her life…

Or give her what Vincent only pretended to offer: genuine care wrapped in desire, protection mixed with passion, someone who’d actually be there afterward instead of moving on to the next conquest.

You’re rationalizing. Making excuses to take what you want.

Maybe.

But Vincent’s alternative was worse.

At least Theron gave a shit about her beyond the challenge of deflowering innocent employees.

At the tavern, they filed inside. Mirelle started tea. Celia disappeared upstairs immediately. Elara lingered, clearly wanting to talk about the evening.

“Vincent invited me to a poetry reading,” she said to her mother. “Next week at his wine shop. Should I go?”

Mirelle’s expression was carefully neutral. “That’s your choice, sweetheart.”

“But what do you think?”

Long pause. Maternal concern warring with pragmatic reality.

“I think,” Mirelle said slowly, “that Vincent Morell is a very charming man who collects young women like trophies. I think he’ll make you feel special until he gets what he wants, then move on to the next girl.” She touched Elara’s face gently. “But I also think you’re old enough to make your own mistakes. Just… be careful. And don’t believe every pretty word that comes from a pretty mouth.”

Elara nodded thoughtfully. “What about Theron?”

What about me?

Mirelle’s eyes flicked to him briefly. “What about him?”

“He seems… I don’t know. Different lately. Like he’s paying more attention.” Elara’s cheeks colored. “Is that weird? That I noticed?”

“Not weird,” Mirelle said carefully. “Theron’s young. You’re young. You work together every day. It would be stranger if there wasn’t some… awareness.”

Oh fuck. She’s setting the stage. Giving permission. Why is she giving permission?

Elara smiled shyly. “He danced with me tonight. It was nice. Even though he’s terrible at it.”

“I saw.” Mirelle poured tea. “Now go to bed. Tomorrow’s another long day.”

Elara hugged her mother, then…surprising both of them…hugged Theron too.

“Thank you for dancing with me,” she whispered. “I felt safer with you than with Vincent.”

Then she was gone, disappearing upstairs in a flutter of skirts and honey-blonde curls.

Leaving Theron alone with Mirelle in the quiet kitchen.

“That was deliberate,” he said.

“What was?”

“You. Giving her permission to notice me.”

Mirelle sipped her tea, expression unreadable. “Would you prefer I forbid it? Tell her you’re completely off-limits, make you forbidden fruit?”

“I’d prefer you tell me what game we’re playing.”

“No game.” She set down her cup. “Just reality. Vincent Morell is going to seduce my daughter if someone doesn’t stop him. You’re the only person positioned to do that.” Her hazel eyes held his. “The question is whether you actually care about her, or whether you just want to win against Vincent.”

The accusation stung.

“I care about her,” Theron said.

“Enough to treat her well? Or just enough to fuck her and move on?”

Jesus Christ.

“I’m not Vincent.”

“Prove it.” Mirelle stood, moved toward the stairs. Paused at the bottom step. “Elara’s developing feelings for you. It’s obvious to anyone paying attention. You can either handle that responsibly, or you can let Vincent handle it instead.” She climbed two steps, glanced back. “Choose wisely. Because once you make a move, there’s no going back.”

She ascended the rest of the stairs, leaving Theron alone with dangerous thoughts and a raging erection.

He locked up. Checked the ledger mechanically. Climbed to his room.

Lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, listening to the household settle.

Mirelle’s door closing. Her own advice probably keeping her awake too.

Celia’s immediate rhythmic sounds…masturbating almost angrily tonight, faster and more desperate than usual. Had watching Vincent pursue Elara stirred something in that cold virgin heart?

And Elara, humming softly while preparing for bed. Happy. Innocent. Unaware that two men were circling her like wolves.

Three men, his conscience corrected. You’re one of the wolves too.

His hand found his cock…already half-hard from the evening’s charged interactions.

He gripped his shaft and stroked slowly, the fantasy building with vivid clarity.

Tonight’s fantasy was different. Not violent conquest but genuine connection. Elara in his arms willingly. Not dancing anymore…naked in his bed, her petite tight body laid out for him. Those small perky tits topped with pink nipples, perfect handfuls as he squeezed them gently. Her honey-blonde hair spread across his pillow. Those wide cornflower blue eyes looking up at him with trust and desire and complete surrender.

“I want you,” she’d whisper. “Not Vincent. You. Only you.”

His strokes quickened, precum leaking to slick the glide. The mental image was so clear: her slim thighs spreading for him, revealing her virgin pussy…pink and glistening, untouched by anyone else. His cock pressing against her entrance, feeling her heat, her wetness, the way she’d gasp as he started to push inside.

“Does it hurt?” he’d ask, holding still halfway in.

“A little,” she’d breathe. “But don’t stop. I want this. I want you.”

Then he’d thrust deep, claiming her virginity while Vincent could only imagine it from afar. Her back would arch, small breasts bouncing, mouth open in a cry of pain and pleasure mixed. Her pussy would clench around him…so fucking tight, virgin muscles struggling to accommodate his thickness.

Vincent nowhere in sight. Nowhere in her thoughts.

Just Theron and Elara and pleasure and possession.

“Mine,” he’d growl, fucking her properly, the way Rosalind taught him. Finding her spots, rubbing her clit, making her cum on his cock until she was addicted to how he made her feel.

“Yours,” she’d sob. “Always yours.”

The fantasy consumed him completely. Theron’s hand flew over his cock, chasing the orgasm building rapidly. He could practically feel her tight virgin pussy gripping him, could hear her breathy moans, could see those innocent blue eyes going hazy with pleasure…

He came hard, biting his pillow to muffle the groan. His cock pulsed violently, spurting thick ropes of cum across his stomach and chest. Wave after wave of release as the fantasy of claiming Elara played out in vivid detail behind his closed eyes.

Through the wall, Celia’s sounds continued…faster, more desperate. She still hadn’t finished, still frantically chasing release that wouldn’t come.

Theron lay there panting, cum cooling on his skin. He grabbed his shirt and wiped himself clean.

The sounds through the wall grew even more frantic, then finally…a strangled cry that might have been frustration or release, impossible to tell.

Then silence.

Theron rolled over.

Tomorrow was Saturday. Supply runs. Another day of watching Vincent circle. Another day of Elara smiling at him with growing awareness.

Another day closer to crossing lines that couldn’t be uncrossed.

Vincent made his move tonight. Now I need to make mine.

The question wasn’t whether anymore.

Just when.

And how.

Because Mirelle was right: once he started this, there was no going back.

The household would transform. Elara would change. The careful professional distance he’d maintained would shatter completely.

But the alternative…watching Vincent seduce her with lies and poetry…was unacceptable.

Better me than him. At least I actually care.

The rationalization settled in his mind like truth.

And Theron Ashwick, nineteen-year-old tavern owner with a growing collection of terrible decisions, made his choice.

Vincent Morell would not have Elara.

Because Theron was going to claim her first.

Whatever it took.


Chapter 8: Staking Claims and Calling Shots

The next Friday dance arrived too quickly.

Theron spent the week hyperaware of Vincent’s shadow lurking at every supply run. The merchant was always there…conveniently crossing paths during morning errands, happening to stop by the tavern for wine orders, materializing at the market whenever Elara shopped with Mirelle.

Each encounter came with calculated charm. A compliment. A reminder about the poetry reading. A casual touch on her arm that lasted just slightly too long.

And Elara responded with growing warmth, drawn in by attention that made her feel seen.

Fuck. He’s escalating.

By Friday evening, Theron’s strategy was simple: get to Elara first, stay close, and make it crystal clear that Vincent’s pursuit was unwelcome.

The household arrived at Trade Plaza together. Mirelle wore something that showed off her massive tits…not overtly sexual, just… impressive. Those enormous breasts drew every eye within twenty feet, and she knew it. Moved with confidence that came from accepting her body’s effect on men.

Celia had loosened her usual severity slightly…still conservative, still pale and judgmental, but her dark dress fit closer than usual. Hugged her slim willowy figure in ways that suggested maybe, just maybe, she was competing with something. Or someone.

And Elara looked like walking temptation. Another new dress…where was she getting the money for these?…that emphasized her petite tight body perfectly. Showed those perky little tits, narrow waist, tight ass that made Theron’s cock immediately interested despite public setting.

Down boy. We’re in public. And she’s your employee. And…

“Theron!” Elara bounced over with that infectious energy. “Will you dance with me again tonight? I’ve been practicing!”

Her bright blue eyes sparkled with excitement. She’d been practicing. For him.

Oh fuck.

“Of course,” he said, throat dry.

“Good!” She beamed. “Because Vincent said he’d teach me more advanced steps, but honestly…” She leaned closer, voice dropping conspiratorially. “I’d rather dance with you. Even if you step on my feet.”

The admission made his heart hammer stupidly.

Before he could respond, Vincent materialized from the crowd like a well-dressed vulture.

“Ah, young Elara! And the enterprising Mr. Ashwick.” His smile was all teeth. “How fortuitous. I was just telling Isolde about our delightful dance last week.” He gestured toward a woman nearby…mid-thirties, attractive but tired-looking, who gave Elara a sympathetic glance that clearly said run while you can, girl.

“Mr. Morell,” Elara said politely.

“Vincent, please. We’re friends, after all.” He produced a small book from his coat. “I brought you something. Poetry. Romantic verses I thought you might enjoy.”

He brought her a fucking gift. Escalation confirmed.

Elara accepted the book with pleased surprise. “Thank you! That’s so thoughtful.”

“Beauty should be celebrated with beautiful words.” Vincent’s gaze was predatory despite the romantic framing. “Perhaps you’ll allow me the first dance? To discuss the poems I’ve marked for you?”

Theron’s fists clenched.

“Actually,” he said, stepping forward smoothly, “I was hoping to claim that first dance myself.”

Vincent’s smile didn’t waver. “My dear boy, you can’t monopolize her all evening. Surely sharing is appropriate?”

“Sharing employees?” Theron kept his voice level. “That seems inappropriate, actually.”

“Employees.” Vincent tasted the word with obvious amusement. “How very… professional of you. Though I wonder if Miss Elara considers herself merely an employee, or perhaps something more valued in your household?”

The barb landed perfectly. Calling out the power dynamic, making Theron look like a possessive boss rather than a protective… what? Friend? Potential suitor?

Fuck him.

Elara’s expression flickered with confusion, caught between two men clearly fighting over her in the most civilized way possible.

“I…” she started.

“Let the lady choose,” Vincent suggested smoothly. “Elara, my dear…would you prefer poetry and practiced grace, or…” He glanced at Theron with barely concealed condescension. “…enthusiastic stumbling?”

Oh, you smug bastard.

Elara bit her lip, looking between them. Her cheeks flushed pink across that fair skin…embarrassment and something else. Flattery, maybe. Two men competing for her attention.

Then she made her choice.

“Theron,” she said quietly. “I’d like to dance with Theron first.”

Vincent’s smile tightened fractionally. “Of course. Perhaps later, then. Enjoy your… stumbling.” He melted back into the crowd, but not before catching Theron’s eye with a look that promised retaliation.

Elara took Theron’s offered hand, and they moved toward the dance floor.

“Was that weird?” she asked softly. “The way he… the way you both…?”

“He’s hunting you,” Theron said bluntly. “And I’m making sure you know there are better options.”

Her eyes widened. “Better options? Like…?”

Like me. Like someone who actually gives a shit about you beyond conquest.

“Like anyone who isn’t a married merchant with a reputation for seducing girls then abandoning them,” Theron said carefully.

“But you think I need protection?” Her tone shifted…not quite offended, but testing boundaries. “Like I can’t make my own decisions?”

Careful. Very careful.

“I think you deserve someone who’s honest about their intentions,” Theron said. “Vincent wants to seduce you. I want…” He trailed off, aware of how many ears might be listening.

“You want what?” Elara prompted, voice breathy.

The music started. Saved by the rhythm.

They began dancing…still terrible, still enthusiastic, still completely out of sync with the actual beat.

But closer than last week.

Theron’s hand on her waist felt more possessive. Her body pressed against his more deliberately. When she looked up at him with those wide blue eyes, the crowded plaza faded into background noise.

“I want you to be safe,” Theron said finally. “And happy. And not hurt by men who only see you as a trophy to collect.”

“And what do you see me as?” Direct question, loaded with meaning.

Mine. I see you as mine.

“Someone important,” he said carefully. “Someone who deserves better than whatever Vincent’s offering.”

“What if I want what Vincent’s offering?” Testing. Pushing. “Poetry and romance and feeling special?”

“Then I’ll write you terrible poetry myself,” Theron said, making her laugh. “I’ll be honest that it’s terrible, but at least it’ll be genuine.”

Her smile was sunshine.

They danced through the song…stumbling, laughing, completely absorbed in each other. His cock was half-hard from her proximity, from her warmth, from the way she fit against him despite their height difference.

The music ended.

They didn’t immediately separate this time.

Stood there, slightly breathless, her body still close to his.

“Theron…” she started.

“Miss Elara!”

They both turned. Vincent approached again…gods, the man was persistent…with another couple in tow.

“I’d like you to meet some friends. Fellow merchants who appreciate poetry and culture. Perhaps you’d join us for refreshments?” His smile was calculating. “I’m sure young Ashwick won’t mind sparing you for a brief interlude.”

I absolutely fucking mind.

But saying so would make him look possessive. Controlling. Everything Vincent wanted.

Elara glanced at Theron uncertainly.

“Your choice,” he said, though it killed him. “Always your choice.”

She hesitated.

Then: “Actually, I promised my mother I’d help her with something. Perhaps another time, Mr. Morell.”

Vincent’s smile didn’t reach his eyes. “Of course. The tavern comes first.” His tone made it sound like an insult. “Though I do hope you’ll consider my poetry reading invitation. Next Wednesday. Bring your mother if it makes you more comfortable. I’m sure she’d appreciate the culture.”

He withdrew with false grace.

Elara released a breath. “He’s very… persistent.”

“That’s one word for it,” Theron muttered.

They returned to where Mirelle and Celia stood near the food vendors. Mirelle took one look at Elara’s flushed face and Theron’s protective proximity and raised an eyebrow knowingly.

“Enjoying the dancing?” she asked innocently.

“Vincent gave me a book,” Elara said, holding up the poetry volume. “And invited me to a reading.”

“How romantic,” Celia said flatly. “A married man giving gifts to teenagers. Perfectly normal.”

“Celia,” Mirelle warned.

“What? We’re all thinking it.” Celia’s cold grey eyes found Theron. “Though at least Vincent doesn’t pretend he’s not courting her. He’s honest about being a predator.”

Ouch.

“That’s enough,” Mirelle said firmly. “Elara, let me see the book.”

She examined it while Elara chattered about the evening. Theron watched Mirelle’s expression shift as she flipped through pages…recognizing something in the text, her jaw tightening.

Later, when Elara had wandered off to watch other dancers, Mirelle pulled Theron aside.

“He marked specific poems,” she said quietly, showing him the book. “Look at what he’s highlighted.”

Theron read the marked passages. They were… explicit wasn’t quite the word. Suggestive. Romantic language masking very clear sexual intent. Poems about virgins discovering pleasure, about older lovers teaching younger women the arts of passion.

“He’s priming her,” Mirelle said. “Making her think about sex while framing it as romance. It’s calculated seduction. And effective.”

“What do I do?”

“Compete.” Simple answer. “Vincent’s offering fantasy and poetry. You need to offer reality and genuine care.” She met his eyes. “And you need to decide how far you’re willing to go to block him.”

“How far is too far?”

“That depends on your intentions.” Mirelle’s hazel eyes held his. “If you’re just cockblocking Vincent for territory reasons, then back off and let Elara make her mistakes. But if you actually care about her…” She trailed off meaningfully.

If I actually care, then what? Seduce her myself? Cross every professional boundary? Become exactly what Celia accuses me of being?

The answer was yes.

All of the above.

Because the alternative was watching Vincent corrupt Elara’s innocence with practiced lies and then discard her when novelty faded.

At least Theron would still be here afterward. Would care about the consequences. Would treat her like more than a trophy.

You’re still rationalizing taking advantage of an employee half-dependent on you for survival.

Maybe.

But better him than Vincent.



Walking home, the household moved through dark streets with comfortable familiarity. Elara hummed happily, clutching her poetry book. Celia walked in rigid silence. Mirelle navigated with maternal efficiency.

And Theron followed, watching them all, mind churning with increasingly dangerous plans.

At the tavern, Mirelle made tea while Celia disappeared upstairs immediately…as usual. Elara lingered in the kitchen, clearly wanting to discuss the evening.

“I like when you dance with me,” she said to Theron, shy but direct. “Even though you’re terrible at it.”

“I’m consistently terrible. That’s a kind of skill.”

She laughed. “Vincent’s very smooth. Very practiced. But…” She bit her lip. “It feels fake. Like he’s performing. You’re just… you.”

Thank fuck.

“Being myself includes being terrible at dancing,” Theron pointed out.

“I don’t mind.” She moved closer, and he caught her scent…soap and youth and Elara. “I feel safer with you. More… me.”

The admission hung between them, charged with possibility.

Mirelle cleared her throat gently. “Elara, sweetheart, go to bed. Tomorrow’s a long day.”

“But…”

“Bed.” Maternal firmness that brooked no argument.

Elara sighed dramatically. Hugged her mother. Then…more boldly than last week…hugged Theron properly. Not just a quick squeeze but a real embrace, her petite body pressed against his, her small perky tits against his chest, her face tilted up toward his.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “For tonight. For… everything.”

Then she was gone, disappearing upstairs with her poetry book and dangerous thoughts.

Leaving Theron alone with Mirelle again.

“She’s falling for you,” Mirelle said without preamble. “Fast and hard.”

“I know.”

“And you’re falling for her.”

He didn’t deny it.

Mirelle sipped her tea thoughtfully. “Vincent confronted me today. During my market shopping.”

Theron’s attention sharpened. “What?”

“Warned me that you were interfering with his courtship. Said I should encourage Elara to make her own choices rather than letting her employer control her.” Mirelle’s expression was unreadable. “He suggested that your interest might be… less than pure. That you’re using your position as her boss to manipulate her.”

Fucking hell.

“He’s projecting,” Theron said.

“Obviously. But he’s also not entirely wrong.” She met his eyes. “You are her employer. You do have power over her. If she rejects you, there could be consequences…real or perceived. That makes any relationship complicated at best, exploitative at worst.”

The accusation landed heavy.

“What are you saying? That I should back off?”

“I’m saying you need to be honest with yourself about why you want her.” Mirelle set down her cup. “If it’s just to win against Vincent…if it’s ego and territory…then yes, back off. But if you actually care about Elara, if you’d treat her well and be there for her afterward, then…” She paused. “Then maybe you’re the better option. Even with the power imbalance.”

“How is that not manipulative?”

“Because I know you, Theron. I’ve watched you for weeks now. You’re not Marcus…you actually care about the people depending on you. You protected Elara from Gareth. You ask if we’re comfortable with tip arrangements rather than demanding. You look guilty when you ogle my tits instead of entitled.” She smiled slightly. “You’re a good man trying to survive bad circumstances. Vincent’s a predator wearing respectability.”

“But I’m still her boss.”

“Yes. Which means if you pursue her, you need to be extra careful about consent. About making sure she knows she can say no without consequences. About treating her respectfully even when your cock is screaming to claim her.” Mirelle’s bluntness made him flinch. “Can you do that? Can you want her and still protect her agency?”

Could he?

The honest answer was uncertain.

His cock wanted to possess her completely. His brain understood the ethical complications. His heart just wanted her happy and safe and his.

“I’ll try,” he said finally.

“Trying isn’t enough.” Mirelle stood. “Either commit to doing this right, or let Vincent have her and deal with the consequences.”

She climbed the stairs, leaving him with impossible choices and a raging erection.

Theron locked up mechanically. Checked the ledger. Climbed to his room.

Through the walls, the household settled into evening rhythms.

Mirelle’s door closing. Was she testing him? Giving permission? Setting him up to fail?

Celia’s immediate desperate sounds…masturbating with almost violent intensity tonight. The rhythmic creaking faster and angrier than usual, like she was punishing herself for something.

And Elara, reading by candlelight. He could see the flicker under her door. Reading Vincent’s poetry, probably. Thinking about romance and seduction and feeling special.

She’s reading about sex right now. Vincent’s priming her. And I’m lying here doing nothing.

His hand found his cock…already hardening from replaying tonight’s confrontation with Vincent.

He gripped his shaft and began stroking, the fantasy building with crystal clarity.

Tonight’s fantasy shifted from previous nights…less about violent conquest, more about genuine connection. Elara in his arms willingly. Choosing him over Vincent not because she had to, but because she wanted to.

The scene played out behind his closed eyelids: Elara coming to his room after the dance. Knocking softly. Entering in her nightgown…that same sheer one from the first morning…her petite body clearly visible through the thin fabric.

“I don’t want Vincent,” she’d whisper, climbing into his bed. “I want you. I’ve wanted you for weeks.”

“Are you sure?” he’d ask, giving her every chance to refuse. “You can say no. Nothing changes if you say no.”

“I’m sure.” Her small hand would wrap around his cock, stroking experimentally. “Teach me. Like Rosalind taught you. I want to learn from you.”

His strokes quickened as the fantasy intensified. Her virgin pussy tight and wet around his cock not because he’d forced or manipulated, but because she genuinely wanted him. Because they’d both chosen this despite complications.

Her small perky tits in his hands…perfect handfuls, nipples stiffening under his thumbs. Her breathless moans as he fucked her carefully, teaching her pleasure the way Rosalind taught him. Her wide blue eyes looking up at him with trust and desire and complete surrender.

“Does it feel good?” he’d ask, angling to hit her spot.

“So good,” she’d gasp. “Don’t stop. Please don’t ever stop.”

Making her cum first. Feeling her virgin pussy clench around him as pleasure crashed through her. Then filling her…pumping her full of his seed while she clung to him and whispered his name.

Vincent could never have this. Would never have this. Because Elara was choosing Theron.

The thought pushed him over the edge. Theron bit down hard on his fist as his cock pulsed violently, spurting thick ropes of cum across his stomach and chest. The fantasy was so vivid, so real, he could almost smell her arousal, almost feel her tight heat clenching around him.

Fuck.

Through Celia’s wall, the sounds continued…faster, more desperate, almost violent. She still hadn’t finished, still frantically chasing release that wouldn’t come. How long had she been trying? Twenty minutes? Thirty?

Finally, a frustrated sob…quickly muffled…then silence.

She hadn’t cum. Again.

Theron lay there panting, cleaning himself up with his discarded shirt. The evidence of his fantasy soaking into the fabric.

The sounds through the wall stopped completely now.

Theron stared at the ceiling.

Tomorrow was Saturday. Supply runs again. Another week of Vincent circling. Another week of Elara developing feelings she didn’t fully understand yet.

Another week of him trying to figure out how to compete without becoming the villain.

Mirelle’s right. I need to decide: back off completely, or commit to doing this right.

The choice wasn’t really a choice.

Vincent would hurt Elara. Use her and discard her. That was certain.

Theron might also hurt her. Might fuck up the power dynamics. Might let his cock make decisions his brain warned against.

But at least he’d stay. At least he’d care about the aftermath. At least she’d have someone who actually gave a shit when things got complicated.

Better the devil you know.

Or in this case: better the young inexperienced employer with genuine feelings than the practiced seducer with none.

Theron made his decision.

He would pursue Elara. Carefully. Respectfully. Making absolutely sure she knew she could refuse without consequences.

But he would pursue her.

And he would beat Vincent at his own game…not through poetry and practiced charm, but through genuine care and honest desire.

Whatever it takes.

Through the wall, Celia finally finished with a muffled cry that sounded almost like pain.

Then silence.

The household slept.

And Theron lay awake planning how to seduce his employee while somehow maintaining ethics that were already laughably compromised.

This is insane. This is dangerous.

This was happening anyway.

Because the alternative was watching Elara get hurt by someone worse.

And that was unacceptable.


Chapter 9: Life Lessons from a Happy Whore

Theron found himself returning to the harbor more frequently than supply runs required.

The spices Mirelle needed could wait. The dried fish could be purchased tomorrow. But the conversations with Rosalind…those felt urgent, necessary, like oxygen for drowning men.

She was always there, leaning against her usual wall near the dock warehouses, smoking imported cigarettes that cost more than most workers earned in a day. Sign of success, that. Sex work paid well when you were good at it, when you were smart about it, when you enjoyed the fucking as much as the coin.

Today she wore a simple blouse…low-cut, naturally…that showed off her impressive cleavage. Her blonde hair caught afternoon sun. A sailor passed, tipped his cap respectfully, called her by name. She waved back with genuine warmth.

She’s known here. Respected. Not hidden like shame but acknowledged like profession.

“Theron!” She spotted him, smiled that confident grin that made his cock stir despite having fucked Elara twice last night. “Back for more lessons? Or just more talking?”

“Talking.” He approached, acutely aware of how she made him feel…not judged, not pressured, just… understood. “I need your perspective on something.”

“Perspectives are free. Blowjobs cost eight sovereigns. Which do you need?” She laughed at his flustered expression. “Relax, tavern boy. I’m teasing. Come, sit.” She patted the crate beside her. “Tell Rosalind what troubles you.”

He sat, processing how to phrase the question churning in his mind since Elara’s defloration, since Mirelle’s pragmatic acceptance, since the entire household’s slow transformation.

“How do you do it?” he asked finally. “Live without shame. Fuck for money and stay happy. Everyone else seems miserable…either denying what they want or hating themselves for wanting it. But you’re just… content.”

Rosalind took a long drag on her cigarette, exhaled slowly, considering.

“You want the real answer? The one priests hate and merchants fear?”

“Yes.”

“I was taught pleasure before shame.” Simple statement, revolutionary implications. “That’s the whole secret, really. Learn joy first, and guilt can’t take root properly.”

She settled more comfortably against the wall, clearly warming to a subject she loved discussing.

“I grew up in a village…three days’ ride south, farming community, maybe two hundred people total. Small enough everyone knows everyone’s business. Big enough people can mind their own fucking when they want privacy.”

Theron listened, fascinated.

“My mother fucked traveling merchants openly. Not secret affairs…she’d bring them home, cook them dinner, then take them to her bed while I played outside. Grandmother was the same before her…village legend says she serviced half the men in the region during harvest celebrations.” Rosalind smiled fondly at the memory. “Sexual generosity was family tradition. Nothing shameful about pleasure freely given and joyfully received.”

“Your father didn’t mind?”

“Father?” She laughed. “I have no idea who my father is. Could be any of a dozen men from my mother’s promiscuous years. She doesn’t know either. Doesn’t care. Neither do I.” She flicked ash casually. “Why would it matter? I’m healthy, I’m fed, I’m loved. Fatherhood is about raising children, not about who provided the seed.”

The casual dismissal of paternity…something the Church preached was sacred…stunned him.

“So you learned early that sex was… normal?”

“Normal? Sex was celebrated.” Her eyes sparkled with nostalgia. “Village youths would pair off, triple off, group off during festivals. Harvest celebrations meant orgies in the fields…literally. Everyone knew, everyone participated, everyone was happier for it.”

“And you?”

“Lost my virginity at eighteen to two boys simultaneously…Garrick and Dorian, both farm workers, both eager and clumsy and wonderful.” She said it with the same tone someone might describe their first dance. “They were so nervous about hurting me, so careful, so sweet. Took turns with my pussy while I figured out how to handle two cocks at once. Learned pleasure and friendship and generosity all in one night.”

Theron’s cock was fully hard now. Couldn’t help it. Her complete comfort with sexuality, with memory, with sharing…intoxicating.

“After that, I fucked who I wanted when I wanted. Sometimes Garrick alone. Sometimes Dorian alone. Sometimes both together. Sometimes the baker’s son who had that thick cock everyone talked about. Sometimes the traveling trader who taught me oral techniques.” She grinned. “I was enthusiastic. Still am.”

“And you got pregnant.”

“Three times.” She said it with pride, not shame. “First child…Petra, she’s nine now…fathered by someone from a group encounter during Midsummer Festival. Could be Garrick, could be Dorian, could be three other men. Doesn’t matter. She’s healthy and loved by my parents who raise her.”

“The Duchess’s support?”

“Six hundred sovereigns when Petra was born, fifteen sovereigns weekly since. Same for the other two…Mira and young Tomas.” She calculated mentally. “Nearly two thousand total over the years. More than most farmers earn. My children eat well, learn reading, have good lives in the countryside. And I’m free to work here in Amoria, to fuck who I want, to make my own choices.”

The economics were undeniable. Pregnancy wasn’t tragedy in this framework…it was investment, support, validation.

“Most people would judge you harshly,” Theron observed carefully.

Rosalind shrugged with supreme indifference. “Most people are miserable sexless hypocrites dying without ever truly living. Their judgment means absolutely nothing to me.”

The conviction in her voice…absolute, unshakeable…made something unlock in Theron’s chest.

“The priest…Father Aldric…he preaches about fornication being sin, about lust destroying souls, about women needing propriety and shame.”

“Father Aldric,” Rosalind said with delicious irony, “fucks me in the confession booth every Sunday afternoon after service. Pays ten sovereigns for the privilege of cumming in my mouth while I confess my supposed sins.”

Theron stared.

“Sometimes he wants to bend me over the altar afterward…that costs fifteen sovereigns because the sacrilege excites him extra. He’ll fuck my pussy while calling me a wicked sinner, fill me with holy seed, then tell me I’m forgiven.” She laughed deeply. “Hypocrisy sustains him. I don’t judge…his money spends like anyone else’s.”

“He’s the moral authority…”

“He’s a man with a cock and needs like any other. The robes don’t change that. The prayers don’t change that. He wants pussy, he pays for it, everyone’s satisfied. Better than pretending celibacy while hating yourself for natural desires.”

The worldview crystallized: honesty about desire versus performance of virtue.

“So you’re happy,” Theron said slowly. “Genuinely happy. Not pretending, not coping, not surviving…actually satisfied with your life.”

“Extremely happy.” She met his eyes with clear honesty. “I fuck who I want when I want. Make good money…better than most laborers, better than servants, better than shop workers. Have three healthy children I love even if I don’t raise them daily. No husband controlling my body or telling me what I can’t do. No boss except myself. No shame about what I am or what I enjoy.”

She stubbed out her cigarette, immediately lit another.

“The girl I raised…Sable, you met her…chose this work herself. Watched me for years, saw my satisfaction and success, decided she wanted the same. I taught her techniques, boundaries, how to spot trouble, how to price services fairly. Now she works beside me sometimes, learns through experience, enjoys the fucking.” Rosalind smiled with maternal pride. “She’s good at it. Natural talent plus taught skill. She’ll do well.”

“Most people would say you corrupted her.”

“Most people would rather she be miserable in a factory or starving on a farm. She’s healthy, fed, skilled, and genuinely enjoys fucking multiple men for money. Where’s the corruption? I gave her choices. She chose pleasure and profit.”

The logic was airtight if you accepted the premises.

Theron thought about his own household…Elara accepting tips for sitting on laps, Mirelle considering similar offers, the slow erosion of boundaries under economic pressure. Was that corruption? Or was it honest acknowledgment of what the world actually demanded?

“I’m struggling with something similar,” he admitted. “The women in my household…my employees. They’re starting to… accept certain propositions from customers. Sitting on laps, allowing touches, earning tips through tolerance. And I’m not stopping it because we need the money. Because it helps us survive.”

“And you feel guilty,” Rosalind guessed accurately.

“Shouldn’t I?”

“Are they being forced?”

“No.”

“Are they being hurt?”

“Not physically. Emotionally… I don’t know yet.”

“Are they earning money that improves their lives?”

“Yes. Significantly.”

Rosalind nodded like he’d passed a test. “Then you’re not corrupting them…you’re allowing them agency to make survival choices. Big difference. Corruption would be forcing them, threatening them, taking their earnings. Allowing them to choose their own boundaries? That’s just honest management.”

“Even when I’m their employer? Even when they’re economically dependent on me?”

“Especially then.” She leaned forward, serious now. “Look, tavern boy. Power dynamics exist whether you acknowledge them or not. You’re their employer. That’s reality. The question isn’t whether you have power…you do. Question is: what do you do with it? Force them? That’s evil. Forbid them from earning extra income? That’s controlling. Allow them to make their own choices while you protect them from actual harm? That’s good management.”

The framework shifted something fundamental in his perspective.

“The youngest one…Elara…she’s… we’re…” He trailed off, unsure how to phrase it.

“You’re fucking her.” Rosalind said it matter-of-factly. “Took her virginity, probably. And now you feel guilty because you’re her employer and she’s young and you have power over her survival.”

“Yes.”

“Does she want you to fuck her?”

“She says yes. Enthusiastically. But how do I know she’s not just afraid to say no?”

“You make sure she knows she can say no without consequences.” Rosalind’s expression turned serious, almost fierce. “That’s the only thing that matters…genuine consent, genuine ability to refuse. If she knows she can say no and keep her job, keep her safety, keep everything else? Then her yes means yes. But if she thinks refusing means losing her livelihood? Then even enthusiastic yes is coerced.”

The distinction crystallized clearly.

“So I need to make it absolutely clear she can refuse anything…sex, customer propositions, all of it…without losing her position.”

“Exactly. And if she still says yes after that clarity? Then she’s choosing freely. Her choice, her body, her agency.” Rosalind smiled slightly. “From how you describe her eagerness, I suspect she genuinely wants you. Young women like older men with authority sometimes…the power is attractive, the protection is arousing, the stability is comforting. As long as you’re not using that power to force or manipulate, you’re fine.”

“And if I’m sleeping with her while also allowing her to accept customer propositions for money?”

“Still fine, as long as she’s choosing both freely.” Rosalind shrugged. “Sex with you is personal and emotional. Sex work with customers is professional and transactional. Two different things. She can want both, have both, enjoy both. Don’t confuse them.”

The permission…from someone who lived this philosophy successfully…mattered immensely.

“You’re not disgusted by any of this?” Theron asked. “By me potentially creating a household that accepts sexual commerce?”

“Why would I be?” Rosalind laughed. “I live sexual commerce. It’s honest work. If your household is moving toward that model…tavern serving adventurers’ needs, all their needs…then you’re building something useful. Something valuable. Something this city actually needs.”

She paused, then made her pitch with business woman’s timing.

“Which reminds me…my offer stands. If you ever want me working at your tavern formally, private room instead of street work, I’m interested. Safer location, regular clients, better hours, no weather exposure. I’d pay you three sovereigns per ten-sovereign client for room and security. Sable would come too as package deal…mentor and apprentice, experienced and learning, variety for your customers.”

“And eventually a gloryhole?” He remembered her mentioning it before.

“Eventually, yes. I’ve worked them at other establishments…the Merry Tankard had one before they closed. Profitable arrangement if constructed properly. Anonymous cock through a hole, woman servicing on the other side, quick efficient transactions. Five sovereigns per service, maybe twenty to thirty clients daily. Split revenue fairly, everyone profits.”

The math was compelling. The vision was clear.

But Theron wasn’t ready yet…the tavern’s reputation too fragile, the household too newly corrupted, the timing wrong.

“Not yet,” he said carefully. “But soon. Maybe in a few months once we’re more established.”

Rosalind nodded with professional understanding. “The offer remains open. You know where to find me.”

They sat in comfortable silence, watching dock workers and sailors pass, watching the economy of flesh and coin unfold naturally around them.

“Can I ask you something personal?” Theron ventured.

“I charge for blowjobs, not questions. Ask.”

“Do you ever want something else? Marriage, stability, respectability?”

Rosalind considered seriously, then shook her head. “No. I genuinely don’t. I had offers…men who wanted to marry me, make me respectable, save me from myself.” She said the last phrase with obvious mockery. “They didn’t want me. They wanted a version of me that didn’t exist…reformed whore playing housewife, pretending my past didn’t happen, grateful for redemption I never needed.”

She met his eyes with fierce clarity.

“I am happy being exactly what I am. Sex worker, mother of three by unknown fathers, woman who fucks for coin and pleasure. This is my authentic life…not something to escape, not something to be saved from, not something to regret. The only people who think I need saving are people projecting their own shame onto my joy.”

The conviction was absolute, unshakeable, beautiful in its honesty.

“You’re free,” Theron said with sudden understanding. “Actually free. Not pretending, not coping, not surviving…genuinely liberated.”

“Now you’re getting it.” She grinned. “And you can be too, tavern boy. Stop feeling guilty about wanting things. Stop judging yourself for taking opportunities. Stop pretending morality is fixed when it’s actually flexible theater performed for audiences who are all hypocrites anyway.”

“The priest fucks you in confession.”

“The priest fucks me in confession,” she confirmed. “The merchant who lectures about propriety fucks his clerk. The guard captain who arrests prostitutes pays for handjobs in alleys. Everyone is performing virtue while practicing vice. The only difference is I’m honest about it.”

The scales fell from his eyes completely.

Amoria…the entire city…was built on hidden sexual transactions and structured hypocrisies. Adventurers fucked prostitutes then prayed for divine blessing. Priests fucked prostitutes then condemned fornication. Merchants fucked employees then lectured about morality.

His tavern household claiming each other, accepting customer propositions, slowly transforming into something more sexually open…that was just part of the larger pattern. A more honest pattern.

At least he wasn’t pretending virtue while practicing corruption. At least his household knew what he was, what they were becoming, what the world actually demanded.

“Thank you,” he said seriously. “For the perspective. For the honesty. For teaching me things Marcus never did.”

“Marcus knew all of this.” Rosalind’s expression softened. “He just stopped caring somewhere along the way. Grief does that…makes you forget pleasure, forget joy, forget why living matters. He knew about my work, knew about the economy, knew how Amoria actually functions. He just couldn’t enjoy it anymore after his party died.”

“You liked him.”

“I did. Good man underneath the drunken mess. Generous tipper, careful lover when his cock still worked, kind even when broken.” She sighed. “Glad his son is different. You still have hunger, still have joy. Don’t lose that, Theron. Don’t let this city grind you down into shame and pretense.”

“I’ll try.”

“Don’t try. Do.” She stood, stretched, her body moving with confidence born of complete self-acceptance. “Now, unless you’re paying for services, I should get back to work. Fleet came in this morning…sailors with coin and need.”

“Go.” He stood too. “And Rosalind? When I’m ready for your offer…truly ready…I’ll come find you.”

“I’ll be here. Or at the confession booth Sunday afternoon.” She winked. “Father Aldric has standing appointment.”

She walked away, hips swaying, already drawing eyes from passing sailors. A successful business woman who happened to sell sex instead of bread or wine or leather goods.

Honest work serving honest needs.

Theron walked back toward the market district, his mind churning with new understanding, new permission, new clarity.

Rosalind was happy. Genuinely, authentically, completely satisfied with her life and choices.

Could his household reach that same authentic satisfaction? Could Elara fuck him at night and accept customer propositions during shifts and be genuinely okay with both? Could Mirelle embrace her suppressed desires? Could even Celia crack eventually?

The answer was maybe. Probably. Eventually.

If he created environment where choices were genuine, where consent was clear, where power was acknowledged but not abused.

If he built what Rosalind described: honest place serving honest needs in city built on dishonest performances.

The Prancing Stag could become that. Would become that.

And Rosalind had shown him the path forward without shame, without guilt, without the crushing weight of false morality that made everyone else miserable.

He returned to the tavern lighter than he’d left, freer than he’d felt since inheriting, ready to continue the household’s transformation with new philosophical framework.

Pleasure before shame. Honesty before performance. Agency before judgment.

Rosalind’s lessons echoed in his mind like scripture from a religion that actually made sense.

Happy whore teaching tavern owner how to live without shame. There’s poetry in that somewhere.

And tomorrow, he’d continue building toward the vision she’d validated…household that worked together, fucked together, survived together without pretending they were anything other than what they were.

Honest. Sexual. Alive.

Everything Marcus’s household never was. Everything Theron’s household would become.

The education continued. The corruption accelerated. The path forward crystallized clear.

And through it all, Rosalind’s laughter echoed like permission granted from someone who’d already walked this road and found joy on the other side.


Chapter 10: Silver Tongues and Hungry Purses

Another tip offer, this time to Mirelle…the household manager, Marcus’s former lover, the mature woman whose body Theron had been noticing with increasing hunger.

An off-duty guard, scarred C-rank who’d survived the Feywood delve, propositioned her during the afternoon shift. Theron heard it from behind the bar…the man’s voice low but audible.

“Five sovereigns to feel your tits through your dress while I finish my ale. Just a quick grope, nothing indecent.”

Mirelle’s response was immediate and cold. “I’m not some harbor whore!”

Her face flushed crimson…embarrassment, indignation, the respectable widow affronted by such crude proposition.

But Theron had noticed something crucial: that split second before her refusal. That hesitation. That moment where her hand moved unconsciously to her breast as if measuring its worth, calculating the economics.

Five sovereigns. Ten minutes. Marcus hadn’t touched those breasts in years before he died.

What’s the true cost?

The guard apologized gruffly, left a generous tip anyway (three sovereigns for the offense), and departed.

Mirelle stood there, chest heaving, massive tits straining her tight dress as she processed what had just happened.

Theron watched. Said nothing.



That evening, after the last customer stumbled out and doors were locked, Mirelle brought him tea in his father’s office.

She closed the door behind her.

“We need to discuss the customer offers,” she said without preamble.

Theron leaned back in his chair, studying her. The tight dress. The deep cleavage. The way her voluptuous body moved with suppressed tension.

“What about them?”

“They’re escalating.” She sat across from him, and Theron caught a glimpse down her neckline…those enormous breasts pressing together, creating a valley of soft flesh that went on forever. “Started with Elara sitting for tips. Now they’re propositioning me directly. Asking to touch, to grope, to… admire.”

“And you refused.”

“Of course I refused!” Her voice sharpened. “I have standards. Dignity. I’m not going to let drunk adventurers paw at me for coin like some…”

She cut herself off, but Theron heard the unspoken comparison: like some prostitute.

Like Rosalind.

“But?” he prompted gently.

Mirelle’s jaw tightened. “But the money would help. Significantly.”

The admission cost her something. Theron watched pride war with pragmatism across her face.

“How much did he offer?”

“Five sovereigns. To touch my breasts through my dress. Nothing more.”

“And you’re considering it now.”

“I’m…” She paused, collecting herself. “I’m calculating the economics. Five sovereigns is nearly a week’s wages for normal work. For allowing what adventurers try to do for free anyway…staring, imagining, mentally undressing. At least this way I’d be compensated.”

The rationalization was textbook Rosalind philosophy: honest work serving honest needs.

“What changed between this afternoon and now?” Theron asked.

Mirelle met his eyes with uncomfortable honesty. “I looked at the ledger. Saw how much Elara’s earning through her tip arrangements. Realized I could contribute the same way. Maybe more, given…” She gestured vaguely at her body. “…given what I have to offer.”

Her massive tits. Her wide hips. Her mature voluptuous figure that made men’s jaws drop.

Assets. Economic assets.

“Marcus used to tell me stories,” Mirelle continued, voice quiet now. “About rougher taverns. Places where serving girls earned most of their income from tips, not wages. Where customers understood that generosity bought… privileges.”

“And you think we should become that kind of establishment.”

“I think we’re already heading there whether we acknowledge it or not.” She leaned forward, elbows on the desk, and her breasts threatened to spill from her neckline entirely. “Elara’s accepting propositions. I’m considering them. The only question is whether we formalize it…set clear boundaries, establish prices, make it safe and controlled.”

Theron’s cock hardened despite the serious conversation. Couldn’t help it…Mirelle’s body on display, her pragmatic discussion of sexual economics, the implications of what she was suggesting.

“You want to price out contact,” he said slowly. “Create a menu.”

“Essentially, yes.” No shame in her voice now, just tired practicality. “Five sovereigns for brief touching over clothes. Ten sovereigns for… more sustained contact. Fifteen for allowing a customer to look down my dress while I serve them. Twenty for…”

“Twenty for what?”

Her cheeks colored slightly. “For letting them watch me move. Bend over deliberately. Give them a proper show of what they’re paying to admire.”

Holy shit.

“That’s…” Theron struggled for words. “That’s very close to sex work.”

“It’s not sex work.” Firm distinction. “It’s controlled contact. Performance. I won’t fuck them, won’t suck them, won’t let them touch my pussy or ass. But if they want to pay to see my tits move, to cop a feel through fabric, to enjoy the view? I can tolerate that for survival.”

The line she was drawing seemed arbitrary…allowing groping but not sex, showing but not fucking…but Theron understood the psychology. This way she could tell herself she wasn’t a prostitute. Still respectable. Still different from Rosalind.

Even if the economic reality was increasingly similar.

“What about Celia and Elara?” he asked.

“Elara’s already doing this. She’ll continue, probably expand her offerings.” Mirelle paused. “Celia would rather starve than compromise her precious dignity. She won’t participate.”

“So just you and Elara.”

“Just us.” Mirelle stood, moved around the desk. Sat on the edge right beside him, close enough her thigh pressed against his arm through her dress. “Unless you have a better idea for making three hundred extra sovereigns per month.”

Theron’s mouth had gone dry. This close, he could see everything…the rise and fall of her massive breasts beneath the thin fabric, the way her nipples pressed visibly against the dress, hard from the charged conversation. The curve of her wide hips as she sat.

She wasn’t trying to seduce him. This was just Mirelle. Voluptuous and pragmatic and too tired to maintain distance anymore.

“How much?” he heard himself ask.

“For what?”

“For you. Specifically.” His cock throbbed painfully. “What’s your price?”

Mirelle’s eyes held his. “Ten sovereigns to touch my waist, arms, shoulders. Fifteen to rest a hand on my hip while I serve. Twenty…”

She trailed off meaningfully.

“Twenty to look down your dress,” Theron finished.

“Twenty to look properly. To see my tits move while I work. To watch them bounce when I walk, sway when I bend.” Her voice was absolutely steady. “They stare for free already. Might as well charge them for the privilege.”

The business logic was sound. The moral implications were staggering.

But Theron’s cock was rock hard, and some dark part of him found this incredibly arousing…Mirelle pricing out her body, calculating what men would pay to objectify her, accepting that her voluptuous curves had market value.

This is fucked up. You’re fucked up for finding this hot.

“What if they want more?” he asked.

“Then we set a boundary. Make it clear what’s available and what isn’t.” She reached out, touched his face gently with her warm hand. “I’ve thought this through, Theron. Believe me. I’m not a prostitute. I won’t fuck them. But if they want to look, want to touch in harmless ways? I can tolerate that for my daughters. For this tavern. For survival.”

Her hand lingered on his cheek. Soft. Maternal. And something else…awareness of the tension between them, of the fact that he’d been watching her body for weeks, that his cock was currently hard from discussing her selling groping rights.

“Let me think about it,” Theron managed.

“Of course.” Mirelle stood, and the loss of her warmth was immediate. “But think quickly. We have maybe ten weeks before total failure.”

She moved toward the door. Paused at the threshold.

“For what it’s worth?” She glanced back. “I trust you to keep us safe. To make sure it doesn’t go too far.” Her smile was sad. “Marcus wouldn’t have protected us. But I think you will.”

Then she was gone, and Theron sat there alone with an erection and the sickening awareness that he was seriously considering pimping out his father’s former mistress.

No. Not pimping. Managing economic reality. There’s a difference.

Is there?

He tried to focus on the ledger. Failed. His mind kept conjuring images: Mirelle bending over tables while customers stared down her dress, twenty sovereigns changing hands. Elara sitting on some adventurer’s lap, her tight little ass grinding against his erection while she giggled innocently. The tavern full of men willing to pay for privileges, for access, for the illusion of intimacy with beautiful women desperate enough to accept.

Three hundred sovereigns per month. Survival money.

All it cost was their dignity.

And how much is dignity worth when the alternative is starvation?



He didn’t sleep that night.

Lay in bed, cock in hand, stroking slowly while his brain churned through implications.

Mirelle had set her prices. Had calculated the exact value of her dignity in sovereigns. Ten to touch her waist. Fifteen for her hips. Twenty to stare down her dress at those massive tits.

Elara was already working this system…sitting on laps, accepting propositions, earning more in tips than in wages.

The household was transforming whether he approved or not…economic pressure forcing compromises that seemed reasonable in isolation but added up to something that looked increasingly like controlled prostitution.

Except it wasn’t prostitution. They weren’t fucking customers. Just… allowing appreciation. Charging for attention they received anyway.

Rosalind would laugh at the distinction. Would call it semantics. Would point out that selling groping rights is still sex work even if you don’t label it that way.

But Mirelle needed the distinction. Needed to believe she was different from harbor whores. Needed to maintain some internal boundary that let her sleep at night.

And who was Theron to take that from her?

His hand moved faster on his cock as the fantasy built with vivid detail:

Mirelle working the floor tomorrow night, that tight dress emphasizing every curve. A customer approaching with twenty sovereigns…Theron’s mental image crystallized: a scarred C-rank, fresh from a delve, coin purse heavy and cock already stirring at the sight of her.

“Twenty sovereigns to look down your dress while you serve me,” the adventurer would say.

Mirelle would smile…professional, pragmatic…and accept the coins. Then she’d lean over his table, deliberately slow, giving him a perfect view down her neckline. Those enormous tits would sway heavily, barely contained by her dress. Deep cleavage going on forever. The customer’s eyes would lock on, drinking in the sight of her massive breasts threatening to spill free.

“Like what you see?” she’d ask, voice steady.

“Fuck yes,” he’d breathe, adjusting his obvious erection.

She’d move to other tables, always aware of his eyes following her. Bending to collect mugs…giving him another show. Reaching for high shelves…her dress riding up. Walking past close enough he could smell her perfume.

The customer would cum in his pants just from watching. Twenty sovereigns well spent.

And Mirelle would tolerate it all. For survival. For her daughters. For the tavern.

For me.

That last thought ignited something dark and possessive. His strokes quickened, precum flowing freely now. The fantasy expanded:

Multiple customers paying. Ten, fifteen, twenty men willing to pay just to look at Mirelle’s body, to touch her “harmlessly,” to imagine what they’d never have. She’d collect hundreds of sovereigns in a single night. Enough to stabilize them completely.

And Elara beside her…accepting her own propositions. Sitting on laps, grinding innocently, her tight little ass making men hard without even trying. Mother and daughter working together, turning male desire into coin.

Celia watching from the shadows, cold judgment masking desperate arousal. Touching herself later while condemning what they’d become.

And Theron managing it all. Protecting them. Profiting from them. Enabling their transformation from respectable women into something else entirely…something honest about what survival demanded.

The orgasm built rapidly, pleasure coiling tight in his balls. His hand flew over his cock, chasing release…

He came explosively, biting his fist hard to stay silent. Thick ropes of cum spurted across his stomach and chest, more than usual, his cock pulsing violently as the fantasy consumed him completely. Wave after wave of pleasure as he imagined tomorrow night…Mirelle accepting her first paid groping, Elara’s growing comfort with sexual commerce, the household’s final transformation.

Fuck.

The guilt he expected didn’t materialize. Just satisfaction and dark excitement and the growing certainty that tomorrow would change everything.

Through the wall, he heard Celia masturbating…angry, desperate, the rhythmic creaking faster than usual, almost violent in its intensity. Had she overheard the conversation through thin walls? Was she processing her mother’s descent into semi-prostitution with furious arousal?

Probably. Definitely.

Her bed slammed against the wall, faster and faster. A choked whimper she couldn’t quite muffle. Then a frustrated cry…she still couldn’t cum, still desperately chasing release that wouldn’t come while her family corrupted around her.

Finally, silence. Frustrated, incomplete silence.

Theron cleaned himself up with his shirt, the evidence of his depravity soaking into the fabric.

The household settling into uneasy night. Tomorrow they’d wake and implement Mirelle’s plan. Accept tips for contact. Formalize the corruption.

And Theron would manage it all…setting boundaries, ensuring safety, keeping his employees protected while simultaneously profiting from their willingness to sell access to their bodies.

Welcome to adult life in Amoria. Try not to drown in the moral ambiguity.

Too late. Already drowning. Might as well enjoy it.

He rolled over, satisfied and dark with anticipation.

Tomorrow. Tomorrow he’d tell Mirelle yes. Tomorrow the household would cross another line that couldn’t be uncrossed.

Tomorrow the tavern would become something new.

And Theron Ashwick would discover just how comfortable he was with being the man who enabled it all.


Chapter 11: Wine, Women, and Wicked Investments

Vincent appeared at the tavern mid-afternoon with a merchant’s proposal wrapped in false friendship.

“Theron, my boy! I have a business opportunity that might interest you.”

Theron looked up from inventory, immediately suspicious. Vincent never offered anything without calculating his return.

“I’m listening.”

“The Friday dance sponsorship.” Vincent settled onto a barstool with practiced ease, expensive clothes immaculate despite Amoria’s dusty streets. “Provide wine and food for the plaza gathering…five barrels, four sacks of bread and cheese, twenty sovereigns in coin. Gets The Prancing Stag’s name announced publicly by the dance master. Excellent reputation boost.”

The numbers clicked in Theron’s head: roughly one hundred sovereigns total investment. Significant. Painful, even.

“That’s expensive advertising.”

“That’s strategic investment,” Vincent corrected smoothly. “Adventurers remember generosity. They remember which tavern provided their Friday celebration. Word spreads. Visitor count increases.” His calculating blue eyes held Theron’s. “And it puts your establishment’s name in proximity to… certain young women who might benefit from increased visibility.”

There it is. He wants Elara at the dance where he can continue his pursuit.

“I’ll consider it.”

“Consider quickly.” Vincent stood, brushing imaginary dust from his sleeve. “This week’s dance is in three days. I can provide the wine at cost…call it a neighborly gesture.” His smile didn’t reach his eyes. “After all, we’re both businessmen serving this fine city. No reason we can’t support each other.”

Support. Right. While you circle my employee like a shark.

“I’ll have an answer by tomorrow.”

“Excellent.” Vincent moved toward the door, paused at the threshold. “And Theron? Do bring your lovely household to the festivities. I’m sure Elara would enjoy the… enhanced celebration.”

He left before Theron could respond.

Smug bastard.



That evening, Mirelle found him reviewing finances in his father’s office…trying to figure out if they could afford Vincent’s sponsorship while maintaining basic operations.

“You’re thinking about it,” she observed, settling into the chair across from him.

“Vincent’s proposal. Yes.”

“It’s expensive.”

“It’s strategic.” Theron echoed Vincent’s words with bitter irony. “Hundred sovereigns for reputation boost. If it brings in even ten extra customers per week…”

“Then it pays for itself in two months.” Mirelle finished the calculation. “And positions us as generous establishment. Adventurers like generosity.”

“Vincent likes positioning us where he can continue pursuing Elara.”

“That too.” She leaned forward, and Theron’s eyes dropped to her massive cleavage despite himself. Those enormous tits pressed together, creating a valley he could lose himself in. “But he’s not wrong about the business logic. Friday dance sponsorship is how small taverns become known establishments.”

“Can we afford it?”

Mirelle pulled the ledger closer, ran calculations with practiced efficiency. Her fingers moved over the numbers while Theron watched her face…the concentration, the intelligence, the tired pragmatism of a woman who’d managed household finances for years.

“If we accept tonight’s tip offers,” she said finally, “we’ll make an extra thirty to forty sovereigns. That offsets the sponsorship cost significantly. And if the sponsorship brings new customers who then tip similarly…” She met his eyes. “It becomes self-sustaining cycle.”

“So we use money from letting men grope you to sponsor a dance where Vincent can pursue Elara.”

“Essentially, yes.” No shame in her voice. Just reality. “Welcome to economic management in Amoria.”

Theron scrubbed his face with both hands. “This is insane.”

“This is survival.” Mirelle stood, moved around the desk, sat on the edge beside him…close enough he caught her scent, warm and feminine and distinctly Mirelle. “Marcus used to sponsor dances regularly. It worked. Brought customers, built reputation, made the tavern known.” She paused. “Of course, he was also fucking half the serving girls back then and letting customers do the same for tips. So our version is actually more restrained.”

Jesus Christ.

“He did what?”

“You think I was the first woman Marcus employed?” Mirelle’s laugh was bitter. “Before me, before his grief consumed him, he ran a rougher establishment. Girls who worked tables also worked beds when price was right. Not prostitution…just very generous tip arrangements.” She met Theron’s shocked stare. “That’s how this city works, tavern owner. You’re just learning what your father knew all along.”

The revelation settled like lead in Theron’s gut.

Marcus hadn’t just tolerated sexual commerce…he’d built his business on it. The respectable decline into grief and drink came after years of running exactly the kind of establishment Theron was now creating.

“So I’m following his path.”

“You’re following economic necessity’s path. Same as everyone in this business.” Mirelle touched his arm gently. “The question isn’t whether…it’s how far and how safely. Marcus lost control, let it become exploitation, stopped caring when guilt and grief ate him alive. You…” She squeezed his arm. “You still care. That’s the difference that matters.”

Do I? Do I actually care, or am I just telling myself that while profiting from their bodies?

No good answer to that question.

“Sponsor the dance,” Mirelle said decisively. “Make the investment. Build the reputation. And tonight, I’ll accept my first tip offer. We’ll make it work.”

She stood, smoothed her tight dress over those incredible curves, and left him alone with calculations and crushing weight of decision-making.

Theron stared at the ledger.

One hundred sovereigns for wine sponsorship.

Thirty to forty extra sovereigns tonight from Mirelle’s tips.

The math worked. The logic was sound.

All it cost was another piece of his conscience.



Evening service started normally. Twenty customers, mostly D and C-ranks, drinking and gambling and spending coin.

But tonight felt different. Charged. Like everyone could sense something shifting in the tavern’s atmosphere.

Mirelle moved through the crowded room with deliberate grace, her voluptuous body drawing every eye. That tight dress emphasized everything…massive tits straining fabric, wide hips swaying hypnotically, the kind of mature curves that made men forget their names.

She knew exactly what she was doing now. No more accidental displays. This was calculated…bending slightly lower when serving, pausing when pouring drinks to let their eyes linger, moving with confidence that said you can look, but it’ll cost you.

An hour into service, a sailor flagged her down.

Theron watched from behind the bar as they negotiated quietly. Saw Mirelle’s slight flush. Saw her nod.

The sailor produced twenty sovereigns. Set them on the table between them.

Mirelle leaned forward to collect empty mugs. Deliberately. Slowly.

Her massive tits pressed against her neckline, threatening to spill completely. The sailor stared directly down her dress, eyes wide, jaw slack. Could probably see everything…the full swell of those enormous breasts, maybe even her nipples.

Twenty fucking sovereigns to stare at his employee’s tits while she gave him a show.

Theron’s cock hardened despite the wrongness of it all.

Mirelle straightened with professional courtesy. Collected the coins. Moved away with her hips swaying in a way that made the sailor groan audibly.

She returned to the bar, face flushed but expression satisfied.

“Twenty sovereigns,” she said quietly, counting the coins into her apron. “For sixty seconds of looking. That’s…” She calculated. “Twelve hundred sovereigns per hour if I did that continuously.”

“You’re not going to do that continuously.”

“No. But occasionally? When offers are good?” She met his eyes. “This is sustainable, Theron. This works.”

Before he could respond, another customer called her over.

The evening continued. Mirelle accepted three more tips…two for looking, one for allowing a hand on her hip while she served his table. Each transaction smooth, professional, boundaries clear.

By closing time, she’d earned forty-two extra sovereigns.

Nearly double her normal weekly wages. For less than an hour’s total work across the evening.

The economics were undeniable.

Elara approached Theron as they counted final revenue. “I earned eight sovereigns tonight. Just sitting and talking.” Her bright blue eyes sparkled with excitement. “One gentleman paid me five sovereigns just to keep him company while he calmed down from almost dying in a sewer delve.”

“How do you feel about it?”

“Good!” Her enthusiasm was genuine. “They’re respectful. They appreciate the company. And the money helps us.” She leaned closer conspiratorially. “Mama said we’re sponsoring the Friday dance. Is that true?”

“Probably.”

“That’s wonderful!” She bounced slightly, perky little tits jiggling beneath her fitted bodice. “Everyone will know The Prancing Stag is generous. We’ll be famous!”

Her innocent excitement about becoming famous through economic arrangements built on sexual commerce would have been funny if it wasn’t so telling about how quickly she’d adapted.

She doesn’t see the moral complexity. Just sees opportunity and survival.

Maybe that was healthier than Theron’s constant guilt.



Late that night, alone in his office, Theron made the final calculation:

Regular revenue: 45 sovereigns
Mirelle’s tips: 42 sovereigns
Elara’s tips: 8 sovereigns
Total: 95 sovereigns

Nearly triple their revenue from a month ago. All from accepting that their employees’ bodies had market value and letting customers pay for access.

He pulled out parchment, wrote a message for Vincent accepting the sponsorship offer. They’d provide wine and food for Friday’s dance. The Prancing Stag would be announced as generous patron.

And Vincent would get proximity to Elara at enhanced celebration where his poetry and charm could work their seduction.

I’m funding my own rival’s pursuit. This is insane.

But also necessary. The reputation boost was real. The business logic sound.

And maybe…just maybe…seeing Theron sponsor the entire event would show Elara who actually cared about building something versus who just wanted to claim trophies.

Keep telling yourself that.

Through the thin walls, he heard familiar sounds. Celia masturbating with furious desperation. Faster than ever before, like she was punishing herself for being aroused by her household’s descent into sexual commerce.

Theron’s hand found his cock.

He stroked slowly, imagining Friday’s dance with vivid clarity. Free-flowing wine courtesy of his sponsorship. Inhibitions dissolved by celebration and alcohol.

Mirelle’s voluptuous body moving through the crowd…that tight dress emphasizing every curve, her massive tits threatening to spill free with each movement. She’d accept tips throughout the night. Twenty sovereigns to bend over deliberately, giving drunk adventurers perfect views down her neckline. Her enormous breasts swaying hypnotically. Maybe fifty, sixty men paying for the privilege. Hundreds of sovereigns earned just for showing off her body.

Elara dancing close with anyone who paid…her tight little ass swaying in that new dress, grinding against erections while she giggled innocently. Making men desperate with desire, collecting coins, learning exactly how much power her young body had over drunk adventurers with full coin purses.

And Theron watching it all from the edge of the plaza. Managing it all. Profiting from it all while pretending he was protecting rather than exploiting. His employees selling access to their bodies while he counted the revenue and told himself this was survival, not corruption.

His strokes quickened, precum flowing. The fantasy was so clear, so close to reality it made his cock throb…

The orgasm hit hard and sudden. Theron bit his fist as thick ropes of cum spurted across his stomach and chest, his cock pulsing violently as the vision of Friday’s profitable debauchery played out behind his closed eyes.

Fuck.

Afterward, lying in sticky shame and dark satisfaction, he made his peace with the decision:

They’d sponsor the dance. Build reputation. Accept the moral cost.

Because the alternative was bankruptcy.

And survival trumped conscience every time in Amoria’s cruel economy.

Marcus knew this. Now I know it too.

The education continued. The corruption accelerated.

And Friday’s dance loomed like judgment day wrapped in celebration.



Morning came with bright sunlight and heavy decisions already made.

Theron found the kitchen occupied…Mirelle at the stove, those impossible tits swaying as she cooked, Elara setting the table cheerfully, and Celia conspicuously absent.

“She’s not speaking to us,” Mirelle said without preamble. “Locked herself in her room after hearing about last night’s… earnings.”

“She’ll come around,” Elara offered hopefully.

“No she won’t.” Mirelle’s voice was flat with tired certainty. “Celia would rather starve pure than live compromised.”

They ate breakfast in comfortable silence…the comfortable silence of people who’d accepted necessary evils and stopped fighting reality.

“I’m accepting Vincent’s sponsorship offer,” Theron announced. “We’ll provide wine and food for Friday’s dance.”

Elara’s face lit up with genuine joy. “That’s wonderful! Everyone will be there. It’ll be so much fun!”

Mirelle’s expression was more calculating. “Strategic investment. Good decision.” She met his eyes meaningfully. “And good opportunity for all of us to work. Dancing crowds are generous crowds.”

Of course. She’s already planning how to maximize tip income from drunk, celebratory adventurers.

“Just be safe,” Theron said. “Boundaries matter. Don’t let anyone…”

“We know,” Mirelle interrupted gently. “We’ll be careful. Professional. This is business, not pleasure.”

The distinction seemed important to her. Theron didn’t challenge it.

They finished breakfast and began preparing for another day of serving customers, accepting tips, managing the sexual economics that kept them fed.

The tavern settling into its new identity. The household accepting its transformation.

And Friday looming with promise and threat in equal measure.


Chapter 12: A Widow’s Wicked Memories

Multiple supply runs meant multiple conversations with Maren, and Theron found himself craving them more than the groceries themselves.

The red-haired widow was easy to talk to, warm in ways that made him feel less alone in navigating Amoria’s moral swamp. Her shop smelled of herbs and fresh bread, and she always had tea ready, always had time to chat while she packed his orders.

“How’s the tavern managing?” she asked one morning, her emerald eyes watching him with that hungry predatory stare that made his cock stir.

“Better. Surprisingly better.” Theron accepted the tea gratefully. “Revenue’s improving.”

“I’ve heard.” Her smile was knowing. “Word spreads in a city this size. The Prancing Stag’s developing quite the reputation.”

Oh fuck. What reputation exactly?

“Good reputation, I hope?”

“Generous reputation.” Maren leaned against her counter, and the movement made her enormous tits sway beneath her modest dress. “Sponsoring Friday dances at the Trade Plaza. Providing good food. And…” She paused meaningfully. “…very friendly service.”

Theron’s face heated. “The service is professional.”

“I’m sure it is.” Her grin widened. “Just like my late husband Dane was very professional about his three regular girlfriends.”

The non-sequitur threw him. “Your husband had what?”

“Three girlfriends. Simultaneously. With my full knowledge and approval.” Maren said it like discussing the weather. “Dane wasn’t built for monogamy. Neither was I, frankly. We had an… open marriage.”

Holy shit.

She must have seen his shock because she laughed…warm, genuine, completely unashamed.

“Shocked you, tavern boy? Thought I was just a respectable widow running a grocery?”

“I… yes?”

“I’m respectable now. Wasn’t always.” She moved closer, and he caught her scent…soap and something warm and distinctly female. “Want to hear about my wild youth? Might help you understand what your household’s becoming.”

“Please.”

Maren poured more tea, settled into storytelling mode with clear relish.

“Dane was legendary in our village. Not for his farming…though he was competent enough…but for his cock.” She said it without embarrassment. “Thick, long, impressive piece of equipment he knew exactly how to use. Women talked about it at market. Some boldly. Others whispering.”

Theron’s throat went dry.

“Three regular girlfriends besides me. Sometimes more casual encounters. Group arrangements at our home…five, six people in one bed wasn’t unusual.” Her eyes grew distant with memory. “Dane would fuck his way through Saturday nights like it was a competitive sport. Wake up Sunday surrounded by satisfied women.”

“And you were… okay with this?”

“More than okay. I participated.” Maren’s smile turned wicked. “My best friend Mirelle was one of his regular partners back then. Before she moved to Amoria, before Marcus, when we were all young and horny and free.”

Wait. Mirelle?

“Mirelle from my tavern? My employee Mirelle?”

“The very same.” Maren’s expression softened with nostalgia. “Beautiful woman. We grew up together, experimented together, shared Dane together on more occasions than I can count. She had this amazing body even then…those huge tits and wide hips…Dane loved fucking her almost as much as he loved fucking me.”

The revelation crashed into Theron like a physical blow. Mirelle…respectable household manager, protective mother, pragmatic survivor…had participated in group sex with her best friend’s husband.

The past is never what you expect.

“Sometimes we’d do blindfold games,” Maren continued, clearly enjoying his shock. “Dane would fuck multiple women in succession and try to guess who by feel alone. Got it right more often than not…could identify Mirelle by how her pussy gripped him, me by how I moved, my sister Petra by…” She trailed off with a laugh. “Well. You get the idea.”

“Your sister too?”

“Family that fucks together…” Maren shrugged. “…well, they’re very close. Petra lives in the countryside now with her five children. No idea who the fathers are. Doesn’t matter.”

The casual acceptance of uncertainty, of promiscuity, of pleasure without consequence…it echoed Rosalind’s philosophy perfectly.

Maybe the whole world is like this, and only cities pretend otherwise.

“I miss it sometimes,” Maren admitted quietly. “That freedom. That pleasure. Dane’s been dead five years, and widowhood is…” She sighed. “Lonely. Very lonely.”

Her emerald eyes met his, and something shifted in the air between them. Not quite proposition. Not quite innocent. Just… awareness.

“At night, alone in the bed we shared, touching myself with fingers that aren’t enough…” She trailed off meaningfully. “I remember being satisfied. Being full. Being fucked properly by a man who knew exactly what I needed.”

Theron’s cock was rock hard now. Couldn’t help it. Maren’s body…those enormous tits, that massive ass, those wide fertile hips from bearing five children…and her frank discussion of sexual need and frustrated loneliness combined into overwhelming attraction.

“You must have… admirers,” he managed. “Men interested in courting you.”

“Admirers, yes. Men who want to marry the respectable widow and pretend my past never happened.” Her voice turned bitter. “They don’t want me. They want a version of me that doesn’t exist…reformed slut playing housewife, grateful for redemption I never needed.”

Rosalind said almost the exact same thing.

“What do you want?” Theron asked.

Maren’s predatory smile returned. “Honestly? To be fucked. Properly. By someone young and enthusiastic who isn’t trying to save me from myself.” She moved closer, close enough he could see the faint freckles across her chest, smell her warmth. “To feel alive again instead of just surviving.”

The admission hung between them, charged with possibility.

“Maren…”

“Relax, tavern boy.” She stepped back, breaking the moment with practiced ease. “I’m not propositioning you. Yet.” Her grin took the edge off. “Just being honest about needs. Widows have them. Men forget that sometimes.”

Theron’s brain struggled to process everything…Mirelle’s hidden past, Maren’s current loneliness, the growing certainty that everyone in Amoria had secret sexual histories they hid beneath respectable facades.

“Your order’s ready,” Maren said, all business again. She handed him the packed basket. “Same time next week?”

“Yes. Thank you.”

Their fingers brushed during the exchange. Lingered slightly longer than necessary.

“Theron?” she called as he reached the door.

“Yes?”

“If you ever want to talk more about… anything… my door’s always open.” Her smile promised conversations about more than groceries. “Lonely widow. Young tavern owner. We could commiserate about our respective situations.”

She’s inviting you. Not explicitly. But clearly.

“I’d like that,” he heard himself say.

Her smile widened. “Good. I look forward to it.”



Walking back to the tavern, Theron’s mind churned.

Maren…respectable widow, mother of five, grocery shop owner…had fucked multiple partners simultaneously, shared her husband with other women including Mirelle, and was currently desperate enough for cock she was hinting at availability to customers twenty years younger.

Mirelle…his employee, his father’s former mistress…had participated in group sex, fucked her best friend’s husband, lived a promiscuous youth before Marcus hired her away from rougher work.

Even Rosalind’s philosophy wasn’t unique. It was just the honest version of what everyone practiced in secret.

The whole fucking city is built on hidden lust and structured hypocrisy.

And his tavern household, accepting tips for contact, slowly commodifying female bodies…that was just part of the pattern. Less hidden. More honest.

At the tavern, he found Mirelle in the kitchen preparing lunch. Those enormous tits swayed as she worked, and now Theron couldn’t help imagining her younger, participating in Dane’s group encounters, learning pleasure before shame.

She glanced up, caught him staring. Smiled knowingly.

“Good supply run?”

“Enlightening,” Theron said carefully. “Maren mentioned you were old friends.”

Something flickered in Mirelle’s expression. “She did, did she?”

“Said you knew her late husband. Dane.”

“Ah.” Mirelle returned to chopping vegetables. “Yes. I knew Dane. Quite well, actually.”

The admission was casual but loaded with meaning.

“She mentioned you were close.”

“We were.” Mirelle paused, considering how much to reveal. “Maren and I grew up together. Shared everything…secrets, clothes, experiences.” Her hazel eyes met his. “Including men, occasionally. Rural villages have different standards than cities pretend to.”

“She said you participated in…”

“Group sex? Yes.” No shame, just tired honesty. “I was young, curious, hungry for experience. Dane was generous with his time and his cock. Maren didn’t mind sharing. So we shared.” She smiled slightly. “Some of my best memories, honestly. Before marriage, before children, before complications. Just pleasure freely given and joyfully received.”

Jesus Christ. My household manager is casually admitting to orgies.

“Does Celia know? Elara?”

“Absolutely not.” Mirelle’s voice hardened. “And they never will if I can help it. Celia’s judgment is bad enough without ammunition. Elara’s too innocent still.” She pointed her knife at him. “You don’t mention this to them. Ever. Understood?”

“Understood.”

“Good.” She returned to cooking. “Now, Maren’s probably lonely as hell and hinting at availability. Am I right?”

Theron blinked at her directness. “How did you…”

“Because I know Maren. Because widowhood is hard when you’re used to regular sex. Because you’re young and attractive and available.” Mirelle’s smile turned knowing. “She’s probably calculating whether you’re interested, whether it’s appropriate, whether five years of celibacy is worth maintaining for propriety’s sake.”

“And your advice?”

“Fuck her.” Said bluntly, matter-of-factly. “She needs it. You could probably use the experience. You’re both adults. As long as you’re respectful and discreet, I see no problem.”

The casual permission stunned him.

“You’re encouraging me to sleep with your best friend.”

“I’m encouraging you to provide mutual satisfaction between consenting adults.” Mirelle met his eyes seriously. “Maren’s a good woman trapped in lonely circumstances. You’re a good man learning to navigate this city’s realities. You’d be good for each other…no commitment, no complications, just pleasure and companionship.”

My employee is suggesting I fuck her childhood friend. This is my life now.

“I’ll… think about it.”

“Don’t think too long. Lonely widows become desperate widows.” Mirelle returned to cooking, subject closed in her mind. “Oh, and Theron? When you do fuck her…and you will, the attraction’s obvious…be gentle at first. She’s gone years without cock. She’ll be tight despite the children. And enthusiastic. Very, very enthusiastic once you get her started.”

She said it like discussing recipe instructions.

Theron fled to his office before his cock got any harder.



That night, lying in bed, he processed everything.

Maren wanted him. Had hinted clearly. Would probably accept if he made a move.

Mirelle encouraged it. Gave explicit permission. Even offered technical advice.

The moral lines kept blurring until he wasn’t sure where boundaries existed anymore.

Fuck your employee’s best friend while also managing said employee’s transition into accepting customer tips for groping. Sure. Perfectly normal.

Through the walls, Celia masturbated with her usual desperate fury.

Mirelle’s door closed quietly…was she touching herself too? Remembering Dane’s cock, group encounters, pleasure without shame?

And Elara hummed cheerfully, counting tip money, innocent to the sexual undercurrents saturating their household.

Theron’s hand found his cock…already hardening from the day’s revelations.

He gripped his shaft and began stroking, the fantasy building with crystal clarity.

Tonight’s fantasy shifted to Maren: that voluptuous body he’d been staring at for weeks finally underneath him, completely naked and desperate. Those enormous tits…easily as large as Mirelle’s, maybe larger…bouncing wildly as he fucked her. DD-cups at minimum, heavy and natural, nipples stiff with arousal after five years of neglect.

That massive ass jiggling with each thrust. Wide fertile hips from bearing five children, stretch marks he’d kiss, soft belly he’d grip while pounding into her from behind.

And her face…that beautiful face framed by red hair, emerald eyes rolled back with pleasure, mouth open in screams she couldn’t contain after years of loneliness and deprivation.

Widow hunger unleashed. Desperate. Grateful. Enthusiastic beyond belief.

His strokes quickened. The fantasy intensified:

She’d be so wet. So ready. Five years without cock meant she’d probably cum the moment he entered her. Her pussy would be tight again despite the children…muscles recovered, body aching to be filled.

“Please,” she’d beg in his fantasy. “Please fuck me. I need it so badly. Need you so badly.”

And he would. Would spread those thick thighs wide and bury himself to the hilt in her neglected cunt. Would make her scream. Would fuck her so hard the whole shop shook, products falling off shelves, neither of them caring about anything except finally satisfying that desperate need.

She’d cum multiple times…years of pent-up hunger releasing in wave after wave of pleasure. Her pussy would grip him like a vice, milking his cock, begging for his seed.

“Fill me,” she’d sob. “Breed me again. I want your baby. Want proof you want me.”

And he’d give it to her. Would pump her full of cum until it leaked out around his still-thrusting cock. Would make her pregnant if that’s what it took. Would claim the lonely widow completely.

Theron’s hand flew over his cock, chasing the release building rapidly. He could practically feel Maren’s pussy clenching around him, could hear her desperate screams, could see those massive tits bouncing…

He came explosively, spurting thick ropes of cum across his stomach and chest. The fantasy was so vivid, so intense, his cock pulsed harder than usual, more cum than normal, like his balls were already preparing for tomorrow’s inevitable encounter.

Fuck.

He lay there panting, cum cooling on his skin. Tomorrow he’d return to her shop. Would accept the invitation lurking beneath grocery transactions.

Would cross another line in his increasingly complicated navigation of Amoria’s sexual economy.

Marcus knew all this too. Fucked his way through women, built his business on it, then collapsed under the weight of his own choices.

The question was whether Theron would follow that same arc, or whether he’d find some middle path between exploitation and survival.

No good answer yet.

Just more questions, more temptations, more lines waiting to be crossed.

The education continued. The household transformed. And somewhere in the night, Maren lay awake too, probably wondering if the young tavern owner would take what she’d offered.

Probably hoping he would.


Chapter 13: The Night Everything Changes

Theron lay awake, cock half-hard from thinking about Vincent’s words at the last dance, about Elara’s innocence ripe for corruption, about his own inappropriate attraction that grew more consuming daily.

“Either you satisfy her curiosity yourself, or someone else will.”

Vincent’s challenge echoed endlessly through his mind. The merchant was right…Elara was curious, awakening, vulnerable to seduction. And Vincent was patient, experienced, circling like a predator waiting for the right moment to strike.

The employer-employee boundary should matter. The fact that she was Mirelle’s daughter should matter. His father’s memory should matter.

But his arousal mattered more. And Vincent’s threat forced decision.

He rose from bed, heart pounding with dangerous intent. Told himself he’d just check on her, make sure she was safe, not troubled by Vincent’s attention at today’s dance. Protective concern, that’s all.

Liar. You know exactly what you’re doing.

He knocked softly on her door. The sound felt loud in the quiet household.

“Come in,” Elara called sweetly, her voice sleepy and innocent.

Theron opened the door carefully. The sight that greeted him made his cock throb immediately.

She was in bed, propped against pillows, wearing a modest nightgown that nonetheless revealed the shape of her small breasts and slender legs. A candle burned on the nightstand, casting intimate golden shadows across her face. She held one of Celia’s hidden romance books…borrowed without asking, he recognized the embossed cover depicting a passionate embrace.

“Couldn’t sleep?” she asked, setting the book aside.

“Something like that.” He stepped inside, closing the door behind him. Not locking it…that would be too deliberate, too intentional. “What about you?”

“Reading.” She gestured at the book with slight embarrassment. “Celia doesn’t know I borrowed it. Don’t tell her?”

“Your secret’s safe.” He moved closer, sat on the bed’s edge carefully. The mattress dipped under his weight. He was acutely aware of her body’s warmth radiating through thin fabric. “What’s it about?”

Elara’s cheeks colored prettily. “A forbidden romance. Between an employer and his maid. It’s… very passionate.”

Of course it is.

“Is it any good?”

“The writing’s dramatic.” She smiled. “But the emotions feel real. The way he wants her but knows he shouldn’t. The way she’s drawn to him despite the danger.” Her blue eyes met his with sudden awareness. “It’s compelling.”

The parallel wasn’t subtle. Employer and employee. Wanting what shouldn’t be wanted. Drawn to danger.

“Elara…”

“I saw Vincent again today,” she interrupted, her expression shifting from playful to serious. “At the plaza. He cornered me near the wine vendors.”

Theron’s jaw tightened. “What did he say?”

“The usual poetry. How I’m beautiful, how he thinks of me constantly, how his marriage is loveless and he deserves happiness.” She looked down at her hands. “How I deserve someone who appreciates my beauty and youth. How we could have something special if I gave him a chance.”

Rage burned hot in Theron’s chest. “What did you tell him?”

“That I’m flattered but not interested.” She paused. “He didn’t believe me. Said I’m just being shy, that all young women play coy at first, that persistence is part of the game.” Her voice dropped. “He touched my arm. Wouldn’t let go when I tried to pull away.”

“Did he hurt you?”

“No. Not physically.” She met his eyes. “But it scared me. The way he looked at me…like I’m something he’s entitled to. Like my refusal doesn’t matter because eventually I’ll give in.”

Theron wanted to hunt Vincent down and break his fingers. Wanted to make the married merchant understand through violence that Elara was off-limits.

But violence would just confirm Vincent’s assessment that Theron was possessive, territorial, claiming something he had no right to claim.

Better to actually claim her. Make it undeniable.

“You’re not his,” Theron said quietly. “You don’t owe him anything.”

“I know.” She touched his hand tentatively. “But he’s persistent. And he’s older, experienced, knows how to say things that sound romantic even when they’re probably lies.” She bit her lip. “Part of me wonders if I’m being foolish. He’s offering attention, romance, poetry. Maybe I should be grateful instead of suspicious.”

“He’s married, Elara. With a wife and daughter.”

“His wife has her own lovers, apparently. Half the merchant district, if the gossip’s true.” She shrugged. “Maybe their arrangement allows for this. Maybe I’m the naive one for thinking marriage should mean fidelity.”

Amoria’s moral flexibility strikes again.

“Do you want Vincent’s attention?” Theron asked carefully. “His romance?”

Elara looked at him for a long moment. “I want to be wanted,” she admitted quietly. “To matter to someone. To be seen as more than just the cheerful waitress who serves drinks and smiles through groping.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “But I don’t want Vincent. I want…”

She trailed off, the confession incomplete but clear enough.

“Want what?” Theron prompted, heart hammering.

“I want someone who cares,” she said carefully. “Who sees me. Really sees me…not just my youth or my body, but me. Someone I trust. Someone who…” She swallowed visibly. “Someone I think about at night when I’m alone and touching myself.”

The admission hung between them, raw and vulnerable.

Theron should stand. Should leave. Should thank her for trusting him with that confession and retreat to his room before crossing lines that couldn’t be uncrossed.

Instead, he asked the dangerous question: “Who do you think about?”

Elara’s breathing quickened. “You know who.”

“Say it.”

Her blue eyes held his, brave despite her trembling. “You. I think about you.”

The words detonated like a bomb. All his restraint, all his careful boundaries, all his employer’s propriety…shattered instantly under the weight of her confession.

“Elara…”

“I know it’s wrong,” she rushed on, words tumbling desperately. “You’re my employer. You’re Marcus’s son. You’re Mama’s boss. All the reasons it shouldn’t happen, I know them. But I can’t stop thinking about you anyway. The way you look at me sometimes when you think I don’t notice. The way your eyes linger. The way you protected me from that drunk sailor, from Vincent’s pursuit. The way you make me feel safe and seen and wanted.”

She reached for his hand, held it between both of hers.

“At night, alone in this bed, I imagine what it would be like if you came to my room. If you looked at me the way men look at women they desire. If you touched me.” Her voice dropped to barely audible. “If you wanted me the way I want you.”

Theron’s cock was painfully hard. His heart pounded so loudly he could barely hear over it. Every moral argument against this crumbled under the weight of her naked need, her vulnerability, her trust.

“You don’t know what you’re asking for,” he managed hoarsely.

“I know exactly what I’m asking for.” She squeezed his hand. “I’m eighteen, not stupid. I understand what happens between men and women. What you’d want from me. What I want from you.” She leaned closer, her scent filling his senses…soap and youth and something uniquely Elara. “I want my first time to be with someone I trust. Someone who cares about me. Not Vincent with his lies. Not some drunk adventurer offering coins. You.”

“I’m your employer. There’s a power dynamic…”

“There’s always a power dynamic.” She smiled sadly. “Men have power. Women have bodies. That’s how this city works. But at least with you, I trust you’ll be careful with me. Gentle. Make it good despite the pain everyone warns about.”

She was seducing him with trust. With vulnerability. With the promise that she understood exactly what she was offering and wanted it anyway.

He should say no. Should protect her innocence, maintain boundaries, be better than Vincent with his predatory pursuit.

But he wasn’t better. He was just as predatory, just as hungry. He’d been circling her for weeks, watching her body, imagining this exact moment.

The only difference was she wanted him too.

“If we do this,” Theron said slowly, “everything changes. You understand that?”

“I want it to change.” She touched his face with her free hand, fingers soft against his jaw. “I’m tired of being the innocent child everyone protects. I want to be wanted. Chosen. Claimed.”

That last word…claimed…sent electricity straight to his cock.

“Once this happens, I can’t…we can’t go back to how things were.”

“Good.” Her smile was brave despite obvious nervousness. “I don’t want to go back. I want to go forward. With you.”

Theron made his decision. Had probably made it weeks ago, if he was honest. Had been building toward this moment since the first time he noticed her body, the first time his cock hardened watching her move through the tavern.

He leaned forward slowly, giving her time to refuse, to change her mind, to recognize the danger.

She didn’t pull away.

Their lips met…soft, tentative, electric. Her first kiss, his first kiss with her. The world tilted on its axis.

She responded hesitantly at first, learning as she went, following his lead. Then with growing warmth as instinct overcame inexperience. Her mouth opened slightly, letting his tongue explore. She gasped into the kiss, her body trembling.

When they parted, both breathless and flushed, the line had been crossed completely.

Employer kissed employee. Marcus’s son kissed Mirelle’s daughter. Man kissed virgin.

“I’ve wanted to do that for so long,” she whispered.

“Me too.” He kissed her again, deeper this time, more possessive. His hand moved to her waist, feeling her slender body through the thin nightgown. She pressed against him, eager despite inexperience.

They kissed for long minutes…learning each other’s rhythms, tasting each other’s desire, building heat between them. His hands explored her body over clothes: the curve of her small breasts (she gasped when he touched them), the dip of her waist, the swell of her hips.

She touched him too, shy but curious. Ran her hands across his chest, feeling muscles through his sleeping shirt. Traced the lines of his shoulders, his arms. Her breathing quickened with each discovery.

“Can I see you?” she asked breathlessly. “I’ve imagined but never seen…”

He pulled back slightly, met her eyes. “Are you sure?”

“Yes.” No hesitation. Just hunger and curiosity and trust.

He stood, began unbuttoning his shirt slowly. Her eyes tracked every movement, wide with fascination and nervousness. When he pulled the shirt off, revealing his bare chest, she inhaled sharply.

“You’re beautiful,” she whispered.

“Men aren’t beautiful.”

“You are.” She reached out tentatively, touched his chest with trembling fingers. Explored the planes of his muscles, the definition of his shoulders, the line of dark hair trailing down his stomach. “I’ve seen you from a distance but never this close. Never been allowed to touch.”

Her innocent exploration was more arousing than practiced seduction would have been. The wonder in her eyes, the reverence in her touch…she was discovering male bodies through him, learning desire through this moment.

His cock strained painfully against his sleeping trousers. She noticed, her eyes dropping, widening at the obvious bulge.

“Is that…?”

“Yes.” He watched her process, waiting to see if fear would overtake curiosity.

Instead, fascination won. “Can I see?”

He should say no. Should slow this down. Should give her time to reconsider.

But he was weak, and she was asking, and his control had already shattered the moment he entered her room.

“If you want to stop at any point,” he said carefully, “we stop. No questions, no judgment. Understood?”

“Understood.” She nodded seriously. “But I don’t want to stop.”

He loosened the tie of his trousers, let them drop. Stood before her completely naked, cock jutting proudly from dark hair at his groin.

Elara stared with wide eyes, mouth slightly open. Processing what she’d only read about in those romance novels, what she’d imagined but never seen.

“It’s… bigger than I thought,” she admitted.

“Is that a problem?”

“I don’t know yet.” Honesty. “But I want to find out.”

She reached tentatively toward his cock, hand trembling. Theron caught her wrist gently.

“Not tonight,” he said, though it cost him everything to refuse. “Tonight is about you. Your pleasure. Your first time. There will be time later for you to explore me.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

He guided her back onto the bed, joined her there. Began removing her nightgown with careful hands, revealing her body inch by inch. She helped nervously, lifting her arms, letting him pull the fabric over her head.

And then she was naked before him…eighteen years old, virgin, trembling with equal parts fear and desire.

“You’re perfect,” he breathed.

“I’m too small.” She touched her breasts self-consciously. “Not like Mama or Maren. Nothing like what men want.”

“You’re exactly what I want.” He covered her hands with his, moved them aside, replaced them with his own hands cupping her small breasts gently. “Perfect size. Perfect shape. Perfect.”

He kissed her again while his hands explored her newly exposed flesh. Felt her nipples harden against his palms, heard her gasps of pleasure when he pinched them gently. Moved his mouth from her lips to her neck (she moaned), to her collarbone (she arched), to her small breasts (she cried out).

“Oh gods,” she gasped when he sucked her nipple into his mouth. “That feels…oh…”

He lavished attention on her breasts while his hand trailed lower, across her flat stomach, toward the apex of her thighs. She tensed when his fingers reached the soft hair there.

“Trust me,” he murmured against her breast.

“I do.” Her legs opened slightly, granting access.

His fingers found her virgin pussy…already wet, slick with arousal despite nervousness. He stroked gently, learning her body’s geography: the outer lips (she trembled), the inner folds (she gasped), the small nub at the apex (she nearly screamed).

“Too much?” he asked, circling her clit carefully.

“No…don’t stop…please…”

He continued his patient exploration, building her pleasure gradually. One finger pressing inside her tight channel carefully…so tight, resistance immediate, her body never penetrated before. She gasped at the intrusion, her virgin walls clenching around his finger.

“Breathe,” he instructed. “Relax.”

She obeyed, forcing her body to unclench. He worked his finger deeper, finding that special spot inside that Rosalind had taught him about. When he pressed it while his thumb circled her clit, Elara’s back arched off the bed.

“Theron…I feel…something’s building…”

“Let it happen. Trust me.”

He worked her expertly, combining everything Rosalind had taught him with attentiveness to Elara’s specific responses. Watched her face, learned what made her gasp versus moan, adjusted his technique accordingly.

Her first orgasm built slowly then crashed over her suddenly…back arching, pussy clenching around his finger, a strangled cry she muffled by biting her fist. He worked her through it, gentling his touch as she came down, watching with satisfaction as she trembled and gasped.

“That was…” she panted. “I’ve touched myself but never…that was different…better…”

“That was just the beginning.” He kissed her gently. “Your body is capable of so much pleasure. I’m going to teach you all of it.”

“Tonight?”

He smiled. “Not all tonight. You’re not ready for everything yet. But soon.”

“I want…” She reached for his cock boldly. “I want all of you. I want my first time. Now. With you.”

The invitation was clear, eager, demanding despite inexperience.

Tomorrow. Tomorrow he’d claim her completely. Tomorrow he’d take her virginity and bind her to him forever.

But tonight, he’d satisfied her curiosity, proven his care, shown her that pleasure existed beyond imagination.

Tonight was foundation. Tomorrow would be transformation.

“Tomorrow,” he promised, kissing her deeply. “Tomorrow I’ll give you everything you’re asking for. But tonight, you need to rest. Process. Make sure you still want this in daylight.”

“I’ll want it,” she said with absolute certainty. “I want you.”

He held her close, both naked, his cock still hard and unsatisfied but his restraint intact. Showing her he could control himself. Proving he valued her comfort over his own need.

Eventually, her breathing evened into sleep. Exhausted by pleasure, by decision, by the enormity of what tomorrow would bring.

Theron slipped from her bed, dressed quietly, returned to his room.

Lay awake processing what had just happened, what was about to happen, what it would mean.

Through the walls, he heard Celia masturbating with desperate fury…had she been listening? Did she know what almost happened?

Mirelle’s room remained silent. Sleeping peacefully, or awake and aware?

Tomorrow everything would change.

Tomorrow he’d deflower Elara, claim her completely, make her his in ways that couldn’t be undone.

Tomorrow Vincent would lose this war before it could truly begin.

Tomorrow The Prancing Stag’s corruption would accelerate beyond the point of return.

But tonight, he’d shown restraint. Proven care. Built trust that would make tomorrow’s claiming feel like gift rather than theft.

His cock throbbed with unsatisfied need. He didn’t touch it. The frustration was penance and promise…tomorrow’s release would be that much sweeter for tonight’s discipline.

The household settled into uneasy sleep. The girl claimed but not yet deflowered. The employer one night away from irrevocable transformation.

The clock ticking toward dawn and decision and the moment when innocence would be exchanged for experience, when virginity would be exchanged for devotion, when everything would change forever.

Tomorrow, Theron thought as sleep finally claimed him. Tomorrow she’s mine.


Chapter 14: A Mother’s Warning

Mirelle noticed the change immediately the next morning…she was a mother, she knew her daughter, she saw everything.

Elara floated into the kitchen humming, her face glowing with secret knowledge, touching her lips unconsciously like someone remembering a kiss. Moving with new awareness of her own body, her own desirability. The innocent cheerfulness had transformed overnight into something else…confidence mixed with anticipation, shyness mixed with hunger.

And Theron watching her differently now. Not the furtive glances of before, the guilty hunger he tried to hide. This was open possession…his eyes tracking her every movement, lingering on her body with undisguised want, attention sharpening whenever she laughed or spoke.

The air between them crackled with electricity. Anyone with eyes could see it.

He made his move. Finally.

Mirelle had been expecting this for weeks. Watching the tension build, the inevitable attraction growing, the employer-employee boundary eroding under economic pressure and proximity and simple human desire.

She’d warned him once. Now she’d see if he’d heeded that warning or ignored it completely.

After breakfast, while Celia cleaned upstairs and Elara prepared the tavern for opening, Mirelle cornered Theron in the hallway…backed him against the wall with maternal authority that made him freeze like a guilty child.

“We need to talk,” she said flatly. “About Elara.”

His face gave him away immediately…the flash of guilt, the defensive tension, the way his eyes couldn’t quite meet hers.

“I don’t know what you…”

“Don’t.” She cut him off sharply. “Don’t insult my intelligence by pretending innocence. I see how you look at her. How she looks at you. What happened last night?”

The direct question caught him off-guard. He considered lying, considered evasion, then apparently decided honesty was less dangerous.

“We talked,” he admitted carefully. “About Vincent’s pursuit. About her fears. About what she wants.”

“And what does she want?”

His jaw tightened. “Me. She wants me.”

At least he was honest about it. Mirelle studied his face…searching for regret, for guilt, for any sign he understood the enormity of what he was doing.

“Did you fuck her?”

“No.” Quick answer, defensive. “Not yet.”

Yet. The word hung heavy between them.

“But you’re planning to,” Mirelle said. Not a question. A certainty.

“She asked me to.” He met her eyes finally, defiant. “Explicitly. Said she wants her first time to be with someone she trusts. Someone who cares about her.”

“And you think that’s you?”

“I know it is.” No hesitation. Absolute confidence. “Better me than Vincent with his lies and false promises. Better me than some drunk adventurer who’d hurt her and forget her name. At least I live here. At least I have investment in her wellbeing.”

Mirelle wanted to slap him. Wanted to scream that there were more options than just “different men to fuck her daughter.” That maybe Elara could remain innocent a little longer. That maybe employer shouldn’t seduce employee regardless of mutual attraction.

But she was too tired for idealism. Too pragmatic for outrage.

“You’re right,” she admitted, and watched surprise flash across his face. “Better you than Vincent. Better someone who’ll be gentle with her fragile heart than someone who’ll use her and discard her.”

She stepped closer, invading his personal space, her voluptuous body inches from his as she delivered hard truth.

“But understand this, Theron Ashwick: once you take her virginity, you own the consequences. All of them.”

“I understand…”

“Do you?” She interrupted. “Do you really understand what you’re taking on? Elara is eighteen and innocent despite this city’s corruption. She’s never been wanted before, never been chosen, never been touched by someone who cared. Once you claim her…and make no mistake, that’s what you’ll be doing, claiming her…she’ll give you everything. Her body, her trust, her heart, her entire future.”

Theron swallowed hard but didn’t look away.

“She’ll fall in love,” Mirelle continued relentlessly. “Completely, devotedly, desperately. Because she’s never felt desire before, never felt chosen, never had someone see her as more than cheerful waitress or innocent child. You’ll become the center of her world…the employer who controls her livelihood, the lover who controls her pleasure, the protector who controls her safety. That kind of power over someone…”

She trailed off meaningfully, letting him fill in the implications.

“I won’t hurt her,” he said quietly.

“Not intentionally.” Mirelle touched his arm, her voice softening. “But intentions don’t matter when hearts break. Marcus didn’t intend to hurt me when he started losing interest, when his cock stopped working, when grief consumed him. But I was hurt anyway. Left touch-starved and lonely, raising two daughters in a dead man’s house, dependent on employment that might disappear any moment.”

“I’m not Marcus.”

“No. You’re younger. Hungrier. More dangerous in some ways.” Her hazel eyes held his seriously. “Marcus knew his limitations. You’re still discovering yours. Still learning how much power you have, how intoxicating that power feels, how easy it is to justify anything when you’re the one holding all the cards.”

The assessment was uncomfortable in its accuracy. Theron shifted against the wall but couldn’t escape her scrutiny.

“So what do you want me to do?” he asked. “Push her away? Let Vincent have her instead? Pretend this attraction doesn’t exist?”

“No.” Mirelle sighed heavily. “I want you to be careful with her. Gentle with her trust. Aware of your power and responsible with its use.” She paused. “And I want you to be prepared for the consequences when Celia finds out.”

His eyes widened. “Celia doesn’t…”

“Celia suspects. Maybe knows already.” Mirelle’s smile was bitter. “You think those thin walls hide anything? My oldest daughter is many things…cold, judgmental, isolated…but she’s not stupid or deaf. She hears sounds at night. She sees how Elara glows in the morning. She’s connecting pieces, and when she does…”

“When she does what?”

“She’ll be furious.” Simple statement of fact. “Jealous beyond reason. Because Celia wants what Elara has…your attention, your desire, your cock. She doesn’t admit it consciously yet, but I’m her mother. I see how she watches you. How she touches herself at night thinking about things she claims to despise. How her judgment of others masks desperate hunger for the same experiences she condemns.”

Fuck.

Theron hadn’t considered Celia beyond vague awareness of her cold disapproval. Hadn’t thought about her as sexual being with her own needs and jealousies and desires.

“She’s going to make problems,” Mirelle warned. “Try to interfere. Maybe try to seduce you herself out of competitive rage. Maybe try to poison Elara’s happiness out of bitter jealousy. I don’t know which yet. But it’s coming, and you need to be ready for it.”

“What should I do about Celia?”

“Nothing. Yet.” Mirelle stepped back, releasing him from the intimate confrontation. “Let her process privately. Don’t acknowledge what she might have heard or seen. Give her space to work through jealousy before it explodes publicly.”

“And Elara?”

Mirelle’s expression softened with maternal concern and tired pragmatism warring across her face.

“Be gentle with my daughter when you deflower her. Make it good despite the pain. Don’t make promises you can’t keep. And remember…” Her voice hardened again. “…you’re responsible for whatever she becomes after you claim her. If she transforms from innocent girl into your devoted lover, that’s your doing. If she learns to trade her body for security like I’m learning to do, that’s your influence. If she ends up pregnant with your child because you couldn’t control yourself, that’s your consequence to manage.”

The weight of responsibility settled heavy on Theron’s shoulders. Heavier than he’d anticipated. Heavier than simple desire and attraction warranted.

“I’ll be careful with her,” he promised quietly. “I’ll protect her.”

“Will you?” Mirelle studied him intently. “Or will you corrupt her like you’re corrupting this whole household? Like your father corrupted me years ago, turning Marcus’s mistress into his unpaid whore who managed his failing business while he drank himself to death?”

The comparison stung. Theron opened his mouth to protest…he wasn’t Marcus, wasn’t corrupting anyone, was just responding to economic necessity and mutual desire.

But was that true? Or was he following his father’s exact path…employing vulnerable women, accepting their gradual compromises, profiting from their bodies while telling himself it was survival not exploitation?

“I don’t know,” he admitted with uncomfortable honesty. “I don’t know if I’m protecting them or using them. If this is survival or corruption. The line keeps blurring.”

Mirelle’s expression softened slightly at his honesty.

“At least you’re questioning it. Marcus stopped questioning anything years before he died.” She touched his face gently, almost maternal. “Just remember: Elara trusts you completely. Don’t make her regret that trust.”

She moved toward the kitchen, paused at the threshold.

“One more thing,” she said without turning around. “When you do fuck her…and I know you will, probably tonight based on how you’re both looking at each other…keep her quiet. Celia’s room shares a wall with hers. If my oldest daughter has to listen to her younger sister losing her virginity to the man Celia secretly wants for herself…”

She didn’t finish the thought. Didn’t need to.

“I’ll be careful,” Theron promised again.

“You’d better be.” Mirelle’s voice was tired. “This household is walking a knife’s edge between survival and complete collapse. Don’t be the one who pushes us over.”

Then she was gone, leaving Theron alone in the hallway processing everything she’d said.

The warnings. The implications. The acknowledgment that he was following Marcus’s path whether he intended to or not.

The crushing awareness that claiming Elara meant accepting responsibility for her transformation, her devotion, her potential pregnancy, her entire future.

Worth it? he asked himself.

His cock answered yes immediately. His conscience was less certain.

But he was going to do it anyway. Tonight, probably. Would claim Elara’s virginity, make her his, cross the final line between employer and lover.

Because Vincent was circling. Because economic pressure demanded compromises. Because he wanted her with consuming intensity that overrode caution.

Because power was intoxicating, and he was learning exactly how intoxicating it could be.



The rest of the day passed in charged anticipation. Every glance between Theron and Elara felt heavy with promise. Every accidental touch sent electricity through both of them. Every moment of proximity reminded them of last night’s kisses, of promises made, of pleasure given and pleasure still awaiting.

Customers came and went. Revenue accumulated. The tavern functioned normally on the surface.

But underneath, everything was transforming.

Celia worked silently, her cold beauty made colder by whatever knowledge or suspicion burned behind those grey eyes. She didn’t speak to Elara beyond necessity. Didn’t look at Theron at all. Just cleaned with mechanical efficiency and vanished to her room the moment duties ended.

Mirelle watched everything with maternal concern and pragmatic acceptance. Prepared meals, managed supplies, ensured smooth operation. But her eyes tracked Theron and Elara constantly…monitoring, assessing, worrying about consequences that hadn’t manifested yet but inevitably would.

And Elara practically glowed with anticipation. Smiled constantly. Hummed while working. Touched her stomach unconsciously like checking for something growing there already even though nothing had happened yet.

She was ready. Eager. Impatient for tonight when promises would become reality.

At dinner, the household ate in uncomfortable near-silence. Celia picking at her food, radiating judgment. Mirelle eating mechanically, lost in worried thoughts. Elara barely able to eat, too excited and nervous. Theron forcing food down despite lack of appetite, his mind already in Elara’s bedroom, already imagining what would happen there.

After cleanup, Elara disappeared to her room early…to prepare, to wait, to probably touch herself with impatient need while anticipating his arrival.

Celia vanished to her room immediately after, slamming the door with unusual force.

Mirelle caught Theron’s eye across the kitchen, nodded once…permission given, warning delivered, responsibility acknowledged.

Then she retired too, leaving him alone in the quiet tavern.

Theron sat in his father’s office, staring at the ledger without seeing it, his mind consumed by what was about to happen.

Tonight he’d claim Elara. Take her virginity. Bind her to him through pleasure and pain and the intimacy of first penetration.

Tonight everything would change.

Mirelle’s warnings echoed in his mind: be gentle… be careful… you’re responsible for whatever she becomes…

He would be. He’d make her first time good. Minimize the pain. Maximize the pleasure. Show her that he cared beyond just physical desire.

And tomorrow he’d wake up to the consequences…the devoted lover who’d given him everything, the employee transformed into possession, the power dynamic shifted irrevocably in his favor.

The corruption accelerating beyond point of return.

Worth it, he decided firmly. She’s worth it.

Through the thin walls, he heard Elara moving around her room. Preparing. Waiting.

He stood, heart pounding with anticipation and determination.

Tonight. Tonight she’d become his completely.

And Mirelle would either approve of how he handled her daughter’s defloration, or she’d make him regret it for the rest of his life.

No pressure.

He moved through the dark hallway toward Elara’s door, every step feeling momentous and inevitable.

Behind closed doors, Celia lay in her bed with her hand between her legs, knowing exactly where he was going, hating him and wanting him in equal measure.

And Mirelle stared at her ceiling, worrying about her youngest daughter’s innocence about to be sacrificed to economic necessity and employer’s desire.

The household held its breath.

Tomorrow everything would be different.

Tonight was the last moment of possibility, the final heartbeat before transformation became irreversible.

Theron raised his hand to knock on Elara’s door.

The future waited on the other side.


Chapter 15: Economics of Innocence

The days after that first kiss passed in a blur of stolen glances and barely hidden hard-ons.

Theron couldn’t stop thinking about Elara. About her mouth. About what else she might do with that mouth. About…

Focus. You have a tavern to run.

But fuck if it wasn’t hard to focus when she kept bending over tables to wipe them down, her ass in the air, that tight dress showing every curve of her slender body.

Tonight the tavern was packed. Adventurers fresh from the Feywood, celebrating not dying with ale and loud stories. Money flowing. Good for business.

Elara moved through the crowd, honey-blonde braid swinging, that cheerful smile earning tips. She’d gotten good at the work…deflecting groping hands with a laugh, maximizing tips through pure friendliness.

But tonight felt different. Charged. Like something was about to happen.

Then a scarred C-rank…older guy, kind eyes, respectful vibe…flagged her down. Whispered an offer.

“Fifteen sovereigns if you sit on my lap while I drink. Just holding your waist. Nothing weird. Just company.”

Elara’s eyes went wide.

Fifteen sovereigns. Holy shit. That was more than she made in weeks of normal tips. For sitting?

She glanced at Theron behind the bar. He was watching. Didn’t shake his head. Didn’t frown.

He’s letting me choose.

The adventurer seemed nice. Not grabby like some of the assholes who’d tried before.

Maybe this was… okay?

Theron caught her looking. Gave a tiny nod.

Your call, his expression said.

Her heart pounded. This was big. Different from normal service. But the money…

And Theron wasn’t stopping her. That mattered.

“Just sitting,” Elara confirmed. “Nothing below the waist. No wandering hands.”

“Just sitting, little bird.” He put a hand over his heart. “Keep an old soldier company. That’s all.”

She looked at Theron one more time. He nodded.

Okay. I can do this.

“Fifteen sovereigns. Twenty minutes.”

“Fair.” He dropped the coins on the table. Real silver. Real money.

She grabbed the coins first…tucked them in her apron…then sat on his lap. Sideways. Proper. Legs together.

His arm went around her waist. Strong. Warm.

Holy shit I’m sitting on a stranger’s lap for money.

But his arm stayed where it should. Didn’t wander. He kept his word.

“What’s your name?”

“Elara.”

“Pretty. I’m Gareth.” He sipped his ale. “Been delving seventeen years. Mostly Feywood now. Nasty place.”

They talked. He told stories about monsters and ruins and near-death experiences. She listened, trying not to think about how weird this was.

His hand stayed on her waist. Didn’t try anything. Just held her.

After twenty minutes, he finished his drink. “Thanks, little bird. Made an old man’s night better.”

Then he left.

Elara stood on shaky legs.

Holy shit. She’d just sat on a stranger’s lap. For money.

Not prostitution, she told herself. Just sitting. Nothing sexual.

But the coins felt heavy in her apron.

She went to Theron behind the bar. Face flushed.

“I did it.”

He looked at her carefully. “You okay?”

“I think so?” She touched the coins. “He was nice. Respectful. But it felt weird.”

“You don’t have to do it again.”

“I know.” She paused. “But fifteen sovereigns for twenty minutes? That’s insane money.”

Theron’s jaw tightened. His eyes dropped to her body…that tight dress, those slender curves, the way she stood with nervous energy.

She has no idea how hot she is. How much men would pay for more than just sitting.

“Just be careful,” he said. “Set your limits.”

“I will.” She smiled slightly. “If they’re going to stare anyway, might as well charge for it, right?”

Yeah, she’s learning fast. Maybe too fast.

But fuck if that wasn’t arousing too.

“What if they want more?”

“Then I say no.” She met his eyes. “I can handle this.”

Theron’s cock twitched despite the seriousness. Couldn’t help it. The idea of men wanting her, of her setting prices, of her learning this game…

Fuck, that shouldn’t be hot. But it is.



The evening continued. Two more offers. Eight sovereigns for hair touching. Five sovereigns to sit and talk with a lonely delver.

By closing, she’d earned twenty-eight extra sovereigns.

More than she made in a month of normal work.

Holy shit, Theron thought, watching her count coins. This could actually work.

After cleanup, Mirelle cornered her in the kitchen.

“I saw,” Mirelle said quietly.

Elara flushed. “Mama…”

“I’m not angry.” Mirelle touched her face. “Just… be careful. Set your limits and stick to them.”

“You’re doing the same thing,” Elara pointed out. “Letting men look down your dress for tips.”

“I know.” Tired smile. “We’re all figuring this out together.”

Mirelle pulled her close. Held her. “I just don’t want you to lose yourself in this.”

“I won’t.” Elara hugged back. “I promise.”

I hope that’s true, Mirelle thought. I really hope that’s true.



That night, Elara lay in bed counting coins. Twenty-eight extra sovereigns.

Holy shit. That’s so much money.

For sitting. For talking. For letting men pay to be close to her.

Not prostitution, she told herself. Just sitting. That’s all.

But her pussy was wet thinking about tomorrow. About Theron. About finally doing this for real.

She touched herself, fingers finding her clit, thinking about his hands on her. His cock. His…

Yes.

She came fast, biting her fist to stay quiet.

Tomorrow. Tomorrow he’d take her virginity. Make her his.

The coins didn’t matter compared to that.

Through the wall, Celia masturbated too…furious, jealous, desperate.

And Mirelle lay awake worrying.

But Elara fell asleep smiling.

Tomorrow. Finally.


Chapter 16: The Poet’s Last Gambit

At the next Friday dance at the Trade Plaza, Vincent made his final move with merchant’s calculated boldness.

The plaza was crowded as always…music drifting through lantern-lit streets, adventurers and merchants mingling in Friday’s social ritual, wine flowing freely courtesy of various tavern sponsors. The Prancing Stag had sponsored last week; tonight belonged to The Golden Harp, but Theron’s generosity was still remembered.

Theron attended with his household as usual. Mirelle stayed near the food vendors, her voluptuous body drawing eyes despite her modest dress. Celia refused to dance, arms crossed in her usual judgment, but her grey eyes tracked Theron’s movements obsessively. And Elara ventured onto the floor, beautiful in a dress that showed slightly more than before…not scandalous, but aware. Confident in her developing sexuality in ways she hadn’t been weeks ago.

She was changing. Growing into her power. Learning her value.

Theron watched from the plaza’s edge, protective and possessive, aware that tonight felt charged with unspoken competition.

Vincent appeared like a circling shark…expensive clothes immaculate, silver at his temples catching lamplight, that practiced smile that promised romance and delivered abandonment. He ignored Theron’s territorial presence completely, approached Elara directly with the confidence of a man who believed persistence always won eventually.

“Elara,” he said with theatrical warmth, bowing with practiced gallantry. “You grow more beautiful each week. Like watching a rose bloom.”

She smiled politely but cautiously. “Master Morell. Good evening.”

“Please, just Vincent.” He produced a folded parchment from his vest with flourish. “I’ve written something for you. Poetry inspired by your grace.”

Elara accepted the parchment hesitantly, unfolded it, read words that made her cheeks color slightly.

Theron couldn’t see the exact text from his distance, but he could imagine…flowery overwrought verses about starlight and beauty and eternal devotion. Pure manipulation, probably copied from some anthology of romantic poetry merchants used to seduce shopkeepers’ daughters.

But it was working. Elara’s face softened as she read, responding to words even if they were lies, to attention even if it came from wrong source.

Fuck.

Vincent pressed his advantage immediately. “Dance with me? Let me show you how a man should appreciate beauty like yours.”

She hesitated, glancing toward Theron. Seeking permission or rescue, he couldn’t tell which.

He could intervene. Could stride over there and claim her publicly. Could pull the employer card and forbid her from dancing with married merchants who wrote plagiarized poetry.

But that would just prove Vincent’s point…that Theron was possessive, controlling, treating Elara like property rather than person with agency.

Better to let her choose. Let her see the difference between Vincent’s empty words and Theron’s genuine care.

Risky. What if she chooses him?

But the risk was necessary. Control through force bred resentment. Control through choice bred devotion.

Elara made her decision. Handed the poem back to Vincent with apologetic smile.

“I’m flattered, Master Morell. Truly. Your words are beautiful.” She paused. “But I can’t dance with you.”

Vincent’s smile faltered slightly. “Why not? You danced last week. I saw you.”

“I danced with Theron.” Simple statement of fact. “My employer. Who treats me with respect and care, not poetry and promises.”

The implicit comparison was devastating. Vincent’s face hardened momentarily before the merchant’s mask slid back into place.

“The tavern boy has filled your head with romantic notions,” Vincent said smoothly, recovering. “Made you believe employer’s attention is somehow more honorable than honest courtship. But employers use power, Elara. They promise nothing while taking everything.”

“Theron promised me safety,” Elara said quietly. “Warned me about men who say beautiful things they don’t mean. Helped me understand the difference between being desired and being used.” Her blue eyes met Vincent’s steadily. “I believe him more than I believe your poetry.”

The rejection was public, explicit, final.

Vincent’s mask cracked completely. The smooth merchant facade fell away, revealing something uglier underneath…wounded pride, thwarted conquest, male entitlement that couldn’t process female refusal.

“You’re making a mistake,” he said, voice hardening. “Choosing stability over passion. Security over romance. The employer who controls your wages over the man who would worship your beauty.”

“Maybe,” Elara acknowledged. “But it’s my mistake to make. My choice. Not yours.”

The finality in her voice left no room for argument.

Vincent’s eyes found Theron across the plaza…merchant’s hatred burning in that stare, rivalry transformed from pursuit to vendetta. He’d lost this particular war. The virgin he’d been circling, the conquest he’d been planning, chose the younger rival with less experience but more proximity.

“She’s yours then,” Vincent called across the crowd, loud enough for nearby dancers to hear. “The innocent employee seduced by employer’s authority. I hope you’re proud of yourself, boy.”

The accusation hung in the air…implicit suggestion of impropriety, of power abuse, of corruption disguised as protection.

Theron met Vincent’s stare steadily. Didn’t rise to the bait. Didn’t defend or explain or engage.

Just held his gaze with calm certainty: Yes. She’s mine. And you lost.

Vincent turned on his heel and departed the plaza with stiff dignity, wounded pride evident in every step. Gone to lick his wounds, probably to find easier conquest, definitely to remember this humiliation.

The rivalry wasn’t over…men like Vincent didn’t forget defeats…but the immediate threat was neutralized. Elara had chosen. Publicly. Explicitly.

She crossed the plaza toward Theron with determined steps, ignoring the curious stares of nearby dancers who’d witnessed the exchange.

“Dance with me,” she said quietly, not quite a request.

“Everyone’s watching.”

“Let them watch.” She took his hand. “I chose you. I want everyone to know.”

They danced. Employer and employee. Everyone watching.

Theron pulled her close. Closer than proper. Her body pressed against his…warm, willing, his.

Fuck, she feels good.

“You didn’t have to reject him so publicly,” he murmured.

“Yes I did.” Those blue eyes held his. “He needed to know I’m not available.”

“And what am I offering?”

“Honesty.” Simple answer. “You want me. You’re not pretending it’s love. You just… want me. That’s better than his bullshit poetry.”

Damn right I want you.

Theron’s cock was half-hard just from holding her. From everyone seeing them together. From knowing she chose him over Vincent’s money and smooth words.

Mine.

“He’s going to cause problems,” Theron warned. “Spread rumors. Make your rejection into scandal.”

“Let him.” She smiled slightly. “Everyone in this city has scandals. At least mine will be true.”

They danced close, ignoring propriety, ignoring the stares, ignoring everything except each other and the promise hanging between them.

When the music ended, she whispered against his ear: “Tonight. Come to my room tonight. I’m ready.”

The invitation was explicit, final, irreversible.

“Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything.” Her smile was brave despite obvious nervousness. “I chose you over Vincent. Now choose me. Completely.”



Back at the tavern, the household was quiet.

Mirelle kissed Elara’s forehead. “Be careful, my heart.”

Celia slammed her door. Jealous fury obvious.

Elara went to her room. To wait. To prepare.

Theron sat in his father’s office, processing.

Vincent lost. Elara chose him. Tonight was the night.

Tonight he’d take her virginity. Make her his.

Holy shit. This is really happening.

His cock was already hard just thinking about it. About her in that sheer nightgown. About finally getting to touch her everywhere. About being inside her.

Be careful, Mirelle’s voice echoed in his head. You’re responsible for her.

He knew. He’d be gentle. Make it good for her.

Through the walls, Celia masturbated furiously. Hating this. Wanting this.

And Mirelle lay awake worrying.

But Elara was waiting for him.

Theron stood. Heart pounding.

Time to claim what’s mine.

He walked down the hallway to her door. Knocked softly.

She opened it immediately. Had been waiting.

That sheer nightgown. Candles everywhere. Bed ready.

Those big blue eyes full of trust and need.

“Come in,” she whispered.

He did. Closed the door. Locked it.

Tomorrow everything would be different.

Tonight was claiming night.

Finally.


Chapter 17: Lines in the Sand

The days after Vincent’s public rejection changed things.

Word spread fast. Elara rejected the rich merchant. Chose the tavern owner’s son instead.

Everyone had opinions. Some thought it was romantic. Most knew better.

She was Theron’s now. Everyone could see it.

And with that came new opportunities. New propositions. More money.

Another busy evening. The tavern’s reputation growing. More customers. More money.

Elara moved through the crowd, that tight dress showing off her slender body. Honey-blonde braid swinging. Perky little tits bouncing slightly with each step.

She moved differently now. More confident. Aware of what she was doing to these men.

She’s fucking gorgeous, Theron thought, watching her work. And she knows it.

Learning fast. Too fast, maybe.

But damn if it wasn’t hot.

A sailor flagged her down. Middle-aged. Weathered. Three ales deep.

“Pretty thing like you must get tired of just serving drinks.”

She smiled politely. “It’s honest work.”

“I’m willing to pay. Eight sovereigns to touch your hair. You remember me?”

She did. The guy who’d grabbed her thigh last time. Made her cry after.

“I remember.”

“I kept my word last time. Just hair. That’s all.”

Eight sovereigns. Easy money.

She’d learned since then. Set boundaries. Be explicit.

“Just hair. Nothing else.”

“Deal.” He dropped the coins.

She grabbed them. Then stood beside his chair.

His fingers found her hair. Ran through it. “Soft,” he murmured.

Not so bad, actually. Some guys just wanted touch. Warmth.

This is fine. I can handle this.

Another customer called her over. Gruff adventurer. Scarred hands. Hungry eyes.

“Heard you’re accepting arrangements. Ten sovereigns to sit on my lap. Fifteen minutes.”

Ten sovereigns. Good money.

But this guy felt different. Hungrier. More intense.

“Where would your hands be?”

“Waist. Maybe hip.” He grinned. Showed teeth. “Just holding.”

Too vague. She’d learned that lesson.

“Be specific.”

“Waist, hips. Maybe your thigh.”

Her thigh. That was what he really wanted.

“No. Waist only.”

His expression hardened. “Twelve sovereigns. For your thigh. Over the dress.”

Twelve sovereigns. Shit, that was a lot of money.

But her thigh felt… intimate. More than hair. More than just sitting.

How far am I willing to go?

“Fifteen sovereigns,” she countered. “Ten minutes. One hand on my thigh. Over the dress. You move higher or try anything else, we’re done. No refund.”

He nodded. “Deal.”

The transaction completed…money exchanged, boundaries set, time started.

Elara sat on his lap sideways, maintaining as much distance as the position allowed. His arm wrapped around her waist immediately, pulling her closer against him. His other hand landed on her thigh…heavy, possessive, exactly as negotiated.

His fingers squeezed her leg through her dress, testing the flesh beneath fabric. She tensed but didn’t pull away. This was the arrangement. She’d agreed to this.

“Soft,” he murmured against her ear, his breath hot and ale-scented. “Bet you’re soft everywhere.”

The implication made her skin crawl. But she’d been paid. She’d honor the contract.

His hand moved slightly higher on her thigh…not quite breaking the boundary but testing it, seeing how far he could push without her calling foul.

“That’s high enough,” she said firmly.

He chuckled but stopped moving. “Just enjoying what I paid for, pretty bird.”

The nickname…same as the kind adventurer Gareth had used…sounded different in this man’s mouth. Not gentle. Possessive. Hungry.

Ten minutes felt like hours. His hand constantly kneading her thigh, his arm tight around her waist, his body heat suffocating, his obvious arousal pressing against her hip through their clothes.

When time ended, she extracted herself quickly, smoothed her dress with trembling hands.

“Worth every coin,” he said, grinning. “Same time next week?”

“Maybe.” Non-committal answer. She needed to think about whether she’d accept his proposition again.

The money was good. The experience was uncomfortable but not unbearable. The line between service and sex work blurred a little more.



After closing, Theron found her counting coins. Thirty-five extra sovereigns.

“You’re getting popular.”

“I’m getting paid.” She met his eyes. “There’s a difference.”

“Is there?” He sat down. “You’re sitting on laps. Letting them touch you. For money.”

“Just over clothes. Not sex.”

“You sure about that line?”

She hesitated. “I let that guy grope my thigh tonight. Felt his cock hard against me through his pants. But I didn’t touch it. So… not prostitution?”

Fuck, hearing her talk like this is hot. Theron’s cock stirred despite himself.

“The logic’s pretty thin,” he admitted.

“I know.” She touched the coins. “But I haven’t fucked anyone. Except you. That’s the line.”

Mine. The possessive thought shot through him. She’s mine. They can look, can touch a little. But I’m the only one who fucks her.

“How do you feel about it?”

“Rich.” She gestured at the coins. “And also… dirty. Used. But not terrible?”

Theron’s eyes dropped to her body. That tight dress. Those slender legs some stranger just groped. Her perky tits.

She has no idea how fucking hot this is.

“Just be careful,” he managed. “Don’t let them push too far.”

“I won’t.” She smiled. “I save the good stuff for you.”

Damn right you do.

“What if they offer more?” Theron asked. “Fifty sovereigns to touch under your dress?”

“I’d say no.” Firm. “That’s the line. Over clothes, I can handle. Anything more… that’s yours.”

Mine. Theron’s cock was fully hard now.

“My pussy. My mouth.” She met his eyes. “Those are yours. The rest is just business.”

Fuck yes.

“What if the money gets really good?” he pressed. “A hundred sovereigns for a handjob?”

She hesitated. “I… don’t know. Maybe never. Maybe eventually if we’re desperate.” Honest. “But right now? I’m yours.”

Good enough.

At least she was honest about it.



That night, Elara lay in bed thinking about Theron.

About tomorrow. About finally doing this for real.

The customer touching didn’t matter. That was just coins.

But Theron… that’s real.

She touched herself. Fingers on her clit. Thinking about his cock. His hands.

She came fast, muffling her moans.

Tomorrow. Finally.

Through the wall, Celia masturbated too. Furiously. Jealously.

And Mirelle worried.

But Theron sat calculating revenue.

Sustainability. Maybe profit soon.

We’re going to make this work.

If it cost them boundaries? Dignity?

That’s just the price of survival.

Marcus had known. Now Theron was learning.

Welcome to Amoria.

Try not to drown.


Chapter 18: The Virgin’s Surrender

Tonight. Finally tonight.

Theron sat in his father’s office, not even seeing the ledger in front of him.

Tonight he’d claim Elara completely. Take her virginity.

Holy shit, this is really happening.

His cock was already half-hard just thinking about it. About her in that sheer nightgown. About finally being inside her for real.

She was waiting for him. Ready. Wanting this.

She’s eighteen. Adult. Wants this as much as I do.

His cock throbbed harder.

Time to make her mine.

He rose, heart pounding. Moved through the dark hallway toward Elara’s door.

Knocked softly.

“Come in,” she called immediately…had been waiting, listening for his footsteps.

He entered and closed the door behind him. Locked it with deliberate finality. The sound seemed loud in the quiet room.

Elara sat on her bed in that sheer nightgown…the one that showed everything. Candles everywhere. Her honey-blonde hair loose. Those big blue eyes watching him…nervous but excited.

Fuck, she’s gorgeous.

Eighteen years old. Virgin. About to be his.

Those perky little tits visible through the fabric. Nipples already hard. The shadow of blonde hair between her legs.

His cock went rock hard.

“You came,” she whispered.

“Of course I did.” He couldn’t take his eyes off her body.

“I’ve been waiting.” She stood. Moved toward him. “I’m ready for this.”

He cupped her face gently with both hands, felt her lean into his touch with desperate trust.

“We can still stop,” he offered one last time. “If you’re not sure…”

“I’m sure.” Firm answer. “I’ve never been more sure of anything. I want this. Want you. Want to be yours completely.”

The word…yours…sent electricity straight to his cock.

He kissed her deeply, possessively. She responded with growing confidence, months of stolen kisses and patient teaching evident in how she moved, how she opened her mouth to his invading tongue, how her body pressed against his seeking heat.

His hands explored her body through the thin nightgown…the small breasts he’d touched before, the curve of her waist, the swell of her hips. She gasped into the kiss, already breathing faster with arousal and nervousness.

“I’ve imagined this so many times,” she whispered against his mouth. “Touched myself thinking about you. About this moment. About becoming yours.”

“Show me,” he commanded gently.

Her eyes widened with surprise and arousal. “Show you… how I touch myself?”

“Yes. I want to see what you do when you think about me.”

The request was intimate beyond the physical act…asking her to reveal her private desires, her secret habits, her masturbatory fantasies.

She bit her lip nervously but nodded. Moved to her bed and lay back against pillows. Spread her legs slightly…modest but inviting.

Her hand slid beneath her nightgown, moving to the apex of her thighs. Her breathing quickened immediately as fingers found her pussy, began the familiar rhythm she’d practiced countless nights thinking about him.

“Tell me what you imagine,” Theron said, watching with hungry eyes as she pleasured herself.

“You,” she gasped. “Always you. Your hands on me. Your mouth. Your cock inside me even though I’ve never seen it properly, never felt it, just imagined from romance novels and whispered stories.”

Her fingers moved faster between her legs, the nightgown bunching around her hips, giving him glimpses of what she was doing to herself.

“I imagine you being gentle at first,” she continued breathlessly. “Then harder when I can take it. I imagine you claiming me. Making me yours. Filling me with your seed until I’m dripping with it.”

The explicit fantasy from an innocent mouth was devastatingly arousing. His cock strained painfully against his trousers.

“Enough,” he said hoarsely. “Let me do it properly.”

He stripped fast…shirt off, pants down. Standing naked. His cock jutted out…thick, hard, ready.

Elara’s eyes went wide. Staring at his cock. “It’s… you’re big.”

Damn right I am.

“Will it fit?”

“We’ll make it fit.” He climbed onto the bed. Covered her smaller body. “Trust me.”

“I do.”

Good girl.

His hands found her tits through the nightgown. Small. Perfect. Nipples hard as pebbles.

Finally getting to do this for real.

He kissed her deeply while his hands worked her nightgown up and off, revealing her naked body completely. Eighteen years old, virgin, trembling with equal parts fear and desire.

Perfect small breasts with stiff pink nipples. Flat stomach. Slender hips. The soft blonde hair between her legs hiding her virgin pussy.

“You’re beautiful,” he breathed against her neck.

“I’m too small. Nothing like Mama or Maren or…”

“Perfect,” he interrupted firmly. “Exactly perfect.”

He kissed down her body slowly…taking his time despite his screaming need, building her pleasure gradually. Neck, collarbone, between her breasts. She gasped and arched, her body responding to touch with honest hunger.

His mouth found her nipple. She cried out. “Oh gods…”

He sucked. Hard. His hand on her other tit, pinching.

She writhed underneath him. “That feels…oh…”

So fucking responsive.

He kissed down her flat stomach. Her hip bones. Inner thighs.

Getting closer to her virgin pussy. Building it up.

“Please,” she whimpered. “Touch me. I need…”

He spread her legs wide. Positioned himself between them.

There it is.

Pink virgin pussy. Glistening wet. Tight entrance that no cock had ever touched.

About to be mine. All fucking mine.

His cock leaked precum just looking at it.

He leaned forward and licked her slowly from bottom to top, tasting her virgin sweetness. She nearly screamed, her back arching off the bed, overwhelmed by the intimacy of his mouth on her most private place.

“Shh,” he warned. “Stay quiet. Celia’s room shares a wall.”

She bit her fist, nodding frantically, trying to muffle the sounds of pleasure as his tongue explored her pussy with patient thoroughness.

Finding her clit…that small nub that made her gasp and shake. Circling it with his tongue, learning what pressure she preferred, what rhythm made her moan versus cry out. Rosalind had taught him well, and now he applied those lessons to claiming Elara’s virginity properly.

His finger pressed against her entrance carefully…feeling the resistance of muscles that had never been stretched, the tight channel that would soon learn to accept his cock.

“Relax,” he murmured against her pussy. “Let me in.”

She forced herself to unclench. His finger pushed inside slowly…so tight, impossibly tight, her virgin walls gripping him like a vice.

“Breathe,” he instructed.

She obeyed, and he worked his finger deeper, finding that special spot inside that Rosalind had taught him about. When he pressed it while his tongue circled her clit, Elara’s entire body convulsed.

“Oh gods oh gods oh gods…something’s happening…I can’t…”

Her first orgasm with him inside her crashed over her suddenly…back arching, pussy clenching around his finger rhythmically, a strangled cry she muffled with both fists. He worked her through it, gentling his touch as she came down trembling and gasping.

“That was…” She couldn’t finish the sentence, overwhelmed.

“Just the beginning.” He kissed her inner thigh. “Your body is capable of so much more pleasure than you know.”

He worked her up again…adding a second finger despite the tight resistance, stretching her virgin channel carefully in preparation for what would come. His mouth never left her clit, building her toward another climax while his fingers fucked her gently.

The second orgasm was stronger…her cry loud enough he had to cover her mouth with his free hand, swallowing her screams as she came violently around his fingers.

“Ready?” he asked when she could breathe again.

“Yes.” No hesitation despite obvious nervousness. “Make me yours. Completely.”

He positioned himself between her spread legs, his thick cock aimed at her virgin entrance. Used one hand to guide himself, the other to steady her hip.

“This will hurt at first,” he warned. “No avoiding that. But I’ll be as gentle as I can.”

“I know.” She reached up, touched his face with trembling fingers. “I trust you.”

That trust would have destroyed him if he’d let it.

He pushed forward. Immediate resistance. Her virgin pussy fighting the invasion…impossibly tight, muscles clenching instinctively against penetration.

“Breathe. Relax.”

She tried. Forced her body to unclench. But too tight. His cock pressed hard against her entrance but wouldn’t go in…her hymen blocking him, virgin walls refusing to yield.

“I can’t…it won’t fit…you’re too big…”

“It will fit.” He kissed her deeply, swallowing her protests. “Your body was made for this. Trust me.”

He pushed harder. Firm, insistent pressure. Not cruel, but determined. The head of his cock finally breached her entrance…forcing her virgin pussy to spread wide around his thickness.

She gasped sharply, nails digging into his shoulders hard enough to leave marks. “It hurts! Theron, it hurts…”

“I know, baby. I know. Hold on to me.”

Holy fuck, she’s tight. Impossibly tight.

He pushed deeper, inch by agonizing inch. Her virgin channel stretched around his thick cock, struggling to accommodate him. The resistance was incredible…her body fighting every millimeter of penetration, muscles clamping down like a vice.

This is fucking incredible. Nothing has ever been inside her. I’m the first. The only.

Her pussy gripped him so tight it almost hurt…virgin walls clinging to his shaft, trying to push him out even as he forced his way deeper.

Then he felt it. Her hymen. That thin barrier of tissue that proved her innocence.

Virgin proof. About to destroy it. About to make her mine forever.

“Deep breath,” he warned, positioning himself. “This is going to hurt.”

She inhaled shakily, tears already streaming down her face from the burning stretch.

He thrust forward hard…one powerful motion that tore through her hymen completely.

She screamed. Actually screamed…high and sharp and pained…before clamping both hands over her mouth. Blood and wetness flooded around his cock as he buried himself to the hilt in her no-longer-virgin pussy.

“Shh. Shh, baby. I’ve got you.” He held completely still, fighting every screaming instinct to move, to thrust, to fuck hard. His cock throbbed inside her impossibly tight heat, desperate for friction, for movement, for release.

Patience. Let her adjust. Don’t fucking move yet.

But holy shit, she felt amazing. Better than any fantasy. Her pussy clenched around him rhythmically as she sobbed…virgin muscles spasming, trying to adjust to the foreign invasion of his thick cock buried deep inside her body.

She sobbed quietly, tears streaming, adjusting to the overwhelming sensation of being stretched, filled, claimed. Her thighs trembled against his hips. Her hands gripped his shoulders desperately.

“It hurts so much,” she gasped through tears. “You’re so deep…I’m so full…it burns…”

“I know, baby. I know it hurts. Give it a moment. Your body needs to adjust.”

He kissed her tears away, whispered comfort, held her close while her virgin pussy slowly, gradually stopped fighting his presence.

He kissed her tears away, held her close, whispered comfort while her body slowly adjusted to the reality of penetration. His cock throbbed inside her impossibly tight channel, desperate for movement but disciplined enough to wait.

Gradually her breathing evened. The tension in her body eased slightly.

“Better?” he asked.

“Different.” She shifted experimentally, wincing. “Still hurts but… not as bad. More pressure than pain now.”

“Better?” he asked.

“Different.” She shifted. Winced. “Still hurts but… not as bad.”

“Good.” He pulled back an inch. Pushed back in. “Tell me if it’s too much.”

“It’s…oh…” Her face changed. “That’s… actually not bad. Just… new.”

He started a slow rhythm. Gentle thrusts…pulling back an inch, pushing back in. Each movement deliberate, giving her body time to adjust, to learn, to accept what was happening.

Her pussy’s learning. Stretching. Adjusting to my cock.

Gradually, incrementally, the pain began fading from her face. Replaced by curiosity. Then interest. Then something that looked almost like pleasure.

“It’s… getting better,” she gasped, surprise evident in her voice. “The pain is fading. You’re so deep…it’s strange but…oh…that’s actually…”

He angled different, remembering Rosalind’s lessons. Found that special spot inside her…the G-spot that would transform pain into pleasure. Ground his pelvis against her clit with each thrust.

“Oh gods!” She moaned loudly, shocked by the sudden spike of pleasure. “What was that? Right there…don’t stop…”

He covered her mouth quickly with his hand, muffling her cries. “Quiet, baby. Celia’s listening through the wall.”

But he didn’t stop. Fucked her harder now, more confident that her body could take it. Hit that spot repeatedly, combined with grinding pressure on her clit.

She’s taking it. Holy shit, she’s actually taking it. Actually starting to enjoy it.

Her virgin pussy clenched around him with each thrust…getting wetter, getting used to his size, learning fast what pleasure felt like. The blood and virgin wetness made obscene squelching sounds as he moved inside her.

“That’s it,” he growled against her ear. “Your pussy’s learning to love my cock. Going to make you come on it. Going to make you cum while I’m balls-deep in your virgin cunt.”

Her eyes rolled back. His dirty talk combined with the physical sensations overwhelming her completely.

This is so fucking hot. Deflowering her. Making her mine. First cock she’s ever felt and she’s already learning to cum from it.

She nodded frantically, unable to speak with his hand over her mouth, her body responding to his words and his rhythm and the building pleasure that overrode lingering pain.

When her third orgasm hit, it was different…deeper, fuller, more intense because his cock was inside her, filling her, claiming her completely.

Her virgin pussy spasmed around him violently…rhythmic clenching that gripped his shaft like a vice, milking him with involuntary contractions that nearly destroyed his control. Her whole body convulsed, back arching off the bed, legs trembling, toes curling.

“Fuck,” he groaned, barely holding back his own release. “You feel so good…so fucking tight…your pussy is strangling my cock…”

He kept thrusting through her climax, each movement sending aftershocks through her sensitized body. Building toward his own inevitable release. She was crying again but from overwhelming sensation rather than pain…tears of pleasure, of relief, of transformation as her body wracked with sensations she’d never imagined possible.

“Where?” he gasped urgently, feeling his orgasm building to an unstoppable peak. “Where should I…”

“Inside!” she demanded through his muffling fingers, voice fierce despite the tears. “Inside me. Fill me. I want your cum. Want to feel you explode inside me. Want to be full of you.”

Fuck yes. Breed this virgin cunt.

He buried himself balls-deep and exploded. His cock pulsed violently, flooding her virgin pussy with thick spurts of cum. Wave after wave of release…more than usual, like his body knew this was special, this was claiming, this was making her his forever.

Her pussy clenched rhythmically, milking every drop from his pulsing shaft. Internal muscles working instinctively to draw his seed deeper, to keep it inside.

So. Fucking. Good.

The pleasure went on and on…nine, ten powerful pulses as he emptied himself completely inside her no-longer-virgin body.

Finally it subsided. He collapsed partially on her, both panting, both trembling, both processing the enormity of what just happened.

“So much,” she whispered in awe when she could speak again. “I can feel it. So much cum. So warm inside me. Filling me.”

She touched her stomach experimentally, feeling where his seed now rested deep in her womb. “I’m full of you. Full of your cum. Maybe making a baby right now.”

That shouldn’t be hot. But holy fuck, it is.

He collapsed beside her. Both breathing hard.

Holy shit. I just took her virginity.

Elara lay there, legs spread. His cum leaking from her pussy, mixed with blood. Staining the sheets.

Mine. She’s mine now.

“That was…” She couldn’t finish.

“How do you feel?”

“Sore. Full. Different.” She touched her stomach. “Your cum is inside me. Maybe making a baby.”

That shouldn’t be hot. But it is.

“I’m yours now,” she whispered. “You took my virginity. Made me a woman.”

Damn right I did.

The possessive language thrilled him despite the moral weight.

“Mine,” he agreed, pulling her close. “You’re mine.”

She snuggled against his chest, exhausted and satisfied and transformed. “Worth the pain. Worth everything. I chose right. Chose you.”

They lay tangled together, both processing the enormity. The line crossed. The virginity exchanged for devotion. The employee transformed into claimed lover.

Through the wall, Celia heard everything. Every gasp. Every moan. Every cry.

She lay in bed, tears of rage streaming down her face. Fingers in her own virgin pussy. Hating herself for being so fucking aroused.

That should have been me. I’m better. I’m older. Why her?

But Elara was the one getting fucked. Getting claimed.

Not fair. So not fair.



“I love you,” Elara whispered in the darkness.

Theron’s heart clenched. Love. She loved him.

He couldn’t say it back. Wasn’t sure if this was love or just hunger and possession.

But he held her close. Kissed her forehead.

I’ll protect you. I promise.

“Sleep,” he murmured. “You need rest.”

“Stay with me. Don’t go back to your room.”

Dangerous. Mirelle would know. Celia already knew.

But he stayed. Held her while she drifted off. Her naked body pressed against his. His cum still leaking from her deflowered pussy.

Mine. She’s mine now. Completely.

Tomorrow everyone would know for sure.

But tonight? Tonight was victory.

The blood on the sheets proved it. No going back.

Elara slept peacefully. Virgin transformed to woman. Employee to claimed lover.

She’d chosen this. Wanted this.

That makes it okay. Right?

He pushed the thought away. Held her tighter.

Tomorrow could wait.

Tonight, she was his.

And that was enough.


Chapter 19: The Weight of Dawn

Elara woke sore between her legs. Immediate ache.

I’m not a virgin anymore.

She lay tangled with Theron, his arm across her waist. Morning light through the window. Their naked bodies.

The sheets stained with blood and dried cum.

Holy shit. We actually did it.

The pain had been worse than expected. The pleasure… better. Way better.

And now she was his. Completely. He’d been inside her. Claimed her. Filled her with his cum.

I could be pregnant right now. With his baby.

The thought should have scared her. It didn’t. It excited her.

Proof I’m his. That this is real.

Her pussy throbbed. But in a good way. A satisfied way.

We did it. Finally.

She touched her stomach experimentally, wondering if life grew there already. Probably too soon to tell. But the possibility thrilled her.

Theron stirred beside her, his eyes opening slowly. Focused on her face with growing awareness.

“Morning.”

“Morning.” She grinned despite the soreness. “You stayed.”

“You asked me to.” He touched her face. “How do you feel?”

“Sore. Happy. Different.” She winced. “Still hurts.”

“Normal. Should fade fast.” He kissed her forehead. “Any regrets?”

“None.” Absolute. “Last night was perfect. Worth the pain.”

Relief on his face. He’d been worried.

He thought I’d regret it. Silly man.

She felt amazing. Satisfied. His.

Best decision ever.

“I love you,” she said again, needing him to hear it in daylight rather than darkness.

He tensed slightly. Didn’t say it back. But pulled her closer, held her tight, kissed her with desperate intensity that communicated something even if he couldn’t voice the words.

He’s not ready to say it yet. That’s okay. His actions show care even if his words don’t.

Through the wall, they heard movement…Celia’s room, morning routine beginning. Had she slept at all, knowing what happened mere feet away?

“We should get up,” Theron said reluctantly. “Before Mirelle comes looking.”

“She already knows.” Elara touched the bloodstained sheets. “These prove it. Everyone will know.”

“Does that bother you?”

She considered honestly. “No. I chose this. Chose you. Let everyone know I’m yours.”

The possessive language thrilled them both.



They dressed quickly, awkwardly. Elara’s body protested every movement…muscles sore from being stretched, pussy tender from rough use, thighs aching from being spread for hours.

But the soreness felt like victory. Like proof. Like evidence of transformation that couldn’t be denied.

Theron left her room first…propriety maintained even though everyone would know exactly what happened. She followed minutes later, moving carefully, trying not to let her soreness show.

The kitchen. Mirelle at the stove. Celia at the table, arms crossed, furious.

They both looked up when Elara entered.

Mirelle’s eyes tracked her careful movements. The slight wince with each step.

She knows. Of course she knows.

“Morning, my heart,” Mirelle said gently. “How are you feeling?”

“Sore. Happy. Different.”

“I’ll make tea. Help with the soreness.”

No judgment. Just practical care.

Thank you, Mama.

But Celia? Celia radiated pure fury. Grey eyes burning with jealous hatred.

“Whore,” she hissed. “You’re a whore now. Let him fuck you for security and called it love.”

“Celia!” Mirelle snapped.

“What? We all heard her screaming while he deflowered her.” Venom dripping. “She’s his whore. Just like she accused me of wanting to be.”

She’s just jealous.

“I love him,” Elara said quietly. “It wasn’t a transaction.”

“Love?” Celia stood. Chair scraping. “We’re all whores in this city. You just admitted it first.”

She stormed out. Slammed her bedroom door.

Yeah, she’s definitely jealous.

Mirelle sighed. “She’ll calm down eventually.”

“Will she?”

“Probably. Eventually.” Mirelle poured tea. “She’s just jealous. She wanted him too.”

“I know.”

“Give her space.” Mirelle handed over the tea. “And you…drink this. Rest when you can. Your body needs to heal.”

Practical advice. No judgment.

“How do you feel about it?” Elara asked. “About me and Theron.”

Mirelle considered. “Worried. Relieved. Resigned.” Sad smile. “At least it’s Theron. Someone who cares. Could be worse.”

“Do you think I’m a whore?”

“No.” Firm. “You chose someone who cares about you. That’s not being a whore.”

“But I gave him something I can never get back.”

“Your virginity?” Mirelle touched her hand. “That’s overrated. You gave him trust. That matters more.”

Simple wisdom. From experience.

“Does it get easier? The soreness?”

“Yes. By tomorrow you’ll barely notice.” Slight smile. “And the pleasure gets better with practice.”

Frank discussion. Mother to daughter. No awkwardness.

“Thank you. For understanding.”

“I was young once too.” Mirelle returned to cooking. “Made my own choices. Who am I to judge?”



The day passed. Celia stayed in her room. Mirelle managed everything. Elara worked carefully, still sore.

And Theron kept catching her eye across the tavern. Possessive glances.

Mine, those looks said. You’re mine now.

She loved it.

That evening, a customer proposition: twenty sovereigns to sit on his lap.

She accepted without hesitation. The soreness between her legs proof she’d crossed bigger lines than this.

Sat on the adventurer’s lap. Let his hands roam her waist. Earned twenty sovereigns easy.

Caught Theron’s eye across the tavern. He nodded approval.

He’s not jealous. Good.

The morning after losing her virginity, accepting money for lap-sitting.

How did this become normal so fast?

But it worked. That was what mattered.

Bodies had value. She had value. And Theron would protect her while she used it.

Not a whore. A smart woman. There’s a difference.

At least she kept telling herself that.

And if Celia judged? Fuck Celia. Celia was just jealous.

That night, Theron came to her room again.

And she welcomed him eagerly.

Sore but satisfied. Claimed but happy.

This is my life now.

And she was okay with that.

More than okay.

She was his. And he was hers.

That was enough.

For now.


Chapter 20: The Rhythm of Us

The weeks after Elara’s defloration settled into a pattern that felt inevitable, natural, like they’d been heading here all along.

Every night, after the tavern closed and Mirelle retired to her room and Celia locked herself away with her jealous fury, Theron would knock softly on Elara’s door.

And every night, she’d let him in with that smile…half innocent, half knowing…that made his cock harden before he even touched her.

They fucked. Gods, they fucked constantly.

The soreness from her first time faded within days, just like Mirelle promised. What replaced it was hunger…desperate, eager, insatiable hunger that matched his own.

Elara was a fast learner.

She’d gone from nervous virgin to enthusiastic lover in less than a week, asking what he liked, trying different positions from those romance novels she borrowed from Celia’s stash, becoming more confident with each encounter.

Tonight was no different. Theron entered her room to find her already in bed, wearing that sheer nightgown he’d bought her with tip money…translucent fabric that showed everything. Her perky little tits with stiff pink nipples, the flat plane of her stomach, the shadow of blonde hair between her legs.

His cock went rock hard immediately.

Three weeks of this and I’m still amazed I get to do this. That she wants this. That she’s mine.

“You’re staring,” Elara said with a playful smile, stretching deliberately so the nightgown rode up her thighs.

“Can’t help it. You’re fucking gorgeous.”

“Language.” But she was grinning, pleased by the crude compliment. She’d learned to like his dirty talk…the contrast between his respectful daytime demeanor and the filthy things he said when they were alone.

Theron locked the door behind him, crossed to the bed, sat on the edge. Elara immediately crawled into his lap, straddling him, pressing those perky tits against his chest through his shirt.

“I missed you,” she whispered, kissing his neck. “We haven’t done this since last night. That’s too long.”

He laughed despite his arousal. “It’s been twelve hours.”

“Exactly. Too long.” Her hips ground against his erection deliberately. “I’ve been wet all day thinking about you. About this.”

Fuck.

His hands found her ass through the thin nightgown…tight, round, perfect handfuls. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Never did when she knew he was coming.

“Tell me what you want,” he said, voice rough.

That was part of their new pattern too…making her voice her desires, teaching her to ask for what she needed, breaking down that last bit of virginal shame.

“I want…” Elara bit her lip, still slightly shy about saying it directly. “I want you inside me. Want to feel you. Want to ride you like last time.”

“Good girl.” He kissed her deeply, tongue invading her mouth, tasting the mint tea she’d drunk after shift. “Take what you need.”

She didn’t need more encouragement. Nimble fingers worked his belt…sliding the leather free with a practiced motion she’d perfected over weeks. Opened his trousers. Reached inside and freed his cock with smooth efficiency. No fumbling anymore, no hesitation…she knew exactly how to touch him, how to stroke, how to position.

Her small hand wrapped around his thick shaft, stroking once, twice, spreading the bead of precum that leaked from his tip. “Already so hard for me,” she purred, confidence evident.

Elara lifted herself up on her knees, positioned his cock at her entrance…already dripping wet, she hadn’t lied about being aroused all day thinking about this…and began sinking down slowly.

The tight heat of her pussy engulfing him inch by inch never got old. Still snug despite weeks of regular fucking, her young body gripping him like it was designed specifically for his cock. Theron groaned, gripping her hips, watching her face as she took him fully…watching the way her eyes fluttered, her mouth opened in pleasure, her body trembled as she stretched around him.

“Gods,” she breathed when he was buried completely. “You’re so deep like this. Feel you in my stomach.”

“You okay?”

“Better than okay.” She started moving…slow grinding at first, circling her hips, finding her rhythm, learning how her body worked in this position. “You feel… perfect. Like you belong inside me.”

He let her control the pace initially, just holding her hips and enjoying the view. Those perky little tits bouncing slightly with each movement, nipples stiff and pink and begging to be sucked. Her face flushed with pleasure and exertion, a thin sheen of sweat making her skin glow in the candlelight. The slight arch of her back as she chased sensation, showing off her flat stomach, the way her body moved.

She was beautiful. His. Completely devoted and eager and enthusiastic about every aspect of this…about being fucked, about riding his cock, about learning pleasure through his body.

“Faster,” he encouraged, hands sliding from her hips to her breasts, cupping them, squeezing. “Take what you need.”

Elara obeyed immediately, riding him harder now. Her blonde braid swung wildly with each bounce, small breasts jiggling in his palms, tight pussy clenching around his cock with each downward thrust. The bed creaked rhythmically…loud, insistent, the headboard starting to slam against the wall. Loud enough Celia definitely heard through the walls, but neither of them cared anymore.

Let her listen. Let her hear her younger sister getting thoroughly fucked by the man she wanted.

Let her listen. Let her seethe with jealous fury while her younger sister got thoroughly fucked by the man she wanted.

“Touch yourself,” Theron commanded, voice rough with arousal. “Show me how you play with your clit while you ride my cock.”

Elara’s hand moved immediately to where their bodies joined, fingers finding that sensitive bundle of nerves, rubbing in practiced circles while she continued bouncing on his shaft. She’d gotten good at this too…learning to pleasure herself during sex, multitasking her pleasure, chasing her orgasms without shame or hesitation.

“Like this?” she gasped, clearly close already from the dual stimulation. Her pussy was clenching more frequently, getting wetter, her rhythm becoming erratic.

“Just like that. Good girl. Such a good fucking girl. Look how well you ride my cock.”

The praise made her clench around him violently, made her ride faster, hips slamming down hard enough to hurt. Made those sounds he loved…desperate little whimpers and moans and gasps that told him exactly how close she was to exploding.

“I’m going to cum,” she warned, voice breaking. “Oh gods, I’m so close…you feel so good…I’m…”

“Do it. Cum on my cock. Soak me with it.”

Elara cried out loudly as orgasm crashed through her…pussy spasming violently around him, rhythmic contractions that gripped his shaft like a vice. Her fingers worked her clit frantically through the climax, her body trembling and shaking with release. She was loud…had gotten louder each time, caring less about being heard, embracing the pleasure without restraint or shame.

Theron held her hips through it, cock buried deep, feeling every pulse and clench of her tight little cunt milking him. Watching her face contort with pleasure, her back arch, her small tits bounce wildly. When she finally came down, panting and satisfied and glowing, he rolled them over smoothly…pinning her beneath him without pulling out, staying buried in her still-spasming pussy.

“My turn,” he growled, looking down at her flushed face.

Her eyes widened with excitement and anticipation. “Yes. Please. Fuck me hard. Use me.”

He did exactly that. Drove into her with the force and rhythm he knew she loved now, making the bed slam against the wall repeatedly, making her scream his name without restraint, no longer gentle or careful because she didn’t need gentle anymore. She needed to be fucked hard, needed to feel claimed, needed to be reminded she was his.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, nails scratching his back through his shirt. “Don’t stop. Gods, don’t stop. So good. You’re so fucking good…”

The dirty talk from her innocent mouth pushed him over. Theron buried himself to the hilt and came hard, flooding her unprotected pussy with thick spurts of cum. She milked him through it, internal muscles clenching rhythmically, taking every drop.

“So much,” she whispered in awe, like always. “I can feel it. Feel you filling me.”

He collapsed beside her, both catching their breath. The room smelled of sex and sweat and satisfaction.

“Better than last night?” he asked when breathing returned to normal.

“Every time is better.” Elara rolled to face him, hand resting on his chest. “Because I’m learning what I like. What you like. How our bodies fit together.”

She was right. Each encounter refined their understanding…what angles worked best, what words drove her wild, how long he could last, how many times she could cum if properly stimulated.

They were becoming experts in each other.

“Stay?” she asked, like she did every night.

“Until morning.”

They cleaned up minimally…she’d shower tomorrow, too exhausted now…and settled under her blankets. Elara curled against him immediately, head on his chest, one leg thrown over his.

This was the other pattern that had developed: the post-sex intimacy that felt different from the fucking. Quieter. More emotionally vulnerable.

“Theron?”

“Mm?”

“Do you love me?” She’d asked variations of this question several times now, always tentatively, seeking reassurance.

He stroked her hair, considering his answer carefully. “I care about you deeply. You’re important to me. Special.”

“But you don’t love me.” Statement, not quite question.

“I don’t know if I know what love is yet,” he admitted honestly. “I’m nineteen. I’ve only been with two women ever…Rosalind for education, you for…” He trailed off.

“For what?”

“For everything else. Desire and affection and this feeling like I want to protect you and claim you and never let anyone else touch you.”

Elara was quiet for a moment. “That sounds like love.”

“Maybe. Or maybe it’s just possessiveness and lust disguised as something nobler.”

“Does it matter?” She traced patterns on his chest. “You’re here every night. You make me feel wanted and safe. You chose me.”

“I did.”

“Then that’s enough. Call it whatever you want.”

He kissed the top of her head.

Maybe I do love her. Don’t know. But this feels right.

Good enough for now.

They lay in comfortable silence, his hand stroking her back idly. Through the wall, they could hear muffled sounds…Celia masturbating again, angry and desperate.

“She hates me,” Elara said quietly.

“She hates that I chose you instead of her.”

“Will you… eventually? Choose her too?”

Theron considered. “I don’t know. Maybe. She’s hot. And clearly wants it.” He felt Elara tense. “Does that bother you?”

Long pause. “Yes. And no. I want you all to myself.” She met his eyes. “But I know that’s not realistic. You’re going to fuck other women. You already fucked Rosalind. You’ll probably fuck Maren…I see how she looks at you.”

“You’re observant.”

“I’m not blind.” She settled back. “I just want to stay your favorite. The one you come to every night.”

“You are. You will be.”

“Even if you add Celia or Mama or whoever?”

The question hung there. Was he building a harem? Sounded absurd. But… maybe?

Elara nightly. Maren interested. Celia watching. Mirelle…

Is that where this is going? Multiple women?

The thought should have worried him. It didn’t. It made his cock twitch.

Fuck. Maybe I am.

“If that happens,” he said carefully, “you’ll still be first. Nothing changes that.”

Elara relaxed. “Okay. I trust you.”

Simple. Devastating trust.

Don’t fuck this up.

They drifted toward sleep. Exhausted. Satisfied.

Tomorrow would bring new challenges. More customers. More opportunities.

But tonight? Tonight was perfect.

Through the wall, Celia’s desperate sounds finally stopped. Silence.

Three women. One man. Thin walls. Complications growing.

But right now? Didn’t matter.

Theron held Elara close. His cock still half-hard against her thigh. Her pussy still full of his cum.

This is good. Really good.

Perfect.


Chapter 21: Through the Cracks

Celia couldn’t sleep.

Again.

For the third night in a row, she lay in her narrow bed staring at the ceiling, listening to the rhythmic creaking from Elara’s room through the wall.

The sounds that made her stomach twist with jealous fury and unwanted arousal. The wet slapping. The creaking bed. Elara’s desperate moans.

Those tits bouncing. That ass taking his cock. Everything I don’t have.

Theron. Elara. Together. Again.

Every. Single. Night.

She’d counted…twelve nights since that first defloration when Elara’s screams had woken the entire household. Twelve nights of listening to her younger sister get thoroughly fucked by the man Celia wanted but would never admit to wanting.

The bed slammed against the wall rhythmically. Elara’s voice rose in those desperate moans that made Celia’s pussy clench traitorously. Theron’s deeper grunts and commands that made her imagination run wild.

This is torture. This is hell. Why am I doing this to myself?

But she couldn’t stop listening. Couldn’t plug her ears or leave her room or pretend it wasn’t happening. Some sick part of her needed to hear every detail, needed to torture herself with what she was missing.

Tonight felt worse than usual. The sounds were LOUD…they’d stopped caring about being heard, stopped pretending. Celia could hear every word. Every thrust. Every fucking detail.

His cock pounding her. Her pussy taking it. Over and over and over.

“Touch yourself,” Theron’s voice through the wall. Clear. Commanding. “Show me how you play with your clit.”

Celia’s hand moved to her own pussy before conscious thought.

No. Stop. You’re not doing this again.

But she was already wet. Had been wet since the sounds started. Her fingers found her clit through her nightgown, rubbing in slow circles that matched the rhythm of the bed next door.

“Like this?” Elara’s breathless voice. “Oh gods, I’m…”

“Do it. Cum on my cock.”

Elara’s scream of pleasure made Celia bite her fist, her own orgasm building fast despite her shame. She shouldn’t be getting off to this. Shouldn’t be imagining herself in her sister’s place, underneath Theron, his cock buried inside her virgin pussy…

She came hard and silent, body convulsing, hand clamped over her mouth to muffle any sound. Pleasure and shame mixed in equal measure, leaving her trembling and disgusted with herself.

Through the wall, Theron and Elara continued. The bed slamming harder now, Elara begging him not to stop, his final groan as he filled her with cum.

Then quiet. Murmured voices too soft to hear clearly. The intimate aftermath that somehow felt more invasive than the sex itself.

Celia lay there sticky and ashamed, tears of frustration leaking from the corners of her eyes.

Why her? What does she have that I don’t? I’m older. Smarter. More controlled. Better.

But the answer was obvious: Elara smiled and Celia scowled. Elara opened her legs and Celia kept hers locked tight. Simple as that.

She’s getting fucked and I’m getting nothing. That’s the only difference that matters.

Elara had smiled and welcomed and surrendered. Celia had scowled and criticized and kept walls up so high no one could climb them.

And now Elara got fucked nightly while Celia masturbated alone to the sounds of her sister’s pleasure.

The injustice of it burned like acid.



The next morning, Celia woke exhausted and irritable. Hadn’t slept until hours after the sounds stopped, her mind racing with poisonous thoughts and unwanted fantasies.

She dressed in her usual conservative style…high-necked grey dress, hair pulled back severely, armor of propriety that screamed “untouchable virgin ice queen.”

Downstairs, the kitchen was already occupied. Mirelle cooking breakfast, her huge tits swaying as she moved. And Elara…glowing, satisfied, walking like someone who got thoroughly fucked last night.

Because she did. Obviously.

Celia’s jaw clenched.

“Morning,” Elara said brightly, too cheerful for someone who’d been screaming like a whore hours ago.

“Morning,” Celia managed through gritted teeth.

Mirelle glanced between her daughters with maternal concern but said nothing. She knew. Everyone knew. The whole household pretended normalcy while the reality of Theron and Elara’s nightly fucking hung in the air like smoke.

Theron appeared from upstairs…looking entirely too satisfied, hair still messy from sleep and sex, wearing yesterday’s clothes because he’d clearly spent the night in Elara’s bed.

He met Celia’s eyes briefly. She glared daggers.

He looked away first, uncomfortable with her judgment.

Good. Feel ashamed. Feel guilty for what you’re doing.

But he didn’t look guilty. Just mildly awkward before turning his attention to Elara with obvious affection, touching her arm in passing, their private language of gestures that excluded everyone else.

Celia wanted to scream.



The day dragged by in torturous awareness. Every time Theron and Elara exchanged glances across the tavern. Every casual touch that communicated intimacy. Every smile that held private meaning.

And worse…watching customers proposition Elara with increasing boldness now that her status as Theron’s lover was obvious. Watching her accept money to sit on laps, to let hands roam, to perform services that inched closer to prostitution with each passing week.

Celia cleaned tables with furious efficiency, scrubbing hard enough to wear through the wood.

At least I’m good at cleaning. Since I’m apparently not good at anything else men want.

A customer tried to proposition her once…scarred adventurer offering ten sovereigns just to talk, nothing more, just company.

She refused with cold disdain. “I’m not for sale.”

Unlike her sister, the unspoken comparison hung heavy.

The man shrugged and propositioned Elara instead. Elara accepted with that cheerful enthusiasm that made Celia’s blood boil.

Whore. She’s become a whore and doesn’t even care.

But watching Elara laugh with the customer, watching her earn those sovereigns effortlessly, watching Theron observe with approval rather than disgust…

Maybe being a whore was smarter than being alone.



That night, Celia stood outside Elara’s door in darkness, pulse pounding.

She’d been lying in bed again, listening to the sounds start up, the familiar pattern that made her wet and furious. But tonight something snapped. Tonight she needed to see, not just hear.

Needed to understand what Elara had that she didn’t. Needed to watch with her own eyes what made Theron choose her stupid cheerful sister over cold beautiful Celia.

The door was slightly ajar…they’d gotten careless, confident, too lost in their pleasure to care about privacy.

Celia approached on silent feet. Peered through the gap with one eye, heart hammering so hard she was sure they’d hear.

And saw everything.

Elara underneath Theron on the bed, completely naked, legs wrapped around his waist. Her small perky tits bouncing with each thrust, nipples hard and pink. Her pussy stretched around his thick cock…so fucking thick, glistening wet, disappearing inside her over and over. Her face pure ecstasy, mouth open, eyes rolled back.

That should be me. My pussy taking that cock. My tits bouncing. Me.

And Theron above her…also naked, body more muscular than Celia had realized beneath his clothes. Ass clenching with each powerful thrust as he drove into her sister. Arms braced on either side of Elara’s head, biceps flexing. Sweat gleaming on his back in the candlelight.

His cock was HUGE. Thick and long, glistening with her sister’s wetness, veins visible even in the dim light. Disappearing into Elara’s tight pussy over and over, stretching her, filling her completely.

Holy shit. I had no idea it would be that big. That’s going INSIDE? How does she even…

The wet sounds were obscene. Flesh slapping flesh. Her pussy squelching around him.

Celia’s hand moved to her breast automatically, squeezing through her nightgown. She couldn’t look away. Couldn’t stop watching even though every second felt like torture.

“So good,” Elara gasped. “Gods, you’re so deep…”

“You like that?” Theron’s voice rough with exertion. “Like my cock filling your tight little pussy?”

“Yes. Yes. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop…”

He fucked her harder, the bed slamming against the wall loud enough to wake the dead. Elara screamed his name, clearly cumming, her body convulsing beneath him.

Celia’s other hand slid down to her own pussy, pressing against the wet heat through her nightgown. She was soaked. Dripping. Watching them fuck was making her wetter than anything ever had.

This is wrong. This is sick. Stop watching and go back to your room…

But she couldn’t. Stood frozen in the doorway, one hand on her breast and one between her legs, watching her sister get thoroughly fucked by the man Celia wanted desperately.

Theron groaned deep in his chest…the sound of a man about to cum. “Where do you want it?”

“Inside,” Elara begged immediately. “Fill me. Please. I want to feel it…”

He buried himself to the hilt and came with a guttural sound. Celia watched his cock pulse inside her sister, watched him empty himself into Elara’s unprotected pussy, watched her sister’s expression of pure bliss as she took every drop.

The intimacy of it hit Celia like a punch to the gut.

That should be HER. Her pussy getting filled. Her womb getting bred. Her body taking his cum.

Not her stupid cheerful sister who didn’t even appreciate what she had.

Me. It should be me.

Celia came standing there in the doorway, biting her fist hard enough to taste blood, pussy spasming around her fingers, watching them collapse together.

Then the shame hit.

Holy shit. I just came watching my sister get fucked. I’m disgusting. I’m so fucked up. I’m…

She fled back to her room as quietly as she’d come, threw herself on her bed, buried her face in her pillow to muffle sobs of shame and frustration.

But even crying, even hating herself, the image burned into her brain: Theron’s cock driving into Elara’s pussy. The pleasure on both their faces. The connection she wanted desperately and would never admit to wanting.

Through the wall, she heard them start round two. Heard Elara suggest trying it from behind. Heard Theron’s enthusiastic agreement.

Celia pressed her pillow over her head and screamed into it silently.



The next morning, she could barely look at either of them.

Elara smiled at her over breakfast, oblivious to her sister’s voyeurism. “Did you sleep well?”

“No,” Celia said flatly.

Theron glanced at her with concern. “You okay?”

“Fine.” Clipped. Cold. Refusing to acknowledge the memory of his naked body, his cock, his pleasure.

She escaped to her room as soon as possible, locked the door, stared at herself in the small mirror.

Grey eyes bloodshot from lack of sleep. Pale skin even paler than usual. Severe hairstyle that made her look older and harsher than twenty.

I’m beautiful. I know I’m beautiful. Men stare at my tits all the time.

But so what? Beautiful didn’t get you fucked if you were too cold to let anyone close.

Elara wasn’t even that pretty. Decent body, sure…perky little tits, tight ass. But nothing special.

Except she smiled. And spread her legs. And that apparently mattered more than being beautiful.

Turns out men just want sluts, not ice queens.

I could change. Could smile instead of scowl. Could lower my standards. Could…

No. Fuck that. That would mean admitting Elara was RIGHT. That being a cheerful slut beat having dignity.

Her pride wouldn’t allow it.

But her pussy was already wet again. Thinking about that cock. About being the one taking it.

Shit.

Celia’s hands trembled as she realized the truth: watching once wouldn’t be enough. She’d do it again tonight. And tomorrow night. And every night after until something changed.

Because even torture was better than ignorance. Even jealous voyeurism was better than lying in bed imagining without knowing.

She was becoming something twisted by her own repression and jealousy.

And the worst part? She LIKED it. Liked watching. Liked the shame. Liked torturing herself.

I’m so fucked up.

But tonight she’d be back at that door. Watching. Touching herself. Getting off on her sister getting fucked.

Because it was better than nothing.

And maybe…eventually…her pride would break. Maybe eventually she’d knock on Theron’s door instead of Elara’s. Maybe eventually she’d admit she wanted exactly what her sister had.

But not today. Not yet.

Today she’d just clean tables and judge everyone while her pussy dripped and her jealousy ate her alive.

Tomorrow would be the same.

And the day after.

Until something broke. Her pride. Her sanity. Something.

This couldn’t last forever.

But it would continue tonight.

And Celia would watch.

And hate herself.

And want what she couldn’t admit to wanting.

The cycle complete. The pattern established.

The ice queen melting slowly from the inside, where no one could see the weakness. Where her pride could stay intact even as everything else crumbled.

Just tonight. Just once more. Then I’ll stop.

Lies she told herself grew easier with practice.

By tonight, she’d believe them again.

Until she was standing at that door, watching, wanting, hating, needing.

Forever jealous. Forever watching.

Forever alone.


Chapter 22: An Invitation Worth Accepting

The Friday dance at Trade Plaza had become routine…Theron attended with his household, watched the social economy of Amoria unfold, navigated Vincent’s continued circling, and generally maintained visibility as a tavern owner building reputation.

But tonight felt different. Tonight, Maren Thornley was eye-fucking him across the plaza.

She’d been getting bolder for weeks. Supply runs to her store took forever because they kept flirting. Her hands found excuses to touch him. And those enormous tits kept pressing against him “accidentally.”

The red-haired widow with the huge rack and massive ass wanted him. Obviously.

And Theron…fresh from fucking Elara every night, taught by Rosalind how to handle women…wanted her right back.

Holy shit, those tits. That ass. I’m definitely fucking her tonight.

Maren danced with various partners tonight, her body moving like sin. Those massive tits swaying. Those wide hips rolling. Every man in the plaza was staring at her ass.

Including Theron.

Damn. Five kids and she looks like THAT? Dane was a lucky bastard.

When the current dance ended, Maren approached directly. None of Vincent’s calculated circling or subtle manipulation. Just straightforward widow confidence.

“Dance with me,” she said. Not quite a question.

“I’d be honored.”

They moved onto the floor together. Maren pressed close…way too close for “business partners.” Her hand on his shoulder. His on her waist. Her enormous tits crushed against his chest.

Holy shit. No bra. I can feel her nipples. They’re already hard.

His cock responded immediately.

“You’ve been staring,” Maren said with amusement.

“Can’t help it. You’re gorgeous.”

“Sweet talker.” She pressed even closer. Her tits were incredible against his chest. “I hear you’ve been busy with young Elara.”

Straight to the point. No bullshit.

“News travels fast.”

“Small city.” Her emerald eyes bored into his. Hungry. Predatory. “And you’re loud. The whole household hears you fuck her every night.”

His face heated. “Yeah. The walls are thin.”

“Does it bother you? Everyone knowing?”

“Not really.”

“Good.” She pressed even closer. Her hand slid to his neck. Fingers in his hair. Every curve of that incredible body against his. “Because I want a turn.”

“I’m listening.”

“Come to dinner tomorrow. Meet my family.” Her smile turned wicked. “Then after, you can fuck me.”

Clear as day. No bullshit.

Theron’s cock went rock hard. She felt it…pressed her stomach against him, grinding slightly.

“That’s a hell of an offer.”

“I’m a widow who hasn’t been fucked in five years.” Her lips were at his ear. Voice low and dirty. “I’ve watched you with Elara. Heard the stories from Mirelle. You’re good at this now. And I need cock. Badly.”

“Fuck.”

“A young man who can get hard three times a night.” She pulled back enough to look at him. “Dane used to fuck like that. Before he died. Now I’m alone. Touch-starved. And you’re standing here with a hard-on pressed against me, looking like you want to eat me alive.”

“I do.”

Raw. Honest. His voice rougher than he meant.

Maren’s smile was triumphant. “Tomorrow night. Six o’clock. Bring your appetite.”

The dance ended. She stepped back, leaving him visibly aroused in the middle of the plaza, and rejoined her children with perfect widow propriety like that entire exchange hadn’t happened.

Theron stood there, cock hard, processing what had just occurred.

Maren Thornley just propositioned me. Directly. Explicitly. And I’m absolutely going to accept.



Elara noticed his distraction on the walk home.

“What did Maren say to you?” she asked quietly, just the two of them falling slightly behind Mirelle and Celia.

“She invited me to dinner tomorrow. To meet her family.”

Elara was silent for several steps. “And?”

“And what?”

“Don’t play dumb.” She glanced at him with knowing eyes. “She wants to fuck you. I saw how she pressed against you. How you looked at her.”

No point denying it. “Yes.”

More silence. Then: “Okay.”

“Okay?”

“We talked about this.” Elara’s voice was carefully controlled. “I know you’re going to fuck other women. You’re… you. And she’s beautiful and available and clearly interested.”

“Does it bother you?”

“Yes.” Honest answer. “But I meant what I said…I just want to stay your favorite. Your first choice.”

“You are.”

“Then go.” She took his hand, squeezed gently. “Have dinner with Maren. Fuck her if she wants. Just… come back to me after.”

The maturity in her response stunned him. This was the eighteen-year-old who’d been a virgin weeks ago, now calmly giving permission for him to pursue another woman.

Rosalind’s philosophy really did take root. She’s adapted completely to Amoria’s sexual economy.

“I love you,” he said, meaning it in whatever confused way he understood love.

“I know.” She smiled despite obvious jealousy. “That’s why I’m okay with this. Because I trust you. Trust us.”

They caught up with Mirelle and Celia, the moment passing. But Theron felt something shift…acknowledgment that their relationship wasn’t exclusive, couldn’t be in the world they inhabited, but was still primary despite that.

Tomorrow he’d fuck Maren. Tonight he’d fuck Elara.

And somehow, that was just how things worked now.



The next day dragged by in charged anticipation. Supply runs, tavern management, the usual rhythms of business…all felt distant, unimportant compared to what waited that evening.

Theron bathed carefully, dressed in his best clothes, tried to calm his racing pulse.

“You look nice,” Mirelle commented, watching him prepare. “Special occasion?”

“Dinner at Maren’s. She invited me to meet her family properly.”

“Hmm.” Mirelle’s knowing smile suggested she understood exactly what else was on the menu. “Give her my regards. Tell her we should catch up soon.”

Best friends who shared promiscuous youth together. They probably discuss everything.

“I will.”

Elara kissed him goodbye at the door…brief, possessive, marking territory before he left for another woman. “Have fun. Be safe.”

Even Celia watched from the shadows, grey eyes burning with jealous judgment.

The walk to Maren’s home felt surreal. He was nineteen, about to have dinner with a widow’s family, fully expecting to fuck her afterward. His life had become something Marcus probably would’ve recognized but never discussed.

Maren’s house sat near her grocery store…modest but well-maintained. Voices and laughter spilled from inside. He knocked, heart pounding.

The door opened. Maren stood there in a simple dress that somehow looked sinfully sexy on her curvy body…lower neckline showing deep cleavage between enormous tits, the fabric clinging to her wide hips and massive ass.

“Theron!” She smiled warmly, genuinely pleased. “Come in. Everyone’s excited to meet you.”

Inside was controlled chaos…warm lamplight, cooking smells, five children ranging from late teens to maybe ten, all talking over each other with the comfortable intimacy of a sexually aware household that didn’t pretend prudishness.

“Everyone, this is Theron Ashwick. He runs The Prancing Stag now.” Maren gestured around the room with maternal pride, her enormous breasts swaying with the movement. “Theron, this is my chaos.”

He recognized Orin immediately…his age, darkly handsome with shaggy brown hair, but watching Maren with disturbing intensity that made Theron’s stomach twist uncomfortably. Those brown eyes followed every movement she made with hungry desperation, tracked the sway of her massive ass when she walked, lingered on her cleavage with barely concealed longing. That’s not how godsons should look at godmothers. That’s how men look at women they want to fuck.

“Brynn, my eldest.” The red-haired woman was visibly pregnant, swollen belly prominent. Her boyfriend Kael stood possessively close, hand on her hip.

Three younger children introduced themselves…names Theron immediately forgot in the overwhelming rush of family energy.

Dinner was loud, warm, comfortable…roasted chicken and vegetables, fresh bread, wine flowing freely. They treated him like extended family immediately, asking about the tavern with genuine interest, teasing each other with affectionate cruelty, comfortable with physical affection that bordered on excessive.

Brynn sat close to Kael, her pregnant belly prominent between them, his hand resting possessively on her swollen stomach. The three younger children…whose names Theron immediately forgot in the overwhelming rush…chattered about school and friends and neighborhood gossip.

And through it all, Theron watched Orin watch Maren. That hungry stare never wavering. That desperate longing barely concealed behind thin pretense of filial affection. When Maren leaned forward to serve more chicken, Orin’s eyes locked onto her cleavage…those enormous breasts threatening to spill from her dress…with such naked hunger that Theron glanced around to see if anyone else noticed.

No one did. Or they pretended not to. The family had normalized whatever this dynamic was.

He wants her. Desperately. His godmother. The woman who raised him. And she knows. She has to know.

The realization sat heavy and disturbing. But also… not entirely surprising? Amoria’s moral flexibility apparently extended even to family boundaries if the connection was godparent rather than blood.

Under the table, Maren’s foot found his leg. Stroked upward deliberately. Her eyes met his with promise.

Dessert. Soon.



After dinner, the children dispersed to their activities. Orin left reluctantly, shooting one last burning glance at Maren that she pretended not to notice.

Then it was just the two of them. The house suddenly quiet. Tension thick enough to cut.

Maren poured wine with deliberate slowness, her enormous breasts swaying as she moved, the candlelight making her copper-red hair glow like embers. “So. You’re fucking young Elara.”

No preamble. Just direct statement delivered in that husky alto that went straight to his cock.

“Yes.”

“How is it? Virgin turned eager lover?” Genuine curiosity in those emerald eyes, not judgment. That predatory stare assessing him.

“Enthusiastic. Quick learner. Devoted.”

“And you care about her.” Statement, not question. She knows him already, reads him easily.

“I do.”

Maren nodded approval, red hair catching lamplight as her head moved. “Good. Mirelle told me you’re treating her daughter well. Not just using her. That matters.”

“But?”

“But one woman won’t be enough for you.” She moved closer. Those massive hips swaying. “Will it?”

“Probably not.”

“Honest.” She set down her wine. Stood right in front of him. Close. Those enormous tits at eye level. Deep cleavage right there. “So here’s the truth: I haven’t been fucked in five years. Nothing but my fingers. Sometimes a cucumber from my shop.”

His cock went painfully hard at that image.

Holy shit. She fucks herself with vegetables. That’s so fucking hot.

“I’m lonely, Theron.” Her voice went husky. Hungry. “My pussy needs cock. My body needs touch.” Her hand touched his face. “Can you fuck a widow fifteen years older? Who’s had five kids? Who’s starving for it?”

“God, yes.”

Strangled. Desperate. He meant it.

Maren’s smile was radiant. Triumphant. Hungry.

“Good.” She took his hand. “Then come with me. Let me show you what experience can teach.”

She led him down the hallway toward the bedroom she’d shared with Dane…the bed where she’d birthed children and fucked countless times and been thoroughly satisfied before grief and widowhood stole that from her.

The door closed behind them with soft finality.

Tomorrow’s consequences could wait. Tonight was about satisfying needs too long denied, about crossing another line, about discovering what widow hunger felt like when unleashed.

Maren began unbuttoning her dress with steady hands. “Fair warning…I might be enthusiastic. Might scream. Might fuck you harder than you’re used to.”

“I can handle enthusiastic.”

“We’ll see.” The dress fell away, revealing her naked body underneath. No undergarments. Just raw mature beauty…enormous tits with large dark nipples, soft stomach, powerful thighs, massive ass that made his mouth go dry.

“Holy shit,” Theron breathed.

Maren laughed, warm and genuine. “That’s the right response. Now get naked. Show me what Elara’s been enjoying every night.”

He obeyed, shedding clothes with fumbling haste. His cock stood fully erect, precum already beading at the tip.

Maren’s eyes locked onto it with predatory hunger. “Perfect. Now come here and make five years of loneliness worth the wait.”

Theron crossed to her, pulled her against him, felt every curve of that incredible body pressed against his.

And kissed her deeply, tasting wine and woman and hunger that matched his own.

Tomorrow would bring whatever it brought.

Tonight belonged to widow need and young stamina and the discovery that Amoria’s economy of desire had room for yet another connection.

Elara would understand. Had already given permission.

And right now, with Maren’s tongue in his mouth and her massive tits pressed against his chest and her hand wrapping around his cock with experienced confidence, nothing else mattered.

The education continued. The boundaries blurred. The household expanded beyond its walls.

Welcome to adulthood in Amoria, where everything had a price and everyone had needs and survival meant flexibility about both.

Theron was learning quickly.

And Maren was an excellent teacher.


Chapter 23: Five Years of Hunger

Maren’s bedroom was simple…big bed, worn furniture, window overlooking the garden. The bed where Dane had fucked her. And two other women. At the same time.

Holy shit, what am I getting into?

She locked the door. The kids knew what that meant.

Then turned to face him. Hungry. Ready.

Her naked body was incredible. HUGE tits…38DD easily…heavy and natural, nipples already hard. Soft stomach with stretch marks. Wide hips. Massive round ass. Thick powerful thighs. Freckles everywhere.

Not young like Elara. But damn. This was a WOMAN. Curves for days. Confidence in every movement.

Holy shit, those tits are amazing. And that ass. I’m about to fuck a MILF.

His cock throbbed painfully.

“Fair warning.” Her voice went even lower. Husky. “It’s been five years. Five YEARS. I might get… enthusiastic.”

Enthusiastic sounds good.

“I can handle enthusiastic.”

“We’ll see.” She laughed. Started undressing him with confident hands. “You’re built like Dane. Strong shoulders. Thick cock from the looks of it. Except you’re here and he’s dead. So you’re better.”

Did she just say I’m better than her dead husband? That’s… actually hot?

It should’ve been weird. It wasn’t.

She pulled his shirt over his head, ran her hands over his chest and arms with frank appreciation. “Mm. Elara’s a lucky girl. Does she appreciate this body? Does she worship it properly?”

“She tries.”

“I’m sure she does. But she’s eighteen and just learning.” Maren’s fingers worked his belt, opened his trousers, freed his cock with practiced efficiency. Her hand wrapped around his shaft immediately…warm, confident, experienced grip that made him gasp. “I’ve been fucking since before she was born. I know things.”

She stroked him slowly, expertly, watching his face with those predatory eyes. “Good size. Thick. Dane was about this big…maybe slightly smaller. You’ll stretch me nicely.”

Her clinical assessment mixed with obvious arousal was intoxicating. No shy virgin blushing. No tentative exploration. Just widow hunger and mature confidence.

Theron’s hands found her enormous breasts, cupping the heavy weight, thumbs brushing over her large nipples. She gasped, arching into his touch.

“Yes. Gods, yes. It’s been so long since anyone touched me there.” Her breathing quickened, pupils dilating. “Squeeze them. Don’t be gentle…I’m not fragile.”

He obeyed, gripping those massive tits harder, kneading the soft flesh. She moaned…genuine pleasure, not performance…and stroked his cock faster.

“Bed,” she commanded. “Now. I need you inside me before I lose my mind.”

They moved to the bed together. Maren pushed him down on his back with surprising strength, climbed atop him immediately, straddled his hips with those powerful thighs. Her massive breasts hung above him, swaying hypnotically. The lamplight caught the copper-red of her hair like fire.

“I’m riding you,” she said. Not asking. “And you’re going to lie there and let me. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Good boy.” She grabbed his cock. Positioned it. “It’s been five years. I might be tight. This might hurt me. Don’t care. Need it.”

She dropped down HARD. Took him to the base in one motion.

Holy shit she just…FUCK that’s tight…

Maren threw her head back and SCREAMED.

“FUCK!” She didn’t care who heard. “OH GODS, YOU’RE SO DEEP! SO HARD!”

Jesus Christ, the neighbors definitely heard that.

Her pussy clenched around him rhythmically, adjusting to the stretch, remembering what it felt like to be properly filled. She was tight…years without sex had tightened her back up despite five childbirths, made her almost virgin-tight.

“Are you okay?” Theron managed, gripping her wide hips.

“Better than okay.” She looked down at him with wild eyes, hair disheveled, face flushed. “I forgot. I forgot how good this feels. How complete. How right.”

She started moving. Slow grinding. Then faster. Harder. Those massive tits bouncing hypnotically.

“Your cock feels SO GOOD,” she gasped. “So young. So hard. Fuck, I needed this.”

Note to self: widows are amazing.

He thrust up to meet her. Grabbed those huge tits. Squeezed hard.

“YES! SQUEEZE MY TITS!” She was LOUD. Shameless. “I’m not some shy virgin! Fuck me like you mean it!”

The whole neighborhood can hear us. Don’t care. This is amazing.

The contrast with Elara was stark and thrilling. Elara was sweet submission and devotional sex. Maren was aggressive hunger and mature confidence. Both satisfying in completely different ways.

Maren leaned forward. Those enormous breasts swung in his face. He caught a nipple in his mouth. Sucked hard.

She SHRIEKED. Rode faster. Ground her clit against him.

“SUCK MY TITS! FUCK ME LIKE DANE USED TO!”

She’s comparing me to her dead husband while I fuck her. That should be weird. It’s not.

Her pussy clenched around him. Squeezed. Milked. She knew exactly what she was doing.

Experience. Holy shit. This is what experience feels like.

“I’m cumming!” she gasped. “Already! Too long! Can’t…can’t hold…”

“Do it. Cum on my cock.”

Maren threw her head back and SCREAMED. Her pussy spasmed violently. Clenched. Released. Flooded. Years of frustration exploding.

The whole block definitely heard that. Worth it.

She kept riding through it. Chasing every wave. Milking his cock. Gasping. Moaning. Zero shame.

This is insane. She just came and she’s still going.

When she finally came down, panting, she looked at him. Still hungry.

“That was ONE,” she said. “Going for three. Five years. Making up for it.”

She started riding again. Slower now. Those massive tits bouncing. Wide hips rolling. Powerful thighs gripping.

I’m going to die. This is how I die. Death by MILF. Totally worth it.

“Tell me about Elara,” Maren commanded between moans. “How do you fuck her?”

Why does that question turn me on?

“She’s eager. Devoted.”

“Does she please you?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” Maren ground down HARD. “She should. You took her virginity.” She changed angles. “But she can’t do THIS.”

She rolled her hips. Made his eyes roll back. Stimulated every inch of his cock at once.

Oh fuck. Experience. This is what decades of fucking looks like.

“Dane taught me this,” she gasped. “How to ride. How to squeeze.” Her pussy clenched. “And I taught his girlfriends. We’d ride him TOGETHER sometimes. Taking turns. Seeing who could make him cum fastest.”

Holy shit. Group sex. She’s talking about group sex while riding my cock. That’s so fucking hot.

“I’m close,” he warned.

“Not yet.” She slowed. “You’re young. Hold back. Make me cum again first.”

She’s edging me. Oh fuck. That’s cruel. And hot.

She reached down. Found her clit. Rubbed frantically while riding.

She’s getting herself off on my cock. That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

“Watch me,” she commanded. “Watch me cum on your cock.”

He watched. Those huge tits bouncing. Her fingers on her clit. Face flushed. Red hair wild. Green eyes locked on his.

She came again. Quieter but intense. Pussy rippling. Body trembling. A long satisfied moan.

Two. She just came twice. And she wants THREE. Holy shit.

“Now you,” she gasped. “Fill me. Cum inside.”

“Inside?”

“Inside.” No hesitation. “Tubes tied. No pregnancy risk. I want EVERY DROP.”

Oh fuck yes.

Theron gripped her hips. Thrust up hard. Drove deep.

And came.

His cock pulsed. Filled her. She kept riding. Milking every drop.

“SO MUCH,” she gasped. “Gods, you cum like Dane. So much seed.”

Just bred a widow. Holy shit.

When he finally finished, Maren collapsed on his chest. Panting. His cock still inside her. Those huge tits crushed against him. Red hair everywhere.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “I needed that so much.”

“I noticed.”

She laughed. “You’re good at this. Way too good for nineteen. Rosalind taught you well.”

Note to self: thank Rosalind.

“She did.”

“Two regular lovers now.” She lifted her head. “Sweet young Elara. And me…the experienced widow who’ll fuck you stupid.” Those green eyes locked on his. “Can you handle that?”

“I’ll manage.”

Two women. Holy shit. This is actually happening.

“Good.” She kissed him. “Weekly. Maybe more. Five years to work through.”

“Weekly works.”

“Good.” She rolled off. His cock slipped free with a wet sound. His cum leaked from her pussy immediately.

That’s hot. Watching my cum leak out of her. That’s really hot.

She didn’t clean up. Just lay there naked. One hand on her stomach where his seed pooled inside.

“Dane would have liked you,” she said. “Would’ve enjoyed watching me ride you. Might’ve suggested sharing…let his girlfriends have a turn.”

Sharing. Group sex. She keeps mentioning that. Is that… an option?

His cock twitched despite having just came.

They lay quiet. Through the walls, house sounds. Kids asleep. Or pretending to be.

They definitely heard us. Don’t care.

“You should head home,” Maren said. “Before rumors get worse than reality.”

“There’ll be rumors?”

“Definitely.” She smiled. “Small city. Widow fucking young tavern owner. People talk. Don’t care. Done pretending widowhood means celibacy.”

Theron dressed slowly. Satisfied. Exhausted. Maren watched from bed. Still naked. Cum still leaking.

She looks good like that. Used. Satisfied.

“Same time next week?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” That predatory stare. “Tell Elara not to worry. I’m not replacing her. Different roles. She’s your devoted lover. I’m your fuck buddy. Both good.”

“I’ll tell her.”

“Good boy.” She blew him a kiss. “Now go home to her. Fuck her properly. She’s probably worried you enjoyed me more.”

The walk home felt surreal. His cock still sensitive. Mind processing. Maren’s aggressive confidence versus Elara’s sweet submission.

Two women. This is my life now. Holy shit.

At the tavern, Elara was waiting. Still awake. Anxious.

“How was dinner?”

“Good. Loud. Interesting family.”

“And after?”

No point lying. “What you expected.”

She nodded. Face mixed emotions. “Was she better than me?”

“Different. Not better.”

“How?”

He sat beside her. “You’re sweet and devoted. She’s experienced and confident. Both good. Both satisfy me. But you’re still first. Still the one I come home to.”

Please believe that. It’s true.

She relaxed. “Did you enjoy it?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” She kissed him. “Then I’m glad. As long as I’m still yours.”

“You are.”

“Then fuck me,” she whispered. “Prove it.”

He did. Young stamina. Quick recovery. Devotion she needed.

This is insane. Just fucked a widow. Now fucking Elara. And I’m okay with this.

Afterward, Elara curled against his chest. Just like Maren had hours ago.

I’m building a harem. Holy shit. I’m actually building a harem.

Rosalind taught him sex for payment.

Elara taught him sex for devotion.

Maren taught him sex for mutual satisfaction.

The education continued.

Marcus never had this. Never figured it out. But I am.

Welcome to adulthood in Amoria. Everything had a price. Everyone had needs.

Theron was learning fast.

More lessons ahead.

Bring it on.


Chapter 24: Counting Coins and Consequences

The weeks following Maren’s seduction settled into a pattern that felt both routine and revolutionary.

Every night, Theron fucked Elara…her devoted enthusiasm never waning, her body his whenever he wanted it, their relationship deepening beyond just physical pleasure into genuine emotional connection.

Every week, he visited Maren…widow hunger satisfied through aggressive riding and mature confidence, their encounters raw and satisfying in completely different ways than Elara’s sweet submission.

And the tavern…miraculously, impossibly…began to thrive.

Theron sat in the main hall after closing, ledger open before him, counting the week’s revenue with satisfaction he hadn’t felt since inheriting this cursed establishment.

The numbers told a story of transformation:

Daily food and wine sales: 45-50 sovereigns average (up from the dismal 30-35 when he’d inherited).

Friday dance sponsorships: Expensive at 100 sovereigns each, but the reputation boost brought adventurers specifically seeking The Prancing Stag. Word had spread…this tavern sponsored well, the owner understood what delvers needed, the atmosphere was becoming… permissive.

Customer tips: The transformation here was most dramatic. What started as 10-20 sovereigns weekly had exploded to 30-50 sovereigns weekly as Elara accepted more generous offers.

She sat on laps regularly now…cheerful companionship that adventurers paid well for. Five to ten sovereigns just for her presence, her warmth, the illusion of being desired by someone innocent and beautiful.

She allowed over-clothes groping when the price was right…breasts squeezed through her dress for another five sovereigns, ass grabbed “accidentally” for similar rates. The touches that had horrified her weeks ago now seemed… manageable. Pragmatic. The coins were real, and coins mattered.

The transformation from modest waitress to willing slut had been gradual. She barely noticed. But Theron did. Watched her smile through groping that would’ve made her cry two months ago. Watched her count coins with satisfaction instead of shame.

Rosalind was right. Everything’s for sale. Even innocence.

He tallied the weekly total: 380 sovereigns revenue. Minus 105 in supplies (Maren’s groceries, Vincent’s wine), minus 50 in household expenses, minus 25 set aside for the next Friday sponsorship fund.

Net profit: 200 sovereigns weekly. Enough to slowly build savings, to eventually afford Master Torven’s sign repair, to stabilize operations beyond mere survival.

They weren’t rich. But they weren’t desperate anymore either.

The broken sign still swung outside…visible reminder of how far they had to go. But the foundation was solid now. The household fed. The debts manageable.

“Counting your empire?”

Theron looked up to find Mirelle in the doorway, wearing her nightgown, hair down in those glossy chestnut waves that made his cock stir despite exhaustion.

“Counting survival,” he corrected. “We’re stable. Finally.”

She approached. Glanced at the ledger. “Thanks to my daughter letting strangers grope her.”

Judgment mild. Maternal concern. Not condemnation.

She understands. She doesn’t like it, but she understands.

“She can refuse,” Theron said. “I’ve told her that.”

“I know.” Mirelle sat beside him. Close. Soap and woman and desire radiating like heat. “And she chooses yes. Because money matters. Because she adapted fast.”

Too close. She’s sitting too close. And those tits…

“Does that bother you?”

Long pause. “Yes and no.” Her fingers traced patterns on the table absently. “Yes because she’s my baby girl and I remember when she was innocent. No because… because survival requires flexibility. Marcus understood that. I’m learning to understand it too.”

Her body in that thin nightgown. Impossible to ignore. Those enormous tits barely contained. Deep cleavage right there. Nipples outlined through fabric.

Don’t stare. Don’t stare at your employee’s tits. Even if they’re amazing.

He forced his eyes to the ledger. “The household is secure.”

“Is it?” She met his eyes. “Secure with money, yes. But emotionally? Morally?”

Oh fuck. Here we go.

“What do you mean?”

Her hand covered his. “You’re fucking my youngest daughter every night. Thin walls. I hear EVERYTHING. Every moan. Every orgasm. Every time she begs for more.” Pause. “And you visit Maren weekly. Whole city knows. Vincent’s jealous. Customers get bolder with Elara because they see she’s yours now.”

“Does that bother you?”

“It should.” Her thumb stroked his hand. “Should bother me you’re fucking my daughter. And my best friend. That this household went from respectable to… whatever this is.”

She’s touching me. While talking about me fucking her daughter. That’s…

“But?”

“But I understand.” Soft. Vulnerable. “Elara needed protection from Vincent. You gave it. She needed affection. You give that too. Maren needed companionship. You’re satisfying real needs. Not just using bodies.”

She stood. Paced to the window. That massive ass swaying.

Holy shit, that ass. Don’t look. Can’t help it. Looking.

His cock hardened.

“That’s the problem,” she said. “I can justify all of it. You corrupting my daughter…you care about her. The tip system…we need money. Everything…because the alternative is worse.”

She’s justifying me fucking her daughter. While her ass looks incredible. This is so fucked up.

“Mirelle…”

“I’m lonely too.” Raw. Honest. Back still to him. “Watching you with Elara. Knowing you fuck Maren. Seeing you grow confident… Marcus used to look at me like that. Before impotence killed him. Before I became just the housekeeper.”

She turned. Eyes desperate. Guilty.

Oh fuck. She wants me. The mom wants me.

“I’m thirty-eight. Haven’t been touched in years. My body remembers pleasure. And you’re here every day. Attractive. Fucking everyone else. Making this household thrive. How am I supposed to…”

Holy shit. She’s basically asking me to fuck her.

She trailed off, realizing she’d said too much, revealed too much.

Theron stood slowly, processing the confession, the invitation implicit in her vulnerability. “Mirelle, I…”

“Don’t.” She held up a hand. “Don’t say anything tonight. Don’t make decisions when we’re both tired and… aware of things we shouldn’t be aware of.” She moved toward the door. “Just think about what I said. About needs and loneliness and how this household continues to evolve.”

She paused at the threshold, looked back with those warm hazel eyes that promised so much. “Maren told me something. Said you have room for more women in your life. That young men with stamina can satisfy multiple lovers if they’re strategic about it.”

“She said that?”

“She’s my best friend. We discuss everything.” A slight smile. “Including how thoroughly you fucked her. How you made five years of widowhood worth the wait. How you’re different from Dane but equally satisfying.”

The blunt confession made his cock throb painfully.

“I’m not suggesting anything,” Mirelle continued. “Just… informing you that I talk to Maren. And she talks to me. And we both agree you’re building something interesting here. Something that could include… more.”

She left. That massive ass swaying. Leaving him hard and confused.

Maren’s advocating for Mirelle. Best friends conspiring. Trying to get me to fuck the mom after the daughter.

Holy shit.

The thought should horrify him. It didn’t. It aroused him. The taboo. The power. The fact that Mirelle was beautiful and lonely and RIGHT THERE.

He tried to focus on the ledger. Couldn’t. Mind drifting.

I’m accumulating women. Not planning it. Just… happening. Through need and opportunity and Amoria’s fucked-up morality.

Rosalind taught him sex for money.

Elara taught him sex for devotion.

Maren taught him sex for satisfaction.

What would Mirelle teach? MILF sex? The taboo of fucking his dad’s former lover?

Stop. She said don’t decide tonight. Think about it first.

But the seed was planted. And it was growing.

I’m building a harem. Holy fuck. I’m actually building a harem.



Next morning. Celia cornered him in the kitchen.

“I know what you’re doing.” Arms crossed over her small breasts. Grey eyes burning.

Oh fuck. Here we go.

“What am I doing?”

“Building a collection.” Voice dripping acid. “Elara wasn’t enough. Now Maren. And I see how Mama looks at you. You’re planning to claim everyone.”

No denying it. “I’m not planning anything. Just happening.”

“Bullshit.” She moved closer. Pale skin flushed. Dark hair loose for once. “You’re strategic. You claimed Elara to block Vincent. Seduced Maren for variety. Now considering Mama. Why not collect the whole set?”

She’s not wrong. Fuck.

Bitterness masking hurt. Jealousy. Desperate need.

“And what about me?” Voice cracked. “Am I too cold? Too judgmental? Not pretty enough? You look at everyone else. Never me. Like I’m invisible. Like I don’t have needs.”

Holy shit. Celia wants me. The ice queen wants me.

The confession shocked him. Proud cold Celia admitting desire.

“You judge everything I do,” Theron said. “Every choice. Every relationship. You made it clear I’m corrupting your sister.”

“Because I’m JEALOUS!” Raw. Honest. “She gets your attention. Your cock. Every night. While I lie in my room touching myself and hating everyone!”

Oh fuck. She masturbates listening to us. That’s…

Trembling now. Pride cracking. Walls crumbling. Desperate virgin beneath ice queen.

“I hear you fuck her. Hear her scream. Hear her beg. And I touch myself imagining it’s ME. Hating myself. Hating her. Hating you for not seeing me.”

She gets off listening to me fuck Elara. That’s so fucked up. And hot.

Theron stood slowly. Processing. Seeing her clearly for the first time. Not cold judge. Jealous sister. Not proud virgin. Desperate woman.

She’s hot when she’s vulnerable. Who knew?

“I see you now.”

“Do you?” Grey eyes locked on his. Challenging. Vulnerable. Desperate. “Or do you see another conquest? Another body for your collection?”

Fair question. What did he see? Another woman to claim? Or someone in pain?

Both. Definitely both.

“I don’t know yet,” he admitted.

She nodded. “Then figure it out. Because I can’t keep living like this. Watching everyone else get fucked. Pretending I don’t care. Dying from loneliness.”

Three women in this household want me. Three. This is insane.

She left before he could respond, but the challenge hung heavy: Figure it out. Decide. Act or don’t, but stop leaving me in limbo.



That evening, Theron fucked Elara with intensity. Driven by confessions. Mirelle’s vulnerability. Celia’s desperation. Choices piling up.

Elara noticed. “What’s wrong?”

Between moans, he told her. Mirelle’s confession. Celia’s jealousy. Household transformation accelerating.

She’s going to be pissed. She’s going to…

Elara wasn’t bothered. “I knew this would happen.” Riding him slowly. Small breasts bouncing. “I’m not blind. Mama needs affection. Celia needs validation. You’re the only man here.”

Wait. She’s OKAY with this?

“Does that bother you?”

“A little.” Honest. “But I just want to stay your favorite.” Leaned down. Kissed him. “And I will be. I was first. I love you. You claimed my virginity. That matters.”

She’s competing to be favorite. Not trying to be only. Holy shit.

She resumed riding. Chasing pleasure. Confident despite the growing harem.

She’s completely adapted. Accepted I’ll have others. Just wants to be primary.

This is the best girlfriend ever.

After they finished, Elara curled against him. Sleepy. Content.

“Whatever you decide about Mama and Celia, I’ll support you.” Murmured. “You’ve been good to me. I trust you. This is just how Amoria works.”

Fell asleep.

Theron lay awake. Processing.

200 sovereigns weekly profit. Economic stability. Household thriving.

But emotionally? Three women in this household wanting him. Mirelle’s loneliness. Celia’s desperation. Elara’s acceptance.

Outside: Maren’s hunger. Rosalind’s… whatever. Vincent’s jealousy.

The collection is growing. Can’t stop it. Don’t want to stop it.

Boundaries disappearing.

The tavern transforming. From respectable to… whatever this was becoming. Something Amoria would accept because Amoria accepted everything.

Tomorrow: more choices. More confessions. More opportunities.

Tonight: 200 sovereigns profit. Three women wanting him. Survival achieved.

Everything else could wait.

But not forever.

The seeds are planted. Harvest coming.

Am I ready?

Fuck yes.


Chapter 25: Confession and Corruption

Sunday morning arrived with the usual ritual: the household dressed in their modest church clothes, joined the flow of Amoria’s citizens toward the Cathedral of Valdros, god of suffering and endurance.

Theron had attended services weekly since inheriting the tavern…partly for appearances, partly because Marcus had always attended despite his drinking, mostly because skipping church in a city this size invited judgment from customers and neighbors.

But after weeks of fucking Elara every night, screwing Maren weekly, dealing with Mirelle’s confession and Celia’s jealousy, sitting in church pretending to be pious felt ridiculous.

The Cathedral dominated the district. Stone and glass. High ceilings. Incense and old wood. The crowd filtered in: guards nursing hangovers, merchants hiding mistresses, widows suppressing desires, adventurers praying before delves.

Everyone performing. Everyone hiding something.

Including me. Especially me.

Father Aldric stood at the pulpit in his ceremonial robes…grey tonsured hair, brown eyes that judged with practiced severity, soft body that betrayed a life of indoor comfort rather than ascetic denial.

Theron sat with his household. Mirelle to his left…voluptuous body in a conservative dress that couldn’t hide those enormous tits. Elara to his right…cheerful and innocent-looking despite getting thoroughly fucked hours ago. Celia beyond Elara…cold, distant, grey eyes burning with jealousy when she looked at him.

My harem. Sitting in church. This is insane.

Hymns about endurance. Suffering. Resisting urges.

Father Aldric’s sermon: fornication. Sin. Degradation. Chastity. Restraint.

“The flesh is weak,” Father Aldric boomed. “We are tempted by lust, gluttony, sloth. But we must RESIST! We must endure! Only through suffering do we approach the divine!”

Bullshit.

Theron suppressed a snort. The priest preaching restraint while the city ran on sex and money. While adventurers fucked harbor workers. While merchants lied and seduced.

Hypocrisy. All of it.

But at least Theron was honest. He didn’t pretend virtue while fucking everything that moved.

I’m corrupt. But honest about it. That counts for something.

“Look at the fallen women of our city,” Father Aldric continued with disgust. “Those who sell their bodies! Who spread their legs for strangers! Who bear bastards without shame! They are lost to sin, souls blackened beyond redemption unless they repent!”

Several people nodded. A few glanced toward the back row where Rosalind sat…dressed conservatively, blonde hair pinned, playing reformed sinner perfectly.

There she is. The whore he fucks. Sitting in church while he condemns her.

She met Theron’s eyes. Winked. Amused. Then back to false piety.

She knows it’s all bullshit. We both do.

Father Aldric concluded his sermon with a call to confession…come unburden your sins, receive forgiveness, return to the path of righteousness.

The congregation began dispersing. Most headed for the Sunday markets and family dinners. But a few approached the confession booths lining the cathedral’s side alcoves…shadowed wooden structures where priest and sinner could speak through screens, maintaining anonymity while seeking absolution.

Theron lingered near a pillar. Curious. Rosalind mentioned Father Aldric as a client. Laughed about his hypocrisy. But Theron never witnessed it.

Time to see the truth.

He watched Rosalind approach a confession booth. Demure steps. Head bowed. Hands clasped. Perfect penitent sinner.

She entered. Curtain closed.

Moments later, Father Aldric appeared. Glanced around. Entered the priest’s side of the SAME booth.

Oh shit. It’s happening. Right now.

Theron moved closer. Hidden behind the pillar. Had to see this.

Through a gap in the curtain, shadows moved. Whispered voices. Rosalind’s breathy confession. Father Aldric’s ragged breathing.

“Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned.” False shame. Perfect acting. “One week since my last confession.”

“Tell me your sins, my child.” Already strained. Anticipatory.

Oh he’s into this. He’s already hard.

“I have fornicated, Father. Multiple times. Multiple men.” She described sailors in explicit detail. “I took a fisherman’s cock in my mouth Tuesday. Swallowed his seed. Wednesday, two adventurers paid me…one in my pussy, one in my mouth, at the same time. I was filled completely, Father. Filled with their sin and seed.”

Holy shit, she’s making him horny with confessions.

Father Aldric’s breathing quickened. Ragged. Desperate.

He’s jerking off. The priest is jerking off in the confession booth.

Theron peeked through the gap.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

Father Aldric’s cock was out. Hard. Throbbing. Pressed against the confession screen.

And Rosalind’s hand reached through. Wrapped around his shaft. Stroked slowly while confessing.

The priest is getting a handjob during confession. The PRIEST. During CONFESSION.

“Thursday I fucked a merchant in an alley,” Rosalind continued. Hand working his cock expertly. “Let him bend me over crates. Took me from behind. People walked past. I moaned loud enough they heard, Father. Wanted them to know I was being used like the whore I am.”

“Oh gods,” Father Aldric groaned. Hips thrusting. “You are truly fallen, child.”

He’s into this. He’s REALLY into this.

“Yes, Father. I need your guidance. Your blessing. Your… forgiveness.”

She took his cock in her mouth through the screen.

She’s blowing the priest. In church. During confession. I’m watching a priest get blown in church.

Theron watched. Rosalind’s blonde head bobbed. Expert technique. Hundreds of cocks worth of experience.

Father Aldric’s groans: “By Valdros’s suffering… through penance… may your sins be… oh FUCK… forgiven…”

He’s cumming. The priest is cumming in a prostitute’s mouth. In CHURCH.

He came fast. Rosalind swallowed. Milked him. Cleaned him with her tongue.

Both sighed. Transaction complete.

“Your sins are forgiven, my child.” Post-orgasm benediction. Cock disappearing into robes. “Go in peace and sin no more.”

“Thank you, Father.” Sweet. Grateful. “Same time next week?”

“Yes, child. Return next Sunday. I will provide… spiritual guidance.”

Holy shit. Weekly appointments. He gets blown every Sunday. While condemning prostitution from the pulpit.

The hypocrisy is INSANE.

Theron retreated. Stunned. Aroused. Freed.

The priest who condemns prostitutes gets blown by prostitutes. During confession. In church.

The hypocrisy is fucking incredible.

If the moral authority was this corrupt, what did morality even mean?

Nothing. It means nothing. It’s all bullshit.

If the priest who preached chastity fucked prostitutes, why should Theron feel guilty about anything?

I shouldn’t. I don’t. Not anymore.

He told no one. But the knowledge changed him.

Religion was performance. Morality was theater. Power and pleasure were what actually mattered.

Everything else is pretense. Everyone’s corrupt. Everyone’s a hypocrite.

At least I’m honest about it.



Later, Theron found Rosalind at the harbor. Told her what he’d witnessed.

She laughed. Delighted. “Father Aldric is one of my best clients. Pays well…ten sovereigns for blowjobs, fifteen if he wants to fuck me over the altar after. Gets off on the sacrilege and power.”

FIFTEEN SOVEREIGNS TO FUCK ON THE ALTAR. Holy shit.

“Sometimes he wants me to call him Father during sex,” Rosalind said. Amused. “Sometimes wants to ‘punish’ my sins with his cock. The hypocrisy turns him on…preaching chastity while balls-deep in my pussy.”

That’s so fucked up. And hot.

She lit a cigarette. Expensive. Sign of success. “Everyone in Amoria is a hypocrite about sex, Theron. Priests fuck us and condemn us. Merchants bed employees and lecture about propriety. Wives tolerate mistresses while taking lovers. Adventurers pray for blessing, then fuck us to celebrate.”

“So morality is theater?”

“Mostly.” She exhaled smoke. “Rules exist for social order. But everyone breaks them. The trick is looking proper while doing whatever you want behind closed doors.”

Or confession booths.

She grinned. Wicked.

“Father Aldric preaches loudest against what he does most. Condemns fornication from the pulpit. Cums down my throat an hour later. The contradiction excites him. Makes it more intense because it’s forbidden.”

He gets off on being a hypocrite. That’s so fucked up.

Theron processed. The last guilt about Elara and Maren evaporated.

I’m not corrupt. I’m honest about what everyone else hides.

The priest fucked and preached. Vincent seduced and abandoned. Merchants exploited and lectured.

At least I’m straightforward. At least my women know what I am. At least they get affection too.

“You’re thinking something,” Rosalind observed.

“Just realizing I’ve been feeling guilty for no reason.”

“Good.” She touched his arm. Maternal. “Guilt is useless here. Everyone’s fucking someone they shouldn’t. You treat your lovers well. That’s more than most men.”

She dropped the cigarette. Crushed it. “My offer still stands. Sable and I would work at your tavern. Private room, fair split, better than street work. Think about it.”

“I will.”

“Good boy.” She patted his cheek. “You’re building something interesting. The household corruption, the tip system, the permissive reputation. Keep going. Lean into it. Amoria rewards those who understand the real economy.”

She left. Back to her harbor territory.

Theron stood there. Processing.

Father Aldric’s hypocrisy freed me. No more guilt. No more shame. No more pretending.

Just honest acknowledgment: Amoria is a city where everything has a price. Everyone has needs. Survival means flexibility.

And I’m learning fast.



That night, Theron fucked Elara with particular intensity.

She noticed. “What’s gotten into you?”

“Saw something today.” He thrust deeper. Her pussy clenched. “Father Aldric.”

“What about…oh fuck…what about him?” She gasped.

He told her between thrusts. The confession booth. Rosalind’s mouth. The priest’s hypocrisy.

Elara laughed while riding him. Bouncing. Tits swaying. “Everyone knows. He hit on Mama after the funeral.”

What?

“He hit on Mirelle?”

“Offered ‘spiritual comfort.’” She ground down hard. Taking him deep. “She told him to fuck off. Said at least Marcus was…oh gods…honest.”

The priest tried to fuck my dad’s mistress. While preaching virtue.

“Does it bother you?” She leaned forward. Tits in his face. “Knowing he’s corrupt?”

“No.” He grabbed her hips. Thrust up hard. “It frees me.”

“Good.” She moaned. Rode faster. “Don’t feel guilty about us.”

“I don’t. Not anymore.”

“Good.” She was close. He could tell. “Are you going to…fuck…claim Mama and Celia?”

She’s asking this WHILE I’m inside her. That’s so hot.

“Would that bother you?”

“Yes.” Honest. Panting. “But I want to stay favorite. I was first. I love you. You can fuck everyone else but…oh gods I’m close…always come back to me.”

She’s accepted harem reality. Completely. While getting fucked. Perfect.

“I haven’t decided.”

“But you’re thinking about it.” She ground her clit against him. Chasing orgasm.

“Yes.”

“Good.” Riding faster. “Mama needs it. Celia’s destroying herself. If you can help them…fuck, fuck, FUCK…do it. Just don’t forget me.”

“I won’t.”

“Promise?” Voice desperate. Right on edge.

“Promise.”

“Then make me cum.” She grabbed his hands. Put them on her tits. “Squeeze. Hard. Make me…OH FUCK YES!”

She came. Pussy spasming. Body shaking. Screaming his name.

He followed. Filled her. Claimed her again.

Always come back to her. Always.

They collapsed together. Sweaty. Satisfied.

“That was intense,” she murmured. Already half asleep.

“Yeah.”

“The priest thing really freed you, huh?”

“Yeah.”

“Good.” She kissed his chest. “No more guilt. Just fucking. Just us. Just… this.”

She fell asleep in his arms.

Theron lay awake. Processing.

No more guilt. No more shame. Just honest about what I want.

And I want it all.

The cathedral bells tolled midnight.

Tomorrow would bring choices. But tonight? Tonight he’d claimed his first woman again. Reminded her she was primary.

The education continues. The harem grows. The guilt is gone.

Welcome to Amoria. Where everyone’s corrupt and I’m the honest one.


Chapter 26: The Business Proposition

Three days later, Theron returned to the harbor. Looking for Rosalind. Craving her wisdom. The way she made corruption sound normal.

He found her leaning against a wall. No client. Smoking an expensive cigarette. Her plump body relaxed in sun. Blonde hair catching light. Those massive tits barely contained in a low-cut blouse.

Damn. Those are some impressive tits.

She noticed him. Smiled. “The tavern boy returns. Supplies or conversation?”

“Conversation.” “Good. I like our talks.” She gestured to a bench. Away from the dock traffic. “What’s troubling you?”

Everything. Nothing. I don’t even know anymore.

They sat. Theron told her everything. The tavern’s stabilization. Elara’s acceptance of his other lovers. Maren’s hunger. Mirelle’s confession. Celia’s jealousy. Father Aldric’s hypocrisy freeing him.

Rosalind listened. Nodded occasionally. Those jade green eyes knowing. Experienced.

She’s heard it all before. Seen it all.

“You’re building a harem,” she said. Matter-of-fact. No judgment.

Fuck.

“I’m not…it’s not planned…”

“Doesn’t matter.” She took a drag. Exhaled. “Planned or not, it’s happening. Multiple women. Dependent on you. Each filling roles. Elara the devoted lover. Maren the experienced widow. Mirelle the MILF waiting. Celia the desperate virgin.”

She just called Mirelle a MILF. That’s… accurate.

Hearing it stated that baldly made it real.

I’m building a harem. Holy shit. I’m actually building a harem.

“That bothers you.”

“Shouldn’t it? Nineteen with a harem sounds absurd.”

“Why?” She crushed her cigarette. “You have resources. Tavern. Income. Authority. You’re young. Attractive. Virile. Kind to the women you claim. And this is Amoria. Sexual economics matter more than morality. Harems aren’t illegal. Just usually called ‘mistresses’ or ‘arrangements.’”

She shifted to face him. Those enormous breasts swaying.

Don’t stare. She’s making a point. But damn, those tits.

“Vincent has multiple women. His wife. His conquests. Probably his daughter. Father Aldric fucks prostitutes. Half the merchants keep mistresses. You’re just honest about it. That’s the difference.”

I’m honest. That’s… true. I don’t hide it.

“And that’s acceptable?”

“In Amoria? Absolutely.” She laughed. “This city runs on flexible morality. Transactional relationships. You treat your women well. They consent. No one cares. Half the city would envy you. The other half already gossips approvingly.”

They’re gossiping about me. About my harem. And… they approve?

Theron processed. Resistance crumbling. “You make it sound simple.”

“It is simple. You’re overthinking.” She touched his arm. Maternal. “You claimed Elara because you both wanted it. Seduced Maren because needs. You’ll claim Mirelle and Celia eventually because they’re asking for it. That’s not corruption. That’s life in a port city where adventurers might die tomorrow.”

She’s right. It is that simple.

“What about you? Where do you fit?”

“That’s why I’m glad you came.” She smiled. Business-like. “My offer still stands. Sable and I work at your tavern. But let me be specific.”

She pulled out a small notebook from her blouse. Tucked between those massive breasts. Warm from her body heat.

She keeps her notebook between her tits. That’s practical. And hot.

Opened it. Calculations. Notes.

“I’ve been thinking about this.” Professional. Focused. “Right now, Sable and I work the harbor. Decent money. I average four to six clients daily at eight to ten sovereigns each. Thirty to sixty daily for me. Twenty to forty for Sable. Combined, fifty to hundred daily.”

She tapped the notebook. “But harbor work has disadvantages. Weather. Rough sailors. No security. Competition. Guards harass us for bribes.”

“And the tavern solves that?”

“Most of it.” Those eyes locked on his. Knowing. “Private room. Weather protection. Better clientele…adventurers with coin and gratitude. Better tippers than desperate sailors. Your presence for security. Legal status shifts from street prostitution to entertainment. Much safer.”

She’s thought this through. Really thought it through.

Theron leaned forward. Interested. “Financial arrangement?”

“Seventy-thirty split. We keep seventy. You take thirty for room, security, clientele access. Standard rate ten sovereigns per client. We negotiate anything beyond.”

She flipped a page. “Assuming similar volume…four to six each daily…that’s eighty to hundred twenty daily total. You’d take thirty percent. Twenty-four to thirty-six sovereigns daily profit from our work. We’d get fifty-six to eighty-four combined.”

The math is good. Really good.

Theron currently made fifty to sixty sovereigns daily from food, wine, tips. Adding thirty daily from prostitution would nearly double revenue.

Double. Holy shit.

“And the room?”

“That storage room off the main hall. Full of Marcus’s junk. Clean it out. Bed, lock, basic furnishings. Torven could do it for fifty sovereigns.”

“Fifty for construction, thirty daily profit…” Theron calculated. “Pays for itself in two days.”

Two days. That’s insane. That’s brilliant.

“Exactly.” Rosalind smiled. Satisfied. “Good economics. You get passive income for providing space and security. We get better conditions and regular clientele. Everyone wins.”

Everyone wins. Including my cock when I watch them work.

“What about the household? Mirelle, Celia, Elara…how would they react to prostitutes?”

“Mirelle knows what I do. Doesn’t judge. Elara thinks I’m fascinating. Wants to learn from me. Celia…” Shrugged. “Celia judges everything. But she’ll adapt when she sees the money. And having professional sex workers around might normalize the tip system.”

She closed her notebook. Tucked it back between those massive breasts.

There go the tits again. Stop staring.

“Plus, Sable’s eighteen. Same age as Elara. They’d become friends. Sable could teach Elara about sexuality and confidence. Healthy influence.”

Sable teaching Elara sex tips. That’s… educational. And hot.

“Teach her what, exactly?”

“That sex doesn’t have to be shameful. That bodies are for pleasure. That women can enjoy fucking without waiting for marriage or love or permission.” Rosalind’s jade eyes held his seriously. “Elara is devoted to you…that’s beautiful. But she should also understand she has agency beyond just pleasing you. Sable could help with that. Teach her to own her sexuality rather than just surrender it.”

The idea had merit. Elara was devoted but sometimes seemed to exist only for his pleasure. Learning confidence from Sable might actually improve their relationship.

“And the customers?” Theron asked. “How do we handle that? Do they just… know you’re available?”

“Word spreads naturally. We work a few shifts, regular customers see us, mention it to their adventuring parties, rumors circulate. Within two weeks, every delver in Amoria knows The Prancing Stag has rooms available for… private entertainment. Business builds from there.”

She leaned back, her enormous breasts pushing against her blouse. “But here’s the real benefit you’re not considering: reputation. Right now, your tavern is decent…good food, fair prices, increasingly permissive atmosphere. But having professional prostitutes working there transforms it into a destination. Adventurers who might drink at three different taverns will specifically choose yours because we’re there. You become the place that understands what delvers really need after facing death.”

“Sex.”

“Among other things, yes.” She smiled warmly. “You’re already halfway there. Elara sitting on laps, accepting groping for tips…that’s sex work lite. We’d just professionalize it. Make it official. Turn your tavern into what it’s already becoming: a full-service establishment where adventurers can eat, drink, and fuck under one roof.”

Theron sat back, processing the enormity of what she was proposing. Not just hiring prostitutes. Transforming his father’s struggling tavern into something else entirely. A destination. A brothel disguised as a tavern. Or a tavern that happened to offer additional services.

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

“Of course.” Rosalind stood, offered her hand. “Take your time. Talk to Mirelle…she’ll be pragmatic about it. Talk to Elara…she’ll probably be excited. Even talk to Celia if you’re brave enough…she might surprise you.”

He shook her hand, felt her warmth, her confidence, her certainty that this was the right move.

“One more thing,” Rosalind added. “This isn’t just about money. It’s about building something that lasts. Your father ran a failing tavern and drank himself to death. You could do the same…scrape by, barely survive, die young and bitter. Or you could build an empire. A place adventurers travel specifically to visit. A reputation that spreads beyond Amoria. A legacy that matters.”

She squeezed his hand gently. “I see potential in you, Theron. You’re smart, kind, strategic, and sexually awakened enough to understand the real economy. Don’t waste that on mediocrity. Build something magnificent.”

She released his hand, returned to her harbor post, leaving him standing there processing possibilities.



That evening, Theron discussed the proposition with Mirelle in the kitchen after everyone else retired.

He explained Rosalind’s offer: the financial arrangement, the room requirement, the projected income, the reputational benefits.

Mirelle listened with pragmatic focus, her warm hazel eyes calculating rather than judging.

“Thirty sovereigns daily profit,” she repeated when he finished. “Nearly double our current income. Enough to afford Torven’s sign repair within a week. Enough to build real savings.”

“Does the… nature of it bother you? Having prostitutes working here?”

Mirelle considered carefully. “Five years ago? Yes. It would have horrified me. But five years ago, I was Marcus’s mistress, not his employee. Five years ago, we weren’t desperate.”

She met his eyes directly. “Now? Now I’m pragmatic. Rosalind is professional, clean, respectful. She treats sex work like any other skilled trade. And the money would transform this household’s security.”

“What about Elara and Celia?”

“Elara will be fascinated. Probably wants to learn from them.” Mirelle smiled slightly. “Celia will judge initially, but money talks. When she sees the profit, she’ll rationalize it.”

She touched his arm gently, her enormous breasts shifting beneath her nightgown. “My real question: are you ready for what this means? Once you hire prostitutes, the tavern transforms. You can’t go back to respectability. You become ‘that tavern’…the one where adventurers fuck, where morality is flexible, where your father’s reputation as barely-respectable becomes your reputation as openly permissive.”

“And you think I should do it anyway?”

“I think you’re already doing it. You’re just deciding whether to professionalize it.” She squeezed his arm. “Elara accepts groping for tips…that’s sex work. I’ve accepted breast touching from customers…that’s sex work. We’re already what you’re worried about becoming. Rosalind just offers to make it official. Profitable. Protected.”

Her wisdom was undeniable. The transformation was already happening. Hiring Rosalind just acknowledged reality rather than pretending otherwise.

“I’ll talk to Elara tomorrow,” Theron decided. “Get her perspective before committing.”

“Good.” Mirelle stood, prepared to leave, then paused. “Theron? Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For treating this seriously. For asking our opinions. For not just deciding and imposing.” Her hazel eyes held genuine warmth. “Marcus would have just done it. Told us after the fact. You’re better than he was. Kinder. More considerate.”

She left before he could respond, but her words settled warmly in his chest.



The next morning, Theron explained the proposition to Elara while she served him breakfast.

Her reaction was immediate enthusiasm. “Rosalind would work here? Really? That’s amazing!”

“You’re not bothered by… what she does?”

“Why would I be?” Elara set down his plate with cheerful innocence. “She’s good at it. Makes money. Enjoys her work. And she’s smart and kind and everything I want to be when I’m her age.”

“Everything?”

“Well, maybe not the three unknown baby-fathers part.” She laughed. “But the confidence. The shamelessness. The way she owns her sexuality without apology.”

She sat beside him uninvited, eyes bright with excitement. “And Sable! She’s my age. We could be friends. She could teach me things.”

“What things?”

“How to be confident during sex. How to own my pleasure instead of just trying to please you. How to…” She blushed slightly. “How to do things I’m too embarrassed to ask you about.”

The honesty was disarming. “You can ask me anything.”

“I know. But it’s different with another woman. Someone who’s been where I am. Someone who can explain the female side of things.”

She took his hand, squeezed gently. “I think you should hire them. I think it would be good for the tavern and good for me. And honestly, having professional sex workers around might teach me that what we do together isn’t shameful. That pleasure is natural and beautiful and nothing to hide.”

Her enthusiasm sealed his decision. If Mirelle was pragmatic and Elara was excited, the only real obstacle was his own hesitation.

And that hesitation was fading rapidly.



That afternoon, Theron returned to the harbor, found Rosalind with Sable…the mixed-race apprentice with wild curly brown hair and exotic caramel skin, her perky breasts outlined beneath her revealing dress.

“I accept,” he told them both. “Seventy-thirty split. I’ll have Torven convert the storage room. You can start working once it’s ready.”

Rosalind’s smile was radiant. “You won’t regret this. We’ll make your tavern the most popular establishment in Amoria.”

Sable bounced excitedly, her amber-brown eyes gleaming. “Thank you! I’m so excited to work indoors. And Rosalind says there’s a girl my age there…Elara?”

“Yes. She’s eager to meet you.”

“Perfect!” Sable’s enthusiasm was infectious. “We’ll be friends. I can already tell.”

They discussed logistics: Torven’s construction timeline (three days), room furnishings needed (bed, washbasin, chair, lamp), pricing structure (ten sovereigns base, negotiated rates for specialized services), working hours (afternoon through evening to match tavern traffic).

When everything was settled, Rosalind shook his hand formally. “Welcome to the real Amoria, Theron. Where pleasure is commerce, commerce is survival, and survival means flexibility about both.”

Walking home, Theron processed the enormity of his decision.

In three days, professional prostitutes would be working in his tavern. The transformation from failing establishment to full-service destination would be complete.

Marcus would have… what? Approved? Been horrified? Envied?

It didn’t matter. Marcus was dead, and Theron was building something new from the ashes of his father’s failure.

Something honest. Something profitable. Something that served the real needs of Amoria’s adventurer population.

The education continued. The boundaries disappeared. The empire grew.

And Theron was learning that in Amoria, success meant understanding what people really wanted…and having the courage to provide it without apology.

Welcome to the real economy. Where everything had a price. Everyone had needs. And survival meant flexibility about both.

The transformation was nearly complete.

Just one more step remained.

And Theron was ready to take it.


Chapter 27: Foundations and Futures

Late at night, Theron sat in the main hall alone. Everyone asleep. Reviewing progress.

Eight weeks since inheriting. Eight weeks since Marcus’s funeral in the rain. Wondering how the hell I’d survive.

Now the ledger told a different story:

Daily Revenue: 75-85 sovereigns. Food, wine, tips. Up from the dismal 30-35 when he’d inherited.

Weekly Profit: 200 sovereigns after expenses. Enough to build savings. Afford Torven’s sign repair next week.

Maren’s Weekly Visits: 10 sovereigns spent. Satisfaction gained. Worth every coin.

Rosalind and Sable: Starting next week. Adding 25-35 sovereigns daily.

The numbers are solid. The household fed. The future looks good.

The tavern was making money. Elara was his. Maren visited weekly. Rosalind and Sable would start next week.

Not bad.

Mirelle and Celia were still waiting. Vincent was gone. Father Aldric was a hypocrite who got blown in confession booths.

Everyone’s corrupt. At least I’m honest about it.

Next week, Torven would fix the broken sign.

The Prancing Stag. Finally getting restored.

“Counting again?”

Elara appeared. Doorway. Sheer nightgown. Blonde hair loose. Barefoot. Beautiful.

Damn. She’s gorgeous.

“Can’t sleep?” he asked.

“Missed you.” She crossed to him. Settled in his lap. Small body fitting perfectly. “You’ve been thinking. About everything.”

“Yes.”

“And?”

“And I’m realizing how much changed. How much I changed.”

She kissed his neck. “For better or worse?”

“Better. Definitely different.”

Better. I’m better now. Stronger. More confident. Getting laid regularly.

Quiet moment. Then: “I love you. You know that.”

“I know.”

“But I’m not blind.” She met his eyes. “I see how Mama looks at you. How Celia watches. How Rosalind sees potential. How Maren talks about you.”

They talk about me. What do they say?

“What do they say?”

“That you’re building something. That you’re different. Kinder. Smarter. Strategic. That you could have a dozen women and they’d all be grateful.”

A dozen women. Holy shit.

She touched his face. “And I think they’re right. I think you will have a dozen eventually. Maybe more. And I’m okay with that as long as I stay first. As long as you come back to me every night.”

She’s giving me permission. To have a dozen women. As long as she’s primary.

“You will be. Always.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

She kissed him. Deep. Tongue in his mouth. Tasting like mint tea and devotion. When they parted, breathless, she whispered: “Then take them all. Mama. Celia. Whoever. Build your empire. Just don’t forget the girl who gave you her virginity first.”

Her virginity. The first. That matters.

“I won’t.”

“Good.” She stood. Took his hand. Those small tits outlined in the nightgown. “Now come to bed. I want you all to myself tonight.”

All to myself. Sounds perfect.

He followed her upstairs. To her room. To her bed. They fucked slowly. Not desperate. Something gentler. More connected. She came twice. Whispering his name. He finished inside her. Claiming her. Marking her.

Mine. Always mine.

Afterward, holding her close, Theron listened to her breathing slow.

Through the wall, he could hear Celia. Masturbating again. Frustrated. Desperate.

Soon. I’ll deal with that soon.

Down the hall, Mirelle was probably awake too. Thinking of him.

Two more women. Just waiting.

His dad died drunk in a canal. Wasted his life. Let guilt destroy him.

Not me. I’m different.

The cathedral bells tolled midnight.

Theron closed his eyes. Held Elara close.

The tavern is thriving. Three women claimed. Two more waiting. Rosalind and Sable moving in next week.

Not bad for eight weeks.

He drifted off to sleep.

Tomorrow, more of the same. More money. More women. More everything.

I’m just getting started.


Thank you for reading!
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