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Book 1

The Forbidden Tavern


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…your 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. “I don’t care about the 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: Talking about moving operations here. Could add 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 were considering joining.

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 considering the move.

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.


Book 2

The Forbidden Tavern 2


Chapter 1: The Morning After Jealousy

Celia woke with her hand still between her thighs.

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

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

What the hell is wrong with me?

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

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

Stop it.

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

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

Because she had.

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

She should be disgusted with herself.

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

Why does SHE get all the dick?

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

It wasn’t fair.

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

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

Stop.

She opened her door and headed downstairs.

Through the landing window, she caught a glimpse of the new tavern sign – freshly carved and painted, the prancing stag rearing proudly in the morning light. Torven had done fine work. One more thing Theron had fixed that Marcus had let decay.



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

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

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

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

Elara was already at the table.

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

She was humming that same cheerful tune.

Celia wanted to strangle her.

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

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

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

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

“I’m fine.”

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

“I said I’m fine.”

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

Good. Celia didn’t need her fake concern.

The door opened, and Theron walked in.

Celia’s breath caught.

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

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

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

“Good morning!” Elara practically glowed brighter.

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

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

“Theron.”

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

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

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

They weren’t subtle.

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

She’d been seeing everything for weeks now.

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

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

But that was a lie.

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

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

“Celia?”

She blinked. Elara was looking at her with concern.

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

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

She fled before anyone could respond.



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

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

And she watched Elara.

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

Marks Theron had put there.

Celia’s core clenched with unwanted heat.

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

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

Then on her thigh.

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

Ten sovereigns changed hands when the adventurer was done groping.

Elara returned to her work like it was nothing.

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

Envy.

She remembered the first weeks, when she’d called it degrading. Had told Elara she was selling herself. Had looked at the whole arrangement with the righteous contempt of someone who’d never been tempted. How quickly that certainty had crumbled. Somewhere between the sounds that carried at night and the lonely hours, disgust had curdled into hunger.

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

Except she wasn’t judging anymore.

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

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

No wonder he’d gone to Elara.

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

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

Then silence.

Then sounds.

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

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

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

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

Afterward, she lay trembling in the dark.

This had to stop.

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

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

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


Chapter 2: Elara’s Growing Confidence

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

He got something else entirely.

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

He opened the door and stopped in his tracks.

Holy shit.

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

She wasn’t hiding anymore.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Elara—”

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

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

“Fuck,” he groaned.

She grinned. “That’s the idea.”

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

She gasped and arched into his touch.

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

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

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

God help him.

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

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

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

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

“Stand up,” she ordered.

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

“Elara, you don’t have to—”

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

Then she leaned forward and took him in her mouth.

Fuck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She’d been practicing, clearly. Or maybe she’d picked up ideas from those romance novels of Celia’s – the explicit ones she thought nobody knew about.

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

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

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

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

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

Naked Elara was a work of art.

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

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

“Can you blame me?”

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

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

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

When did she start talking like this?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“YES!” She practically screamed it.

So he gave her what she wanted.

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

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

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

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

Good.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Beautiful.

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

“Hands and knees,” he ordered.

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

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

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

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

“You like this?” he growled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That did it.

His hips slammed forward and locked, his cock buried to the hilt as he came hard, pulsing as he emptied himself into her unprotected pussy. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through him. He filled her completely, and she moaned as she felt every spurt.

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

Holy fuck.

When he finally finished, he stayed inside her, both of them panting and trembling.

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

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

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

“Practicing?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tomorrow was his night to visit Maren. The weekly arrangement they’d settled into – supply run that turned into something more behind her shop’s closed door. He wondered, briefly, what Elara would think if she knew. But that was a problem for another day.

“And the dirty talk?” he asked.

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

He laughed. “I know about Celia’s novels. Found the stash behind the wine barrels weeks ago.”

“You knew?” Elara’s eyes widened. “Did you know they’re the explicit kind? Really explicit. With anal and–” She stopped. “I probably shouldn’t have told you that.”

But the specific detail filed itself away in his brain. Celia didn’t just read romance novels. She read ones with anal scenes. Interesting.

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

They lay in comfortable silence for a while. His hand traced lazy patterns on her back.

“Theron?” she said softly.

“Yeah?”

“I love you.”

The words still hit him every time. Still made his chest tighten, no matter how often she said them. Three words that turned him from a confident man into something softer, something vulnerable.

“I love you too,” he said without hesitation. The reply came easy now – not because it meant less, but because he’d never been more certain of anything.

Her smile could have lit the whole city.

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

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

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


Chapter 3: Mirelle’s Concerns

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

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

Mirelle wiped flour from her hands and opened the door. The courier—a young man barely out of his teens—stood there with an armful of wrapped packages, his eyes immediately dropping to her chest.

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

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

More dresses. Of course.

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

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

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

Elara. Celia. Mirelle.

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

She unwrapped Elara’s first.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are those the new dresses?”

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

“Elara, these are—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Marcus would never have—”

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

The mention of Theron made something twist in Mirelle’s chest. She’d noticed the way he looked at Elara. The way Elara bloomed under his attention. The quiet glow on her daughter’s face each morning that told Mirelle more than she wanted to know.

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

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

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

“Those are… bold,” Celia said finally.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



Evening came too quickly.

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

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

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

And gods, the girl was stunning.

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

Men couldn’t look away.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mirelle felt sick.

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

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

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

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

And they did notice.

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

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

Another five sovereigns.

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

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

But at what cost?

“The new dresses are working well.”

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

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

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

“Because men are paying to touch them!”

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

“They’re my daughters.”

“They’re grown women. They can decide for themselves.” His grey-blue eyes met hers steadily. “You could join them, you know.”

Mirelle’s breath caught. “What?”

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

“I’m not—I won’t—”

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

He walked away before she could respond.

Mirelle stood frozen, his words echoing in her mind.

You’re a beautiful woman.

When was the last time someone had called her beautiful? Her husband had, before the fever took him eight years ago. Marcus had said it too, in the early days, before drink and disappointment consumed him. But since Marcus’s death three months past, she’d been running the household on memory and momentum.

Eight years since her husband died. Years since a man had properly touched her—Marcus’s failing body and failing interest had left her almost as alone as true widowhood. She’d buried one grief inside the other and told herself she was past all that.

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

Not a woman. Certainly not a beautiful one.

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

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

From down the hall came familiar sounds. Elara’s room. The rhythmic creaking of a bed. Soft moans. The unmistakable sounds of sex.

Her daughter was fucking Theron. Again.

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

Instead, her hand drifted beneath her nightgown.

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

But she didn’t stop.

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

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

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

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

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

She didn’t understand what she was feeling. Not shame, exactly. Not desire she could name or categorize. Something formless and confusing that sat between arousal and bewilderment.

When had she become a woman who got wet listening to her daughter? When had the line between maternal concern and something else gotten so blurred?

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

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


Chapter 4: Celia Watches Again

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

She should be disgusted with herself.

She wasn’t.

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

Her pulse kicked hard in her throat. Her thighs were already slick with anticipation.

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

Just Celia, alone in the shadows, waiting.

Theron’s door opened.

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

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

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

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

Elara stood beside the bed wearing absolutely nothing.

Celia’s breath stuttered.

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

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

“Jesus,” he breathed.

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

When had shy little Elara learned to talk like that?

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

Before she could stop herself, her fingers slipped beneath her nightgown. She was already wet. She’d been wet since dinner, anticipating this.

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

“Sensitive tonight?” he murmured.

“Always sensitive for you.”

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

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

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

“Already wet,” Theron said, sounding pleased.

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

“Yeah? What were you thinking?”

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

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

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

The view was perfect.

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

Theron stripped quickly. Shirt. Trousers. Smallclothes.

His cock sprang free, thick and hard and—

God.

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

She’d never be able to replicate that with her own hand. Not even close.

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

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

He pushed inside in one smooth thrust.

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

Celia’s fingers moved frantically, three now, stretching herself as wide as she could. But the gap between what she was doing and what Elara was feeling—that thick cock spreading her open, filling her completely—was devastating.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Theron growled.

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

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

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

This was sex. Real, raw, primal sex.

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

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

And Elara was loving every second of it.

“Harder,” Elara demanded.

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

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

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

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

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

“Come for me,” Theron commanded.

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

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

And Celia’s own orgasm hit like a wall collapsing.

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

But even as pleasure washed through her, the emptiness returned almost immediately. A hollow ache that no amount of self-administered orgasms could fill.

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

“Gonna cum,” Theron grunted.

“Inside,” Elara gasped. “Don’t pull out—I want every drop—give it to me—”

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

Theron’s rhythm faltered. He buried himself to the root and went rigid, every muscle in his body locked tight.

Celia could see his cock pulse inside Elara. Could imagine every thick spurt filling her sister’s pussy.

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

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

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

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

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

“That was incredible,” she sighed.

“You’re incredible.”

They lay there in satisfied silence, Elara curled against his chest with a drowsy smile.

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

She couldn’t move.

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

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

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

Needed to stop being a voyeur and become a participant.

She’d told herself she would do something. Had promised herself the same thing the night before. But here she was again, standing in the dark hallway with wet fingers and an aching void, proving herself a liar.

How many more nights before the wanting broke her completely?

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

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

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

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

And Celia did know. God, did she know.

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

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

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

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

Enough.

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

She wanted what Elara had. She wanted him.

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

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

She came again with that image burning behind her eyes, then pulled the blanket tight around herself and stared at the dark ceiling, body still humming, until sleep finally dragged her under.


Chapter 5: The Confrontation

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

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

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

Just do it. Just say it.

She stepped inside and closed the door behind her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Weeks.” The admission felt like a confession.

“And you’re telling me now because…?”

Because she couldn’t take it anymore. Because watching was torture. Because her body was starving for something her pride had refused to let her ask for, and she’d finally broken.

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

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

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

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

Celia’s mouth snapped shut.

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

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

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

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

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

“I just told you—”

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

Another step. Celia’s back hit the door.

“So what do you really want, Celia?”

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

“I…” The words stuck in her throat.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Each word was a nail driven into her pride.

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

The truth burst out before she could stop it.

“She doesn’t deserve you.”

Theron blinked. “What?”

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

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

“More lonely?”

The words hit like a slap.

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

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

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

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

Instead, she whispered, “Yes.”

The silence stretched between them, heavy with admission.

“Say it clearly,” Theron commanded.

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

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

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

Instead, he said, “Tonight.”

Celia’s head snapped up. “What?”

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

“I’m sure.” No hesitation. None.

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

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

“I can handle it.”

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

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

It didn’t matter.

“I can handle it,” she repeated.

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

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

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

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

Holy gods. What had she just agreed to?

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

She should feel ashamed.

Instead, she felt… free.

And terrified.

And so aroused she could barely think straight.

Tonight.

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

She knew she wouldn’t.

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

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

His.

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

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

And tonight…

Tonight, everything would change.

She left the storage room on unsteady legs.

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

Her pussy clenched. Tonight.


Chapter 6: Celia’s Defloration

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

Don’t knock. Just come in.

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

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

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

She turned the knob and stepped inside.

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

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

“Close the door.”

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

“Come here.”

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

She didn’t run.

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

“I said I would.”

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

“I don’t want you to stop.”

“Tell me why you’re here.”

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

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

“Why?”

“Because I—” Pride tried to choke the words. She swallowed it down. “Because I’ve been watching you fuck her and I can’t stand it anymore. Touching myself in the dark isn’t enough. Reading about it isn’t enough. I need—I want—”

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

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

“Then take off your clothes.”

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

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

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

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

The nightgown fell to pool at her feet.

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

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

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

And then she was naked.

Completely, utterly naked in front of Theron Ashwick.

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

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

She’d never felt more exposed.

“Beautiful,” Theron murmured.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sensitive,” he noted with satisfaction.

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

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

“That’s it. Let me hear you.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Spread your legs.”

“I—”

“Spread. Your. Legs.”

She did, slowly, exposing herself completely.

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

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

“Weeks,” she admitted.

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

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

“And your fingers weren’t enough.”

“No.”

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

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

He wanted her too.

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

So close to where she needed him.

“Please,” she whispered.

“Please what?”

“Touch me.”

“I am touching you.”

“You know what I mean—”

“Say it.”

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

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

His thumb pressed against her clit.

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

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

“What—oh God—”

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

The intrusion was strange. Foreign. But not painful.

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

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

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

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

“That,” he finished with satisfaction.

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

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

“I’m—I think I’m—”

“Then come.”

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

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

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

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

His mouth. On her pussy.

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

“Oh fuck—too much—I can’t—”

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

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

“Theron, please, I can’t—”

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

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

When it finally ebbed, she lay boneless and trembling.

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

“I can’t—no more—”

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

His trousers fell, and his cock sprang free.

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

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

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

“I understand.”

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

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

“Then tell me what you want.”

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

Something fierce flashed in Theron’s eyes.

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

“I know.”

“And you’re still sure?”

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

He pushed forward slowly.

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

Then something gave, and he sank several inches deeper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Strange. Full. Different than I thought.”

“Good different or bad different?”

“I don’t know yet.”

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

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

“Again,” she said.

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

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

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

“That’s not an answer.”

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

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

“Oh—there—”

“There?” He hit it again, harder.

“Yes—oh God—”

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

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

“Then do it. Come on my cock.”

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

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

“Fuck, Celia—”

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

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

He pulled out instead.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Harder,” Celia demanded, pushing back against him. “Don’t hold back.”

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

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

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

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

“Both beautiful. Both mine now.”

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

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

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

“Celia—”

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

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

“Yes,” she whispered. “Yes.”

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

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

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

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

They lay in silence for a long moment.

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

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

“No.”

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

“Yes.”

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

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

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

She’d been second. Every instinct in her hated that. But she could work with it.

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

“Will you?”

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

“Greedy.”

“Competitive.”

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

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

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

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

She found her undergarments and nightgown, dressing quickly.

At the door, she paused and looked back.

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

“Goodnight, Theron,” she said, surprising herself with the warmth in her voice.

“Goodnight, Celia.”

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

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

She looked fucked. Thoroughly, completely fucked.

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

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

Tomorrow, the competition truly began.


Chapter 7: The Rivalry Begins

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

Celia descended the stairs walking differently.

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

Worth it, she thought, and almost smiled.

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

“Good morning. You’re up early.”

“Couldn’t sleep,” Celia lied smoothly.

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

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

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

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

The door opened, and Elara practically bounced in.

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

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

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

Celia had.

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

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

Except he wasn’t just hers anymore.

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

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

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

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

Celia’s cheeks heated. “I’m fine.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

The same knowledge Elara had.

Except Celia had been second.

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

But that could change.

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

She meant it.

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

“Celia?”

She blinked. Elara was looking at her with concern.

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

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

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

He knew exactly what she was thinking about.



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

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

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

And she wanted it again.

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

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

Now she knew. And knowing made the hunger sharper.

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

He’s mine too now.

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

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

Others. Plural.

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

How many women had he claimed?

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

Instead, it felt like a challenge.

And Celia had never backed down from a challenge.



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



That evening, the work dresses they’d ordered earlier in the week arrived. Celia took hers to her room without ceremony – she already knew what Lysa’s designs looked like, and this one would be bolder than the last. She held the midnight purple fabric against herself in the mirror. The neckline plunged lower. The slit climbed higher. Exactly what she wanted.

She was studying her reflection when Elara appeared in her doorway, holding her own new dress – sky blue and just as enticing.

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

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

“That color suits you,” Elara said carefully.

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

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

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

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

She left without another word.

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

She knows.

Or suspected, at least. Elara wasn’t stupid. The sounds that carried between rooms. The way Celia was walking. The sudden interest in revealing dresses.

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

That was somehow worse. The uncertainty. The waiting.

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

Fine. Let her wonder.

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

And if Elara watched? If she suspected?

That was her problem.

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

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

Ambition had always been Celia’s strength.

She slipped into the dress and studied her reflection.

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

She looked like a woman who took what she wanted.



That night, Celia stood outside Theron’s door.

No hesitation this time. No second-guessing.

She turned the knob and walked in.

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

“Back already?” His voice had gone rough.

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

His book hit the floor.

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

Afterward, lying in his bed with a satisfied ache between her thighs, she thought about the worn romance novel hidden under her mattress. The scene with the forbidden act. The one she’d read a hundred times, fingers between her legs.

Soon, she’d ask him to try that.

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


Chapter 8: Orin Discovery - Part 1

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

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

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

Theron stopped dead.

Orin?

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

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

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

Too late.

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

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

“That was Orin,” he said without preamble.

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

“You know it was.”

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

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

“How long?” Theron asked.

“Does it matter?”

“It matters.”

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

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

“What does he want?” Theron asked carefully.

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

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

“What kind of requests?”

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

Theron’s stomach dropped. “Who?”

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

“Rosalind—”

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

“What name?”

“Maren.”

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

Fuck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s… thorough.”

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

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

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

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

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

“And then what?”

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

“Or she doesn’t.”

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

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

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

“You think Maren might actually…?”

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

“So what do I do?”

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

“Or it might explode catastrophically.”

“True.”

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

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

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

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

“You think Maren wants this?”

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

“You’re very calm about all this.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I do care.”

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

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

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

And Maren…

Theron needed to talk to Maren.

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

That would go over well.

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

And maybe—just maybe—Rosalind was right.

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

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


Chapter 9: Rosalind Explains

Three days later, Theron returned to the harbor quarter.

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

The difference would be in the handling.

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

“Back so soon? Missing me already?”

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

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

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

Professional accommodations for professional work.

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

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

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

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

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

“Agreed.”

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

“He brought props?”

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

“And?”

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

“With the same request?”

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

“A whole narrative,” Theron said.

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

“How often does he come now?”

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

“What does he want now?”

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

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

“And he finishes every time now?”

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

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

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

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

“So tell her.”

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

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

Theron thought about it. Really thought.

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

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

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

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

“And if she wants to shut it down?”

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

“Why not?”

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

Theron’s eyebrows rose. “Her sister?”

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

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

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

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

“How do I bring it up?” he asked.

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

“And if she’s horrified?”

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



Theron left the harbor quarter with a plan forming.

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

Give her the information. Let her decide.

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

It was risky. But the alternative – doing nothing, letting Orin’s fantasy build until it exploded on its own – was worse.

He’d talk to Maren tomorrow night. Give her the truth. Let her decide.

And hope to hell Rosalind was right about how she’d react.


Chapter 10: Celia’s Curiosity

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

He’d known about Celia’s romance novels for weeks – Elara had mentioned them, and he’d spotted the hiding spot behind the wine barrels ages ago. But this one was different. It was tucked further back than the others, and the spine was worn soft from repeated reading. A ribbon marked a specific page with clear intent.

He pulled it out, curious.

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

Not just any romance novel. This one she’d been studying.

He opened to the marked page and started reading.

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

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

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

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

Oh.

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

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

Would this really feel good? How?

Does it hurt the whole time or just at first?

Would he like this? Would I?

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

She was curious about anal sex.

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

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

“What are you doing here?”

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

“I—looking for something.”

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

“You found my book,” she said flatly.

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

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

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

“It’s just fiction. Fantasy.”

“Is it?”

Neither of them breathed for a moment. Celia’s fingers twisted in her skirt, and she wouldn’t quite meet his eyes.

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

“No.”

Her head snapped up. “Why not?”

“She never asked.”

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

“Are you asking?”

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

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

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

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

“And you’ve been preparing?”

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

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

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

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

There it was. The truth beneath the curiosity.

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

Classic Celia, even in this.

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

“What do I need to do?”

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

Of course she did.

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

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

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

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

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

Honesty. He appreciated that.

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

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

“What if it’s better?”

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

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

“We’ll see.”

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

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

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

And honestly? He wanted to give it to her.

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

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

Tomorrow night was going to be fun.


Chapter 11: Dress Progression - Level 2

Lysa’s latest delivery arrived mid-morning – the second round of upgraded dresses, each bolder than the last. The girls snatched theirs up without ceremony. They knew the routine by now.

This time, Mirelle didn’t need anyone to unwrap her package for her. She carried the wine-red silk to her room herself, closed the door, and held it against her body in the mirror.

The dress was cut to fit like a second skin. More daring than the first one Lysa had made her. The neckline showed the swell of her heavy breasts, cleavage threatening to spill forth. The waist was cinched to emphasize her hourglass figure. The fabric clung to her hips and thighs in ways that made her pulse quicken.

She should refuse it. Should go back to her safe work dresses.

Instead, she hung it in her wardrobe beside the first one. Ready for tonight.

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

Lysa really was a master craftswoman.

Mirelle turned to the mirror and barely recognized herself.

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

She looked… desirable.

Sexy.

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

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

Then she caught herself.

What am I doing?

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

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

“Gods,” she whispered to her reflection.

A knock on the door made her jump.

“Mother? Can I come in?”

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

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

“Mother. You look… wow.”

“It’s too much.”

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

“Because I’m a respectable widow—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

When was the last time she’d felt alive?

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

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



Evening came too quickly.

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

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

Conversations stopped. Heads turned. Eyes widened.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But the customers kept looking at Mirelle.

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

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

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

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

Mirelle took the coin with shaking fingers.

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

She accepted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Elara practically glowed. Celia looked smug.

And Mirelle…

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

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

She should feel ashamed.

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

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

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

Afterward, fury hit her like cold water.

Not at the customers. Not at the tavern. At herself. At the pathetic, desperate creature she was becoming – a widow who accepted coins to be fondled by strangers and then masturbated about it alone in the dark. She was better than this. Smarter than this. She’d raised two daughters, managed a household, survived a dead husband and a dead lover.

And here she was, grinding against her own hand like a girl half her age.

The wine-red dress hung in her wardrobe.

Tomorrow, she’d wear it again. And she hated herself for how quickly she’d made that decision.


Chapter 12: Celia’s First Anal

Celia arrived at Theron’s door exactly on time.

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

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

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

Tonight, she was going to be special.

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

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

“You came prepared?” he asked.

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

“And you’re sure?”

“Very sure.”

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

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

Celia stripped with hands that trembled only slightly. When she was naked, she climbed onto the bed and lay face down as instructed.

The position made her feel incredibly exposed. Her ass was raised slightly, on full display. She couldn’t see Theron, could only hear him moving behind her.

Then his hands touched her lower back, warm and sure.

“Relax,” he commanded. “If you fight this, it’ll hurt more than it needs to.”

“I won’t fight.”

His hands smoothed down her spine, over the curve of her ass. Appreciating. Claiming.

“You have a beautiful ass,” he murmured. “Pale. Perfect. I’m going to enjoy watching my cock disappear into it.”

Heat flooded through her at the crude words. Her core clenched, and she felt herself getting wet despite the nervous flutter in her stomach.

“We’ll go slow,” Theron continued. His thumbs traced the crease between her cheeks, spreading her slightly. “First, I need to prepare you.”

She heard the oil bottle open. Then cool liquid dripped onto her skin, right at her forbidden entrance.

Celia gasped at the sensation.

“Just oil,” Theron soothed. His finger circled her rear entrance, spreading the slickness. “Relax and breathe.”

She tried. Forced her muscles to unclench.

Then his finger pressed inside.

The intrusion was strange. Foreign. Not painful exactly, but definitely pressure. Her body wanted to push him out instinctively.

“Breathe,” Theron reminded her. “Accept it.”

She breathed. Focused on relaxing instead of clenching.

His finger sank deeper, and the sensation shifted. Less strange. More… interesting.

“That’s it,” he praised. “You’re doing well.”

He worked that single finger in and out, letting her adjust to the feeling. It was different from vaginal penetration—tighter, more intense, but not unpleasant.

Actually kind of nice, if she was honest.

“More oil,” Theron said, withdrawing. “And a second finger.”

More cool slickness. Then two fingers pressed together, beginning to stretch her.

This burned slightly. Celia bit her lip, refusing to make a sound.

“Don’t hold back,” Theron said, as if reading her mind. “I need to hear you. Need to know if something’s wrong.”

“It’s… fine. Just tight.”

“It’s supposed to be tight.” His fingers pushed deeper, spreading slightly inside her. “But you need to be relaxed enough for my cock. Which is considerably larger than two fingers.”

The reminder made her core clench. She’d seen his cock. Knew how thick it was.

How was that supposed to fit in her ass?

“Trust me,” Theron said, as if hearing her thoughts again. “Your body can take it. But we need to prepare properly.”

He worked his two fingers patiently, stretching her gradually. Adding more oil when needed. Sometimes curling them slightly, hitting spots that made her gasp.

“Oh—”

“Good spot?” Amusement in his voice.

“Different. Intense.”

“Wait until my cock hits that spot.”

The promise made her shiver with anticipation.

After what felt like an eternity of stretching, Theron withdrew his fingers completely.

“I think you’re ready. Are you ready?”

“Yes.” No hesitation.

“Then stay exactly like this. Don’t move.”

She heard him undress fully. Heard the slick sound of him oiling his cock. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

This was it. This was really happening.

Then she felt the broad head of his cock press against her prepared entrance, and her breath stopped.

“Breathe,” Theron commanded. “Push back slightly. Like you’re trying to push me out—it actually helps open you up.”

Celia obeyed. Pushed back slightly.

Pressure. Incredible pressure. Too much, she couldn’t possibly—

Then the head popped inside, and she cried out.

“Stop?” Theron’s voice was strained.

“No. Keep going. I want all of it.”

“Greedy girl.”

He pushed in slowly. Inch by excruciating inch. The stretch was overwhelming. More than his fingers. More than anything she’d imagined.

But not painful. Just… full. So incredibly full.

“Halfway,” Theron said, his hands gripping her hips to steady them both.

Only halfway. Gods.

“More,” she demanded, voice muffled by the pillow. “All of it. I didn’t come here for half measures.”

A dark chuckle. “As you wish.”

He pushed deeper. And deeper. Until finally—finally—she felt his hips against her ass cheeks.

He was fully seated inside her. All of him. In her ass.

Celia couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. Could only feel the overwhelming fullness, the strange pressure, the tightness that bordered on too much.

“How is it?” Theron asked, holding completely still.

“It’s… a lot. So much. I feel so full.”

“Good full or bad full?”

“I don’t know yet. Move. Let me find out.”

He withdrew slightly—not all the way, just a few inches—and pushed back in.

The sensation changed. The movement created friction, pressure, a sliding fullness that made her gasp.

“Again,” she breathed.

He did it again. Established a slow, careful rhythm. Each thrust sent sparks of something through her—not quite pleasure yet, but definitely not pain.

“It’s starting to feel… different,” she admitted.

“Different how?”

“Good. Strange but good.”

“Then I’ll go faster.”

He picked up the pace, and suddenly Celia understood what all those romance novels had been talking about.

Each thrust hit something deep inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. The fullness became less overwhelming and more delicious. Her body started meeting his rhythm, pushing back to take him deeper.

“Oh God,” she gasped. “That’s—right there—”

“Found it,” Theron said with satisfaction.

He angled his hips slightly and hit that spot again. And again. Building a rhythm that made Celia’s entire body light up with sensation.

Her clit throbbed, neglected but somehow still on fire. The dual awareness—her ass being thoroughly fucked and her pussy clenching on nothing—was almost too much.

She wanted to touch herself. Her hand twitched toward her neglected pussy.

But something stopped her. Some stubborn need to prove something.

Elara would need to touch herself, she thought. I won’t.

If she was going to do this—if this was going to be hers—she wanted to know if she could cum from anal alone. From nothing but his cock in her forbidden place.

The thought sent another spike of arousal through her.

Theron’s cock driving into her ass. The overwhelming fullness. The building pressure that seemed to come from somewhere deeper than her clit, somewhere she’d never known existed.

Each thrust hit that spot inside her. Again. Again. Building something.

“I’m going to—” she gasped, shocked by the realization. “Oh God, I’m going to—”

Her orgasm detonated behind her eyes.

Celia screamed into the pillow as pleasure exploded through her. Her ass clenched tight around Theron’s cock, her neglected pussy clamped down on nothing and gushed—actually gushed, she could feel wetness flooding out and soaking the sheets beneath her. Her whole body convulsed, legs shaking, back arching, toes curling.

It was different from any orgasm she’d ever had. Deeper. More intense. It kept going, wave after wave as his cock stayed buried in her ass, each pulse of her muscles prolonging the sensation.

I did it, she thought through the haze of pleasure. I came from anal alone.

“Fuck, Celia,” Theron groaned. “The way you’re clenching—I’m not going to last—”

“Then don’t,” she managed between gasps. “Cum. Fill my ass. I want it.”

That did it.

His hips snapped forward and stayed, pressed flush against her, and Celia felt him throb deep in her ass. Felt the warmth spreading through her – a strange sensation, foreign but intimate.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, yes, yes.”

When he finally finished, he stayed inside her until his cock softened enough to slip out naturally.

The feeling of emptiness was almost worse than the initial penetration. She felt used. Claimed. Marked in a way that was more intimate than regular sex.

Theron collapsed beside her on the bed, breathing hard. Celia rolled onto her side, wincing slightly at the soreness.

But it was good soreness. Proof of what she’d done.

“How do you feel?” Theron asked.

“Sore. Full. Different.” She met his eyes. “Elara doesn’t do this with you.”

“No.”

“So I’m better at this than her.”

He laughed—genuine and warm. “You’re more willing to try it. Whether that makes you better…”

“It makes me different,” Celia interrupted. “It gives me something she doesn’t have.”

“Is that what this was about? Competition?”

“Partially.” Honesty seemed easier in the afterglow. “But also… I genuinely wanted to try it. Wanted to know if the fantasy matched reality.”

“And did it?”

“Better,” she admitted. “The books didn’t capture how intense it actually is.”

“Will you want to do it again?”

“Yes.” No hesitation. “Not every time. But regularly. This can be my… thing.”

There it was. Even in this intimate moment, staking her claim.

Theron’s hand traced down her spine, over the curve of her ass.

“One out of three times,” Celia declared, her voice firm with newfound confidence. “I come to you three nights, we do anal once. The other times, regular sex. I want to be your anal girl.”

Theron’s eyes darkened with approval. “Deal.”

She curled against him, feeling his cum slowly leak from her well-used ass. The sensation should be disgusting. Was instead oddly satisfying.

She’d done it. Had done something Elara wouldn’t. Had found her niche.

“This is my thing now,” she murmured, mostly to herself. “My edge.”

“Your thing,” Theron agreed with amusement.

“Elara’s got… whatever she’s got. Enthusiasm and devotion and all that.” Celia’s tone was dismissive. “But I have this. And I’m going to be amazing at it.”

“You already are.”

The praise warmed her more than it should.

She stayed in his bed longer than usual that night, too satisfied and sore to move. When she finally got up to leave, she felt his cum dripping down her thighs—evidence of what she’d done, what she’d become.

Back in her room, she examined herself in the mirror. Turned around to look over her shoulder. Her ass was pink, slightly gaping, cum still leaking out.

She looked thoroughly used. She grinned.

Tomorrow, she’d walk differently. Elara would notice. Would wonder.

Let her wonder.

Celia had found her edge.


Chapter 13: Telling Maren

Theron knocked on Maren’s door exactly when expected—late enough that the children were asleep, early enough that neighbors wouldn’t notice.

The door opened immediately. Maren stood there in a simple house dress, her vibrant copper-red hair loose around her shoulders, emerald green eyes bright with anticipation.

“You’re punctual,” she said with a smile.

“I try.”

She pulled him inside and locked the door behind them. The house was quiet, warm, familiar. Theron had been here enough times now to know the layout, to recognize the smell of her cooking and the particular creak of the floorboards.

Maren’s bedroom was at the far end of the hall, well away from where the children slept.

She led him there now, closing the door with practiced silence.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she admitted, already working at the laces of her dress.

“Have you?”

“Mm. About your hands on me. Your cock inside me. About feeling alive again.”

Her dress fell away. Underneath, she wore nothing.

At late thirties, Maren’s body was a masterpiece of mature feminine curves–freckle-dusted breasts that hung heavy and full, capped with dusky nipples already stiff. Wide hips built for grabbing. Thick thighs that could crush a man. Her copper hair caught the candlelight, and the constellation of freckles across her chest and shoulders trailed down between those copper-framed curves.

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

“Can you blame me?”

She laughed and pulled him toward the bed. “Less staring. More touching.”

They fell onto the mattress together, hands already exploring. Theron had learned Maren’s body well over the past weeks—knew how to make her gasp, where to kiss to make her arch, how hard to pinch her nipples before pleasure turned to pain.

He used that knowledge ruthlessly now.

His mouth found her freckled breasts, sucking one fat nipple while his fingers twisted the other. Maren’s back arched, pressing more soft flesh into his mouth.

“God, yes,” she breathed. “Suck them harder.”

He obliged, teeth scraping sensitive skin, tongue flicking the stiff peak. His fingers pinched her other nipple hard enough to make her moan and squirm beneath him.

When his hand slid between her thick thighs, she was soaking wet. Her pussy practically dripped onto his fingers.

“Always so ready,” he murmured against her breast.

“Widowhood teaches you to appreciate what you can get.” Her hand found his cock through his trousers, squeezing the thick shaft. “And I appreciate this very much.”

They undressed each other with eager efficiency. When Theron finally pushed inside her—her mature pussy gripping him like a wet fist—Maren cried out loud enough that he worried about the children.

“They sleep through anything,” she assured him, wrapping her thick thighs around his waist. “Now fuck me properly.”

He did.

Hard, deep thrusts that made the bed slam against the wall. Maren met every stroke with a roll of her hips, taking his entire length, her pussy squelching wetly with each impact. Her freckle-dusted tits bounced and jiggled with the rhythm, slapping together, and Theron couldn’t look away.

“Harder,” she demanded.

He gave her harder. Pounded into her voluptuous body until sweat soaked them both. Until Maren was gasping and moaning and raking his back with her nails.

“That’s it,” she encouraged. “Use me. Fuck me like you mean it.”

Her words pushed him closer to the edge, but he held back. He grabbed one of her full breasts, squeezing the soft freckled flesh, and his other hand found her clit, circling with practiced pressure.

That did it.

Maren came with a wail, her pussy clenching around his cock in rhythmic pulses that milked him. Her whole body convulsed beneath him, tits shaking, thighs clamping around his waist. He kept thrusting through her orgasm, drawing it out until she was sobbing with overstimulation.

When she finally came down, gasping and trembling, he let himself go.

He drove deep and came hard, cock pulsing as he emptied himself into her unprotected pussy. Maren’s mature cunt milked him, squeezing out every drop.

Afterward, they lay tangled together, both breathing hard.

This was the moment. Post-sex. Defenses down. Time for difficult truths.

“I learned something about Orin,” Theron said carefully.

Maren’s hand, which had been tracing patterns on his chest, stilled. “What about him?”

“He’s been visiting prostitutes in the harbor quarter.”

She relaxed slightly. “That’s not unusual for a young man. I’d be more concerned if he wasn’t interested in women.”

“It’s not that he’s visiting them. It’s what he asks them to do.”

Now she tensed. “What do you mean?”

Theron took a breath. No way to soften this. “He asks them to pretend to be you.”

Silence.

Maren didn’t move. Didn’t speak. Just lay there processing.

“He asks them to dress like you,” Theron continued, keeping his voice steady. “To act maternal. To call him specific pet names. And he calls them ‘Maren’ during… during sex.”

More silence.

Theron’s cock was still inside her, softening now. Part of him wanted to pull out, give her space. But movement might break whatever fragile moment this was.

“How long?” Maren finally asked.

“Months. Since summer, apparently.”

“And you know this because…?”

“I saw him leaving a prostitute’s room. Asked her about it. She told me the truth because she’s worried about where this is going.”

Maren was quiet for another long moment. Then: “What’s the prostitute’s name?”

“Rosalind. The one I’ve mentioned before.”

“Ah.” Maren’s hand resumed its pattern-tracing on his chest. “The sex-positive one.”

“Yes.”

“And she thinks this is a problem?”

“She thinks it’s going to escalate. That eventually, Orin’s fantasy won’t be enough. That he’ll want the real thing.”

“The real thing being me.”

“Yes.”

Theron waited for outrage. For disgust. For anger that her godson—the boy she’d raised like a son—was harboring such inappropriate fantasies.

Instead, Maren said, “Tell me exactly what he requests. All the details.”

So Theron did. Explained the clothes. The roleplay. The specific dynamic Orin wanted. The way the fantasy had evolved from tentative and guilt-ridden to confident and demanding.

Maren listened without interrupting, her face unreadable.

When he finished, she was quiet again.

“You’re not disgusted,” Theron observed.

“Should I be?” She met his eyes. “My husband had fantasies about my sister. Wanted to watch me with other men. Suggested group situations that would make most people blush. I learned young that fantasy and reality are different things, and that wanting something taboo doesn’t make you evil.”

“But this is different. This is your godson.”

“Who I’m not related to by blood. Who’s a grown man now, not the little boy I used to tuck into bed.” Maren’s fingers traced down Theron’s chest thoughtfully. “I raised him. Love him like a son. But biologically? We’re strangers who happen to live in the same house.”

“So you’re not horrified?”

“I’m…” She paused, searching for words. “Curious. Maybe a little flattered. Definitely conflicted.”

“Conflicted how?”

“Part of me thinks I should be horrified. Should shut this down immediately. Should talk to him about appropriate boundaries.” She shifted slightly, and Theron felt her pussy clench around his softening cock. “But another part of me… the part that married Dane, that enjoyed all his wild suggestions… that part wonders what it would be like.”

Theron’s cock stirred with interest despite having just finished.

“What it would be like to give him what he wants?” Theron asked carefully.

“To be wanted that way. To have someone fantasize about me so intensely they pay for elaborate roleplay.” Maren’s eyes darkened. “To be the focus of that much desire. It’s… intoxicating, if I’m honest.”

“So you’re considering it.”

“I didn’t say that.” But her tone suggested otherwise.

“What would you need to consider it?”

“Permission, I suppose. Not from you—from something higher.” She laughed humorlessly. “Which is ridiculous. Seeking divine approval for fucking my godson.”

“Father Aldric might surprise you.”

“The hypocrite who preaches chastity then visits prostitutes?” Maren’s smile was sharp. “I bet he would. For the right donation.”

“Probably.”

They lay in silence for a moment, Theron’s cock still inside her, both processing the conversation.

“Would you help?” Maren finally asked. “If I decided to… explore this. Would you be there?”

“You want me there?”

“I don’t know if I could do it alone. If I’m going to cross this particular line, I want someone I trust present. Someone who can… facilitate.” Her eyes held his. “Someone who understands unconventional arrangements.”

“I understand them,” Theron agreed.

“You’ve built yourself a nice little harem, haven’t you?” Maren’s tone was knowing. “Both sisters. Me. Who else?”

“Just you three. For now.”

“For now,” she repeated with amusement. “Ambitious boy.”

“I learned from watching capable women navigate complex situations.”

“Flattery.” But she was smiling.

Theron pulled out of her slowly and rolled onto his back, breathing hard. Maren didn’t move, just lay there with a satisfied smile and her eyes half-closed.

“I need to think about this,” she said. “About Orin. About what it would mean.”

“Take your time.”

“But not too much time. If Rosalind’s right, he’s going to make a move eventually. Better I’m prepared when he does.”

“Agreed.”

Maren sat up, magnificent in her nakedness. Her copper hair fell wild around her shoulders, and her freckle-dusted breasts swayed with the movement.

“I’ll talk to Father Aldric,” she decided. “Get his theological opinion. If he says it’s forgivable…” She met Theron’s eyes. “Then maybe I’ll let myself consider it seriously.”

“And if you do consider it seriously?”

“Then I’ll let you know.” Her smile turned wicked. “And we’ll see if reality can match my godson’s fantasy.”

Theron dressed slowly, watching Maren still lounging naked on the bed.

“You’re remarkably calm about this,” he observed.

“I’ve had too many years being shocked by Dane’s suggestions to waste energy on shock now,” Maren said. “Life’s short. Pleasure is rare. If Orin wants me, and I’m curious about him, and it doesn’t actually hurt anyone…” She shrugged. “Why not?”

Why not indeed.

Theron left her house with his mind spinning.

Maren wasn’t disgusted. Was actually considering giving her godson exactly what he fantasized about.

And she wanted Theron there when it happened.

This was either going to be spectacular or catastrophic. Probably both.

But walking back to the tavern through dark streets, he found himself hoping for spectacular.


Chapter 14: Elara Hears Something

Elara couldn’t sleep.

It happened sometimes—nights when her body was tired but her mind wouldn’t quiet. Usually she’d read or think about the next day’s work.

Tonight, she lay in bed listening to the sounds of the house settling.

Then she heard a door open.

Not Theron’s door. Not hers.

Celia’s.

Elara went very still, listening.

Soft footsteps in the hallway. Moving away from Celia’s room. Toward—

Theron’s door opened. Closed.

Silence.

Then, after a few moments, sounds. Familiar sounds that Elara knew intimately.

The creak of bedframe. Movement. And then—

A gasp. Sharp. Distinctly Celia’s voice, though muffled.

Elara sat up slowly, breath catching in her chest.

Celia was in Theron’s room.

Celia was fucking Theron.

Or more accurately, Theron was fucking Celia.

The sounds continued. Different from the ones Elara made—sharper, more intense. Almost pained, but not quite.

Curiosity won over shock.

Elara slipped out of bed and moved silently to her door. Opened it a crack.

She could hear better now. Could hear the rhythm of bodies moving. Could hear Celia’s voice, breathless and desperate.

“There—right there—oh God—”

What were they doing that made Celia sound like that?

Elara had heard her sister through the walls before when Celia didn’t know she was listening. Had heard her masturbate with increasing frequency over the past weeks.

But this was different. These sounds were rawer. More intense.

“Harder—I can take it—please—”

Harder?

The bed creaked more violently. Something hit the wall in a steady rhythm.

And then Celia screamed—actually screamed—into what must be a pillow because the sound was muffled but unmistakable.

She was coming. Celia was having an orgasm in Theron’s bed.

She was touching herself before the thought fully formed.

She should be angry. Should be jealous. Should feel betrayed.

Instead, she was… aroused.

The sounds continued. Celia begging for more. Theron’s low voice saying something Elara couldn’t quite make out. More movement. More gasps.

Elara’s fingers found wetness. She was soaked. Listening to her sister fuck the man Elara loved was making her incredibly horny.

What did that say about her?

The rhythm changed. Became more frantic. Celia’s voice rose again, sharp and desperate.

“Yes—yes—right there—don’t stop—”

Theron’s groan carried clearly. The sound of a man reaching climax.

Then silence, broken only by heavy breathing.

Elara pulled her hand away and retreated to her bed, mind spinning.

Celia and Theron. How long had this been going on?

She thought back over the past week. Celia smiling more than usual some mornings. The satisfied gleam in her eyes. The way she’d looked at Theron across the breakfast table with something possessive and triumphant.

It had been happening for a while. At least several days. Maybe longer.

And Elara had been oblivious.

She lay in the dark, listening. Eventually, she heard Theron’s door open again. Heard Celia’s footsteps returning to her room.

Her sister had just been thoroughly fucked and was walking back to her own bed satisfied.

The same thing Elara did several nights a week.

They were both sleeping with him.

She should confront them. Should demand answers. Should be furious.

Instead, Elara found herself smiling in the dark.

Celia finally got what she wanted. Finally stopped judging and started participating. Finally understood why Elara had been glowing for weeks.

Good.

It was about damn time.



The next night, Elara went to Theron’s room.

Not for sex—not this time. For answers.

He looked up when she entered, surprise flickering across his face. “Elara? I thought—”

“You’re fucking Celia too.”

No point dancing around it. She’d heard everything.

Theron studied her for a long moment. Then: “Yes.”

“Does that upset you?” he asked when she didn’t immediately respond.

Elara considered the question honestly. Did it upset her?

“I thought it would,” she admitted. “When I heard her go to your room. When I heard those sounds—those different sounds.” She met his eyes. “But I’m not upset. I’m… curious.”

“Curious about what?”

“What you do with her that makes her sound like that.” Elara moved closer. “Those weren’t normal sex sounds. She was screaming like—”

“Anal,” Theron said simply.

Elara’s eyebrows shot up. “Really?”

“She found a book. One of her romance novels with some explicit scenes. She wanted to try it.” He shrugged. “Turns out she loves it.”

“And you?”

“It’s different. Tighter. She’s very… enthusiastic about it.”

Elara processed this. Her cold, judgmental sister had given up her ass and discovered she loved it.

“She wants it to be her thing,” Theron continued. “Something unique. Something you haven’t done with me.”

Ah. Classic Celia. Even in sex, she needed to feel special. Needed to be better.

“I could do that too,” Elara heard herself say. “If I wanted.”

“You don’t have to compete with her.”

“I know.” She stepped closer still, until she was standing right in front of him. “But I don’t want her having something I don’t. Show me different. Soon.”

Theron’s eyes darkened with interest. “Are you sure?”

“I’ll prepare. Like she did.” Elara’s smile turned mischievous. “Then we’ll see who screams louder.”

She kissed him—deep and possessive—then pulled away before it could become more.

“Not tonight. Tonight I just wanted to know.” She moved toward the door. “But soon, Theron. I want to give you everything.”

She left him there, obviously aroused, and felt oddly powerful.

Celia had claimed her territory. Fine.

Elara would try it too. And if it wasn’t for her, that was fine—she had other things Celia didn’t. Like Theron’s heart.

But she wasn’t going to let her sister have something she hadn’t at least attempted.

That was just good sense.

That was just thorough.



The next morning, Elara studied Celia across the breakfast table.

Her sister was trying to act normal, but the tells were there. The slight wince when she sat. The flush in her cheeks. The way her eyes flicked to Theron and then away quickly.

Elara waited until Mirelle was distracted with cooking and Theron was reviewing the ledger.

“You seem different lately,” she said innocently.

Celia’s eyes snapped to hers. Wary. Defensive.

“I’m fine.”

“Are you? You seem… sore. Like you pulled something.” Elara’s smile was knowing. “Or maybe someone pulled you.”

Celia’s face went crimson.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said stiffly.

“Don’t you?” Elara leaned closer, voice dropping to a whisper. “I heard you last night. Heard you leave your room. Heard you in his room.”

Celia went very still.

“Heard you screaming into a pillow when you came,” Elara continued, still smiling. “Quite loudly, I might add.”

“Elara—”

“It’s fine.” Elara sat back, taking a sip of tea. “Really. I’m not angry.”

“You’re not?”

“Why would I be? You’re my sister. He’s… well, he’s clearly capable of handling more than one woman.” She grinned. “Plus, I kind of suspected. You’ve been watching us for weeks. Only a matter of time before watching became participating.”

Celia looked like she didn’t know whether to be embarrassed or relieved.

“You knew I was watching?”

“I’m not blind. The door was cracked the same amount every night. I may have even left it that way on purpose.” Elara’s grin widened. “Wanted you to see what you were missing.”

“That’s… devious.”

“I learned from the best.” Elara glanced at Theron, who was still absorbed in his ledger. “So. How was it?”

“I’m not discussing this with you.”

“Why not? We’re sharing him. Might as well be honest about it.”

The word sharing landed with unexpected weight.

Celia processed for a moment, then seemed to make a decision. “Fine. It was… incredible. Better than I imagined.”

“How many times did you come?”

“Elara!”

“What? I’m curious.”

“Three. Maybe four.” Celia’s cheeks burned. “I lost count.”

“Three your first time? It took him two weeks to get me to three.” Elara felt oddly proud. “Though those sounds you were making… what exactly were you doing?”

Celia’s eyes shifted away. “Nothing special.”

“Celia.”

A long pause. Then, very quietly: “Anal.”

Elara’s eyebrows shot up. “Really?”

“Yes.”

“And you liked it?”

“Very much.” Celia met her eyes defiantly. “It’s mine now. My thing. Something you haven’t done with him.”

There it was. That familiar fire in Celia’s eyes.

Instead of being offended, Elara laughed. “Of course you turned it into a rivalry.”

“I just mean—”

“I know what you mean. You want something that’s uniquely yours. That makes you special.” Elara shrugged. “I get it. And honestly? If that’s your thing, fine by me. I told Theron I want to try it too, but who knows if I’ll even like it.”

Celia looked surprised. “You’re going to try?”

“Maybe. We’ll see.” Elara grinned. “But if you’re better at it than me, then enjoy being the anal queen of the household.”

“You’re being very casual about this.”

“Why shouldn’t I be? We’re both adults. We both want him. He apparently wants us both.” Elara took another sip of tea. “Plus, you’re finally relaxing. Finally admitting you want things. That’s worth celebrating, not fighting about.”

Celia studied her sister with something like wonder. “I thought you’d be jealous.”

“I thought I would be too.” Elara glanced at Theron again. “But I’m not. I’m… happy for you, I guess. Happy that you’re finally experiencing what I’ve been experiencing.”

“You’re strange.”

“You’re judgmental. We both have our flaws.” Elara’s smile turned mischievous. “So. Since we’re being honest. How big is his cock when you’re looking at it up close?”

“Elara!”

“What? It’s a legitimate question.”

Despite herself, Celia laughed—actually laughed. “It’s huge. I didn’t know how it was going to fit.”

“Right? The first time I thought I was going to break.”

“Exactly!”

They dissolved into giggles, two sisters bonding over shared sexual experience with the same man.

Mirelle glanced over from the stove. “What’s so funny?”

“Nothing, Mother,” they said in unison.

When breakfast ended and everyone dispersed to start the day, Elara caught Celia’s arm.

“Listen. I meant what I said. I’m not angry. But let’s make a deal.”

“What kind of deal?”

“We don’t compete with each other. We compete for him.” Elara’s eyes gleamed. “Together. Make him so desperate and satisfied that he can’t imagine wanting anyone else.”

Celia considered this, then nodded slowly. “I can work with that.”

“Good.” Elara squeezed her arm. “Oh, and Celia? Try to keep it down a bit next time. Those screams carry through the walls, and eventually Mother’s going to hear.”

Celia’s face went crimson again, but she was smiling.

As they went their separate ways to start the day’s work, Elara felt something shift between them.

They’d never been close. But now they shared something significant. A secret. A man.

That made them allies.

Elara hummed as she worked that afternoon. Celia had finally joined her.

Now the real fun could begin.


Chapter 15: Elara Offers Anal

Theron expected the usual when Elara slipped into his room that night.

Soft kisses. Eager hands. Her small body pressing against his with the kind of desperate need that never failed to make his cock ache.

Instead, she closed the door and turned to face him with an expression he couldn’t quite read.

Determined. Nervous. Something else underneath.

“You’ve been with Celia,” she said.

Not a question. A statement.

He nodded slowly. “Yes.”

“For how long?”

“About a week.”

Elara processed this, biting her lower lip. God, he loved that habit. Made her look innocent even when he knew she was anything but.

“I’m not angry,” she said. “I told you that this morning.”

“I know.”

“But I’ve been thinking.” She moved closer, fingers trailing up his chest. “About what makes me special to you. About what I offer that she doesn’t.”

Theron’s hands found her waist automatically. “You don’t need to—”

“I know Celia does anal with you.” The words came out in a rush. “You told me, and then she confirmed it. She’s proud of it. Says it’s her thing.”

“Elara—”

“I’ve been preparing.” Her voice was steady but her cheeks flushed pink. “For three days. Like the novels describe. I want to try it. Tonight.”

His cock stirred despite his better judgment. “You don’t have to compete with her.”

“I’m not competing.” A lie so thin it barely qualified. “I just want to experience everything with you. I want to give you everything she gives you and more.”

Theron studied her face. Saw the determination there. The need to prove herself.

He should probably refuse. Should tell her she was perfect exactly as she was.

Instead, his cock made the decision for him.

“Are you sure?”

Elara nodded, already reaching for the laces of her dress. “Very sure.”

She undressed slowly, letting him drink in the body he knew intimately by now. Her dress slid down her shoulders, catching briefly on her small perky breasts before dropping to pool at her feet. Hard pink nipples stood at attention in the cool air, stiff little peaks begging to be sucked. Slim waist flaring to hips that had just enough curve to fill his hands perfectly. She stepped out of her smallclothes, revealing the smooth slit between her thighs, already glistening wet—her arousal visible even in candlelight.

Naked, she looked like a fantasy made flesh. Honey blonde hair cascading over pale shoulders. Blue eyes dark with arousal. Her pussy bare and pink, the lips slightly parted with need, slick and swollen. She’d been wet since before she knocked on his door. Probably wet all day thinking about this.

“How do you want me?” she asked, voice husky.

Theron’s throat went dry. His cock strained against his pants, already aching. “On the bed. Hands and knees.”

She climbed onto the mattress and positioned herself, back arched, ass raised high. The view from behind made his cock throb painfully—that tight little ass presented for him, pussy glistening between her thighs. He could see everything from this angle. The pink folds of her cunt, slick with arousal. The tight pucker of her ass, the entrance she was offering him tonight. Her inner thighs gleamed wet.

He took his time. Stripping off his own clothes. Retrieving the oil he’d started keeping in his room specifically for Celia’s visits.

Elara watched over her shoulder, pupils dilated with arousal and nervousness.

“Relax,” he said, kneeling behind her. “If it hurts too much, we stop.”

“I can handle it.”

Always so determined to prove herself.

He drizzled oil over his fingers, watching the slick liquid run down his hand. Started slow. One finger circling her tight entrance, spreading oil around that pink pucker. Testing. Applying gentle pressure.

Elara gasped when he pushed inside to the first knuckle. Her ass clenched around him reflexively, impossibly tight.

“Okay?” he asked.

“It’s… strange. Full. Different from your cock in my pussy.” Her voice came out breathy, uncertain.

He worked that single finger slowly, letting her adjust to the invasion. Pushed deeper, past the second knuckle, until his finger was buried in her ass to the base. Her breathing changed. Became deeper. More focused. Her pussy clenched visibly, arousal dripping down her thigh.

“Another,” he said, adding a second finger beside the first.

This time she whimpered. The stretch was significant. Her tight ring of muscle resisted, then gradually gave way as he pushed both fingers inside her ass.

“Breathe,” he reminded her. “Fighting it makes it worse.”

She took a shaky breath and consciously relaxed her muscles. His fingers slid deeper, her ass swallowing them to the knuckles.

“That’s it. Good girl.”

The praise made her shiver. Made her pussy clench visibly, more arousal leaking from her swollen lips. He could see how wet she was, how turned on despite the discomfort.

He scissored his fingers gently, stretching her. Opening her up for something much larger. Her ass gripped him like a vice, but slowly relaxed as he worked her.

“I think I’m ready,” she said after a few minutes.

“Not yet. One more.”

Three fingers now. A significant stretch that made her cry out. Elara moaned into the pillow, hips shifting restlessly, ass pushing back against his hand.

“It’s so much…” she breathed. “I feel so full.”

“Too much?”

“No. Just… intense. Like you’re stretching me open.”

He worked her open with patient thoroughness, watching oil glisten on her pale skin. Watching her ass swallow his fingers, that tight pink ring stretched around three digits. Watching the way her thighs trembled. Watching her pussy drip with arousal, cunt lips swollen and glistening.

Finally, when he thought she was as prepared as she could be, he withdrew his fingers and positioned himself behind her.

His cock looked impossibly large next to her small frame.

“Last chance to change your mind,” he said.

Elara looked back at him, bright eyes determined. “Fuck my ass. I want to know what Celia feels when you do this to her.”

Stubborn even now. Couldn’t help herself.

He pressed the head of his cock against her prepared entrance, slathering more oil along his shaft. Applied steady pressure.

The resistance was incredible. Tight beyond belief. Her ass gripped his cockhead, refusing to yield at first. Nothing like her pussy—this was a fight for every inch.

Elara’s hands fisted in the sheets, knuckles white. “Oh God—”

“Breathe.”

“I am breathing—fuck—it’s so big—it’s splitting me—”

“We can stop.”

“No.” Her voice was fierce despite the strain. “Keep going. I want all of it. Every inch.”

Stubborn girl.

He pushed slowly, adding pressure. Felt her ring of muscle resist, then gradually give way with an almost audible pop. The head of his cock slipped inside her ass.

Elara made a sound between a gasp and a whimper. Her whole body tensed. Her ass clamped down on him so hard he saw stars.

“That’s the hardest part,” he said, holding perfectly still to let her adjust. “Just breathe through it.”

She nodded, face pressed into the pillow, breathing in ragged gasps. He watched her back rise and fall, watched her hands slowly unclench from the sheets.

Inch by inch, he sank deeper. Her ass swallowed him with agonizing slowness, her tight ring stretching around his shaft. So tight he could barely think. So hot it was almost painful. He could feel every flutter and clench of her muscles as she adjusted to the invasion.

When he was finally fully seated—balls pressed against her dripping pussy, cock buried to the hilt in her tight little ass—they both stayed motionless for a long moment. He could feel her heartbeat pulsing around his cock.

“How does it feel?” he asked.

“Full.” Her voice was muffled by the pillow, strained. “So incredibly full. Like you’re… everywhere inside me. Like there’s no space left.”

“Does it hurt?”

“A little. But also… good? Maybe? I don’t know. It’s so intense I can’t think.”

He gave her time to process. To adjust. His cock throbbed inside her, desperate to move, but he held still.

Finally, she shifted her hips experimentally. Testing the sensation.

“Okay,” she said. “You can move. Slowly.”

He pulled back an inch and pushed in again. Slow. Careful. Watching her face for any sign of real pain.

Elara’s expression was complicated. Pleasure mixed with discomfort mixed with determination.

“More,” she said.

He established a rhythm. Slow thrusts that gradually increased in depth, pulling back until just his cockhead remained inside, then pushing forward until his balls pressed against her dripping cunt. Her ass gripped him like a vice, impossibly tight, the friction driving him toward climax faster than he wanted.

“Faster,” Elara said. “I can take it.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes—please—I need to know what she feels—”

He increased the pace. Not pounding her like he did with Celia, who craved it rough and hard. But more than gentle. Real thrusts now, his cock sawing in and out of her stretched asshole.

The bed creaked rhythmically. His hips slapped against her pale ass, each impact sending ripples through her flesh. The sounds of anal sex filled the room—wet, obscene, primal. The squelch of oil and flesh. The slap of skin on skin. Her ragged breathing.

Elara’s moans were different from when he fucked her pussy. More breathless. More overwhelmed. Overwhelmed but not lost in pleasure like Celia got.

“Touch yourself,” he said. “Your clit. Make yourself come while I fuck your ass.”

Her hand moved between her legs immediately. Started rubbing circles around her swollen clit, fingers sliding through the wetness gathered there. Her pussy was absolutely soaked, arousal dripping down her fingers.

That helped. Her moans deepened. Became more genuine pleasure and less focused concentration. Her ass relaxed slightly, letting him thrust deeper.

“That’s better,” she gasped. “With my clit it’s… oh… oh God…”

He kept fucking her ass while she worked herself toward orgasm, watching her small breasts sway with each thrust, hard nipples dragging against the sheets. Watched the way her back arched, presenting her ass even higher for him. Watched her fingers blur between her thighs, rubbing frantically at her clit.

Beautiful. Always so fucking beautiful. Her small body taking his cock in her tight little ass while she fingered herself toward climax.

“I’m going to come,” she said, voice tight and desperate. “Keep going—don’t stop—fuck my ass—”

Her pussy clenched visibly as her orgasm hit. Her ass clamped down on his cock almost painfully tight, rhythmic spasms milking his shaft. She screamed into the pillow, body convulsing, her fingers still working her clit through the waves.

The sensation pushed him over the edge. He buried himself to the hilt and groaned as he came, pumping load after load of hot cum deep into her ass. His cock pulsed and throbbed inside her, each spurt making her whimper. He could feel his seed filling her tight channel.

They collapsed forward together, breathing hard.

After a moment, he pulled out carefully. Elara whimpered at the withdrawal.

“You okay?” he asked.

She nodded, rolling onto her back. Looked up at him with flushed cheeks and disheveled hair.

“That was… intense.”

“Did you like it?”

She considered the question seriously. “I didn’t hate it. And having an orgasm helped. But…”

“But?”

“But it’s not my favorite thing.” She smiled ruefully. “Celia can keep that. I’m perfectly happy with normal sex.”

Relief washed over him. “You don’t have to do everything she does.”

“I know. I just needed to try it. To prove to myself I could.” Elara pulled him down for a kiss. “But I’ve decided I’m fine being different from her. We don’t have to be the same to both be valuable to you.”

“You’re plenty valuable.”

“I know.” Her smile turned mischievous. “I’m the one who loves you. She just wants validation. That’s my advantage.”

Determined in her own way. Always had to come out on top.

“So no more anal?” he asked.

“Maybe occasionally. If you want it. But not regularly.” She curled against his chest. “Let Celia have that. I have other specialties.”

“Like what?”

“Like loving you. Like making you feel good without needing to prove anything.” She kissed his jaw. “Like this.”

Her hand wrapped around his softening cock. Started stroking slowly.

“Already?” he laughed.

“I want you in my pussy. The normal way. The way I actually love.” Her eyes gleamed. “Plus, I need to remind you why I’m your favorite.”

“I don’t have a favorite.”

“Liar.”

She was probably right. Elara would always be special. The first one who truly chose him. The one who loved him instead of just wanting him.

But he wasn’t stupid enough to say that out loud.

Instead, he let her coax him hard again. Let her climb on top and sink down onto his cock with a satisfied sigh.

“This,” she said, rolling her hips. “This is what I’m good at. This is where I shine.”

And she was right. The way she rode him—all enthusiasm and devotion—was infinitely better than the experimental anal they’d just finished.

She came twice more before he filled her pussy with a second load. Collapsed on his chest afterward, satisfied and glowing.

“Did you like that as much?” she asked sleepily.

“Different.”

“Better different or worse different?”

“Just different.”

She laughed. “Diplomatic.”

They lay tangled together in the candlelight, bodies still joined.

Outside, the tavern settled into night sounds. Somewhere down the hall, Celia probably lay awake, listening. Wondering.

Let her wonder.

Elara had tried anal and decided it wasn’t for her. Had proved she could do it if she wanted. Had settled the question in her own mind.

Tomorrow the household would continue its strange evolution. Sisters sharing a lover. Mother watching from the edges, her own desires building.

But tonight, Theron just held Elara and enjoyed the simplicity of her devotion.

“I love you,” she murmured against his chest.

“I know.”

“Say it back.”

“I love you too.”

She smiled and fell asleep in his arms.

Theron held her, thinking about what she’d said. About giving Celia her thing. About not needing to compete.

She’d won this particular contest. Elara had conceded anal to her.

Everyone got what they wanted.

Theron closed his eyes and let sleep claim him.


Chapter 16: Father Aldric’s Consultation

The Cathedral of Valdros loomed over the Sacred District like a stone monument to suffering.

Which, Maren supposed, was entirely appropriate given what she was about to do.

She arrived Sunday afternoon, after the morning congregation had filed out. No crowds. No witnesses. Just her and the priest and a moral question that would make most people recoil in horror.

Good thing she’d never been most people.

The interior was dim and cool, smelling of incense and old stone. Her footsteps echoed on the floor as she made her way toward the confessional booths.

Father Aldric emerged from the sacristy like he’d been waiting for her.

Probably had been. A woman lingering after Sunday service with a leather purse heavy with coin wasn’t exactly subtle.

“Maren Thornley,” he said, voice warm and pious. “It’s been some time since you sought confession.”

“I’ve been busy, Father.”

“Haven’t we all.” His eyes flicked to her purse. “Come. Let us speak in privacy.”

They moved to his office instead of the confessional. More comfortable. More appropriate for what she needed.

Maren set the purse on his desk. The clink of coins was unmistakable.

Aldric’s eyebrows rose slightly. “A generous donation.”

“Fifty sovereigns,” she said. “For the church repair fund.”

“Most generous indeed.” He folded his hands. “And what spiritual guidance do you seek in return?”

Straight to business. She appreciated that.

Maren chose her words carefully. “A hypothetical question, Father.”

“I excel at hypotheticals.”

“If a widow… let’s say a widow of good standing… raised a late friend’s child after the friend passed. Raised him from a young boy. Cared for him. Loved him as a godmother should.”

Aldric listened with the expression of a man who’d heard every sin imaginable and been shocked by none of them.

“And this boy,” Maren continued, “is now a man. Nineteen years old. An adult by any standard.”

“Go on.”

“What if this adult man developed… feelings… for the woman who raised him? What if those feelings were returned?”

Silence stretched between them.

Father Aldric steepled his fingers. “You’re asking if a godmother and her adult godson can engage in a sexual relationship without committing a sin.”

“In hypothetical terms, yes.”

“Of course. Hypothetically.” His lips twitched with something that might have been amusement. “A challenging question.”

Maren waited.

The priest stood and moved to his bookshelves. Pulled down a leather-bound tome. Flipped through pages with the ease of long familiarity.

“The Church’s prohibitions on sexual relations are quite specific,” he said. “They address blood kinship extensively. Parents and children. Siblings. Cousins. Aunts and uncles and nephews. The list goes on.”

“And godparents?”

“Ah. Here’s where it becomes interesting.” He tapped the page. “Godparents are spiritually connected to their godchildren. The bond is sacred. But it is not a blood bond. Not a legal kinship recognized by law.”

Hope flickered in Maren’s chest.

“The church recognizes that spiritual bonds carry weight,” Aldric continued. “But they are fundamentally different from familial bonds. A godmother is not a mother. A godson is not a son.”

“So it wouldn’t be… forbidden?”

Aldric’s eyes met hers directly. “Two consenting adults. No blood relation. No legal impediment. The boy is of age. The woman is widowed and free.”

He glanced at the purse of coins again.

“Theologically speaking, such a relationship would be… unusual. Society might judge it harshly. There would be talk. Scandal, perhaps.”

Maren’s heart sank.

“But,” Aldric continued, “the Church exists to guide sinners toward redemption. Not to condemn human weakness. If two adults find solace in each other’s arms… if no one is harmed… if the relationship is consensual and brings comfort rather than corruption…”

He closed the book with a soft thump.

“Then any sin involved would be minor at best. Forgivable. Well within the bounds of what confession and penance can absolve.”

Maren let out a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding.

“Thank you, Father.”

“The donation is appreciated,” he said smoothly. “The church repair fund has been sadly neglected.”

Translation: fifty sovereigns buys flexibility in interpretation.

They both knew it. Neither acknowledged it.

“One more thing,” Maren said. “This hypothetical widow… she would want discretion. For the sake of the young man’s reputation.”

“The confessional is sacred,” Aldric assured her. “What is discussed here remains here.”

Another lie. But a useful one.

Maren stood. “You’ve been very helpful, Father.”

“May Valdros grant you wisdom in your choices,” he said piously.

She left the cathedral feeling lighter than she had in days.

Permission granted. Or as close to permission as someone like her would ever receive.

Father Aldric returned to his desk and counted the fifty sovereigns with satisfaction.

The church repair fund would see perhaps ten of them. The rest would find their way into his personal coffers.

Such was the way of things.

He’d approved stranger arrangements than a godmother fucking her adult godson. At least they were both of age. At least there was no actual blood relation.

And fifty sovereigns bought a great deal of theological flexibility.

An hour later, there was a knock at the sacristy door.

“Come in,” Aldric called.

Rosalind Vale entered, closing the door behind her. Dressed respectably for once, though her low-cut blouse still showed impressive cleavage.

“Father,” she greeted him. “Our usual appointment?”

“Indeed.” He stood, already feeling his cock stir. “The confessional awaits.”

They moved to the booth together. The same booth where dozens of parishioners confessed their sins throughout the week.

Rosalind settled on the penitent’s side. Aldric took the priest’s seat.

The screen between them created the illusion of propriety. The illusion was enough.

“Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned,” Rosalind began, voice sultry even in the ritual words. “It has been one week since my last confession.”

“Tell me your sins, my child.”

“I’ve lain with men for money, Father. So many men. I’ve pleasured them with my mouth and my body. I’ve taken their seed inside me without shame.” She paused. “I’ve swallowed their cum like communion wine.”

Aldric’s breathing quickened. His hand moved to his robes, freeing his hardening cock. It jutted thick and eager from his vestments.

“How many men?” he asked, already stroking himself.

“Eight this week, Father. Maybe nine. I lost count. My pussy was never empty for long.”

“Such wickedness.” His hand moved faster, gripping his shaft. “Tell me more.”

“One was married. I sucked his cock in an alley while his wife shopped nearby. Knelt in the dirt and took him down my throat. He came all over my face and I licked every drop clean. Tasted so good, Father.”

Aldric groaned softly. Through the screen, he could see Rosalind’s hand moving. Could see her touching herself through her dress, fingers working between her thighs.

“Another wanted my ass,” she continued, voice husky. “Paid extra for it. Bent me over a barrel and fucked my tight hole until I screamed. Came so deep inside me I was leaking for hours.”

“You are truly fallen,” Aldric breathed, cock throbbing in his fist.

“Yes, Father. So very fallen. My holes exist to be filled. Do you think I’m beyond redemption?”

“No one is beyond redemption.” He was close now. So close. Pre-cum leaked from his tip. “But your penance must be severe.”

“What would you have me do, Father?”

“Come closer to the screen.”

She shifted, face nearly touching the wooden lattice. Through the gaps, Aldric could see her full lips, wet and parted. Her knowing smile. The swell of her breasts rising with each breath.

He stood, moved closer on his side. His cock jutted through the ornate screen, thick and flushed, within reach of her mouth.

“For your penance,” he said hoarsely, “you must purify yourself through service.”

“Of course, Father. Let me worship at your altar.”

Her lips wrapped around him, soft and hot.

The sensation was exquisite. Warm, wet, perfect. She sucked him with the skill of long practice, tongue swirling around his sensitive head before sliding down his shaft. She took him deep, nose nearly touching the lattice, throat opening to accept his length.

This was his favorite sin. The one he committed every week without fail.

Preaching chastity in the morning. Getting his cock sucked by a prostitute in the confessional that same afternoon.

The hypocrisy only made it better.

“That’s it,” he gasped. “Take your penance. Worship with your mouth.”

Rosalind bobbed her head, lips stretched around his thickness. Wet sounds filled the confessional—slurping, sucking, the obscene rhythm of a woman pleasuring a man. Her tongue traced the underside of his shaft, found the sensitive spot just below the head, made him groan.

She pulled back to lick his cock like a treat, tongue swirling around the tip, collecting the pre-cum that leaked freely now. Then swallowed him again, cheeks hollowing with suction.

“Swallow your redemption,” he moaned. “Take it all.”

Rosalind hummed around his cock. The vibration sent him over the edge.

He came hard, hips jerking, flooding her mouth with hot spurts. She swallowed rhythmically, throat working around him, milking every drop. Didn’t spill a single bit.

When he was spent and softening, she pulled back and licked her lips clean. Her chin glistened with saliva and the remnants of his release.

“Am I forgiven, Father?”

“Your sins are absolved, my child.” He tucked his softening cock back into his robes, hands still trembling. “Go in peace and sin no more.”

They both knew she would sin again. Would return next week for the same ritual.

And he would absolve her again. For a price.

Rosalind left the confessional with a satisfied smile.

Father Aldric returned to his office and poured himself wine.

Another successful morning. He’d granted Maren Thornley permission to fuck her godson, received fifty sovereigns for his flexibility, and enjoyed his weekly blowjob from Amoria’s most skilled prostitute.

All in a day’s work.

He sipped his wine and began planning Sunday’s sermon about the dangers of lust.

The irony wasn’t lost on him. He just didn’t care.


Chapter 17: Mirelle Suspects

Mirelle had been noticing things.

Small things. Easy to dismiss individually. Harder to ignore when they accumulated.

The way Elara walked some mornings—careful, satisfied, glowing with something that looked suspiciously like thorough sex.

The way Celia’s cold demeanor had softened. The secret smiles. The way she touched her lips sometimes like remembering a kiss.

The noises from her daughters’ rooms at night.

She’d tried to ignore those. Tried to convince herself it was just Elara visiting Theron. Just one daughter in an inappropriate but ultimately harmless relationship with their employer.

But then she’d heard Celia’s door open late at night. Heard footsteps moving down the hall.

Heard different sounds. Sharper. More intense. Coming from Theron’s room but distinctly Celia’s voice.

And she could no longer pretend she didn’t know.

He was fucking both of them.

Her employer. Her daughters.

Both of them.

The realization should have filled her with outrage. Should have driven her to confront him immediately. Demand he stop. Threaten to leave. Protect her daughters from corruption.

Instead, Mirelle lay in bed at night listening to the sounds and felt her hand drift between her thighs.

Felt herself getting wet imagining what they were doing.

What did that make her?



Wednesday morning, she watched them all at breakfast with new eyes.

Theron at the head of the table, reviewing the tavern’s ledger with casual authority. Looking every inch the confident young master he’d become.

Nineteen years old and bedding two women. Sisters, no less.

Elara chattering happily about the day’s work, occasionally touching Theron’s arm. Casual intimacy that spoke of nights spent in his bed. Of hands that knew every inch of each other’s bodies.

Celia quieter but no less connected. The way her eyes followed him when she thought no one was looking. The flush in her cheeks when he spoke to her directly.

Both of them orbiting him like planets around the sun.

And neither of them showing any sign of distress. Any fear. Any reluctance.

They looked… happy.

Satisfied.

Thoroughly fucked and content about it.

Mirelle poured tea with trembling hands.

“Are you all right, Mother?” Elara asked.

“Fine. Just tired.”

“You should sleep more.”

If only Elara knew what kept her awake.

The sounds of her daughters having sex. The wet sounds of bodies joining. The gasps and moans and occasional screams into pillows.

And her own treacherous body responding. Getting wet. Aching. Wanting.

“I’ll try,” she said.

After breakfast, everyone dispersed to their tasks.

Mirelle retreated to the kitchen, her sanctuary. The one place where she could focus on something other than the growing awareness that her household had transformed into something she barely recognized.

But even here, she couldn’t escape.

Celia came in to help with prep work. Moving differently than she used to. Not the cold, rigid posture of before. Something looser. Easier.

Like tension had been fucked out of her body and replaced with satisfaction.

“You seem happy,” Mirelle said carefully.

Celia’s hands paused in chopping vegetables. “Do I?”

“You’re smiling more. Relaxing.”

“I suppose I am.”

“Any particular reason?”

Celia met her mother’s eyes with something like defiance. “I’ve decided to stop judging everything and everyone. Including myself.”

“That’s… good.”

“It is. I spent so long being miserable about what other people were doing. What they were enjoying.” She resumed chopping. “Turns out participating is better than watching.”

The silence stretched.

Mirelle knew exactly what Celia was really saying.

“As long as you’re safe,” she managed. “As long as no one’s hurting you.”

“No one’s hurting me, Mother.” Celia’s smile was small but genuine. “Quite the opposite, actually.”

After Celia left, Mirelle gripped the counter until her knuckles went white.

Everything she’d suspected, everything she’d denied – confirmed in a single conversation.

Both her daughters sleeping with the same man. Both of them happy about it. Finding unexpected common ground through sharing a lover.

And she had no moral high ground to stand on.

Not when she pleasured herself nightly thinking about the same man.



That night, Mirelle couldn’t sleep again.

She told herself she wouldn’t listen. Wouldn’t pay attention to the sounds from other rooms.

But her body had other ideas.

Around midnight, she heard Theron’s door open. Heard soft footsteps in the hall.

Elara’s footsteps, she thought. Moving with practiced stealth toward his room.

The door closed. Silence.

Then sounds.

Kissing. Rustling fabric. The creak of bedframe as weight settled.

Elara’s soft gasp. “I’ve been thinking about this all day.”

Theron’s low laugh. “Have you?”

“You know I have. I’ve been wet since breakfast.”

More sounds. Wet sounds. The unmistakable noise of mouths on flesh. Clothes hitting the floor.

Her fingers found the hem of her nightgown and pushed beneath it. Found her nightgown already damp.

She should stop listening. Should plug her ears. Should leave her room and go somewhere—anywhere—else.

Instead, she pressed her ear to the wall.

“God, your cock is perfect,” Elara breathed. “So thick. I love how you stretch me.”

The bed creaked rhythmically. Gaining speed. The unmistakable sound of flesh slapping against flesh.

“That’s it,” Theron said, voice commanding. “Ride me. Take what you need.”

“Yes—oh yes—you’re so deep—”

Mirelle’s fingers found wetness. She was soaked through, her pussy lips swollen and slick. Listening to her daughter getting fucked and getting aroused by it.

What kind of mother was she?

The answer came unbidden: a lonely woman who hadn’t been properly fucked in longer than she cared to count. A woman whose body ached constantly. Whose pussy throbbed with need every night.

A woman who wanted exactly what her daughters were getting.

“Harder,” Elara gasped from down the hall. “Fuck me harder. I want to feel you tomorrow.”

The pace increased. The bed slammed against the wall with each thrust. Mirelle could hear the wet sounds of her daughter’s pussy taking Theron’s cock over and over.

Mirelle worked her clit in time with the rhythm, two fingers rubbing slick circles around the swollen nub. Eyes closed. Imagining.

Not imagining her daughter. Imagining herself in Elara’s place.

Imagining Theron’s hands on her voluptuous body, gripping her wide hips. His cock—thick and young and hard—filling her neglected pussy. His voice in her ear saying the filthy things he said to Elara. His cum flooding her womb.

“I’m going to come,” Elara cried out. “Oh God—I’m—yes, yes, right there—don’t stop—”

Her scream was muffled but unmistakable. The sound of a young woman coming hard on a man’s cock.

And Theron’s groan followed. The deep, satisfied sound of a man emptying himself inside a willing woman.

Mirelle bit her pillow and came silently, body shaking, fingers buried in her sopping cunt, her own cream coating her hand. The orgasm ripped through her like lightning, making her legs tremble and her toes curl.

Shame washed over her immediately.

She’d just masturbated listening to her daughter have sex.

With the man Mirelle wanted for herself.

This was wrong. So completely wrong.

But her body didn’t care about wrong. Her body cared about the years spent alone. About the ache between her thighs that never truly went away.

About the fact that a nineteen-year-old was satisfying two women while she touched herself through walls.

She cleaned herself up with shaking hands and stared at the ceiling.

She knew what was happening. Knew both daughters were sleeping with him now. Knew she should be outraged, should confront them, should put a stop to it.

But outrage wouldn’t come.

Elara seemed happy. Celia seemed transformed. Neither showed fear or reluctance.

They competed for his attention. Chose this. Wanted it.

And Mirelle… Mirelle touched herself nightly to fantasies of the same man.

She had no moral high ground to stand on.

Tomorrow she would watch more carefully. Confirm her suspicions through observation.

Part of her insisted it was wrong—their employer bedding both employees, sisters no less.

But the counter-argument whispered louder: adults choosing freely. No coercion. Everyone satisfied.

And one treacherous thought that wouldn’t stop: what about you?

Mirelle pressed her pillow over her face and tried to sleep.

She was still wet. Still aching.

That wasn’t going to change anytime soon.


Chapter 18: Elara’s Threesome Tease

The sex had been particularly good that night.

Theron lay spent and satisfied, Elara’s warm body pressed against his side. Her head rested on his chest, one hand tracing lazy circles on his stomach.

The kind of post-sex intimacy that made him forget about tavern economics and household complications.

“Celia and I have been talking,” Elara said suddenly.

Theron’s hand stilled in her hair. “About?”

“Sharing you.”

He waited. Experience had taught him that Elara usually had more to say when she opened with statements like that.

“I thought I’d be jealous,” she continued. “Thought we’d be at each other’s throats. Fighting over you. Making your life miserable.”

“Are you? Jealous, I mean.”

“Not really.” She sounded almost surprised by it herself. “I thought I would be. But instead… we’re closer than we’ve ever been.”

“Closer?”

“Having a secret makes us allies instead of enemies.” Elara propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at him. “We compare notes now.”

Theron’s cock twitched with interest despite having just finished. “What kind of notes?”

“Everything. What you like. What makes you moan. The sounds you make when you come.” Her grin was wicked. “The size of your cock from different angles.”

“Elara—”

“What? It’s bonding.” She laughed at his expression. “Don’t look so shocked. You’re fucking sisters. Did you think we wouldn’t discuss it?”

Fair point.

“We have completely different approaches, you know,” Elara said. “Celia’s all ego and validation-seeking. Needs constant reassurance that she’s good at this. That she’s better than someone.”

“And you?”

“I just want to make you happy. Want to belong to you.” She kissed his chest. “I don’t need to win. I just need to be chosen.”

“You are chosen.”

“I know. That’s why I’m not threatened by her.” Elara’s finger traced patterns on his skin. “She wants to be the best. I want to be yours. We’re playing different games.”

Theron processed this. The maturity of it surprised him. Two sisters sharing a lover without the expected drama and chaos.

“There’s something else,” Elara said, voice turning shy. “Something we talked about that I wanted to mention.”

“What?”

“About maybe… eventually… together.”

His cock went from interested to fully hard in seconds.

Elara noticed, grinning. “That got your attention.”

“Are you suggesting what I think you’re suggesting?”

“Both of us. At the same time.” She watched his face. “Would you want that?”

Would he want that? Was she serious?

“I—yes. Obviously. But I didn’t think you’d—”

“I didn’t think I would either.” Elara sat up fully, gloriously naked in candlelight. “But we talked about it. Actually talked. And I’m not as disgusted by the idea as I expected to be.”

“You’re not?”

“We wouldn’t have to touch each other. Just share you simultaneously. Take turns. Watch each other with you.” Her cheeks flushed pink. “The thought is… kind of exciting, actually.”

Theron’s mind raced with possibilities. Images. Scenarios.

Two sisters in his bed. Both eager. Both willing. Both his.

“When?” The word came out hoarse.

Elara laughed. “Not tonight. Someday. When it feels right. When we’re both ready.” She leaned down, kissing him softly. “I’m telling you so you know it’s not impossible. That I’m not the obstacle.”

“Celia agreed to this?”

“She suggested it, actually.” Elara’s expression turned thoughtful. “She wants to prove she can be better than me even in a shared situation. Stubborn to the end.”

“And you’re okay with that?”

“I think so. The idea of you between us…” She shivered. “It’s intimate in a different way. Like we’d be giving you everything. No holding back. No secrets.”

Theron pulled her down for a deeper kiss. His cock pressed against her thigh, already hardening again.

“You’re going to be the death of me,” he murmured against her lips.

“But what a way to go.”

They made love again—slower this time, more tender. Elara straddled him, sinking down on his cock inch by inch, savoring the stretch. Her small breasts swayed as she set a gentle rhythm, hips rolling in slow circles. Her pussy gripped him like warm silk, wet from her earlier orgasm and his cum still inside her.

She rode him with her eyes locked on his, blonde hair catching candlelight. Rising until just his head remained inside, then dropping back down to take him fully. Her hard nipples brushed his chest with each movement.

“I love how you feel inside me,” she whispered. “Like you were made to fit.”

Theron gripped her hips, letting her set the pace. Watched her bite her lip as pleasure built. Watched her small breasts bounce with each roll of her hips. Felt her pussy clench around him, squeezing and releasing.

When she came, she said his name like a prayer, head thrown back, body trembling. Her pussy fluttered around his cock, milking him.

And when he filled her again—his second load of the night flooding her already-creamy cunt—she smiled with such contentment that his chest ached.

Afterward, she curled against him, satisfied and sleepy. He pulled the covers over them both, and neither moved for a long time.

“Tell me something,” Theron said. “Why are you really okay with this? With sharing?”

Elara was quiet for a long moment.

“Because you make me happy,” she said finally. “And I’ve never seen Celia happy before. She’s always been cold. Judgmental. Miserable under that mask.”

“And now?”

“Now she smiles. Laughs. Seems lighter.” Elara’s hand found his. “If sharing you does that for her… if it gives her something she’s never had… how can I be angry about it?”

“That’s generous.”

“Or selfish. Because it makes living with her easier.” She grinned. “Plus, she told me things. About what you do together. The anal stuff.”

“Oh?”

“I tried it. Decided it’s not my favorite thing.” Elara shrugged. “So she can have that. I’m happy with what we do. We each get something different from you. That’s okay.”

Theron stroked her hair, amazed once again by her capacity for acceptance.

Most women would be tearing hair and throwing punches. Demanding exclusivity. Making ultimatums.

Instead, Elara was plotting threesomes with her sister.

“What about your mother?” he asked.

Elara’s smile turned mischievous. “What about her?”

“She knows. About both of you.”

“I figured she did. We’re not exactly subtle about it.”

“Doesn’t that bother you?”

“Should it?” Elara propped herself up again. “Mother’s not stupid. She knows what’s happening. If she really objected, she’d have said something by now.”

“She did say something. To me.”

“And?”

“Demanded I explain myself. Accused me of taking advantage.”

“What did you tell her?”

“That it’s your choice and you chose willingly.”

Elara nodded approvingly. “Good answer. What did she say?”

“She couldn’t really argue. You both seem happy. Neither of you show fear or reluctance.” He paused. “I may have also mentioned that she’s not exactly immune to desire herself.”

“You didn’t.”

“I did.”

Elara burst out laughing. “Oh God. What did she do?”

“Looked like she wanted to die of embarrassment.”

“Serves her right for listening through walls.” Elara’s eyes gleamed. “Though I have been wondering…”

“Wondering what?”

“If Mother’s going to join us eventually.”

Theron’s cock stirred yet again. Traitor.

“That’s a disturbing image,” he lied.

“Is it?” Elara tilted her head. “She’s beautiful. Lonely. Desperate for someone to want her. And she’s been listening to both her daughters getting thoroughly fucked for weeks now.”

“Elara—”

“I’m just saying. It would make sense. In a twisted kind of way.” She grinned at his expression. “Would you? If she offered?”

“I’m not answering that.”

“That’s a yes.”

“It’s not a—”

“It’s definitely a yes.” She kissed him again, laughing against his lips. “Don’t worry. I won’t tell her you want to fuck her.”

“I never said—”

“You didn’t have to. I felt your cock twitch when I mentioned it.”

Damn it. She was too observant.

“If it happens,” Elara said seriously, “I wouldn’t be angry. Celia wouldn’t be either. We’ve already broken so many rules. What’s one more?”

“Your mother might feel differently.”

“Maybe. Or maybe she’s just as tired of being alone as we were tired of being virgins.” Elara settled against him again. “Either way, it’s her choice. Not ours.”

They lay in comfortable silence, bodies cooling in the night air.

“You’re thinking too loud,” Elara murmured.

“Sorry.”

“It’s okay. Just remember to enjoy the present too.”

“Hard not to enjoy this.”

“Mm. Good.”

Within minutes, she was asleep.

Theron held her, thinking about threesomes and mothers on the edge and the household he was building.

Tomorrow would bring new complications.

Tonight, he had a devoted lover in his arms and another woman waiting her turn.

Life was good.


Chapter 19: First Orin-Maren Contact

Theron arrived at Maren’s home later than usual that Friday night.

The children would be asleep. The house quiet except for whatever was about to happen.

His cock was already half-hard with anticipation.

Maren opened the door wearing a silk robe that clung to her voluptuous curves. Her copper-red hair was loose, catching firelight from behind her. Emerald eyes gleamed with nervous excitement.

“You’re late,” she said.

“Had to close the tavern.” He stepped inside. “Are you sure about this?”

“No.” Her smile was shaky. “But I want it anyway.”

They moved to her bedroom—the same room where they’d fucked dozens of times over the past months. But tonight was different.

Tonight they had an agenda.

“Orin’s awake?” Theron asked.

“I told him to stay dressed. To wait in his room until I called.” Maren’s hands trembled slightly as she poured wine. “If I called.”

“Last chance to change your mind.”

“I won’t.” She drank deeply. “Father Aldric gave his blessing. Such as it is. Two consenting adults, no blood relation, minor sin at worst.”

“Aldric would bless anything for fifty sovereigns. I’ve seen what he does in the confession booth – the man’s in no position to judge anyone.”

“I know. But I needed the excuse.” She set down the cup. “I’ve been thinking about this since you told me. Since I learned what he’s been doing with Rosalind.”

“Paying her to pretend to be you.”

“Paying her to fulfill the fantasy he’s been carrying.” Maren’s voice softened. “My sweet boy who I raised. Who I loved like a son. Who wants to fuck me like a woman.”

The crude words in her maternal voice made Theron’s cock throb.

“The wrongness makes it better,” Maren admitted. “Knowing I shouldn’t want this. That society would be horrified. That he’s the boy I changed diapers for and taught to read.”

“And you’re sure he wants this? Not just the fantasy?”

“Oh, he wants the real thing. Trust me.” Her smile turned wicked. “I’ve seen how he looks at me when he thinks I don’t notice. The way he adjusts himself when I bend over. The bulge in his pants when I hug him. He’s been ready for a long time.”

She moved to the bed, letting the robe fall open. Revealing the body underneath—curves that would make any man ache.

The widow’s body barely contained by a sheer nightgown, freckle-dusted breasts with dark areolas visible through the thin fabric. Hard nipples pressing against the material. Wide hips and thick thighs. The kind of MILF body that haunted teenage dreams.

“How do you want to do this?” Theron asked.

“Start with me. The way we usually do.” Maren reclined on the bed, legs falling open in invitation. Her nightgown rode up, revealing the bare slit of her pussy—already glistening wet. “Make enough noise that he hears. That he can’t resist coming to investigate.”

“Bait.”

“Exactly.” Her hand slid between her thighs, fingers parting her wet lips. “And when he opens that door… we’ll see how brave he really is.”

Theron stripped quickly, cock jutting hard and ready. Climbed onto the bed between her thighs.

Maren’s pussy was already wet. Soaked, actually. Her lips parted to reveal pink flesh, arousal dripping down to the sheets beneath her.

“Thinking about this all day?” he asked, positioning himself at her entrance.

“For weeks,” she admitted. “Ever since you told me. My pussy’s been wet constantly.”

He pushed inside with one smooth thrust, burying himself to the hilt in her slick heat.

Maren gasped—loud, theatrical. Making sure the sound carried. “Oh God yes!”

“That’s it,” she moaned. “God, you feel so good. So deep inside me.”

They established a rhythm. Slow at first, building. Her copper-framed breasts swayed with each thrust, threatening to spill out of her nightgown. But Maren’s moans were anything but subtle.

“Harder,” she cried out. “Fuck me harder!”

The bed creaked. Headboard tapped the wall. Anyone in the house would hear.

Theron fucked her with deliberate intensity, watching her face contort with pleasure. Watching the way her freckled tits bounced with each thrust, jiggling like they were trying to escape her nightgown. The way her red hair fanned across the pillow. The way her pussy gripped him, wet and welcoming.

Minutes passed. The sounds grew louder. More frantic. The wet slap of their bodies. Her increasingly desperate moans.

And then—footsteps in the hallway.

Theron kept moving. Maren’s eyes fixed on the door.

It pushed open slowly.

Orin stood there in sleeping clothes, breathing hard. Face flushed. Obvious erection tenting his pants.

His eyes locked on the scene before him: his godmother being fucked by Theron. Maren’s legs spread wide. Her pussy stretched around another man’s cock. Her breasts bare and bouncing.

He looked like a man witnessing his deepest fantasy made real.

“Orin,” Maren breathed. Not shocked. Inviting. “Come in. Close the door.”

He obeyed mechanically, unable to look away.

Theron slowed but didn’t stop. Let Orin get a good long look at what was happening.

“I know about Rosalind,” Maren said, still impaled on Theron’s cock. “I know you pay her to pretend to be me. To say the things you’ve wanted to hear.”

Horror flickered across Orin’s face. Shame. Fear.

“Don’t be afraid,” Maren continued. “I’m not angry. I’m… flattered, actually.”

She reached out a hand toward him.

“Come here, my sweet boy. Come to me.”

The words—the exact words he’d paid Rosalind to say—shattered his paralysis.

Orin moved to the bed like a man in a dream.

Maren looked at Theron. “Let me up.”

He pulled out, moving aside. His cock glistened with her arousal.

Maren sat up, nightgown falling back into place, and looked at Orin directly.

“Do you want this?” she asked. “Really want this? Not the fantasy. The reality. Me. Your godmother who raised you.”

“Yes.” His voice cracked. “God, yes. I’ve wanted this for so long.”

“Then take off your clothes.”

Orin stripped with shaking hands. His cock sprang free—young, hard, desperate. Not as large as Theron’s but thick and eager, already leaking pre-cum.

The cock of a nineteen-year-old who’d been dreaming of this moment for years.

Maren reclined again, legs falling open wide. Her pussy gaped slightly from Theron’s fucking, wet and ready, pink and inviting. She reached down and spread her lips with two fingers, showing Orin exactly what waited for him.

“Come here,” she said softly. “Climb between my legs. Take what you’ve been fantasizing about.”

Orin moved like he was afraid this was a dream that would shatter. Positioned himself between her thick thighs. His hands trembled as they touched her hips.

“That’s it,” Maren encouraged. “Touch me. I’m real. This is real.”

He ran his hands over her body with reverent wonder. Pushed her nightgown up and cupped her massive bare breasts. Squeezed the soft flesh. Pinched her hard nipples.

“I’ve dreamed of this,” he whispered. “So many nights.”

“I know. Now make it real.”

He guided his cock to her entrance. The head pressed against wetness still slick from Theron’s cum and her own arousal.

And then, with agonizing slowness, Orin sank into his godmother’s pussy.

Maren gasped as he stretched her open. “Oh, my sweet boy. Finally. You’re inside me.”

He bottomed out, fully sheathed inside her. The woman who’d raised him. Cared for him. Loved him like a mother.

Now impaled on his cock, her wet cunt gripping him tight.

“Fuck me,” Maren breathed. “Fuck your godmother. Take what you’ve been craving all these years.”

Orin moved. Clumsy at first, overwhelmed by sensation. But instinct took over.

He thrust into her with increasing confidence, hips snapping forward. Each stroke burying him deeper in forbidden territory. His godmother’s pussy wrapped around him like a fist, hot and wet and perfect.

“Yes,” Maren moaned. “Just like that. You feel so good inside me. My godson’s cock filling his godmother’s cunt.”

The dirty words in her maternal voice undid him.

Orin came with a strangled cry, barely a dozen thrusts in. His cock pulsed and throbbed, filling her with his seed after years of fantasizing about exactly this. He could feel himself emptying inside her, pumping load after load into the woman who raised him.

He collapsed forward, gasping. “I’m sorry—I couldn’t—too fast—”

“Shh.” Maren stroked his hair tenderly, his softening cock still inside her cum-filled pussy. “It’s your first time with me. With the real thing. Of course it was fast.”

She kissed his forehead. “There will be others. So many others. This is just the beginning.”

Orin looked up at her with something like worship.

“Thank you,” he whispered. “Thank you for this.”

“Thank Theron. He made it possible.”

Orin’s eyes shifted to where Theron sat watching, cock still hard.

“Thank you,” he said seriously. “For telling her. For… this.”

Theron nodded. “You’re welcome.”

Maren shifted beneath Orin. “Now move aside, darling. We’re not done yet.”

Orin pulled out reluctantly. His softening cock glistened with her pussy juice and his own cum. A thick trail of white leaked from her used hole.

Maren turned to Theron with hungry eyes, spreading her legs wide. “Come here. Finish what you started. Fuck me while my godson watches.”

He moved between her thighs, cock aching with need. Pushed into pussy that was now slick with two men’s fluids—his pre-cum, Orin’s load, and her own copious wetness.

The depravity of it—fucking her sloppy cunt after her godson just filled her—made everything more intense. He could feel Orin’s cum coating his shaft as he drove deep.

“Watch,” Maren told Orin, eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “Watch how he fucks me. Watch how a real man uses your godmother. Learn.”

Theron gave her what she needed. Hard, deep thrusts that made her cry out. Made the widow’s full breasts bounce wildly, finally spilling free of her nightgown. Made the bed shake and slam against the wall.

He gripped her thick thighs and spread them wider, driving deeper. Her cunt squelched obscenely with each thrust, filled with cum and arousal.

Orin watched with rapt attention, his cock already hardening again despite having just come.

“Touch yourself,” Maren gasped to Orin. “Let me see you stroke your cock while he fucks me. Get hard for me again.”

Orin obeyed immediately. Wrapped his hand around his stiffening shaft and started stroking, eyes fixed on where Theron’s cock disappeared into his godmother’s pussy.

“That’s it,” Maren moaned. “Both my boys wanting me. One fucking me, one watching. Oh God—”

The sight pushed Maren over the edge. She came hard, back arching off the bed, pussy clenching around Theron in rhythmic waves. Her whole body shook as she cried out her pleasure.

Theron followed moments later, burying himself deep and groaning as he added his seed to the mess inside her. His cock pulsed, flooding her already-full cunt with more cum.

They collapsed together on the too-small bed. Three bodies slick with sweat and satisfaction.

Maren lay between them, one hand on each man. Surrounded by her lovers.

“This is happening now,” she said quietly. “This is who we are. Who I am.”

Orin nodded, still looking dazed. “I can’t believe this is real.”

“Believe it.” She turned her head, kissing him softly. “You’re my sweet boy. My godson. And now my lover. All of those things at once.”

“Does that make it wrong?”

“Probably.” Her smile was radiant. “I don’t care.”

She rolled toward Theron. “And you. My facilitator. My guide into depravity.”

“Happy to help.”

“I know you are.” She kissed him too. “This arrangement works. The three of us. Sometimes together. Sometimes separate. Whatever feels right.”

Blood rushed south again, his cock twitching back to life despite the recent exertion.

“Insatiable,” Maren laughed. “Both of you. Good. I have years of touch-starvation to make up for.”

They lay together as the candles burned low. Talking quietly. Processing what had just happened.

Eventually Orin dozed off, exhausted by finally achieving his deepest fantasy.

Maren curled against Theron, wide awake.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “Truly. For making this possible.”

“Are you happy?”

“Satisfied. Fulfilled. Finally honest about what I want.” She paused. “Dane would be proud. He always said I was wilder than I pretended.”

“You were his partner in all those arrangements. The group sex. The sharing.”

“I was. And I loved it. Loved the transgression of it.” Her hand found his softening cock. “This is different. More taboo. The boy I raised like a son.”

“Does it bother you?”

“No. That’s what’s shocking.” She laughed quietly. “I thought it would. Thought the maternal part of me would recoil. But when he was inside me… when he was finally getting what he’d craved for so long…”

“It felt right.”

“It felt perfect. Wrong and perfect at the same time.”

They were quiet for a moment.

“He’ll want to do this again,” Theron said.

“I know. Probably constantly.” Maren’s smile was fond. “Young men and their stamina. I remember Dane at that age.”

“And you’re okay with that?”

“More than okay. I want it too.” She met his eyes. “You’re not jealous?”

“No. This isn’t about ownership. It’s about…” He searched for the right word. “Facilitation. Making arrangements that satisfy everyone.”

“A household of pleasure.”

“Something like that.”

Maren kissed him deeply. “You’re building something unprecedented, you know. At the tavern. Here. Everywhere you touch.”

“Is that good or bad?”

“It’s honest. In a city of hypocrites, that’s revolutionary.”

They settled into comfortable silence. Orin snoring softly on Maren’s other side.

The night had transformed everything. Crossed a line that couldn’t be uncrossed.

A godmother fucking her godson with Theron’s blessing. All three of them tangled together in satisfied depravity.

And none of them wanted to go back.

Eventually Theron dressed and prepared to leave.

“Same time next week?” Maren asked.

“Unless you want to come to the tavern sooner.”

“I might. I’ll need breaks from Orin.” Her eyes gleamed. “He’s going to wear me out.”

She kissed him at the door. “Thank you. For everything.”

Theron walked home through dark streets.

Another taboo crossed. Another arrangement made.

Hell of a Friday night.


Chapter 20: Mirelle’s Discovery

Mirelle couldn’t sleep again.

This was becoming a pattern. Lying awake in the dark, listening to sounds she shouldn’t be listening to. Getting wet from things that should disgust her.

Tonight was different, though.

Tonight, she made a choice.

The sounds began around midnight. Elara’s footsteps. The soft click of Theron’s door. Then voices, low and warm, words she couldn’t quite make out.

Then the bed. That unmistakable creak she’d memorized over weeks of sleepless nights.

Mirelle’s body responded without permission. Arousal bloomed between her thighs, sudden and fierce.

She told herself she was checking on her daughter. That any responsible mother would investigate strange noises. That this was concern, not desire.

She got out of bed on bare feet.

The hallway was dark. Cold floorboards against her soles. Every step a decision she could reverse.

She didn’t reverse it.

Elara’s door was slightly ajar. Light seeped through the gap – candlelight, warm and golden.

Mirelle stopped breathing and looked through.

The sight punched the air from her lungs.

Theron had Elara on hands and knees. Her daughter’s face was pressed into the pillow, honey-blonde hair cascading over one shoulder, small breasts swaying beneath her with every impact. Her back arched, spine curving, skin flushed pink from shoulders to waist.

And behind her, Theron – driving forward with controlled force, his hands gripping Elara’s hips, pulling her back to meet each thrust.

Mirelle had heard this for weeks. Had imagined it dozens of times while her fingers worked between her thighs.

Seeing it was something else entirely.

The reality was raw, physical, overwhelming. The flex of muscle in his back. The way Elara’s fingers clawed at the sheets. The wet, obscene sound of their bodies connecting, louder and more vivid than anything the walls had transmitted.

“Don’t stop,” Elara gasped, pushing back against him. “God, you’re so deep like this. I can feel every inch.”

Theron’s hand slid up her spine, tangled in her hair, pulled gently. Elara moaned, arching harder.

“Say it,” he commanded.

“Yours. I’m yours. Every part of me.”

The possessiveness in his voice, the willingness in hers – Mirelle’s knees nearly buckled.

She should leave. She was standing in a dark hallway watching her daughter get taken from behind. This was beyond anything she could justify.

But her feet were rooted. Her body humming. Her nipples painfully hard beneath her thin nightgown, and between her thighs, a slickness that had nothing to do with any motherly instinct.

Theron changed the angle. Drove deeper. Elara’s cry was sharp, surprised, ecstatic.

“Right there – oh God, right there – don’t you dare stop–”

The pace quickened. The bed frame protested. Elara’s cries grew ragged and desperate, each thrust punching a sound from her that Mirelle felt in her own core.

It was the most erotic thing she’d ever witnessed. Her daughter, completely surrendered, completely consumed by pleasure. And the man giving it to her – confident, attentive, powerful.

The man Mirelle wanted.

Elara’s body went rigid. Her scream was half-swallowed by the pillow as she came, shaking, her whole body convulsing. Theron held her hips steady and followed moments later, burying himself deep with a groan that vibrated through the door frame.

Mirelle’s hand flew to her mouth. She was trembling head to foot, so aroused it bordered on pain, and she hadn’t touched herself once.

She backed away from the door on legs that barely held her. Made it to her room. Collapsed against the closed door, breathing in ragged gasps.

The image was seared behind her eyes. Her daughter on hands and knees. Theron’s hands on her hips. The expression on Elara’s face when she came – not just pleasure but belonging. Safety. Joy.

Mirelle slid down the door until she sat on the cold floor.

She’d crossed a line tonight. Hearing was passive, accidental, something that happened through thin walls. Watching was a choice. She’d walked to that door. She’d looked. She’d stayed.

And instead of guilt, what filled her was something worse.

Envy so sharp it felt like grief.

Not anger at what he was taking. Not disgust at what she’d seen.

Just a raw, aching jealousy that she wasn’t the one on that bed.

She pressed her palms flat against the floor, refusing her body what it screamed for. Sat there until her breathing slowed. Until the trembling faded to something she could contain.

But the image didn’t fade. And the wanting didn’t fade.

Nothing about this was going to fade.



Morning came with uncomfortable awareness.

Mirelle made breakfast with trembling hands, hyperaware of everyone at the table.

Theron reviewing his ledger, calm and confident. Looking every inch the master of his domain.

Elara practically glowing. Walking carefully but happily. The satisfied radiance of a woman who’d been thoroughly loved.

Celia quieter but no less content. Probably planning her next visit to his room.

And Mirelle, the mother, the elder. Watching it all from the outside.

She’d seen it now. Not just heard. Seen.

She caught Theron’s eye across the table. Something flickered across his face – curiosity, maybe. Or recognition.

Did he know she’d been at the door?

His slight smile suggested nothing definitive. But in this household, nothing stayed hidden for long.

After breakfast, Mirelle found herself alone in the kitchen. Trying to focus on prep work. Failing miserably.

Her hands shook as she chopped vegetables. The image kept returning unbidden – Elara’s arched back, Theron’s hands, the sound of impact.

She’d watched. She’d chosen to watch.

And she knew, with the certainty of a woman who’d spent too many years denying herself, that hearing had been bearable. That she could have lived indefinitely in the comfortable fiction of thin walls and overactive imagination.

But seeing had stripped that fiction away. There was no going back to pretending she didn’t know exactly what she wanted.

The question haunted her all day.

That night, lying in bed again, she heard the familiar sounds. Celia this time, moving down the hall.

Different sounds followed. Sharper. The distinct rhythm of anal sex.

Celia’s muffled screams of pleasure.

Mirelle stared at the ceiling and felt the ache settle into her bones. Not the frantic arousal of before. Something deeper and more permanent.

She’d seen what satisfaction looked like. Seen the way a woman’s body moved when it was being given exactly what it needed.

And she understood now – with a clarity that left no room for argument – that she couldn’t keep living on the wrong side of that door.


Chapter 21: Mother’s Reckoning

The storage room smelled of wine and wood and possibility.

Mirelle had chosen this location deliberately. The same place where everything had started for Celia. Where confrontations led to transformations.

Maybe it would work the same for her.

Theron looked up from checking wine barrels when she entered. His expression shifted from casual to wary when he saw her face.

“We need to talk,” she said.

He straightened. “All right.”

The door closed behind her with a soft click.

“Both of them,” Mirelle said without preamble. “You’re fucking both my daughters.”

No point dancing around it anymore.

“Yes,” Theron confirmed. No denial. No apology.

“Celia and Elara. Sisters.” Her voice shook slightly. “Under my roof. Under my supervision.”

“They’re adults. Making adult choices.”

“You’re their employer. You control their livelihood.”

The same argument she’d made before. But even she could hear it losing conviction.

“I’ve never threatened their jobs,” Theron said calmly. “Never coerced them. Never made their work contingent on sex.”

“But you seduced them.”

“Elara seduced me first. Celia came to me out of jealousy and competition.” He stepped closer. “Neither was forced. Neither shows fear or reluctance.”

Mirelle wanted to argue. Wanted to find the moral high ground.

But she’d seen their faces. Their satisfaction. Their happiness.

“It’s still wrong,” she said, but the words had no weight.

“Wrong by whose standards?” Theron’s voice was reasonable. Patient. “The priest who fucks prostitutes every week and approves godmother-godson relationships for donations? Society that encourages us to let customers grope the staff for coins?”

Heat flooded her face. “That’s different.”

“Is it? We’re already crossing lines. Already participating in corruption.” He moved closer still. “This is Amoria. A port city where survival requires flexibility. Where morality is a luxury most can’t afford.”

“You’re justifying taking advantage—”

“Ask them if they feel taken advantage of.” His eyes held hers. “Actually ask. Listen to their real answers.”

She couldn’t. Because she already knew what they’d say.

They’d say they were happy. Satisfied. Getting exactly what they wanted.

And where would that leave her? The prudish mother judging what her daughters freely chose?

“What happens when you’re bored with them?” The question came out desperate. “When you discard them for someone new?”

“I won’t.”

“You can’t promise that.”

“I can.” Theron stood close enough now that she could feel heat from his body. “My intention isn’t to collect conquests and move on. It’s to build a household that works. Where everyone gets what they need.”

Deliberate pause.

“Including you.”

The air left Mirelle’s lungs.

“I’ve noticed how you look at me,” Theron continued softly. “The sounds from your room at night. The way your hand moves between your thighs while you listen to your daughters get fucked.”

Humiliation burned through her. “You can’t possibly—”

“The walls are thin. We all hear things.” His hand reached up, not quite touching her face. “And what I hear is a woman who’s touch-starved. Desperate. Aching for something she hasn’t had in years—maybe ever. Not the way she deserves.”

“I’m their mother—”

“And you’re also a woman. A widow. Someone with needs that have gone unmet for far too long.”

His words washed over her like warm water. Truth she’d been denying.

“Your daughters aren’t the only ones who want, Mirelle. Aren’t the only ones who need.” His voice dropped lower. “The difference is they admitted it. Acted on it. Chose pleasure over propriety.”

“I can’t—”

“You can. When you’re ready. When you want it for yourself and not because you think you should.” He stepped back, giving her space. “My door is open. The choice is yours.”

Then he left the storage room, leaving her trembling against a barrel.

Leaving her wet and wanting and absolutely furious that he was right about everything.

She did want it. Wanted him. Wanted what her daughters had.

Wanted to be touched. Filled. Satisfied. Wanted to stop being the only one in the household denied pleasure.

The question haunted her all day.

Could she do it? Could she cross that final line?

Sleep with the same man her daughters slept with?

Become part of the arrangement instead of the observer?



That night, Mirelle lay in bed staring at the ceiling.

The house was quiet. No sounds from other rooms. Everyone asleep.

Except her.

Always her.

Wanting and desperate and alone.

Her hand moved between her thighs automatically. Found wetness there—the constant state she’d been living in for weeks. Her nightgown was already damp. She pulled it up, spreading her legs beneath the sheets.

She thought about Theron’s offer. His promise.

My door is open. The choice is yours.

What would happen if she went to him? If she knocked on his door and admitted what she wanted?

Would he welcome her? Touch her the way he touched Elara? Make her feel the things her daughters felt?

Her fingers found her clit, already swollen and sensitive. She started rubbing in tight circles, hips lifting against her hand.

She imagined his hands on her voluptuous body. Finally appreciated instead of ignored. Imagined him gripping her wide hips, squeezing her heavy breasts. His cock—that thick, perfect cock she’d watched impale Elara—filling the emptiness inside her. Stretching her pussy. Making her scream.

She slid two fingers inside herself, pumping in and out while her thumb worked her clit. Her body craved something her hand could never provide – weight, heat, another person’s desire pressing against her.

But she kept going. Fucking herself desperately. Imagining it was him. Imagining his cock spreading her open. His cum flooding her neglected womb.

Making her feel like a woman instead of just a mother. Just an employer. Just a widow.

The orgasm hit hard. She bit her pillow to stay quiet, body convulsing, pussy clenching around her own fingers. Waves of pleasure rolled through her, making her legs shake.

But the release left her emptier than before. A reminder of everything she was denying herself.

Mirelle cleaned herself up with shaking hands, her cream still coating her fingers.

She rolled onto her side and pulled the blankets tight, but the warmth was wrong. Too thin. Too solitary. The bed was too large for one person, and it had been too large for years.

What she felt wasn’t desire anymore. It was something quieter. Sadder. A longing for hands that stayed. For breath on the back of her neck. For the simple animal comfort of another body beside hers in the dark.

She missed being held more than she missed being fucked.

And somehow that was worse.


Chapter 22: Maren’s Confession

It had been four days since the first Orin-Maren encounter.

Four days of Theron wondering how that situation was developing. Whether Maren regretted it. Whether Orin had become insufferable.

He got his answers when Maren showed up at the tavern unannounced on Wednesday afternoon.

“I need to talk to you,” she said, eyes bright with something between desperation and excitement. “Privately.”

They retreated to his room. Door barely closed before Maren was on him.

Her mouth found his in a hungry kiss. Hands already working at his belt.

“Eager,” Theron laughed against her lips.

“You have no idea.”

She pushed him onto the bed. Climbed on top of him. Straddled his hips and ground against his rapidly hardening cock.

“Maren—”

“I need to tell you something.” Her hands worked his shirt open. “Need to confess while you’re inside me.”

That was new.

But he wasn’t complaining.

They stripped each other quickly. Maren’s voluptuous body revealed in afternoon light filtering through curtains. Freckle-dusted breasts that made his mouth water, capped with dark nipples already stiff. Wide hips and thick thighs built for long nights of fucking. Her pussy already glistening wet between her legs.

She positioned herself above him, straddling his hips. Guided his cock to her entrance, rubbing the head through her slick folds.

And sank down with a long, satisfied moan, taking him to the hilt in one smooth motion.

“God, I needed this,” she gasped. “I needed your cock inside me.”

“It’s been four days.”

“Four days too long.” She rolled her hips, grinding down on him, feeling every inch. “Do you want to know what’s been happening? What your godson has been doing to me?”

“Tell me.”

Maren started riding him. Slow, deliberate movements, rising until just his head remained inside, then dropping back down to take him fully. Her full breasts bounced with each roll of her hips, freckles dancing in the afternoon light.

“He came to my room,” she said. “After you left that night. After we… after what happened.”

“Orin?”

“He knocked on my door. Asked if it was real. If I really wanted him.”

She picked up the pace slightly, her wet pussy making obscene squelching sounds. Theron’s hands found her hips, helping guide her movements.

“What did you tell him?”

“I pulled back the covers.” Her voice was breathless. “Told him to come to bed. My sweet boy. Your godmother wants you.”

Theron’s cock throbbed inside her at the image.

“He got into my bed. The same bed where I used to comfort him after nightmares when he was a child.” Maren’s eyes glazed with memory and arousal. “But this time he touched me. Everywhere. Slowly. Like he couldn’t believe I was real. Touched my breasts. My pussy. Slid his fingers inside me.”

“And then?”

“And then he fucked me.” The crude word on her lips was incredibly hot. “My godson fucked me in the bed where I raised him. Pushed his cock into the cunt of the woman who raised him.”

She rode him harder. Chasing pleasure while confessing sin. The widow’s body moved with abandon, copper hair swinging, tits bouncing wildly with each movement.

“I came so hard I couldn’t breathe,” she continued. “Wrapped my legs around him and pulled him deeper. Told him not to stop. Told him to give me everything – his godmother wanted all of it.”

“Fuck.” Theron’s hips thrust up to meet her, driving deeper.

“That’s not even the best part.” Maren leaned down, her heavy breasts pressing against his chest, nipples dragging across his skin. “Want to know what happened next?”

“Tell me.”

“He hasn’t stopped.” She laughed breathlessly. “He fucks me constantly. Morning. Afternoon. Night. Whenever we can steal privacy. My godson’s cock is inside me more than it’s not.”

“And you’re okay with that?”

“Okay with it?” She sat up, riding him with renewed vigor, grinding down hard on each stroke. “I’m fucking loving it. My sweet boy who I raised. Who calls me his godmother while he’s balls-deep inside me. Who fills my cunt with his cum and then kisses me and calls me the most beautiful thing he’s ever seen.”

Her pussy clenched around him. She was close. He could feel her walls fluttering.

“The wrongness makes it so much better,” she gasped. “Knowing I shouldn’t. That society would be horrified. That he’s the boy I changed diapers for. And now his cock is in my pussy.”

“Does it bother you?”

“It should.” She was bouncing on him now. Desperate. Her tits slapping against her chest with each impact. “But it doesn’t. God, it doesn’t at all. It just makes me wetter.”

Her hands moved to her breasts. Squeezed and pulled at her own nipples, twisting them.

“He’s insatiable,” she continued. “Yesterday I was making bread. He came up behind me. Pushed up my skirt. I wasn’t wearing smallclothes. He just bent me over and fucked me against the kitchen table while the dough rose. Filled me with his cum while I was making lunch.”

Theron groaned. The image was too much.

“And I let him,” Maren laughed, riding him faster. “I bent over and let my godson take me like a common whore. Came all over his cock while thinking about how wrong it was. His cum was dripping down my thighs while I finished kneading.”

She was riding him frantically now. Chasing her orgasm. Her pussy gripped him tight, wet and hot and desperate.

“Sometimes I think about it while he’s inside me,” she gasped. “Think about how I used to tuck him in at night. Read him stories. Kiss his forehead. And now that same boy is fucking me. Pumping his seed into me.”

“Maren—”

“Now he tucks himself inside me. Tells me dirty stories. Kisses every inch of my body. Licks my pussy until I scream.”

Her orgasm hit. She cried out, body convulsing, pussy clenching around Theron’s cock in rhythmic spasms. Her whole body shook as she came.

The sensation triggered his own release. He groaned and filled her, hips jerking, cock pulsing as he pumped load after load into her already well-fucked cunt.

Maren collapsed forward, breathing hard, his cock still buried inside her.

They lay tangled together, both satisfied and processing.

“So it’s working,” Theron said after a moment. “The arrangement.”

“It’s perfect.” She kissed his chest. “Better than I imagined. Orin’s finally getting what he’s craved. I’m getting what I need. Everyone’s happy.”

“And he’s grateful?”

“So grateful.” She smiled. “He thanks me. Every time. Thanks me for letting him. For wanting him.”

“He should be thanking me.”

“He does that too.” Maren propped herself on one elbow, looking down at him. “He knows you made this possible. That you told me. Facilitated everything.”

“Does he know about us?”

“Of course. I told him from the start.” She traced patterns on his chest. “You’re my lover. He’s my lover. Sometimes we share. Sometimes we take turns. He’s fine with it.”

“Generous of him.”

“He’s just happy to have access at all.” Her eyes gleamed. “Though I have to pace him. Nineteen-year-old stamina is exhausting.”

“I remember being nineteen.”

“You still are nineteen.” She laughed. “You’re just as bad. Fucking two sisters while running a tavern and maintaining a widow.”

“I manage.”

“Barely.” She kissed him. “Thank you. For making this happen. For seeing what I needed and helping me get it.”

“You’re happy?”

“Deliriously. Satisfied. Fulfilled.” She rolled onto her back, pulling him with her. “And still not done with you.”

His cock thickened against her thigh, already hardening again.

“Again already?”

“Like I said. I’ve got years of catching up to do.”

They made love again—slower this time. More tender. The frantic confession-sex replaced with genuine intimacy.

When they finished, Maren lay in his arms with a satisfied smile.

“He came to my room on his own last night,” she said quietly. “Without asking. Without hesitating. Just knocked, came in, and kissed me.”

“That’s different from the first time.”

“Completely different. The first time he was trembling. Couldn’t make eye contact. Now he walks in like he belongs there.” She traced patterns on Theron’s chest. “This morning he woke me up with his hand between my legs. Didn’t say a word – just started touching me like it was the most natural thing in the world.”

“And you liked that.”

“I loved it. The confidence. The possession.” Her voice turned thoughtful. “Dane was like that. Took what he wanted. Made me feel wanted by taking.”

“Orin’s becoming more like Dane?”

“In the good ways. The sexual confidence. The directness.” She smiled. “Without the drinking and the debts.”

They lay in comfortable silence for a moment.

“I should go,” Maren said reluctantly. “Before the children start wondering where their mother disappeared to.”

She dressed slowly, lingering. Finally kissed him one last time.

“Same time next week?”

“I’ll be here.”

She paused at the door, hand on the frame. “You know what surprised me most? How natural it feels. I expected guilt. Expected to lie awake hating myself. Instead I just feel… full. Like something that was missing finally clicked into place.”

Then she was gone.

Theron dressed and returned to managing the tavern.


Chapter 23: Sisterly Dynamics

Elara knocked on Celia’s door around midday.

“Come in,” Celia called.

She found her sister sitting at the small desk, reading. One of those explicit romance novels she’d pretended not to own.

“Can we talk?” Elara asked.

Celia marked her place and set the book aside. “About?”

“Us. This situation.” Elara settled onto the edge of the bed. “I wanted to check in. Make sure we’re actually okay with… everything.”

“You mean sharing Theron?”

“Yes.”

Celia was quiet for a moment. Then: “I thought I’d hate it. Hate you for having him first. Hate that I have to compete.”

“And now?”

“Now I’m… fine with it. More than fine.” She turned in her chair to face Elara directly. “Better than fine, actually.”

Elara smiled. “Me too. Which is weird, right? We should be at each other’s throats.”

“Probably. But instead…” Celia shrugged. “Instead we’re closer than we’ve ever been.”

“Having a secret helps.”

“It’s more than that.” Celia met her sister’s eyes. “We have something in common now. Something significant. We understand each other in ways we never did before.”

Elara nodded. She’d felt it too. The unexpected sisterhood forged through sharing a lover.

“Can I ask you something?” Celia said.

“Sure.”

“The anal thing. You really tried it?”

“I did.”

“And?”

“It’s not my favorite.” Elara smiled. “You can keep that. It’s all yours. I’m happy with what we do normally.”

Celia looked relieved. “Good. I want something that’s uniquely mine. Something you don’t have with him.”

“You have it. You’re the anal queen of this household.” Elara’s grin widened. “How does it feel anyway? When he… you know.”

Celia’s cheeks flushed. “Intense. Different from regular sex. More taboo, which makes it hotter.”

“And you actually orgasm from it?”

“Almost every time now. At first it was just interesting. But once I relaxed into it…” She trailed off. “It’s incredible.”

“Then I’m glad you have it.” Elara leaned back on her hands. “We each get something different from him. That’s okay. Better than okay.”

“What about together?”

Neither spoke for a moment.

Elara had been thinking about it. The threesome possibility she’d mentioned to Theron.

“Would you want to?” she asked carefully. “Really want to, not just to prove a point?”

Celia considered. “I think so. Not to touch you. But to… share him at the same time. Take turns. Watch each other.”

“Exactly what I was thinking.”

“You’ve mentioned this to him?”

“I hinted at it. Said it wasn’t impossible. That I wasn’t the obstacle.”

Celia’s eyes gleamed. “And his reaction?”

“His cock got hard immediately.”

They both laughed.

“Of course it did,” Celia said. “What man wouldn’t want two sisters at once?”

“So you’d actually do it? Eventually?”

“Maybe. When it feels right.” Celia paused. “Would we have rules? Boundaries?”

“Like what?”

“Like we don’t touch each other. We’re both there for him, not for… that.”

“Agreed. I’m not interested in women.”

“Me neither. Just…” Celia searched for words. “Just the experience of sharing. Of both giving him pleasure. Of seeing each other the way he sees us.”

Elara understood. It wasn’t about them together. It was about both of them with him.

“When we’re ready,” she said. “No pressure. Just… possibility.”

“Possibility,” Celia echoed.

They sat in comfortable silence.

“Can I ask you something else?” Elara said.

“Go ahead.”

“Have you noticed how Mother’s been acting?”

Celia’s expression shifted. “Hard not to notice. She’s been… different.”

“She knows. About both of us.”

“Obviously. We’re not exactly subtle about it.”

“Do you think it bothers her?”

“It should bother her.” Celia drummed her fingers on the desk. “She’s our mother. She should be outraged. Protective. Demanding we stop.”

“But she’s not.”

“No. She’s watching. Listening. Getting…” Celia trailed off.

“Getting aroused,” Elara finished. “I’ve heard her at night. Touching herself while we’re with him.”

Celia nodded slowly. “So have I.”

“Does that bother you?”

“It should. Our mother masturbating to the sounds of us having sex?” Celia’s voice was uncertain. “That’s deeply weird.”

“But?”

“But nothing about this situation is normal. Why should her reaction be the exception?”

Elara leaned forward. “Do you think she’ll act on it? Do you think she’ll go to him?”

“Maybe. Eventually.” Celia met her eyes. “Would that bother you? Our mother sleeping with the same man we sleep with?”

Elara thought about it seriously. “A week ago I would have said yes. Absolutely. That crosses a line.”

“And now?”

“Now I’m not sure there are lines anymore. Just… arrangements that work or don’t work.” She paused. “Mother’s lonely. She’s been alone too long.”

“So we should just accept her joining our… what? Harem?”

The word hung between them.

“Is that what this is?” Elara asked quietly. “A harem?”

“Multiple women sharing one man? Competing for his attention? Living in the same household?” Celia’s smile was wry. “If it walks like a harem and quacks like a harem…”

“I guess it is.”

“And we’re okay with that?”

Elara shrugged. “I’m happy. You’re happy. The tavern is thriving. Everyone’s getting what they need.”

“Except Mother.”

“Except Mother,” Elara agreed. “Yet.”

They looked at each other. Some silent understanding passing between them.

“If it happens,” Celia said slowly, “if she goes to him… I won’t be angry.”

“Neither will I.”

“We’ve already broken every rule. What’s one more?”

“And honestly,” Elara added, “she’s beautiful. Lonely. Probably desperate. If Theron can make her happy the way he’s made us happy…”

“Then who are we to judge?”

The irony wasn’t lost on either of them. Two daughters giving their blessing for their mother to sleep with their shared lover.

“This household is insane,” Celia said.

“Completely.”

“And I’m happier than I’ve ever been.”

“Me too.”

They smiled at each other. An understanding reached.

Whatever happened next—whether it was a threesome, or Mother joining, or some other complication—they’d face it together.

As allies. As sisters. As women who’d found unexpected common ground through sharing pleasure.

“So,” Elara said, standing. “Tonight. Your turn or mine?”

“I had him last night. You tonight.”

“Fair.”

Elara moved to the door, then paused. “Celia?”

“Yes?”

“I’m glad we’re doing this. Glad we’re not fighting.”

Celia’s smile was genuine. “Me too.”

After Elara left, Celia sat thinking.

She’d come into this consumed by jealousy. Now she’d found something unexpected: genuine connection with her sister.

They were allies now. United by their shared lover.

Celia picked up her romance novel. The plot involved a merchant who took three sisters as wives.

Fantasy, she’d thought when she first read it.

Now she wasn’t so sure.

She smiled and turned the page, thinking about someday—maybe soon—when they might visit Theron’s room together.


Chapter 24: Groping Economy Peak

The Prancing Stag had never been this full.

Twelve C-rank adventurers fresh from a successful Feywood delve. Celebrating survival. Flush with coin. Looking for warmth and feminine attention and anything that reminded them they were alive.

Theron watched from behind the bar as the tavern exploded with energy.

“All hands on deck,” he’d told the household. “Tonight’s going to be big.”

He hadn’t been wrong.

Elara worked the main floor in her revealing blue dress. Blue eyes bright with excitement. Moving between tables with practiced grace.

A scarred warrior—maybe thirty, built like he fought bears for fun—beckoned her over.

“Sit with me, sweetheart.”

Elara glanced at Theron. He nodded.

She settled onto the warrior’s lap. His arm wrapped around her waist immediately. Possessive. Appreciative.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Elara.”

“Pretty name for a pretty girl.” His hand rested on her thigh, rough and warm through the thin fabric of her dress. “You working or just decorating?”

“Both.”

He laughed. Pulled out a handful of coins. “Stay. Keep me company while I drink.”

His hand slid higher on her thigh. Testing boundaries. Fingers pressing into her soft flesh.

Elara shifted to allow better access, parting her legs slightly. Smiled up at him. “Whatever you need.”

The warrior’s grin widened. His fingers traced patterns on her exposed skin, moving higher with each circle. His calloused thumb brushed the sensitive inner thigh.

Ten sovereigns appeared on the table.

“For your time,” he said.

Elara pocketed the coins and settled in. Let him explore while they talked. His rough hands wandering over her smooth skin, sliding beneath the hem of her dress. He cupped her small breast through the fabric, thumb finding her hardening nipple and rubbing circles around it. She gasped softly, leaning into the touch.

His other hand stayed on her thigh, fingers inching higher, stopping just short of her bare pussy.

She was good at this now. Making customers feel special without crossing into actual prostitution.

The line was thin but she’d learned to walk it.



Across the room, Celia worked her own section.

She’d resisted this at first. The groping. The sitting on laps. The performance of availability.

Now she found herself… enjoying it.

Not the actual touching from customers. That was whatever. Transactional.

But the validation. The appreciation. The way men looked at her like she was desirable.

A handsome scout—younger than most, maybe twenty-five—caught her eye.

“You look like you need a drink,” he said.

“I’m working.”

“Even better. Come here.” He patted his knee.

Celia hesitated only a moment before complying.

His hands found her waist. Slid upward to rest just below her breasts, thumbs almost brushing the underswell.

“Pale skin,” he murmured. “Like porcelain. Beautiful.”

Heat flooded her cheeks. She wasn’t used to compliments. Didn’t know how to process being called beautiful.

“Thank you,” she managed.

His fingers traced her collarbone. Down. Teasing the neckline of her purple dress, dipping beneath the fabric to touch the swell of her breasts.

“How much for your company?” he asked.

“Whatever you think it’s worth.”

He pulled out fifteen sovereigns. Laid them on the table.

Celia’s eyes widened. More than she made in three days of regular work.

“Worth this,” he said. “Easy.”

His hand cupped her breast through the thin fabric. Squeezed gently. His thumb found her nipple through the cloth, circling until it hardened under his touch. His other hand slid to her thigh through the slit in her dress, palm warm against her bare skin.

She let him. Leaned back against his chest. Let herself enjoy being wanted. Felt herself getting wet despite herself.

The old Celia would have been horrified.

The new Celia pocketed the coins and smiled.



In the kitchen doorway, Mirelle watched it all.

She’d come out to help serve. The kitchen was running smoothly. Extra hands needed on the floor.

But she froze seeing her daughters.

Both sitting on men’s laps. Both being touched. Both smiling and accepting coins.

She should be horrified. Should intervene. Should demand they stop degrading themselves.

Instead, she felt a stab of jealousy.

They were desired. Touched. Made to feel beautiful and valuable.

While she hid in the kitchen like a coward.

A gray-bearded warrior noticed her in the doorway.

“You serving?” he called.

Mirelle nodded numbly.

“Good. Bring wine. And stay a while.”

She delivered wine with trembling hands.

The warrior gestured to the bench beside him. “Sit. You look tired.”

“I shouldn’t—”

“Just for a moment. I’ll make it worth your while.”

Something in Mirelle broke.

She sat.

The warrior’s hand immediately found her thigh. His grip was different from what her daughters received—appreciating her thickness, her curves. His palm covered more flesh, squeezed more substance.

“That’s better,” he said. “A mature beauty. My favorite kind.”

Mature. Not old. Not past her prime.

Mature. Beautiful.

His hand squeezed her thigh appreciatively, fingers pressing into the soft flesh through her dress. “How much for your company?”

“I… I don’t…”

“Ten sovereigns. Just to sit. To talk.” His eyes crinkled with kindness. “Nothing more. Unless you want more.”

Mirelle’s breath came short. Ten sovereigns. For sitting. For being touched.

She nodded.

The coins appeared. She took them with shaking fingers.

And the warrior’s hand stayed on her thigh. Warm. Solid. The first man to touch her in longer than she wanted to admit.

It felt like coming alive.

They talked. About his adventures in Feywood. About the creatures they’d killed. About near-death experiences that made you appreciate warmth.

And his hand stayed on her leg. Sometimes squeezing the soft flesh. Sometimes stroking higher, fingers tracing patterns on her inner thigh. Constant presence. At one point his thumb brushed so high she nearly gasped.

Acknowledgment that she was a woman. Desirable. Worth touching. Her body responded without permission—nipples tightening, heat pooling between her thighs.

When he finally stood to leave, he squeezed her hand gently.

“For the pleasure of your company,” he said. “You’re lovely. Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise.”

He left.

Mirelle sat trembling. Ten sovereigns richer. Thigh tingling where his hand had rested. Pussy embarrassingly wet beneath her dress.

She’d just accepted payment for letting a stranger touch her.

And she’d liked it.



By closing time, the tavern’s take was unprecedented.

Sixty-eight sovereigns in tips alone. Plus food and drink sales.

Theron counted coins while the household cleaned.

Elara hummed happily, pocketing her share. Twenty sovereigns from sitting on laps and letting men grope her.

Celia moved differently. Lighter. Like she’d discovered something about herself.

And Mirelle… Mirelle cleaned mechanically. Mind elsewhere.

After everyone dispersed to bed, Theron found her in the kitchen.

“You did well tonight,” he said.

“I prostituted myself.”

“You provided company. Accepted tips for your time.”

“It’s the same thing.”

“Is it?” He leaned against the counter. “Did you enjoy it? Being touched?”

Mirelle’s silence was answer enough.

“There’s no shame in wanting to be desired,” Theron said quietly. “In enjoying being appreciated as a woman instead of just a mother or employee.”

“I’m twice his age—”

“And you’re gorgeous. Voluptuous. The kind of woman men dream about.” He stepped closer. “You felt it tonight. How good it was to be wanted. To be touched.”

“I shouldn’t—”

“Why not? Your daughters do. They’re happy. Making excellent money. Getting what they need emotionally and financially.”

His hand reached out. Not quite touching. Offering.

“The question is whether you’ll keep denying yourself. Keep hiding. Keep pretending you don’t want what everyone else in this household is getting.”

Mirelle stared at his hand. At the possibility it represented.

“I need to think,” she whispered.

“Take your time. But not too much time.” His smile was knowing. “Your body’s already decided. Your mind just needs to catch up.”

He left her there.

Trembling. Wet. Ten sovereigns richer and too tired to argue with what she already knew.



That night, Mirelle lay in bed counting coins.

Ten sovereigns. For an hour of sitting. Of being touched. Of feeling like a woman.

From down the hall, familiar sounds drifted in. Elara visiting Theron. Moans and gasps.

She didn’t press the pillow over her ears. Didn’t try to block it out. Just lay still and let the sounds wash over her like weather.

Something had shifted. Not a dramatic moment. Not a dam breaking. Just a quiet settling, the way sediment drifts to the bottom of a glass when you stop stirring.

She was going to do this. She was going to go to him. Not tonight, not tomorrow, but soon. And the knowing felt less like defeat than like exhaling after holding her breath for too long.

The ache was still there. But it had stopped feeling like a wound and started feeling like a compass – pointing toward something she’d stopped pretending she didn’t want.


Chapter 25: Vincent’s Resentment

Friday evening at Trade Plaza was always an event. Tonight felt different.

Theron arrived with both sisters on his arms.

Elara on his right—honey blonde hair catching lantern light, wide eyes bright with excitement. Her new dress showed just enough leg to turn heads. Small breasts high and perky beneath the fitted bodice.

Celia on his left—dark hair loose for once, cascading like midnight water. Pale skin luminous in the warm glow. Purple dress with a slit that showed flashes of thigh with every step.

Two beautiful sisters. Both his.

The message was unmistakable.

Christ, Theron thought as heads turned. I really am living the protagonist’s life now.

They made their way toward the center of the plaza where musicians were setting up. Other tavern owners and merchants mingled. Families and couples and groups of adventurers celebrating another week survived.

Theron caught Vincent’s stare from across the plaza immediately.

The wine merchant stood alone, wife conveniently absent. His blue eyes tracked Elara’s movement with barely concealed hunger.

Then shifted to Celia.

Back to Theron.

The math was clear. The tavern master had claimed both daughters of his household.

Vincent’s knuckles went white around his wine glass.

“He’s watching,” Elara murmured.

“Let him watch,” Theron said. “He lost.”

“Did he ever have a chance?” Celia’s voice was cool, but her fingers tightened on Theron’s arm possessively.

“Not after I met you.”

Both sisters smiled—different expressions, same satisfaction.

The dance started slowly. Theron led Elara first, mindful of fairness. Her body pressed close as they moved. She was light on her feet, graceful despite no formal training.

“Vincent’s still staring,” she said.

“Ignore him.”

“I can’t. He looks miserable.” Her grin was wicked. “I love it.”

“You’re terrible.”

“You like that about me.”

True.

When the song ended, Theron switched to Celia. Her movements were stiffer at first—she’d resisted dancing for years. But she’d been practicing in secret apparently, because she followed his lead smoothly.

“You’re good at this,” he said.

“I practiced. Didn’t want to embarrass myself.”

“Embarrass yourself in front of who?”

Pink colored her pale cheeks. “You.”

Well, hell. The ice queen cared about impressing him.

Theron pulled her closer. “You could never embarrass me.”

“I could trip and fall on my face.”

“Then I’d pick you up and we’d laugh about it.”

Her grey-blue eyes searched his face. “You mean that.”

“Of course I mean it.”

She softened against him. Just slightly. But enough that he felt it.

Over her shoulder, Theron saw Vincent moving toward them through the crowd.

Shit.

The song ended. Theron stepped back from Celia, keeping one hand on her waist protectively.

Vincent emerged from the crowd with forced pleasantness plastered over obvious resentment.

“Theron. Good to see you.” His eyes slid to the sisters. “Both daughters looking well. Business must be prospering.”

“It is.”

“I’ve heard rumors.” Vincent’s smile didn’t reach his eyes. “About your… management style. How you encourage the household to engage with customers more… directly.”

Celia went rigid.

“My employees choose their own level of engagement,” Theron said carefully. “I don’t force anyone to do anything.”

“Of course not. I’m sure they’re very… willing.” Vincent’s gaze lingered on Elara. On the cleavage visible in her dress. “Elara, you look radiant. Quite grown up since we last spoke.”

“Thank you,” Elara said politely. Nothing more.

The dismissal was subtle but clear.

Vincent’s jaw tightened. “Perhaps a dance? For old times’ sake?”

“I’m dancing with Theron tonight.”

“Just one dance. I promise to behave.”

“She said no,” Theron said flatly.

Vincent’s eyes flicked to him. “I was speaking to the lady.”

“And the lady answered. Find someone else to bother.”

For a moment, tension crackled between them. Two men. One woman both had wanted.

Only one had won.

Vincent forced a laugh. “Of course. My apologies.” He stepped back, hands raised in mock surrender. “Enjoy your evening.”

He melted back into the crowd.

Elara let out a breath. “That was tense.”

“He’s a sore loser,” Celia said. “Pathetic, really.”

“He’s not done,” Theron murmured, watching Vincent’s retreating back. “Men like him don’t give up easily.”

“What can he do?” Elara tilted her head. “We’re not interested. You already claimed us.”

Claimed. The word sent heat through him.

“He has money. Connections. Ways of making trouble if he wants.”

“Then we stay alert.” Celia’s voice was cold. “And we don’t give him ammunition.”

Smart.

They danced a few more rounds, switching partners, laughing together. By the time the music shifted to faster rhythms, Theron was pleasantly warm and satisfied.

He’d arrived with two gorgeous women on his arms. Had danced with both. Had publicly demonstrated his position.

Vincent could seethe all he wanted. The war was over.



Later, as the evening wound down, Celia excused herself to the merchant stalls. “I want to look at fabric samples. Lysa mentioned new shipments.”

Elara went with Mirelle to collect groceries Maren had promised.

Theron watched the plaza, enjoying a moment of solitude.



Celia moved through the fabric stalls, fingers trailing over silk samples. Lysa’s new shipments were impressive—deep purples, midnight blues, fabrics that would cling and reveal.

“The cold sister finally thawed.”

She went rigid.

Vincent emerged from the shadows between stalls. Alone. His blue eyes traced her body with proprietary interest.

“What do you want?” Her voice came out sharp. Cold. The mask she’d worn for years.

“Just making an observation.” He stepped closer, blocking her path. “Both of you now. Quite the accomplishment for the young tavern master.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Don’t you?” His smile was knowing. Unpleasant. “I’ve watched your transformation, Celia. The severe virgin who judged everyone. Now wearing dresses that show everything. Glowing with satisfaction. Walking differently.”

Heat crept up her neck. She hated that he could read her.

“My clothing choices are none of your concern.”

“Perhaps not. But I find myself curious.” He leaned against a stall post, blocking her escape. “When you tire of sharing—remember some men offer exclusivity. Marriage, even.”

Celia’s stomach turned. “Not interested.”

“You will be.” His voice dropped, soft and certain. “When he discards you. When the novelty wears off and he moves to the next conquest. When you realize you gave everything to a boy who was never going to commit to just one woman.” He smiled. “I’m patient. I can wait.”

She pushed past him, shoulder checking his arm.

“Don’t touch me again.”

“I didn’t touch you. Yet.” His laughter followed her through the crowd. “Think about what I said, Celia. The cold sister deserves better than scraps from her little sister’s table.”

Celia walked away fast, adrenaline buzzing under her skin.

The interaction troubled her more than she wanted to admit.

Not because Vincent was tempting—he wasn’t. Not even close.

But because some small, treacherous part of her wondered if he was right about Theron eventually discarding her.

She shoved the thought down. Buried it.

Found Elara near the grocery stalls and stayed close for the rest of the evening.



Meanwhile, Theron found himself alone near the fountain.

“Quite the accomplishment.”

He turned.

Vincent leaned against the fountain’s edge, wine glass in hand. Alone. Expression carefully neutral.

“What accomplishment?” Theron asked warily.

“Both of them. Both daughters.” Vincent took a slow sip. “I’ve been watching your tavern’s transformation. Hearing stories from customers. The groping. The sitting on laps. The way those girls work a room now.”

“They’re good at their jobs.”

“They’re good at more than that.” Vincent’s smile was sharp. “Tell me. Do they take turns? Or do you have them both at once?”

Theron’s hands clenched. “Watch your mouth.”

“I’m just curious. Professional interest, you understand.” He swirled his wine. “After all, I was courting Elara not long ago. Reading her poetry. Making her blush with pretty words.”

“And getting nowhere.”

“True.” The admission seemed to pain him. “While you—barely out of boyhood—managed to seduce not just her, but her colder, more difficult sister as well.” He laughed bitterly. “How did you do it? Economic pressure? Did you make them feel like they owed you?”

“I never forced anyone to do anything.”

“Of course not. You just created an environment where refusing became impossible.” Vincent set down his glass. “But here’s what interests me. How long do you think it lasts? This little arrangement you’ve built?”

“What do you mean?”

“Young women are fickle. They’ll tire of sharing. They’ll realize they could have better—men with more money, more experience, more to offer than a struggling tavern and a boy playing at being a master.”

“Is that what you tell yourself?” Theron stepped closer. “That eventually they’ll realize their mistake and come crawling to you?”

Vincent’s mask slipped. Anger flashed across his face. “They deserve better than being your live-in whores.”

“They’re not whores.”

“No? They spread their legs for you in exchange for security. That’s the literal definition.”

Theron’s fist twitched. He wanted to punch Vincent so badly his knuckles ached.

But violence would only prove Vincent’s point. Would make Theron look unstable. Dangerous.

Instead, he smiled.

“You know what the difference is between you and me, Vincent?”

“Enlighten me.”

“You thought you could buy Elara with poetry and presents. Thought you could seduce her with money and status.” Theron’s smile widened. “I just treated her like a person. Listened when she talked. Made her laugh. Made her feel safe and wanted and appreciated.”

“How noble.”

“And it worked. She chose me. Not because I forced her. Not because she had no choice. Because she wanted to.” He leaned closer. “Celia too. Both of them looked at what I offer and decided it was better than anything you could give.”

Vincent’s face went red.

“They’re mine,” Theron continued quietly. “Willingly. Enthusiastically. And there’s nothing you can do about it except seethe from the sidelines like a bitter old man who can’t accept that he lost.”

For a moment, Vincent looked like he might throw a punch himself.

Then his expression smoothed into cold calculation.

“Enjoy it while it lasts,” he said softly. “Young love burns bright and fast. When it fades—and it will—don’t come begging for help when your tavern collapses and your little harem scatters.”

He walked away.

Theron stood by the fountain, jaw tight, hands still clenched.

That was a threat. Not overt. Not actionable. But definitely a threat.

Vincent wasn’t going to let this go. He’d wait. Watch. Look for weakness.

And when the opportunity came, he’d strike.



“You look tense,” Celia said when she found him later.

“Vincent cornered me.” Theron paused, noticing her own stiff posture. “You too?”

Her jaw tightened. “At the fabric stalls. He made… comments. About knowing what we are to each other. Offered me ‘exclusivity’ and ‘marriage’ when I ‘tire of sharing.’”

Anger flared through Theron. “What did you say?”

“Not interested.” Her voice was cold. “He said he’s patient. That he’ll wait until you discard me.”

Theron’s fists clenched. “I’m not going to discard you.”

“I know.” But something flickered in her eyes. Some small doubt.

“Celia. I mean it.”

“I know,” she repeated, more firmly. “He’s just trying to plant seeds. Divide us.” Her expression hardened into ice. “What did he say to you?”

Theron recounted his own conversation. Left nothing out.

When he finished, Celia’s expression was murderous.

“He threatened both of us. Separately.”

“Subtly. But yes.”

“Then we consolidate. Make the household strong enough that external threats can’t penetrate.”

“How?”

She stepped closer, voice dropping. “Make sure everyone in our circle is satisfied. Loyal. Bound to you by more than just employment.”

“You mean—”

“I mean exactly what you think I mean.” Her pale hand found his. “Mother’s already halfway there. Maren’s yours. Elara and I are yours. Rosalind would work for you in a heartbeat if you offered.”

“That’s a lot of people to manage.”

“You’re already managing us. What’s a few more?” Her smile was sharp. “Besides. The bigger your network, the harder it is for Vincent to disrupt anything. He can’t seduce women who are already thoroughly claimed.”

Smart. Cold. Practical.

Very Celia.

“You’ve been thinking about this,” Theron said.

“I think about a lot of things.” She rose on her toes, breath warm against his ear. “Including how to keep you so satisfied you never even look at anyone Vincent might offer as alternatives.”

Heat shot through him.

“Bold,” he managed.

“I learned from the best.” She pulled back with a wicked grin. “Now come on. Elara’s waiting. We promised her you’d walk us home.”

They found Elara near the fabric stalls, chatting with a merchant about lace imports. When she saw Theron, her whole face lit up.

Two sisters. Both his. Both glowing with satisfaction and possessive affection.

Vincent could plot all he wanted.

Theron was building something the wine merchant could never touch.



That night, after the sisters had both visited his room—separately, as they preferred for now—Theron lay in bed thinking about Vincent’s words.

How long do you think it lasts?

The honest answer: he didn’t know. But it wasn’t going to collapse just because Vincent wanted it to.

He’d protect what was his.

And if Vincent wanted to test that resolve? Bring it on.


Chapter 26: Household Awareness

The fiction of secrecy was officially dead.

Theron realized it at breakfast when Celia and Elara both reached for the honey pot at the same time. Their hands touched. They glanced at each other. And instead of the old rivalry, they smiled.

Shared smiles. Conspiratorial. Warm.

Sisters who knew exactly what they had in common.

Mirelle noticed too. Her eyes tracked the interaction with something between resignation and curiosity.

She knew. Of course she knew.

Nothing stayed private in this building. Sounds that carried. Daughters who glowed with post-sex satisfaction.

A new normal had established itself over the past weeks. One that Theron had stopped questioning.

Elara visited his room nightly. Devoted. Passionate. The sex enthusiastic and tender by turns.

Celia came every third night for anal. She’d claimed that territory as her own, and Theron had stopped arguing. She needed something uniquely hers.

Maren expected him weekly. Sometimes Orin joined, sometimes she wanted Theron alone. Both arrangements worked. Both satisfied.

Growing authority as employer-lover-master. That was what he’d become, though he still struggled to name it.

The only question was whether Mirelle would confront it or continue pretending.

“Busy day ahead,” Theron said, breaking the silence. “Supply runs. Inventory. Preparing for tonight’s customers.”

“I’ll handle the kitchen,” Mirelle said automatically. “Elara, you’re on floor service. Celia, cleaning and prep.”

Same assignments as always. But the dynamic underneath had shifted completely.

After breakfast dispersed, Theron found Mirelle alone in the kitchen.

He expected tension. Another confrontation, maybe. A reprise of the storage room reckoning from weeks ago.

Instead, she spoke first.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said, kneading dough without looking up. “About what you said. In the storage room.”

He waited.

“You told me my daughters are happy. That they chose this.” Her hands worked the dough methodically. “I spent two weeks trying to find a reason you were wrong.”

“And?”

“And I couldn’t.” She exhaled slowly. “I watched them, Theron. Really watched. Not to catch them doing something shameful. Just… to see.”

She finally turned to face him. Flour dusted her hands. Her expression wasn’t angry. It was tired and honest and something gentler than he’d expected.

“They laugh more,” she said quietly. “Celia laughs. When was the last time Celia laughed before all this?”

Theron couldn’t answer that. Neither could she.

“They’re closer than they’ve been since they were little girls. They share looks across the table. Inside jokes I’m not part of.” A rueful smile. “And they’re not afraid. That’s what I kept looking for. Fear. Reluctance. Some sign that this was hurting them.”

“It’s not.”

“No. It’s not.” She shaped the dough with practiced efficiency. “The tavern is thriving. We’re making more money than we ever have. My daughters are safe. Protected. Happy in ways I never managed to give them.”

She paused, then added quietly: “And I’m a widow who lies awake every night thinking about things she shouldn’t think about.”

Heat flashed through Theron.

Mirelle kept her eyes on her work. “I said what I needed to say in the storage room. I meant every word – especially the threat. That hasn’t changed.”

“I remember.”

“Good. Then we don’t need to go over it again.” She dusted flour from her fingers. “I’m not going to keep fighting something that’s already settled. I just needed you to know I’ve stopped pretending I don’t see it.”

“That’s… more than I expected.”

“Don’t mistake acceptance for approval.” Her hazel eyes were steady. “I’m making peace with what is. That’s all.”

But the way she held his gaze – a beat too long, something unguarded flickering behind the composure – told him peace wasn’t all she was making.

Theron left the kitchen with his chest tight and his pulse racing.

Mirelle knew. Had processed it. Had given tacit approval while simultaneously threatening him if he fucked up.

It was the best outcome he could have hoped for.

Better than he deserved, honestly.



That afternoon, Maren arrived with produce deliveries.

The widow looked radiant. Copper-red hair catching sunlight. Emerald eyes bright. Her body moving with satisfaction that came from regular, enthusiastic sex.

Theron helped unload vegetables while Mirelle inspected quality.

“You look well,” Mirelle said.

“I am well.” Maren’s smile was knowing. “Very, very well.”

“I’m glad.”

The two women exchanged a look. Long. Meaningful.

Then Mirelle said: “I heard about Orin.”

Maren went very still. “What did you hear?”

“That you’re… involved with him now. Intimately.”

Silence.

Then Maren laughed—low and slightly defiant. “Are you here to judge me?”

“No. I’m here to understand how you made peace with it.”

Maren set down a sack of potatoes. “The same way you’re making peace with your daughters sharing a lover. By accepting that conventional morality is a luxury we can’t afford.”

Mirelle flinched.

“You think I don’t know?” Maren’s voice was gentle. “I have eyes, my friend. I’ve seen how your girls walk. How they look at him. How they glow.”

“It’s different—”

“Is it? You’re uncomfortable with your daughters finding pleasure. I’m navigating my godson’s fantasies. We’re both in territory no respectable woman should be in.” She stepped closer. “But we’re not drowning. We’re surviving. And maybe even thriving.”

Mirelle’s hands twisted in her apron. “Don’t you feel guilty?”

“Every day. But I also feel alive. Desired. Fulfilled.” Maren touched her friend’s arm. “Guilt is easier to carry when you’re satisfied.”

“That’s a terrible philosophy.”

“It’s an honest one.”

Theron watched the exchange, fascinated.

Two women. Both navigating taboo relationships. Both processing similar conflicts.

“How did you get to the point where you could accept it?” Mirelle asked quietly.

“I stopped asking if it was right. Started asking if it was making me happy. If it was hurting anyone.” Maren squeezed her arm. “Orin is an adult. He chose this. So did I. We’re both better for it.”

“And Father Aldric approved?”

“For fifty sovereigns, Father Aldric will approve anything.” Maren’s smile was wry. “The church is flexible when properly motivated.”

Mirelle absorbed this.

Then, even more quietly: “What if I’m tempted too?”

Maren’s eyebrows rose. “Tempted by…?”

“By the same things my daughters are experiencing. By being wanted. Touched. Satisfied.”

Oh.

Oh shit.

Theron’s cock stirred immediately.

Maren glanced at him. Back to Mirelle. A slow smile spread across her face.

“Then you should act on it,” she said simply. “Life is too short to deny yourself pleasure out of misplaced propriety.”

“He’s my employer—”

“So? Elara and Celia are his employees too. Hasn’t stopped them.”

“He’s young enough to be my son—”

“I’m fucking my godson who I raised from childhood. Age gaps are arbitrary.” Maren’s voice turned serious. “Mirelle. You’ve been sleeping alone for years. Touching yourself instead of being touched. Watching everyone else find pleasure while you deny yourself.”

Tears pricked Mirelle’s eyes.

“You deserve more,” Maren said softly. “You deserve to feel desired. To feel a man’s hands on your body. To remember what it’s like to be a woman instead of just a mother and employee.”

“I don’t know if I can—”

“You can. You will. When you’re ready.” Maren glanced at Theron again. “And when you do, make sure you choose someone who will appreciate every inch of your gorgeous body.”

Mirelle’s chest tightened.

Theron stood frozen, cock now painfully hard.

Maren finished the delivery and left with a knowing smile.

Mirelle stood in the storage room, trembling.

“She’s right, you know,” Theron said quietly.

Mirelle jumped. “I thought you’d left.”

“I was listening. Couldn’t help it.”

“You heard—”

“Everything.” He stepped closer. “Maren’s right. You deserve more than denying yourself out of propriety.”

“Theron—”

“I’m not pushing. I’m just saying.” He stopped an arm’s length away. Close enough that she could feel his heat. “When you’re ready. If you’re ready. I’ll be here.”

He left before she could respond.

But he felt her eyes on his back all the way out.



That evening, Rosalind appeared at the tavern.

Not for business. Just visiting.

She and Sable sat with Elara near the bar, chatting about something that made them all laugh. Sable looked striking beside the two fair-skinned women – light caramel skin, wild dark curls that refused to stay tamed, warm amber eyes bright with curiosity. She was still learning confidence, but it suited her.

Theron watched from across the room.

Three women. All comfortable with sexuality. All friendly with each other.

Elara glanced up, caught his eye, and winked.

She was building alliances. Creating a network of women who understood the lifestyle they were navigating.

Smart girl.

Later, when Rosalind stopped by the bar for wine, she leaned close.

“Your household’s quite the operation now,” she said.

“Is it?”

“Two sisters sharing you. Mother aware and processing. You’ve built something unusual.”

“Unusual but functional.”

“Functional indeed.” She sipped wine. “Sable mentioned you might have space for us. If we wanted to move operations here instead of the harbor.”

Theron’s pulse quickened. “You’d be interested?”

“Potentially. Safer environment. Steady clientele. Better money split than street work.” Her jade green eyes assessed him. “But only if the household dynamic works. Can’t have jealousy or competition poisoning the well.”

“Elara and Celia get along now. Better than before, actually.”

“Because they share you?”

“Because they found common ground through sharing me.”

Rosalind laughed. “Clever. And Mirelle?”

“Processing. But not hostile.”

“Good. Because if this is going to work—if we’re going to consolidate operations—everyone needs to be on the same page.” She set down her glass. “Think about it. Talk to your household. If everyone’s agreeable, Sable and I could start transitioning within a month.”

She left.

Theron stood behind the bar, mind spinning.

The household was evolving faster than he’d anticipated.

Sisters sharing him. Mother aware and conflicted. Prostitutes potentially joining.

Maren and Orin normalized.

Vincent plotting from the sidelines.

Everything was changing. Growing. Becoming something bigger than just a tavern.

He poured himself another ale and started drafting next week’s supply order.



That night, both sisters visited his room together for the first time.

Not for sex. Just to talk.

Elara sprawled across his bed in her nightgown. Celia sat more primly in a chair.

“Rosalind approached me,” Elara said. “About working here.”

“She mentioned it to me too,” Theron confirmed.

“What did you say?”

“That I’d think about it. Discuss with the household.”

“We should do it,” Celia said immediately. “More income streams. Better protection. Consolidates our circle.”

“Mother might object,” Elara pointed out.

“Mother’s already accepting things she never thought she’d accept. What’s one more step?” Celia’s smile was sharp. “Besides. Rosalind’s professional. Knows boundaries. Won’t cause drama.”

“You’ve thought about this.”

“I think about everything.” She stood, moved to the window. “Vincent’s planning something. We all know it. The more people we have loyal to us, the harder it is for external threats to penetrate.”

“You want to build a fortress,” Theron said.

“I want to build a family. One that protects its own.”

Elara sat up. “Family’s a strong word.”

“What else would you call it? We’re bound together. Share resources. Share… other things.” Celia’s pale cheeks colored slightly. “We look out for each other. That’s family.”

Silence.

Then Elara grinned. “Weirdest family in Amoria. But yeah. Family.”

Theron looked between them. Two sisters who’d barely tolerated each other weeks ago. Now allied. Protective. Building something together.

“So we ask Rosalind to move operations here,” he said. “Officially.”

“And we prepare for whatever Vincent’s plotting,” Celia added.

“And we keep consolidating. Keep making the household stronger.” Elara’s eyes gleamed. “Make it so strong nothing can threaten it.”

They talked for another hour. Planning. Strategizing. Laughing at inside jokes that had developed over shared experiences.

When they finally left—separately, as was their habit—Theron lay in bed thinking.

The household had become something unprecedented. Not just employer and employees. Not just lovers.

Celia called it family. Maybe she was right.

Whatever it was, he’d protect it.


Chapter 27: Consolidation

The night tavern closed, Theron sat at the main table reviewing the ledger.

Numbers that had terrified him two months ago now told a story of improbable success.

Revenue up three hundred percent from inheritance. Visitor count doubled. Reputation transformed from struggling to thriving.

The economic crisis that had nearly drowned them was solved.

Hell, they were profitable now. Actually, genuinely profitable.

All because he’d made choices most tavern keepers would never dare.

“Reviewing your empire?”

Theron looked up.

Elara stood in the doorway in her sheer nightgown. The lantern light behind her made the fabric nearly transparent. Small breasts visible. Nipples peaked from the cool air. Curves of her hips clearly outlined.

Goddamn.

“Something like that,” he managed.

She moved closer, hips swaying. Slid onto his lap without asking permission.

Her warmth pressed against him. Honey blonde hair smelling of lavender. Body fitting perfectly against his.

“Happy?” she asked.

“Very.”

“Good.” She traced patterns on his chest through his shirt. “You deserve to be happy. After everything you’ve done for us.”

“I haven’t done that much—”

“You saved us. The tavern. Me. Celia. Mother.” Her cornflower eyes met his. “We’d be destitute without you. Probably working harbor corners like Rosalind did before she established herself.”

“That wouldn’t have happened—”

“It absolutely would have happened.” Her voice was matter-of-fact. “Marcus left debts. No plan. We were drowning. Then you took over and somehow turned disaster into triumph.”

She kissed him. Soft. Sweet.

“I’m really happy,” she whispered against his lips. “Is that strange? That I’m happy sharing you with my sister?”

“Maybe. But I’m not complaining.”

She laughed. Shifted on his lap, deliberately grinding against his growing erection.

“I can tell.”

Before things could escalate, footsteps sounded on the stairs.

Celia appeared. Saw Elara on Theron’s lap. Raised one elegant eyebrow.

“Starting without me?”

“Just talking,” Elara said innocently. “Want to join?”

Celia considered for a moment. Then moved to Theron’s other side. Not touching. But close.

“The ledger looks good,” she said, glancing at the numbers.

“It is good. Better than expected.”

“So what’s next?”

“Next?”

“We’ve stabilized. The immediate crisis is solved. But we can’t just maintain. We need to keep growing. Building.” Her grey-blue eyes were sharp. “What’s the next goal?”

Theron thought about it.

“Rosalind’s offer,” he said. “Bringing her and Sable into operations officially.”

“Agreed. That’s obvious. What else?”

“The storage room could be converted. Give them dedicated space.”

“Mother will need convincing,” Elara pointed out.

“Mother’s already halfway convinced,” Celia said. “She just needs the final push.”

The way she said it made Theron’s pulse quicken.

Both sisters looked at him.

“What about Mom?” Elara asked quietly.

“What about her?”

“She wants you. We all know it. We’ve heard her at night. Seen how she looks at you.” Elara’s voice held no jealousy. Just curiosity. “Are you going to do something about it?”

“That’s complicated—”

“Everything about this household is complicated,” Celia cut in. “But it works because we’re honest about it. Stop avoiding the question.”

Theron took a breath. “Your mother is… she’s processing a lot. I’m not going to push her.”

“But if she came to you?” Elara pressed.

“If she came to me willingly, clearly, with full understanding of what she was choosing…” He met their eyes. “Then yes. I’d welcome her.”

Silence.

Then Elara grinned. “Good. Because she’s going to break soon. And when she does, she’ll need you to catch her.”

“You’re okay with that?”

“Why wouldn’t I be? She’s our mother. She deserves to be happy too.” Elara shifted on his lap again. “Besides. The more people bound to you, the stronger our household becomes.”

Practical. Pragmatic.

Very much the philosophy that had gotten them this far.

“Speaking of which,” Celia said. “Rosalind mentioned something interesting to me yesterday.”

“What?”

“A gloryhole.”

Theron’s brain stuttered. “A what?”

“Gloryhole. Anonymous sex through a partition. Common in harbor districts. High volume, good money, safer than street work.” She said it so casually she might have been discussing furniture. “She suggested we could install one in the storage room. Let her and Sable work it. Revenue split with the tavern.”

“That’s…” Theron tried to process. “That’s pretty advanced.”

“It’s practical. Customers get discretion. Workers get safety. We get consistent income.” Celia tilted her head. “What’s the objection?”

“I don’t have one. It’s just… a lot.”

“Everything’s been a lot. But it’s working.” She smiled slightly. “Besides. Imagine the possibilities. A thriving tavern with multiple income streams. A household united in purpose. Protection against external threats like Vincent.”

“You’ve really thought this through.”

“Someone in this household has to.”

Elara laughed. “She really does. It’s annoying.”

“It’s planning,” Celia corrected. “Someone has to think long-term.”

They talked for another hour. About Rosalind’s proposal. About renovating the storage room. About what expanding operations would mean.

About the future they were building together.

Eventually, Elara yawned. “I should sleep. Work tomorrow.”

She kissed Theron—deeper than before. Tongue sliding against his. Making him groan.

Then she stood and stretched, deliberately showing off her body through the sheer nightgown.

“Night,” she said cheerfully.

Celia remained after Elara left.

“You really okay with all this?” Theron asked her.

“With sharing you? With expanding the household?” She considered. “Yes. I am.”

“Why?”

“Because it works. Because I’m happy for the first time in years. Because competing for you is more satisfying than being alone and cold.” She stood, moved closer. “And because I know my place.”

“Your place?”

“Anal. The thing Elara doesn’t do. My unique contribution.” Pride colored her pale cheeks. “I’m not the devoted one. That’s her role. I’m the bold one. The one who pushes boundaries. Who tries things others won’t.”

“You’ve claimed your niche.”

“Exactly.” She leaned down, breath warm against his ear. “And I’m very, very good at it.”

Heat shot through him.

“Subtle,” he managed.

“I don’t do subtle.” She pulled back with a wicked smile. “But not tonight. Tonight I’m tired. Tomorrow, though…”

She left the promise hanging.

Walked away with her hips swaying deliberately. Knowing he was watching.

Goddamn.

Theron sat alone at the table, cock painfully hard, mind spinning.

Two months ago he’d inherited a failing tavern and desperate circumstances.

Now he had two sisters competing for his attention. A mother on the verge of giving in. Plans to bring prostitutes into operations. A household that functioned like a harem in everything but name.

It was insane.

It was working.

And tomorrow would bring new opportunities to expand even further.



Later that night, unable to sleep, Theron found himself thinking about the future.

Rosalind and Sable joining. The storage room proposal. Mirelle, inching closer to a decision she’d already made.

And underneath it all, Vincent plotting. Waiting for weakness.

But they were strong now. Stronger than anyone realized.

A knock at his door broke his thoughts.

“Come in.”

To his surprise, Mirelle entered. Fully dressed. Hair down. Expression conflicted.

“Can’t sleep?” he asked.

“No.” She closed the door behind her. “I’ve been thinking.”

“About?”

“About what Maren said. About what you said.” She twisted her hands. “About what I want versus what I think I should want.”

Theron sat up slowly. “And?”

“I’m not ready yet. To… to cross that line.” Her hazel eyes met his. “But I’m getting closer. Every day I get closer.”

“Take whatever time you need.”

“That’s the thing. I don’t think I need much more time.” She laughed shakily. “I’m thirty-eight years old. Lonely. Watching my daughters be satisfied while I deny myself. How much longer do I keep pretending I’m above this?”

“You’re not above anything—”

“I know. That’s what I’m realizing.” She stepped closer. “When I’m ready. When I finally stop fighting myself. Will you be gentle?”

His breath caught. “Yes.”

“Will you make it good? Make me feel like more than just another conquest?”

“You could never be just another conquest.”

She smiled sadly. “Sweet boy. You know exactly what to say.”

“I mean it.”

“I know you do. That’s part of the problem.” She moved to the door. Paused with her hand on the handle. “Soon, Theron. It’ll be soon. I just need a little more time to make peace with it.”

She left.

Theron lay back down, breath unsteady.

Mirelle was coming around. The final piece of the household puzzle was falling into place.

And when it did…

When all the pieces were aligned…

They’d be unstoppable.



The next morning, Rosalind arrived with Sable.

“Thought I’d stop by,” she said casually, but her jade eyes were calculating. “Talk through next steps. If you’re serious about the storage room proposal.”

They sat around the main table – Theron, both sisters, Rosalind, and Sable. Mirelle hovered in the kitchen doorway, close enough to listen.

“The gloryhole would take some planning,” Rosalind explained. “I’d need to talk to Master Torven about construction. Get measurements. Figure out the layout.”

“How much?” Celia asked, practical as always.

“Seven hundred sovereigns, probably. For proper installation. Partition, client area, worker area.” Rosalind shrugged. “Professional work isn’t cheap. But the return would be significant.”

Seven hundred sovereigns. A fortune. But they had it now.

“Let’s not rush,” Theron said. “Get Torven’s estimate first. We’ll decide once we know exactly what we’re working with.”

Rosalind nodded, satisfied. “I’ll set up a meeting. No commitment – just information.”

Elara squeezed Theron’s arm after they left.

“We’re really considering this.”

“We really are.”

“It’s exciting. Scary. But exciting.”

Celia appeared on his other side. “That’s what strategists do.”

Theron looked between them. Two sisters. Both invested in what came next.

“Thank you,” he said. “For trusting me. For building this with me.”

“Don’t get sentimental,” Celia said. But she was smiling.

“Yeah, save the emotions for after you’ve fucked us properly tonight,” Elara added with a grin.

They dispersed to start the day’s work.

Theron smiled, reviewing the ledger one more time. The numbers told a story of impossible success. Somewhere ahead of them lay expansion, new capabilities, new risks.

And somewhere in that timeline, Mirelle would stop fighting herself.

He closed the ledger and got to work.


Epilogue: Changing Household

Theron woke warm.

Too warm.

He opened his eyes slowly, confusion giving way to realization.

Elara was pressed against his right side. Honey blonde hair spread across his shoulder. Small breasts rising and falling with steady breaths.

And on his left—

Celia.

Dark hair cascading over pale skin. Slim body curved against him. One hand resting possessively on his chest.

Both sisters. Same bed. First time they’d slept together like this.

God almighty.

Memory returned in fragments. Going to Elara’s room after closing. Celia appearing at the door minutes later. The three of them talking. Laughing about the day’s events.

And then Celia stretching out on the bed beside them. “This room is warmer than mine.”

A transparent excuse. No one challenged it.

They’d simply… stayed.

Now morning light filtered through the window. Three bodies tangled in sheets. The first tentative step toward something they’d only joked about before.

Not sex. Not yet.

But intimacy. Trust. Sharing space and warmth.

Theron lay very still, afraid to break the moment.

Elara stirred first. Her eyes opened. Saw Celia on the other side. Blinked.

“Good morning,” she whispered.

Celia’s eyes cracked open. Surveyed the situation. A small smile touched her lips.

“Good morning.”

No panic. No awkwardness.

Just acceptance.

“I should get to the kitchen,” Elara said. But she didn’t move yet. Just nestled closer.

“Mother’s probably already cooking,” Celia murmured. “Five more minutes.”

They lay together in comfortable silence.

Theron’s mind spun.

Sixteen weeks since Marcus’s funeral. Sixteen weeks since inheriting the tavern.

Sixteen weeks that had transformed everything.

He’d been a virgin then. Inexperienced. Terrified of responsibility. Drowning in debt and desperation.

Now he lay between two sisters who belonged to him in ways he still couldn’t fully process.

The tavern was thriving. Revenue exceeding all projections. Reputation transformed from struggling to successful.

Elara—his first sexual experience beyond Rosalind’s teaching—had become devoted. Enthusiastic. Comfortable in her sexuality in ways that still amazed him.

Celia—cold and judgmental months ago—had discovered pleasure through jealousy and desire. Had claimed anal as her own and wore that pride like armor.

Maren was his regular lover. The widow who’d taught him confidence. Who was now navigating her own taboo with Orin.

And Mirelle…

Mirelle was close. He could see it in her eyes – a woman who’d stopped arguing with herself and was just waiting for the right moment.

The household had become something unprecedented. Not just a business. Not just lovers sharing a man.

Something deeper. More complex.

Family, Celia had called it.

Maybe she was right.

“What are you thinking about?” Elara asked, watching him.

“Everything. How different things are now.”

“Better or worse?”

“Better. Definitely better.”

She smiled. Kissed his shoulder. “Good answer.”

Celia shifted. “We should probably get up. People will talk if we all emerge from the same room.”

“People already talk,” Elara pointed out. “The household knows.”

“True. But there’s knowing and there’s seeing.” Celia sat up slowly, sheet falling away. Her pale skin was luminous in morning light. “Better to maintain some discretion.”

She stood. Stretched. Deliberately giving them both a show.

Then grabbed her nightgown and slipped it on.

“See you at breakfast,” she said. And left.

Elara remained a moment longer.

“That was nice,” she said quietly. “Sleeping all together.”

“It was.”

“We should do it again. Maybe… more than just sleeping next time.” Her bright eyes held his. “If you’re interested.”

Heat shot through him. “Very interested.”

She grinned. Kissed him properly. Deep and searching.

Then pulled away with visible effort. “Later. Much later. After I’m done thinking about it obsessively all day.”

She left.

Theron lay in bed alone, pulse quickening.

Both sisters. Same bed. Hinting at more.

The threesome Elara had teased about was becoming real possibility.

He needed a minute to process.

Actually, he needed several minutes.

His cock was painfully hard.

And his mind was already racing ahead to possibilities.



Breakfast was surprisingly normal.

Mirelle cooked. The sisters helped serve. Theron reviewed the day’s tasks.

But underneath the normalcy, everyone was aware.

Aware that the household had shifted again. That new boundaries were being tested. That what they were building together was evolving past anything conventional.

After breakfast, Theron caught Mirelle alone in the kitchen again.

“We need to talk,” she said before he could speak.

“About?”

“About what happens next. For me.” She set down her spoon. “I’ve made a decision.”

His pulse quickened. “What decision?”

“I’m not going to fight myself anymore. Not going to pretend I don’t want what everyone else is getting.” Her hazel eyes met his. “But I need to do it on my terms. When I’m ready. Not rushed. Not coerced.”

“Of course.”

“And I need…” She took a breath. “I need to know it won’t change how you see my daughters. That claiming me won’t diminish them.”

“Nothing could diminish them. They’re incredible. Both of them.”

She smiled slightly. “Sweet boy. Always knowing what to say.”

“It’s the truth.”

“I know.” She turned back to her cooking. “Soon, Theron. When the timing feels right. When I’ve stopped being terrified and started being excited instead.”

“No pressure. No rush.”

“Thank you.”

She returned to work, but her shoulders were lighter. The decision made. The path chosen.

Just a matter of timing now.



That afternoon, Rosalind stopped by with updates.

“Rosalind mentioned she’d talk to Torven about feasibility. See if the storage room layout would even work for what we’re discussing.”

“And you’re sure about this?” Theron asked. “Moving operations here?”

“Completely sure. Better safety. Better money. Better everything.” Her jade eyes were warm. “Plus, Sable likes your household. Likes Elara especially. They’ve been spending time together.”

“I noticed.”

“Good influence, your girl. Sex-positive without being reckless. Sable respects that.”

Theron glanced toward where Elara was chatting with Sable near the bar. The two young women laughing together.

“They’re friends,” he said.

“They are. Which makes this whole arrangement easier.” Rosalind sipped her wine. “Once we know if the space works, we can talk specifics. House rules. Revenue split. All of it.”

“One step at a time.”

“Exactly.” She smiled. “You’ve built something special here, you know. Most taverns are just taverns. Yours is becoming… more.”

“I’m still figuring out what that more is.”

“Aren’t we all.” She stood. “I’ll let you know once I’ve spoken with Torven. Oh, and Theron?”

“Yes?”

“Your father would be proud. Marcus talked about wanting the tavern to thrive. To become something important in the community.” She glanced around. “You’ve exceeded his wildest expectations.”

She left.

Theron stood behind the bar, her words echoing.

Marcus. His father. The man who’d left him this impossible inheritance.

Would he be proud? Or horrified?

Probably both.

But the tavern was thriving. The household was happy. People were safe and satisfied.

That had to count for something.



That night, Theron lay in bed thinking about the future.

Rosalind would be meeting with Torven soon. Mirelle was making peace with what she wanted. And Vincent was still out there, nursing whatever grudge he’d been building.

Plenty to handle. But nothing he couldn’t manage.

A knock at his door.

“Come in.”

Both sisters entered. Together this time. No pretense of separate visits.

Elara in her sheer nightgown. Celia in a silk one that showed her pale skin beautifully.

“We’ve been talking,” Elara said.

“About?”

“About what we want. What we’re ready for.” She glanced at Celia. “And we decided something.”

Theron’s breath caught. “What did you decide?”

Celia spoke. “That we’re tired of taking turns. Tired of pretending we’re not both equally invested. Tired of dancing around what we actually want.”

“Which is?”

“You,” Elara said simply. “Both of us. At the same time. Together.”

Oh.

Oh fuck.

“Tonight?” Theron managed.

“No. Not tonight.” Elara smiled. “We’re not quite ready for that. But soon. Very soon.”

“We wanted you to know,” Celia added. “To think about it. To prepare.”

They approached the bed. Elara sat on one side. Celia on the other.

“For now,” Elara said, “we just want to sleep here again. All three of us. Get comfortable with sharing space.”

“Build anticipation,” Celia said with a wicked smile.

They slid under the covers on either side of him.

Warm bodies pressing close. Familiar scents mixing. Breathing synchronizing.

Theron lay between them, cock achingly hard, mind racing.

All of it – real, solid, unmistakable.

The household he’d built. The harem he’d somehow accumulated. The life that had seemed impossible sixteen weeks ago.

It was all real.

And it was all his.

“Theron?” Elara whispered in the dark.

“Yeah?”

“Are you happy?”

He thought about it. About everything that had changed. Everything they’d built together.

“Yes,” he said honestly. “I’m really, really happy.”

“Good.” She kissed his shoulder. “We are too.”

Celia’s hand found his. Squeezed once.

They drifted toward sleep together. Three bodies tangled.

Tomorrow would bring new plans and new challenges.

But tonight, Theron lay between two sisters who wanted him, a mother who’d stopped fighting what she needed, and a household that was his.

Not bad for sixteen weeks.

Morning light was already creeping under the door when Elara stirred against him.

“Ready to face the day?” she murmured.

Theron looked at the two women curled against him. Thought about everything waiting downstairs—the tavern, the plans, the life he was building.

“Ready for everything.”



END OF BOOK 2
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Chapter 1: New Morning

Theron woke to warmth on both sides.

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

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

Two gorgeous sisters. One bed. His bed.

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

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

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

“Morning,” she murmured against his collarbone.

“Morning.”

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

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

Theron waited.

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

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

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

“The drafts in my room are atrocious.”

“It’s summer.”

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

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

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

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

The door closed behind her.

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

“Noted.”

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

“It’s been an eventful thirty seconds.”

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

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

The door clicked shut. Theron stared at the ceiling.

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

Yeah. His father would be rolling in his canal.



Breakfast was its own particular form of torture.

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

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

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

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

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

“Smells great.”

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

Mirelle’s grip on the counter tightened.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Celia snorted into her tea.

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

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

“I’ll head over after breakfast.”

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

“I’m sponsoring again.”

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

“Five barrels. Full sponsorship.”

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Speaking of which — supply run.

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

“Theron.”

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

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

“I won’t forget the flour.”

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

“Mirelle.”

“Yes?”

“You’re standing on my foot.”

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Friday was two days away.

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

He could wait two days. Probably.

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

He failed. Spectacularly.


Chapter 2: Turn-Taking

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

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

They were both already there.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



Elara’s specialty was devotion.

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

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

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

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

She began to move. Not slowly — Elara had graduated from tentative months ago. She rode with confident rhythm, rolling her hips in a grinding motion that pressed her clit against his pelvis with each stroke. Her small breasts bounced with the motion, perky and firm, nipples hard pink points that caught the candlelight.

“You feel so good.” She leaned forward, bracing her hands on his chest, changing the angle. The grinding intensified. “I was thinking about this all night. Every customer who touched me, I imagined you instead. Their hands were on my thighs but I was pretending they were yours.”

“Were you.”

“Always.” She rose higher, then dropped hard. Both of them groaned. “Their ten sovereigns buy my body for a few minutes. You get my body forever. That’s the difference.”

The breeding talk started the way it always did — subtle at first, then consuming.

“I want you deep tonight,” she breathed, riding faster. Her pussy made wet sounds around his cock with each stroke, evidence of how desperately aroused she’d been. “Deep as you can. I want to feel you in my womb.”

“Elara—”

“Fill me up.” She grabbed his hands from her hips and placed them on her small breasts. Squeezed his fingers around them. “Put a baby in me. I want it dripping out of me tomorrow when I’m serving drinks. I want to walk around your tavern with your cum inside me.”

He pinched her nipples. She gasped, arching, slamming down harder. The bed protested beneath them, headboard tapping the wall with rhythmic intent.

“Everyone would know,” she panted. “Mirelle would know. The customers would know. I’d be carrying your child and serving ale and everyone would see my belly growing and know exactly who did it.”

The image she painted — Elara, her slim body swelling with his child, still working the floor in one of Lysa’s revealing dresses, pregnant and glowing and his — sent a bolt of heat straight through him.

He gripped her hips and thrust upward with force. She cried out, back arching, small tits bouncing. Didn’t muffle the sound. Hadn’t muffled it in weeks. Let it ring through the thin walls because that was part of it for her. Territory marking. Everyone in the house knew exactly who was making Elara scream.

“Close,” she whimpered, grinding frantically. “Close, close — don’t stop — right there—”

Her orgasm hit with the force of something held back all day. Her walls locked around him, squeezing tight in pulsing waves that dragged him deeper with each contraction. She screamed his name — not theatrically but genuinely, helplessly, a sound ripped from her chest by pleasure too intense to contain. Her small body shook against him, thighs trembling, fingers digging into his chest hard enough to leave marks.

“Inside me,” she gasped between convulsions. “Now. Give it to me. All of it.”

He drove deep. Buried himself to the hilt. His cock pulsed and he came with a groan that vibrated through both of them, flooding her unprotected pussy with thick ropes of seed. Each spurt drew a whimper from her — she could feel it, she always said, the heat and pressure and volume of him filling her womb.

“So much,” she whispered, grinding down to milk the last drops. “Every time. So much cum.” Her eyes met his with that luminous devotion that was simultaneously sweet and feral. “Maybe tonight’s the night. Maybe right now, inside me, you’re making our baby.”

She collapsed against his chest, breathing hard, his cock still buried inside her. Lay there for a long moment, savoring the intimacy, the connection, the sticky warmth of his release trapped inside her by their bodies pressed together.

Then she kissed his jaw, his neck, his collarbone. Rolled off him with a satisfied sigh and curled onto her side of the bed, pulling the blanket to her waist. His cum immediately began seeping from her, a white trail down her inner thigh that she made no effort to clean.

“Your turn,” she said to the other side of the bed.



Celia had been waiting through all of it.

Not watching — she kept her eyes fixed on the ceiling, a point of principle she maintained even now. But her body betrayed everything her pride wouldn’t say. Her pale cheeks were flushed dark pink. Her breathing was shallow and quick. One hand rested on her thigh, fingers curled tight, knuckles white. The front of her sleeping shift was damp where her arousal had soaked through.

She didn’t respond to Elara’s prompt immediately. Let the silence stretch two heartbeats, three, maintaining the fiction that she was above this. That sharing a bed with her sister and their mutual lover was merely a practical arrangement she tolerated.

Then she moved.

She sat up. Pulled the sleeping shift over her head in one motion, revealing her slim body — pale porcelain skin almost luminous in the candlelight, small firm breasts with large dark nipples already stiff and swollen, the elegant lines of her waist and hips. Taller than Elara, willowy where her sister was compact, with a beauty that cut rather than warmed.

She positioned herself without ceremony. Face down on the mattress, dark hair pooling around her, pale ass raised. The globes of her tight backside glowed almost white in the dim room, the shadowed cleft between them an invitation she’d never voice aloud.

“You know what I want,” she said into the pillow. Not a question. A command disguised as resignation.

Theron’s cock was recovering already — one of the advantages of being nineteen with multiple women in his bed. He knelt behind her, hands settling on her hips. Her skin was cool to the touch, as always. Celia ran cold until he warmed her up.

She’d prepared thoroughly. He could see the faint sheen of oil around her tight rear entrance, the evidence of fingers that had stretched and readied herself hours ago. She’d known this was coming. Had been planning for it since that morning.

He pressed his thumb against her opening, testing. She pushed back immediately, a soft hiss escaping through clenched teeth. Tight. Always tight, despite regular use. Her body fought the intrusion even as she craved it.

“Just do it,” she said. The command in her voice undermined by the tremor. “I don’t need preparation. I already—”

He pushed inside. Slow but steady, his cock breaching her oiled entrance, feeling the incredible pressure of her ass clenching around him. She made a sound — not pain, not pleasure, something between that was uniquely Celia. Her fingers twisted in the sheets. Her spine curved, pale back arching.

“Yes,” she breathed. “There. Deeper.”

He sank fully into her with a groan. Tighter than her sister. Different pressure, different heat, the forbidden intensity of anal that made everything sharper. Celia’s specialty — the one thing she had that Elara didn’t want, the territory she’d staked as her own.

He began to move. Slow at first, reading her body’s signals — the way her hips tilted to meet his thrusts, the catch of her breath when he hit the right angle, the subtle widening of her stance. Then faster, harder, as her body opened to him and demanded more.

“Harder.” Her voice was raw. “I know you gave her everything. Now give me the same.”

He grabbed a fistful of her dark hair. Pulled her head back from the pillow. She gasped — the sound sharp and shocked and undeniably aroused. In this position, her body on full display, the arch of her pale back, the swell of her tight ass impaled on his cock, she was obscene in the most beautiful way.

She glanced sideways. Elara was watching now, curled on her side of the bed, blue eyes wide, her own hand resting casually between her thighs. Celia’s eyes met her sister’s.

“Watch,” Celia hissed. Not cruel. Something else. “Watch what I can take that you don’t want.”

“I’m watching,” Elara murmured, and her fingers moved.

Theron drove into Celia’s ass with increasing force, his balls slapping against her pussy with each thrust. The sounds were obscene — wet, rhythmic, accompanied by Celia’s increasingly desperate breathing. Her pale skin flushed from her ears down her neck and across her chest.

It built differently in Celia than in Elara. Where Elara’s orgasms crested like waves, Celia’s came like earthquakes — sudden, violent, tectonic. She tried to hold it back, always did, as if coming easily would somehow diminish her. But her body overruled her pride.

“Fuck,” she choked. Her entire body went rigid. Her ass clenched around his cock in rhythmic, crushing spasms that were almost too tight to thrust through. She screamed into the pillow — a raw, shattered sound nothing like her cool controlled voice. Her pale skin erupted in crimson from chest to hairline.

She came from anal alone. No clit stimulation. No vaginal contact. Just his cock buried in her ass and the overwhelming intensity of being filled in her forbidden place. Her specialty. Her proof that she was different, unique, irreplaceable.

Her orgasm milked him over the edge. He buried himself deep in her clenching ass and came with a groan, flooding her with his second load of the night. She whimpered at the warmth, pushing back greedily, her internal muscles working his shaft with involuntary rhythm.

“Don’t pull out yet,” she whispered. “I want to feel it.”

He stayed inside her, feeling his cock pulse the last spurts into her tight heat. Her body trembled beneath him, aftershocks rippling through her muscles. When he finally withdrew, his cum began to seep from her slowly, white against the porcelain of her skin.

She rolled onto her side, facing away from both of them. But her hand reached back and found his thigh. Squeezed once.

“Better than her?” she asked. The ritual question. Asked every time. The validation she needed like oxygen.

“Different,” he said. The ritual answer. True every time.

She was quiet for a moment. Then: “Different is enough.” She paused. “For now.”

Progress. Three weeks ago, that answer would have earned him cold silence for an hour. The competition was settling into something more sustainable — not rivals but parallel tracks, each running toward the same destination by different routes.



Afterward, the three of them lay in the dark. Elara asleep almost immediately — she slept like a cat, deeply and without apology. Celia stared at the ceiling, processing satisfaction with the intensity she brought to everything. Theron between them, spent twice, his body pleasantly heavy.

Through the wall: Mirelle’s bed creaking.

The sound was quiet but unmistakable. The rhythmic shifting of a mattress under a body moving against itself. A breath caught and held. The wet whisper of fingers working beneath blankets.

She’d heard everything. The headboard. Elara’s screams. Celia’s shattered moans. The primal sounds of her daughters getting fucked in the room next door by the man who’d taken them both. And now, alone in her widow’s bed, she was responding the only way she could.

Theron listened. His cock twitched with interest despite double exhaustion.

The creaking quickened. Mirelle’s breathing carried through the thin wall — ragged, desperate. Not the easy satisfaction of a woman who gets what she needs. The frustrated urgency of one who never does. Her fingers weren’t enough. Hadn’t been enough for eight years. Wouldn’t be enough tonight.

A soft moan. Bitten off. Then the creaking stopped.

Silence from the other side of the wall.

Celia, voice flat in the darkness: “She heard.”

“Yeah.”

“She always hears.” Celia turned onto her stomach, resting her chin on folded arms. “How much longer are you going to make her wait?”

“Friday.”

Celia made a sound that might have been approval. “Good. The woman deserves a proper orgasm. Three fingers through a wall doesn’t count.”

From the other side of him, Elara murmured in her sleep, something that might have been his name.

Theron lay between two satisfied sisters and listened to the silence from the room next door — the silence of a woman who’d just come alone, again, and found it painfully insufficient.

He’d better order the extra wine barrels.


Chapter 3: The Business Proposition

The afternoon sun slanted through the Prancing Stag’s front windows, catching dust motes and making the freshly carved sign outside glow. The lunch crowd had thinned to a pair of off-duty guards nursing ales and a D-rank adventurer with a bandaged hand, picking at bread with his good fingers. Quiet hours. The calm before evening rush.

Theron was behind the bar, reviewing Torven’s invoice for the storage room conversion he’d mentioned weeks ago, when the front door opened and professional confidence walked in.

Rosalind Vale entered the Prancing Stag like she owned the place. Or like she was about to.

She wore what she probably considered conservative — a forest-green blouse with a neckline that plunged to approximately her navel, displaying the full, heavy swell of her 38DD breasts in a canyon of cleavage deep enough to lose a hand in. Her skirt was practical, hemmed just above the knee, sensible boots beneath. Her honey-blonde hair hung in tousled waves around her shoulders, perpetually bedroom-ready. She had the kind of body that made furniture look uncomfortable by comparison — plump, soft, radiating a warmth that promised if you touched her anywhere, she’d feel exactly as good as you imagined.

Her jade-green eyes found Theron and crinkled with knowing amusement. She’d been looking at him like that since the first day they met — the look of a woman who’d seen everything twice and still found it entertaining.

Behind her, half-hidden by Rosalind’s substantial frame, Sable hovered with the nervous energy of a starling just learning to be brave.

Theron’s gaze caught on Rosalind’s apprentice and held. He’d seen Sable before, of course. At the harbor. At social visits. But here in the tavern’s warm lantern light, the details sharpened.

Sable was eighteen and looked it — a slim frame that was still filling out, her light caramel-brown skin glowing like warm honey in the afternoon light. Mixed-race beauty that stood out among Amoria’s paler residents. Wild dark curls that refused to stay tamed in their twin braids, coppery strands escaping to frame her face. Her amber-brown eyes were bright with a mix of eagerness and anxiety. And beneath her simple linen dress — modest by intent but failing in execution — surprisingly full C-cup breasts strained the fabric, high and firm on her slender frame. The kind of figure that made you look twice because the proportions seemed impossible on someone that slim.

She caught him looking. Her caramel cheeks darkened. She didn’t look away.

“Morning, boss.” Rosalind slid onto a barstool with the ease of someone who’d perfected sitting provocatively in every conceivable context. Her breasts settled on the bar like they were claiming territory. “Or is it afternoon? I lose track. Time moves differently when you’re on your knees.”

“It’s afternoon. And I’m not your boss yet.”

“Yet.” She grinned. Pulled a folded paper from somewhere in her cleavage — where else — and smoothed it on the bar. “Which is why we’re here. Sable, sit down. Don’t hover.”

Sable perched on the stool beside her mentor, spine straight, hands folded. The contrast between them was striking — Rosalind’s confident sprawl versus Sable’s contained tension. But both of them radiated the same thing: anticipation.

“I’ll be direct,” Rosalind said, though being direct was her only setting. “We want to move in. Formally. No more harbor work, no more street appointments, no more freezing our tits off by the docks waiting for sailors who smell like they’ve been marinating in bilge water.”

“The terms we discussed.”

“Seven and three.” She tapped the paper. “I keep seven sovereigns per client. You take three for room, security, and the privilege of having two warm, willing, extremely talented women under your roof.”

Theron studied the paper. Simple terms, clearly written. Rosalind might present as nothing but tits and blowjobs, but the woman had a head for numbers that would impress a merchant. She kept a small notebook tucked between her breasts for business calculations — he’d seen it during their early meetings.

“Benefits to you,” she continued, counting on her fingers. “Steady income. Three sovereigns per client, minimum four clients daily between us, that’s twelve sovereigns a day before we even try. Probably more. Your tavern already draws the right crowd — adventurers with coin and needs. We’d have a captive audience.”

“Benefits to us,” Sable added, her voice soft but steady. “Safer than the harbor. Regular space. Better clients.” She paused, amber eyes meeting his. “I want this. The harbor is cold and the sailors smell like fish and desperation.”

Rosalind beamed at her apprentice with unmistakable pride. “She’s been working on that line.”

“It’s true though,” Sable said, and the slight smile that crossed her face had a warmth that didn’t match the topic but suited her perfectly.

“Logistics,” Theron said, shifting into the business mode that felt increasingly natural. “The back storage room. Torven can convert it — partition, two beds, washbasin, curtain for privacy. Separate client entrance from the side alley so your business doesn’t walk through the main hall.”

Rosalind nodded. “I’ve measured the space. It works. We’ll need—”

“Fifty sovereigns for the basic conversion. I already have Torven’s quote.”

Her eyebrows rose. “You’ve been planning this.”

“I’ve been considering it since you proposed the idea. The numbers work.”

“The numbers always work when the product is pussy.” She said it with the casual professionalism of a woman discussing grain prices. “Speaking of future investments — once the room is established and we’re drawing steady clients, there’s an upgrade that would triple our volume.”

“The gloryhole.”

“The gloryhole.” Her eyes gleamed. “But that’s a conversation for later. One step at a time. First we move in, establish the client base, prove the revenue. Then we talk infrastructure.”

Theron glanced at Sable. “You’re comfortable with this arrangement?”

Sable held his gaze with more steadiness than he expected. “Rosalind has been training me since I was old enough to choose this work. I chose it. I’m not a victim who needs rescuing.” She paused, then added more quietly: “And I’m good at it. Getting better every week.”

Rosalind touched Sable’s shoulder — a gesture both possessive and protective, the hand of a woman who’d raised this girl from childhood and now watched her become a professional in the same trade. “She’s ready. I’ve trained her well.”

The dynamic between them crackled with something Theron couldn’t quite name. Not maternal, exactly. Not romantic. Something in between — the fierce intimacy of two people bound by shared experience and mutual transformation. Rosalind had raised Sable after her mother died. Taught her the trade. Watched her grow from a shy orphan into a young woman who could take a stranger’s cock and earn coin for the privilege.

It was taboo without being forbidden. Electric without being explicit. And it sent heat through Theron’s body in a way that said his body understood the dynamic even if his mind was still catching up.

“One week,” he said. “Torven starts tomorrow. The room will be ready in five days. You can move in on the sixth.”

Rosalind’s grin was wide and wet — aroused, he realized. Not by him specifically but by the prospect of what she was about to build. A proper workspace. A home for her craft. She reached across the bar and squeezed his hand with surprising warmth.

“Your father would never have made this deal,” she said. “He’d have wanted to. Talked about it once or twice after I’d sucked him off in the harbor — before the impotence took him. But he never had the balls. You do.”

“Charming tribute.”

“I mean it.” Her eyes softened briefly. “You’re building something, Theron. Something real. And Sable and I want to be part of it.”

She slid off the stool, breasts shifting heavily with the movement. Sable followed, smoother, lighter. At the door, Rosalind turned back.

“One more thing. The back room clients should know the house rules. I handle negotiations, Sable learns from observation, all payments upfront, no rough stuff unless agreed. And you—” She pointed at him with a finger that had been wrapped around more cocks than the average sword-grip. “You get free use. Owner’s privilege. Any time, either of us, no coin required.”

Theron blinked. “That’s generous.”

“It’s smart. A happy landlord doesn’t raise rent.” She winked. “See you in six days, boss.”

The door closed behind them. Theron stared at the paper on the bar. Simple terms. Clean numbers. A business arrangement that would have scandalized every respectable merchant in Amoria.

Good thing he’d stopped being respectable months ago.



Mirelle had been listening from the kitchen doorway.

He knew because when he turned around, she was standing there with a dish towel twisted in her hands and an expression that said she’d heard every word and was processing at high speed.

“Professional prostitutes,” she said flatly. “Living under our roof.”

“Living in the back storage room. With their own entrance. Separate from the household.”

“Under the same roof where my daughters sleep.”

“Your daughters who earn twenty sovereigns a night letting strangers grope them for tips.” He kept his voice even. Not challenging. Just honest. “This is a natural extension of what we’re already doing.”

Mirelle’s hands twisted the towel harder. Her massive breasts rose and fell with a deep breath that strained her neckline. She was angry. Or scared. Or aroused. With Mirelle lately, all three looked the same.

“I’m not objecting,” she said, which surprised him. “I’m… adjusting. Again.” She met his eyes. “We keep adjusting, don’t we. Every week the line moves. First it was tips. Then groping. Then…” She gestured vaguely toward the upstairs. Toward the rooms where her daughters slept with the tavern owner.

“Then this,” he finished.

“Then this.” She was quiet for a long moment. The afternoon light caught the silver threads in her chestnut-brown hair and the worry lines at the corners of her hazel eyes. At thirty-eight, life had taught her that comfort was temporary and adaptation was survival. “Is it wrong that I’ve stopped being shocked?”

“Depends on who you ask.”

“I’m asking you.”

He stepped closer. The narrow kitchen doorway forced proximity — her body heat reaching him, the swell of her breasts filling his peripheral vision, the scent of flour and soap and something warmer beneath. She didn’t step back. Hadn’t been stepping back lately.

“I think shock is a luxury for people who don’t need to survive,” he said. “We’re past surviving. We’re creating something. Something that works.”

“Something that includes prostitutes in the storage room and your cock in every bedroom upstairs.”

“Does that bother you?”

Her eyes dropped to his mouth. Held there for a dangerous second. Then she turned away, retreating to the safety of the kitchen and the familiar authority of her stove.

“Ask me on Friday,” she said over her shoulder. “After I’ve had some wine.”

Theron watched her go. The sway of her wide hips, the curve of her enormous ass beneath the wine-red dress, the way her whole body moved with suppressed energy that had nowhere to go. Yet.

Two more days. The wine was already ordered. The dance was already planned. And Mirelle had just told him, in the clearest terms her pride would allow, that she was ready for the line to move again.

This time, it was going to move all the way.



That evening, as the tavern filled with the usual crowd of adventurers and regulars, Theron watched his household operate with the satisfaction of a man surveying an empire.

Elara worked the floor in her fitted blue dress, chatting with customers, earning tips with her natural warmth. A scarred warrior flagged her over, patted his lap. She sat without hesitation, his arm circling her waist, her small body settling against his broad chest while he drank and talked and paid ten sovereigns for the privilege of her proximity.

Celia managed the far tables with cold efficiency. A young ranger tried to flirt with her. She shut him down with a look that could freeze ale in the mug. But when he offered fifteen sovereigns to touch her hand while she served, she paused. Considered. Placed her pale hand on the table, palm up, and let him trace her fingers for exactly the duration of his drink. Her grey-blue eyes met Theron’s across the room. The message was clear: I’m earning. Competitive. Don’t forget.

Mirelle served from the kitchen — bringing plates, refilling mugs, her massive body navigating the crowded room with practiced grace. Every man she passed turned to watch her go. The wine-red dress barely contained her, and she knew it, and for the first time she wasn’t fighting it. When a regular’s eyes lingered on her cleavage, she leaned closer to serve his plate rather than farther away.

Ninety-one sovereigns by the time they locked the doors. Their best night yet.

In six days, Rosalind and Sable would add their revenue stream to that number. In a few weeks after that, if Rosalind’s pitch about the gloryhole proved as profitable as she promised, the Prancing Stag would be the most lucrative establishment on Provision Lane.

Theron sat in the empty main hall after everyone had gone to bed, reviewing the ledger by candlelight.

The numbers his father had left behind — those bitter, defeated numbers scrawled in a dead man’s handwriting — had been systematically overwritten by Theron’s own figures. Rising revenue. Growing margins. Expanding services.

He closed the ledger and listened to the sounds of his household settling for the night. Elara humming behind her door. Celia’s silence, which was its own form of communication. And somewhere in the building, the future taking shape – Rosalind’s storage room conversion, the revenue projections, the growing certainty that the Prancing Stag was becoming something entirely new – a business that Marcus’s ledger had never accounted for.


Chapter 4: Maren’s Advocacy

The morning sun hadn’t fully cleared the rooftops when Theron left the Prancing Stag for his supply run. The streets of Provision Lane were quiet this early — a few merchants unlocking their shops, a pair of sleepy-eyed city guards on the last stretch of night patrol, a D-rank adventurer stumbling home from wherever he’d spent the night. The air smelled of canal water and baking bread.

He took his usual route to Maren’s grocery, cutting through the narrow lane behind the Church of Valdros. Father Aldric’s windows were dark. The hypocrite priest was probably asleep with his hand still sticky from his dreams about Rosalind. Sundays were for piety. Every other day was for pretending.

Thornley’s Provisions came into view at the corner — the faded sign, the barrels stacked outside, the smell of root vegetables and dried herbs that Theron associated with Maren’s voice and Maren’s body and Maren’s bedroom. Heat gathered low in his stomach. Pavlovian response. He visited this shop three times a week for supplies and at least once a week for the kind of supply that didn’t come with an invoice.

He reached for the door and stopped.

Voices from the back room. The door to Maren’s private space behind the shop was ajar — the room with the small stove and kettle where she served tea during business conversations. Where she served other things during non-business conversations.

Two voices. Maren’s warm alto and another, softer, more familiar.

Mirelle.

Theron’s hand hovered over the door handle. He should announce himself. Should knock. Should walk in and interrupt whatever conversation two widows were having over morning tea in a back room that smelled of ginger and loneliness.

He didn’t knock. His body made the decision before his conscience could intervene. He pressed against the wall beside the ajar door and listened.

“—when Orin touches me,” Maren was saying, her voice carrying the soft warmth it got when she talked about her godson, “I feel alive again. Truly alive. Not the way I felt when Dane was here — that was different, familiar, comfortable. This is new. Electric. The first time he was inside me, I thought I was going to shake apart.”

A long pause. The sound of tea being set down on a wooden surface.

“I haven’t been touched by a man in eight years.” Mirelle’s voice was barely audible. Theron pressed closer to the wall, straining to hear. “Eight years, Maren. Since before my husband died. Since before I worked for his father. Since before everything.”

“I know.”

“I’ve forgotten what it feels like. Almost. But not quite.” Another pause, longer, heavier. “The sounds through the walls won’t let me forget entirely.”

“Both daughters.”

“Both daughters.” The words came out raw, stripped of the pragmatic composure Mirelle usually wore like armor. “He’s having sex with both of my daughters, in the room next to mine, every single night. And I lie there listening and I…”

“You touch yourself.”

Silence. Then: “Yes.”

“And you think about him.”

“Yes.”

“And you hate yourself for it.”

“Yes.” A sound like a sob caught and swallowed. “Yes, I do.”

Maren’s voice shifted. No longer gentle. Direct. The voice of a woman who’d spent her life cutting through other people’s bullshit because she’d already burned through her own.

“Mirelle. Listen to me. Theron has both your daughters. You’ve heard them. You’ve watched them glow at breakfast like women who get properly fucked. You’re jealous of your own children. That’s not shame — that’s your body screaming.”

“It’s not right—”

“By whose standard? The priest who pays Rosalind to suck him off every Sunday? The merchant’s wife who fucks half the trade district? The goddess Venara who has a statue showing her riding Valdros with her tits out?” Maren’s voice softened but didn’t lose its edge. “We’re widows, Mirelle. Both of us. We have needs that fingers and vegetables can’t satisfy. I learned that. You need to learn it too.”

Theron shifted against the wall, his body responding with brutal urgency. The image of Mirelle — those heavy breasts, those wide hips, those hungry hazel eyes — lying in bed every night, listening to her daughters get fucked, touching herself with desperate inadequacy. Eight years of want compressed into stolen moments behind a thin wall.

“You make it sound simple,” Mirelle whispered.

“It IS simple. The complications are in your head, not your body. Your body knows exactly what it wants.”

“He’s nineteen.”

“He’s vigorous. Enthusiastic. And from what your daughters’ satisfied screams suggest, he’s quite good at it.” A beat. “I should know. I’ve been fucking him for months.”

Mirelle made a strangled sound. “I know. I’ve known.”

“Then you know he’s capable. More than capable. The boy has stamina that would have impressed Dane, and Dane once fucked me, my sister, and our neighbor Hilda in the same evening.”

“Maren—”

“I told you before — guilt doesn’t keep you warm at night. Satisfaction does.” The phrase landed with the weight of lived experience. “I spent years pretending I didn’t need what I needed. Then Theron showed up, and Orin’s fantasies came to light, and suddenly I had permission to stop pretending. You need that permission too.”

“From whom? Who gives me permission to fuck my employer? My daughters’ lover? The son of the man who—”

“From yourself, you stubborn woman.” Maren’s voice cracked with something between exasperation and love. “From your own body that’s been begging you for eight years. Stop waiting for someone else to tell you it’s acceptable. It’s not acceptable. None of this is acceptable by the standards of people who’ve never been desperate and lonely and wet at three in the morning. But those people’s opinions don’t warm your bed at night.”

A long, long silence. Theron held his breath.

“I’m afraid,” Mirelle said, barely whispering. “I’m afraid of how much I want it.”

“That’s not fear. That’s anticipation.” Maren paused, and when she spoke again her voice was gentle. “The Friday dance. He’s sponsoring wine. Drink until you stop thinking. Then tell him what you’ve been telling yourself through that wall every night.”

“And if he doesn’t want—”

“Mirelle.” Maren’s tone suggested she’d never heard anything more ridiculous. “The boy stares at your tits like he’s trying to memorize them. He gets hard when you bend over the stove. I’ve seen the way he looks at you — like a starving man studying a feast and wondering if it’s real.” A chair scraped. “Stop being afraid of what you want. Be afraid of what happens if you never take it. Sixty more years of fingers and frustration and your daughters’ satisfied smiles across the breakfast table.”

The conversation shifted to other things — supply orders, neighborhood gossip, Brynn’s pregnancy progressing. Theron’s heart was hammering so loud he was surprised they couldn’t hear it through the wall.

He pulled away from the door, retreating silently to the shop front. Stood there for ten full seconds, willing his erection to subside enough for polite company. It didn’t cooperate. He adjusted himself as best he could and pushed through the front door with deliberate noise.

“Maren? Supply order.”

Footsteps from the back room. Maren appeared first, her copper-red hair catching the light, her emerald-green eyes finding his with that predatory awareness she always carried. She knew things. Saw things. Probably smelled the arousal on him.

“Theron.” Her smile was warm and layered. “Right on time.”

Mirelle emerged behind her, and the sight hit Theron like a physical blow.

She’d been crying. Her hazel eyes were red-rimmed, her porcelain skin blotchy across the cheeks. But beneath the evidence of emotion was something else — a raw vulnerability that stripped away the competent household manager and revealed the woman underneath. The woman who wanted. Who needed. Who was tired of pretending otherwise.

Their eyes met.

The air between them changed temperature. She flushed from her neck to her hairline, a spreading crimson that made her look ten years younger and infinitely more alive. He held her gaze — one second, two, three, four — longer than they’d ever sustained before.

She didn’t look away. Her pupils were dilated. Her massive breasts rose with a deep, shaking breath that tested the structural integrity of her wine-red dress.

Then she dropped her eyes. Tucked a strand of silver-threaded chestnut hair behind her ear. “I should get back to the tavern. Breakfast dishes won’t clean themselves.”

She gathered her things and left the shop with the careful composure of a woman holding herself together through pure will. The bell above the door chimed her departure.

Maren watched her go, then turned to Theron with an expression that said she knew exactly what he’d been doing pressed against the wall outside her back room.

“You heard.”

It wasn’t a question.

“I heard.”

She leaned against the counter, crossing her arms beneath her enormous breasts — a gesture that pushed them up and together in a way that would have been distracting if the conversation weren’t more important. “Then you know she’s ready.”

“I know she’s scared.”

“Same thing, at this point. The fear IS the readiness. She’s not afraid of you — she’s afraid of how fast she’ll come apart when she stops fighting.” Maren’s green eyes held his with the direct honesty that was her signature. “The Friday dance. Sponsor the wine. Ask her to dance. And when she presses against you — because she will — take her home and give that woman what she’s been begging for through the walls.”

“You’ve thought about this.”

“I’ve thought about nothing else for two weeks. She’s my best friend. We were girls together — wild, curious, hungry. Life turned us into responsible women who suppressed everything that made us alive. I found my way back. She needs help finding hers.”

Maren stepped closer. Her body heat reached him — the scent of soap and spice and the warmth of a woman who’d been fucked well and often. She placed her hand on his chest, over his heart, the same way she’d done the first time she’d propositioned him.

“Don’t be gentle,” she said. “Not the first time. She doesn’t need gentle. She needs overwhelmed. She needs to come so hard she can’t think about guilt or propriety or what her daughters will say at breakfast. Give her that. The guilt-processing comes after. The pleasure comes first.”

“Sounds like a battle plan.”

“It is.” She smiled — warm, predatory, the redheaded MILF who’d taught him that widows had needs and the shame of meeting those needs was more destructive than any scandal. “I’ve been planning this campaign since long before you arrived in my shop, Theron Ashwick. I just needed the right weapon.”

She glanced downward at his still-visible erection with a knowing grin.

“Looks like the weapon is ready.”



The walk back to the tavern felt longer than usual. Every step was haunted by Mirelle’s voice through that door — I’m afraid of how much I want it.

Eight years. Eight years since she’d felt a man’s touch. Eight years of sleeping alone in a narrow bed, listening to life happening around her while her body slowly consumed itself with unmet need. First with her husband’s death. Then with working for a man whose impotence made him cruel and distant. Then with Marcus’s death and a new employer who was young and handsome and looked at her curves like he was mapping them.

And through all of it — through the economic desperation and the tip system and her daughters losing their virginity and the thin walls that hid nothing — through all of it, she’d touched herself and imagined and denied and suffered.

Friday.

Two days away. Wine and music and the courage that comes from a bottle. Then the last barrier falls. The last woman in his household stops pretending she doesn’t want what everyone else already has.

Theron thought about Mirelle’s breasts heaving with that deep breath. About her flushed skin and dilated pupils. About the way she’d held his gaze for four seconds — an eternity for a woman who usually couldn’t manage two.

He also thought about the sound through the wall at night. Those desperate, insufficient fingers. That bitten-off moan that said she’d come but it wasn’t enough. Was never enough.

He was going to give her enough.

He was going to give her more than enough.

His cock agreed emphatically.

Friday couldn’t come fast enough.


Chapter 5: Normalized Taboo

Friday evening’s wine-sponsoring was still a day away, but Theron’s weekly visit to Maren’s house had been shifted forward a night. Usually Fridays, but the dance tomorrow meant rearranging the schedule. Thursday this week. The children knew to expect him — the younger ones waved hello and retreated to their rooms, Brynn and Kael retreated to their own bedroom with the knowing smirk of a couple who understood the economy of closed doors, and Orin made himself scarce until called.

That last part was relatively new.

Theron knocked at the back entrance Maren kept unlocked for him. The house smelled of stew and soap and the warmth of a home full of children who’d been fed and settled. He followed the familiar hallway toward Maren’s bedroom, passing the shut doors of the younger children’s rooms, hearing the muffled sounds of Brynn and Kael’s own evening entertainment through their door.

Maren was waiting. She always was now.

The bedroom door was open, candlelight spilling into the hallway. She sat on the edge of the massive bed — the bed where Dane had fucked her and two other women simultaneously during their wildest nights — wearing a simple shift that did nothing to contain her. Her vibrant copper-red hair was loose, cascading over her shoulders in thick waves that caught the candlelight like living flame. Freckles dusted her chest and the exposed tops of her enormous breasts, constellations that he’d mapped with his tongue on previous visits. Her emerald-green eyes found him with that predatory hunger she’d long stopped pretending she didn’t feel.

“Close the door,” she said. Her voice had already dropped to the husky register it reached when she was aroused, which meant she’d been thinking about this since morning.

He closed the door. Locked it — the children knew what locks meant.

“Miss me?” he asked.

“I’ve been wet since lunch.” She said it without shame, without coy deflection, with the direct honesty of a woman who’d spent years with Dane and decades without, and had lost all patience for pretending her pussy wasn’t running the show. “When you came for supplies this morning and looked at me with that face — the one that says you know what I sound like when I come — I had to change my smallclothes. Assuming I was wearing any.”

“Were you?”

She stood. The shift slid to the floor with a whisper. Beneath it: nothing. Just Maren. All of her.

His mouth went dry, the way it always did. Her body was a monument to mature feminine abundance — enormous 38DD breasts that defied their weight, heavy and full and natural, nipples large and already hardening. A slim waist that made her curves more dramatic, leading to wide fertile hips that had birthed five children and bore the proof with stretch marks she wore like medals. Her stomach was soft, rounded slightly, the body of a woman who’d carried life inside her and come out the other side looking like a painting of Ardena in the Temple. Between her thick, powerful thighs, the red curls of her pussy glistened in the candlelight. She was, as advertised, soaking.

“No smallclothes,” she confirmed. “Not since noon. I’ve been walking around the shop bare under my dress, serving customers, thinking about your cock and getting wetter with every transaction.”

“You’re turning into Mirelle.”

“Mirelle hasn’t started yet. When she does, she’ll make me look conservative.” Maren reached for his belt. “But we’re not talking about Mirelle right now. We’re talking about the fact that I need you inside me in the next thirty seconds or I’m going to finish myself off with a turnip and that’s undignified for both of us.”

She yanked his belt free with the efficiency of extensive practice.



The first round was just them. The way it always started.

Maren didn’t waste time on extended foreplay. Didn’t need to. She’d been stoking her own fire all day, and the tinder was long past ready. She pulled him onto the bed, flat on his back, and swung one thick thigh over his hips. Straddled him with the commanding confidence of a woman who’d ridden Dane and his friends through a decade of legendary promiscuity and knew exactly how to take what she wanted.

“Hold still,” she ordered, and sank onto his cock in one aggressive downstroke that buried him to the hilt in a single wet stroke.

They both groaned. Her pussy was drenched — hot, slick, closing around him like a silk fist. Tight despite the five children — years of celibacy had tightened her back up until she gripped him like a woman half her age. The wet heat of her engulfed him completely, her pussy squeezing and releasing in involuntary flutters as she adjusted to his length. She settled fully, taking every inch, the base of his cock pressing against her swollen clit.

“God.” Her eyes rolled back, emerald irises disappearing. “Every single time. It’s like being split open. Every single time.”

She began to ride. Not gently — Maren didn’t do gentle during the first round. Her thick thighs flexed as she rose and dropped, her hips rolling in a grinding, churning motion that worked his cock with muscles that had forgotten nothing from her years with Dane. Forward and back, each stroke dragging her clit against his pelvis, her soaking pussy leaving a wet shine on his shaft with every upstroke. Her enormous breasts bounced hypnotically — heavy, natural, the heavy flesh slapping together at the apex of each stroke, nipples hard and dark against the freckled skin.

“Orin’s enthusiastic,” she panted, riding harder, her freckled skin flushing from her chest upward. “He comes too fast and too hard and then wants to go again immediately. Sweet boy. But you—” She slammed down with force. “You fill me properly. Your cock hits places his can’t reach.”

Theron gripped her wide hips and thrust upward to meet her. The collision sent a shockwave through both of them. Her heavy tits slapped against each other, the sound obscene and perfect.

“Harder,” she demanded. “I’ve been thinking about this all day. Show me I was right to ruin perfectly good smallclothes over you.”

He gave her harder. Grabbed her enormous ass with both hands, fingers sinking into the generous flesh, and drove up into her with the kind of force that made the headboard bang against the wall. She moaned — deep, genuine, the sound of a woman who’d spent years screaming for Dane and his parade of lovers and had never lost the ability.

“Yes. Yes, like that. Just like that. Don’t you dare stop—”

Her orgasm hit like something detonating. Eight months of regular sex with Theron and Orin hadn’t diminished the intensity — years of deprivation before that had rewired her body so that every climax still felt like the breaking of a dam. Her body seized around him, her pussy gripping his cock in deep, rolling contractions that pulled him to the hilt with each wave. She screamed without restraint, the kind of full-throated cry that the children had learned to sleep through because it happened regularly now.

She collapsed forward onto his chest, her full breasts pillowing against him, their bodies slick with shared sweat. His cock still buried inside her, his own orgasm held at bay through sheer will. She lay there for a long moment, breathing hard, her copper hair curtaining both their faces.

“Stay inside me,” she whispered. “Don’t pull out yet.”

He stayed. Felt her pulse around him, the aftershocks rippling through her muscles.

Then she turned her head toward the bedroom door and raised her voice: “Orin. Come in.”



The door opened. Orin stood in the threshold, darkly handsome with his shaggy brown hair and intense eyes that tracked Maren with the barely concealed hunger that had once driven him to pay Rosalind to wear an apron and call him “sweet boy.”

He’d been waiting in the hallway. The routine was established now — give them the first round, wait for the call, then join. He didn’t resent the arrangement. Couldn’t resent it when the alternative was still jerking off alone in his room imagining what Maren sounded like naked.

He wasn’t imagining anymore.

Orin stepped inside and closed the door. Stripped his shirt without ceremony — lean, athletic body, not as broad as Theron but fit from odd jobs and manual labor. His trousers followed. His cock was already hard, straining against his smallclothes, and when those fell too, it stood thick and eager, a bead of precum already glistening at the tip.

Maren beckoned from where she lay on Theron’s chest, still impaled on his softening cock. Her voice changed when she spoke to Orin — softer, more intimate, layered with a tenderness she reserved for the boy she’d raised.

“Come here, sweet boy.” The words she’d asked Rosalind to say. The words she now said herself, freely, without shame. “Your godmother wants you too.”

The taboo of it was right there in the words, right there in the relationship, right there in the way Orin’s eyes went dark with need at the sound of her voice calling him what he was — her godson, her ward, the boy she’d bathed and fed and raised from childhood. And now the man who climbed into her bed with an erection and the desperate gratitude of someone whose deepest fantasy had been made flesh.

Theron pulled out of Maren slowly. His cum began to seep from her immediately, a white trail that caught the candlelight. She didn’t wipe it away. Instead she rolled onto her stomach, raised herself on her knees, and presented herself to Orin with her ass in the air and Theron’s seed dripping down her inner thighs.

“Like this tonight,” she said over her shoulder. “From behind. I want to feel you while I’m still full of him.”

Orin moved behind her with hands that no longer shook. That was new — in the early weeks his fingers had trembled every time he touched her, the reality of his godmother naked and willing almost too much to process. Now his hands settled on her wide hips with familiar confidence. His cock nudged against her entrance, finding it slick with Theron’s cum and her own arousal.

He pushed inside with a groan that came from somewhere primal — his thick cock sinking into the pussy of the woman who’d raised him, feeling Theron’s cum still inside her, warm and slick around his shaft.

Maren gasped at the entry — not pain but the overwhelming fullness of a second cock in quick succession. Orin was different from Theron — thicker, shorter, stretching her in a different way that made her pussy ache with fresh sensation. Her generous breasts swung beneath her as she adjusted, heavy and pendulous, nipples brushing the sheets with each sway.

“That’s it,” she breathed, pushing back against him. “Fuck your godmother, sweet boy. Take what you’ve been dreaming about.”

Orin thrust. Not gentle — he’d learned from watching Theron that Maren didn’t want gentle. His hips snapped forward with young urgency, driving his thick cock into the cum-slick pussy of the woman who’d raised him. The wrongness of it was the point. The taboo was the accelerant. Each thrust drove Theron’s cum deeper inside her, mixing it with Orin’s precum, the wet sounds of the combined mess obscene and continuous.

Maren moaned. Pushed back to meet each thrust with her massive ass, the generous flesh rippling against his pelvis with wet, heavy slaps. The sounds from between their bodies were filthy — squelching, liquid, the noise of a well-fucked pussy taking its second cock of the night.

Theron watched from his position propped against the headboard, his cock recovering with the eager resilience of nineteen. The view was extraordinary — Maren’s voluptuous body being taken from behind by the godson she’d raised, her face twisted with genuine pleasure, Orin’s expression a mask of desperate need being finally, thoroughly satisfied.

Maren reached for Theron. Pulled him closer by the hip until his hardening cock was within reach. Wrapped her hand around him and stroked while Orin fucked her, her grip matching the rhythm of the thrusts driving into her from behind.

“Thank you,” she whispered to Theron between moans. “For making this possible. For giving us permission.” A sharp gasp as Orin hit a particularly deep angle. “For watching him fuck me and not judging.”

“No judgment,” Theron confirmed. His cock was fully hard again in her practiced grip.

Orin’s rhythm increased. He was getting close — always faster than Theron, his body burning through arousal with young man’s impatience. His hands gripped Maren’s massive ass, fingers sinking into generous flesh, holding her in place while he pounded into her with escalating force.

“Inside me,” Maren commanded. The same words, different recipient. “Cum inside your godmother, Orin. Fill me up. I want to feel both of you dripping out of me tonight.”

Orin lasted perhaps a dozen more thrusts before he came with a strangled, desperate sound — the kind of noise that said this was still unreal to him, still impossible, still the fantasy that used to cost him eight sovereigns per visit at Rosalind’s and was now free and real and happening in the bed where he’d once sought refuge from childhood nightmares.

His cock pulsed inside her. She moaned softly at the warmth of his release mixing with Theron’s residual seed, her godson’s cum joining her lover’s inside her body. The intimacy of it — two men’s semen mingling in the womb of a woman who’d nurtured one and seduced the other — was taboo enough to make Theron’s cock throb in her grip.

Orin collapsed forward, pressing his forehead against Maren’s back, breathing hard. She reached back and stroked his hair with maternal tenderness that had nothing to do with what had just happened and everything to do with who they still were, underneath the sex and the taboo and the cum dripping down her thighs.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Such a good boy.”

Orin pulled out slowly. Rolled onto the bed, spent and dazed and glowing with the contentment of a man whose darkest fantasy had become his weekly evening routine.

Maren turned to Theron. Her hand hadn’t stopped stroking his cock. Her emerald eyes gleamed with the hunger of a woman who’d come once and wanted more.

“Your turn again,” she said. “He left me close. Finish what he started.”

Theron positioned her on her back, her red hair fanning across the pillow like spilled wine. He settled between her spread thighs and pushed inside her.

The sensation was different from every other time. She was flooded — two loads of cum already inside her, her pussy a slick, warm mess of her own arousal and the combined seed of both men. He slid in with almost no resistance, just hot, liquid heat swallowing his cock to the root. But her muscles still knew their work. She clenched around him deliberately, tightening her grip, and the friction returned — wet but purposeful, her pussy working his shaft with the experienced control of a woman who’d kept Dane satisfied through a decade of competitive lovers.

He drove deep. She arched off the bed, her massive freckled tits surging upward, her copper hair wild on the pillow. Her thick thighs locked around his waist and pulled him impossibly closer, her heels digging into his ass.

“Harder,” she gasped. “Both of you fucked me tonight and I still need more. What kind of insatiable slut does that make me?”

“The best kind.”

She laughed — genuine, joyful, free. Then the laugh dissolved into a moan as he found his rhythm, hard and deep, his cock plunging into the messy, cum-filled heat of her pussy with wet, obscene sounds that filled the room. The combined fluids of three people squelched around his shaft with every thrust, overflowing, dripping down to soak the sheets beneath her generous ass. He could feel Orin’s load and his own being churned inside her — hot, thick, mixing with her juices — and the primal possessiveness of it made him fuck her harder.

“Yes — god, yes — right there, don’t stop—”

Her second orgasm crested with his name on her lips. Her pussy clenched in hard, rolling contractions that gripped his cock from base to tip, her back arching so hard her enormous tits shook violently, her scream unrestrained — the full-throated sound of a woman whose children had learned to wear earplugs. Theron followed, burying himself deep and pouring his second load of the evening into her already-overflowing pussy. He felt the hot pulse of his release adding to the flood inside her, felt the excess seep around his shaft and pool on the ruined sheets beneath them.

Maren lay between them afterward. Thoroughly fucked. Cum from two men dripping from her satisfied pussy. One hand resting on Theron’s thigh, the other reaching back to touch Orin’s arm.

“Mirelle was over yesterday,” she said, voice still husky from screaming. “Practically vibrating with need. How much longer are you going to make that woman wait?”

Theron caught his breath. “Timing matters.”

“The timing is now. The Friday dance. Sponsor wine. Get her drunk enough to stop thinking. She’s not going to come to you sober — her guilt won’t let her. But loosen the reins and she’ll sprint.”

“Voice of experience?”

“Voice of a woman who watched her best friend suffer for eight years and is done being patient about it.” Maren propped herself up on one elbow, her massive breasts settling to one side, her face serious despite the post-sex flush. “Wine. Dancing. Your hand on her waist. And when she whispers that she needs you — because she will, Theron, she absolutely will — take her home and don’t let her think until after the third orgasm.”

“Third?”

“At least. She’s been saving up for eight years. The first two barely scratch the surface.”

Orin, from his side of the bed, spoke quietly: “She deserves it. Mirelle was always kind to me. When I was a boy, when I was confused, when I…” He trailed off, the unfinished sentence carrying the weight of all the complicated feelings a young man has about the woman who raised him and the other women who orbited that complex family.

“Everyone deserves what they need,” Maren said simply. “The sin isn’t in taking pleasure. The sin is in denying it until the denial destroys you.”

She settled back between them, satisfied and spent and dripping. The bed was a wreck. The room smelled of sex and sweat and three bodies’ worth of release. Through the wall, the faint sounds of Brynn and Kael finishing their own evening provided a domestic counterpoint that would have been surreal in any other household.

But this was Maren’s household. This was Amoria. This was the world Dane had built and Maren had inherited and Theron was now woven into — a world where pleasure wasn’t shameful, where bodies served purposes beyond labor, where the gap between godmother and lover was measured in permission rather than prohibition.

Tomorrow was Friday.

Tomorrow, the last line fell.


Chapter 6: Moving Day

Six days after Rosalind’s pitch, Master Torven arrived at dawn with his donkey, a cart full of timber, and the gruffness of a dwarf who did not appreciate early mornings but appreciated prompt payment.

“Storage room’s through here,” Theron said, leading the broad-shouldered craftsman through the side entrance.

Torven surveyed the space with professional eyes. Four feet two inches of concentrated competence, his elaborate red beard braided in the traditional dwarf fashion, blue eyes sharp and focused. He measured walls with a knotted rope, knocked on supports with a callused fist, grunted at the quality of the existing timber.

“Basic conversion. Partition wall, two sleeping areas, washbasin plumbed from the kitchen line, privacy curtain between the living and working spaces. Side entrance gets a proper door with a lock — clients in, clients out, never through the main hall.” He glanced at Theron without judgment. “The fifty-sovereign job.”

“Exactly.”

“Three days. Don’t come in here while I’m working. Dwarves build in silence.”

He set to work. The sounds of saw and hammer began immediately, the rhythm of a craftsman who built things properly because that was the only way he knew how. Torven had built six gloryholes across Amoria’s various establishments. He’d also repaired the Stag’s sign, quoted fairly, and never asked questions that weren’t about measurements. The perfect contractor for a business that required discretion.



The three days passed in a blur of normal operations. Elara served drinks and earned tips with her usual cheerful warmth. Celia cleaned and served with cold efficiency, her dark beauty drawing attention she now accepted instead of deflected. Mirelle cooked and managed the household, her massive body moving through the kitchen in that wine-red dress that strained across her curves like fabric protesting its assignment.

And through it all, the sounds of construction from the back room — sawing, hammering, the occasional dwarvish curse when a nail didn’t cooperate.

On the morning of the sixth day, Torven emerged, brushed sawdust from his beard, and nodded once.

“Done. Come look.”

The storage room had been transformed. A solid timber partition divided the space in two — the near half was now a proper living area with two narrow beds, a washbasin plumbed with running water, a small table, and hooks on the wall for clothes. The far half was a workspace — a wider bed (serviceable for professional use), a washbasin, a wooden chest for supplies, and the curtain Torven had installed between the sections for sound dampening.

The side entrance now had a sturdy door with a proper lock. Clients would enter from the alley, conduct their business in the workspace, and leave the same way. No foot traffic through the tavern’s main hall.

“Clean work,” Theron said.

“It’s what I do.” Torven collected his fifty sovereigns, loaded his tools onto the donkey cart, and left without further ceremony. He’d be back. The seven-hundred-sovereign job was still ahead.



Rosalind and Sable arrived at midday.

They came from the harbor district with their belongings in two bags — everything they owned in the world fitting into matching canvas satchels. Rosalind carried hers slung over one shoulder, her massive breasts shifting with each step, jade-green eyes bright with anticipation. She’d dressed for the occasion in a deep-cut blouse that displayed her cleavage like a merchant displaying his finest goods, and a practical skirt that moved well. Professional attire for a professional woman.

Sable followed close behind, her wild dark curls escaping their braids as usual, amber-brown eyes taking in the tavern with a mix of nervousness and hope. Her belongings made a smaller bag than Rosalind’s. One dress, one change of underclothes, a hairbrush, a small wooden figurine she didn’t explain. She’d owned even less before Rosalind took her in.

“Home sweet home,” Rosalind said, surveying the converted storage room with the critical eye of a woman who’d worked in alleys, doorways, rented rooms, and one particularly memorable ship’s cabin. “This is the nicest workspace I’ve ever had. Torven does good work.”

She unpacked with professional efficiency. Clean sheets on both beds — she’d brought her own, high-quality linens that spoke to years of understanding that comfort mattered when your body was your livelihood. A bottle of oil for skin care. Washcloths folded in precise stacks. A small mirror propped on the table. A pouch of expensive imported cigarettes tucked into a niche in the wall.

Sable unpacked more slowly. Set the wooden figurine on the shelf beside her bed — a small carved bird, its paint faded. A childhood keepsake, probably. She smoothed the sheets on her narrow bed with careful hands, then sat on it and bounced once, testing.

“Softer than the harbor room,” she said quietly.

“Warmer too,” Rosalind said, touching her ward’s shoulder. The gesture was both protective and proud. “No more winter wind through cracks in the wall. No more sleeping with a knife because drunk sailors can’t find the right door.” She paused, something shifting behind her eyes. “And the extra income means more coin sent south. Petra’s been asking for new shoes, and Tomas needs a proper winter coat before the cold sets in.”

Sable glanced at Theron. “Her children,” she explained quietly. “Petra, Mira, and Tomas. They live with Rosalind’s parents, three days’ ride south. Safer there.”

“Safer and fed,” Rosalind said, the brief softness already folding back into professional composure. “Which is what mothers provide. This arrangement helps me provide it better.”

“Is the knife still recommended?”

“Habit’s hard to break. But the lock on this door actually works, so consider it optional.”

They spent the afternoon settling in. Rosalind organized the workspace with the precision of someone who understood that hygiene, comfort, and accessibility directly impacted revenue. Sable helped, watching and learning, absorbing the professional details that distinguished a successful sex worker from a desperate one.



Word spread through Rosalind’s harbor contacts with the speed of sailors’ gossip. By evening, the side entrance had its first visitor.

A scarred C-rank adventurer with the bone-deep exhaustion of someone who’d survived a Feywood delve that morning. He’d cleaned up at the bathhouse, changed into civilian clothes, and followed the whispered directions from the docks to the Prancing Stag’s side alley. He knocked with the tentative authority of a man who’d slain mushroom-trolls at dawn and still felt awkward paying for sex.

Rosalind handled him with professional ease that bordered on art.

Theron didn’t watch the first client — that would come later, with the voyeur window. But he heard Rosalind’s warm greeting through the partition wall, the low murmur of negotiation, the rustle of payment exchanged. Then the sounds: the wet, enthusiastic rhythm of a woman who wasn’t just tolerating her work but reveling in it. Rosalind’s moans — genuine, not performed, the sounds of a woman getting exactly what she craved.

Twenty minutes later, the client left through the side door. Rosalind emerged into the main tavern for a drink of water, her face flushed, her blouse hastily re-buttoned, a satisfied grin plastered across her features.

“Ten sovereigns total,” she said, setting three coins on the bar for Theron. “Seven for me, three for you. He wanted full service. Not bad for opening night.”

By ten o’clock, Rosalind had serviced three clients. Her green eyes were bright, her body loose and warm, her evident satisfaction warming every movement. She handled each client differently — the nervous D-rank who needed encouragement, the drunk sailor who needed direction, the experienced guard who knew exactly what he wanted. Each one left satisfied. Each one paid.

Sable’s first solo client at the tavern arrived after the rush — a quiet D-rank with kind eyes and a gentle manner. He’d asked specifically for “the young one” based on harbor rumors. Sable met him in the workspace with a nervousness that was diminishing by the day.

Rosalind positioned herself behind the partition curtain. Not watching directly — giving Sable the space to work. But listening. Always listening. Safety first, professional development second, maternal pride third.

Through the curtain, Sable’s soft voice: “Don’t worry. I’ll take care of you.”

The sounds that followed were quieter than Rosalind’s vigorous sessions — Sable’s style was gentler, warmer, less aggressive. But effective. The client finished with a groan of genuine satisfaction. Coins clinked.

Sable emerged through the curtain with flushed caramel cheeks and coins in her hand. Her amber eyes found Rosalind’s.

“That wasn’t so bad,” she said. Then, more quietly, with a smile that had shed several layers of innocence since Theron first met her: “Actually, I kind of liked it.”

Rosalind pulled her close and kissed her forehead. The gesture was tender, intimate, layered with the history of two people bound by more than profession. Mentor and ward. Protector and protege.

“You liked it because you’re built for this,” Rosalind said with quiet conviction. “Like me. Now go wash up. The night is young and there’ll be more.”



First night results: four clients between them. Rosalind three, Sable one. Twelve sovereigns to Theron’s ledger, twenty-eight to the workers.

Theron recorded the numbers with careful precision. Projected weekly at this rate: eighty to a hundred additional sovereigns. And this was before the establishment had built its reputation, before word fully spread, before the gloryhole was even constructed.

The tavern had entered new territory. The Prancing Stag was no longer just a tavern that served ale and food. It was a business that served every need an adventurer might have — sustenance, entertainment, companionship, and now release.



The household’s reactions to the new arrangement were revealing.

Elara was curious. She lingered near the back room during quiet moments, chatting with Sable during breaks. The two young women — same age, different worlds, converging paths — found an immediate connection. Sable told harbor stories. Elara listened with wide blue eyes. They laughed together in a way that reminded Theron of ordinary friends doing ordinary things, if you ignored the fact that one of them had just finished servicing a stranger’s cock for six sovereigns.

Celia was outwardly indifferent. She didn’t visit the back room, didn’t engage Rosalind or Sable beyond basic household pleasantries. But over dinner, she asked pointed questions with the analytical precision of a woman who was calculating something.

“How many clients can two workers handle in a twelve-hour period?”

Rosalind, chewing bread: “Comfortably? Fifteen to twenty between us. More with the wall.”

“The wall?”

“The gloryhole. When it’s built. Anonymous service through a partition. Higher volume, less emotional labor. More cock, less conversation.” She grinned. “The math gets very interesting.”

Celia nodded slowly, her grey-blue eyes distant with calculation. “Interesting.”

Mirelle said nothing about the new arrangement. She served dinner with her usual competence, her massive body moving between kitchen and table, her wine-red dress straining across curves that seemed more visible every day. But the silence itself was significant. A month ago she would have objected, would have raised concerns about propriety and reputation and what the neighbors would think.

Now she just served dinner and didn’t meet anyone’s eyes and excused herself early to her room, where the familiar sounds of her lonely bed creaking began within minutes.

Somewhere between the prostitutes settling into their new quarters and the tavern’s revenue climbing to new heights, the Prancing Stag had crossed a line it couldn’t uncross.

Theron closed the ledger and climbed the stairs. Through the thin wall separating his room from Mirelle’s, nothing. No creaking bed. No restless shifting. Just the heavy quiet of a woman lying awake, staring at the ceiling, thinking about wine and music and decisions that couldn’t be unmade.


Chapter 7: Dress Progression — Level Three

The courier from Lysa’s dress shop arrived before breakfast, which was earlier than usual and suggested the half-elf seamstress had been working late. He was a scrawny teenager with ambitious acne and the resigned expression of someone who delivered packages to the Prancing Stag regularly and had learned not to ask questions about the contents.

“Three parcels,” he said, holding out the wrapped bundles. “Mistress Lysa says the violet one required additional reinforcement and she hopes the recipient appreciates the engineering.”

Theron tipped him five sovereigns — the expected amount, which bought discretion and prompt service. The courier pocketed the coins, didn’t look at the packages, and left with the efficiency of a professional who understood that curiosity was bad for business in his line of work.

The parcels went to the kitchen table. Elara appeared first, drawn by the rustling of paper like a magpie to silver. Her cornflower-blue eyes lit up.

“New dresses!”

She tore into her package with zero restraint. The dress spilled out — a confection of sky-blue fabric with sheer panels that caught the morning light and immediately revealed the engineering Lysa had mentioned. The bodice was structured but not opaque. When backlit, everything showed: the shape of her small perky breasts, the darker circles of her nipples, the flat plane of her stomach. The skirt was a micro-hem that would end well above mid-thigh, paired with a slit that would flash glimpses of her hip when she walked.

Elara held it against her body, twirling in the kitchen light, completely delighted. “Lysa outdid herself. Look at these panels — you can see everything when the light hits right.”

“That’s the idea,” Theron said, watching her silhouette appear and disappear through the sheer fabric as she moved. Blood rushed south with reliable enthusiasm.

Celia appeared next, drawn by her sister’s noise. She opened her package with more restraint but equal attention. Her dress was black — naturally — a corseted bodice with side-slit skirt that would show her pale legs nearly to the hip. The dark fabric would make her porcelain skin glow by contrast, the corset pushing her small breasts together to create more cleavage than nature strictly provided. The overall effect was severe, dramatic, and devastating.

She examined it in the mirror without expression. But her pale cheeks flushed slightly, and when she held the corset against her chest, testing the fit, her grey-blue eyes held something that looked very much like fierce satisfaction.

“Acceptable,” she said, which was Celia for “I love it.”

Mirelle’s package was last. She opened it with the wary attention of a woman who’d learned that Lysa’s designs had been getting progressively more revealing with each order. When she pulled the dress free, she made a sound that was halfway between a gasp and a prayer.

It was wine-red — her color, the shade that made her chestnut-brown hair and hazel eyes sing. But the construction was obscene by any reasonable standard. A deep-cut cleavage corset that would push her massive 38DD breasts up and together, creating a canyon of soft, warm flesh that would be visible from across a crowded room. The neckline didn’t plunge so much as it committed suicide, ending at a point that would sit somewhere around her solar plexus. The skirt was fitted, emphasizing every curve from waist to knee.

Mirelle held it up. Stared at it. Stared at the neckline. Stared at the amount of breast that would be exposed.

“I can’t serve breakfast in this,” she said. “Everything will fall out.”

“That’s rather the point,” Theron said.

She shot him a look. But it wasn’t the outraged look it would have been a month ago. It was the look of a woman testing whether she was brave enough to wear the thing she wanted to wear.

“Try it on,” Elara encouraged. “You’ll look incredible, Mama.”

“I’ll look like a harbor girl.”

“You’ll look like a queen,” Celia said, which was unexpected enough that everyone turned to stare at her. She shrugged one pale shoulder. “It’s well-constructed. The engineering supports your… figure. Without making it look desperate. Lysa knows what she’s doing.”

Mirelle looked at the dress again. At the corset that promised to present her breasts like offerings on a velvet altar. At the neckline that would show everything short of her nipples. At the color that made her feel powerful even in imagination.

“I’ll try it,” she said quietly. Then, more firmly: “For the Friday dance.”

The Friday dance. Two days away.



Evening service in the new outfits turned the Prancing Stag into something between a tavern and a temple of the male gaze.

Elara worked the floor in her sky-blue sheer-paneled dress, and the effect was nuclear. Every time she passed a lantern, the backlight turned the fabric translucent, giving customers a full silhouette of her body — the outline of her small breasts with their stiff nipples, the curve of her waist, the shadow at the junction of her thighs. She moved with the easy grace of a woman who’d discovered the power of being looked at and decided she liked it very much.

A scarred warrior — her regular, the one with kind eyes and heavy coin — flagged her over within minutes. She perched on the seat beside him, letting his arm circle her waist. His calloused hand found the sheer panel at her side, fingertips pressing against fabric that was barely there. He could feel the warmth of her skin through it. Could practically feel her nipples through the bodice if he moved his hand higher, which he did, slowly, while she chatted about the day’s menu.

Twenty-five sovereigns by midnight. Her personal record.

Celia in the black corset was a different kind of weapon. Where Elara was warmth and availability, Celia was cold beauty that demanded you prove yourself worthy of looking. The dark fabric against her luminous pale skin created a contrast that stopped conversations. The side-slit flashed glimpses of her long legs with every step, the corset pushed her small breasts into a modest but visible cleavage that she’d never displayed before.

A young scout — lean, handsome, precisely the type of adventurer Celia would have dismissed a month ago — offered coin for her attention. She sat across from him with imperial grace and let him trace the edge of her corset with his fingers. The fabric ended just above the swell of her breasts, and his fingertips dipped below the neckline, brushing her pale collarbone, skating the top of her chest.

“That’s fifteen sovereigns,” Celia said, her voice cool and amused. A pricing structure she’d developed herself. The scout paid without argument, too mesmerized by the contrast between her icy voice and the flush spreading down her throat to haggle.

She caught Theron’s eye across the room. The look said: I earned that. Are you watching? He was watching. He was always watching.

The back room was busy too. Rosalind and Sable working steadily, the muffled sounds of professional service adding a particular ambiance to the evening that the more experienced customers recognized and appreciated. The adventurers drank more when they knew services were available. Spent more on tips when the possibility of more existed. The economy of desire was self-reinforcing — each element feeding the others, creating a rising tide of revenue.

Record night. Highest single evening in tavern history. Theron tallied the numbers twice because the first count seemed impossibly high. One hundred and twelve sovereigns across all revenue streams.



Mirelle served from the kitchen most of the evening, bringing plates and refilling mugs, moving through the crowded room in her new wine-red corset dress. Every head turned when she appeared, and every eye dropped to the same destination.

Her breasts.

The corset did exactly what Lysa had engineered it to do — pushed Mirelle’s spectacular 38DD tits up and together, creating a display of cleavage that could be registered as a navigational hazard. The deep neckline showed the full inner curves of both breasts, the shadowed valley between them, the straining fabric that seemed to be engaged in a losing battle against gravity and generosity. When she moved, they moved. When she breathed, they swelled against the corset’s edge. The effect was hypnotic.

She’d left the kitchen to serve the warrior regular — the grey-bearded adventurer who’d been coming to the Stag for weeks and always asked for the seat with the best view of the bar. He was built like a wall, weathered by decades of delving, with scars that told stories and eyes that appreciated beauty the way a jeweler appreciated gems.

When Mirelle set his plate down, he stopped mid-sentence.

His companion, another veteran, followed his gaze and forgot what he was saying too.

Mirelle in that corset, leaning forward to arrange the plate, her breasts practically spilling from the neckline, the candlelight catching the soft skin of her cleavage: it justified adventuring. You survived the Feywood so you could sit in a warm tavern and watch a voluptuous woman in a corset bring you dinner.

“On the house tonight,” she said, and her voice carried a new warmth — the voice of a woman who’d noticed the attention and didn’t hate it.

The warrior’s eyes traveled from her cleavage to her face. “You are,” he said with the sincerity of a man who’d been too close to death to waste time on lies, “the finest woman in this tavern.”

Something cracked inside Mirelle. Not breaking. Opening. A fissure in the armor she’d worn for eight years, letting in light that she’d been refusing to acknowledge.

“Thank you,” she said. And smiled. Not her polite service smile. A real one.

He offered ten sovereigns for her to sit with him. She glanced at Theron behind the bar. He held her gaze, steady, giving nothing. Her choice.

She sat.

The warrior’s hand found her thick thigh beneath the table, warm and respectful and undeniably intimate. She didn’t remove it. Let it rest there, feeling the weight of human contact through the fabric of her skirt. The contact of a stranger who found her desirable. Who wanted to touch her. Who was willing to pay for the simple privilege of feeling her warmth.

Ten sovereigns. Her first tip for physical contact. A milestone that arrived quietly, without fanfare, like most of the important things in life.

When she returned to the kitchen, her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were bright and her hands were trembling slightly. Not with shame. With something else. Something that had been buried for eight years and was clawing its way to the surface with increasing urgency.

The Friday dance was in two days.

The wine-red corset would see its full debut.

And the woman wearing it was running out of reasons to say no.


Chapter 8: Rosalind’s Teaching

The afternoon sun slanted through the back room’s single window, painting warm rectangles on the freshly constructed floor. The workspace smelled of lavender oil and clean linen — Rosalind’s professional standards applied with military precision to every surface.

“Shut the door,” Rosalind said. She was already unbuttoning her blouse with the casual efficiency of someone undressing for the hundredth time that week, which she nearly was. “Lock it. Sable needs to learn, and you need to… participate.”

Theron shut and locked the door. “Participate in what, exactly?”

“Education.” Rosalind pulled her blouse over her head in one motion and the room changed temperature.

Her breasts were magnificent. Full stop. Massive soft mounds of feminine abundance that defied easy categorization — 38DD cups of heavy, natural flesh that swayed with their own momentum when freed from clothing. Large pink nipples already hardening in the air, surrounded by darker areolae. They were the breasts of a woman who’d nursed three children and fucked hundreds of men and loved every minute of both, and the visible wear of experience made them more attractive, not less.

She stood there, topless and shameless, jade-green eyes twinkling with the knowledge that she was exactly what she appeared to be — a professional sex worker in her element, about to demonstrate her craft.

“Sable,” she called through the curtain partition. “Come here.”

Sable emerged from the living area, her dark curls slightly damp from a wash. She’d changed into a simple cotton shift that left her arms bare, her caramel skin glowing in the afternoon light. She took in the scene — Rosalind half-naked, Theron with a visible bulge in his trousers — and her amber-brown eyes widened only slightly. She was learning not to be surprised.

“Training session,” Rosalind explained, unclasping her skirt and letting it fall. She stood naked now. Completely. The full Rosalind experience: plump curves everywhere, soft belly with its faded stretch marks, wide hips, thick thighs that promised stamina. A light trail of golden hair between her legs, above a pussy that was already glistening. She’d been looking forward to this.

“You’ve been taking clients for a week,” Rosalind continued, addressing Sable but looking at Theron. “You’re doing well. But there’s a difference between adequate service and the kind of service that makes men come back, and come back hard, and tell their friends, and turn you from a convenient body into a legend.”

“And you’re demonstrating on Theron.”

“He volunteered.”

“I haven’t actually—”

“He volunteered,” Rosalind repeated, stepping close enough that her nipples brushed his shirt. She looked up at him with those knowing eyes that had seen every kind of man and still found them entertaining. “Consider it the owner’s education. Quality control.”

She dropped to her knees.

The movement was fluid, practiced, a controlled descent that combined efficiency with performance. She knelt before him on the workshop’s clean floor, looked up through heavy-lidded eyes, and reached for his belt.

“Watch carefully,” she said to Sable, who had positioned herself on the edge of the bed, sitting cross-legged, amber eyes fixed on the scene with undisguised fascination. “Oral technique isn’t just about taking a cock in your mouth. It’s about worship. Enthusiasm. Making him feel like his cock is the center of your entire world for the duration of contact.”

She freed him from his trousers. His cock sprang forward, already hard from the visual of Rosalind naked and kneeling. She wrapped her hand around the base, steadying him, and took a moment to appreciate the view with genuine professional approval.

“Nice cock,” she said matter-of-factly. “Good length, good girth, responsive. You work with what you’re given and this—” She stroked once, slowly. “—is premium material.”

Then she took him in her mouth.

Expert. Filthy. Wet.

Rosalind didn’t ease into oral. She engulfed. Her lips sealed around his shaft and she slid forward until her nose pressed against his pelvis, the entire length of him buried in the warm, wet channel of her throat. She held there — no gag reflex visible, just total accommodation — then pulled back slowly, dragging her tongue along the underside of his cock, leaving a trail of glistening spit.

“Technique one,” she said, pulling off just long enough to speak. “Deepthroat. Full insertion. Not every client wants it, but most are stunned when you do it without gagging. The trick—” She demonstrated again, taking him to the root. “—is relaxation. Your throat is a muscle. Relax it. Welcome the intrusion.”

She pulled back. Spit ran down her chin. She let it. Didn’t wipe, didn’t seem embarrassed. The mess was the point.

“See how I use my tongue here?” She flattened her tongue against the underside of his shaft, licking from base to tip with broad, deliberate strokes. “Suction on the upstroke. Tongue pressure on the downstroke. Alternate. Keep him guessing which sensation comes next.”

Theron’s hands found her hair, fingers threading through honey-blonde waves. She moaned around his cock — a deliberate vibration that sent shockwaves through his shaft.

“Sound,” she said between strokes, spit glistening on her lips. “Never silent. Men are auditory. They want to hear you want it. Moan, gag, slurp — the wet sounds, the messy sounds, those are what make them explode. Don’t be afraid of the mess, sweetheart.” This to Sable. “The mess IS the point. When you’re covered in spit and cum and you look up at him with dripping lips, that’s when you own them completely.”

She demonstrated this principle by taking him deep again, deliberately gagging, producing obscene wet sounds that echoed in the small room. When she pulled back, her face was glistening with spit and precum, her green eyes watering from the throat contact, and her grin was the widest Theron had ever seen on her. She was in her element. This wasn’t work she performed. This was worship she offered at an altar of her own choosing.

“Your turn, sweetheart.”



Sable slid off the bed and knelt beside Rosalind with the tentative grace of a student approaching a practical exam. Her dark ringlets framed her caramel face, amber eyes wide, lips parted. She was eighteen and learning and terrified and excited in roughly equal measure.

“It’s different with someone you know,” she admitted quietly. “Clients are anonymous. This is…”

“More intimate,” Rosalind agreed. “Use that. Intimacy makes it better for everyone.”

Sable reached for him. Her hand was smaller than Rosalind’s, her slim caramel fingers lighter against his shaft. She wrapped around him — his cock still slick with Rosalind’s spit, glistening — and stroked tentatively.

“Confidence,” Rosalind coached from beside her, naked and dripping, spit still on her chin. “You’re not handling porcelain. He won’t break.”

Sable firmed her grip. Stroked with more purpose, feeling the rigid heat of him, the way his cock pulsed in response. Then she leaned forward and took him in her mouth.

Different from Rosalind. Where the mentor was aggressive expertise, the apprentice was careful enthusiasm. Sable’s full lips sealed around his shaft, her tongue moving with deliberate attention — copying the techniques she’d just watched. The flattened tongue dragging up the underside. The suction on the upstroke. Her mouth was warm, wet, tentative but genuine. She wasn’t as deep as Rosalind — couldn’t be, not yet — but what she lacked in depth she compensated for with the earnest effort of someone discovering she liked the weight of a cock on her tongue more than she’d expected. The taste of his precum mixing with Rosalind’s spit. The stretch of her lips around his girth.

“Good,” Rosalind murmured. “Deeper. Use your hand too — stroke what you can’t swallow. Yes, like that. Good girl.”

The praise made Sable blush — her caramel cheeks darkening — and try harder. She took another inch, then another, her throat protesting with a soft gag that produced a fresh flood of saliva. Spit dripped from her stretched lips, running down his shaft, dripping from her chin onto her bare caramel thighs. Her amber eyes looked up at Theron through long lashes — an expression that was both asking for approval and offering worship.

Rosalind watched her apprentice work with unmistakable pride. But her hand had drifted between her own thick thighs, fingers sliding through the wet, swollen folds of her pussy, two fingers pumping slowly in and out while her thumb circled her clit. Masturbating openly while Sable serviced Theron. The air crackled — Rosalind watching the girl she’d raised suck cock, touching herself with proud arousal, green eyes glazed with a hunger that blurred every line between mentor and accomplice.

“That’s my girl,” Rosalind breathed, her own fingers working faster, slick sounds joining the wet rhythm of Sable’s mouth. “Look at you. Taking cock like you were born for it.”

Sable made a sound around his shaft — half moan, half whimper — that vibrated through his cock and nearly finished him right there. Her eyes fluttered. She pushed deeper, took him until he felt the back of her throat, gagged, pulled back with strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening shaft, then dove forward again.

“Enough,” Rosalind said, gently guiding Sable off with a hand on her curls. His cock slid from Sable’s mouth with a wet pop, leaving her lips swollen and glistening. “Now watch what happens when you love your work.”



Rosalind stood, took Theron’s hand, and pulled him toward the bed. She lay back, spread her thick thighs wide, and reached for him with both hands.

“Inside me. Now. Hard.”

No ceremony, no preamble. She was dripping — had been since she started the demonstration, arousal evident in the way her pussy glistened and the way her nipples stood rigid and the way her breathing had become increasingly ragged. This wasn’t just teaching. This was Rosalind getting what Rosalind needed.

He entered her in one firm stroke. Her pussy swallowed his cock whole — wet, scorching, gripping him with the eager pressure of a woman who’d been building toward this since she first unbuttoned her blouse. She gasped, eyes closing, back arching, her heavy breasts rolling outward with the impact. Then she locked her legs around his waist, heels digging into his ass, and pulled him deeper.

“Hard,” she repeated. “Show her what it looks like when I’m getting properly fucked.”

He gave her hard. Driving thrusts that shook the bed frame, that sent her enormous tits bouncing in chaotic arcs across her chest, that drew genuine moans from deep in her throat with every stroke. The wet slap of their bodies echoed in the small room. Rosalind’s obsession with sex was no affectation — she craved cock the way some people craved air. Being filled, being pounded, being dripping with cum afterward — that was her church. This was her prayer.

“Yes,” she moaned, her voice climbing. “Harder. Fuck me like you mean it. I’m not fragile — I’ve taken twenty cocks in a day and still wanted more. Give me everything.”

He grabbed her wide hips, lifted them off the bed, and drove into her at a steeper angle. She screamed. Not performance — the real thing. The sound of a woman hitting the frequency where pleasure becomes involuntary. In this position her pussy was angled perfectly, each thrust grinding his cock against her front wall, her slick heat clenching and releasing with every stroke. Her juices were running freely, coating his shaft, dripping down to soak the sheets beneath her generous ass.

Sable watched from the edge of the bed, her shift pulled up unconsciously, one hand pressed between her slim caramel thighs. She wasn’t performing — wasn’t even aware she was touching herself. Her amber eyes were fixed on the junction where Theron’s cock drove into Rosalind’s glistening pussy, watching his shaft disappear inside her mentor’s body over and over, slick and gleaming each time it withdrew. The sight had bypassed her conscious mind and gone straight to her cunt.

“See how much I love this?” Rosalind gasped, still talking to Sable even while being pounded. Her massive breasts shook violently with each thrust, the soft flesh rippling, her hard nipples bouncing. “This is what we ARE. This is what feels right. No shame. Just cock and cum and satisfaction. This is what — oh god, right there — this is what you’re learning to love. And you WILL love it. I promise you.”

Her orgasm came with a scream that probably reached the main hall. Her whole body convulsed — her pussy bearing down on his cock in wave after wave of crushing, milking pressure, her thick thighs clamping around his waist, her generous tits shaking violently. She came loudly, wetly, her juices flooding around his shaft in a hot rush that soaked his pelvis and pooled on the ruined sheets. Her pussy clenched in rhythmic spasms that dragged along his cock, squeezing, pulling, demanding.

“Pull out,” she gasped as he felt his own climax cresting. “Not inside. On me. I want her to see.”

He pulled free of her clenching pussy with a wet, sucking sound. Fisted his slick cock and stroked once, twice. Came across her chest and stomach in thick, heavy ropes — hot white streaks that painted her flushed skin from her collarbone to her navel. More hit her breasts, landing across one massive tit and dripping down the soft slope, pooling in the deep valley of her cleavage. A final spurt caught her neck, trailing down to the swell of her chest.

Rosalind lay back, covered in his cum, face and body glistening with spit and sweat and seed, and turned to Sable with a dripping, satisfied grin.

“Now you know,” she said, breathing hard, one hand lazily rubbing his cum into the soft skin of her breast, spreading it across her nipple, “what it looks like when you love your work.”



Sable stared. Her hand was still between her thighs. Her amber eyes were huge, her lips parted, her breathing quick and shallow.

She wasn’t disgusted. Wasn’t even shocked anymore. Those reactions belonged to an earlier version of herself — the shy harbor girl who’d watched Rosalind work from behind curtains and wondered if she’d ever be that free.

“When do I get to do that?” she whispered.

Rosalind’s grin widened. She sat up, cum still decorating her chest and stomach, and cupped Sable’s face with warm, sticky hands.

“Soon, sweetheart. Very soon.”

The look that passed between them — mentor and ward, raised together, chosen together — carried the same electric charge as every interaction between these two. Fierce pride and raw arousal tangled into a single expression that made Theron’s spent cock twitch with residual interest.

Sable leaned into Rosalind’s touch. Closed her eyes. Let the cum-covered hand rest against her caramel cheek without flinching.

“Thank you,” she said quietly. “For teaching me.”

“Always,” Rosalind murmured. “That’s what I’m for.”

She pulled Sable close and kissed her forehead, the same gesture she’d used since Sable was a child. Tenderness amid depravity. Care amid cum. The kiss was more affecting than the explicit sex had been.

Theron dressed in silence, watching them.

He left them to clean up. Behind him, through the closing door, he heard Rosalind’s warm laugh and Sable’s quiet response.

And tomorrow was the Friday dance.


Chapter 9: Building Pressure

The Friday dance was eight hours away, and Mirelle was coming apart.

Not visibly. To anyone watching the household manager go about her morning routine — cooking breakfast, organizing supplies, directing Celia to scrub the main hall floor with white vinegar because adventurers tracked in substances she preferred not to identify — she looked composed. Efficient. The same Mirelle who’d run this household for years.

But Theron saw the cracks.

She dropped a plate. Not a figurative plate, a literal one — a stoneware serving dish that hit the kitchen floor and shattered into five pieces. Mirelle stared at the wreckage with an expression of someone watching the last of their composure follow suit.

He reached for the largest shard at the same time she did. Their fingers touched over the broken ceramic, and she flinched like she’d grabbed a hot coal. Snatched her hand back. Stared at where their skin had connected for less than a second.

Her pupils were dilated. He could see the rapid pulse in her throat. Her generous breasts rose and fell with quick, shallow breathing that strained the neckline of her dress.

“Sorry,” she said. Her voice was wrong — higher, tighter. “Clumsy. I don’t know what’s—”

“I’ll clean it up.”

“No, I’ll—” She bent to pick up the pieces and the movement brought her face level with his hips. She froze. Straightened too fast. Nearly knocked over the tea kettle.

“Mirelle.”

“I’m fine.” She wasn’t fine. She was vibrating at a frequency that threatened to shake the kitchen apart. “I’m perfectly fine. Just tired. Didn’t sleep well.”

He knew exactly how well she hadn’t slept. The wall between their rooms was thin enough to hear breathing, let alone the desperate, rhythmic sounds she made every night. Last night had been worse than usual — longer, more frantic, ending with a strangled sound that was half orgasm and half frustration.

She retreated to the stove. He let her go. Pushing now would be counterproductive. The tension needed to build until it had nowhere to go but toward him.



The morning unfolded with the escalating electricity of a thunderstorm gathering power.

Theron caught Mirelle staring at him five separate times. Each encounter lasted longer than the last.

The first: he was lifting a barrel of ale into the storage rack, shirt pulling up to expose his lower back and stomach. She was in the doorway holding towels. Their eyes met. She held his gaze for two full seconds before looking away, the towels twisting in her grip.

The second: he was reviewing the ledger at the bar, making notes on the supply order. She brought him tea, setting the cup down with trembling fingers. When he looked up to thank her, she was close — very close. Close enough that the warm mass of her breasts was inches from his arm. She held eye contact for three seconds. Her lips parted slightly.

The third: passing in the narrow hallway between the kitchen and the main hall. The space forced proximity. Her hip brushed his. Her breast pressed against his arm for a fraction of a second. She gasped — quiet, startled, as if the contact had burned. But she didn’t move away immediately. Stood there for four seconds, breathing his air, her body heat wrapping around him.

The fourth: he caught her watching him through the kitchen doorway while he helped Elara rearrange tables. Not watching his work. Watching his arms, his shoulders, the way he moved. Her hand was pressed against her own sternum, fingers spread over the swell of her breast, and she didn’t realize she was doing it until his eyes found hers. Then she turned crimson and fled to the pantry.

The fifth: late afternoon, as the household prepared for the evening. He found her in the upstairs hallway, standing outside her bedroom door, holding the wine-red corset dress from Lysa’s delivery. The dress for tonight. She pressed it against her body, studying her reflection in the hallway’s small mirror. The neckline plunged to her navel. The engineering was exceptional. Even against her current dress, the effect was visible — the promise of what those curves would look like displayed and presented and offered.

She saw him watching in the mirror’s reflection. Didn’t look away. Held his gaze through the glass for five full seconds — the longest yet.

“The Friday dance,” she said, her voice carefully controlled. “Will you be sponsoring wine?”

“Five barrels. Full sponsorship.”

“Good.” A pause. “I think I could use some wine.”

The words hung in the air between them, loaded with everything she wasn’t saying and everything he was waiting to hear.

“Good wine?” he asked.

“Strong wine.” Her reflection met his reflection. “The kind that makes you brave.”

She disappeared into her room with the dress. The door closed. He stood in the hallway, heart pounding, cock hard, counting the hours until the music started.



The rest of the afternoon moved in short, electric bursts.

Elara and Sable had found each other during the quiet hours, cleaning tables together while chatting with the easy warmth of new friends discovering common ground. Sable told stories about the harbor — the sailors who tipped well, the dockworkers who were surprisingly gentle, the time a drunk adventurer had tried to pay with a mushroom from the Feywood and Rosalind had made him eat it because “if it’s good enough currency for my pussy, it’s good enough for your stomach.”

Elara laughed at the stories with wide blue eyes, leaning close, absorbing the details of a world she’d glimpsed but never entered. The friendship was genuine. But Theron noticed how Sable’s stories were slowly, naturally, pulling Elara’s curiosity toward territories she hadn’t explored.

“The gloryhole thing Rosalind mentioned,” Elara said during a lull. “How does that actually work?”

“Partition wall,” Sable explained, wiping a table. “A hole at the right height. Client on one side, you on the other. He puts his cock through, you service it. He doesn’t see you, you don’t see him. It’s completely anonymous.”

“That’s…” Elara searched for the word. “Efficient?”

“Rosalind calls it pure transaction. No names, no faces, no emotional labor. Just cock and service and coin.” Sable paused, amber eyes meeting Elara’s. “She loves it. Says it’s the purest form of what she does.”

“Do you love it?”

Sable considered. “I haven’t tried a proper wall setup yet. But the concept? Taking a stranger’s cock without knowing who he is, without him knowing who I am? There’s something…” She trailed off, searching. “Freeing about that. No judgment because there’s no identity to judge.”

Elara was quiet for a moment, processing. Then: “That sounds like something Rosalind would love. Not really my world, though.”

But the way she said it — thoughtful rather than dismissive, her blue eyes lingering on Sable’s face as if waiting for more detail — told Theron a different story. The seed was planted so gently that Elara probably didn’t even feel it take root. But the curiosity was already there, quiet and patient.



Meanwhile, Celia had ordered a dark green dress for the dance from her own tip savings — an investment she would have considered absurd two months ago. The fact that she was spending money on appearance rather than hoarding it for an emergency marked a shift no one in the household could have predicted.

She practiced dance steps in the back hallway when she thought no one was watching. Small, precise movements — the footwork she’d studied at previous dances, learning from observation the way she learned everything. She’d never admit to practicing. Practicing implied wanting to impress someone. Celia didn’t want to impress anyone.

Except she was practicing in the hallway where Theron would pass on his way to the storage room. And she paused her practice when she heard his footsteps. And resumed only when she was sure he’d passed.

She wanted him to see. Just didn’t want to be caught wanting.



Rosalind handled five clients before the evening’s Friday dance preparations began. She emerged from the back room after the last one with the satisfied glow of a woman who’d been doing what she loved all day — face flushed, blouse hastily rebuttoned, a streak of something white near her ear that she’d missed during cleanup.

“Five clients,” she reported to Theron, dropping coins on the bar. “Thirty-five to me, fifteen to you. Plus one extra sovereign from the third client because he said my technique was, and I quote, ‘worth every penny and several more pennies.’”

She lit an imported cigarette and leaned against the bar, smoking with the contentment of a cat in a sunbeam. “Big night tonight. The Friday dance always drives business afterward. Adventurers get drunk, get lonely, remember that warm willing women are fifty steps from their ale.”

“You’re not going to the dance?”

“Sable and I will work the room. Mingle. Advertise. Not our place to be on the dance floor with the household.” She studied him through a curl of cigarette smoke. “But you’ll be dancing. With Mirelle.”

“That’s the plan.”

“The plan is working. I saw her this afternoon. The woman is wound so tight she’s going to snap the first time you put your hand on her waist.” Rosalind took a long drag. Exhaled toward the ceiling. “Don’t waste it. When she breaks, make sure she breaks toward you, not away.”

Sound advice from a woman who understood the mechanics of desire better than most philosophers.



That night, Theron lay awake. Not from insomnia — from anticipation.

Through the wall: Mirelle.

The bed creaked. Slow at first, then faster. Her breathing was audible, ragged, the rhythm of three fingers working desperately against flesh that demanded more. She was louder tonight. Less careful about the sounds. As if the decision she’d already made had loosened something, had given her permission to want openly even if only in the darkness of her own room.

A moan. Low, throaty, the sound of a 38-year-old woman whose body was screaming for attention it hadn’t received in nearly a decade.

Then words. Whispered, barely audible through the wall, but unmistakable.

His name.

She was saying his name while she touched herself.

Blood rushed south so fast it made him dizzy.

The creaking intensified. Her voice rose. She came with a choked cry that she tried to muffle with a pillow and failed, the sound carrying through the thin wall like a confession.

Then silence. The deep, unsatisfied silence of a woman who’d had an orgasm but not enough of one. Who needed something fingers couldn’t provide. Who was saving everything for tomorrow night.

Theron stared at the ceiling in the dark. He was hard enough to ache.

Tomorrow.

The wine was ordered. The music would play. Her dress hung in her room, waiting to be filled with the body that had been filling his dreams for months.

Tomorrow, Mirelle stopped waiting.

He could count the hours on both hands.

Every single one felt like a year.


Chapter 10: Friday Dance — Wine and Surrender

The Trade Plaza transformed on Friday evenings. Lanterns strung between market stalls cast warm pools of light across the cobblestones, musicians set up on the fountain platform, merchants shuttered their shops and became spectators, and the entire city gathered for the weekly ritual that was part social event, part courtship arena, part excuse to drink in public.

The Prancing Stag’s sponsorship was announced at sundown. The dance master — a portly man with a voice that carried across the plaza — declared with theatrical volume: “Tonight’s wine and refreshments are provided by the Prancing Stag tavern! Raise a cup to young master Ashwick and his fine establishment!”

Cheers erupted. Adventurers loved free wine the way they loved surviving — noisily and without restraint. Five barrels of Vincent’s red tapped simultaneously, cups distributed, the sweet-sharp smell of good wine filling the plaza.

Theron stood near the fountain, watching his household arrive.

Elara appeared first, of course. She came from the direction of the Stag in her sheer blue dress, practically skipping, honey-blonde hair bouncing, her entire body radiating the cheerful energy that made customers fall in love with her three times a week. The dress caught the lantern light and became intermittently transparent, giving the gathered crowd flash-frame glimpses of her small perky body beneath. She drew eyes without trying. That was her gift.

Celia followed at a measured pace, wearing the new dark green dress that Theron hadn’t seen yet. The color was perfect — it made her pale porcelain skin luminous, gave her grey-blue eyes a jade tint, and complemented the midnight cascade of her dark hair. The corset bodice pushed her small breasts into visible cleavage for the first time, and the side-slit revealed her long pale legs with each step. She walked like a woman who knew she looked lethal and was pretending she didn’t care.

Then Mirelle.

Theron forgot to breathe.

The wine-red corset dress had looked impressive on a hanger. On Mirelle’s body, it was a declaration of war against modesty.

Lysa’s engineering was flawless. The corset pushed Mirelle’s massive 38DD breasts up and together with structural precision, creating a display of cleavage that could be registered as a geological event. The deep neckline showed the full inner curves of both breasts — soft, warm, vast expanses of creamy skin rising above the crimson fabric like the world’s most beautiful landscape. Every breath made them swell against the corset’s edge. Every step made them shift and bounce with heavy, natural momentum.

Her chestnut-brown hair was down. Loose, for the first time in weeks. Silver-threaded waves cascading over her shoulders, catching the lantern light, framing her face and the spectacular terrain of her chest. Her hazel eyes were bright with wine-courage and something deeper — the resolution of a woman who’d made her decision and was done pretending otherwise.

She’d already been drinking. He could tell from the slight flush across her collarbones, the looser movement of her body, the way her hips swayed with less restraint than usual. Maren’s advice: get her drunk enough to stop thinking. She was following the prescription.

Every head in the plaza that wasn’t already turned toward her turned now. Men stopped mid-conversation. Women looked and either envied or approved. The grey-bearded warrior regular, who was leaning against a market stall with a cup of wine, spilled half of it on his boots.

Mirelle crossed the plaza toward Theron with the deliberate walk of a woman who had picked her destination and was done with detours.

“Dance with me,” she said.

Not a question.



The music was a slow waltz — the kind that required closeness and permitted intimacy. Theron took her hand, placed his other on her waist, and pulled her closer than the dance strictly required.

The effect was immediate and overwhelming.

Her body pressed against his with the warmth of wine and the weight of eight years of deprivation. Her full breasts pushed against his chest — soft, warm, impossibly heavy, the thin fabric of her corset the only barrier between her skin and his. He could feel the heat of her through his shirt. Could feel the rapid beat of her heart through those magnificent breasts.

Her hand gripped his shoulder with white-knuckle intensity. Not nervous. Determined.

They moved with the music. He was still a mediocre dancer — hadn’t improved since those first awkward attempts with Elara months ago. But the dance didn’t matter. The closeness mattered. The contact. The way her hips pressed against his when the waltz turned slow, grinding subtly with a motion that wasn’t part of any dance step but was unmistakably intentional.

“You wore it,” he said.

“The dress?” She looked down at her own cleavage, as if noticing it. “Lysa does good work.”

“You look—”

“Don’t.” She cut him off, her voice tight. “Don’t say it yet. If you say it now I’ll fall apart right here in the plaza.”

He didn’t say it. Just held her closer. Let his hand on her waist drift lower, settling on the curve of her hip, the generous swell of her body beneath the wine-red fabric. She inhaled sharply at the new contact but didn’t pull away.

A second cup of wine appeared in her hand courtesy of a passing server. She drank it while they danced, the motion of tilting her head back to drink pulling her body into an arch that pressed her breasts more firmly against him. His cock was hard. Undeniably, obviously hard. Pressed against her hip through their clothes.

She felt it.

Her eyes went wide. Her breath caught. She looked down at the point of contact between his erection and her body, then up at his face.

“That’s been there since you walked across the plaza,” he said.

“I should—” She started to pull away. Instinct. Propriety. The reflex of a woman who’d spent eight years denying herself contact.

He held her. Not forcefully. Just steadily. His hand firm on her hip, his other hand holding hers, his body close and warm and available.

“Stay,” he said.

She stayed.

They danced through the next song. And the next. Her body relaxed by degrees — the wine working, the music working, his proximity working. The rigid composure she wore like armor dissolved into the warmth of the evening and the pressure of his cock against her hip and the undeniable truth that she wanted this. Had wanted this for months. Had been building toward this since the first night she heard her daughter moan his name through the wall.

Three cups of wine in, her resistance dissolved entirely.

She pressed against him with deliberate intent, her generous breasts flattening against his chest, her hips rolling in a slow grind that had nothing to do with the music and everything to do with the ache between her legs that hadn’t been properly satisfied.

She leaned in. Her lips found his ear, warm wine-breath and the desperate whisper of a woman who’d reached her limit.

“Take me home.” Her voice cracked on the last word. “Please. I can’t wait any longer. I need you tonight or I’ll go mad.”

His cock throbbed against her hip. She felt it pulse. Gasped. Pressed closer.

“Are you sure?” he asked, because asking mattered even when the answer was written in every line of her body.

“I’m sure.” Her hand moved from his shoulder to his chest, pressing flat over his heart. “I’ve been sure since the first night I heard Elara screaming your name and wished it was me. Take me home, Theron. Before I lose the courage.”

He took her hand. Led her away from the dance floor, through the crowd, toward the road back to the Stag.

Behind them, Elara noticed first. She was dancing with a young adventurer, cheerful and flirtatious, when she saw Theron leading Mirelle away from the plaza. Her hand in his. Her body leaning into him. The intention unmistakable.

Elara caught Celia’s eye across the dance floor. A look passed between the sisters — understanding, acceptance, the shared acknowledgment of something they’d both known was coming.

Celia shrugged one pale shoulder. “About time.”

Elara smiled and returned to her dance.



The walk home was quiet and charged.

Mirelle held his hand the entire way, her grip tight, her breathing quick. She didn’t speak. Didn’t need to. The silence between them was full of everything that was about to happen — every night she’d spent listening, every morning she’d spent pretending, every desperate session with her own fingers that had ended in frustrated inadequacy.

The Prancing Stag was dark. Locked. The household was at the dance. The back room was closed — Rosalind and Sable were working the plaza crowd, advertising their services to adventurers who’d be drunk and wanting by midnight.

They climbed the stairs in silence. Mirelle’s room was closest. She opened the door, stepped inside, turned to face him.

Candlelight from her bedside illuminated her face — flushed from wine, eyes bright with desire and terror, lips parted. The wine-red corset displayed her breasts like an offering. Her chestnut hair framed everything.

“Be gentle,” she whispered. The words she’d told him she’d want, weeks ago, when desire was still hypothetical and she didn’t know he’d remember.

He stepped inside and closed the door.

Behind them, the Friday dance continued without them. Music and wine and laughter filled the Trade Plaza. Elara danced. Celia watched. Adventurers drank wine sponsored by the Prancing Stag and had no idea that back at the tavern, the last woman in the household was about to surrender everything she’d been holding back for eight years.

The door locked.

The night began.


Chapter 11: Mirelle’s Claiming

The door locked with a click that sounded like the world changing keys.

Mirelle stood in the center of her room — the room she’d slept in alone for years, the room where she’d listened through the wall, the room where her fingers had been a poor substitute for what she needed. Candlelight painted her in warm gold. The wine-red corset displayed her body like a museum exhibit dedicated to the concept of voluptuous.

She was trembling.

Not from cold. Not from fear. From the tension of a woman who’d spent eight years building a dam and was now watching cracks appear faster than she could count.

“Be gentle,” she’d said at the door. But the look in her hazel eyes said something else entirely. Said: overwhelm me. Said: make me forget every reason I shouldn’t be here. Said: eight years of nothing, and I need you to make up for all of it.

Theron crossed the room to her. Slowly. Giving her the chance to stop this, to change her mind, to retreat behind the practical competence she wore like armor.

She didn’t retreat.

He reached for the corset’s first hook. Her breath caught.

“Theron—”

“I’ve got you.”

The first hook released. Then the second. The engineered structure that held her breasts in place began to loosen, the fabric gaping, revealing the creamy skin beneath. Third hook. Fourth. The corset lost its grip incrementally, each hook surrendering another fraction of the body she’d hidden for years.

The fifth hook released and the corset fell away entirely.

Her breasts were freed.

Heavy, full, magnificent. 38DD cups of natural flesh that swayed with their sudden liberation, settling against her chest with a weight that spoke of femininity distilled to its essence. Large nipples — dark rose, surrounded by wider areolae — hardened instantly in the cool air, stiffening into prominent peaks that demanded attention. Years of being confined in conservative necklines had kept them hidden, but freed, they were spectacular. The kind of breasts that made men lose trains of thought. That made artists reach for brushes. That made young men stare and older men remember.

She covered herself instinctively. Arms crossing over her chest, hiding the display, the reflex of a woman who’d been invisible for so long she’d forgotten how to be seen.

“I know I’m not young like—”

He pulled her hands away. Gently but firmly. Held them at her sides and looked at her.

“You’re perfect,” he said.

Not a line. He studied her like a man seeing something for the first time that he’d been imagining for months, and finding the reality exceeded the fantasy by an order of magnitude. The voluptuous hourglass. The heavy breasts that defied their weight. The soft, slightly rounded stomach that spoke of children carried and life lived. The wide hips that flared from her narrow waist, creating a silhouette that embodied the MILF archetype so completely it seemed intentional. The thick thighs that promised to grip and hold and never let go.

This was the body of a woman at thirty-eight. Not the tight, untouched youth of her daughters. Something fuller, richer, more complex. A body that had been used for creation and service and denial, and was now being offered for pleasure.

“You’re perfect,” he said again, because once wasn’t enough.

She made a sound. Not words. Something between a laugh and a sob, the sound of emotional pressure finding its first outlet. Tears appeared in her hazel eyes — not sadness. Relief. The overwhelming, shaking relief of a woman who’d just heard the thing she needed to hear from the person she needed to hear it from.

He dropped to his knees.

The gesture wasn’t calculated, though it proved devastatingly effective. On his knees, his face was level with her stomach, her hips, the territory she’d kept locked away. He kissed her belly — soft skin that bore the faintest stretch marks from two pregnancies, warm and slightly curved. She gasped, her hands flying to his hair.

“Oh god,” she breathed. “It’s been so long—”

He kissed lower. Across her hips, where the skirt still clung. He slid the fabric down slowly, revealing more skin with each inch — the generous curve of her hips, the beginning of the dark hair between her thighs, the trembling muscles of her lower belly.

The skirt pooled at her feet. She wore nothing beneath.

His face was inches from her pussy. She was wet — visibly, obviously, the kind of arousal that said her body had been preparing for this moment since she walked across the plaza. Her thighs trembled. Her fingers tightened in his hair.

He kissed her inner thigh. She whimpered.

He kissed the other thigh. Her legs nearly buckled.

And when his tongue found her pussy — flat, slow, deliberate pressure against her clit — Mirelle came.

Immediately. Violently. The first touch of another person’s mouth on her pussy in eight years detonated everything she’d been storing. Her orgasm tore through her with the force of tectonic plates shifting. She screamed — a raw, animal sound that bounced off the walls and through the thin barrier into Theron’s room and beyond. Her thighs clamped around his head, her fingers fisted in his hair, her entire body convulsed with an orgasm that had been building for nearly a decade.

She came for what felt like a full minute. Wave after wave, each triggered by the continued pressure of his tongue against her clit, each accompanied by a sound that started as a scream and degraded into something more primal. Her knees gave out and he caught her, lowered her to the bed, followed her down without removing his mouth from her pussy.

She was crying. Tears streaming down her flushed face, tracking through the light makeup she’d applied for the dance. Not sadness — relief so overwhelming it had no other outlet. Eight years compressed into a single orgasm that shattered the dam she’d built between herself and pleasure.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped through tears. “Please don’t stop. It’s been so long. Please.”

He didn’t stop.



He spent time on her breasts that bordered on worship.

Mirelle lay back on the bed, naked and trembling, and he dedicated his mouth and hands to the territory she’d hidden for years. Her heavy tits were impossibly soft, yielding to his hands with plush warmth, the weight of them settling into his palms like they’d found home. He kissed the valley between them, tasting salt from sweat and the faintest trace of her perfume. She arched into his touch, her breath hitching with each new contact.

Her nipples were extraordinarily sensitive. Years of being untouched had amplified their response — when he took one in his mouth, she gasped like she’d been shocked. When he sucked, she moaned from deep in her chest. When he used his teeth — gently, careful — she bucked off the mattress and grabbed fistfuls of bedsheet.

“Yes,” she breathed, pressing her breasts upward into his face. “God, yes. More. Touch me everywhere. I’ve been invisible for eight years. Make me real.”

He traveled across every inch of her. The softness of her belly — he kissed the stretch marks, tracing them with his tongue, making her whimper at the intimacy. The thickness of her thighs — he pushed them apart and kissed the sensitive inner skin, feeling her tremble. The generous swell of her ass — he rolled her onto her side and bit the curve where hip met buttock, drawing a yelp of surprise and pleasure.

Her body was a landscape of denied sensation. Every inch he touched responded like parched earth receiving rain — drinking in the contact, blooming under attention, flooding with sensation after years of drought.

When his mouth returned to her pussy, she was even wetter than before. She spread her thighs wide without being asked, the invitation explicit and desperate. He licked her with slow, deliberate strokes — clit, folds, entrance, back to clit — building her toward a second orgasm with the technique Rosalind had taught him months ago.

“I need you inside me,” she gasped between moans. “Now. Please, I can’t take any more teasing.”

He rose above her. She lay on the bed with her chestnut hair splayed across the pillow, her full breasts heaving with each breath, her wide hips angled upward in invitation, her thick thighs spread for him. The most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. Not because she was young — she wasn’t. Not because she was perfect — she had laugh lines and stretch marks and the wear of years. Because she was real and present and desperate and offering herself to him with an abandon that made his heart pound and his cock throb.

He positioned himself between her spread thighs. His cock — hard enough to ache, rigid with the accumulated desire of months of watching her move through his household — pressed against her wet entrance.

“I need you,” she whispered. “Inside me. Now. Please.”

He entered her slowly.

Her pussy was tight. Incredibly, unexpectedly tight, despite two children. Eight years of celibacy had done what no exercise could — disuse had tightened her muscles until the first inch of his cock met resistance that made her gasp and him groan. He pushed in gradually, feeling her stretch around him, her slick walls parting to accept his girth with a friction that bordered on painful for both of them. She was soaking wet but so tight that each inch was a negotiation between his size and her body’s reluctant yield.

“Oh god,” she gasped, her eyes going wide, pupils blowing dark. “Oh god, it’s been so — you’re so thick — I forgot how much it — oh, Theron, yes.”

He was halfway in. He pressed deeper. She whimpered — not pain, but the overwhelming sensation of being filled after years of emptiness. Her pussy clenched around him in involuntary spasms, her body simultaneously trying to pull him in and adjust to the intrusion.

She wrapped her thick thighs around his waist and pulled him the rest of the way inside. The motion was instinctive, primal, the reflex of a body that remembered what it needed even when the mind tried to argue. Her legs locked behind his back with surprising strength. Her arms wound around his neck. Her generous breasts pressed flat against his chest, soft and warm and overwhelming, the hard points of her nipples digging into his skin.

He was fully inside her. Buried to the hilt in the tightest, wettest, most desperately hungry pussy he’d ever felt. She gripped him like a fist — her inner muscles clenching and releasing in tiny, involuntary flutters that massaged his cock from every angle.

“Yes,” she whispered directly into his ear, her breath hot and shaking. “God, yes. This is what I needed. This is what I’ve been dreaming about every single night while my fingers weren’t enough.”

He began to move.

Measured thrusts at first. Building her up. Reading her body the way Rosalind had taught him — the tilt of her hips telling him the angle was right, the catch of her breath telling him the depth was good, the way her pussy clenched and released around his shaft in quickening rhythm telling him she was climbing toward something enormous.

“More,” she demanded, her voice raw with need. “I’ve waited eight years for this. I can take more.”

He gave her more. Harder, deeper, the kind of thrusts that shook the bed and slammed the headboard against the wall with rhythmic intent. She responded with volcanic enthusiasm — bucking her wide hips up to meet every stroke, her spectacular tits bouncing wildly with each impact, her moans escalating from whispered encouragement to full-throated cries that she made no effort to muffle. The wet sound of his cock driving into her flooded pussy filled the room — obscene, urgent, the unmistakable rhythm of a woman being thoroughly fucked.

“Don’t stop,” she screamed. “Don’t you dare stop. Harder. HARDER.”

He grabbed her hips — wide, generous, built for exactly this — and drove into her with force that made the bed protest. She arched off the mattress, her entire body bowing with pleasure, her heavy breasts swaying wildly, her chestnut hair tangling in the sheets.

The sounds she made were extraordinary. Deep, primal, the sounds of a woman being properly fucked after nearly a decade of nothing. Moans that started in her belly and rose through her chest and exploded from her throat without restraint. She was loud — louder than Elara, louder than Celia, louder than Maren. Years of suppression converting into volume that shook the walls.

Her second orgasm — the one from actual penetration, not just oral — hit with devastating force.

“I’m — oh god — I’m going to — THERON!”

Her pussy clenched around his cock with rhythmic, crushing intensity. Her back arched so hard her full tits pointed at the ceiling. Her thighs squeezed his waist with strength that could crack ribs. She screamed — not his name this time, just pure sound, the vocal expression of eight years of frustration being obliterated in a single moment of overwhelming sensation.

He didn’t stop. Drove into her through the orgasm, extending it, riding the waves of her clenching pussy, feeling her body convulse beneath him.

“Don’t pull out,” she gasped between spasms. “Don’t stop. Keep going. I need — I need more — please—”

He gave her more. Changed angles. Lifted her hips off the bed, tilting her pelvis, and drove into her at a new depth that made her eyes roll back. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, nipples hard and dark, the flesh flushed pink with arousal.

The third orgasm came on the heels of the second. She sobbed with the intensity of it — actual sobbing, tears running down her temples into her hair, not from pain but from the sheer overwhelming force of pleasure after years of deprivation. Her body couldn’t process the sensory overload. Every orgasm unlocked another layer of need, each deeper than the last.

“Inside me,” she gasped, feeling him approach his own peak. “I want to feel it. I want everything. Give me everything.”

He buried himself to the hilt. His cock pulsed and he came with a groan that matched her screams — deep, primal, the release of months of wanting this woman who’d been right there behind a thin wall, touching herself and whispering his name. He flooded her pussy with thick ropes of cum, each spurt drawing a whimper from her as she felt the heat and pressure of his release filling her.

“So much,” she breathed, grinding down on his still-pulsing cock. “I can feel it. All of it. So hot. So much.” Her hands pressed against her own lower belly, as if she could feel his seed through the flesh. “Eight years,” she whispered. “Eight years I waited for this. For you.”

He stayed inside her, feeling his cock pulse the last spurts into her incredible tightness. Her pussy continued to clench around him in aftershock rhythms, milking him with involuntary muscle contractions.

“Was it worth the wait?” he asked.

She laughed. The sound was genuine, joyful, free — a laugh he’d never heard from Mirelle before. The laugh of a woman who’d just been liberated from a prison she’d built for herself.

“I need to go to confession,” she said, still laughing, tears still wet on her cheeks. “But not for this. For all the time I wasted NOT doing this.”

He kissed her. Deep, possessive, claiming. She kissed him back with the ferocity of a woman who’d been starving and had finally found food.



Afterward, they lay tangled together in her narrow bed. His cock softened slowly inside her — she’d refused to let him withdraw, had kept her thighs locked around him, wanting to hold the connection as long as physics would allow. His cum seeped from where their bodies joined, warm and sticky against both their thighs.

Mirelle’s breathing slowly returned to normal. Her heavy breasts rose and fell against his chest. Her chestnut hair was a disaster, her makeup ruined, her body slick with sweat and release. She’d never looked more beautiful.

“The girls heard,” she said quietly.

They both knew it was true. The walls were thin. She’d screamed his name loud enough to be heard from the street, let alone the bedrooms twenty feet away.

“Does that bother you?” he asked.

She considered. Processing. The Mirelle who’d walked into this room an hour ago would have been horrified. The Mirelle who lay in his arms now, filled with his cum, still trembling from multiple orgasms, found that horror was surprisingly absent.

“It should,” she said. “My daughters heard their mother get fucked by their lover. That should be the most horrifying sentence of my life.” A pause. “Instead it feels like… joining. Like completing something. Like the last piece of a puzzle that’s been missing its center.”

He stroked her hair. Traced the silver threads that ran through the chestnut waves. She leaned into his touch like a cat, like a woman who’d been touch-starved so long that any contact felt divine.

“Come back tomorrow night,” she said. Not asking. Telling. With the authority of a woman who’d just reclaimed her sexuality and had no intention of surrendering it again. “Every night. I have eight years to make up for.”

“Every night is a lot. There are only so many hours.”

She propped herself up on one elbow, her massive breasts shifting heavily, her hazel eyes bright with a new fire. “Then I’ll share. Your schedule. The rotation. Whatever arrangement the girls have — I want in. I’m done being the only woman in this house who sleeps alone.”

The words landed with a weight that transformed the household. Not just employer and employee. Not just mother and daughters’ lover. All of them. Together. Claimed. Connected through one man who’d somehow accumulated a MILF, her two daughters, a widow, and two prostitutes in the space of four months.

He kissed her forehead. “Welcome to the rotation.”

She laughed again — that new, free laugh — and pulled him close. “I’m going to be very demanding,” she warned.

“I wouldn’t expect anything less.”

“And very loud.”

“The walls were already thin.”

“And very…” She trailed off, a blush rising despite everything they’d just done. “Very enthusiastic. I have a lot of lost time to recover.”

“Then we’d better start recovering it.”

Her hand found his cock between their bodies. Soft, but not for long — not with her fingers wrapped around it, not with her heavy tits pressed against his chest, not with her hazel eyes looking at him with the naked hunger of a woman who’d just discovered that sex was even better than she remembered.

“Already?” she murmured, feeling him stiffen in her grip, swelling from soft to rigid in the warm tunnel of her fist. “It’s been twenty minutes.”

“I’m nineteen.”

“Thank god for that.”

She straddled him. Positioned his stiffening cock at her entrance — still swollen, still slick with his first load — and sank down slowly. The sensation was different this time. Wetter. Looser from the first round, but somehow more intimate for it. His cum was still inside her, and she could feel it — warm and thick, displaced by his cock as it filled her again, seeping around his shaft and dripping down to where their bodies joined.

“Oh,” she breathed, settling fully onto his lap, his cock buried to the hilt in the messy, cum-filled heat of her pussy. “Oh, that’s different. I can feel your — from before — it’s so wet—”

She began to ride. Slowly this time, rolling her hips in long, grinding strokes. Her massive breasts swayed above him, heavy and pendulous, the dark rose nipples tracing arcs in the candlelight. She braced one hand on his chest and found her rhythm — forward and back, forward and back, her wide hips working with the confident control of a woman who’d watched herself in the mirror and finally seen what everyone else saw.

“I’m going to be very demanding,” she whispered, grinding down harder, her clit pressing against his pelvis. “Every night I’m going to come to your door. Every night I’m going to take this cock and ride it until I can’t walk straight.”

She rode faster. Her breasts bounced with increasing force, the heavy flesh slapping together, the sound of it mixing with the wet squelch of their joining. His first load was being churned inside her, frothy and obscene, leaking around his shaft and pooling on his pelvis.

“Eight years,” she panted. “Eight years of nothing. You have no idea what that does to a woman. How hungry it makes her. How desperate.” She slammed down hard. “I’m going to fuck you until my legs give out and then I’m going to sleep on top of you and wake up and fuck you again.”

He grabbed her hips. Thrust up into her with force that made her gasp. Her massive tits bounced toward her chin and fell back heavily, the momentum hypnotic. She moaned — deep, raw, the sound of a woman being fed after years of starvation.

She came with a shudder that rolled through her entire body, her pussy clenching around his cock in slow, deep waves, her eyes squeezing shut. Quieter than the first orgasms. More personal. The kind of climax that happened when the desperate urgency had been satisfied and what remained was pure, unhurried pleasure.

He followed her — his second release smaller but no less intense, his cock pulsing inside her, adding to the mess. She felt it and sighed with contentment, grinding down to milk the last drops, her pussy warm and flooded and full.

She collapsed onto his chest. Didn’t pull off. Let his softening cock stay inside her, held in place by the warm grip of her body and the weight of her hips.

Through the walls, the house was silent. The sisters weren’t home yet. The back room was empty.

For this one night, Mirelle had him entirely to herself.

And she’d made every minute count.


Chapter 12: Morning Guilt — And Its Cure

Breakfast the morning after Mirelle’s claiming was the most fascinating diplomatic exercise Theron had ever witnessed.

Mirelle served eggs and bread with the efficiency of a woman who could run a kitchen during an earthquake, but she was walking differently. Not the exhausted shuffle of overwork — the careful, deliberate movement of a woman who was sore in places that hadn’t been used in years and wasn’t entirely sorry about it. She moved with a new grace beneath the stiffness, a satisfied fluidity that her daughters recognized immediately because they’d worn it themselves after their own first nights with Theron.

Elara spotted it before Mirelle had finished plating the eggs. Her cornflower-blue eyes widened, then softened with knowing warmth. She waited until her mother set the plate down before speaking.

“You look well this morning, Mama.” Said with the deliberate lightness of a daughter who’d heard everything through the wall and was choosing kindness over mockery.

Mirelle’s hands paused on the serving dish. A flush crept up her neck and across her cheeks, the crimson visible against her fair porcelain skin. “I slept well.”

“You were loud.” Celia’s contribution, delivered without inflection from across the table. Her grey-blue eyes observed her mother with the clinical detachment she applied to everything. Not judgment — just observation. She’d heard the screaming. The headboard. The sounds of a woman coming apart after nearly a decade of silence. She’d processed it the way she processed everything: with cold analysis followed by grudging acceptance.

Mirelle turned fully crimson. “I was. I’m sorry if—”

“Don’t apologize.” Elara interrupted with surprising firmness. She reached across the table and squeezed her mother’s hand. “We’re happy. Really.”

“Happy?” Mirelle stared at her daughter’s hand on hers.

“Happy.” Elara confirmed. “You’ve been miserable. Listening through the wall, touching yourself, pretending you didn’t want what we have. That’s over now. That’s good.”

Theron sat at the head of the table and watched three women he was now sleeping with navigate the most surreal breakfast of his nineteen-year existence. A mother and both her daughters, all his lovers, passing bread and discussing the previous night’s screaming with the matter-of-fact tone of people discussing weather.

His life had become genuinely insane. The most amazing kind of insane.

Mirelle poured tea with hands that trembled slightly. “Does this change… how things work here?”

The question was directed at the table in general. At the air. At whatever force governed the household’s increasingly complex sexual geometry.

Celia answered first, because Celia always had the pragmatic solution.

“You get a night in the rotation. Same as us.”

The matter-of-factness of it detonated something in Mirelle. She stared at her eldest daughter — the cold, judgmental virgin who’d become an anal specialist, the daughter who’d gone from condemning pleasure to scheduling it with administrative precision — and something cracked.

She laughed.

Not her polite service laugh. Not the restrained chuckle she offered customers. A deep, free, almost giddy sound that erupted from somewhere she’d kept locked for decades. It rang through the kitchen like a bell, startling Elara, stunning Celia, and making Theron’s chest tight with an emotion he couldn’t name.

“The rotation,” Mirelle repeated, wiping tears of laughter from her eyes. “I get a night in the rotation. Like it’s a cleaning schedule.”

“It essentially is,” Celia said, and then the corner of her mouth twitched — the closest she ever came to humor.

Elara was grinning. “Welcome to the schedule, Mama. Tuesdays and Saturdays are open.”

“I’ll take Tuesdays,” Mirelle said. “And any night the rest of you are too tired.”

She turned to Theron. Her hazel eyes were bright — not just from laughter but from a fundamental shift in how she saw herself and her place in this household. She wasn’t the manager anymore. She was part of the arrangement. Connected. Included. Wanted.

“More tea?” she asked him.

“Please.”

She poured, and their fingers brushed on the cup, and neither of them pretended it was accidental.



Sunday morning arrived with the obligation of appearances.

Mirelle dressed conservatively for the Cathedral of Valdros — long sleeves, high neckline, modest hem. The transformation from the braless, corset-wearing woman of the tavern to the respectable churchgoer was so complete it was almost comic. She could have been a different person entirely.

The cathedral was half-full with the usual Sunday crowd. Scarred adventurers seeking blessings before tomorrow’s delves. Merchants performing piety for business contacts. Off-duty guards sleeping through the sermon with practiced skill. The same collection of hypocrites and desperate souls who gathered every week to worship a god of suffering while carrying secrets that would make said god weep.

Father Aldric delivered his sermon with the passionate conviction of a man who genuinely believed what he was saying, which was impressive given that he’d been getting his cock sucked by Rosalind in the confession booth just days ago. His deep baritone filled the cathedral with warnings about temptation and the wages of sin.

Mirelle listened with the attentiveness of a woman who’d earned every wage he was describing.

After the service, when most of the congregation had dispersed to Sunday markets and family obligations, Mirelle approached the donation box. She placed fifty sovereigns inside — the clinking of coin against wood loud in the emptying cathedral.

Father Aldric appeared with the unerring accuracy of a man who could hear money from three rooms away. His grey tonsured head emerged from the sacristy, brown eyes finding the donation box and then finding Mirelle with an expression that managed to be both pious and calculating simultaneously.

“Sister Mirelle.” He used the church-formal address that he applied to all female parishioners, regardless of their actual relationship with holy orders. “It’s been some time since you sought confession.”

“I need guidance, Father.”

He led her to his office — a separate room from the confessional, reserved for consultations that required sitting rather than kneeling. The office smelled of incense and old leather. A heavy, leather-bound tome on church prohibitions sat on his desk, its pages worn from frequent consultation.

Mirelle sat across from him. Folded her hands in her lap. Drew a deep breath.

“I’ve been intimate,” she said. The words came out steady, which surprised her. “With my employer. Who is also intimate with both my daughters.”

Aldric’s eyebrows rose. Not dramatically — the man heard confessions from prostitutes and adventurers weekly. Very little truly shocked him anymore. But the eyebrows twitched upward enough to indicate that this particular configuration was new.

He reached for the leather-bound tome. Flipped through pages with the practiced speed of a man who referenced his own rules book regularly. His eyes scanned passages about kinship, consanguinity, spiritual bonds versus blood ties.

“No blood relation between you and this employer?”

“None. We are employees. He is our employer.”

“No blood relation between him and your daughters?”

“None whatsoever.”

“The daughters are his employees as well?”

“Yes.”

Aldric closed the tome. Steepled his fingers. His brown eyes — judgmental in public, calculating in private — studied her with the assessment of a man weighing moral authority against financial opportunity.

“This is unusual,” he said carefully. “Society would judge harshly. A man bedding his employee and both her daughters — the appearances alone would invite gossip and condemnation from those who don’t understand the circumstances.”

“I’m not asking about appearances, Father. I’m asking about sin.”

Aldric’s eyes flicked to the donation box. Fifty sovereigns bought flexibility. Considerable flexibility.

“Theologically?” He shifted in his chair. “Consenting adults. No blood kinship violated — the church’s prohibitions are specific to blood relations and spiritual adoption through baptismal bonds. You are not baptismally connected to this employer. Your daughters are not his blood kin. The sin, if any, would be fornication — a minor transgression.” He paused. “Forgivable with penance and continued… donation to the church’s maintenance fund.”

Mirelle nodded. “How much continued donation?”

“The cathedral’s roof requires repairs. Fifty sovereigns monthly would demonstrate ongoing devotion to the church’s physical wellbeing.” He said it without a trace of irony, which was the most ironic part. “And spiritual wellbeing, of course.”

“Of course.”

She left the cathedral feeling lighter by fifty sovereigns and a lifetime of guilt.

Behind her, Father Aldric pocketed the donation, glanced at the clock, and began preparing for his afternoon appointment. He straightened his vestments, brushed crumbs from his collar, and laid out a fresh handkerchief on the confessional bench – the one he used for cleanup afterward. Rosalind would arrive at four for their weekly session. The priest who’d just absolved Mirelle’s fornication would be getting his cock sucked through the confession screen within the hour, gasping “By Valdros’s suffering” while Rosalind swallowed his hypocrisy along with everything else.

The man who sold forgiveness couldn’t afford his own.



Mirelle returned to the Prancing Stag in the late afternoon, changed out of her conservative church attire, and found Theron in the main hall reviewing inventory.

She stood before him in her working dress — the wine-red one with the cleavage corset, the one she’d worn to the dance, the one she now wore without a trace of the shame that had accompanied it before.

“I’m yours,” she said simply. “Same as them. No more guilt.”

“Aldric approved?”

“Aldric’s roof repairs approved. Theology was a secondary concern.” Her lips twitched. “Fifty sovereigns monthly buys a remarkable amount of forgiveness.”

“Cheaper than I expected.”

“He’s running a promotion.” She moved closer. The hallway was narrow, intimate, filled with the scent of her soap and the warmth of her body. “I’m coming to your room tonight. Without wine. Without excuses. Without hesitation.”

“What about the rotation?”

“Tonight is mine. Elara agreed. Celia shrugged — which I’ve learned means yes.” Her hand found his chest, pressed flat over his heart. The same gesture Maren used, though Mirelle’s version carried more weight. “No more walls, Theron. No more listening. From now on, I’m in the room, not behind it.”

He covered her hand with his. “Welcome to the room.”

That night, Mirelle came to his door sober and certain. No wine courage. No excuse of intoxication. Just a woman who’d processed her guilt, purchased her absolution, and decided that the long drought was over.

She didn’t knock. Just opened the door, stepped inside, and began undoing the hooks of her corset with the steady hands of a woman who knew precisely what she was doing and intended to do it thoroughly.

“I believe,” she said, each hook releasing another fraction of her extraordinary body, “we have a lot of lost time to make up for.”

The last hook released. The corset fell. Her massive breasts swung free.

She smiled. And reached for his belt.

The household adjusted. The nightly arrangement expanded. And the woman who’d spent years behind the wall finally took her place on the other side of it.


Chapter 13: Gloryhole Pitch

The back room smelled of Rosalind’s expensive imported cigarettes and the brisk confidence of a woman about to make a business case that would change everything.

She sat on the edge of her bed — the workspace bed, the one that had already seen more professional use in two weeks than most furniture sees in a lifetime — with her legs crossed and her blouse unbuttoned to its usual equator-of-cleavage point. She’d asked for a formal meeting. Had even prepared notes, which she’d pulled from the warm niche between her breasts where she kept her business notebook.

Theron sat on the storage chest opposite. Celia had joined without being asked — she’d been the one Rosalind pitched the concept to first, weeks ago, and had spent the intervening time running numbers in her head with the obsessive precision she applied to everything.

“The wall,” Rosalind said, laying her notebook on the bed beside her. “I’ve been talking about it since before I moved in. Time to get specific.”

“The gloryhole,” Theron said.

“Don’t call it that in front of customers. Call it ‘the private service partition’ or just ‘the wall.’ But yes.” She tapped the notebook. “Here’s what I know from experience.”

She’d worked gloryholes before. At the Merry Tankard, a dockside tavern that catered to sailor shore-leave and the less discriminating adventurer crowd. The setup there was crude — a hole cut in a wardrobe pushed against a wall, no padding, splinters a occupational hazard. Despite the primitive construction, the revenue had been remarkable.

“Twelve clients in one shift,” Rosalind said, her jade-green eyes bright with professional enthusiasm. “Six sovereigns each. Seventy-two sovereigns in four hours. Split that with the house and everyone walked away happy. The clients got serviced, the worker got paid, the house took its cut, and nobody needed to make eye contact or exchange names.”

She explained the concept with the clarity of someone who’d spent years perfecting both the practice and the business model. The partition wall separated client from worker completely. Client entered from one side, inserted through the padded hole, received service — oral by default, full service for additional payment — and left without seeing who was on the other side. Anonymity was the product as much as the sex. Men who’d never pay to be seen entering a prostitute’s room would happily pay to be serviced through a wall where no one could identify them.

“The anonymity factor triples your potential client base,” Rosalind continued. “Guards who can’t be seen hiring prostitutes. Married merchants who need their reputation intact. Priests who—” She paused with a knowing grin. “Well. You know about priests.”

“Revenue projections,” Celia said from her corner. All business, her grey-blue eyes sharp.

Rosalind consulted her notebook. “Two workers alternating shifts. Peak adventurer hours — afternoon through evening, extending to late night when the fleet’s in. Conservative estimate: eight to twelve clients per shift. Six sovereigns per client.”

She let the number sink in.

“Split: two sovereigns to the house, four to the worker, per six-sovereign client. Some days you’ll get eight clients, some days you’ll get fifteen. Factor in slow nights, off-days, and the realistic ebb and flow — conservative estimate: two hundred additional sovereigns weekly to the house. And that’s before fleet week or a major quest completion, when volume could double.”

“The math works,” Celia said. Her voice held a rare note of genuine enthusiasm — the accountant in her recognizing an investment with exceptional return ratios. “Current construction cost?”

“Seven hundred sovereigns,” Rosalind said. “Torven builds it. He’s done six already across the city. Knows the specifications. Timber partition at waist height, padded hole — important, no splinters on the cock or the face — separate client entrance for anonymity, lockable doors both sides. And—” She looked at Theron with particular significance. “A voyeur window.”

“A voyeur window.”

“One-way ground glass. Torven’s specialty. Lets you see into the workspace from a viewing niche without being seen. You can monitor operations, ensure safety, watch for any problems.” Her grin widened. “Or just watch.”

The dual purpose was explicit. Security and voyeurism, business and pleasure, oversight and arousal. Theron went hard at the image — standing in a hidden niche, watching through glass as Rosalind or Sable serviced anonymous cocks through a wall, the pure transactional nature of it stripped of pretense or emotion.

“Construction timeline?” he asked.

“Three days once Torven starts. He’s efficient.”

“Location?”

“The unused space adjacent to our quarters but separate from them. Has its own access from the side alley. Torven will assess it, but from what I’ve measured, it’s perfect.”

Celia spoke again: “The investment pays for itself in a month. Less than a month if business exceeds conservative projections, which it will during fleet week.”

Theron considered. Seven hundred sovereigns was significant — it represented weeks of accumulated profit that could be spent on other things. But the return was compelling. If Rosalind’s numbers were even half right, the gloryhole would generate more revenue per square foot than any other part of the tavern.

“Talk to Torven,” he said. “Get measurements. Get a firm timeline. Let’s do this.”

Rosalind’s grin could have lit the room without candles. She closed her notebook, tucked it back into its warm, comfortable home between her massive breasts, and stood with the energy of a woman who’d just received authorization for her dream project.

“I’ll send word to him tonight. He can be here tomorrow for the assessment.”



Torven arrived the next morning with his donkey, his measuring rope, and his characteristic absence of curiosity about anything that didn’t involve dimensions.

The dwarf examined the unused space with the thoroughness of a craftsman who took pride in his work regardless of its purpose. He measured walls, tested floor stability, checked the alignment with the side-alley entrance, and assessed the timber quality of the existing structure.

“Good bones,” he said, which was high praise from a dwarf. “Your space is twelve by eight feet. Client side gets four feet — enough for a man to stand and conduct his business without feeling cramped. Worker side gets eight feet — room for kneeling, bending, whatever the job requires.”

He sketched the layout on a scrap of parchment with the confident strokes of someone who’d done this before.

“Timber partition at waist height — I’ll calibrate to average adventurer. Padded hole, six inches diameter, adjustable to five or seven with removable inserts because…” He cleared his throat. “Specifications vary. Separate client entrance from the alley with a locking door. Worker entrance from the back hallway. Lockable from both sides.”

“The viewing niche?” Theron asked.

“Ground glass panel in the worker side’s wall. One-way — you see in, they can’t see out. Narrow niche, three feet by two, enough for one person to stand and observe. Access from the hallway through a concealed door.”

“And the cost?”

“Seven hundred sovereigns.” Torven’s blue eyes were level and unyielding. “Non-negotiable. Materials plus labor plus the ground glass, which I import from the dwarven glassworks at Ironridge. The glass alone is two hundred.”

“Timeline?”

“Three days. Don’t come in while I’m working.”

Theron paid the deposit — three hundred and fifty sovereigns up front, the remainder on completion. Torven pocketed the money, loaded his tools from the donkey cart, and disappeared into the unused space with the focused determination of a dwarf who had a job to do.

The sounds of construction began immediately. Sawing, hammering, the occasional dwarvish phrase that probably meant something profane. The household adjusted to the noise the way they adjusted to everything — with practical acceptance and the understanding that the sound of building was the sound of revenue being constructed.

“Three days,” Rosalind said, smoking a cigarette in the hallway as hammering echoed from the soon-to-be-gloryhole. “In three days, the Stag gets a wall. And when the wall opens, the money doesn’t stop.”

She took a long drag. Exhaled toward the ceiling. Her green eyes gleamed with the anticipation of a woman about to return to her favorite workplace, upgraded from alley and rented room to purpose-built professional space.

“I can’t wait,” she said. And meant it with every fiber of her cock-obsessed, cum-loving, gloriously shameless being.

The gloryhole took shape.


Chapter 14: Mirelle Unleashed

Three nights since the claiming. Three nights of Mirelle arriving at Theron’s door with increasing confidence and decreasing clothing. The first night: the wine-red corset, unlacing slowly, still nervous. The second night: a simple sleeping shift, stripped quickly, urgency replacing hesitation. Tonight: she appeared in his doorway wearing a work dress and a secret.

“I stopped wearing smallclothes today,” she said.

The words detonated in his skull like a Feywood fungus-bomb.

This voluptuous, thirty-eight-year-old woman — the household manager, his employees’ mother, the most conservatively dressed person in the Prancing Stag until a week ago — had spent the entire day walking through his tavern with nothing between her bare breasts and the fabric of her dress. Nothing between her pussy and the thin layer of cotton that customers brushed against when she squeezed past their tables.

“All day?” he asked, his cock going rigid so fast it hurt.

“All day.” She stepped into the room and closed the door. Her hazel eyes burned with something new — not the nervous hunger of the first night, but a focused, predatory heat that looked startlingly like Maren at her most confident. “I served lunch without a bra. My nipples were visible through the fabric the entire afternoon. Three separate customers noticed. One of them dropped his spoon.”

“I know. I was watching.”

“I know you were watching. I was watching you watch.” She reached for the hem of her dress and pulled it over her head in one motion.

Naked. No transition, no ceremony. Just Mirelle, stripped bare, standing in his room with the confidence of a woman who’d discovered she liked being seen and was done with the slow reveal.

Her body was magnificent. He’d catalogued it during the first night, mapped it with his mouth, worshipped every curve. But there was something different about seeing it in the context of her new confidence. Her breasts hung heavy and natural, nipples already hardening — dark rose points that stiffened as he watched. Her hourglass waist. Her wide fertile hips. The soft curve of her stomach. The thick thighs that had gripped his waist three nights running and still hadn’t gotten enough.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she said, advancing toward the bed. “Every time a customer looked at me. Every time I caught you staring at my breasts. I was wet through my dress by noon. Do you know what it’s like to serve ale while your pussy is dripping? It’s torture. The good kind.”

She pushed him onto the bed. Not gently. Not the tentative Mirelle from a week ago. This Mirelle climbed onto the mattress with purpose, straddled his still-clothed body, and began undoing his shirt with fingers that didn’t tremble anymore.

“Clothes off,” she ordered. “Now.”

He complied. She helped — yanking his shirt over his head, fumbling with his belt, dragging his trousers down with the impatience of a woman making up for lost time. His cock sprang free, already straining, and she wrapped her hand around it with possessive satisfaction.

“Good,” she murmured, stroking slowly. “I’ve been thinking about this since breakfast. Since you looked at me across the table and I knew you could see my nipples through my dress and I knew you wanted to pull the fabric aside and suck them right there in front of the girls.”

She released his cock, turned around, and settled into reverse position — her spectacular ass facing him, her wide hips, the curve of her spine leading up to the cascade of chestnut-brown hair. She looked back over her shoulder with eyes that smoldered.

“Watch this,” she said. “Watch what wanting does to a woman.”

She reached between her legs, grasped his cock, positioned the swollen head against her slick entrance, and sank down backward in one deliberate, soul-deep stroke that buried him to the hilt.



The visual was obscene in the most beautiful possible way.

Mirelle in reverse cowgirl, her enormous ass bouncing against his pelvis with each rise and fall. Her wide hips working in a grinding, rolling motion that showed she’d been thinking about this exact position all day — calculating angles, imagining the view she’d give him. Her heavy breasts swaying with their own momentum, visible from behind as they bounced past the width of her torso, the tips of her hard nipples catching the light each time they swung into view. The silver-threaded chestnut hair cascading down her back, sticking to her sweat-damp skin.

She was putting on a show. Deliberately. The exhibitionist emerging from the shell of the conservative household manager.

“Is this what you wanted?” she panted, riding harder, her pussy making wet sucking sounds around his cock with each stroke. “Your employees’ mother working your cock? All three of us — me and both my girls — and you get to fuck every single one.”

He grabbed her hips, fingers sinking into the generous flesh. Thrust upward to meet her downstrokes. The collision sent shockwaves through both of them — her tits bouncing wildly, her massive ass rippling against his pelvis, the slap of skin against skin punctuating her moans.

She leaned forward, bracing her hands on his shins, and the angle changed everything. His cock pressed against her front wall, hitting a spot that made her thighs shake. The sound she made — a guttural, primal groan — came from somewhere below conscious thought. Her pussy clenched hard around him, an involuntary spasm that nearly dragged him over the edge.

From this angle, the view was devastating. Her round, full ass pumping up and down on his shaft, the wet gleam of her arousal coating his cock every time she rose, the tight stretch of her pussy lips gripping him on each downstroke. He could see everything. The way her inner lips clung to his shaft. The slick mess of her juices dripping down to his balls.

He slid his hands up from her hips to her swaying breasts, cupping them from behind, feeling their magnificent weight settle into his palms. Heavy. Warm. Soft beyond description, the flesh yielding between his fingers like nothing else he’d ever touched. She arched into his grip, pressing her tits into his hands, grinding down harder on his cock.

“Yes,” she groaned. “Hold them. Squeeze them. They’re yours now. Every inch of me is yours.”

He squeezed. Rolled her stiff nipples between his fingers, pinching, tugging. She gasped, her rhythm faltering as pleasure short-circuited her motor control. The sensitivity of her breasts — years of being untouched — turned every squeeze into a jolt of electricity that ran straight from her nipples to the place where his cock split her open. Her pussy fluttered around him in response, tight involuntary pulses that squeezed his shaft.

“I’m close,” she breathed. “Already. God, it builds so fast now. I spent years where it took twenty minutes with my own fingers and never felt like this, and now you’re inside me and I’m already—”

Her orgasm crashed through her. Explosive, devastating, her inner walls bearing down in hard, pulsing contractions that dragged him deeper with every squeeze. She screamed — the same full-throated sound from the first night, the sound that carried through walls and announced to the household that Mirelle was getting what she needed. Her whole body shook, her ass clenching, her pussy flooding with wet heat around his buried cock.

She didn’t stop moving. Rode through the orgasm and immediately chased the next one, her hips working frantically, her ass slamming against his pelvis with wet, rhythmic force. Her arousal had turned audible — the obscene, liquid sound of a thoroughly fucked pussy gripping a cock that was already slick with her cum.

“Don’t you dare come yet,” she commanded between ragged breaths. “I need more.”

He gripped her massive ass with both hands — sinking his fingers deep into the soft, generous flesh — and thrust up into her with force that lifted her knees off the mattress. She cried out, her back arching, her heavy tits swinging forward with the impact. He thrust again. Again. Setting a punishing rhythm from below, his cock driving into her soaking pussy with the wet slap of his hips against her ass.

“Oh god — oh fuck — yes, like that, don’t stop—”

Her second orgasm built fast on the residual waves of the first. She slammed down hard one final time, impaling herself completely, and her whole body went rigid. Her pussy clenched in a different rhythm — faster, tighter, deeper contractions that gripped his cock like a fist milking him deliberately. The scream was quieter this time but longer, a sustained, wavering note of release that dissolved into whimpering gasps as wave after wave rolled through her.

He couldn’t hold back anymore. Gripped her hips hard enough to dimple the flesh and buried himself as deep as her body would allow. Came with a groan that vibrated through his entire frame, his cock pulsing thick ropes of cum into her spasming pussy. She felt every spurt — ground down with each pulse, her inner muscles working his shaft, wringing out every drop with greedy, instinctive contractions.

“I can feel it,” she whispered, still grinding slowly on his softening cock, savoring the fullness. “So much. So hot inside me. God, I can feel you filling me up.”

She held the position for a long moment, savoring the connection, the fullness, the warmth of his release inside her body. Then she pulled forward slowly, his cock sliding free with a wet sound, and turned to face him.

Her face was flushed. Her eyes bright. Her full breasts heaving with her breathing. His cum beginning to seep from her pussy, a white trail tracking down her inner thigh.

She looked like a goddess who’d decided to visit the mortal plane for the express purpose of getting properly fucked.



They lay together afterward, her head on his chest, his hand absently tracing the curve of her hip. The post-sex silence was comfortable — not the awkward silence of new lovers but the warm quiet of people settling into a rhythm.

“I liked being looked at today,” Mirelle said, her voice soft against his skin. “Without the smallclothes. When that customer noticed — when his eyes went to my nipples through the fabric — it made me wetter than it should have.”

“You liked being seen.”

“I liked being wanted.” She propped herself up on one elbow, her massive breasts settling heavily to one side. Her hazel eyes were vulnerable in a way that had nothing to do with nudity. “After years of nothing, being wanted by strangers feels like… validation. Like my body still means something. Like I’m not just a cook and a cleaner and a mother. Like I’m a woman.”

“Your body means everything.” He cupped one massive breast, feeling the warm weight settle into his palm. She leaned into his hand with a sigh that came from somewhere deep and satisfied.

“Tomorrow,” she said, “I’m wearing the sheer corset. No undergarments. The one where my nipples are visible when I breathe. If someone notices — good. Let them notice.” Her eyes found his with a new fire. “Let them want what they can’t have. Because I’m yours.”

The exhibitionist was born. Not from depravity or desperation but from the simple, devastating realization that being desired was a form of being alive. After years of being invisible, Mirelle had discovered that visibility was intoxicating.

And she was just getting started.

“Speaking of tomorrow,” she added, her hand drifting to his cock with casual possessiveness, “Maren told me she thinks she might be pregnant. Two weeks late.”

“I know. She mentioned it at the Friday dance.”

“If she is…” Mirelle trailed off, her hand beginning to stroke slowly. “That’s Lysa’s quest, isn’t it? The pregnant redhead?”

“You’ve been paying attention.”

“I pay attention to everything, Theron. I always have.” She shifted, swinging one thick thigh over his hip, positioning herself. His cock, responding to her touch with the resilient enthusiasm of youth, was hardening again in her grip. “And right now, I’m paying attention to the fact that you’re ready for another round.”

“Already?”

“Don’t waste it.” She guided him inside her with practiced fingers, notching his swelling head against her entrance and pushing her hips down.

Both of them gasped at the reconnection. Her pussy was slick with his first load, hot and swollen and impossibly sensitive. He slid into her with no resistance, just wet heat closing around him, and the sensation of entering a woman already full of his cum sent a bolt of possessive satisfaction through his entire body.

She rode him slowly this time. Face to face. Her heavy breasts hanging between them, brushing his chest with each rolling motion. Her nipples dragged across his skin, stiff and sensitive, and each pass made her breath hitch.

“I’m going to want this every night,” she whispered, grinding down so his cock pressed deep.

“The rotation—”

“Fuck the rotation.” She slammed her hips down hard, cutting off his protest. Her pussy clenched around him, tight and deliberate, and the wet sound of their joining — his cum squelching around his shaft with every stroke — filled the quiet room. “I’ll share. But I’m also going to be demanding.”

She braced her hands on his chest and found her rhythm. Slower than the reverse cowgirl performance but deeper. Each downstroke took him to the root, her clit grinding against his pelvis. Her massive tits swung in heavy arcs, pendulous and hypnotic, candlelight catching the sheen of sweat on her cleavage.

“You feel that?” she breathed. “How wet I am? That’s your cum inside me and my pussy making more. I’ve never been this wet in my life. Not even close.”

He grabbed her hips. Pulled her down harder. She moaned — a deep, guttural sound that vibrated through the mattress.

“Three nights ago I was a celibate widow,” she panted, increasing her pace. “Now I’m riding your cock with your seed dripping out of me and I’d rather die than go back to the way things were.” Her eyes locked on his, hazel and burning. “Tell me I don’t have to go back.”

“You don’t have to go back.”

“Tell me I’m yours.”

“You’re mine.”

Her orgasm caught her mid-demand. A shudder that started in her thighs and rolled upward through her entire body. Her pussy locked down on his cock in slow, milking contractions — not the explosive violence of her earlier climax but a deep, rolling wave that pulled him impossibly deeper. Her mouth fell open. Her eyes lost focus. Her massive breasts trembled with each spasm.

He thrust up into her clenching heat and came for the second time. Less volume but the intensity was savage — his cock pulsing inside her already-flooded pussy, adding to the mess, the overflow seeping around his shaft and pooling where their bodies joined.

She collapsed onto his chest. Breathing hard. His cock still buried in her, twitching with aftershocks.

“I wouldn’t expect anything less,” he murmured into her hair.

She laughed against his skin. Kissed his collarbone. Didn’t move. Let the weight of her body pin him to the mattress, her massive breasts pillowed against his chest, her thick thighs bracketing his hips, his softening cock held inside her by the warm grip of her satisfied pussy.

Through the walls, the house was quiet. Elara and Celia in their rooms. Rosalind and Sable in the back quarters. The tavern dark and still.

Mirelle lay on him in the candlelight, voluptuous and heavy and warm, his cum seeping from her in slow rivulets that neither of them bothered to clean.

The MILF was unleashed.


Chapter 15: Friendship Forming

The afternoon lull at the Prancing Stag was Theron’s favorite time. The lunch crowd had cleared out — two D-ranks nursing their last ales, a city guard dozing in the corner — and the evening rush was still hours away. The tavern existed in a warm, golden pause. Dust motes drifted through sun-slanted windows. The faint sounds of Torven’s construction echoed from the back, hammering out the gloryhole partition with dwarven precision.

Sable and Elara were cleaning tables together.

They’d fallen into this routine naturally, gravitating toward each other during quiet hours the way young women of similar age tend to do. Elara wiped surfaces with her usual cheerful energy, humming a tune Theron didn’t recognize. Sable followed with fresh cloths, her curls bouncing, amber eyes warm and increasingly less shy.

The friendship was genuine. That was the thing Theron kept noticing. Not forced, not strategic, not part of some elaborate corruption scheme. Two eighteen-year-old women finding common ground across the gap between tavern waitress and professional sex worker.

“The first time I watched Rosalind work,” Sable said, wringing out her cloth, “I was fifteen. I’d been living with her for a few years. She sat me in the next room and told me to listen. Not watch — just listen. She was with a sailor. I could hear everything.”

“Were you scared?” Elara asked, leaning against the table she’d just cleaned.

Sable considered. Her caramel face was thoughtful, the expression of someone revisiting a memory with the benefit of perspective. “Not scared. Fascinated. The sounds she made — I knew they were real. Rosalind doesn’t fake anything. The sounds of someone genuinely enjoying what she does. It was like hearing someone sing a song they love. I remember thinking: she really likes this. This isn’t suffering. This is joy.”

“When did you start… participating?”

“Eighteen. The day I turned eighteen, I told Rosalind I wanted to learn. She said she’d been waiting for me to ask but would never have pushed.” Sable smiled — the confident, knowing smile that had replaced her shy one over the past weeks. “My first client was a nervous young man, not much older than me. A D-rank who’d just survived his first sewer delve and wanted comfort more than sex. He held my hand for twenty minutes. Then I went down on him. He cried afterward — not sad crying, relief crying. Like he’d been so close to dying that human touch made him feel alive again.”

“That’s…” Elara searched for the word.

“Beautiful. In its own way.” Sable met her eyes. “We give people something essential. Not just pleasure — connection. Even the anonymous kind. Even the paid kind. A man who puts his cock through a wall at two in the morning is still a human being looking for another human being’s warmth.”

Elara was quiet for a moment, processing. She’d been processing a lot lately — the expanding household, her own comfortable acceptance of groping tips, the presence of professional sex workers living under her roof. Each expansion of the world required adjustment, and Elara adjusted faster than anyone.

“Doesn’t it feel wrong?” she asked.

The question came from a place of genuine curiosity rather than judgment. Elara had long passed the point where she condemned other people’s choices. She was asking for herself — testing her own reaction, exploring the boundary between what she did for tips and what Sable did for a living.

Sable considered this with the seriousness it deserved. “It felt wrong the first time. Uncomfortable. Like wearing someone else’s clothes. By the third time, it felt exciting. By the tenth time—” She paused. “By the tenth time, it felt like who I am. Rosalind says some people are built for this. Not broken into it. Built for it. Designed by Venara herself to do this work and love it.”

“Are you?”

Sable’s smile deepened. Not the shy smile from weeks ago. Something warmer. More settled. “I think I might be.”

Elara touched her own arm unconsciously — a self-soothing gesture Theron recognized from her early days of accepting tips. She was thinking about the first time she sat on a customer’s lap for five sovereigns. The nervousness. The five-sovereign thrill. The strange pride of being wanted badly enough that someone would pay.

“I remember thinking it would feel terrible,” Elara said quietly. “The first time a customer put his hand on my thigh. I thought I’d be disgusted. Instead I thought: huh. That’s not bad. And then I thought: fifteen sovereigns? For that? And then I thought: I could do this every day.”

“Same progression,” Sable said. “Just different points on the same spectrum.”

Elara sells proximity and touch, Theron thought from behind the bar, watching them. Sable sells the rest. Both provide something real. Both get paid for something their bodies offer naturally. The only difference was distance.



As if to demonstrate the point, a regular D-rank adventurer flagged Elara down from his table. He was in his thirties, weather-beaten from dungeon work, with the kind eyes and calloused hands of a man who survived on skill and luck in equal measure.

“Miss? Would you sit with me a bit?” He set ten sovereigns on the table. “Just company. My hand on your thigh if that’s all right. Nothing more.”

Elara didn’t hesitate. Didn’t glance at Theron for permission. Didn’t process moral implications or weigh economic necessity against propriety. She simply nodded, sat beside him, and let his rough hand settle on her bare thigh above the hem of her micro-skirt.

They chatted. He told her about a mushroom colony in the Feywood that had tried to eat his boots. She laughed at the right moments. His thumb traced lazy circles on her skin — gentle, appreciative, not predatory. After fifteen minutes he removed his hand, thanked her sincerely, and returned to his ale.

Elara pocketed the ten sovereigns and returned to cleaning.

“Zero emotional turbulence,” Sable observed. “You didn’t even blink.”

“Nothing to blink at.” Elara shrugged. “He wanted warmth. I gave him warmth. He paid for it. We both left happy.” She wrung out her cloth. “It’s just… normal now.”

Sable watched her with recognition. The corruption was complete when it stopped feeling like corruption. When the moral weight dissolved and all that remained was transaction and satisfaction and the ordinary business of bodies serving needs.

Two young women cleaning tables in a port-city tavern. One sold proximity and touch. The other sold more. Both understood something most people in Amoria pretended they didn’t: that the economy of desire was as natural as breathing, and the shame attached to it was as artificial as Father Aldric’s piety.



Across the tavern, other beats played out in the afternoon’s warm rhythm.

Celia practiced dance steps in the back hallway. She’d never admit it — Celia didn’t admit to wanting anything unless cornered. But the dark green dress from the last Friday dance had changed something. Dancing well earned attention. Attention earned validation. Validation was Celia’s drug of choice.

She moved through the steps with the studied precision she brought to everything — feet positioned exactly, body held with elegant control, the turn at the end executed with a sharp grace that would have made a dancing instructor weep. She didn’t know Theron was watching from the kitchen doorway. Didn’t know he could see the way her dark hair swung with each turn, the way her pale legs flashed beneath her cleaning dress, the way her face lost its cold mask when she thought no one was looking and replaced it with something that looked very much like joy.

He retreated before she noticed. Some things were better witnessed in secret.

Mirelle cooked in the kitchen wearing the cleavage corset with no undergarments, as promised. The fabric was thin enough that the outline of her massive nipples was visible through it — dark circles pressed against the cotton, stiffening when the evening air drifted through the kitchen window. She’d stopped adjusting. When customers caught a glimpse as she served, she’d let their eyes linger instead of covering up.

The grey-bearded warrior regular had spent twenty minutes with his gaze fixed on the visible nipples of the woman serving his meal and hadn’t managed to finish a single sentence about the Blackwell Mine expedition he’d been describing. He left a twenty-sovereign tip — double his usual — and walked into a doorframe on his way out.

Mirelle collected the coins with a smile that said she knew exactly what she was doing and was learning to love the power of it.

And from the back room, Rosalind emerged after her afternoon’s work with the satisfied glow of a woman who’d spent three hours doing what she loved. Her face was flushed. Her blouse was buttoned wrong. A streak of something white near her hairline said the last client had been enthusiastic.

“Six sovereigns and he lasted twenty minutes,” she reported to Theron, dropping coins on the bar. “I’ll call that a bargain.”

She lit a cigarette and leaned against the bar, surveying the tavern with proprietary satisfaction. The afternoon sun caught the smoke in golden curls.

“Sable’s making a friend,” she observed, watching her ward and Elara through the haze.

“Good friend or concerning friend?”

“Both.” Rosalind took a long drag. “Sable’s going to pull Elara toward our world. Not intentionally — just by existing. Elara’s already closer than she thinks. The groping tips, the comfort with contact. She’s halfway to where Sable started.”

“That’s a future problem.”

Rosalind gave him a look. “It’s always a later problem until it’s now.” She exhaled smoke toward the ceiling. “Just know what you’re building. Sable’s influence doesn’t have an off switch. And Elara’s curiosity doesn’t have a ceiling.”

Wise words from a woman with cum in her hair and coin in her pocket. Theron filed them away and returned to the ledger.


Chapter 16: Lysa’s Quest

The Craftsmen’s Ward occupied the western edge of Amoria, a district of narrow streets lined with workshops, small storefronts, and the mingled smell of sawdust, hot metal, and creative ambition. Torven’s workshop was here, though he was currently at the Prancing Stag hammering the gloryhole into existence. The dwarven smith two doors down was here, producing blades that adventurers pretended were enchanted. The potter across the lane was here, making bowls that somehow always ended up in taverns.

And Lysa Weaver’s dress shop was here — a narrow storefront with an elegant sign in silver script and a window display that rotated seasonally between stunning gowns that no working woman could afford and practical pieces that every working woman needed.

Theron pushed through the door. A bell chimed — a clear, musical note that sounded like it had been tuned by someone with elven hearing, which it probably had.

The shop interior was a cathedral of fabric. Bolts of silk and cotton and linen lined the walls in organized color gradients, arranged with the precision of someone who saw beauty as a professional obligation. Dress forms stood in various stages of completion — half-pinned bodices, draped skirts, one spectacular evening gown in midnight blue that seemed to absorb light.

Lysa Weaver emerged from the back workshop with a needle between her teeth and a measuring tape draped around her shoulders.

She was striking in the way that only half-elves managed — ageless beauty that made human women look temporary. Silver-blonde hair fell in elegant braids past her shoulders, catching the shop’s warm light. Her violet-blue eyes, the elven heritage that marked her lineage, held centuries of knowledge behind a face that appeared no older than twenty-five. In reality, she was over eighty years old by human reckoning. Time moved differently for her kind, and she’d spent decades learning to appreciate beauty in all its forms.

She removed the needle from her teeth. “Theron Ashwick. Your household keeps me in business.”

“We wear through dresses at an alarming rate.”

“Quality fabric against enthusiastic bodies. It’s the eternal struggle of my profession.” She gestured to a workspace table. “I assume you’re here for replacements? The sheer-paneled bodices don’t survive more than a month of tavern service.”

“Replacements, yes. And something else.”

He placed the order first — six replacement dresses across the household, matching the current specifications. Lysa noted the details with professional precision, making small adjustments based on customer feedback she’d received through Theron. More durable sheer panels for Elara. A corset modification for Celia’s that wouldn’t dig during extended wear. Reinforced hooks for Mirelle’s cleavage dress — “The engineering is sound but the stress tolerances were calculated for moderate activity, not the vigorous movement your household manager seems to favor.”

With the order placed, the conversation shifted.

“Your tavern is thriving,” Lysa said, marking measurements on a pattern sheet. “I hear about it from my other clients. The adventurers mention it specifically — the Prancing Stag is where you go after a delve. The implication being not just for ale.”

“We offer comprehensive services.”

“So I understand.” Her violet-blue eyes gleamed with amusement that had seen empires rise and fall and found human ambition endlessly entertaining. “Have you considered expanding your supply chain? The Velmoor elves purchase produce at significant markup. Root vegetables, grains, preserved meats — items Amoria produces cheaply that the elven trade-keep values highly.”

Theron’s attention sharpened. “The Velmoor trade route.”

“A day’s ride north through Thornhaven Wood to the elven trade-keep. Your grocer friend — Maren, yes? — could supply the goods. You’d transport, negotiate, handle the logistics. The profit margin on produce alone would be fifty percent above market. And the elves trade enchanted trinkets in return — minor magical items that sell well in Amoria’s merchant quarter.”

“What’s the catch?”

“The catch is biological. Or rather, magical.” Lysa set down her measuring tape. Her expression shifted from businesslike to something more personal, more layered. “Velmoor elves only trade with elf-kin. Their gate wards recognize the affinity — a magical marker that identifies someone as a friend to their kind. Without it, the wards won’t open. Without the wards, there’s no trade.”

“And you can grant this affinity.”

“Half-elf heritage gives me the ability. It’s temporary — thirty days per transfer, renewable by repeating the ritual.” She paused. “The transfer requires… intimate contact. The magical energy flows through arousal. Mine, specifically.”

“You’re saying you’d need to have sex with me.”

“I’m saying I’d need to be in a state of genuine arousal, and the energy transfers through sexual contact. The mechanism is magical, not transactional — though I understand the distinction is academic from your perspective.” Another pause. “But the arousal doesn’t begin with you. It begins with my… condition.”

“Your condition.”

Lysa’s violet-blue eyes held his with the directness of someone who’d had eighty years to become comfortable with their desires. “I have a specific aesthetic preference. A fetish, if you want the crude term. I find pregnant women irresistibly beautiful. The rounded belly, the fullness of the body, the biological miracle of creation visible in flesh. And my preference narrows further — redheads specifically. The combination of red hair and a pregnant form is, to my particular sensibility, the most beautiful thing in the natural world.”

She described what she would do with measured, elegant precision. Worship the belly — tracing the stretch marks with reverent fingers, kissing the taut skin, feeling the warmth of life beneath the surface. Bring the pregnant woman to climax through oral attention, honoring both the body and the creation within it. And then, with her own arousal peaked by the experience, transfer the elf-kin affinity through sex with Theron.

“It’s an experience most pregnant women remember fondly,” Lysa added. “I’ve had decades to refine my attention to the female form. Regardless of the magical purpose, the encounter would be pleasurable for everyone involved.”

Theron processed this. The quest was bizarre by any standard. But the reward — a trade route that could generate hundreds of additional sovereigns monthly — made the bizarre worthwhile.

“The candidate,” he said. “You need a pregnant redhead.”

“Specifically.” Lysa tilted her head, silver-blonde hair shifting. “Do you know of anyone who fits the description?”

The obvious answer was Brynn — Maren’s eldest daughter. Twenty-two, red-haired like her mother, visibly pregnant with Kael’s child. She lived with Maren, she was already in Theron’s social orbit. But she had her own life, her own boyfriend, her own autonomy. Convincing her would require Maren’s cooperation and Brynn’s consent.

The other possibility was newer and less certain. Maren herself — red-haired, voluptuous, and two weeks late on her monthly cycle. If she was pregnant, she’d be the ideal candidate. Her own body. Her own willingness. The simplicity of it appealed.

“I may have someone,” Theron said. “Give me a few weeks to confirm.”

Lysa nodded with the patience of someone who measured time in decades rather than days. “Take your time. The elves aren’t going anywhere.” She smiled, violet-blue eyes warm. “But the profit margin might. Fleet season is in three months, and establishing the route before then would maximize your first-year return.”

She handed him the replacement dress invoice with her other hand — the seamstress and the quest-giver existing in the same person with the comfortable duality of someone who’d been multifaceted for longer than most humans lived.

“One more thing,” she said as he turned to leave. “The affinity transfer requires genuine arousal from me. Which means the pregnant redhead must be willing and present during my… attention. I don’t work with reluctant participants. Beauty appreciated under duress is no beauty at all.”

“Understood.”

He left the shop with the dress invoice and a quest that sat in his mind like a puzzle missing one piece. The piece was biological — a pregnant redhead, willing and present. The candidates were limited. The timeline was flexible but not infinite.



The supply run to Maren’s shop was next on his route, and the conversation there carried different weight.

Maren stood behind the counter of Thornley’s Provisions in her usual work dress, copper-red hair caught up in a practical bun, emerald-green eyes sharp with the intelligence of a woman who ran her own business and understood numbers better than most merchants.

“The Velmoor route,” Theron said, leaning against the counter. “If I can open a trade path north, your produce sells at fifty percent markup to elves. You’d supply, I’d transport, we’d split the margin.”

Maren’s eyebrows rose. Business talk always engaged her differently from personal conversation — more focused, less emotional. “Fifty percent? That’s significant. What volume could they absorb?”

“Lysa says the trade-keep serves a population of approximately two thousand. Their growing season is shorter than ours — northern climate, less fertile soil. They import heavily during autumn and winter. Root vegetables, grains, preserved meats.”

“I can supply root vegetables and grains in bulk. My wholesale contacts provide at market rates — I’d just redirect quantity from local sales to export.” She calculated mentally, her eyes going distant. “If the markup is fifty percent and we split equally, my per-unit profit doubles on exported goods. That’s… considerable.”

“There’s a catch.”

“There’s always a catch.”

“Lysa’s the gatekeeper. She grants the elf-kin affinity that opens the trade route. Her price is—” He paused, considering how to frame it. “Personal.”

“How personal?”

“She has a fetish for pregnant redheads. She needs one brought to her shop. She pleasures the woman, then transfers the affinity to me through sex.”

Maren stared at him. Then she laughed — the deep, warm laugh of a woman who’d married Dane and his parade of sexual adventures and had developed an extremely high bar for what constituted unusual.

“A half-elf seamstress wants to worship a pregnant redhead as the price for opening a trade route.” She shook her head, still chuckling. “Amoria never disappoints.”

“You’re a redhead,” Theron pointed out.

Her hand moved to her stomach. The gesture was subtle — the unconscious movement of a woman who’d been pregnant five times and recognized the early signs. “And I’m two weeks late.”

“Maren.”

“I haven’t confirmed with Seraphine yet. Don’t tell anyone.” Her emerald eyes were steady. “But if I am — and at my age, with the amount of cum you and Orin have been putting in me, it would be a statistical miracle if I wasn’t — then the quest has its candidate.”

“You’d be willing?”

She gave him a look. The look of a woman who’d participated in group sex, partner swapping, and a decade of Dane’s legendary excess, and was now being asked if she’d let a beautiful half-elf worship her pregnant body.

“Theron,” she said patiently. “I let my godson fuck me. I let you watch him fuck me. I fucked Dane and his three girlfriends simultaneously in a room that smelled like a brewery and someone’s shoe. A pretty half-elf kissing my belly and going down on me is approximately a two on my scale of sexual adventure.” She paused. “Though I’ll admit the trade route part adds a novel economic dimension.”

“How convenient.”

Maren’s hand rested on her stomach, her expression shifting from amused to contemplative. “Let me confirm first. Seraphine at the Temple will know for certain. If I am pregnant…” She met his eyes. “Then we have a quest, a trade route, and a very happy seamstress.”

She smiled. And in that smile was the familiar Maren — pragmatic, sexual, fearless, the redheaded widow who’d discovered that life after Dane wasn’t life without pleasure. Just life with different partners.

Theron left the shop with produce in his arms and possibility in his head. The pieces were moving. The quest was taking shape. And somewhere in the background, Torven’s hammer fell as the gloryhole approached completion.

One piece at a time, the future was taking shape.


Chapter 17: Voyeur Window

Torven finished the voyeur window before the full gloryhole partition, which made sense from a construction standpoint even if it sent Theron’s priorities into immediate recalibration.

The ground glass panel was a masterpiece of dwarven engineering. Set into the wall between the viewing niche and Rosalind’s workspace, it looked like a decorative stone from the room side — textured, opaque, unremarkable. From the niche side, it was a clear window approximately two feet wide and eighteen inches tall, providing an unobstructed view of the back room’s workspace. The one-way effect was achieved through ground glass imported from Ironridge’s dwarven workshops — a technique that bent light in one direction while reflecting it from the other.

Torven demonstrated with characteristic brevity. “You see in. They see stone. Cost two hundred of your seven hundred. Worth every sovereign.”

The niche itself was narrow — three feet by two, barely room for one person to stand. A concealed door in the hallway provided access, disguised as a supply closet. Inside, a small shelf for resting your arms and nothing else. The space wasn’t designed for comfort. It was designed for watching.

“First operational test,” Rosalind said, her jade-green eyes bright with practiced enthusiasm. “I have a two o’clock appointment. Perfect timing.”

She disappeared into the workspace to prepare. Theron entered the niche through the concealed hallway door, pulled it shut behind him, and found himself in near-darkness. The only light came from the ground glass panel, which provided a warm, clear view of the back room on the other side.

The room was simple but well-maintained. The wider workspace bed with clean sheets. Rosalind’s professional supplies on the bedside table — oil, washcloths, a small mirror. The curtain partition separating workspace from living quarters. And Rosalind, standing in the center of the room, preparing.

She stripped with the practiced efficiency of a woman who’d undressed professionally thousands of times. Blouse off first, heavy breasts swinging free, nipples already starting to harden in anticipation. Skirt dropped. Boots kicked aside. She stood naked, examining herself in the small mirror with the critical eye of someone checking that the product was presentation-ready.

Then she smiled at herself. Not a professional smile — the genuine expression of a woman who loved what she was about to do. She was wet already. He could see the sheen between her thick thighs from the niche. Her body flushed with pre-arousal, skin warm and glowing. The sight of her — generous tits, soft belly, plump curves radiating pure sexual readiness — was like watching a predator settle into position before the hunt.

A knock at the side entrance. The client.



He was a burly dockworker — broad shoulders, scarred hands, the heavy build of a man who’d spent years hauling cargo from ships to warehouse. His face was weathered but not unkind. He entered the workspace with the tentative confidence of someone who’d done this before but still felt the gravity of the transaction.

“Full service,” he said, setting ten sovereigns on the bedside table. “Take your time.”

Rosalind’s professional mask engaged — warm, welcoming, genuinely interested. “What do you want, handsome?”

He looked at her body. His breath caught visibly. Despite the professional context, despite knowing this was a paid arrangement, the sight of Rosalind naked still produced the primal response she inspired in virtually every man who saw her. The full, heavy breasts. The soft, touchable body. Those green eyes that said she wasn’t just available but eager.

“Start on your knees,” he said. His voice was rougher than he probably intended.

Rosalind dropped without hesitation. The movement was fluid, practiced, a controlled descent that somehow managed to be both professional service and genuine worship. She knelt before him, looked up through heavy-lidded eyes, and reached for his trousers with hands that anticipated pleasure rather than endured it.

She freed his cock — thick, working-class equipment that matched the rest of him — and took a moment to appreciate it with practiced approval. Then she took him in her mouth.

From the viewing niche, Theron watched every detail.

Rosalind’s oral technique was art. She engulfed him with enthusiasm that transcended performance — her moans around his shaft were real, the wet sounds of her suction genuine, the spit that ran down her chin deliberately produced because she loved the mess. She deepthroated with practiced ease, her nose pressing against his pelvis, throat accommodating his length without visible effort. When she pulled back, strings of saliva connected her glistening lips to his cock.

She gagged. Deliberately. The wet, sloppy sound echoed in the small room. She grinned around his shaft, eyes watering from the contact, and dove back for more.

The dockworker groaned. His scarred hands found her honey-blonde hair, fisting gently, guiding her rhythm. She let him — absorbing his direction, adjusting her technique to his preferences with the real-time responsiveness of a true professional.

“Enough,” he said after several minutes, his voice strained. “Bed.”

Rosalind rose, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, spit glistening on her chin and dripping onto her breasts. She turned and bent over the bed — not slowly, not teasingly. Efficiently. Presenting herself with the straightforward clarity of a woman who knew what came next and wanted it.

“Inside me,” she said, looking back over her shoulder. “Hard as you like. I’m not fragile.”

He positioned behind her. Gripped one hip with a scarred hand and drove inside her in a single forceful stroke that shoved her forward on the bed. Rosalind gasped — genuine pleasure, her pussy swallowing his cock with the slick, hot readiness of a body that had been dripping since before he knocked. She pushed back immediately, meeting his thrust with her own backward surge, her generous ass colliding with his pelvis.

Through the ground glass, Theron watched. His cock was painfully hard, straining against his trousers. The voyeur element added a dimension that direct participation didn’t provide — the detachment of observation, the ability to see every detail without the distraction of his own sensation. He could see the dockworker’s thick shaft glistening with Rosalind’s juices each time he withdrew. Could see the way her pussy stretched around him, pink and swollen and gripping. Could see the wet strand of arousal that connected them when he pulled back before slamming home again.

Rosalind’s enormous tits swung beneath her with each thrust, heavy and natural, the momentum creating wide arcs that sent them crashing into each other. Her face, turned to one side, showed undiluted pleasure — eyes half-closed, lips parted, spit still glistening on her chin from the blowjob. The sounds were extraordinary: the wet, meaty slap of his hips driving into her generous ass, the squelch of her soaking pussy accommodating each thrust, her moans building in volume and frequency until they filled the small room.

“Harder,” she demanded. “I said I’m not fragile. Fuck me like you mean it.”

He obliged. His hands seized both her wide hips and he drove into her with the full force of a man who hauled cargo for a living. The bed shuddered. Rosalind’s massive tits swung violently, the force bouncing them against her chin. She braced both arms against the mattress and pushed back to meet him, matching his power with her own, her pussy clenching and releasing around his cock in deliberate, milking rhythm.

She came with a scream muffled against the mattress, her whole body convulsing. Through the glass, Theron watched her pussy visibly clench — hard, rhythmic contractions that gripped the dockworker’s cock in waves, her juices flooding around the seal of their bodies, dripping down her inner thighs. Her ass shook with the force of the spasms. She clawed the sheets. Her moan turned guttural, animal — the sound of a woman whose obsession was being fed.

He didn’t last long after that. Few men did with Rosalind. He pulled out at the last moment — her request, her preference. Fisted his cock and stroked twice. His release shot across her back and the upper swell of her ass in thick white ropes — one, two, three spurts that painted her flushed skin from her shoulder blades to the crack of her generous ass. A final string landed in the small of her back, pooling in the dip of her spine.

She moaned at the warmth of it. Arched her back to catch more, lifting her ass higher, presenting herself to be marked. The expression on her face — visible through the glass — was bliss. Pure, unperformable bliss. The face of a woman receiving communion.

“Good,” she breathed, still bent over the bed, cum decorating her skin in white streaks. “Very good.”



The dockworker dressed quickly, leaving the ten sovereigns on the table and a satisfied nod as he exited through the side entrance. Rosalind straightened, stretched, and began her post-client routine — warm washcloth, skin check, fresh sheets.

The concealed door from the living quarters rustled. Sable emerged, dressed for her own upcoming shift in a simple wrap that left her caramel shoulders bare.

She saw Rosalind. Naked. Flushed. A streak of the dockworker’s cum near her hairline that she’d missed during cleanup. The workshop smelled of sex and satisfaction.

Sable didn’t flinch. She’d passed the flinching stage weeks ago. Instead, she picked up a warm washcloth from the basin and crossed to Rosalind, reaching up to gently wipe the missed streak of cum from behind her mentor’s ear.

“Three down today,” Rosalind said, counting the morning’s appointments. “New personal record for the tavern workspace.”

“I want to beat it.”

Rosalind’s face split with a grin of pure pride. The expression was complex — professional satisfaction, personal joy, the deep warmth of a mentor watching her apprentice surpass expectations. She cupped Sable’s caramel cheek with one hand, the gesture tender and intimate.

“That’s my girl,” she said.

The exchange carried more weight than the words suggested. A woman who’d raised a girl from childhood, who’d taught her the trade, who’d watched her transform from shy orphan to confident professional — now sharing workspace and ambition with the pride of someone who’d created something meaningful.

“Your two-thirty should be here soon,” Rosalind added, pulling on her blouse. “Remember what I taught you about pace control. Don’t let the client set the rhythm. You set it. They’ll follow.”

“I know.”

“And if anyone gives you trouble—”

“I know, Rosalind.” Sable’s amber eyes were steady. “I’ve got this.”

Rosalind studied her for a moment. Then nodded. The mentor stepping back, letting the apprentice take the stage. It was the natural progression of their relationship — Sable needed less guidance each week, more independence, more ownership of her own craft.

From the viewing niche, Theron watched the exchange with a fascination that went beyond sexual. These two women had built their own gravity — bound by shared experience, shared profession, shared defiance of a world that would judge them harshly for what they chose to be. The intimacy between them was fiercer than romance and deeper than friendship.

His cock was still hard. Had been hard since Rosalind first dropped to her knees for the dockworker. The voyeur window was every bit as transformative as she’d promised — not just a security measure but a portal into a dimension of watching that he hadn’t known he needed.



He left the niche through the concealed door, adjusting his trousers in the hallway. Turned the corner toward the kitchen and nearly collided with Mirelle.

She took one look at his face — flushed, eyes dark, the unmistakable expression of a man who’d been watching something intensely arousing — and her hazel eyes widened.

“What were you doing in there?” she asked.

“Watching.”

Her pupils dilated. The word landed on her with visible impact. “Watching… Rosalind?”

“Rosalind getting fucked by a dockworker.” He said it plainly. Tested her reaction the way he’d been testing all her reactions lately — pushing boundaries, gauging how far the new Mirelle would go.

She swallowed hard. Her cheeks flushed. Her full breasts rose with a quick breath that strained her neckline. Not disgusted — he could read Mirelle’s disgust from across a room, and this wasn’t it. This was arousal. The idea of him watching another woman being fucked made her wet, and the realization of her own reaction made her wetter.

“Was it… good?” she managed.

“Come to my room tonight and I’ll show you how worked up it made me.”

She nodded quickly. Too quickly for composure. Then retreated to the kitchen with her face burning and her hips swaying and the restless urgency of a woman counting the hours until evening.

Theron watched her go. The view from behind was spectacular — enormous ass shifting beneath her skirt, wide hips creating a hypnotic rhythm, the wine-red fabric straining to contain the body it was technically covering.

Three more days until the full gloryhole was complete.


Chapter 18: Vincent’s Problem

The wine delivery arrived at its usual time — mid-afternoon, when the tavern was quiet and the barrels could be rolled through the front without disturbing customers. What wasn’t usual was Vincent Morell delivering them personally.

He stood in the doorway of the Prancing Stag with three barrels stacked behind him on a hand-cart, his dark hair silver-touched at the temples, blue eyes scanning the transformed interior of the tavern with the calculating assessment of a merchant evaluating a competitor’s operation.

Theron watched him take it all in. The new furniture — sturdier tables, better lighting from oil lamps Mirelle had purchased. The side-alley entrance that was discreet but obvious to anyone who knew what it meant. Rosalind sitting in the front room between client appointments, nursing a cup of tea in a blouse that displayed her massive cleavage with professional precision. The general atmosphere of a place that had evolved beyond simple tavern service into something more comprehensive.

Vincent’s jaw tightened almost imperceptibly. Almost.

“The usual order.” He rolled the barrels inside with practiced efficiency. “Three barrels, red blend, eight sovereigns each.”

“Put them in the cellar,” Theron said from behind the bar. “Same spot as always.”

Vincent didn’t move toward the cellar. He moved to a barstool and sat down with the deliberate casualness of a man who wanted a conversation more than he wanted to deliver wine. His blue eyes fixed on Theron with the sharp attention of a predator who’d come to assess the terrain.

“Quite the operation you’re building, boy.” The word boy was deliberate — a reminder of age and experience, a refusal to acknowledge that Theron had grown past the terrified heir who’d inherited a failing tavern five months ago. “Your father would be… surprised.”

“My father’s dead,” Theron said evenly. “The tavern isn’t.”

“Clearly not.” Vincent’s gaze drifted to Rosalind, who met his stare with cheerful indifference before returning to her tea. “Prostitutes under the same roof as your… women.” He chose the word carefully, the pause before it loaded with implication. “Interesting arrangement. Does the city watch know?”

“Captain Wrenfeld drinks here off-duty.” Theron didn’t blink, didn’t look away, didn’t give Vincent the satisfaction of seeing uncertainty. “He knows exactly what happens under this roof and he tips well. Three sovereigns on his last visit, in fact.” He let a beat pass. “Does your wife know what you do at Friday dances?”

The implicit threat hung between them like smoke. Vincent’s jaw tightened further — a muscle in his cheek flexing, his blue eyes going cold. The married merchant whose seduction of young women was an open secret. The man who’d courted Elara with poetry and practiced charm until Theron blocked him permanently.

“Careful, Ashwick.” Vincent’s voice dropped half a register, the smooth merchant’s tone sharpening into something more honest. “There’s a difference between being tolerated by the watch and being endorsed. Protection money buys silence, not approval.”

“We’re not paying protection money. We’re buying drinks for off-duty guards who happen to enjoy our establishment. The distinction is legal, profitable, and none of your business.”

Vincent stood. Smoothed his merchant’s vest with the precision of a man who controlled his appearance because controlling everything else was becoming increasingly difficult. “You’re making enemies, Ashwick. Not everyone appreciates what the Stag is becoming.”

“We’re making money. In this city, that buys more friends than enemies.”

“Money buys friends until someone offers them more.” Vincent moved to the door. Paused with his hand on the frame. “I hear construction in your back rooms. Hammering, sawing. Building something new?”

“Storage expansion.”

“Of course.” His smile was thin and knowing and carried no warmth. “Storage.”

He left. The wine delivery was correct and fairly priced — business was business, and Vincent’s operation still needed the Prancing Stag’s custom. But the visit had been about more than barrels. It had been reconnaissance, provocation, and warning.



Celia materialized from the hallway where she’d been listening with the practiced invisibility she deployed when gathering intelligence. Her grey-blue eyes were sharp, her pale face set in the analytical expression she wore when processing threats.

“He’s dangerous,” she said, sliding onto the stool Vincent had vacated. “Not because he’s powerful but because he’s petty. Petty men with grudges make trouble out of spite, not strategy.”

“He has no leverage. We’ve done nothing illegal.”

“Illegal is a flexible concept in a city run by a duchess who funds sex workers and a priest who fucks them.” Celia crossed her arms over her corseted chest. “The danger isn’t legal. It’s reputational. Vincent has merchant contacts, social connections, the kind of standing that lets him whisper in the right ears at the right parties.”

“What would he whisper?”

“That the Prancing Stag employs prostitutes under the same roof as young women. That the owner beds his own staff. That the establishment has crossed from struggling tavern to bordello.” She paused. “None of it false. All of it damaging if framed correctly to the wrong audience.”

Theron considered this. Celia’s analysis was sharp — she’d inherited Mirelle’s pragmatism and refined it with the cold precision of someone who thought like a chess player. The threat wasn’t immediate. Vincent had no legal weapon. But social pressure in a city like Amoria could be its own form of attack, applied through gossip and merchant alliances and the vindictive cruelty of men who’d been outmaneuvered by someone half their age.

Mirelle appeared from the kitchen, practical as always. She’d heard enough from her position by the stove — the woman had ears like a bat when it came to threats against the household.

“Keep the city watch happy,” she said, wiping her hands on her apron. The motion pulled the fabric tight across her massive braless breasts, a detail that would have been distracting in any other context but was currently secondary to the conversation. “Free drinks for off-duty guards. Not just Wrenfeld — his men too. Every third visit, their tab disappears. It’s cheap insurance.”

“How much does that cost us?”

“Twenty sovereigns weekly, maximum. The guards drink moderately when they’re here — they’re off-duty but not stupid. Twenty sovereigns buys their presence, their visibility, and their silent endorsement. Any merchant who sees city guards relaxing at the Stag thinks twice about causing problems.”

“Solid strategy.”

“I’ve been running this household since before you inherited it,” Mirelle said with a note of pride. “I know how to manage threats. Your father learned that too, though he learned it too late for most things.”

Theron implemented the policy immediately. Captain Wrenfeld and his ten-man guard force would drink at the Prancing Stag for reduced or no charge every third visit. Their uniforms on the barstools would serve as passive deterrent against any merchant who might consider making trouble. And their off-duty conversations about the tavern — where they relaxed, where the service was good, where the women were attractive and the ale was cold — would spread through the guard barracks with the organic efficiency of men recommending their favorite spot.

Cheap insurance. Smart economics.



The rest of the afternoon settled into normal operations. The wine was stored. Customers arrived for the evening rush. Elara served drinks with her usual warmth. Celia managed the far tables with cold efficiency softened by occasional moments of genuine warmth toward customers she liked. Mirelle cooked and served, her braless chest and confident manner earning tips that grew larger every week.

Rosalind and Sable worked the back room on their standard schedule. The muffled sounds of professional service drifted through the walls — part of the tavern’s ambiance now, as natural as the music from the street or the clatter of plates from the kitchen.

Theron reviewed the ledger at closing. The numbers continued their upward trajectory. Daily revenue was averaging over a hundred sovereigns now. The gloryhole construction was on schedule — Torven would finish in two days. The household was stable. The women were content. The business was thriving.

Vincent’s threat lingered like a bad aftertaste, but it was just that — a taste, not a poison. He had no leverage. No legal standing. No influence that couldn’t be countered with the Stag’s growing reputation and the city guard’s quiet endorsement.

The cold war continued. But Theron held the territory, the revenue, and the women. Vincent held a wine shop and a grudge.

In Amoria’s economy, one of those positions was sustainable. The other wasn’t.

Theron closed the ledger, locked the front door, and climbed the stairs to where Mirelle was waiting. She’d been promised a night to make up for the voyeur window conversation, and the hunger in her eyes when she’d said goodnight suggested she intended to collect with interest.

Tomorrow, Torven would hammer another day closer to the gloryhole’s completion.

Tonight, Theron had other structures to attend to.


Chapter 19: Sharing the Bed

The nightly schedule had settled into comfortable rhythm. Elara three nights. Celia every third night. Mirelle two nights. The remaining night was officially rest, though in practice it usually ended with someone finding an excuse to visit his room anyway.

Tonight was a shared night. Both sisters. The arrangement had evolved beyond the tentative early days when Celia pretended she’d ended up in his bed by accident. Now they arrived together — deliberately, openly, with the understanding that they’d take turns while the other waited.

Elara came first, wearing her sheer nightgown, the one that hid nothing and advertised everything. Celia followed in her white sleeping shift, dark hair loose, grey-blue eyes carrying the focused intensity she brought to these nights. They arranged themselves on the bed with the practiced ease of women who’d done this often enough to have favorite positions — Elara on the left, Celia on the right, Theron in the middle.

“Anal night,” Celia said. Not a question. She’d prepared — lavender oil, stretching, the careful routine that preceded her specialty. “I go first tonight.”

“You went first last time,” Elara pointed out.

“Which is why I’m going first again. My nights, my schedule.”

Elara rolled her eyes but didn’t argue. The competition between them had matured from bitter rivalry into something more like friendly sport. They competed the way athletes compete — with genuine effort and mutual respect for each other’s abilities. Different specialties. Different strengths. Same man.

Celia didn’t waste time on preamble. She stripped her shift over her head — pale porcelain skin luminous in the candlelight, small firm breasts with large dark nipples, the elegant willowy lines of her body. She positioned herself face down on the mattress, dark hair pooling around her, her tight pale ass raised. The globes of her backside glowed almost white, the shadowed cleft between them an invitation she delivered without words.

She glanced sideways at Elara, who had settled cross-legged on the bed’s edge in her nightgown. “Watch if you want. I don’t care anymore.”

“I always watch,” Elara said with cheerful honesty. “You make interesting sounds.”

Celia flushed pink from her ears to her collarbones. She turned her face into the pillow to hide it — the one crack in her cold composure that never fully sealed.

Theron knelt behind her. His hands settled on her hips, feeling the cool smoothness of her pale skin. She pushed back immediately, pressing her ass against him — impatient, ready, her body demanding what her voice was too proud to beg for.

He pressed the head of his cock against her prepared entrance. The oil made the contact slick, warm, impossibly inviting. She gasped as he breached her — the initial ring of muscle resisting and then yielding, stretching around his tip with a tightness that never fully diminished no matter how often they did this. Her fingers curled in the sheets, knuckles white.

“Yes,” she breathed. “There. Deeper.”

He pushed in steadily. Her ass accepted him inch by agonizing inch — the heat of it, the crushing pressure, the way her body gripped his shaft with a friction that was nothing like her sister’s slick pussy. Tighter. More demanding. Each inch he sank deeper drew a sharper moan from Celia — that distinctive sound, higher and more urgent than anything she made from vaginal sex, the noise of a woman whose entire pleasure center lived in her most forbidden place.

He bottomed out. His hips pressed flush against the pale globes of her ass, his cock buried completely in her tight, oiled heat. She exhaled a shaking breath into the pillow and pushed back against him, grinding, adjusting to the fullness.

He began to move. Slow to start, the oil easing the friction, building as her body opened around him. Then faster. Harder. When she began pushing back to meet his thrusts — her pale ass bouncing off his pelvis with each impact — he matched her urgency.

“Harder,” she demanded, her voice muffled. “I know you gave Mirelle everything yesterday. Now give me the same.”

He grabbed a fistful of her dark hair. Pulled her head back from the pillow. She gasped — eyes wide, mouth open, the sudden tension in her scalp triggering something primal that shot straight to whatever cluster of nerve endings made anal orgasms possible. Her ass clenched involuntarily around his cock, a hot, spasming grip that made him groan.

He drove into her with increasing force. The sounds were obscene — the rhythmic, wet slap of his pelvis against her oiled ass, the deeper squelch of his cock pistoning through her tight channel, her increasingly desperate breathing punctuated by sharp cries each time he bottomed out. Her pale skin flushed from her chest to her ears, the crimson spreading across porcelain.

She came without warning.

The orgasm seized her with the violence she’d learned to expect from anal climaxes — sudden, brutal, all-consuming. Her entire body went rigid. Her ass locked down on his cock with crushing, convulsive force — tight rings of muscle squeezing his shaft in rhythmic waves, gripping so hard he could barely move. She screamed into the pillow, her spine bowing, her shoulder blades standing sharp under translucent skin. Her pussy — untouched, neglected — clenched in sympathy, dripping onto the sheets between her spread thighs.

She came from anal alone. No fingers on her clit. No cock in her pussy. Just his shaft buried deep in her ass and the overwhelming intensity of the one thing she did better than anyone else in this household. Her proof of uniqueness. Her competitive edge.

He finished inside her with a groan, driving deep one final time. His cock pulsed in her clenching ass — thick spurts of cum flooding her tight channel, the heat of his release making her whimper and push back greedily, her muscles working his shaft in involuntary milking contractions that wrung every drop from him.

She sagged into the mattress. Trembling. Her pale ass still raised, his cock slowly softening inside her. When he withdrew, the movement drew a quiet gasp from both of them — the sudden emptiness, the warm trickle of his cum beginning to seep from her stretched opening.

She rolled onto her side facing away with the satisfied lethargy of a woman who’d gotten exactly what she came for.

“Better than her?” she murmured. The ritual question.

“Different.”

“Different is enough.” She pulled the blanket to her waist and closed her eyes. Settled into the post-orgasm drowse that was, for Celia, the closest thing to vulnerability she ever showed.



Elara had been watching. Her nightgown was damp between her thighs and her blue eyes were dark with arousal.

“My turn,” she said. The words were sweet, eager, carrying none of Celia’s demanding edge. Her specialty was devotion, and devotion required its own intensity.

She straddled him face-to-face, settling onto his lap with the natural ease of a woman who’d been in this position hundreds of times and still wanted it every time. Her sheer nightgown was bunched at her waist, bare from the hips down. Her small perky breasts pressed against his chest through the translucent fabric, nipples hard points against the thin material.

She locked eyes with him as she sank onto his cock. Slow. Deliberate. Feeling every inch slide into her soaking pussy with the reverent attention she gave to their connection. She was drenched — her arousal had been building since Celia’s first gasp, and she took him to the root in one smooth, wet descent. Her small body settled onto his lap with a sigh of deep satisfaction, her tight little pussy gripping him with slick, pulsing heat.

“I love you,” she whispered. The words she said every time. Not from habit — from conviction renewed nightly. “I love that you give us all what we need.”

She began to ride. Not hard, not fast — slow, intimate, the grinding motion that pressed her swollen clit against his pelvis with each stroke. Eye contact the entire time. Her small perky breasts swayed gently with the motion, nipples hard and pink through the bunched nightgown fabric. Elara’s specialty: the emotional connection that made sex feel like more than bodies. Like claiming. Like belonging.

“I was thinking today,” she murmured, rolling her hips. “About us. About how this works. You and me and Celia and Mama.” Her breath caught on a downstroke that hit deep. “Most people would say it’s wrong. All of it. Every part.”

“Most people aren’t us.”

“Most people aren’t this happy.” She kissed him. Deep, slow, the kind of kiss that said I’m yours in every language her body knew. When she pulled back, her eyes glistened. “I’m happy, Theron. Really happy. I know it shouldn’t make sense. But it does.”

Her rhythm increased. The wet sound of her pussy working his cock filled the space between them — slicker than usual, wetter, her body flooding with arousal that dripped down his shaft and pooled at the base. The breeding talk started the way it always did, subtle at first, then consuming.

“Put another load in me,” she breathed, her small breasts bouncing with increasing urgency, hard nipples tracing arcs in the candlelight. “Fill me up. I want your baby growing inside me.”

“Elara—”

“I mean it.” She slammed down hard, grinding, her pussy clenching in a deliberate squeeze that wrung a groan from him. “I want to carry your child. Want to walk through the tavern with your seed taking root inside me.” She rode faster, lifting higher on each stroke so that his cock nearly slipped free before she dropped back down, burying him deep. “Want everyone to see my belly growing and know that you put it there.” Her pussy pulsed around him in rhythmic, pre-orgasmic contractions, her tight walls fluttering along his length. “Want to give birth at the Temple and have Seraphine bless our baby and know that this—” She ground down one final time, her clit crushed against his pelvis, his cock pressed against the deepest part of her. “—this is what I was made for.”

Her orgasm hit with his name on her lips. A different quality than Celia’s — not tectonic but tidal, waves building and crashing and building again. Her pussy milked his cock in warm, rhythmic contractions that rolled along his shaft from base to tip, pulling at him with wet, insistent pressure. She pressed her forehead against his, eyes closed, mouth open, her breath coming in hot little gasps against his lips. Her small body trembled in his lap, thighs squeezing his hips, fingers gripping his shoulders hard enough to bruise.

“Inside me,” she gasped between contractions. “Now. Give it to me. All of it.”

He came inside her unprotected pussy with a groan that resonated through both their bodies. Thick spurts of cum flooding her tight channel, filling her, each pulse drawing a whimper from her lips as she felt the heat spreading deep inside her womb. She ground down to take every drop, her pussy milking him with greedy, rhythmic squeezes. Whispered as the warmth filled her: “Maybe tonight. Maybe right now.”

She collapsed against his chest. Stayed there, his cock still inside her, his cum trapped by the seal of their joined bodies — her tight pussy holding him, refusing to let a single drop escape. She listened to his heartbeat slow.

“I love you,” she said again. Because once was never enough.



The three of them lay in the dark afterward. Celia on one side, turned away, asleep or pretending. Elara on the other, curled against his chest, fingers tracing idle patterns on his skin. Theron between them, spent twice, pleasantly exhausted.

Through the wall: nothing. Mirelle’s room was silent. She wasn’t there tonight — she was downstairs in the kitchen, reviewing the ledger, giving them privacy with the practical grace of a woman who understood scheduling.

“Sable told me about the gloryhole thing Rosalind wants to build,” Elara murmured, half asleep.

“Did she.”

“Mm. The wall. The anonymous service. Sounds interesting.” A pause. “Not for me. But… interesting.”

Theron noted it.

“Interesting,” he repeated.

Elara hummed agreement. Snuggled closer. Fell asleep with his cock still softening inside her and his cum slowly seeping into the sheets.

Celia’s voice from the far side, flat and drowsy: “She’ll try it eventually. She tries everything eventually.”

Then silence. Three bodies in one bed. Two specialties satisfied. One household asleep.

The Prancing Stag settled into night around them, and the next day began its approach with the quiet inevitability of tide.


Chapter 20: Sable’s Milestone

Sable had been working at the Prancing Stag for two weeks. In that time, she’d handled fourteen clients — each one a step further from the shy harbor girl who’d arrived with her belongings in one bag and a wooden bird figurine on her shelf.

Tonight, client fifteen changed everything.

He arrived through the side entrance in the early evening — a young adventurer, D-rank by the look of his gear, barely older than Sable herself. Clean-faced, recently bathed, the jittery energy of someone who’d survived his first dungeon delve and was trying to process the experience through the time-honored tradition of paying for sex.

Rosalind screened him — she always screened new clients, a safety protocol developed through years of professional experience. “He’s fine,” she told Sable through the curtain partition. “Young, nervous, respectful. Good first-timer energy. He’ll be quick.”

Sable met him in the workspace. He stood near the door, hands in his pockets, looking anywhere but directly at her. His sword was propped against the wall by the entrance — Rosalind’s rule, no weapons in the workspace.

“Hi,” Sable said. Her voice was warm, practiced now but still genuinely kind. “First time here?”

“First time… anywhere.” He admitted it with the raw vulnerability of a young man confessing inexperience. “Guys in my party said the Stag was… the place. After a delve. To…”

“I know.” She stepped closer. The afternoon light through the workspace’s small window caught her caramel skin and dark curls, painting her in warm gold. “Don’t worry. I’ll take care of you.”

The phrase came naturally now. She’d said it to her last three clients and meant it every time. The care wasn’t false — it was the genuine extension of a personality that wanted to help, to comfort, to provide what people needed. The fact that what they needed was sexual didn’t change the fundamental impulse.

She undressed for him. Slowly, reading his nervous energy, giving him time to process. The simple wrap she wore for shifts slid from her shoulders, revealing her slim body — light caramel skin glowing in the warm light, surprising C-cup breasts high and firm on her slender frame, dark nipples that stiffened as the air touched them. She stood before him with the growing confidence of someone who’d learned that being seen didn’t diminish her.

The young adventurer stared. His eyes went wide, his breath caught, and for a moment the nervousness evaporated into simple, uncomplicated awe. She was beautiful in a way that stood out against Amoria’s paler residents — the mixed-race beauty that Rosalind called her exotic advantage, the caramel skin and dark ringlets and amber eyes that made men look twice and reach for their coin pouches.

“You’re—” He started. Stopped. Started again. “You’re really pretty.”

Sable smiled. Not the practiced smile of professional seduction. A real one — the pleased warmth of a young woman being told she was pretty by a young man who meant it without calculation.

“Thank you,” she said. “You’re kind. Now come here.”

She guided him through it with the care Rosalind had taught her. Hands first — placing his palms on her waist, showing him how to touch a body that was offered, not grabbed. Mouth next — kissing him to calm the trembling, tasting the ale he’d drunk for courage, feeling him relax into the contact.

Then she knelt. Took him in her mouth with the technique she’d been practicing — lips sealed around his shaft, tongue flat and pressing along the underside, the suction-and-release rhythm that Rosalind drilled into her during training sessions. His cock was average, clean, already leaking precum that she tasted — salty, warm, the flavor she’d learned to associate with work well started. He groaned above her, hands fluttering near her head, unsure whether to touch. She took his hand and placed it on her dark curls. Gave him permission.

She worked him for several minutes — bobbing her head, taking him deeper each pass, her caramel lips stretched around his shaft. His fingers tightened in her curls. His hips began to twitch. She pulled off before he got too close, his cock wet and glistening with her spit, and guided him to the bed.

She positioned herself on her back — the most intimate option, face to face, because first-timers needed eye contact. Needed to see the woman who was giving them this. She spread her slender legs, her smooth caramel thighs opening to reveal the dark curls between them, her pussy already slick from the buildup.

“Lie with me,” she said. “Take your time.”

He fumbled with positioning — clumsy, eager, endearingly terrible at angles. She reached between them, wrapped her fingers around his hard cock, and guided the tip to her wet entrance. He pressed forward and slid inside with a gasp that sounded like it came from his soul.

“Oh,” he said. Just that. His cock sank into her tight, warm pussy and his entire body shuddered.

“I know,” she whispered. “Move when you’re ready.”

He moved. Tentatively at first, shallow strokes that barely withdrew before pushing back in. Then with increasing confidence as instinct overrode inexperience — deeper thrusts, fuller, his hips finding a rhythm that nature had programmed. She wrapped her slender legs around his waist, tilted her hips to improve the angle so his cock pressed against her front wall, and let her body show him the rhythm that worked.

And then something happened that hadn’t happened before.

The pleasure built in her slowly, gathering at the base of her spine, spreading through her pelvis, tightening in her core. She’d felt pleasure with clients before — warmth, satisfaction, the general enjoyment of being desired. But this was different. This was building toward a specific peak. Something she’d only experienced with Theron during the training session, and before that only alone in her bed with her own fingers buried inside herself.

The adventurer’s rhythm was hitting her at exactly the right angle — accidental, the way his body moved naturally aligning with her particular anatomy. Each thrust pressed his cock against the spot inside her that made her breath catch, the friction of his shaft dragging along her inner walls in a way that sent sparks up her spine. And the emotional context — his grateful vulnerability, his awe at her body, the way he kept whispering “you’re so beautiful” with the stunned reverence of a boy seeing heaven — had opened something in her that pure technique couldn’t reach.

She realized with a shock of clarity that she was going to orgasm. From a paying client. During a professional encounter. While earning six sovereigns.

The realization itself accelerated the process. Her pussy clenched around him involuntarily, her clit throbbed where his pelvis pressed against it, her fingers dug into the sheets. The adventurer was oblivious — lost in his own approaching climax, thrusting with the urgent irregularity of a young man about to finish fast.

He came first. His cock swelled inside her and he spilled with a strangled groan — she’d charged the extra for internal, Rosalind’s economic lesson about premium services. She felt his cock pulse, felt the thick spurts of warmth flooding her pussy, and the sensation of a man’s cum filling her pushed her over the edge.

She came. Quietly. Privately. A ripple that became a wave that became a full-body shudder she controlled through sheer force of will. Her pussy clenched around the cock still buried inside her — tight, rhythmic spasms that squeezed his softening shaft, milking the last drops from him while her own pleasure crested and broke. Her breath came in small, controlled gasps. Her toes curled against the sheets. Between her legs, she was flooded — his cum and her own juices mixing, hot and wet, leaking around his cock to pool on the sheets beneath them.

It was real. Genuine. Unprofessional in the most professional way possible.

The adventurer — spent, satisfied, and oblivious to his partner’s private climax — withdrew with the care of someone handling something precious. He dressed quickly, left the coins on the table, and paused at the door.

“That was…” He searched for words adequate to the experience and found them wanting. “Thank you.”

He left. The side door closed behind him.

Sable lay on the bed for a long moment, staring at the ceiling, processing what had just happened.

She’d orgasmed from a client. Her first. Not performed, not suggested, not acted. Real. Her body had responded to a paying stranger with genuine pleasure, and the realization settled over her like a warm blanket.

The corruption wasn’t corruption anymore. It was identity.



The curtain rustled. Rosalind stepped through from the living quarters.

She always listened during Sable’s sessions — positioned behind the curtain, one ear tuned to the sounds of her apprentice working, alert for any signal of trouble. Safety first. Always.

But she’d heard more than safety concerns tonight. She’d heard the telltale catch in Sable’s breathing. The tiny gasps that didn’t match the client’s rhythm. The silence that meant someone was trying very hard not to make noise.

Rosalind looked at Sable. At her flushed caramel skin, her bright amber eyes, the unmistakable glow of a woman who’d just come and was still buzzing with the aftermath.

“You came.” Statement, not question.

Sable nodded. Didn’t blush. That was the change. Two weeks ago, the admission would have colored her cheeks. Now she met Rosalind’s eyes with steady certainty.

“My first time. From a client.” She sat up. “He didn’t even know. It was just… his rhythm was right. And the way he looked at me. Like I was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen.”

Rosalind sat beside her on the bed. Wrapped an arm around Sable’s slim shoulders, pulling her close. The embrace was fierce — not maternal exactly, not romantic, but something in the space between that defied easy categorization. The mentor holding the apprentice who’d just passed a milestone that couldn’t be taught, only discovered.

“I knew you had it in you,” Rosalind said. Her green eyes were bright with emotion she didn’t try to hide. “From the first day I found you. A little girl with wild curls and big eyes who watched everything and judged nothing. I knew then that you were one of us.”

“One of us?”

“Women who find joy in this work. Not tolerance. Not endurance. Joy.” Rosalind stroked Sable’s dark ringlets. “Most women can do what we do. Some choose to. But the ones who come from it — who feel genuine pleasure from giving pleasure to strangers — those are rare. Those are the ones Mercala blesses.”

She invoked the Grace of Prostitution without irony. In Amoria’s layered theology, Mercala’s blessing on sex workers wasn’t metaphor. It was doctrine, depicted in temple art, honored in prayer. Rosalind’s belief in it was sincere.

“I want more,” Sable said. The words came out with quiet conviction. Not desperate. Certain. “Tomorrow. As many as I can handle.”

Rosalind’s grin split her face wide and genuine. “As many as you want, sweetheart. The Stag never closes.”

She kissed Sable’s forehead — the same gesture she’d used since Sable was a child. The continuity of that tenderness said more than words could. Rosalind celebrating her apprentice’s transformation with the pride of someone who’d created something beautiful.



In the viewing niche, Theron watched through the ground glass.

He’d been there since the adventurer arrived, observing the session from the concealed space. Monitoring operations — the official justification. Watching Sable’s transformation — the actual reason.

He’d seen everything. The adventurer’s nervousness and Sable’s patience. The gentle guidance, the tender instruction. The moment Sable’s expression shifted from professional engagement to genuine pleasure. The quiet, private orgasm she’d tried to hide and couldn’t entirely. The aftermath, when her body had glowed with the quiet warmth of a woman who’d just discovered something essential about herself.

And then Rosalind’s entrance. The embrace. The pride. The kiss on the forehead.

The dynamic between these two women crackled with taboo energy. Rosalind had raised Sable from childhood, and now she celebrated her ward’s sexual milestones with the same fierce pride she’d once reserved for first words and first steps. That continuity — the care that had never stopped, only transformed — was what made Theron’s pulse hammer in the dark.

He was rock-hard in the narrow darkness of the niche. Not from voyeurism alone — from witnessing the moment someone became who they were meant to be. Sable had crossed a threshold tonight. The shy apprentice was becoming her own woman.

He left the niche quietly. The concealed door closed behind him. In the workspace, Sable and Rosalind were cleaning up, talking in low voices, planning tomorrow’s schedule with the energized enthusiasm of women who loved their work.


Chapter 21: Domestic Warmth

Some mornings at the Prancing Stag felt like the world had been rearranged overnight into a configuration that shouldn’t work but did.

Breakfast. Theron at the head of the table. Elara leaning on his shoulder, honey-blonde hair still damp from washing, her small body warm against his side. Her sheer nightgown was still her preferred morning wear — she’d come to breakfast without changing, and the translucent fabric did nothing to hide the outline of her small perky breasts or the stiff points of her nipples in the morning air. She didn’t care. Modesty had been the first casualty of the household’s transformation, and nobody mourned it.

Celia sat across the table, dark hair pulled back in its customary severe bun, her grey-blue eyes scanning the morning as if it had personally offended her. She wore her cleaning dress — plain grey, buttoned high, the uniform of a woman who pretended propriety still mattered. But beneath the table, her foot nudged Theron’s knee. Brief contact. Deliberate. The Celia equivalent of a passionate embrace, and she’d kill anyone who mentioned it.

Mirelle was at the stove. The center of the kitchen, the engine of the household, the woman who kept everyone fed and organized and running on schedule. She wore her wine-red work dress with the lowered neckline — the one that had become her signature — and she wasn’t wearing smallclothes beneath it. Again. Still. Possibly ever again, at this rate.

Her heavy breasts pressed against the thin cotton with each movement, the dark circles of her nipples clearly visible through the fabric. When she reached for a high shelf, the dress pulled upward, revealing the thickness of her thighs and the curve of her enormous ass. When she bent to check the oven, the neckline gaped forward, offering a view down the canyon of her cleavage that would have caused a minor traffic accident in any port city in the world.

She didn’t adjust. Didn’t cover. Didn’t blush the way she would have three weeks ago.

Three weeks. That’s all it had taken to transform the conservative household manager into a woman who served breakfast braless and loved the feeling of customers’ eyes on her body. Three weeks since the Friday dance and the wine and the claiming that shook the walls. Three weeks since she’d discovered that being desired fed something deep and vital inside her, something that had been starving for years.

Theron ate his eggs and conducted a mental census.

Five women who lived with or slept with him: Elara, curled against his shoulder like an affectionate cat. Celia, touching his knee beneath the table while maintaining the fiction that she was above such things. Mirelle, her nipples visible through her dress while she served bacon. Rosalind, somewhere in the back quarters, probably sleeping off a productive night. Sable, also in the back quarters, probably reviewing the techniques Rosalind had taught her before last night’s shift.

Plus Maren, who he visited weekly. Plus Orin, whose gratitude manifested as unwavering friendship and the occasional threesome with his godmother.

Last year, he’d been a virgin who’d never kissed anyone. The trajectory of his life had gone from “zero women” to “losing count of women” with the speed of a Feywood mushroom colony consuming a dead adventurer. Which was an unpleasant metaphor, but accuracy was accuracy.

The universe had either blessed him or was playing an elaborate practical joke. Either way, the breakfast was excellent.

“More tea?” Mirelle asked, appearing at his elbow with the pot. Her breasts were at eye level from his seated position. He could have counted the threads in the fabric separating her nipples from the open air. Could have leaned forward two inches and pressed his face into the warm valley between them.

“Please,” he managed.

She poured. Their fingers touched on the cup. Both of them noticed. Neither of them pretended otherwise.



The supply run to Maren’s shop was a weekly ritual that had evolved from commercial transaction to intimate checkpoint. Theron walked the familiar route through Provision Lane, past the repaired sign of the Prancing Stag that gleamed in the morning sun — Torven’s craftsmanship holding up beautifully — and through the quieter streets toward Thornley’s Provisions.

The bell above the door announced his arrival. Maren appeared from the back room with her copper-red hair in its practical bun and her emerald-green eyes carrying the warmth she reserved for the man who’d reorganized her sexual life.

She took one look at him and her mouth curved into the predatory grin that meant she had intelligence to share.

“You claimed her.” Not a question. The satisfied declaration of a strategist whose campaign had succeeded.

“I claimed her.”

“Told you. Wine and permission. That’s all she needed.” Maren began assembling his order with practiced efficiency, her enormous breasts shifting beneath her practical work dress as she reached for supplies. “How many times?”

“Night of the dance and every night since.”

“Every night?” Her copper eyebrows rose with impressed calculation. “The woman really was starving. I told her to let you in, not to try to drain you dry.”

“She’s enthusiastic.”

“Eight years of sexual frustration will do that.” Maren weighed flour on the scale. “She called me yesterday. Said she went to Aldric for confession. Fifty sovereigns and a clean conscience.”

“Efficient.”

“That’s Mirelle. She processes guilt the way she processes inventory — thoroughly, quickly, then moves on to the next task.” Maren set the flour aside and leaned against the counter. The lean pushed her enormous breasts forward against the countertop, creating a display that Theron had seen a hundred times and still appreciated. “I’m proud of her. Truly. She was miserable, and now she’s not. That’s worth more than any morality lecture Aldric could deliver.”

A pause. Maren’s expression shifted from amused satisfaction to something more layered. Her hand drifted to her stomach — the gesture that had become habitual over the past week.

“I’m late,” she said. “Still. Could be nothing. My body’s been unpredictable since Dane died — stress, loneliness, the hormonal chaos of a woman approaching forty.” She met his eyes. “Could be pregnant. Whose? Doesn’t know. Doesn’t care.”

“Either way.”

“Either way.” Her hand pressed flat against her belly. “If I am, that’s a pregnant redhead for Lysa’s quest. The timing is almost too convenient to be coincidence.”

“Venara works in mysterious ways.”

“Venara works in obvious ways. Have you seen her temple artwork? The woman is not subtle.” Maren grinned and pushed his order across the counter. “I’ll see Seraphine this week. Get confirmed. If positive — and at this point I’m fairly certain it is, because my breasts are tender and I’ve been craving pickled beets, which is how every one of my pregnancies announced itself — then we talk to Lysa.”

“The trade route.”

“The trade route. The profit margin. The expansion of your little empire into elven territory.” She studied him with the frank assessment of a woman who’d watched him grow from scared virgin to confident tavern master. “You’re building something remarkable, Theron. Your father would be…”

“Horrified?”

“Impressed. And then horrified. And then impressed again.” She reached across the counter and squeezed his hand. “Take care of Mirelle. She’s been my best friend since we were girls causing trouble in the countryside. She deserves everything you can give her.”

“I intend to give her everything.”

“I know you do.” Her emerald eyes sparkled with warmth and mischief. “And tell her the braless thing works. I’ve been doing it for weeks. Orin can’t focus on anything when I’m in the shop without a bra, which is exactly the point.”



The afternoon at the Prancing Stag unfolded with the warm, rhythmic efficiency of a household that had found its groove.

Elara and Sable cleaned tables together in the quiet hours between lunch and dinner rush. Their friendship had become one of the tavern’s most reliable features — two young women of the same age, one a cheerful waitress who sold proximity and touch, the other a professional sex worker who sold everything else. They laughed together easily, shared stories, found a companionship that transcended what either of them did for coin.

Sable told stories about her early days at the harbor — the sailors who smelled like fish and desperation, the regulars who were surprisingly gentle, the one client who’d brought his own poetry and insisted on reading it before she could touch him. (“It was terrible poetry,” Sable said. “I almost charged extra for having to listen.”)

Elara listened with wide cornflower-blue eyes, absorbing details about a world she’d glimpsed but never fully entered. Each story pulled her curiosity a fraction further along a spectrum she was traversing unconsciously.

Celia had discovered a hidden talent for inventory management. She sat in the storage room with the ledger and a quill, counting barrels, tracking consumption rates, projecting future orders with the mathematical precision of someone who’d been calculating things obsessively her entire life but had only recently found an outlet more productive than tallying the number of times her sister smiled at customers.

Her eyes moved across columns with the focused intensity she brought to everything. The numbers were satisfying in a way that cleaning never was — they told a story, built toward conclusions, rewarded attention to detail. She’d already identified a twelve-sovereign monthly saving by adjusting the wine order timing to take advantage of Vincent’s seasonal pricing fluctuations.

The irony of optimizing their rival’s pricing to their own advantage wasn’t lost on her. Celia appreciated irony the way most people appreciated sunshine — as a reliable source of warmth in a world that could be very cold.

Mirelle cooked and served. A young off-duty guard came in mid-afternoon — clearly not there for the ale, which he ordered but barely touched. He sat at a table with a sightline to the kitchen pass-through, and every time Mirelle appeared to deliver a plate or collect a mug, his eyes performed the gravitational descent toward her braless chest that had become the universal male response to her wardrobe choices.

She noticed him noticing. And instead of adjusting her neckline higher as she would have done weeks ago, she leaned forward slightly while setting his plate down. Gave him a clear view down the front of her dress — past the deep cleavage, past the wine-red fabric, past the point where modesty had any operational jurisdiction.

The guard turned red. Ordered another drink he didn’t need. Left a fifteen-sovereign tip on a four-sovereign tab.

Mirelle collected the coins and returned to the kitchen with the quiet satisfaction of a woman who’d discovered a revenue stream that required nothing more than strategic bending.

From the back room, the sounds of Rosalind’s afternoon appointments drifted through the hallway — muffled but unmistakable. The professional rhythm of a woman at work. Three clients between two and five o’clock. She emerged after the third one with flushed cheeks, a hastily rebuttoned blouse, and the wide grin of someone who genuinely loved their job.

“Three clients since two o’clock,” she reported to Theron, dropping coins on the bar. “The last one wanted full service and tipped extra. Good afternoon.”

She lit one of her imported cigarettes and leaned against the bar, smoking with the contentment of a cat in a sunbeam. The evening rush would begin in an hour. The back room needed fresh sheets. The gloryhole had clients scheduled after eight.

But for this moment — this warm, golden pause between afternoon quiet and evening chaos — the Prancing Stag hummed with the quiet contentment of a place where everyone was doing exactly what they were meant to do.



Evening came with its usual tide. The tavern filled. Lantern light warmed the wood. Music drifted from the street. The smell of Mirelle’s cooking mixed with the tang of ale and the ambient energy of adventurers who’d survived another day and intended to celebrate accordingly.

Theron stood behind the bar and surveyed his domain.

Five months ago, this room had been half-empty. The ledger had predicted bankruptcy within three months. The women had been employees trapped by economic necessity, wearing conservative dresses and enduring customers with resignation.

Now the room was full. The women wore dresses that made grown men forget their own names. The back room generated more revenue per hour than the bar. The gloryhole was under construction and would generate more still.

Mirelle appeared beside him with a fresh plate for the warrior regular, her massive breasts swaying against the corset as she leaned past him to reach the serving counter. She smelled of rosemary and warm bread and the faint salt of a woman who’d been running hot all afternoon.

“One hundred and six,” she said, not looking at him. “That’s my count so far. I could be wrong.”

“Revenue count?”

“Tip count. Just mine.” She set the plate down and straightened, tucking a strand of chestnut hair behind her ear. “Do you need anything from the kitchen before I close the ovens?”

He didn’t need anything from the kitchen. But the question itself — domestic, practical, delivered by a braless woman whose nipples were visible through wine-red cotton — was somehow the most satisfying thing he’d heard all day.

“We’re good,” he said.

Mirelle nodded and returned to her domain, hips swaying, the tavern parting around her like water around a ship’s prow.

Theron closed the ledger and poured himself an ale. Not bad for a Thursday.


Chapter 22: Gloryhole Opening Night

Torven finished the gloryhole on a Tuesday morning, collected his remaining three hundred and fifty sovereigns, and left without ceremony. The dwarf craftsman had built his seventh wall in Amoria and would probably build his eighth before the month was out. Questions about purpose remained above his pay grade.

The completed structure was impressive in its functional simplicity.

A solid timber partition divided the converted space in two, rising from floor to ceiling with the professional finish of someone who took pride in his work regardless of context. The padded hole was centered at waist height — six inches in diameter, lined with soft leather to prevent chafing. The padding was Torven’s signature touch, the detail that distinguished his gloryholes from the crude versions found in dock-district establishments.

The client side had its own entrance from the side alley — a heavy door with a bolt lock that provided total anonymity. A man could enter from the alley, bolt the door, receive service through the wall, and leave without ever being seen by anyone in the tavern. The space was minimal but sufficient: a place to stand, a shelf at hip height for resting against, a small oil lamp for basic visibility.

The worker side was larger, with room for kneeling, bending, and the various positions that professional service required. A padded mat on the floor protected knees during extended shifts. A washbasin in the corner provided cleanup access between clients. And in the wall — visible from the worker side, invisible from the client side — the ground glass voyeur window that connected to Theron’s viewing niche via the concealed hallway door.

“Perfect height,” Rosalind said, examining the padded hole with the professional assessment of a woman who’d spent her career perfecting the ergonomics of cock-to-mouth logistics. “Comfortable. Good padding on the edges. Torven knows his craft.”

She ran her fingers around the padded opening. Tested the leather lining. Measured the distance from the floor to the center of the hole with her forearm, then knelt and measured again from a working position.

“Ideal,” she confirmed. “I could service fifty men through this hole and my knees wouldn’t bruise. The padding is the difference between a night of work and a night of suffering.”

Operating rules were established with Rosalind’s professional input. She and Sable would alternate shifts — four hours each during peak evening hours, extended to six during special events. Six sovereigns per client: two to the house, four to the worker. Oral service was the default. Full vaginal service through the hole was available for an additional four sovereigns, making the premium rate ten total. Theron would monitor through the voyeur window during initial operations, both for safety and for the educational benefit of watching his investment in action.

Word spread through channels Rosalind had cultivated over years of harbor work. By afternoon, the adventurer grapevine carried the message with the speed of men sharing information about available services: the Prancing Stag has a wall now.



Opening night.

Rosalind took the first shift with the giddy anticipation of a woman returning to her favorite environment, upgraded from crude harbor setups to purpose-built professional space. She wore her working clothes — which meant a blouse that would come off within seconds and a skirt that served primarily as a formality.

Theron took his position in the viewing niche. The concealed door closed behind him, and through the ground glass panel he had a clear, warm-lit view of the worker side. Rosalind on her padded mat, kneeling, face at hole height, jade-green eyes bright with anticipation.

The first client arrived at the side entrance. The bolt clicked. Footsteps on the client side — heavy boots, the tread of someone large. A moment’s pause as the man assessed the setup. Then: a thick cock pushed through the padded hole.

Rosalind’s face lit up like the sun coming through clouds.

She didn’t hesitate. Didn’t inspect, didn’t assess, didn’t pause. She reached for the anonymous shaft with both hands, wrapped her fingers around its thick girth, and took it in her mouth with a moan that was entirely, unmistakably genuine. Her lips sealed around the head, tongue swirling, and she plunged forward until her nose pressed against the padded leather of the hole itself — the entire length buried in her throat.

Through the viewing niche, Theron watched. His cock was hard before Rosalind’s lips closed around the first inch. The image was arresting in its raw simplicity — a woman on her knees, a cock jutting from a wall, and the enthusiastic, sloppy, wet worship that connected them through timber and leather.

She deepthroated with familiar ease, pulling back with a wet pop and then diving forward again, each stroke wetter than the last. Spit ran in thick streams down her chin, dripping onto her massive exposed breasts, collecting in the valley of her cleavage. She gagged — deliberately, a thick, choking sound that produced a fresh flood of saliva — because she loved it. Loved the mess, the degradation, the physical evidence of how far she was willing to go. She pulled off and spat on the cock, watching her saliva drip down the shaft, then swallowed him again with a moan that vibrated through the wall.

The cock in her mouth was anonymous. No face. No name. Just hard flesh and need. The pure transactional nature of it made her wetter than any personal encounter could. Between her thick thighs, her pussy glistened visibly, arousal dripping in a slow strand toward the padded mat beneath her knees.

The client came in under five minutes. His cock pulsed in her mouth and she swallowed every spurt without ceremony — throat working, lips sealed, milking him dry. She pulled off with a wet pop, wiped the overflow from her chin with the back of her hand, and called “Next” toward the client entrance while reaching for the washcloth.

The second client was already waiting. Another anonymous cock pushed through the hole — thinner than the first, curved slightly, already wet with precum. Rosalind took it with equal enthusiasm, wrapping her spit-slick lips around the shaft and bobbing her head with practiced speed. Her massive tits bounced with the rhythm, swinging beneath her. She stroked what she couldn’t fit with one hand, the other braced against the wall, and the wet, rhythmic sound of her mouth working the anonymous cock filled the room. She moaned around him — real moans, building, her arousal feeding on the parade of faceless flesh that the wall provided.

The third client requested full service. Ten sovereigns — the premium rate. Rosalind positioned herself differently for this one. Pulled her blouse fully off — she’d been topless since client one — and turned around. Backed against the partition. Reached behind herself, guided the anonymous cock to her dripping pussy, and pressed backward until the thick head popped inside her.

She gasped. Braced her hands against the far wall and pushed back harder, taking the anonymous cock deeper into her cunt, her generous ass pressing flat against the timber partition. The angle was crude, functional, gloriously impersonal. She couldn’t see him. Couldn’t hear him beyond muffled groans. Just a cock in her pussy, hard and anonymous, and the wall between them making the whole arrangement exactly what she craved.

She began to grind. Rocking her hips, working the cock in and out of her pussy with the rolling motion of her wide hips. Her heavy tits swung with each thrust, her face flushed, her moans filling the room. She reached between her legs and rubbed her clit while the anonymous cock fucked her through the wall.

She came. A full-body shudder that slammed her ass against the partition, her pussy clenching hard around the stranger’s cock, her juices flooding down her inner thighs and dripping onto the padded mat. She screamed — short, sharp, genuine — and kept grinding through it.

The client came moments after. She felt his cock swell and pulse inside her, felt the thick heat of his release flooding her pussy, and groaned with deep, satisfied pleasure. Cum began to leak from her immediately, dripping down where the anonymous cock still plugged the hole.

Three clients. Eighteen sovereigns gross. And Rosalind stood there — tits out, face flushed, spit drying on her chest, a stranger’s cum oozing from her pussy — and hadn’t stopped smiling since the first cock appeared through the wall.

Through the viewing niche, Theron watched with something that went beyond voyeuristic arousal. His cock throbbed painfully against his trousers. This was Rosalind in her purest form — not performing, not enduring, not working. Worshipping. The gloryhole was her temple, anonymous cock was her sacrament, and she was the most devoted priestess Mercala had ever claimed.



Sable’s shift began at the transition. She emerged from the living quarters dressed in her simple working wrap, dark curls tied back, amber eyes carrying a mix of nervousness and determination.

Her first gloryhole client was different from her room clients. The anonymity changed the dynamic — she couldn’t see his face, couldn’t read his body language, couldn’t use the interpersonal skills she’d been developing. Just a cock through a hole, waiting for service.

She knelt on the padded mat. Reached for the anonymous cock tentatively — wrapping her slim caramel fingers around the shaft, feeling its warmth, its weight. Then she leaned forward and took the head in her mouth.

The anonymity helped, she discovered. Without a face to perform for, without eyes watching her technique, she could focus entirely on the physical act — the taste of skin, the texture of the shaft against her tongue, the way suction and rhythm produced groans from the other side of the wall. It was meditative in a way she hadn’t expected. Pure service without social complexity. She bobbed her head, took him deeper, felt his cock twitch in her mouth as she hit the right pressure. When he came — sudden, thick spurts that filled her mouth — she swallowed the way Rosalind had taught her. Quick, efficient, no fuss.

By her third client, she was confident. Working steadily, professionally, her dark curls bobbing as she serviced each anonymous cock that pushed through the padded hole. The nervousness had been replaced by focus and, increasingly, by the warmth between her own thighs — the genuine arousal she’d discovered during her milestone session now sparked by the raw simplicity of the wall. Faceless cocks. Wet sounds. The power of making a stranger groan and spill with nothing but her mouth and hands. Two of the three clients came quickly — the anonymity of the wall plus Sable’s growing skill proved to be an efficient combination.

Revenue for the first night: eight clients total across both shifts. Forty-eight sovereigns gross. Sixteen to Theron’s ledger. Add the food and drink sales, groping tips, and regular room clients from Rosalind’s and Sable’s standard service — the Prancing Stag pulled in over one hundred sovereigns in a single day.

One hundred sovereigns. From a tavern that had been earning thirty-two when Theron inherited it. From a business his father had left in a ledger that predicted bankruptcy.

The seven-hundred-sovereign investment would pay for itself in six weeks. Possibly less if volume increased, which Rosalind was confident it would.

“Fleet season is in three months,” she’d said, smoking her evening cigarette. “When the trading ships come in, sailor shore leave triples our potential client base. The wall won’t have a quiet minute for days.”



Theron reviewed the numbers after closing. The candle on the bar cast long shadows across the empty tavern. The ledger was open to today’s page, and today’s page was the most impressive yet.

The tavern wasn’t struggling anymore. It wasn’t even surviving. It was thriving. Becoming an establishment that rewrote every failed projection in Marcus’s ledger.

Theron closed the ledger. Blew out the candle. Climbed the stairs to where Elara was waiting in her sheer nightgown, ready for a different kind of service.


Chapter 23: Mirrors

Late afternoon in the Prancing Stag. The lunch crowd had cleared, the evening rush was still hours away, and Mirelle had ale on her dress.

A regular had gesticulated too enthusiastically while describing his latest Feywood encounter — something about a fungal colony with teeth — and his mug had caught Mirelle’s chest on the backswing. Ale soaked through the wine-red fabric, plastering it to her massive breasts in a way that was simultaneously annoying and spectacular.

“I need to change,” she told Theron, wringing ale from her hem. “This is the second time this week. My breasts are apparently the most prominent target in the establishment.”

“Occupational hazard.”

“You’re enjoying this.”

“I’m observing with professional concern.”

She huffed. Retreated to the back storage room — the small space adjacent to the household’s private quarters that served as an impromptu dressing area. A mirror hung on the wall, cracked at one corner but still functional.

Mirelle pulled the ale-soaked dress over her head and stood before the mirror.

Naked. She’d stopped wearing smallclothes entirely, so beneath the dress was simply her. All of her. The storage room’s single candle cast warm light across a body that was thirty-eight years old and magnificent.

She studied herself.

Three weeks ago, she would have grabbed the nearest clean dress and pulled it on as fast as possible. Avoided the mirror. Avoided looking at the body she’d hidden for years behind conservative necklines and practical aprons. She would have seen stretch marks and age and a figure that didn’t match the tight-skinned youth of her daughters.

Today, she didn’t look away.

Her reflection looked back with hazel eyes that had changed. Warmer. Brighter. The exhausted flatness that had characterized them for years had been replaced by something alive and searching and, for the first time in longer than she could remember, satisfied.

She looked at her breasts. Massive 38DD cups that hung with the natural weight of real flesh, not the artificial perkiness of youth. They’d nursed two children. They’d been the object of Marcus’s desire before his body failed him. They’d been invisible for years. And now they were the most talked-about feature in the Prancing Stag, turning heads, spilling ale, earning tips, driving Theron wild every time she moved.

She cupped them. Lifted them slightly, feeling their weight, watching how they settled back into their natural position with heavy, gentle grace. The nipples were dark rose, large, responsive — they stiffened at the touch, sensitized by years of being ignored and the recent weeks of being thoroughly appreciated.

Her waist. Narrow relative to what came above and below, creating the hourglass silhouette that made customers lose their words. She’d always thought of it as just the gap between the parts that were too big. Now she understood it was the accent that made the rest dramatic.

Her hips. Wide, generous, the kind that men’s hands couldn’t resist following. She’d birthed two daughters through these hips. They swayed when she walked, a motion she’d tried to suppress for years and had recently stopped suppressing. The sway earned tips. The sway earned attention. The sway earned Theron’s eyes following her across the room with hungry concentration.

Her stomach. Soft, slightly rounded, bearing the faint silver lines of stretch marks from two pregnancies. She touched them with her fingertips. They weren’t flaws. They were proof of life. Proof that this body had done what bodies are designed to do — carry life, nurture it, release it into the world.

Her ass. She turned to see it in the mirror. Round, full, maternal in scale, the kind that filled out dresses like a declaration. It was the feature that made men watch her walk away, and she’d recently learned that walking away slowly was almost as profitable as walking toward them.

Her thick thighs. The thighs that gripped Theron’s waist every night now. That had gripped Maren’s late husband Dane during those wild youth encounters she and Maren reminisced about. Strong. Powerful. Built for holding and being held.

Mirelle stood naked before the cracked mirror and, for the first time in years — perhaps the first time ever — thought: I’m beautiful.

Not despite the age. Not despite the children. Not despite the stretch marks or the softness or the way gravity had claimed her breasts with affectionate persistence.

Because of all of it.

Her body was a MILF’s body. The term had never entered her vocabulary before the last few weeks, but she’d heard Rosalind use it casually — “the MILF market is insatiable” — and understood what it meant. A mature woman’s body. A body that had lived and shown the evidence. A body that drove men insane precisely because it wasn’t the untouched porcelain of youth but the lived-in warmth of experience.

She pulled on the sheer corset. No undergarments. The neckline plunged to display her cleavage with engineering precision — Lysa’s genius at work. She tugged it lower than necessary. Studied the result.

Massive cleavage. Nipples visible through the thin fabric, dark circles against white cotton. The curve of her ass emphasized by the fitted skirt. Her hair loose, silver-threaded chestnut cascading past her shoulders.

She looked like someone who expected to be looked at.

She looked like someone who would punish you for not looking.

She went back to the floor.



The grey-bearded warrior regular — the one who’d been visiting twice weekly since Mirelle started wearing the cleavage corset — was seated at his usual table. He had a mug of ale and a companion, another veteran, and they were discussing the logistics of their next Blackwell Mine expedition with the methodical seriousness of men who’d survived enough delves to take planning seriously.

The conversation stopped when Mirelle approached.

The warrior’s companion tracked her from the moment she emerged from the hallway. His eyes performed the involuntary descent that Mirelle’s body demanded — face, chest, cleavage, stay on the cleavage, force yourself to look up, fail, return to cleavage.

The warrior himself — who’d had weeks to develop tolerance and still hadn’t — took one look at Mirelle in the fresh corset, with the neckline tugged to its lowest point and her nipples pressing against the fabric, and spilled his ale for the second time that day.

Mirelle smiled. Not her service smile. Her power smile — the one she’d discovered recently, the one that said she knew exactly what she was doing and enjoyed the effect.

“On the house,” she said, sweeping up the spilled mug and replacing it with a fresh one. She leaned forward to set the new mug down, and the lean brought her neckline to within inches of the warrior’s face. He could see straight down her dress — past the deep canyon of her cleavage to the warm shadow of her navel and beyond.

His companion made a sound that suggested he was either deeply impressed or having a minor cardiac event.

“Thank you, ma’am,” the warrior managed.

Twenty-sovereign tip. Her biggest ever. She collected it with the satisfied grace of a woman who’d learned that her body was an asset worth more than any ledger entry.



The evening rush brought the usual crowd, amplified by word-of-mouth about the Stag’s new services. Mirelle worked the floor in her braless corset, and the effect was cumulative — each hour she spent among customers, each lean and reach and brush of contact, built the atmosphere of the room into something charged and profitable.

Multiple customers “accidentally” brushed against her as she moved through the crowded room. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t redirect. Positioned herself so the contact happened on her terms — her hip against a seated man’s arm, her breast grazing a standing customer’s shoulder, the brief, electric contact that said you can look and you can almost touch but what you want belongs to someone else.

Theron watched from behind the bar. His cock had been hard for an hour. His MILF lover — the mother of his two other lovers, the household manager who’d spent the better part of a decade being invisible — was deliberately teasing an entire tavern full of men. Getting off on their attention. Loving their hungry eyes on her cleavage, her hips, her swaying walk. Knowing that every one of them wanted her. Knowing that she went home to him.

He caught her in the hallway during a transition between the main room and the kitchen. Pushed her against the wall with a firmness that made her gasp.

“You’re driving me insane,” he growled.

Her face was flushed. Her eyes were bright. Her full breasts heaved against his chest with quick, aroused breathing.

“Good,” she said. The confident, hungry grin of a woman who’d just discovered power and intended to use it. “Now take me to bed and show me what that insanity looks like.”

“Can’t wait that long.”

“Then don’t.”



The storage room. Door locked. Customers fifteen feet away on the other side of the wall, drinking ale and having no idea what was happening in the space they’d passed on the way to the privy.

Theron bent Mirelle over a barrel. Hiked her skirt up around her waist — no smallclothes, just bare wet pussy, already soaking from an evening of exhibitionist arousal. Her swollen lips glistened in the dim light, slick strands of arousal connecting her thighs. She was dripping. Had been dripping since the warrior spilled his ale at the sight of her cleavage.

“Quick,” she whispered. “Before someone notices we’re both gone.”

He freed his cock, gripped her hip with one hand, and drove inside her in a single stroke. No teasing. No buildup. Just his rigid shaft splitting her drenched pussy open and burying to the hilt. She bit down on her forearm to muffle the moan that would have been a scream if she’d let it loose. Her pussy was scalding hot, swollen from hours of unfulfilled arousal, and she clenched around him immediately — tight, desperate, her body seizing what it had been craving all night.

He fucked her fast and hard. No romance, no extended worship. Just raw, animal need — his cock driving into her soaking cunt while she braced against the barrel and fought to keep quiet. The barrel rocked with each thrust. Her heavy breasts spilled free of the loosened corset, swinging beneath her in wild arcs, nipples grazing the barrel’s wooden surface. The wet, obscene sounds of their joining — the slap of his hips against her massive ass, the liquid squelch of her arousal flooding around his cock — filled the small room.

The thrill of it was the exhibitionist’s ultimate drug. Customers were drinking and laughing fifteen feet away. Voices carrying through the wall. The clink of mugs. Laughter. And here she was, bent over a barrel with her skirt around her waist and her employer’s cock pounding her dripping pussy and her massive tits bouncing free.

“Faster,” Mirelle gasped into her arm. “I’m close. God, I’m so close already. Please, faster.”

He grabbed her wide hips with both hands and drove harder. The barrel scraped against the stone floor. Her generous ass rippled with each impact, the slap of flesh against flesh louder than was safe. Her pussy was flooding — her juices dripping down her inner thighs, coating his shaft, making each thrust wetter and louder.

She came with her teeth sunk into her forearm, the sound escaping as a strangled, shaking whimper that was a scream forced through a cage of clenched jaw and desperate quiet. Her pussy locked around his cock in hard, milking spasms — rhythmic, crushing contractions that gripped his shaft and pulled, her entire body shuddering against the barrel.

He buried himself deep and came inside her. Thick, hot spurts flooding her spasming pussy while she trembled and whimpered against the wood. Each pulse drew a tiny gasp from her — she could feel every rope of cum filling her, hot and heavy, and she pushed back greedily to take it all, her pussy milking his shaft with greedy, involuntary contractions until he was drained.

“God,” she breathed. “We just—in the storage room—with customers right—”

“Yes.”

“That was—”

“Yes.”

She straightened. Tugged her skirt down. His cum began to seep from her immediately, a warm trail tracking down her inner thigh beneath the fabric. She didn’t clean up. Smoothed her hair, checked her reflection in the cracked mirror, adjusted her neckline to its most provocative angle.

“Back to work,” she said, as if she hadn’t just been fucked over a barrel ten feet from her customers. “Those adventurers won’t serve themselves.”

She returned to the floor with his cum dripping down her thighs beneath her skirt and the satisfied glow of a woman who’d just had a quickie and was already thinking about the next one.

Tips remained spectacular for the rest of the night.


Chapter 24: Groping Economy Peak

The C-rank adventuring company that walked through the Prancing Stag’s doors that evening smelled of Feywood sap, orc blood, and the wild desperation of people who’d been ninety seconds from death four hours ago.

Fifteen of them. A full company — warriors, scouts, a reluctant healer who looked like he’d aged ten years in one afternoon. They’d taken a contract to clear a fungal infestation in the deep Feywood, the kind of job that started routine and escalated to near-catastrophe when the fungi turned out to be sentient and angry. Three of their number were in the healing temple. The rest were here, alive and spending, because survival demanded celebration.

They filled three tables. Orders started coming before they’d fully sat down — ale, wine, the strongest spirits Mirelle’s kitchen could provide, food in quantities that suggested they hadn’t eaten since morning. Coin appeared on tables like it had been conjured. C-rank adventurers earned well for this exact reason: the money was good because the work might kill you, and the spending was lavish because you might not be alive to spend it tomorrow.

“All hands,” Theron told the household. “Every woman on the floor.”

Every woman on the floor.

Elara in her sheer blue dress, the backlit panels turning translucent under the tavern’s lanterns, her small perky body visible in silhouette every time she passed a light source. She moved through the crowd with practiced warmth, sitting with warriors, letting their hands rest on her shoulders and waist, her genuine smile earning trust and coin in equal measure.

Celia in her dark green corset dress, pale skin dramatic against the dark fabric, the side-slit revealing flashes of her long legs with each step. She served the scouts’ table — lean, handsome adventurers whose eyes tracked her with the focused attention of professionals assessing value. She held their gazes with cold confidence that translated into fascination.

Mirelle in the braless wine-red corset, her massive cleavage catching every eye in the room, nipples pressing against the thin fabric with each breath. She served the main warrior table — the older, more experienced fighters who appreciated a mature woman’s body with the reverence of men who’d seen enough death to understand what life looked like.

Rosalind handled overflow from the back room, her professional services in demand from the company members who wanted more than food and drink. She emerged between clients to help serve, her blouse perpetually disheveled, her green eyes bright with the satisfaction of a busy night.

Sable split time between gloryhole shifts and floor service, her dark curls and caramel skin standing out among the paler household. She brought ale to the healer’s table with gentle warmth that the exhausted man clearly needed more than the drink.



The tips flowed like water.

Elara became a semi-permanent fixture on a scarred warrior’s lap. He was massive — six feet of muscle, a scar running from his jaw to his ear, hands like shovels. But his eyes were kind, his manner respectful, and his coin generous. His calloused hands roamed freely — along Elara’s bare thighs where the sheer dress rode up, around her waist, cupping her small breasts through the translucent fabric. She leaned into the contact, whispered in his ear, made him laugh with a story she was probably fabricating.

Thirty sovereigns before midnight. Her personal record.

Celia attracted a handsome ranger — lean, dark-eyed, the kind of quiet intensity that she responded to. He offered coin to sit with her. She accepted with imperial grace. His gentle hands traced the edge of her corset, fingers dipping just below the neckline, stroking her pale collarbone where the skin was almost translucent. The intimacy of the touch — not grabbing, not groping, but tracing — hit Celia in a different place than the crude attention she usually tolerated. She held his gaze and felt something she was learning to identify as genuine enjoyment.

Fifteen sovereigns for twenty minutes of attention. She found herself hoping he’d come back.

Mirelle’s encounter was the evening’s centerpiece. An older adventurer — grey-haired but built like a fortress, with the quiet stillness of a man who’d been killing things for longer than Theron had been alive — paid twenty sovereigns to sit with her. Not for groping. For proximity.

His eyes never left her massive cleavage. He stared the way a starving man stares at bread — with hunger too deep for shame. When his hand settled on her thick thigh, she didn’t flinch. Let it rest there. Heavy, warm, the touch of a man who could crush bone with that hand but used it to hold a woman’s leg with trembling gentleness.

His fingers slid higher. Along her thigh, above the stocking line, pushing the hem of her skirt upward. She caught her breath but didn’t stop him. Dangerous proximity. Public setting. His calloused fingertips inches from discovering she wore nothing beneath the skirt. Her pulse accelerated. Her pussy clenched.

When his fingertips brushed the hem of her skirt at its highest point — where bare skin met the absence of smallclothes, where discovery was seconds away — she gently redirected his hand back to mid-thigh.

“That’s extra,” she said with a smile that promised things she had no intention of delivering to him. Because the man she delivered those things to was watching from behind the bar with an erection that could anchor a ship.

Twenty sovereigns for the encounter. Plus the ten he’d already spent on ale. Plus the additional ten he’d spend on more ale to calm down.



The back room was a revolving door.

Rosalind handled four clients over the evening — a personal record for a single shift at the tavern. Between appointments, she emerged to help serve drinks, her professional polish undiminished by the volume of work. She handled each client with the individual attention that made her a legend at the harbor: adapting to preferences, maximizing satisfaction, ensuring repeat business through quality of service.

Sable handled three room clients and two gloryhole shifts. Seven encounters total. She moved between workspace and main floor with increasing confidence, the shy apprentice fully replaced by a young professional who understood her trade and was growing to love it.

The gloryhole served five additional anonymous clients over the evening — a steady stream of company members who preferred the wall’s anonymity to the personal touch of the room service. Six sovereigns each: thirty sovereigns gross from the wall alone.

Combined back-room revenue for the evening: seventy-two sovereigns gross. Rosalind and Sable’s share came to roughly fifty after Theron’s house cut and the gloryhole split. The math was staggering.



Total revenue for the night: over one hundred and eighty sovereigns.

Theron counted it twice. Then a third time, because the number seemed impossible.

One hundred and eighty sovereigns. In a single night. From a tavern that had been earning thirty-two per day when he inherited it. The margin between his father’s failure and his own success wasn’t measured in months anymore — it was measured in multiples.

Late night. The company had cleared out, leaving generous tips and the promise of return. The tavern was empty except for the household, gathered around the main table in the warm, exhausted aftermath of their most profitable evening.

Rosalind wiped her face with a warm cloth. A streak of cum from her last client was still drying near her hairline, which she addressed with the casual hygiene of a woman for whom this was an occupational detail rather than a crisis. “This is just the beginning. Wait until the Fleet comes in. Sailor shore leave triples our client base.”

Sable rubbed her jaw with a wince that was half discomfort, half pride. “Seven clients. I serviced seven men today.” She said it the way an athlete announces a personal best. “My jaw hurts.”

“Ice and willow bark,” Rosalind advised. “Professional hazard. The jaw strengthens.”

Mirelle adjusted her corset with the careful movement of a woman whose breasts had been the target of ale, attention, and barely-redirected groping hands all evening. “I let a stranger’s hand between my thighs for twenty sovereigns. And I’d do it again tomorrow.”

Elara leaned against Theron’s shoulder, drowsy and satisfied. “Thirty sovereigns. Just from sitting and being touched. That’s more than Papa made in a day.”

“That’s more than your papa made in three days,” Mirelle corrected. “In a good week.”

Celia examined her own hands — pale, unmarked, the hands of a woman who cleaned and served and had recently started calculating revenue projections. “The ranger offered to come back. Specifically asked for me.”

“Regular client,” Rosalind said approvingly. “The foundation of any good business.”

The household sat around the table in companionable exhaustion. Five women and one man who’d transformed a dying tavern into the most profitable establishment on Provision Lane. The ledger Marcus had left behind — the one with bitter margin notes and bankruptcy predictions — was wrong. Completely, emphatically, profitably wrong.

Theron closed the ledger and looked around the table. Rosalind was already half asleep, chin propped on her fist. Sable was rubbing her jaw. Elara’s breathing had gone slow and even against his shoulder.

“Bed,” Mirelle announced, with the authority of the woman who’d kept this household running long before it became profitable. “All of you. We do it again tomorrow.”

Nobody argued.


Chapter 25: Friday Dance — Empire on Display

The Prancing Stag’s sponsorship announcement echoed across the Trade Plaza for the second time in three weeks, and the crowd’s cheer was louder than before. Word had spread. The Stag’s reputation preceded it now — not just for the sponsored wine but for everything the tavern represented. Adventurers who’d survived dungeons needed a place to celebrate survival, and the Stag was where you went when you wanted every need met under one roof.

Theron arrived at the plaza with his household arranged around him like a coronation portrait.

Elara on his left arm, in the sheer blue dress that turned translucent every time she passed a lantern. She clung to his arm with the possessive warmth of a woman who’d staked her claim months ago and intended to remind everyone of it. Her honey-blonde hair caught the lantern light, her cornflower-blue eyes bright with the social excitement of someone who genuinely loved these Friday events.

Celia on his right, walking beside him with the cool confidence she’d developed over weeks of competitive self-improvement. The dark green dress made her pale skin glow, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders, the corset giving her small breasts enough cleavage to draw second looks. She didn’t cling to his arm — she walked alongside him as an equal, which for Celia was a more significant statement of possession than any physical contact.

Behind them: Mirelle.

The wine-red corset that launched a thousand spilled drinks. Her spectacular breasts presented like offerings to the evening air, the deep neckline catching lantern light and shadow in alternating stripes of skin and fabric. She walked with the deliberate hip-sway she’d been perfecting all week — the one that made her enormous ass shift visibly beneath the fitted skirt, the one that created a gravitational pull on every pair of eyes within fifty yards.

She wasn’t hiding behind her daughters anymore. She walked among them as what she was — a woman of extraordinary physical presence who’d stopped pretending she didn’t know it.

Rosalind and Sable were present but separate — employees enjoying the evening off, not part of the personal display. Rosalind wore a green dress that showed generous cleavage but maintained a distinction between professional identity and household intimacy. Sable’s wild curls were loose for once, framing her caramel face, and she moved through the crowd with the growing confidence of someone who’d found her place.

The visual statement was unmistakable. The tavern master’s women. Happy. Gorgeous. Claimed.



Vincent watched from across the plaza.

He stood near the wine merchant’s pavilion with a cup gripped tight enough to crack glass, his blue eyes tracking the Stag’s household with the focused attention of a man cataloguing injustices. His dark hair, silver at the temples, caught the lantern light. His merchant’s smile was nowhere in evidence.

He approached during a lull, when Theron was between dances, refreshing his own wine. The forced pleasantness of his expression would have been transparent to a child.

“Quite the entourage,” Vincent said, his eyes performing the involuntary tour of the household that everyone in the plaza had conducted at least once. “Profitable tavern, multiple women, prostitutes under your roof. You’ve come far from the boy who couldn’t afford sign repair.”

“The sign is fixed,” Theron said. “The business is thriving. The women are happy. Is there something specific you needed, Vincent?”

“Just observing.” His blue eyes found Elara across the plaza, where she danced with a young adventurer, and the ghost of his earlier pursuit flickered across his face before he controlled it. “Wondering how long this lasts before something… tips over.”

The threat was vague because he had nothing concrete to back it. Vincent was a merchant with grudges, not a strategist with weapons. He resented what he couldn’t have and couldn’t control, but resentment without leverage was just noise.

“The market for warnings appears saturated,” Theron said. “Can I get you another drink?”

Vincent’s jaw flexed. He retreated without answering, crossing the plaza to where a merchant Theron didn’t recognize waited. They exchanged quiet words, both glancing toward the Stag’s household with expressions that ranged from calculating to hostile.

The unknown merchant was tall, well-dressed, with the bearing of someone accustomed to authority. Not a city official — too well-groomed. Not an adventurer — too clean. A business rival? An ally of Vincent’s? Someone with the kind of connections that could make trouble beyond what petty grudges could manufacture?

Theron filed the observation. Mentioned it to Celia later, knowing her analytical mind would worry it like a dog with a bone until she’d assessed every possibility.

The cold war continued. No immediate threat, but the alliance between Vincent and an unknown entity was a variable that would need monitoring.



The dance scenes played out across the plaza with the warm, chaotic energy of a city celebrating another week survived.

Theron danced with Mirelle publicly. His hand on her waist, pulling her close, her massive body pressing against his with the confidence of a woman who’d stopped caring what the plaza thought. Her breasts pillowed against his chest. Her hips ground against his when the music turned slow. The entire plaza watched the tavern owner dance with his voluptuous household manager, and everyone drew the correct conclusion.

Nobody commented. The off-duty city guards — Wrenfeld’s men, three of them, drinking the Stag’s free wine in grateful solidarity — were positioned throughout the crowd. Their uniforms were passive deterrent. Their presence said: this man has friends with authority, and whatever arrangement exists within his household is none of your concern.

Elara danced with young men from other taverns and merchant houses — cheerful, flirtatious, building reputation for the Stag through the simple mechanism of being beautiful and charming and associated with an establishment that people wanted to visit. Each dance partner left with the impression that the Prancing Stag was where interesting things happened and interesting women worked.

Celia danced once with Theron — precise, elegant, the footwork she’d practiced paying dividends. The cold mask slipped during the dance and something softer showed through — not warmth exactly, but satisfaction. Dancing well meant performing well, and performance was validation, and validation was what Celia lived for. She also danced once alone — a solo turn near the fountain that drew several admiring glances, which she pretended not to notice while secretly cataloguing each one.



Maren found Theron between dances, pulling him aside near the fountain where the water sound provided conversational cover.

“I’m late,” she said. “Still. Two and a half weeks now.”

Her copper-red hair was loose for the evening, catching the lantern light like living flame. Her emerald-green eyes were steady but carried the weight of a woman sharing news that changed calculations.

“I think I’m pregnant,” she continued. “Seraphine’s appointment is in four days. But I know my body. Five pregnancies teach you the signs.”

“Whose?”

“Doesn’t matter. Could be yours. Could be Orin’s. Could be the last sailor I serviced before switching entirely to house calls.” She shrugged — a gesture that made her enormous breasts shift beneath her dress in a way that was casually spectacular. “What matters is: if I’m pregnant, the quest has its candidate. I’m a pregnant redhead. Lysa gets what she wants. You get the trade route.”

“Don’t tell anyone yet,” he said.

“I wasn’t planning to. But I wanted you to know. The pieces are falling into place.” She touched his arm — the warm, familiar contact of a woman who’d been his lover for months and his coconspirator for weeks. “Talk to Lysa after I confirm. Set the timing. We can do the ritual while I’m still early enough to be comfortable and late enough to be obviously pregnant.”

He nodded. The quest chain was advancing with the steady inevitability of a well-planned supply route.

Maren squeezed his arm. “Go dance with your women. Enjoy what you’ve built. The business planning can wait until Monday.”

She disappeared back into the crowd, her red hair a beacon in the lantern-lit plaza. Her walk had the easy sway of a woman who might be carrying new life and was entirely at peace with the ambiguity.



The dance wound down as it always did — the music slowing, the wine running low, the crowd thinning as couples paired off and groups headed to establishments and homes. The Stag’s household gathered near the plaza’s edge, slightly drunk, thoroughly satisfied, their collective presence a statement no one in Amoria would soon forget.

The tavern master and his women. Five visible, two more back at the Stag. An empire of flesh and business and carefully cultivated power.

They walked home through the warm evening streets, Elara humming a dance tune, Celia’s heels clicking on the cobblestones, Mirelle’s hip brushing Theron’s with each step.

Behind them, the plaza emptied. The lanterns dimmed. And somewhere in the thinning crowd, Vincent Morell spoke quietly with his unknown merchant ally about leverage and timing and the vulnerabilities of men who built empires from pleasure.


Chapter 26: Lysa’s Requirements — Deeper

The Craftsmen’s Ward was quieter on weekday mornings, the workshops humming with focused activity rather than the bustle of market days. Theron passed Torven’s workshop — closed, the dwarf probably sleeping off the satisfaction of another completed project — and pushed through Lysa’s dress shop door.

The bell chimed its musical note. Fabric bolts stood in their organized gradients. The half-finished evening gown in midnight blue had progressed since his last visit, now sporting an intricate beadwork collar that caught the morning light.

Lysa emerged from the back with measuring tape around her neck and silver-blonde hair in an elegant braid. Her violet-blue eyes found him with the mild, centuries-deep amusement that characterized most of her interactions with human urgency.

“Theron Ashwick. Twice in three weeks. Your household must be hard on dresses.”

“They’re hard on everything.” He set the replacement dress invoice on the counter. “And I have questions about the affinity.”

Lysa set aside her work with the patience of someone who measured time in decades. “Ask.”

“The mechanism. Explain it more specifically.”

She leaned against her cutting table, arms crossed, silver-blonde hair catching the light. “The elf-kin affinity is a half-elf magical trait. Think of it as a signature — a magical marker that identifies the bearer as ‘elf-friend’ to the Velmoor gate wards. The wards are old magic, centuries of elven craft. They recognize the affinity and permit passage. Without it, the gates remain sealed.”

“And you can transfer this signature.”

“Through intimate contact, yes. The magical energy flows through arousal — specifically, my arousal. When I’m in a state of genuine sexual excitement, the energy becomes transferable through skin contact. The more intense my arousal, the stronger and longer-lasting the transfer.”

“Hence the requirement.”

“Hence the requirement.” Her violet eyes gleamed with the keen light of someone discussing their deepest appreciation. “A pregnant redhead. My specific aesthetic obsession. The combination produces the most intense arousal response my body generates, which in turn produces the strongest and most durable affinity transfer.”

“Thirty days per transfer.”

“Approximately. Renewable by repeating the process. The elves don’t care how you got the affinity or how you maintain it. They care that it’s present when you approach their gates.”

Theron pushed further. “What exactly would you do? With the pregnant woman?”

Lysa considered the question with the directness of someone who’d had eighty years to become comfortable discussing desire. “I would worship her body. That’s the accurate term — worship. The pregnant form is, to my sensibility, the most beautiful expression of creation in the natural world. The rounded belly, the fullness of the breasts, the particular glow that pregnancy produces in the skin. When that form has red hair — copper, auburn, strawberry, any shade of red — the combination exceeds beauty and becomes transcendent.”

She described what she would do with measured, elegant precision. Trace the belly with reverent fingers. Feel the warmth of life beneath the skin. Kiss the stretch marks as evidence of creation’s physical toll — evidence she found beautiful rather than imperfect. Worship the enlarged breasts, the darkened nipples, the visible changes that pregnancy wrought on the female form.

“I would bring her to climax through oral attention,” Lysa continued. “Slowly. With patience. Honoring both the woman and the life she carries. It’s an experience most pregnant women find deeply pleasurable — the body is already sensitized by hormonal changes, and skilled attention to those sensitivities produces remarkable results.”

“And then the transfer.”

“Then I would be in a state of intense arousal — genuine, deep, the kind that only my specific aesthetic trigger produces. At that point, I would have sex with you. The energy transfers through the sexual contact. You would feel it — a warmth, a tingling. The affinity imprints on your biological signature and remains for approximately thirty days.”

“The pregnant woman would need to be willing.”

“Absolutely. Beauty appreciated under duress is no beauty at all. My arousal requires genuine participation. A reluctant subject produces no response in me, and without my response, no transfer occurs.” She paused. “I’m not a predator, Theron. I’m an aesthete. I appreciate beauty in a specific form. The difference matters.”

He believed her. Lysa carried herself with the quiet dignity of someone who understood her desires completely and had spent decades integrating them into her identity without shame. She wasn’t desperate or coercive. She was direct about what moved her, offered fair trade for its provision, and accepted the transaction’s terms with professional grace.

“I may have a candidate,” he said. “Maren Thornley. She’s possibly pregnant. She’s red-haired. She’s willing.”

“The grocer?” Lysa’s eyebrows rose — a subtle motion that conveyed significant interest from someone usually impassive. “I know Maren. She buys fabric from me occasionally. A striking woman. If she’s pregnant and willing, she would be…” Lysa searched for the right word with the care of someone who lived between languages. “Magnificent.”

“She needs to confirm with the Temple first. Seraphine’s appointment is in a few days.”

“Take your time.” Lysa’s patience was genuine — the patience of someone who’d waited decades for less and survived. “But I should mention: fleet season is approaching. If you want to establish the Velmoor route before the autumn trading window, the timing matters. The elves do their bulk purchasing in early autumn. Arriving before that window means positioning yourself as a supplier before their demand peaks.”

Economic urgency layered onto magical requirement layered onto personal desire. The quest chain had multiple motivations, each reinforcing the others.

“I’ll confirm within the week,” Theron said.

Lysa nodded. She reached behind the counter and produced the replacement dresses — six packages, wrapped in her signature silver paper. “These should last longer than the previous set. I’ve reinforced the stress points based on your household’s… vigorous activity patterns.”

“Appreciated.”

“One more thing.” She handed him the packages, her violet-blue eyes holding his with half-elf intensity. “The transfer experience is genuinely pleasurable for all participants. Whatever your expectations, I assure you the reality exceeds them. I’ve had decades to refine my approach. Consider it a benefit of doing business with someone who has centuries to perfect their craft.”



The supply run to Maren’s shop followed naturally from the dress pickup. Same route, different purpose.

Maren was behind the counter, sorting vegetables with the efficient hands of someone who’d been running this shop for longer than Theron had been alive. Her copper-red hair caught the morning light through the shop’s front window, and her emerald-green eyes found him with the warmth she reserved for the man who fucked her weekly and had facilitated her godson’s sexual awakening.

“Lysa’s requirements,” Theron said, leaning against the counter. “If the Velmoor route opens, your produce sells at fifty percent markup to elves. You supply, I transport. We split the margin.”

“We discussed this.”

“Now I have details. The transfer ritual requires Lysa to be genuinely aroused by the pregnant woman. She’d worship your body, bring you to orgasm through oral attention, then have sex with me to transfer the affinity. Thirty-day duration, renewable.”

Maren’s copper eyebrows rose. Then she laughed — the deep, warm sound of a woman who found life’s absurdities consistently entertaining. “A beautiful half-elf wants to worship my pregnant body, go down on me, and then fuck you. This is a business negotiation?”

“This is Amoria.”

“This is remarkable even by Amoria’s standards.” She leaned on the counter, her enormous breasts settling on the wood, her freckled face thoughtful. “And Lysa’s price?”

“A pregnant redhead. Willing, present, genuinely participating.”

Maren’s hand moved to her stomach. The gesture had become habitual over the past week — the unconscious check of a woman who suspected life was growing. “Seraphine’s appointment is in two days. If I’m confirmed…”

“Then we have everything Lysa needs.”

“How convenient,” Maren said. The same phrase she’d used before, but warmer now. More certain. Her hand pressed flat against her belly. “You know, Dane would have loved this. He’d have volunteered me before I could finish the sentence. ‘Beautiful half-elf wants to pleasure my wife? When can we start?’”

“You sound like you’re ready.”

“I’m past ready. I married a man who shared me with three other women simultaneously. I’ve participated in group encounters that would make Rosalind raise an eyebrow. A pretty half-elf kissing my belly and going down on me while you watch is approximately a two on my personal adventure scale.”

She smiled. The smile of a woman who’d lived fully, loved fiercely, and refused to let propriety diminish either.

“Confirm with Seraphine,” Theron said. “Then we move.”

“Two days,” Maren agreed. “Two days and we’ll know.”

He left the shop with vegetables under one arm and a quest chain advancing under the other. The pieces were assembling with the satisfying precision of a well-played strategy. Maren’s pregnancy — probable. Lysa’s requirement — clear. The Velmoor trade route — approaching.

The Velmoor route was within reach.


Chapter 27: Consolidation — The Stag Ascendant

The tavern was dark. Doors locked. The last customer — a stubborn D-rank who’d nursed his final ale for forty minutes while staring at Mirelle’s cleavage like it contained the answers to life’s mysteries — had been gently escorted out by Celia’s particular brand of cold authority.

Midnight. Theron sat at the main hall’s largest table with the ledger open, candle casting long shadows across pages filled with numbers that would have made his father weep.

Revenue: averaging one hundred and twenty sovereigns daily. Up from the thirty-two per day when Marcus had drowned in a canal and left his son a dying tavern and three desperate employees.

The numbers told a story of transformation. Food and drink sales: steady forty to fifty sovereigns. Groping tips: twenty to thirty. Back-room revenue from Rosalind and Sable’s personal services: twenty to thirty. Gloryhole revenue: fifteen to twenty-five. Special event nights: surges to one hundred and eighty.

Expenses: managed. Supplies from Maren’s shop, wine from Vincent’s (still fair-priced, grudges aside), minor upkeep. Staff: no wages, exactly — the women earned through the tip system and the revenue splits that Rosalind had negotiated. The household functioned on shared prosperity rather than traditional employment.

Savings: growing. The seven-hundred-sovereign gloryhole investment was paying itself back ahead of schedule. Emergency fund established. Future investment capital accumulating.

Reputation: the Stag is where adventurers go. Period. Captain Wrenfeld’s guards drank free every third visit and spread the word through barracks conversations. C-rank companies booked tables in advance for post-delve celebrations. Even the Collegium scholars had started appearing, haggling for rare components between drinks.

Theron closed the ledger and sat in the silence. Five months of work distilled into numbers that his father wouldn’t have believed possible. The Prancing Stag wasn’t the dying enterprise Marcus had left behind. It was the most profitable establishment on Provision Lane. Possibly the most profitable on the south side of the canal.

Footsteps on the stairs. The household, drawn by the gravity of the witching hour and the pull of Theron’s presence at the table.



Mirelle came first. Of course she did — the household manager’s internal clock was calibrated to the tavern’s rhythms, and she knew when ledger review happened even in her sleep.

She wore a soft sleeping dress that hid nothing of her massive curves. No corset at this hour, just thin cotton over heavy breasts and wide hips and the body that had become the Stag’s unofficial mascot. She brought tea — because Mirelle always brought tea when someone was working late. Set the cup beside the ledger and sat down next to him, close enough that her thigh pressed against his beneath the table.

She was comfortable being seen now. The transformation of the past weeks had stripped away decades of concealment, and the woman who remained was warmer, brighter, and more present than the one who’d hidden behind conservative necklines and maternal duty.

Elara appeared next. Sheer nightgown, honey-blonde hair loose, the drowsy warmth of a woman who’d been sleeping but felt the pull of gathering. She leaned against Theron’s other shoulder with the boneless grace of someone who considered his body an extension of her furniture.

“Ledger night?” she murmured.

“Numbers night.”

“Good numbers?”

“Very good numbers.”

She hummed satisfaction and pressed closer.

Celia emerged from the hallway. She didn’t pretend she hadn’t been coming to join them — a milestone in its own right, as Celia’s natural state was pretending she wasn’t doing exactly what she clearly intended. She sat across the table, dark hair loose over pale shoulders, grey-blue eyes sharp despite the hour.

“How good?” she asked, because Celia’s interest in numbers was genuine and detailed.

“Averaging one twenty daily. Gloryhole ahead of schedule on return. Total monthly revenue approximately three thousand six hundred. Expenses approximately one thousand. Net profit: twenty-six hundred monthly.”

Celia’s pale eyebrows rose. “That’s more than most merchant houses on Provision Lane.”

“Considerably more.”

Rosalind and Sable appeared in the doorway. Not part of the intimate household circle exactly, but adjacent. Present. Connected by shared purpose if not shared bed.

Rosalind leaned against the doorframe, her blouse buttoned wrong — probably just woke up. Sable hovered behind her, dark curls escaping every attempt at sleep-braids, amber eyes bright despite the hour.

“Midnight gathering?” Rosalind said. “Did someone die or is this a celebration?”

“Revenue review.”

“My favorite kind of celebration.” She didn’t sit at the table — the boundary between employee and household was acknowledged even at midnight. But she stayed in the doorway, listening, present.

Five women gathered around one nineteen-year-old tavern owner at midnight. The absurdity wasn’t lost on Theron. Six months ago, the total number of women who’d shown any interest in him was zero. Now he had a mother and both her daughters in his household as lovers, a widow on weekly rotation with occasional godson threesomes, and two professional sex workers earning revenue under his roof.

The universe had gone insane. Or he had. Or both. Either way, the numbers were exceptional.



The conversation drifted from revenue to future, the way late-night conversations do when people are tired enough for honesty.

“Maren’s pregnancy,” Theron said. “Unconfirmed but likely. If positive: Lysa’s quest has a candidate. The Velmoor trade route opens. New revenue stream.”

Mirelle nodded. “Maren mentioned it to me yesterday. She’s certain. Five pregnancies gives you a sense for these things.”

“The trade route would add what?” Celia asked. “Fifty percent markup on produce?”

“Approximately. Plus trinket resale. Rosalind’s projections say two hundred additional sovereigns monthly.”

“My projections are conservative,” Rosalind said from the doorway. “They always are. I learned the hard way that overestimating and underdelivering is worse than the reverse.”

Another thread: the Sable-Elara friendship. Deepening daily, pulling Elara’s curiosity toward territories she hadn’t explored. Theron glanced at his honey-blonde lover, drowsy against his shoulder.

“Sable told me more about the wall today,” Elara murmured, half asleep. “How it works. The anonymity. She says it’s freeing.”

“Interesting?” Theron asked, echoing her earlier assessment.

“Still interesting.” She paused. “Still not for me.” Another pause, longer. “But still interesting.”

Mirelle’s exhibitionism: accelerating. She’d graduated from braless corsets to deliberate customer contact, from accidental exposure to strategic positioning. The line between presenting herself and servicing moved incrementally with each shift, each encounter, each twenty-sovereign tip earned from a stranger’s hand on her thigh.

“I’ve been thinking,” Mirelle said, fingers tracing the edge of her tea cup, “about the dresses. The next order from Lysa. Something more… accessible. Easier to adjust during service. The current design requires complete removal for—” She caught herself. Blushed. “For wardrobe adjustments.”

“Wardrobe adjustments,” Celia repeated flatly.

“Quick-access modifications,” Mirelle corrected with a dignity that was undermined by the flush spreading across her spectacular chest.

Rosalind, from the doorway: “I can recommend specific design modifications for professional-grade wardrobe accessibility. Lysa would understand the specifications.”

The gloryhole expansion was the next infrastructure conversation. Rosalind had been thinking about scale.

“I know girls at the harbor who’d jump at this arrangement,” she said. “Two more workers, alternating shifts, and we could run the wall twelve hours daily instead of eight. The demand is there. I’ve had to turn clients away during peak hours.”

“Additional housing?” Theron asked.

“The room next to ours. Basic conversion, similar to what Torven did for us. Fifty sovereigns. Two more beds, shared facilities.”

More workers. More revenue. More infrastructure. The Stag could scale. The question was how far and how fast.

And in the background: Vincent’s scheming. The unknown merchant at the Friday dance. The cold war that simmered without resolution. Celia logged the intelligence and promised a threat assessment by end of week.

And the pregnancies. Elara’s breeding talk was constant. Celia was competitive even here — “If she gets pregnant first, I’ll never hear the end of it.” Mirelle had been claimed without protection. Maren was probably already carrying. Multiple pregnancies were becoming statistically inevitable.



The conversation wound down as tiredness asserted its authority. Rosalind and Sable retreated to their quarters with quiet goodnights. Celia stood, stretched with the unconscious grace of a woman who didn’t know she was beautiful, and headed for the hallway.

Mirelle began collecting tea cups with habitual efficiency. Elara remained attached to Theron’s shoulder like a particularly affectionate barnacle.

“Are you happy?” Elara asked. The question was simple, sincere, asked with the drowsy directness of someone too tired for pretense.

Theron looked around the table. At the main hall of the Prancing Stag — warm, well-lit, clean, profitable. At the ledger with its ascending numbers. At the women who’d gathered at midnight because where he was felt like where they should be.

Mother and both daughters in his household. Each his lover. A widow and her godson on his weekly schedule. Two prostitutes earning revenue under his roof. A gloryhole generating profit. A quest to open an elven trade route. A city guard captain who drank for free and looked the other way.

“I’m nineteen years old,” he said, “and I’ve built something my father couldn’t even imagine.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

He pulled her close. Kissed the top of her honey-blonde head. Felt her small body settle against his with the complete trust of total belonging.

“Yeah,” he said. “I’m happy.”

Mirelle reached across the table. Squeezed his hand. Her hazel eyes were soft with something that might have been love or might have been gratitude or might have been the warmth of a woman who’d spent too long suffering and was finally, comprehensively done.

Celia, from the hallway, didn’t say anything. But her foot nudged his under the table before she disappeared upstairs.

Theron sat in the warm silence of the tavern and felt, for the first time since his father’s funeral, completely at peace.


Epilogue: Threshold

Dawn came to the Prancing Stag with the quiet authority of light that doesn’t ask permission.

Theron stood in the main hall alone. The tavern was still — that particular silence that exists in public spaces before they fill with people. The morning sun painted long rectangles on the floor through the front windows, illuminating dust motes that drifted like lazy promises. The stale smell of last night’s ale mixing with the ghost of Mirelle’s cooking. The distant sound of the city waking — cart wheels on cobblestones, a baker’s shutter opening, the cry of a dock-worker greeting the morning shift.

He stood behind the bar and looked at the room he’d inherited.

Twenty-four weeks since Marcus’s funeral. Twenty-four weeks since he’d stood in the rain outside this building, nineteen years old and terrified, listening to Father Aldric drone about endurance and suffering while his father’s coffin was lowered into wet earth. The tavern had smelled of stale ale and disappointment then. Three customers nursing drinks. Cobwebs in the corners. A broken sign swinging in the wind.

He’d been a virgin. Inexperienced. Completely lost.

Now the sign was fixed and gleaming — freshly carved and painted, the prancing stag rearing proudly in the morning light. The room was clean, well-furnished, organized for maximum capacity and maximum revenue. The ledger behind the bar showed numbers that climbed weekly. The reputation of the Prancing Stag extended beyond Provision Lane to the harbor, the Trade Plaza, the adventurer bulletin boards at the docks.

Five lovers under his roof. Elara, his first claimed — the cheerful waitress who’d become his devoted lover, who spoke of carrying his children with the casual certainty of a woman who’d decided her future and was simply waiting for biology to cooperate. Celia, the cold sister who’d become his anal specialist, competitive and proud and secretly warm beneath the frost. Mirelle, the MILF who’d surrendered eight years of denial in one volcanic night and hadn’t looked back since, her exhibitionism blooming like a flower that had been waiting for sunlight.

Rosalind and Sable, his professional employees — the sex worker and her apprentice, earning revenue and finding purpose in the tavern’s expanding operation. Rosalind, with her massive tits and genuine obsession with her craft. Sable, with her wild curls and amber eyes and the milestone orgasm that had confirmed her identity.

And Maren, weekly. The redheaded widow who’d taught him that desire was nothing to be ashamed of, who’d facilitated Orin’s forbidden needs, and who now carried what was probably a child in her belly — a child that might be Theron’s or Orin’s and whose conception mattered less than its potential to open a trade route to elven territory.

Revenue: most profitable tavern on Provision Lane. Gloryhole operational. Prostitute quarters established. City guard captain drinking free. Rival merchant seething but impotent.

Feared by enemies. Respected by allies. Valued by every adventurer who walked through the door with coin and need.



The future pressed against the present like water behind a dam.

Maren’s pregnancy — confirmed within days, probably. If positive, Lysa’s quest had its candidate. The Velmoor trade route would open, bringing new revenue, new connections, new complexity. The economics of the empire expanding beyond the city’s walls.

Elara’s gloryhole curiosity — seeded by Sable’s stories, watered by proximity, growing in the dark soil of a mind that said “not for me” about everything before eventually saying “well, maybe.” The discovery would come. Not today. Not this week. But inevitably, the way all of Elara’s boundaries had fallen — with wide-eyed curiosity followed by enthusiastic embrace.

The pregnancies — breeding talk becoming reality. Elara’s daily whispered demands for his cum. Celia’s competitive declaration that she’d conceive before her sister. Mirelle, claimed without protection, her fertile body exposed to his seed nightly. Maren, already possibly carrying. The mathematics of unprotected sex with multiple women leading to the inevitable conclusion.

Vincent’s machinations — the unknown merchant at the Friday dance, the whispered conversations, the cold war that simmered without clear threat. Something was forming in the shadows of Amoria’s merchant district. The question wasn’t whether Vincent would act, but when and how.



Footsteps on the stairs. Rosalind appeared, dressed for early work, her honey-blonde hair already in its practical tousle. She crossed the main hall with the easy confidence of someone who owned her place in the world and happened to live above a tavern.

“Morning, boss.” She paused at the bar, studying him with jade-green eyes that had seen more of life than most people twice her age. “You’re up early.”

“Couldn’t sleep.”

“Good dreams or bad dreams?”

“Planning dreams.”

She nodded. Poured herself water from the bar pitcher, drank it standing. In the morning light, without makeup or professional presentation, she looked younger. Softer. The woman beneath the sex worker — the mother of three, the mentor of one, the friend who’d taught a scared virgin boy how to fuck and how to think about fucking.

“You’re different,” she said, setting the cup down. “From the scared boy at the harbor. The one who watched me service a sailor and couldn’t stop blushing.”

“People change.”

“People adapt. You didn’t just change — you built something.” She gestured at the room. The clean tables, the stocked bar, the side-alley entrance to services that earned more than the ale ever would. “Your father would be proud. He talked about wanting the tavern to thrive — back when he could still get it up, back when we’d lie together afterward and he’d dream about possibilities he didn’t have the nerve to pursue.”

“You fucked my father.”

“I fucked your father when your father could still be fucked. Before the grief and the impotence took everything. He was a decent man who died badly. You’re building what he wished he could have built.” She paused. “That’s worth something.”

She headed for the back room. Stopped at the hallway entrance.

“First client’s at nine. Sailor who’s been waiting for shore leave for three weeks. He’ll be quick.” She grinned — the professional grin, the one that said I love my work and my work loves me back. “The wall’s ready. Sable’s taking the afternoon shift. I’ve got morning.”

She disappeared into the back. The sounds of her preparation — water running, supplies arranged, the professional ritual of a workspace being readied — drifted through the hallway.

Theron turned back to the empty tavern.

In an hour, it would fill. Mirelle would emerge from upstairs, braless and confident, to start breakfast. Elara would appear with her bright smile and her sheer dress. Celia would descend with cold precision and hidden warmth. The front door would open and the day would begin — customers, coin, the endless cycle of need and service that made the Prancing Stag function.

He’d built this from wreckage. From a dead man’s debt and a dying tavern and three women who’d been trapped by economic necessity. He’d built it with Rosalind’s education and Maren’s advocacy and his own growing understanding that pleasure and profit weren’t opposing forces — they were the same force, differently applied.

Theron picked up the ledger. Opened it to a fresh page. Began noting the day’s projected expenses and revenue with the steady hand of a man who knew exactly where he was going.


Book 4

The Forbidden Tavern 4


Chapter 1: Fleet Season Warning

Theron woke with Elara’s hair in his face and her ass pressed against his cock.

Not the worst way to start a morning. Not even close. The worst way had involved Marcus’s funeral, cold rain, and a tavern that smelled like failure. That was nearly six months ago. Twenty-five weeks, if he was counting. Different lifetime. Different man entirely.

Elara stirred, shifted in her sleep, and her round little backside ground against his already-stiffening shaft. She did this every morning, supposedly unconscious. Though the way her mouth curved and her hips pressed back harder when he slid his arm around her waist made him wonder exactly how unconscious it really was.

“Too early,” she mumbled into the pillow.

“The sun’s up.”

“The sun is a liar.”

He kissed the curve of her neck. She shivered, arched back against him, and his cock slotted between her thighs like it had a homing instinct. Which, at this point, it basically did. Elara’s body was mapped territory. Every curve, every gasp, every spot that made her bite her lip and beg.

But they had work to do.

Theron forced himself out of bed. She groaned in protest, one cornflower-blue eye cracking open to watch him dress. The morning light caught her honey-blonde hair on the pillow, turned it into spun gold. Small perky tits barely covered by the rumpled sheet, nipples hardening in the cool air. Eighteen years old, his since the day he’d claimed her virginity, and still the prettiest thing he’d ever seen first thing in the morning.

“Get dressed,” he told her. “Full day ahead.”

“You’re a tyrant.”

“I’m your employer. Same thing.”

She laughed. That bright, easy sound that made the whole tavern feel warmer. Rolled out of bed, letting the sheet fall away completely. Her petite body on full display: small breasts with pink nipples, flat stomach, the curve of slim hips leading to legs that went on longer than you’d expect for a girl her height. She stretched her arms overhead, yawned, and every muscle in her compact frame went taut.

His cock throbbed. He looked away before he threw her back on the mattress and made them both late.

Downstairs, the kitchen was already alive with the sounds and smells of Mirelle doing what Mirelle did best. Cooking breakfast while making every man in the building painfully aware of her body.

She stood at the stove in that sheer corset. The wine-red one from Lysa’s shop, the one that pushed her massive breasts up and together into a canyon of cleavage so deep you could lose a hand in it. No undergarments. She hadn’t worn any since three weeks after he’d claimed her. Every step made those curves sway beneath the thin fabric. Every bend toward the oven pressed the dark circles of her nipples against the sheer material.

Thirty-eight years old. Two adult daughters he was also fucking. A body that would make a statue weep.

“Good morning,” she said without turning around. Mirelle always knew when he was staring. Sixth sense. Or maybe his breathing just got louder when he watched her ass shift beneath that tight skirt as she moved from counter to stove.

“Morning.” Theron sat at the head of the table. His cock was still half-hard from Elara’s wake-up routine, and now Mirelle’s curves were making things worse. Story of his life these days. Permanently aroused. Perpetually surrounded by women who made arousal unavoidable.

Two gorgeous sisters, their curvaceous mother, a widow who might be carrying his child, and two professional sex workers. All of them living under the same roof he slept in, and most of them sleeping in his bed on rotation.

He was nineteen years old.

Celia appeared from the hallway, dark hair pulled back in a severe bun that made her sharp cheekbones stand out like blades. Grey-blue eyes swept the kitchen with that analytical gaze that used to be pure judgment and now combined judgment with something far more useful: business acumen.

“Morning revenue from last night.” She sat across from him with a ledger she’d already filled with precise columns of numbers. “Hundred and eighteen sovereigns. Fourteen from the gloryhole, thirty-two from room clients, the rest from the floor.”

She was wearing the black corset that made her pale skin glow like marble, her B-cup breasts pushed up into modest cleavage she’d once tried desperately to hide. The side-slit skirt showed a flash of translucent thigh when she crossed her legs under the table. Once she’d have been horrified to be seen in it. Now she wore it like armor.

“Good night,” Theron said, scanning her numbers. She was meticulous. Every sovereign accounted for, every tip noted, every barrel of ale tracked against consumption. Celia had turned out to be the best business manager he could have hoped for. Ironic, considering she’d spent the first month of his ownership throwing shoes at him and calling him incompetent.

“Average night,” she corrected. “Good nights are Friday and Saturday. This was a Tuesday.”

Elara bounced in a minute later, freshly dressed in the sheer-paneled bodice that hid nothing when she stood between a customer and the lanterns. Micro-hem skirt barely past her thighs. She kissed his cheek as she passed. Quick. Casual. Proprietary. Grabbed bread from the counter.

“Morning, Mama. Morning, Celia.”

Mirelle turned, spatula in hand. Her hazel eyes swept both daughters with practiced maternal assessment. Checking for bruises, illness, heartbreak. Finding none, she returned to cooking. But Theron caught the way her gaze lingered on his hand where it rested on the table. The way her generous chest rose with a deeper breath. She’d heard Elara’s moans through the wall last night. She always heard them. And the sounds still made her wet.

He knew this because she’d told him. Explicitly. While riding his cock.

Three women who lived in his house. Three women he fucked regularly. A mother and both her daughters. Not related to him. All employees. All consenting adults who’d made their choices and seemed vigorously happy with them.

Plus Maren, the red-haired widow who ran the grocery store and might be carrying his child. Plus Sable, the caramel-skinned apprentice learning the sex trade under Rosalind’s proud tutelage. Plus a half-elf seamstress who’d promised magical powers in exchange for a very specific arrangement involving a pregnant redhead.

Not even twenty yet. And this was his life.

His father had drowned drunk in a canal. Now Theron ran the most profitable tavern on Provision Lane with a harem he hadn’t planned and couldn’t have imagined.

The front door opened and Rosalind swept in, bringing with her the faint scent of expensive soap and the unmistakable energy of a woman who genuinely loved her job. Golden-blonde hair tousled, jade-green eyes bright despite the early hour, her plush figure barely contained by a low-cut blouse that was more suggestion than fabric.

“Morning, everyone.” She dropped into a chair and reached for bread with the casual authority of someone who belonged. “Sable’s still sleeping. I worked her hard last night.”

Celia didn’t look up from the ledger. “She handled four room clients and three gloryhole shifts. Revenue is already accounted for.”

“Five room clients,” Rosalind corrected with professional precision. “The last one came in after you locked the ledger.”

Celia made a note. Even at breakfast, they were running the business.

“Fleet season.” Rosalind said it, and the two words changed the temperature of the room. She leaned forward, which meant her breasts rested on the table edge and her cleavage deepened into something pornographic. Theron was fairly sure she did it on purpose. With Rosalind, everything involving her body was on purpose.

“Trading fleet is due in three weeks,” she continued. “I worked the harbor for four fleet seasons. When those ships dock, every sailor with coin and shore leave will want exactly two things: ale and pussy. The Merry Tankard made triple revenue last fleet week. We have the gloryhole, we have the rooms, we have the reputation. We could make quadruple if we’re prepared.”

“Quadruple.” Celia’s pen stopped. She ran numbers in her head. Theron could see her doing it. Eyes unfocused, lips moving slightly. “If we average three hundred per day during a seven-day fleet week, that’s twenty-one hundred additional sovereigns. Minus supplies…”

“Supplies I can handle,” Mirelle said from the stove. “Order double from Maren a week before the fleet arrives. Bread, cheese, dried meats. Things that keep. And we’ll need extra linens for the back rooms.”

They’d done this before Theron could even ask. Rosalind with the strategic insight. Celia with the numbers. Mirelle with the logistics. His harem doubled as a management team, and they were terrifyingly good at it.

“Revenue update,” Theron said, pulling the conversation back. “Where are we sitting?”

Celia flipped to a summary page. “Daily average over the past two weeks: one hundred and twenty-five sovereigns. Savings: seventeen hundred and change. Gloryhole has paid for itself and is generating pure profit. Velmoor trade route is ready but not yet operational. Waiting on the elf-kin affinity from Lysa.”

One hundred and twenty-five daily. When he’d inherited, Marcus’s tavern was pulling in thirty-two on a good day. Barely covering the thirty-eight in daily expenses. Now they were clearing nearly ninety sovereigns a day in profit.

“We have no safety net, though,” Celia added, because she was constitutionally incapable of pure optimism. “Seventeen hundred sounds like a lot until something breaks. The gloryhole needs maintenance. Dress orders from Lysa eat into margins. And the back-room plumbing needs replacing before fleet season doubles the traffic.”

She was right. They were profitable but not wealthy. Not yet. The Velmoor trade route would change that. Lysa had promised fifty percent markup on vegetables to the elves, plus enchanted goods at cost for resale. But they needed the affinity first, and the affinity required a pregnant redhead.

Speaking of which.

The back door opened and Maren walked in carrying a crate of vegetables. She moved with the practiced efficiency of a woman who’d been running a grocery store since her husband died. Full-figured body cutting through the kitchen with economic grace. Rich copper-red hair caught the morning light from the window. Sharp eyes swept the room, noted everyone’s position, registered the business discussion underway.

“Morning delivery.” She set the crate down. “Onions, carrots, potatoes, and I threw in some of those mushrooms your adventurers go crazy for. Fifteen sovereigns.”

Her hand moved to her stomach. An unconscious gesture. Theron had been watching her do it more and more over the past week. Just resting her palm flat against her lower belly. No visible change yet, but the gesture was new. Protective. A touch that suggested she already knew something her body hadn’t confirmed.

She caught him looking. Her lips curved. “My appointment with Seraphine is tomorrow. I’ll know by noon.”

“I’ll come with you,” Theron said.

“You don’t need to—”

“I want to.”

The smile deepened. Those hungry green eyes, the ones that had been staring at young men with barely concealed longing since long before he’d met her, warmed with something softer than lust. Something that looked dangerously close to tenderness.

“Bring coin for the offering,” she said. “Seraphine’s services aren’t charity.”

After she left, Theron sat at the table with the dregs of breakfast and the grind of arithmetic. One hundred and twenty-five a day. Fleet season in three weeks. Lysa’s quest waiting on Maren’s confirmation. An elf-kin affinity he needed to open a trade route that could double their income permanently.

Celia cleared the plates. Mirelle hummed while cleaning the kitchen, her breasts swaying with every motion of her arms. Elara chatted with Sable, who’d finally emerged from the back room, wild dark curls even more untamed than usual, amber eyes still heavy with sleep. They were debating whether mushrooms sold better fried or pickled.

Five women in his house who depended on him. A sixth who brought vegetables and might be carrying his child. A seventh who would grant him magical powers in exchange for sexual favors. And somewhere in the city, Vincent Morell was plotting revenge he didn’t know was already irrelevant.

Theron mentally tallied his lovers. Elara, Celia, Mirelle, Maren, plus Sable as an employee he hadn’t personally claimed yet. Rosalind as a professional who reported to him but wasn’t romantically his. Lysa as an occasional magical transaction.

He really should write this down somewhere.

Not the lovers list. Celia would kill him if she found it. The schedule. Who got what night. When the rotations overlapped. Which woman needed what kind of attention.

Elara: most nights. Breeding talk, missionary or doggy, always finished inside her, always the emotional anchor.

Celia: every third night. Anal, competitive, needed to hear she was better or at least different.

Mirelle: two nights a week. Body worship, exhibitionist teasing, the MILF who’d discovered that being seen was the best aphrodisiac.

Maren: Fridays. Aggressive, vocal, widow hunger that never fully subsided no matter how many times he filled her.

Everyone else fit around those pillars.

He was nineteen and he needed a calendar to manage his sex life.

Marcus would have drowned himself laughing instead of in the canal.

Theron cleared the table, grabbed the ledger from Celia’s stack, and started planning for fleet season. Three weeks to prepare. Three weeks to confirm Maren’s pregnancy, complete Lysa’s ritual, open the Velmoor route, and expand revenue streams enough to build a real safety net.

Three weeks during which multiple beautiful women would continue to parade through his tavern in increasingly revealing outfits, sit on adventurers’ laps for tips, scream his name through thin walls at night, and remind him every waking moment that his inheritance included far more than a failing business.

Rosalind’s voice drifted from the hallway where she was coaching Sable on the day’s client schedule: “When the fleet docks, the wall won’t have a quiet minute for days. Rest up now, sweetheart. You’re going to need that jaw.”

Sable’s laugh carried through the tavern. Still a touch shy. Still new to confidence. But growing louder every week.

Three weeks. Theron could do a lot in three weeks.


Chapter 2: Confirmation

The Temple of Venara sat in the Sacred District like a jewel someone had dropped in a gutter. Beautiful, surprising, and slightly out of place among the austere stone churches that surrounded it. Where the Cathedral of Valdros loomed with stern grey walls and narrow windows designed to remind visitors how small and sinful they were, Venara’s temple sprawled in warm sandstone with a central courtyard open to the sky and art on every surface that would make Father Aldric clutch his robes in performative horror.

Though knowing Aldric, he’d clutch his robes with one hand and his cock with the other.

Theron walked beside Maren through the arched entrance, and the courtyard hit him the way it always did. The central statue dominated everything: Venara herself, carved in marble with obscene precision, riding Valdros with ecstatic abandon. Her body arched back, wearing nothing but an embroidered green scarf that the sculptor had somehow made look like it was about to fall off despite being carved from solid stone. One hand held wheat stalks growing from a miniature field. Fertility. The other held fruit from a sculpted orchard. Abundance. And beneath her, Valdros lay back with an expression that managed to be both divine and deeply satisfied.

The first time Theron had seen it, his cock had gotten hard. He’d felt guilty about that for roughly thirty seconds.

“Stop staring at the statue’s tits,” Maren said. “We have an appointment.”

“I wasn’t—”

“You were. Every man does. Venara wouldn’t mind. She’d probably be disappointed if you didn’t.” She threaded her arm through his and steered him past the Five Graces portraits that lined the cloister walls.

He tried not to look at the paintings. Failed. He’d seen them before, but the artwork demanded attention. Commanded it.

Primala on the right of the entrance: the young maiden surrounded by three suitors, their erections straining against their clothing, her dress torn open, her body receiving simultaneous attention from all of them while she gasped in overwhelmed pleasure. Corner miniatures showing her defloration sequence in explicit detail. Venara watching from the background, one hand between her own legs, masturbating while she observed.

Mercala on the left: the stunning prostitute on her street corner, sheer blouse revealing everything, surrounded by border scenes of her enthusiastically servicing men of every station. Sailor, scholar, priest, peasant, noble, merchant. Each one paying. Each one satisfied.

Theron thought of Rosalind and Sable. Mercala would be proud.

Above the birthing chamber door: Matria’s epic multi-panel journey from sexual encounter to gangbang to cum-drenched aftermath to pregnancy discovery to heavily pregnant sex to the sacred birth scene itself. The panels were gorgeous and filthy in equal measure.

And flanking the birthing chamber: Unara on the right, showing the lifelong passion of a married couple from first kiss to vigorous elderly oral sex. Ardena on the left, the hedonist goddess on all fours in a forest clearing surrounded by men of different races, body glazed with semen, taking every cock offered with divine enthusiasm.

This was the Temple of Venara. Where every form of sex was sacred, every pregnancy blessed, and the deity herself was depicted masturbating while watching her followers fuck.

The Church of Valdros preached suffering. This temple celebrated the opposite.

Theron liked this temple better.

Maren guided him through the cloister to the birthing chamber’s antechamber, where Seraphine waited. The elderly priestess sat behind a simple desk, her silver hair in a practical bun, eyes sharp and kind behind wrinkles that decades of helping women through labor had carved into her face. She radiated the energy of a grandmother who had seen absolutely everything and found most of it amusing.

“Maren Thornley.” Seraphine stood with the careful grace of someone whose joints reminded her of every year. “And young Ashwick. I’ve been expecting you.”

“You have?”

Seraphine’s brows lifted with knowing warmth. “A woman of Maren’s experience doesn’t request an examination unless she’s fairly certain of the result. And when she brings the likely father…” She looked between them with practiced assessment that probably read heartbeats and hormone levels. “Shall we?”

The examination took place in a small room off the main chamber. Clean, warm, scented with herbs Theron couldn’t identify. Maren lay on a padded table while Seraphine’s gentle, weathered hands pressed against her abdomen with practiced precision. He stood in the corner trying to look like he wasn’t terrified.

Six months ago he’d been a virgin. Now he might be a father.

The speed of it kept collapsing in his head. Marcus’s son, living on a timeline his father couldn’t have imagined.

Seraphine hummed while she worked. Pressed here. Listened there. Had Maren turn this way and that, examining the subtle changes in her body that experienced hands could read like text.

“Six weeks along,” she announced, straightening with a satisfied nod. “Strong heartbeat. Good position. You’re carrying well, Maren. As always.”

Maren exhaled. Not surprised. She’d suspected for weeks, probably knew for certain. But the formal confirmation mattered. It made the abstract real.

“Whose?” Seraphine asked, with the same mild interest she might use to ask about the weather.

Maren looked at Theron. Back at Seraphine. “Either Theron’s or Orin’s. Does it matter?”

“Not to Venara.” Seraphine’s eyes crinkled with dry amusement. “Only to the tax collector.”

Maren snorted. “Both are good men. Both will be involved in the child’s life. The tax collector can sort himself out.”

“As he always does.” Seraphine made a note on parchment. “This isn’t your first child, so the six-hundred-sovereign bonus won’t apply. Fifteen sovereigns weekly ongoing. Distributed through the temple every Sunday.”

The financial mechanics were clinical but important. Fifteen sovereigns weekly meant Maren’s pregnancy was an economic asset as well as a personal one. Another income stream. Another piece of the puzzle clicking into place.

Maren sat up on the table, adjusting her dress. Her hand went to her stomach again. That gesture Theron had been watching for weeks. But this time it was deliberate. Conscious. She was touching the child growing inside her.

“Don’t look so terrified,” she told him, reading his face with the accuracy of a woman who’d done this five times and recognized male panic from across a room. “Six now, I suppose. You’d think I was the pregnant virgin by the look on your face.”

“I’m not terrified.”

“You’re the color of fresh cheese.”

“That’s normal. I’m always this pale in the morning.”

She laughed, slid off the table, and crossed the room to him. Her body pressed against his. The warmth of her, the subtle changes he could feel now that he knew what to look for. Her breasts slightly fuller than usual, pressing against his chest with new weight. The faintest curve of belly where there’d been none before.

“This doesn’t change anything,” she said, looking up at him with those emerald eyes that had devoured him from the first day he’d walked into her grocery store. “We keep doing what we’re doing. You come to me on Fridays. Orin comes whenever he wants. I grow a baby and eventually push it out and Seraphine helps and Venara blesses and the Duchess pays. The mechanics are not mysterious.”

“And the hormones?” he asked, remembering what she’d warned him about.

Her smile turned predatory. Full red lips curving upward, that hungry look she got when she was already calculating how quickly she could get his clothes off. “The hormones are going to be magnificent. Dane couldn’t keep up when I was pregnant. My drive tripled. I was insatiable.” She pressed her hips against his. “You’ll have to keep up.”

His cock stirred against her belly. She felt it. Grinned wider.

“See? Already keeping up. Good boy.”

Seraphine, who was still in the room and apparently unbothered by the display, cleared her throat with gentle amusement. “I’ll leave you the dietary recommendations. Avoid raw fish, excessive ale, and the mushrooms from the Moon-Sunk Sewers. Everything else is fine, including…” She paused delicately. “Vigorous activity. Venara encourages it. The pregnant body is at its most powerful when pleasured.”

“I’ll make sure she’s pleasured,” Theron said before his brain caught up with his mouth.

Seraphine’s eyes twinkled. “I don’t doubt it, Mr. Ashwick. You’ll be bringing more women here before long, I suspect. The way your household is growing.” Her lips pressed together with an expression that said she’d watched a thousand young men sit in that same chair, wearing that same stunned look. “Venara blesses the fertile. And you seem very… fertile.”

They left the temple with Maren’s arm through his and the morning sun turning her copper hair into liquid fire. The streets of Amoria bustled around them. Merchants opening shops. Adventurers nursing hangovers from last night’s delves. The distant crash of waves from the harbor where the trading fleet would dock in three weeks.

“So,” Maren said as they walked. “Lysa’s been asking about me.”

Theron had been waiting for her to bring it up. Maren didn’t miss things. She collected information like other women collected compliments. Efficiently and with clear purpose.

“Something about a trade route,” she continued. “And a pregnant redhead. Which I apparently now qualify for on both counts.”

“The Velmoor trade route,” Theron said. “Lysa can grant elf-kin affinity. A magical mark that lets humans trade with the elven keep a day’s ride north. Without it, they won’t open the gates.”

“And the price of this magical mark is…?”

“Specific.”

Maren stopped walking. Turned to face him. Her expression was pure amusement. The look of a woman who’d married a legendary libertine and heard every sexual proposal imaginable. “How specific?”

“She wants to worship a pregnant redhead’s belly. Bring you to orgasm through oral. Then she has sex with me to transfer the affinity. Something about the magic flowing through her arousal.”

Maren stared at him for a long moment. Then she threw her head back and laughed. Deep. Genuine. The kind of laugh that made people on the street turn and look.

“An eighty-year-old half-elf wants to go down on me while I’m pregnant and then ride your cock for magical purposes.” She wiped her eyes. “That’s not even the strangest Tuesday I’ve had. Dane would have volunteered me before I could finish the sentence. ‘Beautiful half-elf wants to pleasure my wife? When can we start?’”

“Is that a yes?”

“Of course it’s a yes.” She started walking again, pulling him along. “I’m pregnant, horny, and a gorgeous elven woman wants to worship my body. The only thing that could improve this situation is if someone told me it also came with free cheese.”

“The Velmoor elves do make excellent cheese, actually. Part of the trade goods.”

“Then it’s perfect. Orgasms AND cheese. Dane is rolling in his grave with jealousy.”

They walked in comfortable silence for a block, passing Maren’s grocery store. THORNLEY’S PROVISIONS in faded paint on the sign. Her daughter Brynn was already setting out displays with her massive pregnant belly leading the way. Red-haired like her mother, face rounder from pregnancy, her boyfriend Kael hovering behind her carrying the heavy crates.

“Not yet, though,” Maren said as they passed. “The ritual. I want to be further along first. Showing properly. If Lysa wants the full spectacle of a pregnant redhead, let’s give her something worth transferring magic over.” She touched her barely-curved stomach. “Another few weeks. Let me grow. Let the belly become undeniable.”

That made strategic sense. Lysa had described her fetish with the careful precision of someone who’d had eighty years to understand her own desire. She wanted the visual. The round taut belly, the swollen breasts, the full embodiment of fertility. Maren at six weeks was just beginning to show. Maren at ten or twelve weeks would be unmistakable.

But the timeline worried him. Fleet season in three weeks. And there might be political threats he couldn’t yet see. Vincent hadn’t been idle, and the merchant he’d been talking to at the Friday dance still nagged at Theron’s memory.

“Two weeks,” he said. “Can we aim for two weeks?”

Maren calculated. At eight and a half weeks, she’d have a noticeable curve when naked. Visible to someone looking for it, impossible to deny. Her breasts would be larger, more sensitive. The pregnancy glow that made her freckled skin luminous would be in full effect.

“Two weeks,” she agreed. “I’ll be far enough along to give Lysa her spectacle. And you’ll be far enough along in losing your mind over my body to make the sex convincing.”

“The sex won’t need to be convincing.”

“Charmer.” She squeezed his arm. “Now walk me home. I’m tired, I’m pregnant, and if you play your cards right, I’ll let you feel me up in the back room of my shop.”

He played his cards right.

She let him.

Back at the Stag, Theron found Celia where he’d left her. At the table. Ledger open. Pen moving in brisk, even strokes. She looked up when he entered.

“Well?”

“Confirmed. Six weeks.”

Celia’s pen paused. Something flickered across her sharp features. Not jealousy exactly, but that competitive calculation that drove everything she did. If Maren was pregnant, the race was real. Babies were being made. Futures were being forged.

“Whose?” she asked.

“Unknown. Maren doesn’t care.”

“Hmm.” The pen resumed. “And the Lysa quest?”

“Two weeks. Maren wants to be further along.”

Celia nodded, made a note in the margin of her ledger. Theron couldn’t read it from where he stood, but he’d bet his share of the gloryhole revenue it was a timeline calculation.

That evening, he sat in the main hall after closing. The tavern hummed with residual warmth. Lanterns burning low, the smell of spilled ale and cooked food, the ghost-sounds of adventurers’ laughter. From the back rooms, the muffled sounds of Rosalind’s final client. From Mirelle’s room, her bed creaking faintly. She was touching herself again. Every night without fail.

The pregnant redhead was confirmed. The quest was achievable. The trade route was within reach. The fleet was coming. And somewhere in this city, Vincent Morell was plotting something.

He finished his ale, locked the front door, and went upstairs to Elara’s room. She’d left the door cracked open. Candlelight spilled into the hallway, and through the gap he could see her sitting cross-legged on the bed in a nightgown so thin it might as well have been woven from optimism, reading one of Celia’s romance novels upside down.


Chapter 3: The Alderman’s Shadow

The letter arrived with the morning bread delivery, tucked between loaves like a knife hidden in flowers.

Heavy parchment. Wax seal. Not the Duchess’s personal crest, but an official municipal stamp Theron didn’t recognize. The kind of seal that came from offices with carved wooden furniture and clerks who never smiled.

He broke it open at the kitchen table while Mirelle slid a plate of eggs in front of him, her heavy breasts swaying dangerously close to his face as she leaned past. A week ago he’d have been distracted by that. Today he was distracted by formal script that turned his blood cold.

To the Proprietor of The Prancing Stag,

Concerning reports of immoral commercial activity at the establishment known as The Prancing Stag, located on Provision Lane, this office has received formal complaints regarding supplementary services offered beyond the scope of standard tavern licensure.

You are hereby requested to appear before Alderman Hargest at the Municipal Licensing Office, Civic Hall, within seven days of receipt, to discuss the nature of said complaints and the terms under which your commercial license may be reviewed.

Failure to appear will be interpreted as acknowledgment of the cited irregularities and may result in license revocation proceedings.

Alderman Callum Hargest Office of Commercial Licensing

He read it twice. Then a third time. The eggs went cold.

“Theron?” Mirelle noticed his expression. She’d been reading people’s faces for thirty-eight years, and his was apparently screaming alarm. “What is it?”

He handed her the letter. She read it standing, her brow furrowing deeper with each line. Her free hand gripped the counter. That gesture she made when processing difficult things. Wringing tension through her fingers instead of her voice.

“Someone filed a complaint,” she said quietly.

“Someone who knows exactly what happens in our back rooms.”

Celia appeared at the kitchen entrance. She’d been doing inventory in the storage room. Heard everything from there, claimed it was accidental, and Theron believed her about as much as he believed Father Aldric’s celibacy. She took the letter from Mirelle, scanned it with the rapid efficiency of someone who processed information the way other people breathed.

“This isn’t a shutdown notice,” she said after a moment. Her voice was steady. Analytical. The cold mask that used to be pure judgment now served as a useful firewall against panic. “It’s a warning shot. An invitation to appear, not a summons. There’s legal distinction.”

“But the threat is real?”

“The threat is implied. ‘License review’ means they can revoke our tavern license. But note the phrasing. ‘May be reviewed.’ Conditional. He’s testing whether you’ll fold under pressure or push back.”

“Someone filed a complaint,” Theron repeated. “Someone who described our back-room operations in enough detail for an alderman to act.”

They all knew who. The name hung in the kitchen like smoke.

Celia said it first. “Vincent Morell visited the tavern three weeks ago. Ostensibly for wine delivery. He noted the side-alley entrance, the new furniture, Rosalind’s presence. He made pointed comments about construction in our back rooms.” She set the letter down. “And at the last Friday dance, he was speaking with a man you didn’t recognize. Tall. Well-dressed. The bearing of authority.”

“Hargest,” Theron said.

“Almost certainly.”

He pushed the eggs aside. His appetite had relocated to approximately nowhere. “What can Hargest actually do? I need specifics, not speculation.”

“He oversees commercial licensing,” Celia said. “That’s his jurisdiction. Tavern licenses, merchant permits, vendor authorizations. He can revoke or refuse renewal of any commercial license within city limits.” She paused. “But he’s not law enforcement. He can’t arrest you. That’s Captain Wrenfeld’s authority, and Wrenfeld drinks here for free.”

“So Hargest can make the business illegal.”

“He can make the TAVERN illegal. Shut us down entirely. Not just the back rooms. Everything. The kitchen, the bar, the floor service. If our tavern license is revoked, we can’t operate at all.”

Mirelle’s hand tightened on the counter. Her knuckles whitened. This tavern was her home. Her daughters’ home. The place she’d managed for years under Marcus and rebuilt under Theron. The idea of it closing hit her somewhere deeper than business.

“We need more information,” Theron said. “Celia, can you research Hargest? His office, his authority limits, any precedents for license revocation?”

“I’ll visit the Civic Hall records. Anyone can access public licensing files.”

“Mirelle, talk to the other tavern owners on Provision Lane. Quietly. Find out if Hargest has done this before, how he operates, who he’s connected to.”

“The Golden Harp’s owner owes me a favor,” Mirelle said. “She’s been around long enough to know where the bodies are buried.”

“And I need to talk to Wrenfeld.”

The city guard captain was off-duty tonight. He’d be at the Stag by the third bell, as reliable as sunset and twice as predictable. Three ales deep was his sweet spot. Loose enough to talk, sober enough to remember the conversation.

The rest of the day passed in a haze of normal operations that felt suddenly fragile. Elara served customers with her usual cheerful warmth, unaware of the letter’s contents. Sable and Rosalind worked their shifts, the gloryhole’s steady revenue clicking along like the gears of a profitable machine. Adventurers came and went. Ale flowed. Tips accumulated.

All of it built on a license that one man could revoke.

Captain Wrenfeld arrived at the fourth bell, dusty from patrol, his graying hair still bearing the impression of his guard helmet. He was a solid man. Not tall, not broad, but dense with the kind of muscle that came from decades of breaking up tavern fights and chasing smugglers through the Moon-Sunk Sewers. His face had the weathered texture of someone who’d seen Amoria’s worst and decided to keep drinking through it.

Theron set his first ale in front of him before he sat down. The second arrived before the first was half finished. By the third, they were in the territory he needed.

“Hargest,” Theron said.

Wrenfeld’s eyes sharpened behind the ale-glaze. “What about him?”

Theron slid the letter across the bar. Wrenfeld read it with the practiced speed of a man who processed official documents daily.

“Ah.” He set it down. “Someone’s been busy.”

“What can he do? Really. Practically, not theoretically.”

Wrenfeld took a long drink. Considered. “Hargest oversees commercial licensing. He can revoke your tavern license or refuse renewal. Can’t arrest you. That’s my jurisdiction, and I have no interest in arresting anyone who pours me free ale.” A ghost of a smile. “But he can make your business illegal overnight. No license, no tavern. Doesn’t matter if your food is good and your customers are happy. Without the paper, you’re operating illegally, and THEN I’d have to arrest you.”

“How do I stop him?”

Another drink. “You don’t stop Hargest. He’s a functionary. Rules, procedures, boxes to check. He doesn’t have personal vendettas. He responds to complaints, investigates, issues rulings. If someone gave him detailed information about your back-room operations, he’s obligated to follow up. That’s his job.”

“Then how do I get around him?”

Wrenfeld set down his ale. Looked at Theron with the evaluating gaze of a man who’d been navigating bureaucratic survival longer than Theron had been alive.

“Get ahead of it,” he said. “Trading posts have different licensing. If you can prove you’re a licensed trading operation, importing goods, running a legitimate supply chain, your tavern becomes ancillary to the trade. Hospitality services attached to a trading post. Hargest can’t touch trading posts without the Merchant Guild’s approval, and the Guild doesn’t care what happens in back rooms as long as guild fees are paid and trade documentation is filed properly.”

Everything in Theron’s head rearranged itself in half a second.

“A trading post,” Theron said.

“Licensed under the Merchant Guild. Different authority entirely. Hargest’s office has jurisdiction over taverns, inns, and entertainment venues. Trading posts fall under Guild charter. His hands would be tied.”

“And I’d need…?”

“Proof of active inter-city trade. Import-export documentation. Guild registration. An operational trade route.” Wrenfeld paused. “Do you have one?”

The Velmoor route. Lysa’s quest. Maren’s pregnant belly. The vegetable cart and the elf-kin affinity and the fifty percent markup on carrots sold to elves who apparently loved root vegetables.

“I might,” Theron said. “In about two weeks.”

Wrenfeld nodded slowly. “Then you’d better move fast. Because this letter gives you thirty days from receipt. If Hargest revokes before you file the charter…” He drew a finger across his throat.

“And if the charter is filed?”

“Then his authority terminates. He can complain to the Guild, but the Guild’s answer will be what it always is: ‘Pay your fees and shut up.’ They don’t moralize. They monetize.”

Theron bought Wrenfeld a fourth ale. He deserved it. The man had just handed him the blueprint for saving his business, and all it cost was some free drinks and a bottle of elven wine he hadn’t bought yet.

After Wrenfeld left, Theron sat at the bar running the timeline. The letter gave him thirty days. But the charter needed to be filed AND approved within that window. Processing time, bureaucratic delays, the possibility that Vincent had allies in the Guild office who could slow things down.

Twenty-nine days. Actually less. The letter had sat with the bread delivery for a day before he’d found it. Twenty-eight.

The Velmoor route required Lysa’s elf-kin affinity. The affinity required the ritual. The ritual required Maren’s pregnant belly to be showing enough for Lysa’s satisfaction. Maren wanted two weeks.

Two weeks for the ritual. Then the Velmoor run. A full day each way. Then the charter filing. Processing time unknown.

Tight. Very tight.

Celia found him still calculating at the bar. She’d returned from the Civic Hall with a folder of papers and the expression she wore when she’d uncovered something useful.

“Hargest has revoked three licenses in the past five years,” she reported. “Two brothels and a gambling den. All three were operating without any legitimate cover business. No food service, no trade, no hospitality angle. Pure vice operations.”

“And taverns with side businesses?”

“Two warnings issued, zero revocations. Taverns that serve food and drink with supplementary services have historically been given latitude. Hargest isn’t looking to shut down every brothel in Amoria. He’s a bureaucrat, not a zealot. He responds to specific complaints.”

“Vincent’s complaint.”

“Vincent’s complaint.” She paused. “And the two warnings he issued? Both resulted in the taverns converting to trading post licenses within thirty days. Standard playbook. Every experienced operator knows the Guild charter loophole.”

“So Hargest EXPECTS this?”

“Possibly. He might even prefer it. Every trading post license generates Guild fees, and the Guild kickbacks to the city treasury are higher than tavern license revenues. Hargest might be doing us a favor without knowing it. Or maybe while knowing it perfectly well.”

The bastard might be playing both sides. Responding to Vincent’s complaint to satisfy the political pressure while knowing that the result would be a license conversion that benefited the city’s bottom line.

Either way, the path was clear: open the Velmoor route, file the charter, convert the Stag’s license. Everything else was secondary.

That night, Theron gathered the inner circle. Mirelle, Celia, Rosalind. The three who needed to know. He explained the threat, the timeline, the plan.

Mirelle’s jaw tightened at the idea of losing the tavern. “This is our home,” she said quietly. “The girls grew up here. Marcus built this.”

“Marcus let it rot,” Theron said, not unkindly. “I rebuilt it. And I’m going to protect it.”

Celia had already started a new ledger page. “The charter requires proof of trade. One documented run to Velmoor with proper receipts, stamped by the elven trade-master. Then Guild registration, charter filing, and processing. I’ll have the financial documentation ready within three days.”

“Rosalind?”

The professional leaned back, her generous bust testing the structural integrity of her blouse. “The back rooms keep running. If Hargest sends inspectors, we close the gloryhole for the day and tell them the partition is for storage. But we don’t stop generating revenue. Not now. Not with fleet season three weeks away.”

“Agreed. Business as usual until I tell you otherwise.”

Rosalind grinned. “Business as usual means I sucked four cocks today and swallowed every drop. Usual enough?”

“Disturbingly usual.”

“Good. Because I have a reputation to maintain.”

After they dispersed, Theron stood alone in the empty tavern. The letter sat on the bar, its official seal catching lantern light.

He folded it, tucked it behind the ledger where Celia would find it in the morning and add it to her filing system, and blew out the last lantern.

Twenty-eight days. Lysa’s ritual, then the Velmoor run, then the charter. He had work to do.


Chapter 4: Rosalind and Sable’s Gift

“You look stressed,” Rosalind said. “I have a prescription.”

She was leaning against the doorframe of the back room, arms crossed under her breasts in a way that lifted them into her blouse’s already-failing neckline. Jade-green eyes warm with amusement. Honey-blonde hair hanging in those perpetually bedroom-tousled waves that made her look like she’d just been thoroughly fucked even when she hadn’t.

It was past midnight. The tavern was closed. Theron had spent the evening staring at Celia’s timeline calculations and Hargest’s letter until the numbers blurred, and Rosalind had apparently decided enough was enough.

“My girl and I have been practicing something,” she said. “Call it professional development. Or stress relief. Or gratitude for giving us a home where we don’t have to work in the rain.”

“Rosalind—”

“Back room. Ten minutes. Sable’s already warming up.” She pushed off the doorframe and disappeared down the hallway, her plump figure rounding the corner with the unhurried confidence of a woman who knew exactly what she was offering and exactly what the answer would be.

Theron gave it five minutes. Not because he was undecided but because showing up instantly felt desperate.

Then he went.

The back room was lit with two candles. Rosalind’s preference for client work. Warm light, soft shadows, everything looking golden and intimate. The bed was freshly made, the washbasin had clean water, and Rosalind had draped one of the silks they used for higher-paying clients over the headboard.

She stood beside the bed in nothing but a short skirt and bare feet. Topless already. Her massive soft breasts hung free, heavy and natural, large pink nipples hardening in the cool air. Thirty-something years of professional service hadn’t diminished her body. If anything, the confidence she carried made every soft curve, every generous swell, more enticing than youth alone could manage. She was a woman built for sex and unapologetic about it.

Beside her, Sable knelt on the edge of the bed. Slim caramel body half-revealed by a loosened wrap, dark chocolate curls falling everywhere, amber eyes bright with nervous determination. Her C-cup breasts, perky and firm with dark nipples already stiff, caught the candlelight against her warm skin. Her teeth pressed into the swell of her bottom lip, holding back either nerves or anticipation.

“Here’s the deal,” Rosalind said, all business despite being half-naked. “Sable’s been working on her depth. She’s close to full but hasn’t cracked it yet. Tonight she practices on you while I demonstrate a few things I’ve been wanting to introduce.” The filthy grin that split her face could have charmed a sermon out of Father Aldric. “Sit. Enjoy. Consider it a free performance review.”

Theron sat in the chair Rosalind indicated. A solid wooden thing she’d placed specifically for this. They’d planned. Rehearsed, probably. Rosalind brought professional rigor to everything.

She approached first, dropping to her knees between his legs with practiced ease, and freed his cock from his trousers with hands that knew the anatomy of men’s clothing better than most tailors. He was already half-hard from the setup. Two beautiful women, candlelight, the promise of something he hadn’t experienced before.

Rosalind held his shaft in one hand, studying it with the frank appreciation of a craftsman evaluating her tools. She stroked him slowly, her grip firm and knowing, her thumb smearing the bead of pre-cum that had already formed at the tip. “He’s ready,” she announced. “Getting hard just looking at us on our knees. Good boy.” She glanced over her shoulder. “Sable. Come here.”

Sable slid off the bed and joined Rosalind on her knees. Side by side. The mentor and the apprentice. Honey-blonde and dark curls. Pale skin and warm brown. Heavy soft breasts and perky firm ones. Four tits at eye level, two sets of hard nipples, two mouths close enough to his cock that he could feel their breath. The contrast was its own kind of arousal.

“Remember what we practiced,” Rosalind murmured, still stroking him with lazy authority. “Breathe through your nose. Relax your throat. Think of swallowing. Don’t fight it. Invite it deeper.”

Sable nodded. Took a steadying breath. Then leaned forward and took Theron’s cock into her mouth.

Her lips were soft, warm, and eager. She’d improved dramatically since the first time Rosalind had coached her. Where she’d been hesitant and tentative, now she moved with growing confidence. Her tongue worked the underside of his shaft as she slid down, cheeks hollowing with proper suction, her saliva coating him in warm slickness that made every movement glide. She was good. Really good. Her dark curls brushed his thighs as she bobbed. Her caramel fingers wrapped around the base of his shaft, stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach yet.

But she hit her wall at three-quarters depth. Gagged slightly, her throat constricting, eyes watering. Pulled back with thick glistening strings connecting her lips to his cock, a translucent bridge that caught the candlelight before it snapped and landed on her chin.

“Three-quarters,” Rosalind observed without judgment. She reached over and wiped a slick strand from Sable’s lower lip with her thumb. “Good. But you can do better. Again. Same approach but think about relaxing HERE.” She pressed two fingers against Sable’s throat, just above the collarbone. “That’s the muscle that fights you. It thinks you’re choking. Convince it you’re not.”

Sable wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Determination blazed in her expression. She wasn’t someone who accepted limitations gracefully. Months of Rosalind’s mentorship had taught her that boundaries existed to be pushed through.

While Sable gathered herself, Rosalind leaned in and ran her tongue along the side of Theron’s shaft. Slow. Wet. Maintaining his arousal while her protege prepared. She licked from base to tip, her green eyes locked on his, then kissed the swollen head with an open-mouthed press that left his cock glistening with fresh spit.

“Your turn again, sweetheart,” she told Sable. “Show him what you can do.”

Sable took him again. Slower this time. Deliberate. Theron could feel her throat working, the muscles flexing and relaxing as she fought her own reflexes. Her tongue pressed flat against the underside, creating a warm channel for his cock to slide along. Three-quarters. Hold. Breathe. Her nostrils flared as she pulled air through them, her lips stretched wide around his girth.

Then she pushed.

One more inch. Her nose brushed his pelvis. The coarse hair there pressing against her skin. His entire cock was inside her mouth and throat. Every inch buried in wet heat and constricting muscle. Full deepthroat. Her throat bulged slightly around him, and the involuntary swallowing motion of her muscles rippled along his shaft in a wave that made his toes curl.

She held it. Two seconds. Three. Her eyes streaming, mascara starting to run, her throat pulsing around him in helpless swallowing spasms that gripped his cock like a fist. Her fingers dug into his thighs. Then she pulled off with a gasp, a cascade of spit pouring from her mouth onto her chest, dripping between her perky tits in long sticky strings. Her face was flushed dark beneath her tawny skin, tear tracks running through the mess on her cheeks.

“I did it.” The pride in her voice was molten. “I fucking did it.”

“That’s MY girl.” Rosalind’s face lit up with fierce satisfaction. The mentor watching her protege break through. She kissed Sable’s forehead, leaving her lips against the girl’s skin for a moment longer than purely professional. Then she cupped Sable’s face with both hands and looked her square in the eyes. “You just swallowed every inch of that cock. Feel how powerful that is? That’s mastery in the making.” She kissed her forehead again. “Now do it again. Make it smooth.”

Sable went back. Full depth, faster this time. Her lips sliding all the way to his pelvis in one continuous glide, her throat accepting him with a muscular ripple that she was learning to control. Held for four seconds. Pulled off. Gasped. Grinned through the mess on her face. Back down. Held for five. Her tongue moved even at full depth now, pressing and flexing against his shaft, adding stimulation that Rosalind hadn’t even coached her on yet. Raw instinct filling the gaps where technique was still developing.

“Beautiful,” Rosalind breathed. Then she glanced at Theron with that knowing grin. “My turn. Watch the difference.”

She took his cock with zero preamble. One smooth, fluid motion. Lips, tongue, throat, done. Full depth without a flicker of resistance. She held it for ten seconds, her nose against his pelvis, her throat massaging his shaft with muscular control that felt almost supernatural. She swallowed around him deliberately. Once. Twice. Three times. Each contraction milking his cock with the practiced precision of a woman who could make a man cum without moving her head an inch. When she pulled off, she was grinning, spit dripping down her chin onto her heavy breasts, pooling in the valley of her cleavage.

“That’s what mastery looks like,” she told Sable. “Give it six months. You’ll be better than me.”

“I want to be better now,” Sable murmured, already reaching for his cock again.

They alternated. Sable practicing depth and duration, pushing through discomfort with stubborn pride, each repetition smoother than the last. Rosalind demonstrating technique between turns. The twist of her tongue at the base that made Theron’s hips buck. The way she used her hand wrapped tight around his shaft and her mouth together, jerking and sucking in synchronized rhythm. The sloppy, filthy sounds she made deliberately because the mess was its own form of worship. She spat on his cock between transitions, keeping it drenched, keeping the obscene wet soundtrack going.

At one point both of them worked him simultaneously. Rosalind’s tongue tracing one side of his shaft while Sable licked the other. Their mouths meeting at the tip, lips brushing against each other as they kissed and sucked the head between them. Sable’s dark nipples dragging against his inner thigh. Rosalind’s plush tits pressed against his other leg, soft and warm.

Theron’s cock was drenched. Both their faces were glistening with spit and pre-cum. Sable’s dark curls were sticking to her cheeks. Rosalind’s huge tits were slick and gleaming from the mess that had dripped down her chin, her nipples hard and shining. The visual alone would have been enough to finish him, but they weren’t done.

“Now,” Rosalind said, pulling off his cock with a wet pop and wiping her mouth with theatrical satisfaction. “For something I’ve been wanting to introduce.”

She looked up at him with those jade eyes burning with mischief. “Push your hips forward. Spread your legs.”

He complied. Not entirely sure where this was heading.

Sable continued working his cock. She’d found a rhythm, alternating between half-depth strokes and nose-to-pelvis holds, growing more confident with each repetition. Her warm mouth wrapped around him, tongue busy, keeping him drenched and ready.

Rosalind dipped lower.

Past his balls. She licked each one into her mouth individually, sucking gently, rolling them across her tongue with the deliberate care of someone savoring the texture and weight of him. Warm, wet, thorough attention that made his hips buck off the chair. She drew slow circles with her tongue around the sensitive skin of his sack, her lips pressing soft kisses into the crease where his thighs met his groin. Then kept going. Lower.

Her hands gripped his thighs and pushed them wider. Her tongue traced the strip of skin beneath his balls, a stretch of nerve endings he’d never paid attention to and that now lit up under her mouth like fire catching dry brush. She licked along it with the flat of her tongue, slow and wet, and Theron groaned from somewhere deep in his chest.

Then lower still.

Her tongue found his asshole.

The first lick was tentative. Testing his reaction. A flat, warm, broad stroke across the tight ring of muscle that he had not expected, had never felt, had never even considered wanting, and which sent a jolt of electric pleasure through his entire body so intense that his vision actually blurred.

He jerked. Sable nearly choked on his cock. Rosalind grinned against him, her lips pressed to the most intimate part of his body.

“Knew you’d like that,” she murmured, her breath hot and damp against skin that had never been breathed on by another person. “Every man does. They just don’t know it yet.” Then she went to work properly.

Flat tongue laving across him in long, deliberate strokes. Base to taint and back. Again. Again. Each pass making the ring of muscle relax fractionally, making the pleasure deepen from shocking novelty into something sustained and building. The sensation was obscene. Overwhelming. A pleasure he hadn’t known existed, hadn’t imagined wanting, and now couldn’t imagine stopping. Her tongue was impossibly warm, impossibly wet, and she used it with the same dedicated expertise she brought to everything sexual.

She shifted technique. Pointed her tongue and traced circles around the rim, spiraling inward with agonizing precision. Tighter circles. Smaller. The tip of her tongue tracing the exact edge of his hole where the nerve endings were densest. Then she pressed. Pushed inside. Just the tip, her tongue stiffening into a point and breaching him. The penetration was slight but the sensation was nuclear. His entire lower body clenched with pleasure so intense it bordered on pain, every muscle from his abs to his thighs locking rigid.

“Rosalind,” he gasped. Not a protest. A prayer.

She moaned against him in response, and the vibration of her voice traveled through her tongue directly into his ass. She pushed deeper. Fucked him with her tongue in tiny, probing thrusts, each one making his cock jerk in Sable’s mouth, each one sending a pulse of pleasure radiating outward through his pelvis.

And above her, Sable continued. Deepthroating him with growing expertise, her newly trained throat working his shaft in rhythmic swallowing contractions while Rosalind’s filthy, expert tongue worshipped his ass with the devotion of a woman who’d found her newest obsession. Sable’s spit-slicked lips sealed around his base, her nose pressed to his pelvis, and she held him there while her throat worked. Drew back for a gasping breath. Plunged down again.

The dual sensation was unlike anything Theron had experienced. Sable’s tight throat pulling at his cock from above, the wet heat and rhythmic muscular pressure and the feeling of being completely enclosed in her trained mouth. While below, Rosalind’s tongue pushed deeper into his ass, circling and licking and probing with enthusiastic skill that turned his spine to liquid. Two women worshipping him from opposite ends. His cock swallowed to the root. His ass eaten with shameless hunger. Every nerve ending in his lower body firing simultaneously.

“Fuck,” he managed. The most eloquent thing his brain could produce.

Rosalind hummed agreement against his hole, the vibration traveling through her tongue into places that didn’t need vibration to feel incredible but were now feeling even more incredible. She gripped his thighs harder, pulled them wider, buried her face deeper between his cheeks, her tongue circling and pressing and penetrating with the relentless dedication of someone who intended to make this man lose his mind.

“He’s close,” Sable gasped between strokes, reading the tension in his thighs, the way his cock was swelling even thicker in her mouth, the pre-cum flooding across her tongue with each pulse. “I can feel him throbbing.”

“Keep going,” Rosalind ordered, her voice muffled against his ass. “Full depth. Hold him in your throat when he cums. Swallow everything.”

Sable took him to the root. Held. Her throat constricted around him in a swallowing motion that her body was still learning to control but that felt like liquid silk rippling along his entire shaft. Her eyes streamed. Her fingers dug into his hips. She held.

Rosalind pushed her tongue deeper, circled the inner rim once, twice, then pressed against a spot just inside that sent a bolt of white-hot pleasure straight through his prostate and up his spine and—

Theron came.

Not the usual build-and-release. Something that started at the base of his spine and detonated outward like a shockwave. His cock pulsing in Sable’s trained throat, thick spurts of cum shooting directly into her esophagus while her throat muscles clenched around him in involuntary swallowing contractions. Rosalind’s tongue worked through every second of it, pressing and circling and penetrating, each lick adding another wave to an orgasm that kept going and going, pulse after pulse, his balls drawing tight and emptying with a force that made his entire body shake.

Sable swallowed. Kept swallowing. Each contraction of her throat drawing another spurt from his pulsing cock. Most of it went straight down. But his orgasm outlasted her capacity. The final spurts flooded her mouth faster than she could take them, and thick ropes of cum escaped past her lips, dripping down her chin in white streaks, landing on her perky honey-dark breasts, trailing along the slope of her dark nipples.

She pulled off gasping. Face drenched. Eyes streaming. Cum and spit coating her chin and chest and the tops of her tits. But GRINNING. Triumphant. Wiping a strand of cum from her lower lip with her thumb and sucking it clean.

Rosalind gave one final, lazy, lingering lick across his twitching hole and sat back on her heels, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Her lips were swollen and wet. Her expression was pure satisfaction. The specific kind she wore after a job she was particularly proud of.

“Full deepthroat AND you swallowed,” she said to Sable. “That’s graduation, sweetheart.”

Sable looked down at herself. Cum on her chin. Spit on her tits. Tears still drying on her cheeks. And she laughed. A real laugh. Not the shy giggle from months ago. The laugh of a woman who’d discovered what she was capable of and liked what she found.

“I did it,” she said again, softer. “Every inch.”

“And I found a new hobby.” Rosalind’s eyes locked onto Theron’s with provocative warmth. “That ass of yours, boss, is magnificent. I could spend hours back there and not get bored.”

“That was incredible.” Theron searched for words that weren’t just profanity. Failed.

“The rimjob?” She said it the way she said everything about sex. Matter-of-fact, unapologetic, enthusiastic. “Most men don’t know they want it until they feel it. You reacted better than most. We’ll be doing that again.”

He didn’t argue. His entire lower body was still humming with aftershocks.

Sable cleaned up with a warm cloth, wiping cum from her chin and chest with the efficient motions of a professional. But her eyes kept drifting to Theron with an expression that wasn’t professional at all. Tender. Hungry. A warmth that had been building for weeks and was now written across her face in neon.

Rosalind noticed. Of course she noticed. She noticed everything about Sable, the way a mother notices her child’s moods but with an added layer of sexual awareness that their particular dynamic made unavoidable.

After Sable excused herself to wash up properly, Rosalind leaned against the wall, arms crossed under her still-bare breasts, and studied him.

“She’s ready,” she said. The playful tone was gone, replaced by something sincere and almost maternal. “Not just her throat. She’s ready for more.”

“More?”

“She’s not just a worker, Theron. She’s falling for you. Has been since the teaching session. Maybe before. The way she talks about you when we’re alone… she’s not describing an employer. She’s describing someone she wants to belong to.”

“Like Elara?”

“Differently. Elara chose you from innocence. Sable is choosing you from experience. She’s fucked dozens of men professionally and she’s choosing YOU personally. That means something different. Something harder to earn.”

She pushed off the wall. Began dressing, pulling the blouse over her head, the fabric immediately straining against her generous chest. “Don’t make her wait too long. She’s seen every alternative and she’s choosing you anyway. That kind of loyalty doesn’t break.”

She left him in the back room with the echoes of what they’d done still traveling through his body.

He climbed the stairs to his room, where no one was waiting because it wasn’t anyone’s scheduled night, and lay in the dark with Rosalind’s words bouncing around his skull. On one side of his room, Mirelle’s bed creaked in the familiar rhythm. On the other side, silence from Celia’s room. Downstairs, Rosalind’s soft laughter filtered through the floorboards as she and Sable settled into their shared quarters.

He fell asleep to the sound of his household breathing. All of them close. All of them his.


Chapter 5: Hargest’s Office

The Civic Hall was everything the Prancing Stag wasn’t. Clean lines, polished stone, the kind of architecture designed to remind visitors that institutions were permanent and people were not.

Theron dressed carefully. Not his tavern clothes. Not the practical tunics and leather boots of a working owner, but the best outfit he owned, purchased from Lysa’s shop with tip money he’d saved during a particularly profitable week. Simple but well-cut tunic in dark blue, proper trousers, boots that had been polished for the first time in their existence. Celia had inspected him before he left with the critical eye of a woman who’d once thrown a shoe at his head and now cared deeply about his sartorial presentation.

“You look like a merchant,” she’d said. “Good. Don’t look like a tavern boy. Look like someone who belongs in an office.”

“I own a tavern.”

“You own a trading operation. Start acting like it.”

The clerk at the front desk directed him to the second floor. Alderman Hargest’s office was at the end of a corridor lined with identical doors, each bearing a brass nameplate. The whole building smelled of ink and old parchment and the stale scent of quiet authority that bureaucracies emit like a scent.

He knocked. A thin voice said, “Enter.”

Hargest’s office was neat the way a crypt is neat. Everything in its place, nothing alive. A desk of dark wood, polished to a mirror sheen. Shelves of bound ledgers, each labeled with year and function. A map of Amoria on the wall, commercial zones marked in different colors with pins for licensed establishments. Theron spotted Provision Lane. Spotted the pin that was probably the Stag.

The man behind the desk matched his office. Mid-fifties. Thin-lipped. Sharp-eyed behind spectacles that he probably didn’t need but wore because they made him look more official. Hair receding from a high forehead. Hands folded on the desk as if he’d rehearsed the pose.

Not evil. Not warm. Just functional. A component of the city’s machinery, doing what machinery does.

“Mr. Ashwick.” He gestured to the chair. “Please sit. Thank you for appearing promptly. Many do not.”

Theron sat. Made sure his posture was straight, his expression neutral, his hands visible and relaxed on his knees. Celia had coached him: don’t fidget, don’t argue, don’t get emotional. Listen more than you talk. Let him reveal his cards first.

“I received your letter,” Theron said. “I’m here to understand the nature of the complaints.”

Hargest opened a folder. Inside: several pages of handwritten notes. Someone’s complaint, described in detail. Theron couldn’t read them upside down, but he recognized the thoroughness.

“Complaints have been filed regarding your establishment’s supplementary services,” Hargest said. “Specifically: the construction of a partition with an aperture in what was previously a storage room, accessible via a side-alley entrance. The employment of women who provide sexual services to anonymous clients through said aperture. And the operation of private rooms where similar services are rendered for direct compensation.”

Every detail accurate. The gloryhole dimensions. The alley entrance. The back rooms. Someone had walked through the Stag and catalogued it like an inspector.

Vincent. During his wine delivery. The bastard had been doing reconnaissance while pretending to count barrels.

“We serve food and drink,” Theron said calmly. “Our employees earn tips for companionship. The storage room modifications were for inventory management purposes.”

Hargest looked at him over his spectacles. The look said: we both know that’s horseshit, and you know that I know, so let’s skip the performance.

“Mr. Ashwick. I’m not a moralist. My office doesn’t concern itself with what consenting adults do in private. My concern is commercial licensing. Your establishment operates under a standard tavern license. Tavern licenses authorize the sale of food, drink, and temporary lodging. They do not authorize the operation of sexual commerce.”

“I see.”

“The complaint is detailed and specific. If investigated and confirmed, which it would be since I suspect the description is accurate, I would be compelled to issue a license amendment with mandatory cessation of non-authorized services, or, failing compliance, proceed to full license revocation.”

He delivered this with the emotional engagement of a man reading a grocery list. This wasn’t personal. It was procedural.

“What are your terms?” Theron asked. Direct. No dancing.

“Cease all sexual commerce within thirty days. Close the aperture. Remove the side entrance. Convert the back rooms to their original function. If compliance is achieved, the matter is closed. If not…” He let the implication hang.

Thirty days. The number from the letter confirmed.

“And if I were to operate under a different type of license?” Theron asked.

Hargest’s hands unfolded. He blinked. Not dramatically, not with surprise, but with the subtle recalibration of a bureaucrat who’d expected a different conversation. Most tavern owners who received his letters either panicked or blustered. Theron was doing neither.

“What type of license did you have in mind?”

“Trading post. Under Merchant Guild charter.”

The pause was brief but meaningful. Hargest leaned back slightly. “Trading posts operate under Guild jurisdiction. Different licensing authority. My office has oversight of taverns, inns, and entertainment venues. Trading posts with hospitality services fall outside that scope.”

“So if I were a licensed trading post…”

“My authority over your establishment would be limited. Significantly limited. But you’d need to demonstrate active inter-city trade. Import-export documentation. Guild registration. Not theoretical. Operational.”

“And if I had all that?”

Another pause. “Then this conversation would be academic.”

Theron nodded. Stood. Extended his hand, which Hargest shook with the automatic reflex of institutional courtesy.

“Thank you for your time, Alderman. I appreciate your clarity.”

“Mr. Ashwick.” He called him back as Theron reached the door. “The thirty-day window is fixed from the date of the letter. Not from today. You’ve already lost two days.”

“Twenty-eight days,” Theron confirmed. “I’m aware.”

“Then I wish you efficient use of them.”

Theron couldn’t tell if he was being kind or sardonic. With bureaucrats, it was often both.

The corridor outside Hargest’s office was empty. He took three steps toward the stairs before he heard voices from the direction he’d come. Turned the corner.

Vincent Morell.

Walking toward Hargest’s office from the other end of the hall, dressed in his usual merchant finery. The clothes of a man who spent more on his appearance than his wine cellar. Dark hair with silver at the temples, the face of someone who’d been handsome in his twenties and had been coasting on the memory ever since.

They locked eyes at fifteen paces. His stride faltered. Just for a moment. Then the smirk settled into place. That calculated charm-mask he wore like armor.

“Morning, Vincent.” Theron kept walking past him. Casual. Unbothered. “Nice weather for a stroll.”

His smirk tightened. “Enjoy the next thirty days, boy.”

“I plan to enjoy every single one.”

Theron didn’t look back. Didn’t need to. Vincent’s expression was burned into his peripheral vision. The satisfaction of a man who believed he’d won, flavored with just enough uncertainty to make Theron smile.

Vincent thought Hargest was his sword. Let him think that. Let him meet with the alderman and gloat and plan the destruction of a business he didn’t understand and couldn’t compete with.

By the time he realized what was happening, it would be too late.

Outside the Civic Hall, the morning sun hit Theron like a blessing. Amoria sprawled in every direction. The harbor where the trading fleet would dock in three weeks. The Trade Plaza where Friday dancers spun under lanterns. Provision Lane where the Stag waited for its master to return with a battle plan.

Twenty-eight days. The ritual had to come first. Maren had asked for two weeks, but he’d push for sooner. Her belly was showing enough. Lysa would have to accept what was available, because every day of waiting was a day closer to Hargest’s deadline. Once the affinity was his, he’d load Maren’s vegetables onto a hired cart and make the Velmoor run. One day each way through Thornhaven Wood. Sell at markup, get the documentation stamped by the elven trade-master, and bring home the proof the Merchant Guild needed. Then Celia would take over. She’d file the charter with that mechanical precision of hers, and they’d pray the Guild processed it before the clock ran out. And if it didn’t? Wrenfeld’s formal objection. Two paths to the same destination.

He walked home through streets that felt sharper than they had this morning. The threat was real but manageable. The enemy was clever but predictable. And he had something Vincent never had and never would: a household of women who functioned as a management team, a brothel, a trading operation, and a family.

All at the same time. All for one man who still couldn’t quite believe his luck.

Celia met him at the tavern door. She’d been waiting. He could tell from the way she was positioned, leaning against the frame with forced casualness and a ledger tucked under her arm.

“Well?”

He described the meeting. Hargest’s terms. The thirty-day window, now twenty-eight. The trading post loophole confirmed.

She nodded along, making mental notes with the precision of someone who’d remember every word and probably critique his phrasing later.

“I expected this,” she said. “The trading post conversion is standard. Hargest has seen it before. His revocation rate is low because most competent operators pivot before the deadline.”

“Then why did he bother with the letter?”

“Because someone complained. Specifically and in detail. He’s obligated to respond. The letter is as much paperwork for his office as it is a threat to us.” She paused. “Vincent forced his hand. But Hargest might not be invested in the outcome.”

“Wrenfeld said something similar.”

“Smart man. For a guard captain.”

They went inside. The tavern was alive with afternoon prep. Mirelle in the kitchen preparing the evening’s menu. Elara setting tables with her usual bright energy. The muffled sounds of Sable’s afternoon shift filtering through the walls.

Business as usual. The machine running smoothly while its owner fought to keep it legal.

Theron sat at the bar and started writing. Not the charter documentation. Celia would handle that with her usual thoroughness. He scratched out a rough timeline on the back of a napkin. Push Lysa for the ritual by the end of the week. Get the affinity. Hit the Velmoor road immediately after, bring back trade documentation. File the charter by day ten. That left eighteen days of buffer for Guild processing and whatever catastrophe the universe decided to throw at him.

Tight. But achievable. If nothing went wrong.

Something always went wrong.

But today wasn’t the day for pessimism. Today was the day for planning, preparation, and the quiet satisfaction of knowing that the enemy had shown his hand and Theron held better cards.

He finished his ale. Checked the ledger. Counted the day’s take. A hundred and thirty-one sovereigns. Above average. The Stag was healthy.

Tonight: Elara’s room. She’d been distracted lately. Nauseous in the mornings, more tired than usual. He’d hold her. Kiss her. Fuck her however she wanted.

Twenty-eight days. He could do this.


Chapter 6: Maren’s Hunger

Maren opened the door before Theron could knock.

She was already flushed. Her copper hair loose around her shoulders, catching the lamplight from behind her like a halo of fire. Those emerald eyes, the ones that always looked at him with an appetite that bordered on predatory, were practically incandescent tonight. She wore a simple house dress that clung to her curves, and she was breathing like she’d been running.

She hadn’t been running.

“I’ve been wet since breakfast,” she said. “Get inside. Now.”

She grabbed his wrist and pulled him through the door with the kind of urgency that made his cock stiffen before he’d crossed the threshold. The house was quiet. Orin’s room was dark, the younger children presumably at Brynn’s for the evening. Maren had planned this. She always planned.

“The hormones,” Theron said.

“The hormones are trying to murder me.” She was already tugging his tunic over his head as they moved down the hallway. “I woke up aroused. I stayed aroused through morning inventory. I was aroused while sorting carrots. CARROTS, Theron. That’s how bad it is. Even the vegetables are suggestive now.”

She shoved him into the bedroom. The same bed where she’d birthed and fucked through her wild marriage to Dane. The sheets were already turned down. A candle flickered on the nightstand. She’d prepared.

“Six weeks along,” he said. “Is this normal?”

“Dane used to say I was insatiable during pregnancies. He wasn’t exaggerating.” She yanked her dress over her head in one motion. No undergarments underneath. Nothing between her and the candlelight.

Theron’s breath caught.

Her body was changing. Not visibly yet, not at six weeks, but the early signs were unmistakable to someone who’d been mapping her curves for months. Her breasts were fuller, heavier than their usual DD magnificence, the nipples darker and more prominent. They hung with the particular weight of growing milk glands, pendulous and ripe when she moved. Her hips seemed wider, though that might have been his imagination responding to what he knew was happening inside her. Her stomach was still flat, the pregnancy hidden entirely within, but her skin there seemed to glow with a warmth that hadn’t been present before. The beginning of something.

“Stop staring and start fucking,” Maren said.

She didn’t wait for him to finish undressing. She pushed him onto the bed, climbed on top of him while he was still kicking his boots off, and ground her hips against his through his trousers with the desperate friction of a woman who’d been building toward this moment for hours.

Her pussy left a wet streak across the fabric. She was soaking. Dripping. The pregnancy hormones had turned her body into a furnace of need that radiated heat through every point of contact.

“You did this to me,” she gasped, grabbing the waistband of his trousers and pulling them down with more force than finesse. His cock sprang free, already hard, already leaking pre-cum. She wrapped her hand around it and squeezed. “You put a baby in me and now I can’t think about anything except cock. Orin can barely keep up. You’d better not run out on me.”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

“Prove it.”

She rose up on her knees, positioned his cock at her entrance, and dropped.

No warm-up. No foreplay. No gradual easing. Just the sudden, overwhelming grip of her soaking cunt swallowing his entire length in one aggressive motion. She was so wet that the penetration was frictionless, her arousal flooding around his shaft as she sank, a glide of liquid heat that bottomed out against her cervix with a jolt that made them both groan. Her slickness dripped down his balls, soaked into the sheets beneath them.

“Fuck yes,” she hissed, already moving. Her hips rolled with the practiced confidence of a woman who knew exactly what angle she needed and how to get it. Each roll ground her clit against his pelvis, and the friction made her breath stutter. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, heavy and taut, nipples dark and jutting. She grabbed his hands and pressed them against those gorgeous, pregnancy-engorged tits, molding his fingers around the soft heavy flesh. “Squeeze. Harder. They’re so sensitive right now I could cum just from you touching them.”

He squeezed. Dug his fingers into the pliant weight of her DD breasts, feeling the new fullness, the tender heaviness of milk glands beginning their work. His thumbs rolled across her darkened nipples and she arched back with a sound that was half-moan and half-scream, her pussy clenching around him like a fist as the sensation shot through her aching breasts straight to her core. Her riding became faster, more aggressive, her wide hips slamming down against his with wet, meaty impacts that made the bed frame protest and sent shockwaves through the curves of her ass and thighs.

“This is YOUR fault,” she panted, gripping his shoulders for leverage, her nails digging half-moons into his skin. “You knocked me up and now deal with the consequences. My pussy has been dripping since sunrise. My tits ache if a breeze hits them. I need cock three times a day and I’m not even showing properly yet.” She slammed down hard, taking him to the root, grinding in a slow circle that made them both shudder. “So fill me up and don’t you dare stop until I tell you to.”

Theron thrust up to meet her, gripping her wide hips with both hands, his fingers sinking into the generous flesh, driving deep into the slick heat of her pregnant body. She was incredibly tight. The pregnancy was doing something to her internal muscles, making them grip and pull with each stroke in ways that felt deliberately designed to drain him dry. Her pussy squeezed him on every upstroke, released on every downstroke, a milking rhythm that was half-conscious skill and half-involuntary pregnancy response.

“Harder,” she demanded. “Don’t treat me like glass. I’ve pushed five babies out of this body. Your cock is not going to break anything.”

He gave her harder. Planted his feet on the mattress and drove up into her with force that made her tits bounce wildly, slapping together and apart with each thrust. Made her copper hair fly in tangled waves across her freckled shoulders. Made the headboard slam against the wall with rhythmic authority that anyone passing Maren’s house would hear and recognize.

Her pussy was making obscene sounds. Wet, squelching, the unmistakable music of a woman so aroused that her body was overproducing lubrication. Each thrust displaced fluid that dripped down his shaft, pooled at the base of his cock, soaked the sheets beneath them.

Maren came first. Screaming. Her orgasm hit like a detonation, her entire body clenching and shuddering, pussy spasming around his cock in rhythmic waves that gripped and released with crushing intensity. She threw her head back, freckled chest flushing crimson, the flush spreading up her neck and across her face, and let the sound tear out of her without any attempt at restraint. Her pussy clenched so hard around him that his cock ached from the pressure, each spasm trying to milk cum from him whether he was ready or not.

Louder than she’d ever been. The pregnancy was amplifying everything. Every nerve ending oversensitized. Every orgasm detonating with multiplied force. Her juices flooded around him in a warm gush, her body releasing everything at once.

She didn’t stop moving. Didn’t slow down. Rode through the orgasm and kept going, grinding her engorged clit against his pelvis with the relentless hunger of a woman whose hormones had turned arousal into a biological imperative. Her pussy still twitching with aftershocks around his cock while she chased the next peak.

“Again,” she gasped. “I need to cum again. Don’t you dare stop.”

Theron flipped them. Maren landed on her back with a surprised gasp, her red hair fanning across the pillow in copper waves, her pregnant belly a gentle slope between them. He hooked her thick thighs over his arms, spreading her wide, her swollen pussy glistening in the candlelight, and drove into her from above. The new angle pressed the head of his cock against her front wall with each deep thrust, grinding across a ridge of swollen tissue that made her entire body jolt.

Her eyes rolled back. “There. RIGHT THERE. Oh fuck, that’s the spot, don’t you dare move away from that spot.”

He didn’t move away from the spot. He hammered it with steady, measured force, each thrust a deliberate grind against her G-spot that made her breath catch and her thighs shake in his grip. He watched her face contort with escalating pleasure, watched her full breasts shake with each impact, the warm flesh rippling with each collision of his pelvis against hers. Watched the subtle curve of her belly flex as her abs tightened toward climax, the skin taut and warm and glowing.

“I’m carrying your baby,” she whispered, and the words were different now. Not the playful teasing from before. Raw. Unguarded. Her hands found his and pressed them against her belly, forcing him to feel the firm warmth of her womb while his cock pushed deep inside her. “Look at me. I’m carrying your child inside me while you fuck me. Your cock right there, pushing against where your baby is growing. You OWN this body, Theron. You put life in it.”

The filth of it. The reality of it. His cock buried in a woman who was pregnant. Maybe with his child. Maybe with Orin’s. Fucking her while new life grew inside her. His hands on the belly that contained both his cum and his potential offspring. The breeding talk had always been Elara’s domain, the fantasy of impregnation. This was the other side. The REALITY of it. A woman already bred, already swelling, already carrying the proof of what his cock could do, and still spread beneath him demanding more.

He fucked her harder. Drove into her pregnant pussy with deep, grinding strokes that made her tits bounce against her chest, made the wet sounds of their joining echo through the bedroom, made the bed slam against the wall with every thrust. Her pussy was drenched, his cock coated in her slickness, the friction producing sounds that were almost musical in their obscenity.

Maren came again. Harder than the first time. Her pussy clamped down on him with crushing force, her thick thighs trembling violently against his arms, her inner walls spasming in rapid contractions that gripped and released his cock with desperate, milking intensity. Her scream rattled the windows. Her back arched off the bed, lifting her belly toward the ceiling, her entire body bowing with the force of it. Tears streaked from the corners of her eyes. Not from pain. From the overwhelming intensity of an orgasm magnified by everything growing inside her into something that bordered on unbearable, her pussy gushing around his cock, soaking his thighs.

“Inside me,” she gasped, wrapping her legs around him, her heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him as deep as anatomy allowed. “Fill me up. You can’t get me MORE pregnant. So give me everything. Every drop. I want to feel your cum flooding where your baby is.”

Theron buried himself to the hilt and let go. His cock swelled and pulsed inside her, thick heavy ropes of cum flooding her pregnant pussy in rhythmic spurts that he felt from the base of his spine to the tip of his cock. Filling her already-occupied womb with seed that served no reproductive purpose but felt like claiming. Marking. Declaring ownership of a body that was already his with every hot pulse that shot from his cock into her deepest places.

Maren held him there. Her legs locked behind his back like iron. Her pussy working him with those internal muscles she controlled like a weapon, squeezing in deliberate rhythmic waves that pulled every last drop from his cock. She felt every pulse, every spurt of heat flooding her insides, and whispered encouragement through each one.

“So much. I can feel it. Hot inside me. Right where the baby is. That’s it. Give your pregnant woman every last drop. Fill me until it’s dripping out.”

His cock kept pulsing. She kept squeezing. The orgasm extended beyond the usual, drawn out by her muscular control and by the primal satisfaction of cumming inside a woman who was already carrying his potential child.

They collapsed together. Tangled in sweat-dampened sheets, breathing like they’d run a race. Maren’s heavy breasts pillowed against his chest, her pregnant belly pressed warm against his stomach. Her copper hair was everywhere, sticking to both of them.

“Every week until this baby comes out,” she said into his shoulder. “Maybe every day. I’m serious about the hormones, Theron. This is only going to get worse. Or better. Depending on your stamina.”

“I’ll keep up.”

“You’d better.” She lifted her head, eyes still burning with that unsatisfied hunger that pregnancy had installed in her like a permanent fixture. “Because at twelve weeks I’m going to want it twice a day. And at twenty weeks, three times. Dane used to hide from me during the third trimester.”

“I won’t hide.”

“Smart man.” She kissed him. Deep and slow and possessive. Her tongue tasting like wine and woman and something new. Something fertile.

She pulled back and studied his face. “Speaking of Lysa.” She shifted gears the way she always did. Mid-sentence. Post-orgasm. Totally unruffled. “The ritual. My pregnant belly as the admission ticket to elven trade routes.”

“Dane would have been stripping you out of your dress before Lysa finished explaining.”

Her grin softened into something warmer. More genuine. “He’d have pulled up a chair and offered commentary. ‘Angle your tongue left, love, she likes that.’ The man had zero shame and infinite enthusiasm.” She traced a circle on his chest. “I’ll do it. But not this week. Let me be further along. Let the belly become something worth worshipping. Two weeks, like we discussed.”

“We might need to move faster. Hargest is on a thirty-day clock.”

Her expression sharpened. “What clock?”

He told her about the letter. About Hargest and Vincent and the licensing threat. About the trading post solution and the Velmoor timeline. She listened with the focused intensity of a woman who’d run a business alone for years and understood institutional threats at a molecular level.

“Vincent.” She said the name like she was tasting something spoiled. “That man has been circling like a vulture since Marcus died. I’ve seen it. The way he looked at Elara. The way he looks at your tavern. He wants what he can’t have, and when he can’t have it, he destroys it.”

“Not this time.”

“Not this time,” she agreed. She touched her belly. “Two weeks. I’ll be showing enough by then. Lysa will get her spectacle. You’ll get your affinity. And Vincent will get what he deserves.”

“Which is?”

“Irrelevance. The most painful punishment for a man whose entire identity depends on mattering.”

She was right. About all of it.

Theron kissed her forehead. Then her tender breasts, one after the other, his lips lingering on her darkened nipples until she gasped and pushed his head away.

“If you start that again, you’re not leaving until morning. And you have a tavern to run.”

“I also have a pregnant woman who needs attention three times a day.”

“That’s a future problem. Tonight’s problem is your nineteen-year-old stamina versus my late-thirties hormones.” She smirked. “I think we both know who’s going to win.”

He dressed reluctantly, stealing glances at her naked body sprawled across the bed. Copper hair fanning across the pillow. Full breasts resting against her sides. The gentle curve of her belly. Freckles scattered across her chest like a constellation.

At the door, she called after him. “Theron.”

He turned.

“Two weeks. Then Lysa gets her spectacle.” She touched her belly. “And you get your trade route.”

She closed the door with a smile that promised everything and demanded more.

Theron walked home through dark streets with his mind spinning. The Velmoor timeline. Hargest’s clock. Lysa’s ritual. And somewhere beneath all the strategic calculation, the memory of Maren’s pregnant body, the way her belly had felt under his hands, the way she’d whispered you put this baby inside me while his cock was buried in her.

The breeding talk with Elara flashed through his mind unbidden. The “fill me up” and “put a baby in me.” Every night. For months.

Fantasy. Just fantasy.

Right?

He walked faster.


Chapter 7: Elara’s Window

Late afternoon. The tavern hummed with its usual pre-evening rhythm. A handful of D-rank adventurers nursed ales and wounds from a morning sewer-delve. Mirelle’s cooking filled the air with the smell of roasting mushrooms. Celia was in the back doing inventory, ledger in one hand and counting sacks of grain with the other.

Theron needed oil for the gloryhole hinges. Torven had specified a particular type. It was stored in the viewing niche, in a small cabinet beneath the one-way window. A two-minute task.

He crossed the hallway toward the concealed door. The entrance was disguised as a supply closet. Three feet by two feet of hidden space that gave a full view into the working room through ground glass imported from the dwarven glassworks at Ironridge. Expensive. Worth every sovereign.

The concealed door was slightly ajar.

Theron paused. He hadn’t left it open. Nobody used the niche during afternoon hours. Rosalind’s shift didn’t start until the fifth bell, and Sable was helping Elara clean tables in the—

Elara was supposed to be cleaning tables.

He pushed the door open another inch. Slowly. Silently.

Inside the narrow niche: Elara.

She was kneeling in the cramped space. Her back to him. Her face pressed close to the viewing panel, breath fogging the glass with each quick exhale. One hand was braced against the wall for balance.

The other hand was under her skirt.

On the other side of the pane: Rosalind. With a client. A muscular dock worker with a sun-darkened chest and scarred forearms, the kind of man who hauled cargo all day and needed release by afternoon. He’d paid his six sovereigns and was getting his money’s worth.

Rosalind was on her knees. Professional. Enthusiastic. Loud. Her massive soft tits were bare, bouncing with each forward motion as she took the dock worker’s thick cock in her mouth with the expert, sloppy technique she’d perfected over a decade of service. Her lips stretched wide around him, cheeks hollowing with each suck, her tongue visibly working the underside of his shaft through her distended cheek. Spit ran down her chin in thick strands and dripped onto her heavy breasts, pooling in her cleavage, making her skin glisten. She gagged deliberately, the wet, choking sound filling the room, and then went deeper, swallowing him to the root with the casual ease that Sable was still working toward. Her nose pressed against his pelvis. Held. Her throat bulged. She pulled off with a gasp and a cascade of saliva, then dove back down.

The dock worker groaned. His hand fisted in Rosalind’s honey-blonde hair, pulling her head forward, fucking her mouth.

And Elara watched.

Her fingers moved between her legs with frantic, urgent strokes. Her skirt was hiked up around her waist, her pussy exposed to the dim air of the niche, and Theron could see her fingers sliding through glistening folds, circling her clit, dipping inside herself. Her arousal was visible, coating her fingers, her inner thighs slick with it. Her breathing was ragged, punctuated by tiny whimpers she was trying to suppress. Her hips rocked against her own hand in unconscious rhythm, matching the pace of Rosalind’s bobbing head on the other side of the glass.

She was completely absorbed. Transfixed. Not by the client. Not by the cock. By the act itself. By Rosalind’s shameless enthusiasm. By the wet sounds of expert oral sex. By the raw, naked sexuality happening three feet away, separated only by a sheet of dwarven crystal.

Theron watched Elara watching Rosalind.

The double voyeurism. Him watching her watching someone else. His innocent Elara, the cheerful waitress, the girl who blushed when customers complimented her smile, kneeling in a supply closet with her fingers buried in her soaking pussy while she watched a prostitute deepthroat a dock worker. The layers of observation, desire, and arousal stacking on top of each other until the air in the cramped niche felt electric.

His cock hardened instantly. Painfully. Straining against his trousers so hard that the fabric creaked.

He could announce himself. Should announce himself. This was his viewing niche, his business, his employee using unauthorized access to watch another employee service a paying client while masturbating in what was essentially a supply closet.

Instead, he watched.

Beyond the pane, Rosalind pulled the dock worker’s cock from her mouth, strings of spit connecting them in glistening threads. She looked up at him with those jade-green eyes, pupils blown wide with genuine arousal. “How do you want to finish?”

“Inside,” the dock worker grunted.

Rosalind grinned. Stood, stripped her skirt in one motion, bent over the bed, and presented her plump ass with the inviting posture of a woman who loved being taken from behind. The dock worker positioned behind her, gripped her wide hips, and drove in.

Rosalind moaned. Deep and real. Not performance. When she was this wet, this into it, there was no performance. Just genuine pleasure.

On Theron’s side of the glass, Elara’s hand moved faster. Two fingers plunging inside herself, her thumb grinding against her clit, her wrist pistoning with frantic speed. Her small body trembled. She was close. He could see it in the tension of her spine, the way her shoulder blades pressed together beneath the thin fabric of her dress, the way her thighs were shaking, the desperate little sounds she couldn’t quite swallow escaping from behind her bitten lip.

The dock worker pounded Rosalind. She pushed back to meet each thrust with enthusiastic force, her soft tits swinging beneath her in wide arcs, her moans climbing in pitch. Through the glass, the sound was muted but unmistakable. The wet slap of flesh on flesh. Rosalind’s throaty encouragements. The dock worker’s grunts.

Elara came.

Silently. Her entire body locked rigid, every muscle in her petite frame going taut. Her jaw clenched so hard the tendons stood out in her neck. Her free hand gripped the window frame with force that would leave splinters under her nails, her knuckles bone-white. Her pussy clenched around her own fingers in rhythmic, visible spasms, her thighs pressing together and shaking, her hips bucking against her hand in involuntary jerks. Her arousal dripped from her fingers onto the niche floor. She shuddered through it, riding wave after wave, her eyes never leaving the sight of Rosalind being fucked on the other side of the glass, watching the dock worker drive into that plump body while her own orgasm crashed through her petite frame with silent, devastating force.

She gasped. Came down. Her fingers sliding wetly from between her legs, glistening. Opened her eyes.

And saw Theron standing behind her in the niche.

She froze.

Her face went from flushed to crimson in the space of a heartbeat. Her hand withdrew from under her skirt, glistening. Her cornflower-blue eyes were wide with shock, shame, arousal, and fear in a kaleidoscope that kept shifting.

Caught. Completely caught.

Long pause. The only sound was Rosalind’s continued moaning through the glass and Elara’s ragged breathing in the niche.

Then: “How long have you been watching me?”

“Long enough.”

“Are you angry?”

Theron stepped closer in the narrow space. Pressed his hard cock against her ass through their clothes. Let her feel exactly how angry he was.

“Does this feel angry to you?”

She exhaled sharply. Pressed back against him. A reflex, an instinct, her body responding to his before her brain could process the shame.

“I… I should have asked permission.”

“Yes.”

“It’s been a week. I’ve been sneaking in here for a week. Watching Rosalind. Watching Sable. Every time they have a client, I come here and I watch and I…” She swallowed. “I get so aroused I can barely stand. I can’t explain it. I don’t want to DO it. I don’t want to be on that side of the glass. I don’t want anyone’s cock but yours. But WATCHING…”

Her voice trailed into a moan as Theron pressed harder against her. On the far side, the dock worker was reaching his climax, thrusting deep into Rosalind with grunting urgency. Rosalind arched back, taking every inch, her expression pure ecstasy.

“Watching makes you wet,” Theron said.

“So wet I soak through my dress. Sable caught me changing my undergarments last week and I couldn’t explain why they were drenched in the middle of the afternoon.”

Three times. Three separate times over the past months, she’d said the gloryhole sounded “interesting, not for me, but interesting.” Celia had predicted it: “She’ll try it eventually. She tries everything eventually.”

But Celia was wrong about what Elara was trying. Not the gloryhole itself. Not the anonymous service. Not the cock-through-the-wall that Rosalind and Sable handled with professional pride.

The WATCHING.

All those times she’d said “not for me.” She’d been right. Being on that side WAS not for her. She didn’t want to service strangers. She didn’t want anonymous cocks. She wanted what she already had. Theron’s cock. Theron’s bed. Theron’s cum inside her.

But she wanted to WATCH others do what she wouldn’t. And watching turned her on more intensely than anything she’d experienced.

Voyeurism. That was her kink. Not exhibitionism like Mirelle. Not competition like Celia. Not the professional obsession Rosalind thrived on. Elara’s arousal came from observing. From being a secret witness to someone else’s pleasure. From the forbidden thrill of seeing something she wasn’t supposed to see.

Through the window, the dock worker came. Buried deep in Rosalind, groaning, his hips jerking as he emptied inside her. Rosalind cried out with her own orgasm, milking him, her body shaking with genuine satisfaction. Cum began dripping from where they were joined before he even pulled out.

Elara’s breathing had quickened again. Her ass pushed back against Theron’s cock with unconscious rhythm. She was watching the cum drip and getting aroused again. Already. Still.

“Then we watch together,” Theron said. His mouth against her ear. His cock a rigid line pressing between her ass cheeks through fabric. “And I fuck you while we watch.”

Her entire body shuddered. Not from cold.

“Yes,” she whispered. “God, yes.”

Through the glass, Rosalind was cleaning up. The dock worker was pulling on his trousers, face slack with satisfaction. He left through the alley door. Rosalind stretched, wiped her face with a warm cloth, and began preparing the room for her next client.

She had no idea she’d just been watched by two people. No idea that her enthusiastic professionalism had triggered something in the sweet innocent blonde who served tables upstairs.

Theron pulled Elara gently back from the window. Turned her to face him in the narrow space. Her eyes were still glazed with arousal, her lips parted, her small body trembling with need.

“Tonight,” he said. “Sable has a client scheduled for the sixth bell. We use the niche. Together.”

“Together.” She said it like a prayer.

“You watch. I fuck you. We share it.”

“I want that.” Her voice was thick with wanting. “I want that so much.”

He kissed her. She melted into it, her small breasts pressing against his chest, her pussy grinding against his thigh with shameless need. Her fingers, still damp from her own orgasm, gripped his shoulders.

“Tonight,” she repeated. “Promise me.”

“I promise.”

She kissed him once more. Hard. Desperate. Then straightened her dress, checked her hair, wiped her hand on her skirt, and slipped out of the niche with the practiced stealth of someone who’d been sneaking in here for a week.

Theron stood alone in the viewing niche. His cock throbbing. His mind racing.

The girl who whispered “breed me” every night. The innocent. The sweet one who hummed while she worked and blushed when customers complimented her smile.

She’d been sneaking into a voyeur closet and masturbating to live sex shows for a week.

And he was going to make it their thing.

Tonight. The sixth bell. Sable’s shift.

Theron left the niche, retrieved the oil he’d originally come for, and went back to the tavern floor. Elara was already there, setting tables with her usual bright energy, humming a song he didn’t recognize. She caught his eye across the room. Blushed. Smiled.

Looked down at the table she was wiping.

Looked back up at him.

Her eyes dropped to his waist, then snapped back up, cheeks burning.

Tonight.

The anticipation was going to kill him before the sixth bell arrived.


Chapter 8: Watching Together

The sixth bell.

Theron stood in the hallway outside the concealed niche door. His cock was already half-hard. Had been since the afternoon, when he’d watched Elara watch Rosalind and discovered something about his innocent lover that changed the geometry of their relationship.

Footsteps on the stairs. Light. Quick. Elara descended from the upper floor in bare feet, nightgown abandoned in favor of a simple shift dress she could pull up easily. No undergarments. She’d come prepared.

Her honey-blonde hair was braided loosely, the way she wore it for bed. Her cornflower-blue eyes were enormous in the dim hallway light. Pupils dilated. Breathing already quickened.

“Is she starting?” Elara whispered.

“Any minute.”

They slipped into the niche together. Three feet by two feet of cramped, concealed space. Barely enough room for one person. Two was pressing their bodies together whether they intended to or not.

They intended to.

Beyond the viewing panel: the working room, softly lit by a single lantern. Sable was arranging the bed linens, her wild dark curls bouncing as she moved, caramel skin glowing in the warm light. She wore a loose cotton shift that she’d already partially unlaced, the curve of her C-cup breasts visible in the gap. She moved with growing confidence now. Not the shy apprentice from months ago. A young woman comfortable in her workspace.

The alley door opened. Sable’s client entered.

A young adventurer. D-rank by his equipment. Nervous. Barely older than Sable herself. He stood in the doorway with his hands shoved in his pockets and his eyes locked on her body with the intensity of a man seeing something he’d only imagined.

“Come in,” Sable said gently. “Close the door.”

He did. Fumbling with the bolt. She approached him with a small smile, took his hands from his pockets, placed them on her waist.

“First time?” she asked.

He nodded. Couldn’t speak.

“That’s okay. I’ll take care of you.”

In the niche, Elara pressed her face close to the glass. Her breath fogged it. Theron stood directly behind her, his chest against her back, his cock pressing through fabric against the curve of her ass. In the cramped space, there was nowhere else to be.

Sable undressed the adventurer. Slowly. Carefully. His tunic first, revealing a lean young body with a few bruises from his latest delve. His trousers next, and his cock sprang free. Hard. Eager. Dripping pre-cum.

Sable’s shift joined his clothes on the floor. She stood naked before him. Slim waist, full C-cup breasts high and firm on her chest, dark nipples tight, the lithe dancer’s body that clients requested specifically. Her warm brown skin gleamed in the lantern light, exotic against the pale walls.

“You’re beautiful,” the adventurer breathed.

“Thank you.” She took his cock in her hand. Stroked gently. “Lie down.”

Elara’s breathing quickened. Her hand reached back, finding Theron’s hip, pulling him closer. She could feel his cock pressing against her ass through their clothes, and she wanted more contact. More friction.

Theron slid his hand down her side. Found the hem of her shift dress. Pulled it up slowly, exposing her bare thighs, her hips, the round curve of her tight little ass with nothing between his hand and her skin.

She gasped. Pressed back against him.

Through the window: Sable climbed onto the bed, straddling the young adventurer. She guided his cock to her pussy and sank down onto him with a soft moan. He grabbed her hips. She began to move. Slow at first. Teaching him the rhythm the way Rosalind had taught her.

“She’s so confident now,” Elara whispered. “Remember when she first moved in? She could barely look at anyone.”

“She’s changed.”

“We all changed.” Elara’s voice was thickening with arousal. “But she’s the one I can’t stop watching. The way she moves. The way she enjoys it. Really enjoys it, not pretending.”

Theron’s fingers slid between Elara’s thighs from behind. She was soaking wet. Not damp. Not moist. Dripping. She was slick with arousal that had been building since the afternoon discovery, building through the hours of anticipation, building through every second of watching Sable undress that nervous adventurer.

He pressed two fingers against her slit. She bit her lip to keep quiet.

“Quiet,” he whispered. “The glass isn’t soundproof.”

She nodded frantically. Pressed her hand against her mouth. But when he slid a finger inside her, the moan escaped through her fingers like water through a cracked dam.

On the far side: Sable was riding the adventurer with growing enthusiasm. Her technique had improved markedly. Confident hip rolls, deliberate angle shifts, her hands bracing against his chest while she worked. Her dark curls bounced. Her perky tits swayed with each motion.

The adventurer was losing his mind. His face contorted with pleasure he’d never felt before. His hips bucked upward to meet Sable’s rhythm. His hands gripped her thighs with desperate force.

Elara was watching all of it. Her eyes wide and unblinking, her face pressed close to the glass, her body clenching around Theron’s fingers as the visual stimulation fed directly into her arousal.

“I need you inside me,” she whispered. “Now. While we watch.”

Theron freed his cock. In the cramped niche, there wasn’t room for finesse. He pressed Elara against the window, bent her forward slightly, hiked her dress up to her waist. Her bare ass pushed back against him, small and tight and perfect in the dim light. Her pussy was so wet that when his cock slid between her thighs, the head found her entrance without guidance. Her slickness coated him instantly, hot and abundant, smearing along his shaft. Just instinct, alignment, and the desperate mutual need of two people about to fuck while watching someone else do the same thing three feet away.

He pushed inside her.

Elara’s gasp was sharp. Strangled. She gripped the window frame with both hands, bracing herself, her forehead pressed against the glass. Her tight little pussy stretched around his cock, gripping him with that familiar, snug heat that always made his breath catch. From this position she could see everything in the working room. Every detail of Sable riding the adventurer, every bounce of her perky breasts, every expression of pleasure on both their faces.

And from behind, Theron filled her completely. His cock buried to the base inside her tight, soaking heat while they both watched the live show playing out on the other side. He could feel her wetness running down his shaft, dripping onto his balls. She was more aroused than he’d ever felt her. The voyeurism had her body running hotter than anything he’d experienced with her before.

“Oh god,” Elara breathed. “This is… I can’t…”

“Watch,” he said against her ear, his hands gripping her slim hips. “Keep your eyes on them. Don’t look away.”

She did. She couldn’t have looked away if she’d tried. The double stimulation was overwhelming. Theron’s cock stretching her pussy, filling her with each slow, deep stroke, while Sable’s body moved on the other side of the glass. The muffled sounds of sex from the working room blending with the wet, slick sounds of Theron driving into Elara in the niche. Two acts of fucking happening simultaneously, separated by a pane of ground dwarven glass. Sable’s moans filtering through the wall. Elara’s desperate, suppressed whimpers answering them.

Beyond the pane: Sable’s pace increased. She was close. Theron could see it in the way her back arched, the way her jaw clenched and her chin dropped toward her chest, the way her hands gripped the adventurer’s shoulders with white-knuckled force. Her golden-brown skin was sheened with sweat. Her dark nipples were stiff and prominent.

In the niche: Elara clenched around him. She was matching Sable’s rhythm unconsciously, her body synchronizing with what her eyes consumed. When Sable sped up, Elara pushed back harder against Theron, impaling herself deeper on his cock. When the adventurer’s groan carried through the thin barrier, Elara whimpered and her pussy squeezed him in a spasm of sympathetic arousal.

“She’s going to cum,” Elara whispered. Narrating. Analyzing. Her voyeuristic instinct translating observation into arousal with ruthless efficiency. “Look at her face. She’s right there. See how she’s grinding? Her clit on his pelvis. She found the spot. Oh god, she found it.”

Her commentary was making everything hotter. Hearing Elara describe someone else’s approaching orgasm while his cock was buried inside her, feeling her pussy clench with each observation, was a kink he hadn’t known he possessed.

Theron matched his thrusts to the scene through the window. When Sable drove down hard, he drove into Elara hard. When the adventurer gripped Sable’s hips and held her still, Theron gripped Elara’s hips and held her still. Mirroring. Syncing. Making Elara feel what Sable was feeling through the proxy of his cock.

The forced silence amplified everything. Every sensation heightened by the need to stay quiet. Elara biting her arm to muffle the sounds she couldn’t contain, teeth pressed into her own flesh, tears leaking from the effort of restraint. Theron’s hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave finger-shaped bruises on her pale skin. The wet slide of his cock into her drenched pussy sounding obscenely loud in the tiny enclosed space, each thrust producing a slick, squelching noise that seemed deafening.

In the working room: Sable came.

Her back arched. Her mouth opened in a silent cry that became an audible moan, loud enough to penetrate the glass. Her pussy clenched visibly around the adventurer’s cock, her whole body shuddering with the force of an orgasm that was genuine, unpracticed, real. Not performance. Not professionalism. The real thing, wrung from a body that had learned to find pleasure in its work. Her tits bounced with each convulsion. Her tawny thighs trembled around the adventurer’s hips.

The adventurer watched Sable orgasm with stunned wonder. Then his face contorted. He thrust up hard, once, twice, burying himself deep, and came inside her. His cock pulsing, filling her, his groan low and guttural and utterly satisfied. He held himself buried to the hilt and Theron could see his hips jerking with each spurt, pumping into Sable’s spasming pussy. When he finally softened and slipped out, cum leaked from Sable’s swollen, reddened pussy in a thick white trickle, dripping down her inner thigh and pooling on the sheets.

Elara watched the cum drip. Watched it ooze from Sable’s well-fucked pussy, thick and white against her caramel skin. Saw it pool on the sheets in a glistening puddle. Her own pussy clenched around Theron so hard he saw stars, a vise-grip of arousal triggered by the visual of another woman freshly filled with cum.

And she came.

Silently. A full-body detonation that locked every muscle rigid, her jaw clamped shut, her eyes wide and unblinking and fixed on the cum still leaking from Sable’s thoroughly used pussy. She convulsed around Theron’s cock, her tight channel gripping and releasing in rhythmic spasms that milked him with desperate, involuntary force. Her petite body shook against the glass. Her knees buckled. Only the window frame and Theron’s grip on her hips kept her upright while the orgasm tore through her small frame in wave after relentless wave.

Her orgasm triggered his.

He buried himself deep and let go. Cock swelling and pulsing inside Elara’s convulsing pussy, flooding her with thick ropes of cum while they both watched the afterglow of Sable’s encounter through the glass. He leaned forward, his chest against her trembling back, his mouth against her ear, whispering the words she needed to hear. The words that made her pussy clench even harder around his spurting cock.

“Maybe this time. Maybe right now. I’m cumming so deep inside you.”

She whimpered. Pushed back against him with desperate force, taking every fraction of an inch deeper. Her pussy worked his shaft in rhythmic squeezes, pulling at him, demanding every drop. Her flat stomach pressed against the window frame where their child might already be growing.

“Yes,” she breathed, her voice breaking. “Cum inside me. Every drop. Don’t waste any. Fill me up. I want your baby. I’ve always wanted your baby. Give it to me.”

He pulsed inside her. Again. Again. Each spurt of cum shooting deep inside her. She held perfectly still, letting him empty completely, her inner muscles working him with rhythmic, deliberate squeezes that milked the last drops from his cock while tears of overwhelming pleasure streaked down her cheeks.

The same words she’d whispered a hundred times. But Maren was confirmed pregnant. Elara had been nauseous in the mornings. Her breasts were tender. She hadn’t noticed the pattern yet, or hadn’t let herself name it.

None of that mattered right now. Pressed against the window, filled with his cum, she just needed him. What she always needed. His cock, his seed, the certainty that her body belonged to him completely.

On the other side: Sable climbed off the adventurer. Cleaned him up with a warm cloth. Collected payment. He dressed and left through the alley door, walking like a man who’d just discovered religion.

Sable stretched. Yawned. Began preparing the room for the next client. She had no idea she’d just had an audience. No idea that her genuine orgasm had triggered two more on the other side of the glass.

In the niche: Theron pulled out slowly. Cum dripped from Elara’s pussy down her inner thigh. She didn’t clean it up. Didn’t want to. She turned in the narrow space, face flushed, eyes brilliant with post-orgasmic glow.

“That was the best orgasm of my life,” she said. No exaggeration in her voice. Pure statement of fact. “I want to do this every time she works.”

“We can arrange that.”

“Every time Rosalind works too. I want to watch her. She’s different from Sable. More intense. More experienced. The way she moves…” Elara shivered. “I want to see everything. And I want you inside me while I see it.”

Theron brushed damp hair from her face. Kissed her forehead. “This is yours. The niche. Our place. Nobody else uses it for this.”

She leaned into his touch. Then pulled back with sudden intensity. “I know what you were worried about. That I’d want to be on the other side. I don’t. I never did. I said ‘not for me’ and I meant it. I don’t want strangers. I don’t want anonymous cocks. I want YOUR cock and I want to WATCH while you give it to me.”

“Our arrangement,” Elara said, adjusting her dress, smoothing it down over the cum still wet on her thighs. “When Sable or Rosalind have clients, we use the niche. I watch. You fuck me. We share the experience.”

“Deal.”

She smiled. That innocent, radiant smile that had charmed adventurers since the day she started serving drinks. The smile that looked like it belonged on a choir girl, not on a woman who’d just orgasmed while watching a sex worker drain a stranger.

“I love you,” she said.

“I know.”

“I love that you didn’t judge me. For the watching.”

“Why would I judge you?”

“Because Mama would be horrified. Celia would call me a pervert. Maren would probably approve, but still.”

“Maren would definitely approve. She’d probably ask to join.”

Elara laughed. Clean and bright and happy. The sound bounced off the narrow walls, bright and warm and entirely too loud for a closet-sized space where they’d just committed acts that would scandalize the entire Sacred District.

She slipped out first. Back to the hallway, back to the tavern floor, back to being the cheerful blonde waitress who hummed while she worked and blushed when customers complimented her. Nobody would know what she’d been doing in the supply closet.

Nobody except Theron.

And the cum slowly making its way down the inside of her thigh while she served ale to a table of C-rank adventurers who had no idea that the pretty girl pouring their drinks was leaking her lover’s seed from a pussy that had just detonated watching live sex through a one-way window.

Lucky bastard, Theron thought, not for the first time.

Lucky, lucky bastard.


Chapter 9: The Velmoor Clock

Twenty-four days remained on Hargest’s deadline, and Theron called his first formal strategy meeting.

Not in the main hall where customers might walk in. In the kitchen. After hours. The door locked, the windows shuttered, the candles burning low. The inner circle assembled around Mirelle’s heavy prep table like generals around a war map, except the map was Celia’s ledger and the war was bureaucratic.

“The timeline.” Celia laid out a sheet of parchment she’d ruled with neat columns. Dates on the left, tasks in the middle, responsible parties on the right. She’d been up since dawn preparing this. Theron could see the faint shadows under her eyes, but her voice was sharp as a blade. “Twenty-four days. Four phases. No margin for error.”

Rosalind sat at the far end of the table, her chair tipped back, arms crossed under her breasts in a way that pushed them into breathtaking prominence even through her blouse. She’d come from the back room still faintly flushed from her last client. Didn’t seem to notice, or didn’t care.

Mirelle stood at the stove, because Mirelle couldn’t sit still during serious conversations. She stirred something that didn’t need stirring, her full breasts swaying beneath the sheer corset, her jaw set. She’d survived twenty years of Marcus’s decline. She was not going to let a bureaucrat take her home.

“Phase one,” Celia said. “Complete Lysa’s ritual to gain elf-kin affinity. Theron needs the mark to pass through Velmoor’s gates. Without it, the trade route doesn’t exist.”

“Maren is willing,” Theron said. “She wants two more weeks to be further along, but I’ll push for one. Eight weeks should show enough belly for Lysa.”

“Push harder,” Celia said. “We can’t afford two weeks of waiting. Every day we delay compresses the back end of the timeline.”

“Lysa’s requirements are specific. Her arousal powers the transfer. If she’s not satisfied with the subject, the magic might not take, or might not last the full thirty days.”

“Then bring Maren to Lysa’s shop early. Let Lysa see her. If the half-elf says the belly is sufficient at seven and a half weeks, we go immediately. If she says wait, we negotiate a compromise. Three days, not seven.”

Theron nodded. Celia was right. Waiting was a luxury they couldn’t afford.

“Phase two,” she continued. “The Velmoor trade run. One day’s travel each way through Thornhaven Wood. Theron leads with a hired cart loaded with Maren’s vegetables. Documentation from the elven trade-master constitutes proof of active inter-city trade.”

“Who runs the tavern while I’m gone?” Theron asked. “Two days minimum.”

“I do,” Mirelle said from the stove. “The kitchen, the floor, the scheduling. I managed this place for Marcus for years. I can manage it for two days without you.”

“The girls and I handle the back rooms,” Rosalind added. “Sable and I know the routine. Client flow won’t drop. Revenue won’t suffer.”

“And the ledger?” Theron looked at Celia.

“I manage the ledger whether you’re here or not.” Her tone suggested this was too obvious to warrant asking.

“What about heavy lifting? Supply deliveries?”

“Orin.” The name came from Mirelle, surprisingly. “He’s been helping Maren with her shop. He’s strong. He can handle morning deliveries and barrel-moving for two days.”

Orin. Maren’s godson. The boy Theron had facilitated into a sexual relationship with his own godmother. Now volunteering for manual labor at the tavern. The web of connections kept expanding in unexpected directions.

“He should come with me to Velmoor,” Theron said. “The road through Thornhaven has bandits. Gareth’s crew watches the treeline. I’ll have the elf-kin mark, which should give us passage, but muscle doesn’t hurt.”

“Orin’s not a fighter,” Mirelle pointed out.

“He’s got a strong back and a cart to drive while I handle the trading. Two people on the road are safer than one.”

“Phase three,” Celia said, steering them back. “Merchant Guild charter filing. I will handle the documentation. Proof of trade from Velmoor, existing commercial license, financial statements, and the Guild application form.” She tapped her ledger. “The financial statements are already prepared. I reformatted them according to Guild standards three days ago.”

Theron stared at her. “Three days ago? Before we even knew about Hargest’s letter?”

“I’ve been reading about trading post conversions since Lysa first mentioned the Velmoor route. It seemed prudent to have the paperwork ready.” She didn’t blush. Didn’t apologize. Just looked at him with those cool grey-blue eyes that said of course I prepared for a contingency you hadn’t thought of. I’m Celia.

“Processing time?” Theron asked.

“Seven business days is standard. But the Guild is a bureaucracy. Delays happen. Which is why we need phase four.”

“The contingency.”

“Captain Wrenfeld files a formal Watch objection to any proposed license revocation. Under city law, a contested revocation requires a public hearing. Hearing scheduling takes fourteen days minimum. Combined with the existing deadline, that buys us an additional two weeks.”

“But it also makes everything public,” Rosalind said, leaning forward. Her expression was serious, the playful mask dropped. “A hearing means the whole city knows what we do in the back rooms. That’s not necessarily bad for business, but it invites scrutiny we might not want.”

“It’s a last resort,” Theron agreed. “We use it only if the charter gets delayed.”

“The charter won’t get delayed.” Celia’s voice carried absolute conviction. “I’ll camp outside the Guild clerk’s office if necessary.”

She probably would.

Mirelle set a pot of tea on the table. Nobody had asked for tea. She’d made it anyway, because that was what Mirelle did during crises. She fed people. Caffeinated them. Kept the household running with herbal remedies and perfectly seasoned soup.

“What about Vincent?” Mirelle asked, pouring cups with the steady hands of a woman who’d served ale to adventurers fresh from death. “He’s not going to sit still while we outmaneuver him.”

“Vincent can’t do anything we haven’t already planned for,” Celia said. “His only weapon was Hargest, and Hargest gave us the playbook himself. If Vincent tries to block the Guild charter, he’d need contacts inside the bureaucracy. That costs money and favors, and Vincent’s been spending both on Hargest.”

“Don’t underestimate him,” Theron said. “He’s cornered. Cornered men do stupid things.”

“Stupid things we can handle.” Rosalind’s grin returned. “Clever things are the problem. And Vincent isn’t clever. He’s smooth. There’s a difference.”

Theron looked around the table. His war council. His management team. His lovers, every one of them, sitting around a kitchen table planning the defense of a business that had started as a failing tavern and was now an empire in miniature.

Mirelle poured tea with steady hands while rattling off supply logistics. Celia’s pen hadn’t stopped moving, her cool gaze translating strategy into columns and deadlines. Rosalind leaned back with the calculating ease of a woman who’d survived four fleet seasons on the harbor and could read a market better than any merchant.

His war council doubled as his bed rotation, and somehow each of them brought exactly what the business needed to survive.

“Revised timeline,” Theron said. “I visit Lysa tomorrow. If she’ll accept Maren at seven and a half weeks, we do the ritual within five days. Velmoor run on day seven or eight. Charter filed by day ten. That gives us eighteen days of buffer.”

“I’ll have the Guild application drafted by tomorrow morning,” Celia said.

“I’ll coordinate with Maren on the vegetable supply for the trade run,” Mirelle added. “She can have a cart loaded within two days of notice.”

“And I’ll make sure the back rooms are profitable enough to pay for any emergency expenses.” Rosalind stretched, her blouse pulling taut across her chest. “Fleet season is in two and a half weeks. If we can hold out until then, the revenue surge alone makes us untouchable.”

The meeting broke up after another hour of detail work. Supply lists. Contingency plans. Revenue projections. Celia’s pen never stopped moving, filling ledger pages with the precise calculations that had become the Stag’s nervous system.

As they dispersed, Theron caught Celia’s arm in the hallway.

“Three days ago,” he said. “You had the Guild paperwork ready three days ago.”

“Preparedness isn’t paranoia.” She didn’t pull away from his grip. Didn’t lean into it either. Classic Celia. Giving nothing, taking nothing, waiting for him to make the next move.

“It’s impressive.”

Something flickered behind her sharp gaze. The competitive fire. The need for validation she’d never fully outgrown. “More impressive than Elara’s tip record?”

“Different kind of impressive.”

“Different.” She said the word with the specific weight of someone who’d spent months hearing it. You’re different. Never better. Never worse. Different. The word that was supposed to comfort but always felt like consolation.

“I couldn’t run this business without you,” Theron said. “Elara’s tips keep the floor profitable. Mirelle’s cooking keeps customers coming back. Rosalind’s professionalism built the back-room revenue. But you built the SYSTEM. The tracking. The projections. The paperwork that’s going to save us from Hargest.”

She looked at him. For a long moment, the cold mask dropped completely. Beneath it: not hunger, not competition, not the tsundere who’d once screamed that she was better than her sister. Naked relief. The expression of a woman realizing she was valued for more than her ass or her willingness to take his cock in it.

“Tomorrow,” she said. “I’ll have the application ready. And Theron?”

“Yeah?”

“When this is over. When the charter is filed and Vincent is beaten and the business is safe.” She paused. “I want to talk about something. Something personal.”

“Personal how?”

“You’ll find out when the business is safe.” She pulled her arm free. Walked to her room. Turned at the door. “Don’t forget. Elara’s night tonight. Third night is mine.”

The competitive fire hadn’t gone anywhere. Just redirected.

Theron stood in the hallway for a moment, processing. Celia wanted to discuss something personal after the crisis. She’d prepared Guild paperwork three days before anyone knew they’d need it. She was tracking his sexual schedule with the same precision she applied to the ledger.

Celia was planning something.

He couldn’t tell what. But he’d learned by now that when Celia planned, the results were either spectacular or terrifying.

Usually both.

He went to Elara’s room. She was awake, sitting on her bed in the nightgown, a book in her lap that she wasn’t reading. Her eyes found his immediately. Bright. Alive. Still carrying the afterglow of the viewing niche.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi.”

“Is Sable working tomorrow afternoon?”

“I can check the schedule.”

“Check the schedule.” Her eyes darkened. “And then come back here and make me cum while we wait for tomorrow afternoon.”

He checked the schedule. And he came back. And he made her cum.

The breeding talk was different tonight. Softer. Less performance, more reality. As if the viewing niche had stripped away a layer of pretense, revealing the genuine desire beneath the dirty words.

“I want your baby,” she whispered while he moved inside her. “I really, actually want your baby. Not just as a fantasy. As real life.”

He came inside her. She held him there. And for a moment, in the darkness, they were just two people who loved each other and wanted to build something that would last.

Twenty-four days. And somewhere in the city, Vincent was sitting across from Hargest, probably smiling that practiced smile, confident the trap had already closed.

Let him smile. Smiles didn’t file charters.


Chapter 10: Mirelle After Hours

The tavern closed at midnight. The last D-rank adventurer stumbled out, his delve-wounded leg dragging slightly, his coin purse lighter by twelve sovereigns. Mirelle collected his empty tankards and wiped the table with practiced efficiency, her heavy breasts swaying beneath the sheer corset with each sweep of her arm.

Theron locked the front door. Then paused with his hand on the side entrance.

Left it unlocked.

Mirelle noticed. She always noticed. Those warm hazel eyes tracked the movement of his hand, the deliberate absence of the bolt sliding home, the gap between locked and not-locked that changed everything.

“You forgot the side door,” she said.

“Did I?”

They looked at each other across the empty tavern. Every candle still burning. Every lantern lit. The main hall blazed with warm light, empty tables and chairs casting long shadows across the floor. The air smelled of spilled ale and roasted mushrooms and the lingering musk of a room where people had been drinking and touching and wanting for hours.

Mirelle set down the tankards. Slowly. Her hands moved to the laces of her corset. Not to tighten them, as she would for sleep. To loosen them.

“You drove me insane tonight,” Theron said.

“I drove three C-rank adventurers insane.” She pulled one lace free. The corset loosened, and her full breasts shifted, pressing outward against fabric that was barely containing them even when properly laced. “Two of them had visible erections at their table. That scarred swordsman couldn’t stop staring at my tits while he drank. He missed his mouth twice.”

“And you loved it.”

“Every second.” Another lace. The corset gaped open. One generous breast threatened to escape, the dark circle of her nipple visible at the fabric’s edge. “When I leaned over to refill his ale and he looked straight down my dress… I was so wet I was afraid it would show through my skirt.”

She pulled the final lace.

The corset fell open. Her breasts spilled free with the heavy, swaying motion of natural 38DD cups that had never needed support to be magnificent. Large nipples, already hard from the cool air and from the conversation that was heading exactly where both of them wanted it to go. Her skin flushed pink across her chest, the color spreading down from her neck in the way it always did when arousal overcame propriety.

She stood behind the bar. Thirty-eight years old. No underwear beneath her skirt. Her bare tits fully exposed in the main hall of the tavern she’d managed for years. The hall where customers sat. Where adventurers drank and ogled and fantasized about exactly this.

“The side door is unlocked,” she said.

“Is that a problem?”

Long pause. Her breathing quickened. Those hazel eyes, half-lidded and smoky, darkened with a hunger that had been growing since she’d discovered what she was. Not just a MILF. Not just a mother. An exhibitionist. A woman whose deepest arousal came from being seen. Being wanted. Being the center of attention in a room designed for attention.

“No,” she said. Her voice dropped to a register that vibrated through Theron’s chest. “That is not a problem.”

He crossed the hall. Rounded the bar. She was waiting, leaning against the back counter, her topless body on full display in the blazing candlelight. Every curve illuminated. Every inch of her generous figure catching light and shadow in ways that made his cock so hard it actually hurt.

“Someone could walk in,” she whispered.

“Yes.”

“A late customer. A guard doing rounds. Orin coming to collect something for Maren.”

“Yes.”

“And they’d see me. Like this. Your employee. Your lover. The mother of the two women you’re also fucking. Standing behind the bar with her tits out.”

“They’d see more than that.”

He dropped to his knees in front of her. Pushed her skirt up around her waist. Nothing underneath, as he’d known, as had been true every day since she’d stopped wearing smallclothes weeks ago. Her pussy was glistening. The lips swollen and flushed dark pink, already parted and slick with arousal, her clit visibly engorged and peeking from its hood. She was wet enough that the slickness had already spread to her inner thighs. Her scent hit him before his mouth did. Warm and musky and female, the concentrated arousal of a woman who’d been dripping since the first customer stared at her chest.

Theron pressed his mouth against her. Dragged his tongue flat and slow from her entrance to her clit in one long, deliberate lick that tasted her fully. She grabbed the edge of the bar behind her with both hands, her knuckles going white, her heavy tits heaving as the first contact of his tongue on her aching clit sent a shockwave through her body that made her hips jerk forward.

She was loud.

Deliberately loud. Not muffling. Not restraining. Moaning with full-throated abandon in the main hall of the tavern with the side door unlocked and every candle burning. The sound echoed off the walls, off the ceiling beams, off the mounted stag head above the cold fireplace. The sound of a woman being eaten out behind the bar she served customers from twelve hours a day, her pussy on display in the spot where she tallied tips and poured ale.

“Right there,” she gasped, one hand leaving the bar to grip his hair. Fingers twisting in his dark brown locks, pulling him closer. Harder. Grinding her pussy against his mouth with desperate rhythm, her powerful legs bracketing his head. “Don’t stop. Right there. Fuck, right there. Suck my clit. Just like that.”

He sucked. Drew her clit between his lips and flicked it with the tip of his tongue. She sobbed with pleasure. He pushed two fingers inside her while he licked, curling them upward, finding the spot that made her knees buckle. She was so wet his fingers slid in without resistance, her pussy clenching around them immediately, her walls hot and slick and desperately responsive.

She came in under a minute.

Eight years of celibacy had left her body perpetually primed. Every orgasm still hit like an explosion, the accumulated pressure of years of nothing detonating through sensitized nerve endings. Her thick thighs clamped around his head, the soft flesh of them crushing his ears. Her pussy spasmed around his fingers and against his tongue in rapid, rhythmic contractions. She screamed. Actually screamed. Full volume, reverberating through the empty tavern, rattling the glasses on their hooks, loud enough to carry through the unlocked side door into the alley beyond.

Anyone walking past would have heard. Would have heard a woman screaming in pleasure at the Prancing Stag at midnight. Would have known exactly what was happening.

The thought made her wetter. Her pussy flooded his mouth with fresh arousal, her orgasm extending as the exhibitionist thrill amplified every sensation.

Theron stood. Lifted her onto the bar. She went willingly, eagerly, spreading her full thighs wide on the polished wood, her bare ass on the surface where tankards and coin piles normally rested. Her tits were at his eye level now, swaying with her quickened breathing, nipples impossibly hard.

He freed his cock. Rock-hard, throbbing, the head slick with pre-cum. It jutted toward her like a compass finding north. She looked down at it, then up at him, and her expression was the purest thing he’d ever seen on her face. Pure want. Pure need. Pure hunger for something she’d been denied for so long and now couldn’t get enough of. Her eyes tracked from his cock to his face and her tongue swept across her lower lip.

“Fuck me here,” she said. “Where I serve customers every day. Where those adventurers stare at my tits and imagine exactly this. In the middle of the room I’ve worked in for years. On the bar where I pour their ale.”

He gripped her thighs, spread them wider, positioned himself at her dripping entrance, and entered her in one firm stroke.

The bar was the perfect height. Her pussy swallowed him to the base in a single hot glide, her walls parting around his cock with slick, welcoming heat. She was so wet that the penetration produced an obscene squelching sound that echoed through the empty hall. She wrapped her thick legs around his waist and pulled him deeper, locked her ankles behind his back, her powerful thighs squeezing his hips, trapping him inside her with the possessive strength of a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and refused to let it escape.

“Harder,” she demanded. “Let the whole street hear what you do to me.”

Theron gripped her wide hips, his fingers sinking into the soft generous flesh, and drove into her with force. The bar shook with each impact, the heavy wood groaning under the rhythmic assault. Tankards that hadn’t been put away rattled in their hooks. A bottle of ale on the back shelf vibrated toward the edge and toppled, landing behind the bar with a thud neither of them acknowledged.

Mirelle threw her head back. Her chestnut hair, streaked with silver, cascaded down her back. Her enormous tits bounced violently with each thrust, heavy and hypnotic, the soft flesh rippling with each collision, catching candlelight across their curves with each wild oscillation. Her large nipples were swollen and dark, tracing arcs in the air as her breasts swung. Her mouth was open, sounds pouring from her without filter or shame. Moans and gasps and half-words and his name, over and over, filling the tavern with the unmistakable soundtrack of a woman being fucked exactly the way she needed.

“Everyone sits here,” she gasped between thrusts. “Everyone drinks here. And I’m going to cum here. On YOUR cock. In OUR tavern.”

The exhibitionist’s ultimate fantasy. Sex in the most public space she inhabited. Not in a bedroom with the door closed. Not in the storage room behind locked doors. On the bar. In the main hall. With the side entrance unlocked and every candle ablaze and her voice carrying through walls that separated the tavern from the street.

“I can feel them,” she whispered. Not the imaginary watchers. Something else. “I can feel all those eyes. All those men who wanted me. Who tipped me. Who stared at my breasts and imagined this exact moment. I can FEEL them watching even though they’re not here.”

“They’re watching,” Theron said, playing the game, feeding the fantasy. “Every adventurer who ever dropped coins to look down your dress. They’re watching you cum on my cock.”

“Good.” She clenched around him, her pussy gripping so tight he groaned. “Let them watch. Let them see what they can’t have. Because this body…” She cupped her own breasts, pressing them together, her thumbs circling her hard nipples. “This body is YOURS. And I’m DONE being invisible.”

Theron drove deep. Buried to the hilt. Held. His cock pressed hard against her cervix, his pelvis grinding against her throbbing clit. Watched her face contort with the building pressure of an orgasm that was going to be enormous. Her mouth open. Her eyes unfocused. Her big tits heaving with each ragged breath.

“Never again,” he agreed. And thrust.

She came so hard the ale glasses rattled on their shelf.

Her entire body convulsed, her pussy clenching in rhythmic waves around his cock, each contraction gripping him with crushing intensity and then releasing with a flood of wet heat. Her legs locked around his waist with force that would bruise his ribs. She screamed his name into the empty tavern with a volume that was genuinely alarming, the sound bouncing off every surface, her full tits shaking with each convulsion, her back arching off the bar until only her shoulders and ass touched the wood.

The orgasm ripped through her like nothing she’d felt before. Wave after wave of clenching, spasming, sobbing pleasure. A woman reclaiming the most public space she knew with raw animal sex and the absolute certainty that she was wanted. Her pussy gushed around his cock, her juices flooding down his shaft and pooling on the bar beneath her ass, soaking into the polished wood where customers would rest their elbows tomorrow.

Theron came with her. His cock swelling inside her convulsing pussy and erupting, thick pulses of cum flooding her insides while her spasms milked him with desperate involuntary force. Each contraction of her pussy pulled another spurt from him, her body draining him with the hungry efficiency of a woman who’d been starved for this. Her thick thighs trembled against his sides. Her screams echoed and faded and echoed again in the empty hall. He gripped the bar for support because his own legs were threatening to give out, his cock still pulsing inside her, still filling her with cum that began to leak around his shaft and drip onto the bar beneath them.

They stayed locked together for a long moment. His cock softening inside her. Her breathing gradually slowing from desperate gasps to deep, satisfied breaths. Her warm chest rising and falling against his.

Then she pulled him closer. Wrapped her arms around his neck. Buried her face against his shoulder.

“Thank you,” she murmured against his skin. “For claiming me. For giving me back the parts of myself I buried.”

“They were never gone, Mirelle. Just waiting.”

She pulled back. Those hazel eyes, usually warm with suppressed longing, were now warm with something simpler and more powerful. Satisfaction. Completeness. “Eight years I cleaned this bar and pretended I didn’t want to be thrown across it. You walked in and knew before I did.”

She touched his face. Her palm warm, slightly rough from kitchen work.

Theron kissed her palm. “You didn’t make it easy to miss.”

Mirelle laughed. Genuine and free and louder than her orgasm, ringing through the tavern with the kind of joy that sounded like it had been building for years.

They climbed down from the bar together. Mirelle adjusted her skirt, pulled the corset closed without lacing it, leaving her breasts barely contained behind the gap. Theron locked the side door. This time properly.

“Next time,” Mirelle said, heading toward the stairs. “Leave the FRONT door unlocked.”

“You’re serious.”

“Dead serious. I spent eight years invisible. I never want to be invisible again.”

She disappeared up the stairs. The sound of her bedroom door closing was followed, minutes later, by the faint creaking of her bed. Not from masturbation. From rolling over. Settling in. Falling asleep with the deep satisfaction of a woman who’d been thoroughly, completely, publicly fucked.

Theron stood behind the bar. The surface was damp. The glasses were still rattled from their hooks. The whole hall smelled like sex.

Tomorrow, customers would sit here. Adventurers would drink ale from this bar. They’d look at Mirelle in her corset and imagine exactly what had happened on this surface.

None of them would know.

But she would.


Chapter 11: Sable’s Promotion

Theron waited until after her shift.

He could have done this during the afternoon lull, between clients, during one of the quiet moments when Sable sat in the back room braiding her wild dark curls and humming to herself. But this wasn’t a work conversation. It needed to happen somewhere that wasn’t a workspace. Somewhere that meant something different.

His room.

He found her in the hallway, freshly washed, wearing the simple cotton wrap she changed into after her shifts. Her caramel skin glowed from the warmth of the bath. Auburn highlights in her dark curls caught the lantern light as she turned.

“Hey,” she said, with the casual smile she’d developed over weeks of growing confidence. Not quite Rosalind’s knowing grin. Something younger. More tentative. Still learning what her face could do when she stopped being afraid.

“Come upstairs,” he said. “My room. I want to talk.”

The smile faltered. Just slightly. A flicker of uncertainty crossing those amber eyes. She’d been to the back room with him for sessions. She’d knelt beside Rosalind while they both serviced him. But his personal room? The room where Elara and Celia and Mirelle took their turns? That was different territory. That was where lovers went, not employees.

“Okay,” she said. Quiet. Careful.

She followed him up the stairs and through his door. His room was simple but comfortable. The bed where he’d deflowered Elara, where Celia demanded validation, where Mirelle’s volcanic orgasms shook the walls. A desk. A chair. The ledger Celia had forced him to maintain. The window overlooking Provision Lane.

Sable stood just inside the door, her arms wrapped around herself. Protective. The body language of someone who’d learned young that rooms you didn’t know were rooms you had to be careful in.

“Sit.” He gestured to the bed. She sat on the very edge, knees together, hands in her lap. The wooden bird figurine she kept on her shelf downstairs was clutched in her fingers. She’d brought it. A comfort object. A piece of childhood she carried into uncertain moments.

Theron pulled the desk chair across from her and sat.

“Rosalind told me something,” he said. Direct. No preamble. Sable deserved directness, not the smooth manipulation Vincent would have used or the careful seduction he’d practiced on others.

Sable’s caramel skin flushed darker. She knew. Of course she knew. Rosalind and Sable lived together, worked together, shared everything. If Rosalind had noticed Sable’s feelings, she’d told Sable she noticed. And if Rosalind had told Theron, Sable knew that too.

“She shouldn’t have,” Sable whispered.

“Is it true?”

Silence. Her fingers turned the little bird over and over. Faded paint. Chipped beak. A childhood keepsake from a life that had offered very few things worth keeping.

“Is it true, Sable?”

She looked up. Those amber-brown eyes, usually bright with the curious eagerness Rosalind had cultivated, were now raw with vulnerability she couldn’t hide.

“Yes.” One word. Barely audible. “Since the teaching session. Maybe before. I don’t know when it started.” She swallowed. “You’re the first person who’s been kind to me who isn’t Rosalind. The first person who built somewhere I feel safe and valued and wanted. Not just as a body but as a person.”

She looked at the bird in her hands. “Rosalind raised me. She taught me everything. But she’s my mentor. My mother-figure. My guide. What I feel for you is different. It’s not gratitude. It’s not professional respect. It’s…” She closed her eyes. “I practice what to say in my head and it never sounds right. It sounds pathetic. The orphan whore falling for her employer.”

“That’s not what it sounds like.”

“That’s what it IS.” Her voice cracked. “I’m an eighteen-year-old sex worker who fell for the man who pays her to suck cocks through a wall. How is that not pathetic?”

Theron moved from the chair to the bed beside her. Didn’t touch her. Gave her space to exist in her feelings without pressure.

“You’re an eighteen-year-old woman who chose her profession, excels at it, and has enough self-knowledge to recognize when something means more than a transaction. There’s nothing pathetic about wanting.”

“Wanting is easy. Having is what’s impossible.” She turned the bird over again. “Girls like me don’t GET to have. We service. We perform. We make other people feel good and then we go back to our rooms and try to feel good about having made them feel good.”

“Then stop being just an employee.” He said it simply. The way he’d say pass the bread or close the door. Statement of fact, not grand declaration. “Be mine.”

She looked at him. Her eyes widened. Disbelief flooding features that were already beautiful and becoming more so with each second of genuine emotion.

“Yours?” she whispered. “Like… like Elara and Celia and Mirelle? Not just a girl who works the back room?”

“Exactly like them. If you want it.”

“If I—” She made a sound that was half-laugh, half-sob. “If I WANT it? I’ve wanted it since you told Rosalind we could move in. Since you gave us a room with a real bed and a lock on the door. Since you treated me like a person who mattered and not just a body that earned.”

She kissed him.

Not professional. Not practiced. Not the careful, controlled technique Rosalind had taught her for client work. This was genuine. Desperate. Trembling. Her lips found his with the accuracy of weeks of imagining, her hands gripping his shirt, her body pressing against his because she needed to prove to herself that this was real.

She pulled back. Tears. Not sad tears. The tears of a dam breaking, of a girl who’d convinced herself she didn’t deserve tenderness discovering that tenderness was being offered freely.

“I’m sorry,” she said, wiping her eyes. “I didn’t mean to cry. Rosalind would be so disappointed. She says professionals don’t cry with clients.”

“I’m not a client.”

The words landed. She looked at him. Really looked. And the gratitude in her face hardened into fierce resolve. Her jaw set. Her gaze locked onto him with an intensity that said she was staking a claim.

“No,” she said. “You’re not.”

They didn’t have sex.

That surprised her. She’d assumed, as anyone in her position would assume, that “be mine” meant “let me fuck you right now.” She started to pull at her wrap, started the familiar motions of undressing for service.

Theron stopped her. Gently. Hands on her wrists.

“Not tonight.”

“But—”

“Tonight is about something else.”

She stared at him. Confused. In her experience, men who wanted you in their bed wanted one thing. Two things if they were creative. But they wanted the physical. The body. The performance.

“What else is there?” she asked, and the question broke his heart a little.

“This.” He pulled her down onto the bed. Lay beside her. Put his arm around her. Held her.

She was stiff at first. Uncertain. Her body was trained for sex, not for being held. Clients didn’t hold you. Clients fucked you and left. Even Rosalind, who loved her deeply, expressed affection through mentorship and shared work, not through quiet physical presence.

Slowly, muscle by muscle, Sable relaxed into him. Her head found the hollow of his shoulder. Her breathing slowed. Her hand, still clutching the wooden bird, rested against his chest.

“This is…” she whispered. “Nobody’s ever just held me.”

“Then everybody’s been wrong.”

She was silent for a long time. He felt her tears soaking through his shirt. Felt her breathing hitch and settle, hitch and settle, the rhythm of someone processing emotions she’d never learned how to process because no one had ever given her a safe place to feel them.

After a while, she slept. In his bed. In his arms. She’d never done this before. Slept beside someone without fucking them first. Lay in a bed she hadn’t earned through service, held by a man who hadn’t paid for the privilege.

Theron lay awake, staring at the ceiling. Through one wall: silence from Celia’s room. Through the other: silence from Mirelle’s. The household heard nothing from his room tonight. No sex sounds. No moaning. No bed frame slamming against the wall. Just quiet.

Strange quiet. The kind that raised questions.

In the morning, Elara found him making breakfast in the kitchen. Unusual. That was Mirelle’s job.

“Did you and Sable…?” she asked, cornflower eyes reading his expression with the intuition of a woman who knew his body language better than anyone.

“Not yet.” He set a plate in front of her. “Tonight was just… holding her.”

Elara tilted her head. Studied him. Then smiled. Not jealous. Not competitive. Understanding. She’d been through enough changes of her own to understand that some nights weren’t about cock and cum.

Some nights were about showing someone they mattered.

“Good,” Elara said. “She deserves that.”

She ate her breakfast. Hummed while she chewed.

Outside, the morning sun rose over Provision Lane. Twenty-two days on Hargest’s clock. The Lysa ritual was scheduled for the day after tomorrow. The Velmoor run three days after that. The charter filing within the week.

Theron finished his breakfast and started planning the day. A business to save. A ritual to complete. And a wooden bird figurine, still warm from a sleeping girl’s hand, sitting on his nightstand upstairs.


Chapter 12: The Cotton Nightdress

She knocked this time.

Not the confident knock of a professional arriving for a scheduled session. A tentative knock. Three light taps. The sound of someone who had permission to enter but still needed to prove to herself that the permission was real.

“Come in.”

Sable opened the door. She was wearing something new. Something personal, miles from the practical wraps and sheer outfits she deployed for work.

A simple cotton nightdress. Pale blue. Loose around her slim frame but gathered at the waist with a ribbon tie. She’d bought it from Lysa’s shop with her own earnings, Rosalind had mentioned. Spent five of her hard-earned sovereigns on fabric that covered more than it revealed.

For a woman who stripped for strangers multiple times a day, the modesty of it was its own kind of nakedness.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi.”

She closed the door behind her. Stood with her back against it. Wild dark curls falling around her face, auburn highlights catching the single candle’s light. Her warm brown skin was flushed darker than usual across her cheeks and the visible triangle of her chest. Amber eyes enormous in the warm shadows.

“I’m nervous,” she said. “Which is stupid. I’ve done this hundreds of times.”

“You haven’t done this.”

“No.” She smiled. Shaky but real. “I haven’t done THIS.”

She crossed the room. Stood in front of him where he sat on the bed’s edge. Close enough to touch. Close enough that he could smell her. Rosalind’s herbal soap instead of the heavy oils she wore for clients. Her own skin’s warmth. The faint sweetness of whatever she’d eaten for dessert.

“With clients, I’m in control,” she said softly. “I know the steps. I know the sounds to make. I know how to perform pleasure so convincingly that they think they made me cum when really I just clenched at the right time.” She paused. “With you, I don’t want any of that. I want to be… me. And ‘me’ hasn’t done this before.”

“Me hasn’t had sex?”

“‘Me’ hasn’t had sex where it MEANS something.” She reached for the ribbon at her waist. “This is different. You’re different. And I’m scared that the real me won’t measure up to the version I perform, and you’ll wish you’d just kept me as an employee.”

Theron took her hands. Stopped them from untying the ribbon. “Slow down.”

“But—”

“We have all night.”

She exhaled. The tension in her shoulders dropped by half. She looked at their joined hands like she was memorizing the image.

He pulled her down onto the bed. Not forcefully. Gently. The way you’d guide someone into warm water. She sat beside him, their thighs touching, her hands still in his.

“I’m going to kiss you,” he said. “And then we’ll see what feels right.”

He kissed her.

Not the hungry claiming he used with Elara, or the aggressive possession that Mirelle craved, or the competitive intensity Celia demanded. Something else. Slow. Thorough. Exploratory. His lips learning the shape of hers as if they hadn’t already touched in the back room, because they hadn’t touched like THIS. His hand cupping her face, thumb tracing her cheekbone, the high bone structure of her mixed-race features exotic against the rough pad of his thumb.

She responded gradually. The professional reflexes tried to kick in. He felt it. The practiced tilt of her head, the learned parting of her lips. But beneath the training, something real was fighting to surface. The untrained response. The one she’d never let a client see.

He kissed the corner of her mouth. Her jawline. The curve where her neck met her shoulder. She shivered. Not performance. Her body answering a touch she’d wanted rather than one she’d been paid for.

“This feels different,” she whispered.

“Good different?”

“Terrifying different.” A pause. “The best kind of terrifying.”

She pulled back and untied the ribbon herself. Slowly. Let the nightdress loosen, slide down one shoulder, catch at her breasts. Her skin glowed golden in the candlelight. The dark chocolate curls framed her face. She looked impossibly young and impossibly old at the same time. A girl who’d seen too much trying to feel something new.

The nightdress fell.

He’d seen her body before. In the back room, during the teaching session, through the viewing niche. But context changed everything. Her C-cup breasts, perky and firm with dark nipples already hardening, were the same breasts she bared for paying men. But bared HERE, in HIS room, for HIM specifically, they carried a meaning she’d never given them before. Something freely offered rather than transacted.

Her slim waist. The tight dancer’s ass. Long legs folding beneath her on the bed. The wild curls cascading across bare shoulders. She was beautiful. But tonight she was also vulnerable. Exposed in ways that had nothing to do with clothing.

Theron undressed. Deliberately. Letting her watch. Giving her what she gave him. Equality in nakedness. Not employer revealing employee. Two people showing themselves to each other.

He kissed her again. Longer. Deeper. His hands explored her body with the deliberation he’d use on a new lover, not the familiarity of a repeat encounter. Tracing the curve of her ribs. The dip of her waist. The swell of her hip. Mapping territory that was technically familiar but emotionally uncharted.

She gasped when his thumb grazed her nipple. Involuntary. Surprised by its own intensity. A sound she’d never let a paying man hear.

“I want to feel everything,” she said. “Promise you won’t let me perform.”

“If you start performing, I’ll stop.”

“That’s mean.”

“That’s honest.”

He laid her back on the bed. Missionary. The most vulnerable position. Face to face. Eye contact unavoidable. Nowhere to hide behind technique or angles or the professional mask she’d worn for months.

He entered her slowly. Inch by inch. Letting her feel every bit of his cock as it spread her open. Her pussy was wet but tight, the familiar grip of her body given new meaning by context. Her muscles fluttered around him involuntarily, clenching and releasing in little spasms that had nothing to do with technique and everything to do with nerves and want. The careful control she maintained for paying men was gone. This was raw.

Her amber eyes widened. Not from pain. From the sensation of being penetrated by someone she’d chosen instead of someone who’d paid. The physical mechanics were identical. His cock inside her pussy. Filling her. Stretching her. But the FEELING was something she’d never experienced. Connection without transaction. Intimacy without a clock ticking down the minutes.

“Oh,” she breathed. Just that. One syllable carrying the weight of a revelation. Her pussy squeezed him. Not the controlled squeeze she used on paying men. An involuntary contraction that gripped his cock and held.

He moved. Slow, deep strokes that buried him completely inside her before withdrawing almost to the tip and then sinking back again. Watching her face. Reading her responses the way Rosalind had taught him to read women but without the transactional purpose. Not asking “does she want faster” to optimize her satisfaction rating. Asking because he wanted her to feel good. Because her pleasure mattered beyond its commercial value. Her pussy was warm and slick around him, getting wetter with each stroke, her body responding to the tenderness with a flood of honest arousal.

She wrapped her legs around him. Drew him deeper. Her heels pressing against his ass, pulling him into her with each thrust. Her hands on his shoulders, fingers digging into his muscle. Her hips lifting to meet him, instinct overriding the practiced stillness she maintained with clients.

“I can feel you,” she whispered. “I always feel the men inside me but this is… I can FEEL you. Every inch. Every pulse. You’re so hard.”

Her moans were different. Gone were the calibrated sounds designed to escalate from soft to loud so a paying customer felt like a god. What replaced them was unpracticed, uncontrolled. Raw little noises that caught in her throat and escaped as surprised exclamations, as if her body was discovering responses it had been suppressing under layers of trained composure. Small gasps when he pushed deep. Quiet whimpers when he withdrew. A sound almost like a sob when he ground his pelvis against her clit.

Theron kissed her neck. Tasted the salt of her clean skin, the warmth of her honey-warm skin under his lips. Her collarbone. The sensitive spot where her pulse fluttered fast against her throat. She arched into each kiss with honest responsiveness. No performance. No technique. Just a woman’s body responding to genuine desire, her skin prickling with goosebumps beneath his mouth.

He changed the angle. Slightly. Tilted his hips upward so the head of his cock dragged along her front wall with each stroke, and she gasped with shock. Her entire body jolted. Her pussy clenched around him in a sudden spasm.

“There,” she breathed. “Right there. That’s… I never…”

“You never felt that?”

“Clients don’t… they don’t try to find…” She swallowed, her throat working. “Nobody ever tried to make it good for ME. Not really. They want their own pleasure. I provide it. The angle is always for them. Always what makes THEM cum fastest.”

“The angle is for you tonight.”

He held it. That specific angle. Each stroke pressing the swollen head of his cock against the rough patch of sensitive tissue inside her, the spot that made her breath catch and her pussy clench and her eyes go unfocused. He ground against it with deliberate, controlled pressure, each thrust a slow push and drag that built sensation in cumulative waves. Her amateur moans grew louder. Wilder. The professional walls were down. This was just Sable. Eighteen years old. Being fucked slowly and tenderly by someone who cared whether she enjoyed it. And she was enjoying it. Her pussy was soaking, her arousal flooding around his cock, dripping between them onto the sheets.

She orgasmed with tears on her cheeks.

Not like her orgasm with the D-rank adventurer that Rosalind had witnessed. Not the surprised physical response of a body finding release during professional work. This was emotional. A climax that started between her legs, her pussy clenching around him in deep, rolling waves, and ended behind her eyes, shaking loose something she’d been holding tight since the day Rosalind had found her as a child and taught her that her body was her livelihood.

She cried through it. Her pussy clenching rhythmically around his cock in long, slow contractions that pulled at him with desperate force. Her legs locked behind his back. Her face wet with tears she couldn’t stop. Her arms wrapped around his neck, pulling him down against her, holding him inside her while her body shook. She wasn’t sobbing. She was releasing. Years of performing pleasure for others while denying herself the right to feel it genuinely.

Theron held still inside her. Let her ride the wave. Kissed the tears on her cheeks without comment.

When she came down, she immediately said: “I want to ride you.”

“You sure?”

“I need to feel like I’m choosing this. Not lying back and receiving. Choosing.”

He rolled them. She ended up on top. Straddling him. His cock still buried inside her, still hard, still waiting.

She moved.

Not with the practiced hip rolls she used on paying clients. With something rawer. More instinctive. Clumsy and beautiful. Her body finding ITS rhythm, not the rhythm she’d been taught. She ground against him, chasing sensation, her pussy sliding up and down his slick shaft, her clit dragging against his pelvis with each roll. Her hands flat on his chest, her dark curls falling around both their faces like a curtain of wild chocolate spirals.

“This is mine,” she whispered. “This cock. This moment. This is MINE. Not a transaction. Not a service. Mine.”

She moved faster. Her perky C-cup tits bounced with each motion, the dark nipples cutting arcs through the candlelight. Her skin gleamed with a sheen of sweat that turned her golden-brown complexion incandescent. Her eyes, usually bright with professional confidence, were now bright with something older and more powerful. Ownership. She was claiming HIM as much as he was claiming her. Her pussy was drenched, soaking his cock and his pelvis, the sounds of their joining wet and rhythmic and genuine.

She ground down hard. Took him as deep as she could. Circled her hips, pressing her clit against him, feeling every inch of his cock stretching her, filling her. She wasn’t riding to finish him. She was riding to finish HERSELF. Selfish. Glorious. Earned.

The second orgasm hit her harder than the first. She cried out. Not quietly. Not controlled. A sound that was all voice and no technique, ripped from somewhere deeper than her throat, a sound that filled his room and carried through the thin walls. Her pussy gripped him in spasms so intense her whole body shook, her inner walls contracting around his cock in rapid pulses that squeezed him from base to tip.

She kept moving through it. Riding his cock while she came, years of training giving her body control her emotions didn’t have, her hips still rolling even as her thighs trembled and her arms shook. Her inner walls gripping him with desperate involuntary force, each spasm pulling at his cock like a fist that refused to let go.

Theron’s own orgasm built from the combination of everything. Her unfiltered sounds. Her unpracticed, beautiful movements. Her tears drying on her face in salt tracks. The way she said “mine” like she’d never dared claim anything before. The wet heat of her pussy gripping him with force that was emotion made physical.

He gripped her hips. Drove up into her one last time, burying himself as deep as her body would allow. And came.

He felt every pulse of it. His cock swelling inside her and releasing in thick, heavy spurts that flooded her pussy with heat. She felt it too. Felt every pulse of his cock, every spurt of cum filling her. She gasped. Held still on top of him. Let him pump into her, felt the warmth spreading deep inside, and whispered “yes” so quietly it was almost inaudible.

She collapsed forward onto his chest, her face against his neck, her body trembling with aftershocks. His cock softening slowly inside her, still leaking the last of his cum into her warm, satisfied pussy. Her heartbeat hammering against his ribs.

“Thank you,” she murmured into his skin. “For seeing me.”

“I always saw you.”

They lay together. Her body draped across his like a warm, satisfied blanket. His cock softening inside her, his cum leaking slowly where they were still joined. Her heartbeat gradually slowing from frantic to steady. His hands tracing slow patterns on her bare back.

“Am I part of the rotation now?” she asked eventually. Practical. Even tender moments needed logistics.

“If you want to be.”

“Do I still work the back room?”

“That’s your choice. Not mine. You can work or not. The room is there either way.”

She thought about it. Her fingers tracing circles on his chest.

“I’ll keep working,” she decided. “I like the work. Truly. It’s not something I endure. It’s something I’m good at, something that makes me feel powerful and skilled and valued.” She paused. “But I’ll come to your room on my nights off. And when I’m here, I’m not Sable the worker. I’m just Sable.”

“Just Sable is more than enough.”

She smiled against his chest. A real smile. The kind she was learning to give without fear that it would be used against her.

A knock at the door. Light. Familiar.

“It’s Rosalind,” came the muffled voice. “I’m not barging in. Just checking.”

“Come in,” Theron called.

The door opened. Rosalind stood in the hallway in her nightclothes, honey-blonde hair messy, sharp eyes scanning the scene with the quick assessment of a woman who’d supervised countless sexual encounters. She took in the tangled bodies, the drying tears on Sable’s face, the satisfied glow on both of them.

“Finally.” She grinned. Wide and warm and proud. “Took you long enough. Both of you.”

Sable lifted her head from Theron’s chest. “You’re not upset?”

“Upset that the girl I raised is being loved instead of just fucked?” Rosalind shook her head. “I’m delighted, sweetheart. Now get some sleep. You have three clients booked tomorrow and you’ll want your energy.”

She closed the door. Her footsteps retreated down the hall, accompanied by soft humming. The tune Sable recognized. An old lullaby Rosalind used to sing when she was small and scared and the world felt too big.

Sable lay back down on Theron’s chest.

The wooden bird figurine sat on his nightstand where she’d placed it before undressing. Faded paint. Chipped beak. A childhood keepsake.

She fell asleep first. Theron lay awake for a while, stroking her hair, feeling her heartbeat against his ribs.

Six lovers now. Elara, Celia, Mirelle, Maren, Sable, and the occasional magical encounter with Lysa.

Barely old enough to buy his own ale at most establishments. Running a brothel and a trade empire and a household of women who’d chosen him.

Six women. And somehow, the night wasn’t even over.

Through the wall: silence from Celia’s room. She knew Sable was here. She’d have heard the door, the muffled conversation, the sounds that came after. No comments in the morning, probably. Just a pointed look and a question about whether the sexual schedule needed updating.

It did.

But that was tomorrow’s problem.


Chapter 13: Lysa’s Ritual

Lysa’s shop in the Craftsmen’s Ward smelled of silk and lavender and the faint ozone scent that accompanied elven magic. The front room displayed dresses on wooden mannequins, each one more revealing than anything a proper seamstress would sell. Side-slits that climbed past the hip. Necklines that plunged below the navel. Sheer panels that hid nothing and implied everything.

The back room was different. Private. Silks hung from ceiling hooks to create a warm, enclosed space that felt more like a tent than a shop. Candles in sconces cast soft golden light. Incense curled from brass holders in each corner, something resinous and sweet that Theron couldn’t identify but that made his skin tingle pleasantly.

Lysa Weaver stood in the center of this space wearing an elegant dress of her own creation, silver-blonde hair in twin braids that fell past her shoulders, violet-blue eyes bright with anticipation. She looked twenty-five. She was over eighty. The half-elf’s ageless beauty was its own kind of magic, her willowy figure and ethereal features making the human women around her look temporary by comparison.

“Before we begin,” Lysa said, her voice carrying the faint musical accent of elven heritage. “Business.”

She led them to the front room where a clothing rack held five new outfits. Level 4 dresses for the household. Theron recognized Celia’s influence in the order. Everything had been specified with military precision.

“Quick-access modifications as requested,” Lysa said, holding up a wine-red corset with hidden snaps instead of laces. “Your household manager was quite specific about wanting garments that could be removed in under five seconds.”

Mirelle’s request. Of course.

“Maternity-friendly cut for Mrs. Thornley.” A dress in forest green with an expandable waist panel and a front that could be unlaced for eventual nursing. “I’ve reinforced all stress points based on what I’m calling ‘vigorous activity patterns.’” The half-elf’s expression didn’t change, but something glimmered behind her gaze.

“And the others?”

“Standard working outfits. Sheer where requested, sturdy where needed. Sixty sovereigns total.” She paused. “Consider it my contribution to Amoria’s morale.”

Theron paid. The dresses would be delivered to the tavern by morning courier. Five-sovereign tip expected.

Then Lysa turned to Maren, and everything changed.

Maren stood in the doorway between the front room and the back room, red hair loose around her shoulders, wearing a simple house dress that nonetheless couldn’t hide her body’s changes. Eight and a half weeks pregnant now. Her massive breasts were visibly larger than usual, straining the dress’s neckline with new fullness. Her nipples were dark shadows pressing through the fabric. And below her waist, the gentle curve of early pregnancy was unmistakable. Not a bump yet. More than a suggestion. The soft, firm roundness of a belly beginning to swell with life.

Lysa stared.

Her eyes widened. Her lips parted. A flush of color rose along her pale, ageless cheekbones, and in that moment the ageless half-elf looked very much like a woman confronted by the physical embodiment of her deepest desire.

“This is the one?” Lysa breathed.

She stepped closer. Circled Maren slowly, the way an artist circles a masterpiece. Her eyes traveling from Maren’s copper hair to her freckled shoulders, down to the swell of her breasts, lingering at the curve of her belly.

“Perfect,” she whispered. “Absolutely perfect.”

Maren raised an eyebrow. “Should I undress?”

“Slowly.” Lysa’s voice had dropped to a register that vibrated with want. “Let me see you emerge.”

They moved to the back room. Theron settled into a chair that Lysa had positioned specifically for observation. She’d planned this space. Arranged it for exactly this scenario. The silks, the candles, the incense. All designed to create an atmosphere of reverence and arousal.

Maren stood in the center of the silk-draped space and began to undress.

She didn’t rush. She understood performance, had understood it since Dane’s wild marriage, since decades of knowing that her body was spectacular and that displaying it was its own form of power. The house dress came off in stages. Shoulders first, the fabric sliding down to reveal freckled skin and the tops of her pregnancy-heavy breasts. Then the bodice, each unlaced section exposing more of the DD-cup magnificence that had been straining against the fabric.

Lysa’s breathing quickened audibly.

Maren’s breasts were freed. Heavy and full, grown beyond their usual impressive size by the early hormones of pregnancy. Nipples dark and prominent, visibly larger than they’d been weeks ago. They hung with natural weight, swaying when she moved, catching candlelight across their curves.

The dress dropped lower. Past her wide hips. Past the curve of her ass. Pooling at her feet.

She stood naked before them.

And there it was. The pregnant belly. Not large. Not dramatic. But unmistakable in its firm, rounded certainty. The gentle slope below her navel where life was growing. Faint stretch marks crossing the skin like silver threads, each one earned. Her body the map of a fertility that had been tested and proven multiple times.

Lysa dropped to her knees.

Not the practiced kneel of service or worship. The instinctive genuflection of someone confronted by sacred beauty. Her eyes glistened. Her slender hands reached out, trembling slightly, and cradled the curve of Maren’s belly.

“Beautiful,” she murmured. Then said something in Elvish that Theron couldn’t understand but that made Maren’s skin prickle with goosebumps.

Lysa kissed the belly. Gently. Reverently. Her lips tracing the curve with the deliberation of someone who had waited eighty years to feel exactly this beneath her mouth.

Maren looked down at the silver-blonde head pressed against her pregnant stomach. Looked at Theron. Shrugged with amused fondness. This is my life now.

Lysa’s mouth moved across Maren’s stomach. Kissing every freckle. Tracing the stretch marks with her tongue, following each silver line as if reading a story written in skin. Her hands cradled Maren’s hips, holding her steady while she worshipped the belly with patient, devoted attention.

“You are a miracle,” Lysa whispered against the warm skin. “Every line on your body tells a story of creation. Each child you’ve carried left a mark, and now you carry another. Your body is a temple that has served its purpose again and again and emerged more beautiful each time.”

“That’s very poetic,” Maren said. “Also, your hands are on my ass.”

Lysa looked up with a smile that was both sheepish and unrepentant. “Beauty appreciated under duress is no beauty at all. I want you comfortable.”

“I’m very comfortable.” Maren’s voice had shifted. The amused pragmatism was still there, but underneath it, arousal was building. Lysa’s mouth on her belly. Lysa’s hands on her hips. The reverence with which the half-elf touched her. It was different from how men touched her. Gentler. More focused. As if Lysa was cataloguing every sensation rather than racing toward climax.

Lysa’s mouth traveled lower.

Past the curve of the belly. Past the crease where stomach met thigh. Into the copper-red curls between Maren’s legs that matched the hair on her head.

Maren’s breath caught. Her hand found the back of Lysa’s head, fingers threading through silver-blonde braids.

Lysa’s tongue found her pussy. The first contact was reverent. A slow, flat lick from Maren’s entrance to her clit, tasting her fully, savoring her, the half-elf’s eyes closing as she absorbed the flavor of a pregnant woman’s arousal.

Theron watched from his chair. His cock was rigid, straining against his trousers, a wet spot forming where pre-cum leaked from the tip. But he didn’t touch himself. This wasn’t his moment yet. This was Lysa’s. The half-elf who’d waited eighty years for a pregnant redhead was finally getting what she craved, and the expression on her face as she tasted Maren was transcendent. Worshipful. Hungry.

The technique was unlike anything Theron had seen. Not human-pattern licking. Something else. Elvish. Mathematical. Lysa’s tongue moved in spiraling patterns that started wide, circling Maren’s outer lips, tracing the folds of her pussy, then narrowing with each revolution. Each circle passing across Maren’s clit with precision that seemed calculated to build arousal in exact, controlled increments. The tongue would graze the clit from a different angle each pass, never quite the same stimulus twice, never allowing her body to predict or prepare.

“Oh,” Maren breathed, her legs starting to shake. “That’s… that’s different.”

Different was an understatement. Lysa’s tongue worked with eighty years of practice behind each movement. No wasted motion. No missed targets. Each stroke building on the previous one, each spiral tighter, each pass across Maren’s swelling clit hitting with surgical accuracy. She varied the pressure, the speed, the width of her tongue. One pass was a broad, flat sweep that stimulated everything at once. The next was a focused, pointed flick directly on the exposed tip of Maren’s clit. The next was a slow, sucking pull that drew the sensitive nub between Lysa’s lips and held it there while her tongue vibrated against it with rapid, tiny movements.

Maren’s hand tightened in Lysa’s silver-blonde hair. Her pregnant belly flexed as her abs engaged involuntarily. Her heavy breasts heaved with quickening breaths, the swollen nipples dark and stiff, bobbing with each gasp.

“I’m going to… already?” She sounded genuinely surprised. She was a woman who knew her own body, who needed extended warm-up, who usually required Theron’s dedicated attention for minutes before climaxing. Lysa had her close in seconds. Her pussy was visibly clenching, her arousal running down her inner thighs, dripping from Lysa’s chin.

The half-elf hummed against her. The vibration traveled through Maren’s most sensitive flesh and her hips bucked involuntarily against Lysa’s mouth. The spiraling technique accelerated, tightening to rapid circles directly on the clit, Lysa’s tongue moving with inhuman precision and inhuman speed, each flick landing in exactly the same devastating spot.

Maren came with a startled cry.

Her knees buckled. Her pussy clenched and gushed against Lysa’s mouth, her orgasm flooding from her body in a warm rush that the half-elf drank eagerly, her tongue still working, her lips sealed around Maren’s spasming clit. Lysa held her upright by the hips, gripping the generous flesh, held her pussy against her mouth, and kept licking through the orgasm with relentless elven patience. Extending it. Drawing it out. Each aftershock rolling into the next wave, each wave building into the next peak, her tongue finding new patterns even as Maren convulsed.

One orgasm became two. Two became three. Maren lost count. Her legs gave out entirely but Lysa’s grip held her, the half-elf’s strength surprising for her willowy frame, her mouth never leaving Maren’s pussy even as the redhead’s screams dissolved into breathless, sobbing moans.

By the time Lysa finally relented, Maren was gasping, barely standing, held upright by nothing but the half-elf’s hands and stubbornness. Her freckled skin was flushed from hairline to belly, a deep crimson glow that made her look lit from within.

“Fuck,” she managed. “Does every elf do that?”

Lysa sat back on her heels, her lips and chin glistening with Maren’s arousal. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, but the satisfied glow on her face was beyond cleaning. Her eyes were bright. Exhilarated. The flush on her pale cheeks had deepened to genuine, powerful arousal. “Just the ones who’ve had eighty years to practice.”

Maren collapsed into a chair, legs trembling, breathing hard. She looked at Theron with wide green eyes. “Why didn’t anyone tell me about elven oral? Why is this not advertised?”

“Trade secret,” Lysa said. She was standing now. Unbraiding her hair with deliberate motions. Her gaze had shifted from worshipful to hungry. A different kind of hunger. Directed at Theron.

“Phase two,” she said. “The affinity transfers through my arousal. Specifically, my arousal. The more intense, the longer the mark lasts. Thirty days minimum.”

She began undressing. Her own creations fell away with the ease of someone who designed closures to open quickly. Beneath the dress: the willowy body of a half-elf. Slim, almost ethereal. Small firm B-cup breasts with pale pink nipples. Narrow waist. Long limbs with the subtle elongation that marked elven heritage. Her skin was luminous, flawless, ageless. Beautiful in a way that was subtly inhuman.

She straddled Theron in his chair.

Her pussy pressed against his cock through his trousers, and even through the fabric he could feel her heat. She was wet. Very wet. Maren’s worship had aroused her profoundly, her arousal soaking through to his clothing. Her hands worked his laces with elegant efficiency, those slender fingers pulling the ties free with practiced grace, freeing his cock into the warm air between them. It stood rigid against her bare thigh, the head slick with pre-cum that had been leaking steadily since watching Lysa devour Maren.

“Ready?” she asked, wrapping one cool, slender hand around his shaft. Measuring him. Her elven gaze assessing with clinical appreciation.

He was so far past ready that the word felt insufficient.

Lysa positioned him at her entrance. Held him there for a heartbeat. Then sank onto him.

Tighter than expected. Significantly tighter. Half-elf physiology, apparently. Her pussy gripped him with a controlled pressure that felt deliberate, almost MUSCULAR, as if every ridge and ripple of her internal walls was directed by conscious intent rather than reflex. She was wet enough that the penetration was smooth, but the squeeze was relentless. Like being swallowed by a fist wrapped in warm silk. Every inch of his cock was held, compressed, worked by muscles he could feel individually contracting around his shaft in a slow wave from her entrance to her deepest point.

Her eyes flickered. A faint glow behind those elven irises. Not bright. Just a trace. Magic building where their bodies joined, arousal serving as the engine for something that existed between physical sensation and sorcery. The warmth of her pussy was subtly different from a human woman’s. Hotter at the core. A tingling quality to the heat that made his cock throb.

She rode him.

Not with human enthusiasm or desperate hunger. With elven grace. Fluid, rhythmic, almost hypnotic movements that seemed choreographed by centuries of understanding how bodies fit together. Her slim hips rolled in patterns that kept changing, each rotation finding a new angle, a new depth, a new way to press his cock against her internal architecture. She rose and fell on him with liquid smoothness, her pussy releasing him to the tip before sliding back down to the base with agonizing control. Each descent bottomed him out inside her with a precision that pressed his cockhead against her cervix, then ground in a slow circle that stimulated every nerve ending they shared.

“The energy flows through arousal,” she murmured, eyes half-closed, her pussy squeezing him in a slow, rhythmic pulse that matched her words. “Mine specifically. Each wave carries the affinity deeper into you. The stronger the wave, the deeper the mark.”

She was building toward something. Each movement deliberately escalating her own pleasure, each roll of her hips adding to a crescendo she was constructing with mathematical precision. Her inner walls were doing something extraordinary. Rippling along his cock in sequential contractions, each muscle group engaging in turn, creating a milking sensation that traveled from his base to his tip in continuous waves. The half-elf’s approach to sex was her approach to everything: elegant, efficient, eighty years of refinement producing a technique that was both art and architecture.

From her chair, Maren watched. Naked, legs spread, one hand resting on her pregnant belly. The other between her own legs, her fingers sliding lazily through her soaked pussy while she watched the half-elf ride Theron. Her pregnancy-ripe breasts rose and fell with deep, satisfied breaths.

“This is how Dane and I used to spend Tuesdays,” Maren murmured. Her voice thick with satisfaction and residual arousal. “Watching someone else fuck your man might be the second-best thing after fucking him yourself.”

Lysa’s movements intensified. Her small breasts bounced with increasing motion, the pale pink nipples stiff and flushed. Her porcelain skin was turning pink from her chest to her ears. The glow behind her violet eyes brightened, pulsing now in rhythm with her movements, each thrust producing a faint luminescence that made her irises look like they contained tiny amethyst flames. The magic and the sex becoming indistinguishable. Her pussy was producing its own heat now, a supernatural warmth that pulsed through his cock and spread outward through his pelvis like slow-flowing fire.

Theron felt something building. Not just the usual pressure of approaching climax. Something else. A warmth spreading from where their bodies joined, traveling up through his abdomen, through his chest, settling behind his eyes. Like standing close to a fire that burned from inside. His skin tingled where her hands touched his shoulders. The air tasted different. Electric.

The elf-kin affinity. Taking hold.

Lysa came.

Quietly. Intensely. Her violet eyes flared bright for a single heartbeat, the glow behind them becoming visible even in candlelight, twin amethyst stars. Her pussy clenched around him with controlled spasms, each contraction precisely timed, each wave pushing the magical warmth deeper into his body. Her internal muscles gripped and released in a pattern so exact it felt like a sequence of locks clicking open. She exhaled through her orgasm with the focused breath of someone conducting a ritual rather than simply climaxing, her slim body trembling on top of him, her pussy flooding with heat and wetness around his throbbing cock.

The heat settled into Theron’s bones. Behind his eyes. In his wrists. In the marrow of his spine. He could feel it when he concentrated. A hum. A warmth. Something that hadn’t been there before. Something old and green and alive.

He came inside Lysa. His cock pulsing thick ropes of cum into her clenching half-elf pussy while she held perfectly still on top of him, her eyes closed, her expression concentrated. Receiving each spurt not just as pleasure but as a component of the transfer. Her pussy squeezed around each pulse, drawing it deeper, her muscles working his cock with deliberate extractions that felt like nothing human. The magic completing its circuit. His seed inside her. Her magic inside him. An exchange as old as the elven race.

“Done,” she said after a long moment. Her eyes opened. Violet, no longer glowing, but still beautiful. “You’re marked as elf-friend for thirty days. The Velmoor gates will recognize you. The affinity will be visible to anyone with magical sensitivity.” She paused. “Including bandits with hedge-witch tattoos. They’ll give you wide berth.”

She dismounted with elven grace. Dressed with quick, efficient motions. Composed herself with the ease of someone who’d been conducting magical sex rituals for longer than most humans lived.

Maren was still in her chair, naked and satisfied, one hand on her belly. “So that’s it? He has the magic?”

“For thirty days. Renewable by repeating the ritual.” Lysa’s eyes traveled to Maren’s pregnant form with lingering appreciation. “Which I would very much enjoy repeating.”

“Give me another month,” Maren said. “The belly will be worth the wait.”

The three of them sat in the aftermath. Maren laughing at the absurdity of the situation. Lysa dressing with composed elegance that suggested she experienced orgasm-induced magical transfers on a regular basis. Theron feeling the buzzing energy in his skin that would open the Velmoor gates and save his tavern.

“The affinity is strongest in the first week,” Lysa mentioned as they prepared to leave. “Make your trade run soon. And Theron?” She smiled, her expression crinkling with an amusement that only eight decades of life could produce. “Your household is remarkable. I’ve lived in Amoria for fifty years and I’ve never seen a man build what you’re building.”

“A tavern?”

“A family. Complicated, messy, unconventional, and fiercely protective of each other.” She paused. “Keep building. The world needs more of it.”

They left the shop into late afternoon sunshine. Maren walked beside him, her red hair catching the light, her pregnant belly leading the way beneath her loosened dress.

“Well,” she said. “That happened.”

“That happened.”

“An eighty-year-old half-elf worshipped my pregnant belly, gave me the best oral of my life, and then rode your cock while I watched. And now you have magic powers.”

“Temporary magic powers.”

“Still magic powers.” She looped her arm through his. “Dane would have loved this. He’d have written poetry about it. Bad poetry, but enthusiastic.”

They walked home through streets that felt different. Sharper. More alive. The elf-kin affinity humming in Theron’s skin like a second heartbeat. The Velmoor trade route was open. The charter was within reach.

Twenty-one days on Hargest’s clock.

He was going to make it.


Chapter 14: The First Trade Run

Dawn broke grey and cool over Provision Lane as Theron loaded the last sack of carrots onto the hired cart.

Maren had outdone herself. Two hundred pounds of vegetables, sorted and crated with the efficiency of a woman who’d been running a grocery store since widowhood forced her into commerce. Carrots, onions, beets, potatoes. Humble produce from Amoria’s farmlands that Velmoor elves would pay fifty percent more for because they were too refined to grow their own.

“The beets are premium,” Maren said, standing in the pre-dawn chill with a shawl wrapped around her shoulders and her pregnant belly just visible beneath it. “The Feywood farms produced a good crop this season. If the elves haggle, start with the beets. They’re worth twice what I charged you.”

“You charged me one hundred and fifteen sovereigns for the lot.”

“And I’ll charge you one hundred and fifteen next time too. Family discount.” She smiled. Touched her stomach. “Extended family.”

Orin emerged from Maren’s house adjusting his pack. Theron’s childhood friend looked like he’d barely slept, his shaggy brown hair more disheveled than usual, but his eyes were alert. The boy who’d once paid prostitutes to roleplay as his godmother was now volunteering as muscle for a trade run that would save the tavern.

“The road through Thornhaven,” Orin said. “Gareth’s crew still patrols the treeline. Should we be worried?”

“I have the elf-kin affinity.” Theron concentrated, and the faint warmth behind his eyes flared briefly. A hum in his wrists. “Anyone with magical sensitivity will see it. Bandits who prey on normal merchants give elf-friends wide berth.”

“And bandits without magical sensitivity?”

“You’re carrying a sword.”

“I barely know how to use it.”

“Then carry it visibly and look confident.”

They departed as the first merchants opened their shops. Provision Lane waking around them, the familiar sounds of Amoria’s morning routine. The Stag’s sign, freshly painted with Torven’s precise craftsmanship, caught the rising sun as they passed.

The road north wound through Amoria’s outer districts and into farmland within an hour. The landscape shifted from cobblestone to packed dirt to the rutted tracks that traders had worn through generations of travel. Fields of grain and vegetables on either side, the occasional farmstead with smoke rising from chimneys.

By midmorning they reached Thornhaven Wood.

The forest had been magnificent once. Theron could see it in the massive stumps that dotted the road’s edge, the remnants of trees that must have been centuries old before loggers and bandits had clearcut vast sections. What remained was still substantial: tall oaks and elms forming a canopy that filtered the sunlight into shifting green patterns. Birds called from the branches. Small animals rustled in the undergrowth.

And on the treeline, half-hidden, human shapes watched.

Gareth’s crew. Or someone. Theron couldn’t make out details, just the suggestion of movement between the trunks. Figures that appeared and vanished, tracking the cart’s progress.

The elf-kin affinity pulsed.

He felt it respond to the watchers. A warmth that expanded from his chest outward, not visible but perceptible to anyone with even rudimentary magical awareness. The mark broadcasting: elf-friend. Protected. Do not engage.

The figures in the treeline didn’t approach. Whatever they saw in Theron’s magical signature, it was enough to override the usual cost-benefit calculation of robbing a produce cart. One by one, the watchers melted back into the deeper woods.

Orin exhaled audibly. “That worked better than I expected.”

“Lysa knows her craft.”

“Lysa is also an eighty-year-old half-elf who made you cum inside her for magical purposes.” Orin paused. “Is it weird that I find that completely normal now?”

“After what you and Maren do?”

“Point taken.”

They traveled in comfortable silence. Orin drove the cart while Theron kept watch. The road was well-maintained past Thornhaven, the tracks deepening into a proper trade route as they neared elven territory.

Velmoor appeared in the late afternoon.

The trade-keep was not what Theron expected. He’d imagined elegance. Spires and crystal. The fantasy of elven architecture that human storytellers spun for children.

Instead, Velmoor was practical. Stone walls covered in thick green vine, the plants carefully maintained rather than wild. A narrow gate in a wall that was more hedge than fortification. No towers. No banners. Just quiet efficiency and an ancient sense of permanence, as if the keep had grown from the earth rather than been built upon it.

As Theron approached, the gate glowed.

Faintly. A warm amber light that traced the stone arch’s edges, pulsing in rhythm with the affinity humming in his chest. Recognition. The wards identifying him as elf-friend. The ancient magic that had protected Velmoor’s trade for centuries confirming that he was authorized to enter.

Two elven guards flanked the gate. Tall, lean, with the subtly elongated features and ageless beauty of their kind. They wore practical armor rather than ceremonial robes, and their weapons, though beautiful, were clearly designed for use.

They looked at Theron. Looked at the glow. Nodded.

“Welcome, elf-friend,” one said in accented Common. “Trade or pleasure?”

“Trade.”

“The market is through the inner courtyard. Leave your cart with the handler. All goods will be inspected and priced.”

Inside the walls: a marketplace unlike anything in Amoria. No shouting. No haggling. No merchants competing for attention. Elven traders sat behind simple tables, their goods displayed with the quiet confidence of people who knew the value of what they offered and didn’t need to perform.

Prices were posted in Common and Elvish on small wooden plaques. Clear. Non-negotiable. The elves didn’t haggle because they didn’t need to. If the price was too high, the human could take their vegetables elsewhere. There was no elsewhere.

Maren’s produce sold quickly. An elven merchant examined each crate with detached professionalism, running slender fingers over carrots, sniffing onions, weighing beets with a hand scale of elvish design.

“Root vegetables from the Amoria lowlands,” the merchant noted. “Good soil. Good water. The beets are exceptional.” He calculated with a speed that suggested mathematics came naturally to beings who lived for centuries. “Two hundred and thirty sovereigns for the lot.”

One hundred and fifteen in profit. On a cart-load of vegetables that had cost Theron one hundred and fifteen to buy from Maren.

One hundred percent return on investment. In a single day.

Theron also purchased goods for the return trip. Enchanted candles that burned without smoke, twenty sovereigns for a box of fifty. Elven soap, luxuriously scented, ten sovereigns for a dozen bars. And a small bottle of elven wine, amber and sweet, thirty sovereigns, that would make Captain Wrenfeld his loyal servant for another season.

The elven trade-master stamped his documentation with an official seal. A stylized leaf pressed into warm wax. “This documentation is valid for thirty days, matching your affinity duration. Welcome to the Velmoor trade network, human.”

“Theron Ashwick. Of The Prancing Stag, Amoria.”

“We don’t care where you’re from. We care that your vegetables are good.” The trade-master paused. Almost smiled. “They are. Come back.”

The return journey was uneventful. The elf-kin mark continued to broadcast through Thornhaven Wood, and whatever watchers might have considered ambushing a cart now loaded with valuable goods thought better of it.

Theron and Orin arrived at the Stag after dark. The lanterns were burning, the sound of evening service filtering through the walls. Business running normally.

Better than normally, actually. Mirelle met them at the back entrance with the day’s ledger and a report delivered with the crisp efficiency of a woman who’d managed households through decades of male incompetence.

“One hundred and thirty-seven sovereigns today,” she said. “Rosalind handled four clients. Sable handled five. The floor was busy. C-rank adventurers celebrating a Feywood clearance spent sixty sovereigns on ale alone.” She paused. “Everything ran smoothly. Nobody missed you.”

“That’s either comforting or concerning.”

“It’s both.” She looked at the crates Orin was unloading. “What are these?”

“Elven candles. Elven soap. Elven wine for Wrenfeld.”

Mirelle opened a bar of the elven soap. Inhaled. Her eyes closed momentarily, and when they opened, they held the specific gleam of a woman who had just identified a premium product.

“We charge double for these,” she said. “The adventurers’ girlfriends will pay anything for soap that smells like this.”

Even the logistics had a woman managing them.

Celia appeared from the hallway with her ledger already open to a new page. “How much?”

“One hundred and fifteen profit on vegetables. Plus approximately fifty in trade goods.” He handed her the elven documentation with its stamped seal. “And this.”

Celia examined the seal. The stamp. The trade-master’s signature in flowing Elvish script. Her eyes widened almost imperceptibly. Almost.

“This is it,” she said. “This is the documentation the Guild charter requires. Proof of active inter-city trade. Stamped by a recognized trade authority.” She looked up at him. The cold mask had cracked. Just slightly. Enough to show excitement she’d never admit to feeling. “We can file the charter tomorrow.”

Tomorrow. Day ten of the timeline. Right on schedule.

Theron sat at the bar with a mug of ale and accomplishment settling into his bones. One hundred and sixty-five sovereigns in profit from a single day’s travel. And while he was gone, the tavern had functioned perfectly. Mirelle’s report was proof: nobody had missed him. The machine ran with or without the man who’d built it.

He smiled into his ale. Marcus would have been speechless.

Elara appeared at the bar. Slid onto the stool beside him. She was wearing the new dress from Lysa. The sheer-paneled bodice that made her small perky tits visible when the lantern light hit right. She’d been serving customers in it all day.

“You were gone two days,” she said. “It felt like forever.”

“Miss me?”

“My hand missed you more than I did. I used the viewing niche twice while you were gone. It’s not the same without you behind me.”

She said it casually. Like discussing the weather. The cheerful innocent who’d discovered voyeurism and integrated it into her daily routine without a trace of shame.

“Welcome back,” she said. Kissed his cheek. “Sable said you two…?”

“We’re together now. Officially.”

Elara considered this. Theron watched her face for jealousy. Found none. Just the thoughtful expression of a woman who’d made peace with sharing long ago.

“Good,” she said. “She deserves to be happy. And you deserve someone who chose you from experience instead of innocence.” She paused. “That was what Rosalind said, wasn’t it?”

“Something like that.”

“Rosalind’s smarter than she lets on.” Elara stole his ale, took a sip, made a face. “This is terrible. Why do you drink this?”

“Because the elven wine is for Wrenfeld.”

“We have terrible priorities.” She set the mug down. “Your room tonight?”

“Viewing niche first?”

Her eyes lit up. That specific brightness that only appeared when voyeurism was on the menu. “Sable’s last client is at the tenth bell.”

“Tenth bell. Viewing niche. Then my room.”

She kissed him. Properly this time. Tasting of the terrible ale and the particular sweetness that was uniquely Elara.

“Welcome home,” she said. “Don’t leave again without me.”

He promised nothing. But he squeezed her hand.

Twenty days on Hargest’s clock. The charter filing tomorrow. The political threat racing toward resolution.

The Stag’s first trade run was complete.

Everything was working.


Chapter 15: Two MILFs

Theron arrived at Maren’s house for his weekly visit and found the door already open.

Maren stood in the entryway in a loose house dress, her copper hair braided back, her pregnant belly just visible beneath the gathered fabric. Behind her, audible through the hallway: laughter. Female. Familiar.

“We’ve been talking,” Maren said. “About Dane. About what Mirelle and I used to do when we were young.”

Inside, seated at Maren’s kitchen table with a wine glass in hand and a flush that started at her décolletage and climbed to her cheekbones: Mirelle. She was wearing one of her going-out dresses. The wine-red one that pushed her heavy breasts into a siege formation against the neckline. Her chestnut hair was down, silver streaks catching the candlelight. She looked like she’d been drinking for exactly long enough to drown the last of her inhibitions without sacrificing consciousness.

“We shared lovers before,” Mirelle said. Her voice was steady. The flush said wine-brave, but her eyes said something older. Something she’d been considering for weeks. “In the village. Before Dane died. Before I came to the city. It’s been discussed between us. Whether we could share again.”

“She’s been building up courage for three glasses of wine,” Maren said, closing the front door. “I’ve been ready since I told her to fuck you in the first place.”

Mirelle shot her best friend a look that was equal parts gratitude and annoyance. “I’m not drunk. I’m just done pretending I haven’t thought about this.”

Theron looked between them. Two women in their late thirties. Both his lovers. Both mothers. Both voluptuous in ways that made his cock respond before his brain could form thoughts. Mirelle with her 38DD breasts straining against wine-red fabric, wide hips that he’d gripped while she screamed on the bar. Maren with her pregnancy-ripe tits and round belly and copper hair that caught light like fire.

Best friends for twenty years. Both claimed by the same man. Both standing in Maren’s bedroom, offering to share him.

Different lifetime. Different man. Different universe, possibly.

“Orin?” Theron asked.

“With the younger children at Brynn’s place,” Maren said. “We have the house until morning.”

The children accounted for. The house empty. The wine poured. The courage gathered. There was nothing left to negotiate.

They moved to Maren’s bedroom. The big bed where Dane had fucked multiple women during his legendary promiscuous marriage. Where Theron had been riding the widow weekly since she’d first pulled him through her doorway with the desperate hunger of a woman who’d gone years without.

Two women undressing.

Mirelle first. She unlaced the corset with hands that trembled slightly. Not from fear. From anticipation so intense it registered as physical vibration. The wine-red fabric fell away and her full breasts were freed. 38DD of natural, breathtaking magnificence. Large nipples already hard, the areolas darkened slightly with age and experience. They swayed when she breathed. Theron had worshipped those breasts. Had sucked those nipples while she screamed about years of celibacy finally ending. And they still took his breath away.

Her skirt joined the corset. No undergarments, as always. Her full hourglass figure on complete display: slim waist emphasizing wide hips, soft stomach that bore the marks of two pregnancies, thick thighs that could grip a man’s waist hard enough to bruise.

Beside her, Maren stripped with less ceremony and more confidence. She’d always been the bolder of the two. The dress dropped. Her body emerged: equally impressive breasts, slightly fuller now from pregnancy hormones. Copper-red hair cascading down freckled shoulders. Wide hips. The gentle curve of her pregnant belly, nine weeks now, unmistakable in its firm roundness. Silver stretch marks mapped across her skin like a record of everything her body had accomplished.

Two curvaceous MILFs. Naked. In the same bed. Waiting for him.

Two pairs of hungry eyes. More curves than a mountain road. The visual was overwhelming in its abundance. Too much woman for any reasonable man to process, and Theron had stopped being reasonable months ago.

He undressed. His cock was already rigid. Had been since Maren opened the door.

Both women on the bed. Mirelle on his left, propped on one elbow, her full tits resting against his arm. Maren on his right, her pregnant belly pressing warm against his hip, her heavy breasts pillowed against his chest.

“Twenty years,” Maren said. “We’ve been talking about this for twenty years. Dane wanted to share me with Mirelle back when we were all young and stupid. She was too proud then.”

“I was terrified,” Mirelle corrected. “There’s a difference.”

“And now?”

“Now I’ve learned that terror and arousal are the same hormone.” She looked at Theron. “Tell me what to do.”

Maren answered before he could. “Shut up and let him eat you. I’ve been watching him worship women for months. It’s time you saw what I see.”

She was taking charge. The confident one. The woman who’d married a legendary libertine and learned to orchestrate pleasure like a conductor.

“Lie back,” Maren told Theron. He did. Flat on his back in the big bed. Both women flanking him. Soft warmth pressing against him from both sides. Two pussies he could touch by extending his hands. The logistics of plenty.

Maren straddled his face. Her pregnant pussy lowering onto his mouth, her copper curls brushing his nose, the taste of her arousal coating his tongue before he even started licking.

“Lick me while she watches,” Maren instructed. “Let her see how you worship.”

Theron wrapped his arms around Maren’s strong legs and pulled her down onto his mouth. She gasped. Ground against him. His tongue found her clit, swollen and sensitive from pregnancy hormones, and began the slow circles she loved.

Mirelle watched.

She was lying beside them, propped up, her hazel eyes fixed on the junction where Theron’s mouth met Maren’s pussy. Her chest rose and fell with quickening breath. Her hand drifted between her own thighs.

“Don’t touch yourself.” Maren’s voice was authoritative. A woman accustomed to directing sexual traffic since Dane’s wild years. “That’s HIS job. Wait your turn.”

Mirelle whimpered. Actually whimpered. The thirty-eight-year-old MILF who’d discovered exhibitionism and semi-public sex reduced to whimpering by the instruction not to touch herself while watching her best friend get eaten out.

Her hand withdrew. Gripped the sheets instead.

Theron ate Maren with focused intensity. Tongue flat on her clit, then pointed. Circling. Pressing. The pregnancy-amplified sensitivity meant she responded to every touch with outsized reactions. Her thighs trembled around his head. Her moans filled the bedroom. Her pregnant belly pressed against his forehead as she ground down.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

She came on his face. Violently. Her pussy clenching, her thighs crushing his ears, her scream rattling the windows. Cum flooded his mouth and chin. She ground through it, riding his tongue through aftershock after aftershock until the intensity became unbearable and she rolled off, gasping.

“Your turn, best friend,” Maren panted.

Mirelle replaced her. Shaking. Dripping wet without having been touched. She lowered herself onto Theron’s mouth with the desperate urgency of a woman who’d been watching her best friend orgasm from inches away while being forbidden to touch herself.

His tongue found her pussy. Different taste than Maren. Different texture. But equally desperate, equally hungry, equally starved for the specific attention his mouth could provide. Mirelle’s full thighs were softer than Maren’s, wider, wrapping around his head like a warm, wet vice.

Maren moved to Theron’s cock. While Mirelle rode his face, Maren took him in her hand and stroked. Keeping him hard. Keeping him ready. Two women working in tandem. One receiving, one preparing.

Mirelle’s orgasm came like thunder after lightning. The tension that had been building since she arrived, through three glasses of wine and watching Maren cum, detonated through her body with a force that would have collapsed weaker buildings. She screamed. Not the controlled moans of their nightly encounters. A full-throated, years-of-suppression-still-detonating scream that probably carried through every wall in the house and into the street beyond.

In the next room, Orin definitely would have heard. But Orin wasn’t home.

The neighbors might have heard.

Mirelle couldn’t have cared less.

She rode the orgasm for what felt like minutes, grinding against Theron’s tongue, her full tits heaving, tears streaming from her eyes. When she finally rolled off, she was laughing. Breathless, overwhelmed, joyful laughter that sounded like it had been building for twenty years.

“God,” she said. “GOD.”

Maren was grinning. “Now the main event.”

She positioned herself on all fours. Her preferred position. That round, gorgeous ass presented to Theron like an offering, her pregnant belly hanging below her, her pendulous breasts swaying. She looked back over her shoulder with the fierce satisfaction of a woman who was about to get what she’d been orchestrating all evening.

“Take me from behind,” she told Theron. “And let her watch.”

Theron moved behind Maren. Gripped her wide hips. Entered her in one firm stroke. The familiar grip of her pregnant pussy, tight and hot and desperately wet from the oral.

Mirelle lay in front of Maren. On her back. Her tits splayed to either side. Watching her best friend get fucked from inches away. Maren’s face was right above hers. Close enough to see every expression, every gasp, every moment of pleasure as Theron drove into her from behind.

The visual from Theron’s perspective was staggering. Maren’s wide, freckled ass in his hands, her copper hair swinging with each thrust, and beyond her: Mirelle’s abundant body stretched out like a feast, soft breasts quivering with each impact that traveled through Maren into the mattress.

He fucked Maren hard. The way she liked. Deep strokes that made her gasp and push back for more. Her pregnant body taking everything he gave and demanding more.

Maren came again. Quick this time. The hormones making her trigger-fast, the exhibitionism of being watched by her friend pushing her over the edge. She collapsed forward, nearly landing on Mirelle.

“Switch,” Maren gasped. “Take her. Let me watch.”

Mirelle rolled onto her back. Spread her powerful legs. The inverse position. Now she was the one being fucked while Maren sat beside them, catching her breath, one hand on her pregnant belly.

Theron entered Mirelle missionary. One deep stroke that buried him completely inside her. She was drenched. Her massive thighs wrapped around him immediately, pulling him deeper, her thick legs powerful enough to drag his hips flush against hers. Her warm breasts pressed flat against his chest, the stiff nipples scraping his skin. Her mouth found his neck, biting, sucking, marking him with her teeth the way he usually marked her. Claiming him right there, in front of her best friend, with the possessive hunger of a woman who refused to be secondary.

He fucked her. Not gently. She didn’t want gentle. She wanted proof. Wanted to feel him inside her the same way she’d watched him inside Maren. His cock driving into her wet, clenching pussy with deep thrusts that made her tits bounce between their pressed bodies and made the bed slam against the wall.

“Fill me up,” she whispered against his ear. “Let her see. Let her see you cum inside me. Show her I’m yours too.”

Maren watched from inches away. Her best friend getting fucked by the same man who’d just been fucking her, and the intimacy of the view was staggering. She could see where Theron’s cock disappeared into Mirelle’s glistening pussy with each thrust. Could see Mirelle’s arousal coating his shaft, glistening in the candlelight. Her hand stroked Mirelle’s chestnut hair back from her sweat-damp face. Kissed her forehead. Murmured encouragement while Theron drove deep.

“Let him fill you up. Take every inch. God, you’re beautiful when you cum. I can see it building. Let go.”

The casual intimacy between them. Not sexual. Not romantic. Something deeper. Twenty years of friendship expressed through shared vulnerability, shared pleasure, shared surrender to the same man. Maren cradling her friend’s face while watching a cock piston in and out of her. Mirelle reaching blindly for Maren’s hand and squeezing it while an orgasm built inside her.

Mirelle came. Hard. Her pussy clamping around Theron’s cock in spasming contractions that gripped and released with crushing force. Her thick thighs clenched around his waist. Her scream was muffled against his shoulder, but nothing could hide the violence of the climax shaking through her body.

Theron came inside Mirelle while she convulsed. His cock pulsing deep, flooding her pussy with thick spurts of cum while Maren watched from inches away, her green eyes wide, her lips parted. Mirelle’s strong legs locked behind his back and refused to let him withdraw. Her pussy milked him through each pulse, squeezing rhythmically, her internal muscles working his cock with desperate contractions that pulled every drop from his body.

He felt every spurt leave him. Felt Mirelle’s pussy clench around each one, holding his seed inside with possessive force. Her eyes, those warm hazel pools, were locked on his face. Watching him cum inside her while her best friend watched them both. Tears tracking silently down her cheeks. Not sadness. Completeness.

Then Maren.

She needed one more. The pregnancy hormones demanded it. Her pussy was throbbing from watching her best friend get fucked, wet and swollen and desperate. She positioned herself on her back this time, spreading her thick freckled thighs, her pregnant belly rising between them like a hill. Theron, recovered enough to harden again, positioned between her legs and entered her with the practiced ease of a weekly lover. Her pregnant pussy swallowed him with slick, welcoming heat.

Mirelle wrapped around him from behind. Her generous breasts pressing against his back, the soft weight of them warm against his shoulder blades, her stiff nipples dragging across his skin. Her arms around his chest. Her chin on his shoulder, watching over it as he sank into her best friend’s pregnant pussy. She could see everything from this angle. His cock sliding in and out of Maren. The glistening slickness coating his shaft. The way Maren’s flushed pussy lips gripped him on each outstroke.

Her hands traveled down his chest. Past his stomach. Found Maren’s belly. Cradled the growing life inside, her palms warm on the taut skin, while Theron moved inside the woman who carried that life.

“I can feel it,” Mirelle whispered against his ear. “The baby. Growing while you fuck her. You’re so deep, Theron. Right there where the baby is.”

Maren’s orgasm shattered through her. Pregnancy hormones and voyeuristic stimulation and the weight of Mirelle’s hands on her belly while Theron’s cock pushed deep. She screamed. Her pussy gushed around him. Her back arched, lifting her belly toward the ceiling.

Theron filled Maren too. His second orgasm of the night, weaker but deeper, a slow, grinding release that he felt in his bones. His cock pulsing inside her pregnant pussy while Mirelle held his body against hers from behind. Both women. Both claimed. Both thoroughly, completely, devotedly fucked. His cum inside both of them. Their combined scent on his skin.

They collapsed in a tangle of limbs and warm flesh and sweat-dampened skin. Three bodies in a bed designed for two. Maren’s pregnant belly pressing against Theron’s hip. Mirelle’s warm breasts resting against his shoulder. Copper hair and chestnut hair mixing on the pillows.

“We should have done this twenty years ago,” Maren said.

“Twenty years ago I was too proud,” Mirelle replied.

“And now?”

“Now I’ve learned that pride is overrated and orgasms are not.”

They lay in comfortable silence. Three heartbeats gradually synchronizing. The candles burning low. The house quiet around them.

“This wasn’t a one-time thing,” Maren said. It wasn’t a question.

“No,” Mirelle agreed.

“When scheduling allows. Both of us. Together.”

Theron said nothing. Didn’t need to. His cock, resting softly between them, had answered on his behalf.

Maren reached across and took Mirelle’s hand. Held it across Theron’s chest. Best friends on either side of the man they shared. Both thoroughly fucked. Both satisfied. Both exactly where they wanted to be.

“Dane would be proud,” Maren murmured.

“Your father wouldn’t believe it.”

“My father couldn’t believe most things. That’s why he drank.”

Mirelle laughed. Tired. Content. The laugh of a woman who’d spent twenty years wondering what this would feel like and discovered it felt like coming home.

They slept like that. Three bodies tangled. The candles guttering out. The night settling around them like a blanket.

Outside, Amoria slept too. The harbor quiet. The streets empty. The Stag locked and dark.

Inside Maren’s house: two of the most stunning women in the city, naked and satisfied, flanking the man who’d somehow earned the right to claim them both.

Theron fell asleep to the sound of Mirelle’s breathing on one side and Maren’s on the other, and he dreamed about nothing at all, because reality had already surpassed anything his imagination could produce.


Chapter 16: Filing the Charter

The Merchant Guild hall was a large stone building near the Trade Plaza, its walls darkened by decades of pipe smoke and the accumulated weight of commercial ambition. Inside, merchants of various sizes argued over tariffs, filed papers in triplicate, and smoked pipes that made the air thick enough to chew.

Theron arrived at the front desk with Celia.

He hadn’t planned on bringing her. She’d insisted. Showed up at the tavern entrance that morning dressed in her best dark dress, ledger under her arm, hair pulled back in the severe bun that meant she was in business mode.

“You’ll forget something,” she’d said when he tried to protest. “A form number. A clause. A fee schedule. I’m coming.”

He didn’t argue. Partly because she was right. Partly because the look she gave him brooked no disagreement, and he’d learned that arguing with Celia when she had that look was like arguing with weather.

The Guild clerk was a heavy man with ink-stained fingers and the perpetual expression of someone who had processed ten thousand applications and found each one slightly disappointing. He sat behind a counter buried in parchment, rubber stamps arranged in precise rows, a quill that hadn’t been sharpened in weeks.

“Business?” the clerk asked without looking up.

“Trading post charter application.” Theron set the folder on the counter. “The Prancing Stag, Provision Lane.”

The clerk’s eyes rose. Finally. A tavern applying for trading post status was apparently more interesting than the usual fare of merchant permit renewals and tariff disputes.

Theron presented the documentation. Celia had organized everything with the precision of a military campaign. First: the trade documentation from Velmoor, stamped by the elven trade-master with the leaf-and-wax seal that identified authorized trading partners. Second: receipts showing goods imported, with descriptions, quantities, and prices in both Common and Elvish. Third: the Stag’s existing commercial license, current and paid up. Fourth: Celia’s meticulously prepared financial statements, formatted according to Guild standard template seven, subsection B, which Celia had somehow obtained and memorized.

The clerk reviewed everything. Slowly. Thoroughly. His ink-stained fingers turning pages with the care of a man who’d been burned by sloppy paperwork before.

“Business name?” the clerk asked, quill poised.

“The Prancing Stag.”

“And the nature of hospitality services provided?”

Long pause. Theron felt Celia’s eyes on him. Measuring. Daring him to say the wrong thing.

“Food. Drink. Lodging.”

The clerk stamped the form without looking up. “That’s what they all say.”

He turned to the next page. “Active Velmoor trading authorization.” He held up the elven documentation, studying the seal. “That’s rare for a human. How’d you manage it?”

“I have connections.”

The clerk’s eyes flickered to Theron’s wrist. When Theron concentrated, the elf-kin affinity mark became faintly visible there. A warm shimmer beneath the skin that someone with magical sensitivity, or just trained observational skills, could detect.

“So you do.” The clerk stamped a form. Then another. Then a third. The rubber stamps hitting parchment with the decisive thud of bureaucratic approval. “Charter application accepted. Processing time: seven business days. Effective immediately upon approval.”

“And upon approval?”

“The Prancing Stag will be reclassified as ‘trading post with hospitality services.’ Your commercial licensing authority transfers from the Office of Commercial Licensing to the Merchant Guild. All Guild fees and regulations apply. All municipal commercial regulations pertaining to standard tavern operations become inapplicable.”

All municipal commercial regulations pertaining to standard tavern operations become inapplicable.

Meaning Hargest’s authority evaporated. His letter. His thirty-day deadline. His ability to revoke, review, or restrict the Stag’s operations. All of it rendered null the moment the charter was approved.

“Seven business days,” Theron confirmed.

“Standard processing. Could be faster if the application is clean.” The clerk looked at Celia’s financial statements. Actually paused. Read a line twice. “These are unusually well-prepared.”

“My business manager is thorough,” Theron said.

“Thorough is an understatement. These are formatted better than what half our Guild members submit.” The clerk looked at Celia with an expression that, on his jowly face, constituted high praise. “Young lady, if you ever want a position in Guild administration…”

“I’m employed,” Celia said. No smile. But a very faint pink on her pale cheeks that she’d deny until death.

They left the Guild hall. Twenty days remained on Hargest’s deadline. Seven for charter processing. Thirteen days of buffer. More than enough.

Unless Vincent had allies in the Guild too.

“We need a contingency,” Celia said, reading his thoughts with the accuracy of someone who’d spent months learning the rhythms of his worry. “If the charter is delayed, we need another way to block Hargest.”

“Captain Wrenfeld. If the Watch formally objects to the license revocation, Hargest has to hold a hearing. That buys us two more weeks.”

“I’ll draft the objection letter today. Wrenfeld just needs to sign it and file it with the Civic Hall.”

They walked to the Stag in comfortable silence. Theron carrying the receipt from the Guild. Celia carrying her ledger. Two people who’d somehow become business partners as well as lovers, the sexual schedule running in parallel with the commercial one, both managed with equally meticulous attention to detail.

At the tavern, Theron found Captain Wrenfeld’s regular stool occupied by the man himself, already two ales deep at a time of day that was early even by guard standards.

“Rough morning?” Theron asked.

“Smuggler bust in the Moon-Sunk Sewers. Lost two men to a collapse. Found the contraband, though. Forty crates of Thornhaven timber being sold without logging permits.” He drained his ale. “Sometimes I wonder why I didn’t become a tavern owner.”

Theron set the bottle of elven wine on the bar. Amber liquid in a crystal flask that caught the lantern light like bottled sunshine.

Wrenfeld stared at it. Picked it up. Studied the elven script on the label. Uncorked it. Inhaled.

His expression shifted from world-weary to something approaching reverence.

“Is this…”

“Velmoor vintage. Three hundred years old. The elves consider it a table wine.”

“Three hundred…” Wrenfeld set the bottle down with exaggerated care. “Ashwick, if you need anything. Anything at all. Up to and including me personally guarding your establishment with my own body.”

“I might need something smaller than that. A signed objection letter, ready to file with Civic Hall, in case the trading charter gets delayed.”

“Already done.” Wrenfeld looked at Celia. “She came to me yesterday with a draft. I signed it this morning.”

Theron turned to Celia. She didn’t look up from her ledger. But the faint pink on her cheeks had returned.

“You came to him yesterday?”

“Contingency planning is not the same as distrust.”

“You had him sign it before we even filed the charter.”

“Of course. Filing the charter before securing the contingency would have been irresponsible.” She paused. “I also have a second draft prepared in case the first one needs revision. And a third in case Wrenfeld is unavailable and we need his deputy to sign.”

Three backup plans for a backup plan.

Theron looked at the woman who’d once screamed that he didn’t deserve her sister. Who’d spied on them through a cracked door and masturbated with jealous fury. Who’d stormed into his room demanding he take her virginity because she needed to have something Elara didn’t.

Now she was saving his business with spreadsheets and foresight.

“Thank you, Celia.”

“Don’t thank me. Pay me.”

“I do pay you.”

“Not enough.” She closed the ledger. “The charter should be approved within the week. The contingency is secured. The Velmoor route is operational. The only remaining variable is whether Vincent has the resources to interfere with Guild processing.”

“And if he does?”

“Then we deploy the Wrenfeld letter, buy two weeks, and I personally camp outside the Guild clerk’s office until the charter is processed.” She met his eyes. “I told you before. I could run this entire city with the right spreadsheet.”

“It’s a ledger.”

“Same thing.”

The Guild clerk would contact them within seven business days. The charter would be approved or it wouldn’t. The contingency was in place. The commercial defense was as strong as planning could make it.

All that remained was waiting.

And in the Prancing Stag, waiting was never boring.

Elara served the evening crowd in her new sheer-paneled bodice, her small perky tits catching every customer’s eye while she smiled and collected tips. Mirelle worked the floor in the wine-red corset without undergarments, her massive breasts and bare pussy beneath the skirt creating the kind of visual spectacle that kept adventurers ordering drinks they didn’t need. Rosalind and Sable handled the back rooms with professional efficiency, the muffled sounds of their work providing background rhythm to the tavern’s evening operations.

Past every partition and floorboard. Through the lantern light. Through the coins and laughter and the steady hum of a business that had been built from wreckage by someone who was either the luckiest man in Amoria or the most strategic.

Probably both.

The charter would come through. The business would survive. Vincent would lose.

Somewhere in the Guild hall, a clerk with ink-stained fingers was probably still staring at Celia’s financial statements and wondering where she’d learned to format like that.

He’d never find out. She was taken.


Chapter 17: Brynn’s Birth

The knock came at three in the morning.

Not the polite tap of a customer or the confident rap of Rosalind returning from a late client. A frantic hammering. The kind that meant someone was either dying or being born.

Theron stumbled downstairs in trousers and nothing else, his sleep-addled brain trying to parse whether this was a threat or a crisis. Elara appeared on the landing behind him, wrapped in a blanket, blinking.

He opened the door to Orin. Breathless. Pale. His shaggy hair wild.

“Brynn,” Orin gasped. “Her water broke. Maren’s taking her to the Temple. She wants you there.”

Not a threat. A birth.

Theron dressed in thirty seconds. Elara insisted on coming. They jogged through Amoria’s pre-dawn streets toward the Temple of Venara, the cobblestones slick with dew, the air cool and carrying the distant sounds of sailors changing watch at the harbor.

The Temple was lit. Even at three in the morning, candles burned in every window. Births didn’t wait for convenient hours, and Seraphine’s domain operated on its own schedule.

They found Maren in the temple’s cloister, pacing with the restless energy of a woman who’d given birth five times and knew exactly what was coming for her daughter. Her copper hair was tied hastily back. Her pregnant belly, visible beneath a hastily thrown-on dress, moved with each stride.

“Brynn started contracting at midnight,” Maren said without preamble. “Fast for a first baby. Takes after me. Not one of mine lasted four hours. We’re built for this.”

Kael sat on a bench against the wall, looking like he’d been punched in the stomach by an invisible fist. The boyfriend who’d gotten Brynn pregnant was apparently not prepared for the reality of that pregnancy reaching its natural conclusion.

“He’s useless,” Maren noted, following Theron’s gaze. “Men always are during births. Dane fainted twice. With the FIRST child. By the third he just sat outside and smoked.”

Seraphine emerged from the birthing chamber. The locked door, normally sealed, stood open. Beyond it: clean linens, warm water in basins, the smell of herbs. The Five Graces portraits visible through the doorway, their explicit sacred artwork watching over the process with divine approval.

“She’s progressing well,” Seraphine said with the calm authority of a woman who’d delivered thousands of babies. “Dilation is advanced. We’ll be ready within the hour.”

Maren nodded, unsurprised. Looked at Theron.

“You should see this,” she said. “Not the birth itself. That’s Brynn’s private moment. But the prayer. The Five Graces system. You’ll need to understand it when your women start delivering.”

When. Not if.

The certainty in her voice made his stomach clench. Elara was possibly pregnant. She’d been nauseous. Her breasts were tender. All those nights of “fill me up, put a baby in me” might already have consequences.

Seraphine guided them to the antechamber outside the birthing room. Through the partially open door, Theron could hear Brynn’s breathing. Controlled. Focused. The sounds of a woman doing something her body was designed for.

“The Five Graces prayer system,” Seraphine explained, settling into her teaching voice with the practiced ease of decades. “When a woman gives birth here, we pray to one of Venara’s five daughters for blessing. Each Grace has specific requirements for acceptance.”

She counted on her weathered fingers.

“Primala. Grace of Premarital Love. Accepts prayer for young maidens giving birth. Elara or Sable would qualify.”

“Mercala. Grace of Prostitution and Paid Love. Accepts prayer for sex workers. Rosalind or Sable would qualify.”

“Matria. Grace of Pregnancy and Childbirth. Always accepts. Every pregnant woman is sacred to her. You cannot pray wrong to Matria.”

“Unara. Grace of Marriage and Wedded Love. Accepts prayer for engaged women, brides, wives.”

“Ardena. Grace of Passion and Lust. Accepts prayer for women of high… experience.” She chose the word carefully. “Women whose passion led them to pregnancy through abundant partners.”

“What happens if we pray to the wrong one?” Theron asked.

Seraphine’s expression turned grave. “The Grace may be displeased. One in three chance of a curse. The woman cannot orgasm for two weeks. A cruel punishment from a deity of fertility, but the Graces take their domains seriously.” She paused. “Two in three chance of just a scolding. But the curse is not pleasant.”

“And the right prayer?”

“Pain relief for the mother. Smooth delivery. The Grace’s blessing, which accumulates. After six blessings from different births, you may pray directly to Venara herself for a permanent blessing.”

“What kind of permanent blessing?”

Seraphine smiled. The knowing, ancient smile of a woman who served a sex goddess. “Let’s just say Venara rewards fertility with… enhanced capacity. You’ll learn when the time comes.”

From the birthing chamber, Brynn’s voice rose. Not a scream. A focused, primal sound. The sound of a body doing what bodies do.

Kael was summoned. He stood. Nearly sat back down. Maren grabbed his arm and propelled him toward the door.

“Get in there,” she ordered. “Hold her hand. Tell her she’s beautiful. Do NOT look between her legs until Seraphine says to.”

“I can’t—”

“You absolutely can. You put that baby inside her. You can damn well watch it come out.”

Kael entered the birthing chamber on legs that didn’t quite belong to him. Maren watched him go with the exasperated fondness of a mother who’d seen too many useless men at too many births.

“He’ll be fine,” she told Theron. “They’re always fine. The women do the actual work and the men get the credit for not passing out.”

The prayer was said. Kael, coached by Seraphine, knelt before Unara’s portrait. The four-part composition showing a couple’s lifelong passion: first kiss, pregnant wedding, vigorous sex, mature oral. Kael stared at the explicit artwork with the expression of a man whose religious education had not prepared him for this.

“Unara,” he said, his voice cracking. “I… we’re engaged. We love each other. Please bless our… our…”

“Baby,” Seraphine prompted gently.

“Our baby.”

The portrait seemed to shift. Not dramatically. Not with theatrical divine intervention. Just a subtle warming of the colors, a softening of the painted faces. A sense of approval radiating from the ancient artwork.

“Unara accepts,” Seraphine said. “Blessed are those weddings where the bride arrives with a crowd of little ones.”

The birth was quick after that. Maren’s prediction proved accurate. Brynn pushed efficiently, screamed efficiently, and delivered a healthy girl in just over three hours of labor.

Theron heard the baby’s first cry through the chamber door. A thin, piercing sound that cut through the temple’s sacred air like a blade of pure life.

Maren started crying. Silently. One hand on her own pregnant belly, the other pressed against her mouth. Grandmother and mother-to-be simultaneously. The cycle continuing.

Seraphine emerged carrying a small bundle. Clean. Pink. Making tiny sounds of displeasure at the indignity of existence.

“Healthy girl,” she announced. “Seven pounds. Strong lungs.” She looked at Maren. “Takes after her grandmother.”

Maren took the bundle. Looked down at her granddaughter with an expression that Theron had never seen on her face before. Tender. Uncomplicated. Pure love without the layers of desire and pragmatism that usually armored her.

“Sera,” Maren whispered. “After Seraphine. If that’s okay.”

The elderly priestess touched her own chest. Her eyes glistened. “I would be honored.”

Kael emerged from the chamber looking like he’d survived a siege. Brynn behind him, red-haired and exhausted and radiating the raw glow of a woman who’d just done something impossible. Her boyfriend/fiancé held her with the desperate gentleness of a man who’d just discovered that love could be terrifying.

The financial mechanics activated automatically. Seraphine recorded the birth in the temple ledger. Duchess Vivienne’s system engaged: six hundred sovereigns first-child bonus for baby Sera, payable within the week. Fifteen sovereigns weekly ongoing, distributed every Sunday through the temple.

Kael’s face when he heard the numbers. Six hundred sovereigns. More money than he’d ever held. For having a baby. The Duchy’s child support system, designed to encourage fertility and support mothers regardless of circumstance, doing exactly what it was designed to do.

“Six hundred?” Kael repeated.

“Plus fifteen weekly,” Seraphine confirmed. “Venara and the Duchess share a philosophy: children are wealth. The state invests in its future.”

Theron watched the family reunion. Brynn nursing baby Sera for the first time, her massive pregnant-belly now deflated to a soft maternal pouch. Kael hovering with the useless devotion of new fatherhood. Maren holding her granddaughter with one hand and her own pregnant belly with the other.

Elara stood beside Theron. Her hand found his. She squeezed.

“Someday,” she whispered. “That’ll be us.”

He looked at her. The cheerful blonde waitress who’d been nauseous every morning for a week. Whose breasts were tender. Whose nightly demands to be bred might already be answered.

“Someday might be sooner than you think,” he said.

She looked at him sharply. He said nothing more. Not yet. Let her process. Let the morning sickness speak for itself. Seraphine would confirm it when the time came.

They walked home through Amoria’s waking streets. Elara’s hand in his. The morning sun catching her honey-blonde hair. Baby Sera’s first cries still echoing in his memory like a promise.

Halfway down Provision Lane, they passed the Cathedral of Valdros. Its grey stone walls loomed with an architectural disapproval that the building’s designer had clearly been contracted to convey. The front doors stood open for the morning faithful, and Father Aldric himself was on the steps, greeting parishioners with the solemn benevolence of a man who’d definitely not had Rosalind’s mouth on his cock through the confessional screen less than twelve hours ago.

He spotted Theron and Elara. His expression flickered through several contradictory emotions before settling on pastoral warmth.

“Young Ashwick. And young Elara. You look radiant this morning, my dear.”

“We’ve been at the Temple of Venara,” Elara said brightly. “Maren’s daughter just gave birth. A healthy girl.”

Aldric’s warmth cooled approximately three degrees. The Temple of Venara was, to the Church of Valdros, what a rival tavern was to the Stag. Except with more explicit artwork and a deity who openly masturbated in her own statuary.

“Venara’s temple. Yes. They do… useful work there.” The words came out like he was passing a kidney stone made of theological compromise. “Births are blessed occasions. Regardless of the… venue.”

“Seraphine sends her regards,” Theron added, because he was feeling generous.

“Does she.” Aldric smoothed his robes. The same robes that, per Rosalind’s gleeful weekly reports, got hiked up above his waist every Sunday evening during what he insisted on calling “spiritual counseling.” “Well. Valdros blesses all new life. Even life shepherded into the world by temples of… competing theological perspective.”

“It’s not a competition, Father.”

“Of course not.” His smile was the approximate temperature of fish left in the sun. “Do bring the child for a proper Valdros blessing when the family is ready. The cathedral offers christening services. Traditional. Dignified. With artwork that keeps its clothes on.”

He disappeared back inside before Theron could respond. The cathedral doors closed with the heavy finality of a man retreating to ground he controlled.

Elara giggled. “He looked like he’d swallowed a wasp.”

“He looks like that every time someone mentions Venara.”

“Rosalind says he’s actually very flexible. Spiritually speaking.”

“Rosalind says a lot of things about Aldric’s flexibility.”

They were both laughing by the time they reached the Stag.

Your women will start delivering.

Maren’s certainty. Seraphine’s prediction. Theron looked at Elara walking beside him. She was humming again, one hand resting absently on her stomach. She didn’t know yet. But her body did.


Chapter 18: Vincent’s Desperation

The Friday dance was in full swing when Vincent Morell lost his composure.

Trade Plaza was packed. Lanterns swinging from poles, music drifting from the hired minstrels, the smell of roasted meat and wine and the musk of hundreds of people dancing and flirting and spending coin. The Prancing Stag’s sponsorship banner hung prominently above the wine tables, the freshly painted stag rearing proudly.

Theron arrived with his women. Not all of them. Not the full spectacle. But enough.

Mirelle on one side, wine-red corset pushing her massive breasts into prominence, every head turning as she walked. No undergarments. The sheer fabric of her skirt showed the outline of her legs when she stood in front of a lantern. Thirty-eight-year-old MILF energy radiating from every pore.

Elara on the other side, honey-blonde hair loose, the new sheer-paneled bodice from Lysa making her small perky tits visible when the light caught right. She was smiling. She’d been smiling all day. Something about her was different. Brighter. As if Brynn’s birth had activated something, a maternal instinct she didn’t know she had, glowing from inside.

The Stag’s reputation preceded them. Adventurers greeted Theron by name. C-rank warriors raised tankards in salute. Off-duty city guards nodded with professional courtesy. Even merchants who’d never set foot in the tavern knew of it. Knew what it offered. Knew who ran it.

Theron danced with Mirelle first. His hand on her waist, her body pressing against him without shame, her heavy tits practically in his face as they moved through the crowd. Every eye in the plaza watching the tavern owner and his voluptuous household manager move together with an intimacy that left nothing to imagination.

Mirelle loved it. The being seen. The being wanted. The dozens of eyes tracking her body while she danced with the man she belonged to. Her exhibitionist kink didn’t require nudity. Just attention. Just the knowledge that every man watching wished he were in Theron’s place.

Then Elara’s turn. Lighter. Faster. She laughed while they danced, twirling under his arm, her skirt flaring to show tanned legs. The cheerful innocent who’d discovered voyeurism and breeding kink still looked, to the uninitiated, like a sweet tavern girl having a nice evening.

Between dances, Maren found him. She was sitting with Orin at a table near the fountain, her pregnant belly visible beneath a fitted green dress that emphasized rather than concealed her condition. Her copper hair caught lantern light like fire.

“The charter,” she said without preamble. “I heard from the Golden Harp’s owner that Vincent has been asking questions at the Guild. He knows you filed.”

Theron’s jaw tightened. “Asking what kind of questions?”

“Whether applications can be challenged. Whether there’s an appeals process. Whether certain applications can be… lost.”

The chess game continuing. Vincent learning about the charter filing. Realizing his weapon was about to become obsolete. Scrambling for countermoves.

Then Vincent himself appeared.

He crossed the plaza with the rigid stride of a man whose charm had curdled into something harder. No smooth approach. No calculated smile. Just a direct line toward Theron that parted the crowd like a blade.

“You think you can just change what you are?” Vincent’s voice carried. Heads turned. The music continued but the conversations around them quieted. “You’re a tavern owner’s son running a brothel. A piece of paper doesn’t change that.”

Theron met his eyes. Steady. Unblinking. “A piece of paper is exactly what changes that. Ask your friend Hargest.”

“Hargest was doing his JOB. Your establishment is a front for prostitution. Everyone knows it. A trading charter doesn’t make your whores legitimate.”

“My employees are none of your concern.”

“I had Elara.” The words burst from Vincent like pressure from a cracked vessel. No smooth delivery. No calculated performance. Raw. “I had her charmed. I had her dancing. I had her ready. You STOLE her from me.”

The plaza had gone very quiet around them. Conversations suspended. Dancers pausing mid-step. The particular silence that falls when two men face each other with everything stripped away.

“She was never yours, Vincent.” Theron’s voice was level. Almost gentle. The confidence of someone who’d already won and didn’t need to shout about it. “She chose. They all chose. And none of them chose you.”

Vincent’s face contorted. The silver-templed charm peeling away to reveal something beneath. Not evil. Just small. A man who’d defined himself by conquest and couldn’t process losing.

“Young love burns bright and fast,” Vincent managed. “When she tires of being one of many. When your whores and your gloryholes and your corrupted household collapse. I’ll be waiting.”

“You’ll be waiting a long time.”

Vincent turned. Walked away. The crowd parted to let him pass, then closed behind him. Nobody watched him go.

But Theron noticed something. As Vincent retreated into the crowd, he passed a figure standing near the wine stalls. Spoke briefly. The figure nodded.

Not Hargest. Someone else. A tall man in merchant’s clothing that Theron hadn’t seen before. Well-dressed. The bearing of someone accustomed to authority, different from the city official. Someone new.

Celia materialized at his elbow. She’d been watching from the shadow of a market stall, invisible until she chose to be visible.

“Who was that?” she asked, nodding toward the stranger Vincent had spoken to.

“I don’t know.”

“I’ll find out.”

“Is that a promise or a threat?”

“Yes.”

She melted back into the crowd. Theron watched her go. Dark hair and pale skin and the analytical mind that had saved his business three times already. If there was something to find, she’d find it.

The music resumed. The dancing continued. Theron let the tension drain from his shoulders and found Elara in the crowd.

She was talking to Sable. The two friends huddled together near the fountain, Sable’s wild dark curls contrasting with Elara’s honey-blonde braid. They were laughing about something. Probably inappropriate. Their friendship had deepened since Sable’s claiming, the peer bond between them strengthening into something genuine.

Elara looked up. Caught his eye across the plaza. Something passed between them that didn’t need words. You okay? her expression asked. He nodded. She smiled.

On the other side of the fountain, Maren sat with Orin. His arm around her shoulders. Her hand on her belly. The pregnant widow and her godson-lover, comfortable in their strange domestic arrangement, unbothered by the public display. Theron felt a pang of something that might have been pride. He’d facilitated that. Given them permission. Made it possible for two people with taboo desires to find happiness together.

The evening wound down. Theron danced with Mirelle again. Then with Elara. Then, briefly, with Celia, who appeared from wherever she’d been investigating and allowed him exactly one dance before retreating to analyze whatever she’d discovered.

“The stranger’s name is Pembrook,” she told him during their dance. Her voice low. “Senior clerk at the Merchant Guild. He’s been ‘losing’ applications for merchants who irritate certain powerful people. Vincent’s been paying his gambling debts in exchange for delays.”

“Our charter application?”

“Currently sitting on Pembrook’s desk. Flagged for ‘additional review.’ Which means it will sit there until someone makes it worth his while to process it.”

Fuck.

Vincent wasn’t just sore about losing. He was actively trying to block the charter. Using a corrupt Guild clerk to delay the paperwork past Hargest’s deadline.

The dance ended. Celia stepped back.

“We knew this was possible,” she said. “The contingency is ready. Wrenfeld’s objection letter is signed. If the charter doesn’t clear in time, we deploy it and buy two weeks.”

“Can we unblock the charter directly?”

“Pembrook has gambling debts. That’s why he’s vulnerable to Vincent. If someone pays those debts…”

“How much?”

“Two hundred sovereigns. Approximately.”

Two hundred sovereigns to bribe a corrupt clerk to process paperwork that should have been processed automatically. The cost of doing business in a city where bureaucracy and corruption were indistinguishable.

“I’ll visit him tomorrow,” Theron said.

“I’ll come with you.”

“Celia—”

“I said I’ll come with you.” Her grey-blue eyes dared him to argue. He didn’t.

The Friday dance was ending. Lanterns being extinguished. Couples drifting home through dark streets. Adventurers stumbling toward taverns for last-call ales.

Theron gathered his household and walked home to the Stag. Mirelle’s arm through his. Elara on his other side. Celia walking ahead with her ledger, already planning tomorrow’s confrontation.

Behind them, the fountain splashed in an empty plaza. The sponsorship banner flapped in the night wind.

Theron needed to end this soon. A cornered man with nothing left to lose could still do damage on his way down.


Chapter 19: Pregnant Glow

Maren was twelve weeks pregnant, and the belly was real.

Not the subtle hint from earlier weeks. Not the “maybe she’s gaining weight” ambiguity. This was a firm, visible, unmistakable roundness beneath her skin that announced its presence like a declaration. The gentle slope from earlier weeks had become a proper bump, taut and warm, pushing against whatever she wore.

Her breasts had responded in kind. Already massive at their natural DD size, they’d grown beyond what he thought possible. A full cup size beyond normal, heavy and achingly tender, the nipples darkened to a deeper shade that stood out against her freckled skin. They strained against every neckline. They ached when Theron looked at them, which he did constantly.

Her entire body glowed. A flush that made her fair skin luminous, a radiance that seemed to emanate from within. Copper hair catching light with new vibrancy. Emerald eyes brighter, sharper, as if the life growing inside her was lending its energy to her extremities.

Twelve weeks along. Glowing like a sunset. And hornier than any woman Theron had ever encountered.

She pulled him through her front door before he could greet her. Hands fisted in his tunic, pulling him down the hallway. The house was empty. Orin with the children. Privacy absolute.

“I need you,” she said, and the words carried a weight that went beyond casual want. “Right now. Immediately. I have been thinking about your cock since I woke up at dawn and I have masturbated twice and it was not enough. Nothing is enough anymore.”

She yanked her dress over her head. No undergarments. Of course no undergarments. The full spectacle of her pregnant body hit Theron like a physical force.

The belly. Round and firm and beautiful. Silver stretch marks tracing familiar paths across the taut skin, each one a story written by her body. The curve of new life making her soft stomach firm and prominent, the skin stretched smooth and warm.

The breasts. Swollen. Heavy. Enormous beyond their usual magnificence, hanging with the weight of growing milk glands. Nipples dark and thick, standing out from areolas that had expanded and deepened in color. They swayed when she moved with pendulous gravity that hypnotized.

The hips. Wider than before, or maybe just emphasized by the belly’s new prominence. Her wide pelvis, already built for childbirth, seemed to have expanded to accommodate its current tenant. Freckles scattered across her shoulders and chest.

Everything about her screamed FERTILITY. This was a woman’s body doing exactly what it was designed to do, and doing it magnificently.

Theron spent time with her body before he fucked her.

He knelt before her. Pressed his lips against the belly. She gasped. The skin was hyper-sensitive now. Every touch magnified. His mouth moved across the drum-tight surface, kissing the stretch marks one by one, his hands cradling the curve from beneath.

“You are so beautiful,” he murmured against her skin. Not a line. Truth.

“Don’t compliment me. Fuck me.”

“I’m doing both.”

His mouth traveled. Up to her breasts. He took one darkened nipple into his mouth and sucked gently. She arched with a sound that was almost a scream. Pregnancy had turned her nipples into direct lines to her pussy, every touch there sending shock waves through her body.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her hands gripping his head. “They’re so sensitive. If you keep doing that, I’ll cum before you even get inside me.”

He kept doing it. Sucked harder. Her knees buckled. He caught her, guided her to the bed, and continued worshipping her breasts while she writhed beneath him. Her pussy was already soaking, the hormonal arousal making her drip before he’d touched anything below her waist.

“Now,” she demanded. “Inside me. NOW. I cannot wait another second.”

She wanted him on top this time. Different from her usual preference for riding. She wanted to feel his weight pressing her into the mattress, his chest against her tender, heavy tits, his pelvis against her belly. The intimacy of missionary with a pregnant woman. Face to face. Eye to eye. His body covering hers.

Theron positioned himself between her spread thighs. Her pregnant belly rose between them, a warm firm dome that he had to navigate around. The angle was different from non-pregnant sex. He had to lean slightly back, his cock finding her at a new approach that pressed against her front wall with each stroke.

“Oh,” she breathed when he entered her. “Oh god. That angle is…”

She couldn’t finish the sentence. The new geometry of pregnant sex was hitting spots that regular penetration missed. His cock sliding into her wet, engorged pussy at an angle that ground against her G-spot with each thrust. Her body’s changes working in his favor.

She grabbed his arms. Pulled him closer despite the belly between them. Her aching tits pressed flat against his chest, the darkened nipples scraping his skin. Her eyes locked on his with an intensity that was primal.

“I’m bigger every week,” she whispered. “Can you feel how different I am? My body doesn’t fit in my clothes. My nipples leak when I’m aroused. I wake up aching for you and I don’t stop aching until you’re inside me.”

The breeding kink had evolved. The accusatory heat of their early pregnant sessions had burned away, replaced by something reverent. A woman marveling at the transformation her own body was performing while the man responsible moved inside her.

“Touch my belly,” she said, guiding his hands to the firm roundness. “Feel what’s happening to me. My hips are wider. My breasts are a size bigger. Everything is so sensitive I nearly came when you kissed my stomach. Three months ago I was just Maren with big tits and a loud mouth.” She squeezed around him, her voice thick. “Now I’m carrying a life. And I’ve never felt more powerful.”

Theron’s hands on her belly. His cock in her pussy. The baby between them, a tiny heartbeat surrounded by warmth and fluid and the rhythmic motion of its parents’ bodies.

“Harder,” she gasped. “I’m carrying, not dying. My body was built for this. So stop being careful and FUCK me.”

He gave her harder. Drove into her with force that made her heavy tits bounce despite being pressed between their bodies, the warm flesh rippling against his chest with each impact. The bed shook beneath them. The headboard slammed against the wall with rhythmic violence. The sounds of flesh slapping flesh filled the room, wet and meaty, the obscene soundtrack of a pregnant woman being thoroughly fucked by the man who’d knocked her up.

Her pussy was soaking, her arousal flooding around his cock with each thrust, running down between her ass cheeks and pooling on the sheets beneath her. The wet sounds of their coupling were louder than the headboard, louder than her moans, a constant slick percussion that accompanied every deep, grinding stroke.

“Yes.” She clawed at his back, her nails dragging red lines across his shoulders. “YES. Deeper. I can feel you pressing against where the baby sleeps. My whole body belongs to you now, Theron. Every stretch mark, every ache, every pound I’ve gained. You made all of it. And I love every fucking second.”

He fucked her. Hard and deep and relentless. His hands gripping the sheets on either side of her belly for leverage, his hips pistoning, each thrust bottoming out against her cervix with a pressure that made her gasp. Her tender, pregnancy-full tits shook with each impact, the darkened nipples flushed and leaking a clear fluid her changing body had begun producing. Her wide hips met each thrust, pushing up to take him deeper, her thick thighs spread wide around his body.

She came. Her body’s new chemistry transformed the orgasm into something seismic. Her pussy clenched around him with spasming, crushing force, the contractions so intense they nearly pushed his cock out before her muscles reversed and pulled him deeper. Her thick thighs trembled violently. Her back arched off the bed, her pregnant belly pressing against his stomach, her breasts heaving. She screamed his name. Then just sounds, incoherent, primal, the vocabulary of a woman experiencing pleasure too intense for language. Her pussy gushed around him, a flood of warm wetness that soaked them both, her orgasm releasing everything her body had been holding.

Theron came with her. Buried deep, his hands finding her pregnant belly and pressing against the taut warm skin, his cock swelling and pulsing thick ropes of cum into her already-occupied womb. He felt each spurt leave his body with punishing intensity, the orgasm drawn out by her spasming pussy clenching and pulling at him in relentless waves. She felt every pulse and whispered encouragement through each one, her voice ragged and broken with pleasure.

“Don’t you dare hold back. I can feel every pulse. So hot. So deep. The baby can probably feel you throbbing. God, I love being yours like this. Keep going. I want every last drop flooding me.”

He stayed inside her. Softening slowly. Her legs wrapped around his waist, refusing to let him withdraw. Her hands on his face, pulling him down for a kiss that tasted like wine and woman and the salt of happy tears.

“I love this,” she murmured. “I love being full of you while I’m full of our child. There’s no feeling like it. Being bred. Being filled. Being exactly what my body was built for.”

They rested. His head on her chest, her heartbeat strong beneath his ear, her fingers in his hair. Her belly a warm dome against his side.

“Theron.”

“Hmm?”

“Elara.”

He lifted his head.

“She’s been nauseous in the mornings.” Maren’s expression was knowing. Ancient with maternal recognition. “I saw it at Brynn’s birth. The way she touched her stomach. The way she winced when Brynn’s baby cried.”

“I know.”

“Have you talked to her?”

“Not yet.”

“Don’t wait too long.” Maren touched her own belly. “Pregnancy doesn’t wait for convenient timing. And your little waitress is going to need someone who understands what’s happening to her body.”

“I’ll take her to Seraphine.”

“Take her soon.” Maren paused. “And Theron? When you find out… when she’s confirmed… try not to look as terrified as you did when I told you about mine.”

“I wasn’t terrified.”

“You looked like someone had told you the floor was actually a trapdoor.”

He couldn’t argue. She was right. About all of it.

They dressed reluctantly. He kissed her goodbye at the door. Her belly pressed against him during the embrace, warm and firm and growing.

“Next week,” she said. “Same time. And bring stamina. The hormones are getting worse.”

“Or better.”

“Or better.” She grinned. That predatory, hungry, copper-haired grin that had been seducing men since her twenties. “Depends on your perspective.”

Theron walked home through darkening streets, his mind full of round bellies and Elara’s nightly whispers and the dawning terror of realizing that the fantasies he’d been having with Elara might have already come true.

Maren’s voice echoing: Take her to Seraphine. Take her soon.

Soon. Tomorrow. Before fear could grow into paralysis.

The Stag’s lights were visible from two blocks away. His tavern. His business. His home. His family.

Growing. In every possible direction.

Including the one he hadn’t quite processed yet.


Chapter 20: Fleet Season Arrives

The harbor exploded.

Not literally, though it might as well have. Thirty-seven ships docked over two days, disgorging hundreds of sailors with months of accumulated pay and the desperate need to spend it on anything that wasn’t salt water and hardtack. The streets nearest the docks became a river of unwashed men, loud voices, and clinking coin purses.

The Prancing Stag had prepared. Mirelle had ordered double supplies from Maren a week before. Celia had arranged extra ale barrels from Vincent’s shop, a transaction conducted with minimal eye contact and maximum professional detachment. Rosalind and Sable had been resting up, conserving energy the way athletes prepare for competition.

The first fleet night was chaos.

By the sixth bell, every seat was taken. By the seventh, men were standing. By the eighth, the queue for the side-alley entrance stretched past the corner and out of sight. Adventurers fresh from a Feywood expedition competed for table space with sailors fresh from the sea. C-ranks with dungeon-plunder money mixing with merchant marines with shore-leave sovereigns. The noise level made normal conversation impossible and perfect for the kind of transactions that happened beneath it.

The floor operated at maximum capacity.

Elara moved through the crowd like a fish through water, her small petite body navigating gaps between massive warriors that a larger woman couldn’t have managed. Her sheer-paneled bodice drew every eye. Her innocent smile drew every tip. She worked the room with the cheerful efficiency she’d honed over months of practice, sitting on laps when requested, allowing hands on her waist and thighs, collecting coins with the casual professionalism of someone who’d made peace with the economy of attention.

She was careful tonight, though. Protecting something she hadn’t yet named. Declining the more aggressive offers. Wincing when a customer’s hand pressed too firmly against her stomach. Something was different about her, and the more perceptive customers noticed. The soft glow. The careful way she moved. The protective hand that drifted to her flat belly between customers.

Celia worked the floor in her black corset and side-slit skirt, pale skin dramatic against the dark fabric. Her competitive edge had shifted focus. Instead of competing with Elara for tips, she was competing with herself, tracking her nightly totals against a personal record she’d set the previous week. The handsome ranger regular was back. He asked for her specifically. She sat with him, let him trace the edge of her corset, his fingers dipping below the neckline. Something almost like genuine connection between them.

Twenty sovereigns for twenty minutes. She caught herself hoping he’d return.

Mirelle was the spectacle.

Braless in the sheer wine-red corset, her massive 38DD breasts on full display through fabric that concealed approximately nothing. No undergarments beneath the tight skirt. Her enormous cleavage and visible nipples drew sailors like a lighthouse draws ships. A grizzled ship captain paid thirty sovereigns to sit beside her for twenty minutes, his weathered hands on her thick thighs, his eyes never leaving her chest.

Mirelle guided his hand higher. Paused. Redirected it back to her thigh.

“That’s extra, sailor,” she said with a smile that promised things she had no intention of delivering. Not to him. “And more than you can afford.”

Fifty-sovereign night for Mirelle. Personal record demolished.

And in the back rooms, Rosalind and Sable were in their element.

Rosalind handled six room clients and four gloryhole shifts. Professional. Enthusiastic. Her plush body absorbing and releasing tension like a professional massage, except with significantly more bodily fluids involved. She emerged between clients to grab water and crackers, her face flushed, her hair disheveled, her blouse spotted with stains she didn’t bother cleaning because more were coming.

“Four more in the queue,” she announced during a thirty-second break. “Send them through.”

Sable matched her. Five room clients and five gloryhole shifts. Keeping pace with her mentor for the first time. Her tawny skin gleamed with sweat, her wild curls plastered to her face, her amber eyes bright with the earned pride of someone who’d discovered she was built for exactly this. The shyness was gone. The hesitation was gone. In its place: confident, hungry professionalism that clients noticed and returned for.

The side alley never emptied. Clients queued patiently, their coin already counted, the restless energy of men waiting for professional relief creating its own atmosphere.

By midnight, Theron was counting the take with shaking hands.

Two hundred and forty-seven sovereigns.

Previous record: one hundred and eighty from the C-rank company celebration weeks ago.

Shattered. Absolutely destroyed.

The household sat at the bar after closing, too exhausted to climb the stairs. Every candle still burning. Every surface spotted with spilled ale and the residue of a night that had pushed the Stag to its absolute limits.

“Two forty-seven,” Theron said, setting down his quill. “In one night.”

Rosalind, barely conscious, reached across the bar for a tankard of water. Her honey-blonde hair was matted. Her blouse was beyond saving. She was grinning like a woman who’d just won a war.

“THIS is why I moved off the streets,” she said. “Warm room, steady clients, and a line out the door. I’ve never been happier.”

Sable sat beside her, rubbing her jaw with one hand. The physical toll of ten clients in a single night was written on her body. But her expression was fierce with satisfaction.

“Ten men,” she said. “I serviced ten men tonight.”

She looked at Theron. The professional mask was down. Beneath it: the girl he’d held while she cried. The lover he’d claimed in his bed. The woman who chose him from experience.

“And I want an eleventh,” she said softly. “Come to my room?”

He did.

Briefly. Tenderly. She pulled him onto her narrow bed, still damp from washing but not dry, her caramel skin warm and flushed from the night’s exertions. Her pussy was still wet from hours of work, swollen and sensitive and ready, and when he slid inside her she orgasmed the moment his cock filled her completely. Too stimulated from the night. Too emotionally charged from the combination of professional pride and personal devotion. Her body was oversensitized, every nerve ending raw, and the transition from anonymous clients to the man she loved, from professional performance to genuine feeling, was a contrast that shattered her composure entirely.

Her pussy clenched around him in desperate, rolling spasms. Her back arched off the narrow bed. She came with his name on her lips. Not a client’s paid moans. Not the calibrated sounds of professional performance. Just Sable. Eighteen years old. In his arms. Her pussy milking his cock with involuntary, genuine contractions while tears leaked from eyes that held nothing back. Choosing him. Every night, in the end, choosing him.

He held her until she fell asleep. Then climbed the stairs to his room, where Elara was waiting but had fallen asleep on his bed fully dressed, one hand on her stomach, the other clutching a romance novel she’d been reading.

He covered her with a blanket. Lay beside her. Listened to her breathing.

Tomorrow the fleet would still be in harbor. More sailors. More coin. More demand. Five more days of this intensity.

The Stag could handle it. The household could handle it. The machine they’d built was running at capacity and performing perfectly.

Two hundred and forty-seven sovereigns. In a single night.

The tavern was quiet. Every room occupied by someone who’d earned their rest. Mirelle fifty sovereigns richer. Rosalind and Sable in their shared quarters, the mentor and the apprentice, both exhausted and both exactly where they wanted to be.

Fleet season. Day one of seven. And the fleet wasn’t even fully offloaded yet.

Tomorrow would be bigger. Theron closed his eyes.


Chapter 21: Tuesday Morning

Elara couldn’t keep breakfast down.

Third morning this week. She made it halfway through Mirelle’s scrambled eggs before the color drained from her face and she bolted for the privy. The sound of retching echoed down the hallway with a clarity that everyone pretended not to hear.

Mirelle didn’t pretend.

She stood at the stove, spatula in hand, watching the hallway where Elara had disappeared. Her hazel eyes held the recognition of a woman who’d been through enough pregnancies, her own and her best friend’s, to know exactly what she was seeing. She said nothing. Didn’t need to. The knowledge sat in her expression like a stone.

Celia noticed too. Looked up from her ledger with the analytical precision she applied to everything. “She’s been sick every morning this week.”

“I know,” Theron said.

“And tender.” Celia’s grey-blue eyes narrowed. “Yesterday a customer bumped her chest accidentally during groping and she WINCED. Elara doesn’t wince. She once let a D-rank warrior squeeze her tits for fifteen sovereigns without flinching.”

“I know.”

“Theron.” Celia set down her pen. “My sister is pregnant.”

She said it flatly. Not a question. Not an accusation. A statement from a woman who processed facts the way other people processed emotions.

He didn’t deny it. Couldn’t. The evidence was accumulating faster than Celia’s ledger entries.

Elara returned from the privy looking pale and shaky, one hand on her stomach. She sat at the table, pushed the eggs away, and sipped water with the careful motions of someone whose relationship with food had recently become complicated.

“I think something’s wrong with me,” she said quietly.

Nobody answered.

“Maybe the mushrooms are off. Mama, did you check the mushrooms?”

Mirelle turned from the stove. Her face was composed. Maternal. The expression she wore when delivering information her daughters needed to hear but didn’t want to.

“The mushrooms are fine, darling.”

Elara looked at her mother. At Celia. At Theron. Three faces wearing three different versions of the same knowledge.

“What?” she asked.

Mirelle crossed the kitchen. Sat beside her youngest daughter. Took her hands.

“Honey. When was your last monthly bleeding?”

Elara’s blue eyes widened. Her lips parted. She looked down at her flat stomach.

“I… I don’t remember.” Her voice was very small. “Six weeks? Maybe seven? I’ve been so busy with the fleet preparations and the viewing niche and…” She trailed off.

Seven weeks without monthly bleeding. Morning sickness. Breast tenderness. The nausea. The fatigue. The particular glow that Maren had noticed at Brynn’s birth.

Elara looked at Theron. The cornflower-blue eyes that he’d first noticed at Marcus’s funeral, that had widened with innocent curiosity the first time he’d kissed her, that had glazed with pleasure the night he’d taken her virginity. Now those eyes held something new. Something between terror and wonder.

“All those nights,” she whispered. “The ‘fill me up’ and ‘put a baby in me.’ It actually…”

“Yeah.”

“I’m…”

She couldn’t say it. Her mouth formed the word. Stopped. Formed it again.

“We should see Seraphine,” Theron said. “Tomorrow.”

Elara nodded. Mechanically. Her fingers curled against her abdomen, pressing gently, as if trying to feel an answer through her skin.

The day passed in a fog of normal operations that felt anything but normal. Elara served customers with her usual brightness, but Theron watched her closely. The way she moved. Careful. Protective. Pausing between tables to press her palm flat against her lower belly with an expression caught between awe and disbelief. Her smile slightly distant, turned inward toward something she was processing.

She refused wine at lunch. She never refused wine.

The regular customers didn’t notice. The adventurers were too busy spending fleet-season coin to notice anything subtler than exposed cleavage. Mirelle kept the kitchen running with mechanical efficiency, her own thoughts clearly elsewhere. Celia tracked revenue with more precision than usual, the ledger becoming a focus for nervous energy she couldn’t express otherwise.

That evening, after the last customer left, Theron found Elara in her room. She was sitting on her bed, arms wrapped around her midsection, staring at the wall.

“I’ve been doing math,” she said when he sat beside her.

“Math?”

“It started months ago. Almost from the beginning. You’ve been cumming inside me every night for months. Without pulling out. Because I asked you not to. Because I BEGGED you not to.” She looked at him. “I begged you to put a baby in me. I said it literally. ‘Put a baby in me.’ And you did.”

“We don’t know for certain yet.”

“I know.” She touched her breasts through her nightgown. Winced. “These hurt. They never hurt. Even when that huge adventurer squeezed them for fifteen sovereigns, they didn’t hurt like this.”

“Seraphine will tell us tomorrow.”

“What if it’s real?”

“Then it’s real.”

“Are you scared?”

He thought about it. Honesty mattered more than reassurance right now.

“Terrified,” he said.

She laughed. Surprised and genuine. “Good. Me too. We can be terrified together.”

He held her. Not for sex. For comfort. Her small body tucked against his, her honey-blonde hair under his chin, her flat stomach pressed against his. Flat for now.

The household slept around them. Mirelle in her room, probably lying awake thinking about her youngest daughter’s body and what it meant for the family she held together. Celia in hers, calculating. Always calculating. The financial impact. The schedule changes. The competitive whisper that never fully stopped.

If Elara is pregnant, I’m next.

Tomorrow: the Temple. Seraphine. Confirmation.

Tonight: two people lying in the dark, one hand on a belly that might contain the future.

“I love you,” Elara said.

“I know.”

“If I’m pregnant… if this is real… will you still want me? When I’m showing? When I can’t work the floor? When I’m fat and swollen and—”

“Maren is the most beautiful she’s ever been right now. Her belly drives me insane. Pregnancy is going to make you even more beautiful than you already are.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

She fell asleep on his chest. Her breathing slow and deep. Her hand still on her stomach.

Theron lay awake. Staring at the ceiling.

He wasn’t ready to be a father. But then, he hadn’t been ready to be a tavern owner. Or a political strategist. Or a trade route pioneer. He’d done all of those things anyway, because circumstances demanded it and the women around him made it possible.

Tomorrow: the Temple. Seraphine would tell them what Maren already knew, what Mirelle already suspected, what Elara’s body was already showing him every morning.


Chapter 22: Six Weeks

The Temple of Venara was quieter in the morning. No birth in progress, no moaning from behind the locked chamber door. Just sunlight filtering through the cloister arches and the Five Graces watching from their explicit portraits with patient divine attention.

Seraphine was expecting them. The elderly priestess met them at the antechamber with tea already brewing and the examining table prepared. She took one look at Elara, one look at Theron, and nodded with the quiet satisfaction of a prediction confirmed.

“Sit, dear,” she told Elara. “Hands on the table. Relax.”

Elara sat. She was wearing a simple dress, her honey-blonde hair in its working braid, her face still pale from this morning’s bout of nausea. She looked young. Younger than she usually did, stripped of the cheerful confidence that the tavern work had built around her. Eighteen years old and possibly carrying a child.

Seraphine’s weathered hands were gentle on her abdomen. Pressing here. Listening there. The same thorough examination she’d given Maren weeks earlier. The same ancient knowledge reading signs that no amount of breeding talk or morning sickness could fake.

Theron stood against the wall. Trying to look calm. Failing.

“About six weeks along,” Seraphine announced. Her voice was warm. Not clinical. Not dramatic. Just the matter-of-fact delivery of a woman who’d given this news thousands of times and understood that the simplest words carried the most weight. “Strong signs. You’re carrying well, dear.”

The world tilted.

Elara’s hands went to her flat stomach. Six weeks. Nothing visible yet. But the reality crashed through her like a wave through a sandcastle, rearranging everything that had seemed solid into something new and unfamiliar and terrifyingly beautiful.

“Pregnant,” she whispered. “I’m pregnant.”

“You are.”

“With Theron’s baby.”

“Unless you’ve been exceptionally busy elsewhere, which I’m guessing you haven’t.”

“I’m going to be a mother.”

“You are.”

Elara looked at Theron. Her cornflower-blue eyes were enormous. Wet. Not crying yet, but close. The dam holding back a complexity of emotions that couldn’t fit into any single expression.

“Every night,” she said, her voice cracking. “Every night I begged you to breed me. I demanded you cum inside me. I refused to let you pull out. And it actually… it worked.”

“Yeah.”

“I’m carrying your child.”

“Yeah.”

She cried.

From a complicated joy she couldn’t name. The kind that existed beyond simple happiness, in the territory where everything you wanted becomes real and the reality is more overwhelming than the wanting ever was.

She’d begged for this. Every night. With every moan and whispered demand. “Cum inside me. Don’t pull out. Put a baby in me. I want your baby growing inside me.” She’d said it because it was hot. Because it was transgressive. Because the fantasy of being bred by the man she loved made every orgasm more intense.

And the fantasy had become flesh.

Theron crossed the room and held her. She grabbed his shirt and pressed her face against his chest and cried with the helpless abandon of someone whose body had answered prayers she’d been making with her pussy instead of her mouth.

Seraphine gave them privacy. Slipped out of the examination room with the practiced discretion of someone who’d witnessed thousands of these moments and knew when to disappear.

They stood together for a long time. His arms around her small body. Her tears soaking his shirt. The flat stomach between them that would soon start to curve, to swell, to become the visible evidence of everything they’d done together in dark rooms with dirty words and desperate need.

“I’m scared,” Elara whispered.

“Me too.”

“I’m also happy.”

“Me too.”

“How can I be both?”

“Because that’s what this is. Both.”

She pulled back. Wiped her eyes. Managed a shaky smile. “Maren told you, didn’t she? She saw the signs.”

“She’s been through this enough times to recognize it like weather.”

“Am I going to get as big as Maren?”

“Maybe not as big. She’s had five practice rounds.”

“My tits are going to get bigger?” She looked down at her chest. Her B-cup breasts, already tender and slightly swollen, pushing against her dress with new prominence. “They’re already sore.”

“They’ll grow. Maren’s went up a full cup size.”

“I’m already small. If they grow, I’ll finally have actual cleavage.” She laughed. Watery but genuine. Finding humor in the physical realities of pregnancy because the emotional ones were too vast to face all at once.

They walked home through streets that felt different. Changed. The way the world changes when you realize it now contains someone who didn’t exist yesterday.

Elara’s hand in his. Her other hand on her stomach. The sun on her honey-blonde hair. Baby Sera’s tiny face flashing through Theron’s memory, because he’d be looking at his own child’s face in roughly eight months.

Father. He was going to be a father.

Him.

His father had been an adventurer who drank himself into a canal. His mother, whoever she was, had left before he could remember. His role models for parenthood were a dead alcoholic and an absence.

But Elara’s mother was Mirelle. Who’d raised two daughters in a failing tavern while grieving a dead husband and serving as a dead man’s mistress. Who’d kept them fed and dressed and educated despite everything. Who was, in many ways, the strongest person Theron knew.

Maybe parenting wasn’t about role models. Maybe it was about deciding to show up.

At the Stag, Elara told Celia first.

She found her sister in the hallway outside the kitchen, ledger in hand, reviewing morning supply orders. Elara didn’t preface it. Didn’t cushion it. Just said it.

“I’m pregnant.”

Celia’s pen stopped. Her gaze rose from the page. For a long moment, the cold analytical mask held. Processing. Calculating. Adjusting internal spreadsheets to account for this new data point.

Then something else surfaced. Beneath the ice. A smile that almost looked genuine.

“I suppose this means I’m next,” Celia said.

Not jealousy. Not the burning competitive fury of earlier months. Calm certainty. The acknowledgment of a sequence that was now inevitable. Maren was pregnant. Elara was pregnant. Celia was next. The order of things.

“Are you okay?” Elara asked. Watching her sister’s face for the jealous explosion that didn’t come.

“I’m happy for you.” Celia paused. Seemed surprised by her own sincerity. “Genuinely. You wanted this. You begged for it, literally, through our shared wall every single night. You deserve to have what you begged for.”

“That might be the nicest thing you’ve ever said to me.”

“Don’t get used to it.”

They looked at each other. Two sisters. One pregnant by the man they shared. The other planning to be next. The rivalry that had defined their sexual relationship evolving into something that looked, from the outside, remarkably like sisterly love.

Mirelle’s reaction was tears. Pure and uncomplicated. She pulled Elara into a hug so tight that Theron worried about the pregnancy. Held her for a long time. Then pulled back and looked at Theron with an expression that compressed everything she felt into a single gaze.

Anger: you got my baby daughter pregnant. Pride: you take care of her. Tenderness: I’m going to be a grandmother again. Authority: you’d better not abandon her.

“You take care of her,” Mirelle said. “And this baby.”

“I will.”

“Promise me.”

“I promise.”

She nodded. Returned to the kitchen. Began cooking with the focused energy of a woman who processed emotions through culinary creation. Within an hour, the tavern smelled like celebration food. Roasted meats. Fresh bread. The particular pastry she only made for occasions that mattered.

The household gathered for an impromptu meal. Not the full complement. Just the inner circle. Theron, Elara, Celia, Mirelle. Four people who shared blood ties (the sisters and their mother) and sexual ties (all three women with Theron) and now, something else.

Family ties. Growing literally.

“To the newest Ashwick,” Mirelle said, raising her water glass. “Or whatever name you choose. Venara bless the child and the parents and the household that will raise them.”

They drank.

Celia made a note in her ledger. Medical expenses. Maternity clothing. Reduced work hours. The Duchess’s fifteen-sovereign weekly payment. The financial architecture of new life.

Elara ate the celebration pastry with one hand on her stomach.

And Theron sat at the head of the table, surrounded by women he’d claimed and children they were carrying, and ate his celebration pastry, and didn’t say a word, because his mouth was full and everything else was already said.


Chapter 23: The Guild Clerk

Fourteen days remained on Hargest’s deadline. The charter was in processing. And Theron received word that it had stopped processing.

The information came through Celia’s network. She’d cultivated a contact at the Merchant Guild, a junior clerk named Talbot who owed her a favor after she’d helped him untangle a tariff dispute that was threatening his position. Talbot sent word via a folded note tucked into a routine correspondence.

Your application has been flagged for additional review. Standard processing would have cleared it three days ago. Someone intervened.

Celia read the note at the breakfast table. Her expression didn’t change. But her knuckles tightened around the parchment with the controlled force of someone who’d been expecting bad news and was furious about being right.

“Vincent.” One word. A verdict.

“Pembrook,” Theron corrected. “The senior clerk. The gambling debts.”

“Same thing. Vincent is paying Pembrook to sit on our charter. Probably a daily fee to keep the application buried under ‘additional review’ paperwork until Hargest’s deadline passes.”

The chess game. Vincent’s final gambit. Not elegant. Not clever. Just brute-force corruption. Pay a clerk to lose an application. Run out the clock. Let bureaucratic inertia do what direct confrontation couldn’t.

“How much does Pembrook owe?” Theron asked.

“Two hundred sovereigns. Gambling debts accumulated at the dice halls in the Harbor Quarter. Vincent’s been covering the interest payments in exchange for the delay.”

“If I pay the debt directly?”

“Then Pembrook has no reason to keep Vincent’s bargain. The debt vanishes. The leverage vanishes. The charter gets processed.”

Two hundred sovereigns. Significant. Their fleet-season earnings made it affordable, but it was still a bitter pill. Paying a bribe to undo a bribe. The cost of doing business in a city where corruption wasn’t a bug but a feature.

“We also deploy the Wrenfeld contingency,” Celia continued. “Belt and suspenders. If Pembrook takes your money and STILL delays, Wrenfeld’s objection buys us two more weeks.”

“Already signed?”

“Signed, sealed, and in my desk drawer. Ready to file within the hour.”

Theron stood. “Let’s go.”

They visited Pembrook’s office at the Merchant Guild that afternoon. The senior clerk was a doughy man with watery eyes and the nervous energy of someone who’d been caught doing something wrong and was waiting for the consequences. He sat behind a desk buried in paperwork, his hands moving aimlessly through stacks of parchment, a man treading water in an ocean of his own making.

“Mr. Ashwick.” Pembrook’s voice was slightly too high. “Your application is… under review.”

“I know.” Theron sat across from him. Celia stood behind him with her ledger, radiating the quiet menace of a woman who understood bureaucratic systems better than the bureaucrats themselves. “I also know why.”

Pembrook’s watery eyes darted to the door. “I’m not sure what you—”

“Two hundred sovereigns.” Theron set a heavy purse on the desk. The coins clinked with authority. “Your gambling debts. All of them. Paid in full.”

Pembrook stared at the purse. At Theron. At Celia. At the purse again.

“In exchange,” Theron continued, “my charter crosses your desk by tomorrow morning. Processed. Approved. Filed.”

“I can’t just—”

“You can.” Celia’s voice was cold. Precise. The voice of someone who’d memorized Guild regulations and could recite the penalties for application interference. “Guild charter processing rules state that flagged applications require senior clerk review within three business days. Yours has been flagged for seven. That’s a procedural violation. If reported, it carries a suspension penalty.”

Pembrook’s face went grey. “Who told you—”

“Process the charter, Mr. Pembrook. Take the money. Pay your debts. And stop letting Vincent Morell use you as a weapon against people who build things while he destroys them.”

Long pause. Pembrook’s fingers trembled on the desk.

He took the purse.

“Tomorrow morning,” he said. “It’ll be processed. I just… he said it would only be a few days. That nobody would notice.”

“People notice,” Celia said. “When their livelihoods depend on paperwork, they notice quickly.”

They left the Guild hall into afternoon sunshine. Two hundred sovereigns lighter but infinitely more secure. Pembrook would process the charter. The man had neither the spine nor the motivation to defy both sides of a fight he’d never wanted to be in.

The next morning: confirmation. Talbot’s note, delivered by courier.

Charter approved. Filed. Effective immediately. The Prancing Stag is hereby classified as “trading post with hospitality services” under Merchant Guild charter.

Celia read it aloud at the breakfast table. Her voice was steady. But her hands shook, just slightly, with the controlled release of weeks of tension.

“It’s done,” she said. “Hargest’s authority over us is terminated.”

Mirelle set down her spatula. Sat at the table. Put her head in her hands for a moment. When she looked up, her hazel eyes were wet.

“We’re safe?”

“We’re safe.”

The charter was filed. The license was converted. The Stag was now a trading post with hospitality services, operating under Merchant Guild jurisdiction. Alderman Hargest’s commercial licensing authority over them was gone. His letter, his thirty-day deadline, his ability to revoke or restrict, all rendered null by a piece of parchment that Celia had prepared three days before anyone knew they’d need it.

Theron personally delivered a copy of the charter to Hargest’s office.

The alderman read it. Looked up. His thin-lipped expression conveyed nothing and everything simultaneously.

“Cleverly done,” Hargest said.

“I’m not a boy running a brothel, Alderman. I’m a licensed trader running a business.”

“So I see.” Hargest folded his hands. The bureaucrat’s version of surrender. “Good day, Mr. Ashwick.”

Theron left the office. Walked down the corridor toward the stairs.

Vincent was waiting.

Not outside. In the corridor itself. Standing near the wall, dressed in his merchant finery, his silver-templed hair immaculate, his expression the careful blankness of a man who’d come expecting triumph and was about to receive something very different.

He saw Theron emerge from Hargest’s office.

He saw the satisfied expression.

The color drained from his face. The slow, terrible emptying of blood from skin as realization arrived like a train. The charter was filed. The license was converted. His weapon was a paperweight. His money to Pembrook was wasted. His ally in Hargest was neutralized.

Months of rivalry. Months of scheming, courting, confronting, threatening. And it ended in a corridor, with a tavern owner walking past a wine merchant who had nothing left to say.

Theron paused. Looked at Vincent.

“It’s over, Vincent. Go sell wine.”

Vincent said nothing. Because there was nothing left to say.

Theron descended the stairs. Crossed the Civic Hall’s polished entrance. Stepped into Amoria’s sunshine.

Behind him, in a corridor that smelled of ink and old parchment, Vincent Morell stood alone.


Chapter 24: Celia’s Demand

Three days after Elara’s pregnancy was confirmed, Celia entered Theron’s room without knocking.

She locked the door. The sound of the bolt sliding home was precise. Deliberate. The sound of someone who had planned this moment and was executing it with the same methodical efficiency she brought to inventory management.

“We need to talk,” she said.

She was wearing the black corset and side-slit skirt that she wore on the tavern floor. Her dark hair was loose, falling in a silk curtain past her shoulders. A rare choice. She usually kept it pulled back in the severe bun that was her professional armor. Tonight the armor was down.

Her pale porcelain skin was flushed across her chest. Her grey-blue eyes burned with something beyond the usual fierce intensity. Something that had been building for three days, since the moment Elara had said “I’m pregnant” and the world had rearranged itself around the implications.

“Elara is pregnant,” Celia said. “With your child.”

“Yes.”

“I want one too.”

She said it the way she said everything. Direct. Unsoftened. The tsundere who’d once screamed “she doesn’t deserve you” now stating her claim with the flat certainty of someone filing a requisition form.

“Tonight. You’re going to fuck me until I’m pregnant or we’re both too exhausted to move.”

Theron studied her. The fire was there, as always. But beneath it, something else. Something she was worse at hiding than she thought. Need. Not sexual need, though that was present in the flush of her skin and the quickened rise of her B-cup breasts. Deeper need. The kind that came from a woman who’d spent her entire life being second.

Second daughter. Second lover. Second claimed. Always after Elara. Always the one who followed, who fought for recognition, who demanded validation that she was “better” or at least “different.”

Now Elara was pregnant. The ultimate claim. The permanent one. A child meant roots that couldn’t be pulled up. It meant forever.

And Celia needed forever too.

She began undressing. Aggressive. Efficient. The corset’s hidden snaps. Lysa’s quick-access modifications proving their worth. The black fabric fell away and her slim body was revealed with the speed of someone who didn’t have time for seduction because the need was too urgent for pretense.

Pale porcelain skin. B-cup breasts with large dark nipples, firm and high on her chest, the nipples already stiff. Slim waist. Narrow hips. The tight virginal ass that she’d offered as her specialty, that she’d built her entire sexual identity around being “better” at.

But tonight wasn’t about anal.

“Start with my ass,” she ordered. “Get warmed up. Then switch to my pussy and don’t you dare pull out.”

She’d already prepared. Theron could smell the lavender oil. Her signature. The specific scent that meant Celia was ready for her specialty, had cleaned and stretched and oiled herself with the careful precision she applied to everything.

She positioned face-down on his bed. Pale ass raised. Dark hair spread across the pillow. She looked back over her shoulder with an expression that combined fierce determination with naked vulnerability.

“You know what I want,” she said.

He did.

Theron undressed. His cock was hard. The combination of Celia’s aggressive demand and the sight of her prepared ass made the blood rush south with urgency.

He positioned behind her. Pressed the slick, oiled head of his cock against her relaxed entrance. The lavender-scented oil was warm between them, making everything glisten. She pushed back immediately. No warm-up needed. This was territory they’d mapped together over months. Her ass opened for him with the practiced ease of a woman who’d made this her signature, her ring of muscle yielding and swallowing the head of his cock with a tight, slick pop.

Tight. Incredibly tight. No matter how many times they did this, her ass gripped him with a pressure that was qualitatively different from pussy. Muscular. Deliberate. Each ridge of her internal muscles squeezing with the kind of control that came from practice and pride and the determination to be the best at something her sister would never attempt. Her pale ass cheeks spread around his shaft as he sank deeper, the contrast of his cock disappearing into her tiny, tight hole obscene in the candlelight. He pushed until he was buried to the hilt, his pelvis flush against the pale globes of her ass, his balls pressing against her dripping pussy.

He thrust into her. Deep. The way she liked. The way she demanded. Each withdrawal pulling her rim outward slightly, each push back in making her gasp as his full length stretched her open again.

“Harder,” she gasped, fisting the sheets. “Make me cum from my ass. Like only I can.”

He gave her harder. Gripping her slim hips, his fingers pressing into the pale skin hard enough to leave marks, driving into her tight ass with the force and rhythm they’d perfected over months. The sound of flesh against pale flesh. The slick squelch of oil and friction. Her sharp gasps escalating into full-throated moans. The bed shaking beneath them, her dark hair swaying across her back.

Her pussy was dripping onto the sheets beneath her, untouched and neglected and producing a flood of arousal in sympathy with what her ass was receiving. She was clenching involuntarily down there too, her pussy lips flushed and puffy, her clit engorged and throbbing with each impact that traveled through her body from behind.

Celia’s anal orgasm was always intense. Always overwhelming. Her pale porcelain skin flushed dark pink from chest to ears, the blush spreading across her sharp cheekbones and down her neck, visible even in candlelight against her translucent complexion. Her whole body went rigid, every lean muscle locking, then convulsed. Her ass clenched around him in rhythmic spasms that milked his cock with desperate involuntary force, her tight ring of muscle gripping and releasing in rapid pulses. Her untouched pussy spasmed in sympathy, clenching around nothing, her arousal gushing down her inner thighs.

She screamed into the pillow. Not to hide it. Because the pleasure was too much for her throat to contain in any other shape. A raw, shattered sound that she’d never make outside this room.

He held still inside her while she came down. His cock buried in her still-twitching ass. Panting. Trembling. Satisfied in the specific way that only her specialty could satisfy. Her pale back sheened with sweat, the knobs of her spine visible beneath translucent skin.

Then: “Now. Switch. NOW.”

She said it with the urgency of someone executing a battle plan. This wasn’t spontaneous desire. This was strategic. Biological. She needed his cum in a specific place and her window was open.

Theron pulled from her ass and immediately found her pussy. She was dripping. Soaked. The anal orgasm had loosened everything, flooding her with arousal so abundant it had pooled beneath her on the sheets. Her pussy lips were flushed and parted and glistening, her clit protruding from its hood, her entrance open and clenching around nothing, desperate to be filled.

He entered her pussy in one firm stroke. She gasped at the intrusion, the different stretch, the different fullness. After the tight grip of her ass, her pussy felt like hot silk. Wet. Welcoming. Her walls immediately clenching around him, gripping his cock with slick muscular force. Designed for exactly what she was demanding.

“Cum inside me,” she said, her voice raw and wrecked from the anal orgasm. “Every drop. Don’t hold back. I want what Elara has. I DESERVE what Elara has. Fill my pussy. Put a baby in me.”

The raw need fueling her arousal. Not just to have what her sister had. Something deeper. The biological imperative that burned beneath every demand she’d ever made of him.

Theron drove into her. Missionary now. Face to face. Her pale skin flushed dark pink, her dark hair spread across his pillow, her grey-blue eyes locked on his with an intensity that was terrifying and arousing in equal measure.

“I’m not doing this just to win,” she whispered. The admission cost her. He could see it in the way her jaw tightened, the way her eyes softened against their will. “I know you think this is about beating Elara. And yes, some of it is. I can’t help that. Keeping score is how I process everything.”

She wrapped her legs around him. Drew him deeper. Her pussy clenching around his cock with deliberate, muscular control.

“But it’s also…” She struggled. The words fought her. Celia, who could draft a Guild application in her sleep, couldn’t find language for this. “I want to be HERE. Not visiting. Not rotating through a schedule. HERE. Rooted. The way Elara is rooted. The way a child roots you to a place and a person and you can’t be… sent away.”

Her eyes glistened. Celia didn’t cry. She’d built walls against crying the way castles build walls against sieges. But her eyes glistened.

“I want something that can’t be taken back,” she whispered. “Something that makes me part of this family in a way no one can undo.”

Theron kissed her. Deep. Thorough. The kind of kiss he usually reserved for Elara because Celia generally demanded action over affection. But tonight she melted into it. Kissed back with a desperation that had nothing to do with competition and everything to do with a woman who’d spent twenty years believing she wasn’t enough.

He moved inside her. Slow deep strokes. Watching her face. The ice cracking. The vulnerability beneath it raw and unprotected.

“You’re not going anywhere, Celia,” he said. “You haven’t been going anywhere since the night you came to my room and demanded I fuck you.”

“Then prove it.” She pulled him deeper with her legs. “Show me. Make a baby with me.”

He fucked her. Not a contest. Not aggressive. Thorough. The way you fuck someone when you want them to feel more than physical pleasure. When you want the orgasm to carry emotional weight that lingers after the body is satisfied.

She came. Differently than usual. Not the fierce triumphant climax she produced during anal, the I-proved-something orgasm. Something deeper. Quieter. Her pussy clenching around him in long, slow waves rather than sharp spasms, each contraction pulling his cock deeper into her body. Her back arching slowly off the mattress. Her mouth opening in a sound that wasn’t a scream but wasn’t a moan either. Something between a sigh and a prayer. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her pale hands gripping his face, holding him close, her thumbs on his cheekbones while she came around his cock with an orgasm that felt like surrender.

Her pussy flooded with fresh wetness. She was so wet that his cock was making obscene, slick sounds with each micro-thrust, her arousal coating his shaft and dripping from her body onto the sheets in warm rivulets.

“Inside me,” she whispered. “Please. Everything. Right now. I need to feel it.”

He buried himself deep. Pressed the head of his cock against her cervix and held. Came with every pulse shooting directly where it needed to go, thick spurts of cum flooding her pussy in rhythmic bursts that he felt from his balls to his spine. The orgasm was intense, drawn out by the emotional weight of what they were doing, by the raw vulnerability on her face, by the way her pussy gripped each pulse and pulled it deeper with deliberate muscular control.

She felt each spurt. Hot inside her. Thick and heavy and purposeful. Her eyes widened at the volume. Her pussy clenched around each pulse, milking him, working his cock with the same muscular precision she used during anal but applied now to pulling his seed as deep into her body as anatomy allowed. She held him inside with her legs locked behind his back, refusing to let him withdraw even a fraction of an inch, her heels pressing into his ass. Her hands gripping his shoulders with force that would leave finger-shaped bruises.

“Stay,” she breathed. “Don’t move. I can feel it inside me. Hot and thick. Don’t let any escape. Let gravity do its work.”

They lay connected for long minutes. His cock softening slowly inside her cum-filled pussy. Celia staring at the ceiling with fierce determination. Her inner walls still gripping him in slow, rhythmic contractions, the muscles she’d developed through months of anal training now serving a different purpose entirely. Keeping him inside. Keeping his cock plugged deep in her body. Keeping his cum where it needed to be, trapped against her cervix by the seal of their joined flesh.

“If this doesn’t work tonight,” she said, “we’re doing it again tomorrow. And every night until it does.”

“You know it doesn’t work on command.”

“Everything works on command if you’re persistent enough.” A ghost of the old Celia. The familiar Celia, emerging from the vulnerability like a butterfly from a cocoon. “I reorganized your entire inventory system in three days. I can get pregnant in a week.”

Theron couldn’t help it. He laughed. And after a moment, so did Celia. The rare sound of Celia laughing. Not the cutting laugh she used as a weapon. The genuine article. The sound of a woman who’d been so tightly wound for so long that the unwinding itself became funny.

“If I’m being honest,” she said, still connected to him, still holding him inside, “I’m tired of being the one who has to prove she belongs. Elara never had to prove it. She just was. I want to stop fighting for my place and just… have it.”

He kissed her forehead. She allowed it. Even leaned into it. Classic Celia: permitting tenderness one molecule at a time.

“You’re already mine,” he repeated. “But if you want a baby for yourself, for your own reasons, I’ll give you one.”

“For my own reasons.” She tested the phrase. Found it accurate. “Yes. For my own reasons.”

“Then we keep trying.”

“Damn right we keep trying.” She shifted her hips. Despite the emotional intensity, the spark wasn’t dead. “One more round. For insurance.”

He was already hardening again inside her. Celia’s body had always had that effect on him. The pale skin, the dark nipples, the fierce intelligence behind the grey-blue eyes. She was beautiful in a way that was easy to overlook because she’d spent years making sure nobody looked closely enough to see it.

He was looking now.

“Insurance,” he agreed.

They went again. Slower. Gentler. Her pussy sore from the intensity of the first round but her desire undiminished. She came with his name on her lips. Quiet. Almost private. As if the orgasm was meant for herself rather than for his ears.

He filled her again. She held him again. Gravity working. Biology doing what biology does.

The rest of the household was silent. Everyone asleep. Nobody knew what had just happened in Theron’s room.

But that was tomorrow’s problem. Tonight, Celia’s breathing had already slowed to the steady rhythm of satisfied sleep, and the fierce set of her jaw had relaxed into something Theron rarely got to see. Peace.


Chapter 25: The Fleet Season Peak

The second wave of the trading fleet brought the storm.

Twenty more ships. Forty if you counted the merchant vessels that followed military convoys like gulls follow fishing boats. The harbor became a forest of masts and rigging, the streets a river of sailors spending months of accumulated pay with the desperate enthusiasm of men who’d spent too long at sea dreaming of exactly what the Prancing Stag offered.

Fleet night two. The busiest night in the Stag’s history. The busiest night in Provision Lane’s recent memory.

C-rank adventurers occupied every table. Twenty of them, fresh from a Feywood expedition that had lasted six weeks and lost four of their number. They drank with the desperate intensity of men who’d survived while friends hadn’t. Sovereign purses hit the bar with the heavy finality of people who needed to feel alive right now.

Mixed in: thirty sailors on shore leave. Merchant marines from the Kalish Islands and beyond, their accents thick, their coin purses thicker. They packed the standing room, the hallway, the steps outside the entrance. The side-alley queue for the back rooms stretched past the corner and around the block.

Theron surveyed the chaos from behind the bar. Every inch of his establishment occupied. Every woman working at capacity. The machine he’d built running at absolute maximum.

Elara moved through the crowd with careful precision. Seven weeks pregnant now, though nobody outside the household knew. She was serving with her usual warmth but protecting her body with subtle adjustments. Declining the more aggressive lap-sitting offers. Keeping customers’ hands on her thighs rather than her stomach. Wincing when someone bumped her tender breasts too firmly, then covering it with a smile.

A kind older adventurer, grey-bearded with the gentle eyes of a man who’d seen too much death, paid fifteen sovereigns for her company. She sat beside him and let him hold her hand. Simple. Sweet. Enough. The adventurer told her about a monster in the Feywood that had killed his best friend. She listened with genuine empathy, her free hand resting on her belly under the table.

Enough for him. Enough for her. Fifteen sovereigns and human connection in a room full of noise.

Celia worked the floor like she was waging war. The black corset and side-slit skirt turned heads, but it was her analytical intensity that kept customers ordering. She tracked tip patterns, directed traffic flow, and managed the evening’s accounting in real-time. The handsome ranger regular was back. Third week in a row. He asked for her specifically again.

She sat with him. Let his gentle hands trace her collarbone, the edge of her corset. His fingers dipped below the neckline, stroking the pale skin above her breasts. She held his gaze while he touched her. Something almost like genuine connection sparking between them.

Twenty sovereigns. And a look in her eyes that said she hoped he’d come back again.

Mirelle owned the room.

The sheer wine-red corset without undergarments. Her massive 38DD breasts on full braless display, nipples clearly visible through the fabric. No undergarments beneath the tight skirt. She moved through the crowd like a warship among dinghies, every head turning, every conversation pausing when she passed close enough for customers to catch the warmth radiating from her skin.

Tonight’s biggest spender wasn’t a captain but a Kalish Islands merchant, young enough to be her son, wealthy enough not to care. He paid forty sovereigns before she even sat down, sliding the coins across the table with trembling fingers and a look on his face that said he’d been watching her all night and had finally worked up the nerve.

Mirelle sat. Let him lean close. Let his clean, soft hands settle on her waist, thumbs tracing the curve where her corset ended and bare skin began. His breathing went ragged.

“You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” he whispered.

“I know,” she said. Warm. Not cruel. Simply honest.

He paid twenty more for another fifteen minutes. She let him rest his forehead against her shoulder, his hands cupping the sides of her full breasts through the sheer fabric, barely touching but close enough to feel the heat. When his time ended, he left the tavern walking into walls.

Sixty-sovereign night. A new record that smashed the one she’d set three days ago.

And in the back rooms: absolute saturation.

Rosalind handled eight clients. Room encounters and gloryhole shifts blurring together into a marathon of professional service. She was in her element. Wet, flushed, enthusiastic, cum in her hair and satisfaction on her face between every client. She emerged once for water, once for crackers, and once to report that the side-alley queue had a wait time of forty minutes.

“Send them through faster,” she told Theron. “I can handle the volume.”

“Can your jaw handle it?”

“My jaw is a professional instrument. It does not tire.” She grinned through smeared lipstick and went back to work.

Sable surpassed her.

Twelve clients. Seven room encounters and five gloryhole shifts. The apprentice exceeding the master for the first time since she’d moved into the Stag. Her warm brown skin gleamed with sweat, her wild curls stuck to her face, her eyes blazing with pride that had once been shy uncertainty.

She handled each client with the combination of warmth and efficiency that had become her signature. Not Rosalind’s aggressive enthusiasm. Something gentler. More personalized. Clients who visited Sable came back because she made them feel seen, not just serviced.

Her jaw ached. She rubbed it between clients with the satisfied wince of an athlete after peak performance. Rosalind offered ice and willow bark. Sable took both without complaint.

“Twelve,” she told Theron during her final break. “I serviced twelve men tonight.” The pride in her voice was fierce. “And I want a thirteenth.”

She looked at him. Not as an employee reporting to her boss. As a lover requesting time with her partner. The professional pride and the personal desire coexisting without contradiction.

“Come to my room after,” he said. “Briefly.”

“Not briefly,” she corrected. “I want at least twenty minutes.”

She got thirty.

By midnight, when the last sailor staggered out and the last adventurer passed out at his table, Theron sat behind the bar with the ledger and counted.

Three hundred and twelve sovereigns.

He counted again. Three hundred and twelve.

Previous record: two hundred and forty-seven, set three days ago.

The household gathered at the bar. Too exhausted to stand properly. Too wired to sleep. The adrenaline of peak performance still buzzing through everyone like residual magic.

“Three hundred and twelve,” Theron said. “In one night.”

Silence. Then Rosalind started laughing. Deep, exhausted, delighted laughter that echoed through the empty hall.

“Three hundred and twelve,” she repeated. “I’ve never worked a night like that in my entire career. NEVER. Not at the Merry Tankard. Not on the harbor. Not during any fleet season I’ve seen.” She wiped her face with a cloth that came away streaked with things she didn’t identify. “I’ve never been happier in my professional life.”

Sable sat beside her, rubbing her jaw, grinning. “Twelve men. I serviced twelve men tonight.” She paused. Corrected herself. “Thirteen, counting Theron.”

“I don’t think the boss counts as a client,” Rosalind said.

“Then twelve. Still a personal record.”

Mirelle adjusted her corset. The fabric had been through a war. “My thighs hurt from being grabbed. And I don’t care. Fifty sovereigns.”

Celia had the ledger open. “Including back-room revenue, floor tips, and food and drink sales, the net profit tonight was approximately two hundred and eighty sovereigns. After expenses.” She looked up. “That’s more than Marcus made in a month. In his best month.”

Elara sat quietly. Tired. Her hand on her stomach. She’d earned twenty-five sovereigns in tips, less than her usual because she’d been working carefully, protecting what nobody else could see. But her contribution was there. Her cheerful presence keeping the atmosphere warm even when the crowd was overwhelming.

“Tomorrow there’ll be more,” Rosalind said, barely conscious. “Fleet doesn’t leave for five days.”

Five more days. At this rate: fifteen hundred additional sovereigns. Maybe two thousand, if the second half of fleet season matched the first.

The Prancing Stag wasn’t just successful. It was legendary.

Theron closed the ledger. Looked around the bar at the women who’d made this possible. His management team. His lovers. His family.

“Get some sleep,” he said. “Tomorrow we do it again.”

Groans. Laughter. The particular camaraderie of a team that had been tested and performed.

They dispersed. Mirelle up the stairs with her tits leading the way, her satisfied exhaustion visible in every step. Celia with her ledger, already planning tomorrow’s logistics while climbing the stairs. Rosalind and Sable to their shared quarters, the mentor and apprentice comparing notes on the night’s clients with professional detachment and obvious affection.

Elara waited. Touched Theron’s hand as the others left.

“I’m tired,” she said. “But I want to sleep in your bed tonight.”

“Not the viewing niche?”

She smiled. Tired and genuine. “Not tonight. Tonight I just want to lie beside you. With your hand on my stomach.”

They climbed the stairs together. Fell into his bed fully clothed. His hand on her flat belly. Her hand over his.

“Three hundred and twelve,” she murmured into his shoulder.

“Three hundred and twelve.”

“Marcus would be speechless.”

“Marcus would be drinking in celebration. Which, come to think of it, is what killed him.”

“Don’t die, please.”

“I have too many women depending on me to die.”

She laughed. Faded into sleep between one breath and the next.

Theron lay awake a moment longer. His hand on the belly where his child grew. His tavern humming with the residual energy of its greatest night. His household sleeping the sleep of people who’d given everything and been rewarded.

Three hundred and twelve sovereigns.

Five more days of fleet season.

An empire that grew with every passing hour.

He closed his eyes.

Not bad for nineteen.


Chapter 26: What We Made

The household knew. Elara was pregnant. Every whispered “breed me” had become flesh and blood and growing heartbeat.

Theron found her in his room that evening. The fleet season was winding down, the last ships preparing to depart, the tavern settling into its post-rush recovery. The ledger showed astronomical numbers. The charter was filed. Vincent was defeated. Everything was secure.

And Elara was sitting on his bed, one hand on her flat stomach, the other holding the sheer nightgown she’d bought with her first tip money. The same nightgown she’d worn the night he’d taken her virginity. Translucent. Hiding nothing.

She looked up when he entered. Cornflower-blue eyes bright with something that lived between reverence and hunger.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she said. “About what it means.”

She stood. The nightgown fell around her small frame like water. Through the fabric: her small perky tits with their pink nipples, slightly fuller now from pregnancy hormones. Her flat stomach, hiding what only they knew about. The shadow of honey-blonde curls between her slim legs.

“All those nights,” she said. “All those times I begged you to breed me. To fill me up. To put a baby inside me. And you DID.”

“I did.”

“Fuck me like you’re trying to make another one.”

She said it with the fierce sincerity that was uniquely Elara. Not performing. Not pretending. Genuinely wanting exactly what she’d asked for, even though the asking was for an impossibility. She was already pregnant. The breeding was done. But the TALK wasn’t fantasy anymore. It was memory. Celebration. The words that had accompanied every orgasm for months now carrying the weight of reality.

Theron crossed the room. Took her face in his hands. Kissed her with tender aggression, the particular combination that Elara responded to most deeply. Not the brutal claiming of Mirelle’s exhibitionist encounters. Not the competitive intensity of Celia’s anal sessions. Something in between. Possession expressed through care.

She melted into the kiss. Her small hands finding his chest. Pulling at his tunic. The familiar urgency of a woman who’d been wanting all day and whose pregnancy hormones were beginning to amplify everything.

He undressed. She shed the nightgown. Naked together in the room where their story had begun. The same bed where he’d broken her hymen and she’d whispered “I love you” for the first time. Where she’d begged for his cum and he’d given it, night after night, until the biology caught up with the desire.

Missionary. Face to face. Eye contact. Theron cradled her face as he positioned between her spread legs, his cock hard and pressing against her wet slit.

“Look at me,” she whispered. “I want to see your face when you’re inside me.”

He pushed in. Slowly. Watching her face as his cock spread her open, inch by inch. Savoring the familiar grip of her pussy, the tight heat that he’d mapped with his cock over hundreds of encounters but that still felt like discovery. She was wetter than usual. Noticeably, abundantly wetter. Pregnancy was already changing her body’s responses, increasing blood flow and sensitivity, turning arousal into something automatic and overwhelming. Her pussy was swollen inside, the walls engorged and pillow-soft around his cock, gripping him with a heat that felt deeper than usual.

She gasped. Wrapped her arms around his neck. Drew him down until his chest was against hers, her small breasts pressed between them, the nipples harder and more prominent than he remembered, tender with hormonal changes that were just beginning. They scraped against his skin and she whimpered at the contact, the sensitivity already amplified.

“I can feel you,” she breathed. “Where our baby is growing. Your cock pushing against where you planted it. So deep inside me.”

The dirty talk had shifted. Not fantasy anymore. Reality. Not “breed me” but “you DID breed me.” Not “put a baby in me” but “there’s already a baby in me.” The shift made everything more intense, more real, more loaded with meaning that went beyond physical pleasure. Every word was true. His cum had done this. His cock in this pussy, in this position, on one of those countless nights of whispered demands, had actually made a child.

He moved inside her. Long, deep strokes that pressed the head of his cock against her cervix with each thrust, the sensitive head kissing the entrance to her womb where their baby was growing. She arched into every one, her small body bowing beneath him, her slim legs wrapping around his waist and locking, pulling him deeper with each stroke.

“I’m yours,” she whispered. “Completely. You own my body. You made a LIFE inside me. No one else. Ever. Just you. Just your cock. Just your cum.”

“Just me.”

“Promise.”

“Promise.”

She kissed him. Deep and desperate and tasting like tears she was fighting. The emotional intensity of being fucked while knowing she was pregnant. The knowledge that this cock, these strokes, this man, had changed her body at a cellular level. Had planted something inside her that would grow and kick and eventually scream its way into the world. She sucked his lower lip between her teeth and moaned against his mouth while his cock pushed deep, filling her with every inch.

His hand slid between them. Found her belly. Flat for now, but both of them knowing what was underneath. His palm resting on the warm skin where their child existed as a cluster of cells with a heartbeat. Growing while he moved inside her. Growing while she moaned. Growing while his cock thrust into the pussy that had conceived it.

The combination of physical and emotional stimulus pushed her over the edge faster than usual.

Elara came with his hand on her belly. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her mouth opened in a cry that was all voice and no words, raw and keening and beautiful. Her pussy clenched around him in rhythmic, desperate spasms, each contraction gripping his cock with crushing force before releasing in a flood of warm wetness. Her tight little body convulsed beneath him. Her heels dug into his ass. Tears escaped despite her efforts, running down her cheeks in warm streaks, landing on the pillow, landing on his hands.

She cried from how overwhelming it felt. Not sadness. Not fear. The specific tears that come when the body experiences more than it can contain, when pleasure and emotion and meaning all hit the same nerve at the same instant and the result is a sensation so profound it can only exit the body as tears.

He held still inside her while she came down. Kissed the tears on her cheeks. Tasted the salt. Felt her breathing gradually slow from desperate to deep. Her pussy still fluttering around him in gentle aftershocks, each little squeeze sending a shiver through his buried cock.

“More,” she whispered, her voice thick with tears and want. “Give me more. Even though I’m already carrying your baby. I want to be so full of you that I can’t think straight. I want to walk around tomorrow knowing your cum is still inside me, right next to our child, and every time I touch my stomach I’ll feel BOTH of you. All of it. Everything you’ve given me. Mine.”

He came inside her. Not holding back. His cock swelling and pulsing, every spurt flooding her pregnant pussy with thick, hot cum she didn’t need but desperately wanted. Pulse after pulse, each one making her gasp, each one sending warmth deep into her body. She felt each spurt distinctly and pushed her hips up to meet it, tilting her pelvis, taking him as deep as anatomy allowed, her body drawing him deeper with each pulse, her hips rocking in tiny, hungry motions that guided every drop exactly where she wanted it.

“Yes,” she breathed, tears still on her cheeks, her voice breaking with each pulse inside her. “Every drop. Don’t waste any. I love this. I love being full of you. Your cum and your baby, both inside me at once.”

He emptied himself completely. Gave her everything. Stayed inside her while they both caught their breath, his cock plugging her, keeping his cum trapped inside. Her small body trembling with aftershocks beneath him. His cock softening slowly in the warm, wet, cum-flooded grip of her satisfied pussy, their combined fluids beginning to seep around his shaft.

“Again,” she said.

“Already?”

“The hormones are starting.” She smiled through the drying tears. “Maren warned me. She said the drive triples during pregnancy. I thought she was exaggerating.”

“She wasn’t?”

“She was UNDERESTIMATING.”

They went again. Slower this time. Elara on top, riding him with the new confidence she’d developed over months of practice. Her small breasts in his hands, slightly fuller than before, the nipples darker and more sensitive. She gasped every time his thumbs grazed them.

She rode him with her eyes open. Watching his face. Watching his hands on her changing body. Processing the reality of being on top of the man who’d taken her virginity and given her a child and would keep giving her everything she asked for as long as she kept asking.

She came again. Stronger. Louder. The second orgasm of pregnancy, building on the first, amplified by hormones that were still weeks away from their full effect. She collapsed forward onto his chest, her honey-blonde hair cascading across his shoulders, her pussy still clenching around him.

He filled her again. She held him inside. Gravity working.

Post-sex. The quiet. The candle burning low. Two bodies tangled in sheets that smelled like them. Like sex and soap and the sweetness that was uniquely Elara, now tinged with something new. Something biological. The scent of a woman whose body was changing from the inside out.

“When I’m showing,” she said into the darkness. “When everyone can see I’m carrying your child. Will you still want me?”

“More than ever.”

“Promise?”

“Maren is the hottest she’s ever been right now.” He pulled Elara closer. Her flat stomach pressing against his. “Her belly drives me insane. Pregnancy is going to make you even more beautiful than you already are.”

“More than Mirelle?”

“Different from Mirelle.”

“You always say different. Never better.”

“Because different is what makes each of you irreplaceable. Nobody else does what you do to me.”

“Chose love and voyeurism,” she corrected.

He laughed. She smiled against his chest.

“Will you watch me get bigger?” she asked. “The way you watch Maren?”

“I’ll watch every inch.”

“And you’ll still fuck me when I’m huge? When my belly is in the way and my tits are swollen and I’m leaking milk everywhere?”

“Especially then.”

“Good.” She kissed his chest. Settled in. Her hand on her stomach. “Because the breeding talk isn’t stopping. Even now. Even though we already made the baby. I’m going to beg you to fill me up every single night for the next eight months.”

“I can handle that.”

“You’d better.” She yawned. “Maren said Dane couldn’t keep up. You have to be better than Dane.”

“I’ll add it to the list.”

She fell asleep. Smiling. Her fingers laced through his where they rested on her stomach. Her body pressed against his.

Theron stayed awake a little longer. His hand over hers on the flat stomach that would soon start to curve. His child. Their child. Real as the heartbeat he could feel through the warm skin beneath his palm.


Chapter 27: Empire Assessment

Fleet season wound down on a Tuesday.

The last ships weighed anchor. The harbor emptied. The streets of Amoria settled from the chaotic energy of hundreds of spending sailors back to the regular rhythm of adventurers and merchants and working people who needed ale and comfort and occasional anonymous sex through holes in walls.

Theron sat at the bar after closing with the ledger open and a mug of ale he wasn’t drinking, reviewing seven days of numbers that would have made Marcus weep.

Fleet season total: two thousand one hundred and sixty-three sovereigns in additional revenue over the normal weekly average. That was ADDITIONAL. On top of the regular income that had already made the Stag the most profitable establishment on Provision Lane.

Combined with the Velmoor trade income, a run every two weeks generating one hundred and fifteen in profit each time, the Stag was now generating cash at a rate that made bankruptcy a memory and wealth a reasonable expectation.

Total savings: over three thousand sovereigns in reserve. More money than Theron had ever seen, let alone owned. Enough to expand. Renovate. Hire more staff. Or weather any crisis that the city, the market, or vindictive wine merchants could throw at them.

The charter was filed and effective. Hargest had no authority. Vincent had no leverage. Captain Wrenfeld was a loyal ally, well-watered with elven wine and free drinks. The political threat was neutralized. The business was legally untouchable.

Earlier that evening, the household had gathered for dinner. A rare occasion where everyone was in the same room, eating Mirelle’s roasted lamb and arguing about the future.

It started with Maren complaining the mushrooms weren’t pickled. “Every pregnancy,” she groaned, pushing her plate forward, her fourteen-week belly pressing against the table’s edge. “The cravings are never convenient.”

“I’ll add pickled mushrooms to the supply order,” Celia said without looking up from the ledger she’d spread across a third of the table, the carving knife serving as a paperweight. She made a note. Then another. Then a third. “Also, Orin returned from the Velmoor run with full documentation. I want to increase the frequency.”

Elara stole bread from Celia’s unguarded plate. Hummed between bites. One hand resting on her stomach in the unconscious gesture that had become her new default. Eight weeks along and quieter than usual. Not unhappy. Processing.

Sable caught Theron’s eye across the table. Her amber gaze warm, her wild curls framing a face that held a tenderness he was still learning to read. Beside her, Rosalind was scribbling fleet season tallies on a napkin, comparing notes with her protege in the easy shorthand of colleagues who were also family.

Rosalind brought up the idea during a late-night conversation at the bar. She’d been nursing a rare cup of wine, her soft tits resting on the bar surface with the casual confidence of a woman who treated her body as a professional asset.

“I know two more women from the harbor,” she said. “Reliable. Professional. Both wanting to get off the streets. After fleet season showed what we can do, they’re begging me to put in a word.”

“We’d need to expand the back rooms,” Theron said.

“The unused room next to the gloryhole. Torven could convert it in three days. Same setup. Two more beds. Separate entrance. I’d manage the scheduling.”

More workers. More revenue. More management complexity. The business could SCALE. Multiple revenue streams, expanding workforce, trade diversification.

Celia was already at the table, ledger open, calculating the revenue projection for a four-woman back-room operation versus the current two-woman setup. Her pen moved with the precision of someone who’d found her calling in spreadsheets and sexual commerce.

“If we add two workers at the same client rate and maintain the current revenue split,” she said, “the back rooms alone generate an additional thirty to forty sovereigns daily. That’s over a thousand monthly in pure profit.”

“I’ll have the Guild application for staff expansion drafted by morning,” she added. “The trading post charter allows for hospitality service workers. No additional licensing required.”

Mirelle had another idea. “The Velmoor route is profit. But we’re doing one run every two weeks. If we had our own cart instead of hiring, and Orin could drive…”

“Every week?” Theron asked.

“Every five days, if we optimize the loading schedule. I’ve been talking to Maren about it. She can have produce ready on a rolling basis instead of bulk orders.”

The business wasn’t just growing. It was developing institutional knowledge. Mirelle understanding supply chains. Celia mastering financial systems. Rosalind managing human resources. Even Elara, who contributed cheerfulness and voyeuristic enthusiasm, kept the floor atmosphere warm enough to drive repeat customers.

They were a management team that happened to also be his lovers. Or lovers who happened to also be a management team. The distinction had stopped mattering months ago.

“The Collegium scholars have been coming in more frequently,” Celia noted, looking up from her calculations. “Three this week. Asking about the Velmoor route. Whether we sell enchanted components.”

“Do we?”

“Not yet. But the elven marketplace had a section for alchemical reagents. If we added that to our trade goods…”

“New customer segment. Higher margins. Academic clients with institutional budgets.”

“Exactly.” Celia’s expression sharpened the way it always did when revenue projections exceeded expectations. “The Stag could become the primary trade intermediary between Velmoor and Amoria’s scholarly community.”

A tavern. A brothel. A trading post. An academic supply house.

The old man never saw this coming. Nobody did.

Mirelle came down the stairs at that point, wearing nothing but a nightgown so thin it was functionally decorative, her breasts swaying with each step. She surveyed the three of them still working at midnight. Leaned against the doorframe with her arms crossed beneath her chest.

“You’re all still here,” she said. “Planning world domination?”

“Revenue optimization,” Celia corrected.

“Same thing.” Mirelle crossed to the bar, poured herself a small cup of wine, and sat beside Theron. Her thick thigh pressed against his under the bar. Warm. Deliberate. “So. What’s the verdict?”

“We’re expanding,” Theron said. “More workers. More trade runs. Possibly academic supply contracts.”

“Hmm.” Mirelle sipped her wine. “And you’re telling me this at midnight because…”

“Because the three people I trust most with business decisions are sitting right here.”

Rosalind raised her cup. “To business decisions made in the middle of the night by women in various states of undress.”

Celia clinked her ale against it without looking up from the ledger. “To revenue.”

Mirelle added her wine. “To not being invisible anymore.”

Theron finished his ale. Set the mug down. Looked at the three women who’d turned a failing tavern into an empire and wondered, not for the first time, how a drowning man’s son had gotten this lucky.


Chapter 28: The Wine Order

The bell above Vincent’s wine shop door rang as Theron entered.

Not the grand confrontation he might have expected. Not the Friday dance with its audience and its lanterns and its social theater. Just a routine visit. The Stag still bought wine from Morell Fine Wines because the product was good and business was business.

Vincent stood behind the counter. The shop was quieter than usual. The elegant script on the sign outside, MORELL FINE WINES, seemed slightly faded in the afternoon light. Barrels still stacked outside, the sweet smell of fermenting grapes still thick in the air. But something had shifted. The energy of the place. The confidence that had radiated from its owner like cologne.

Vincent looked diminished. Just… less. The silver at his temples, once a marker of distinguished maturity, now read as age. The smooth merchant’s smile, once his most effective weapon, sat uncertainly on his face. His expensive clothes were the same ones he’d worn at the Friday dance, as if he’d stopped buying new ones.

Behind him, visible through the doorway to the back room: his wife Isolde. Packing boxes. Reorganizing shelves. The subtle housekeeping of a business that was contracting rather than expanding.

“Theron.” Vincent’s voice was neutral. Careful. “Your usual order?”

“Three barrels of the house red. Two of the fortified white.”

Vincent nodded. Began preparing the order with the practiced motions of someone who’d been selling wine long enough for the work to be automatic. His hands moved. His expression didn’t.

Business. Professional. Neutral.

Theron didn’t gloat. That was important. He could have. The temptation was there, the small dark satisfaction of watching a defeated enemy process his defeat. But gloating was what small men did, and Theron was building something too large for smallness.

They completed the transaction in near-silence. Coins exchanged. Barrels marked for delivery. The receipt signed with Vincent’s still-elegant hand.

Then Vincent stopped. Set down his quill. Looked at Theron with an expression stripped of every layer of performance and calculation he’d worn like armor for years.

“You know what bothers me most?” he said.

Theron waited.

“Not Elara. Not the charter. It’s that you’re nineteen and you outmaneuvered me.” He laughed. Bitter and quiet and directed inward. “I’ve been playing these games for fifteen years. Courting women. Building alliances. Using connections to get what I want. Fifteen years of practice. And a boy with a tavern beat me with a fucking vegetable cart.”

“It wasn’t about the vegetable cart,” Theron said.

“No?”

“You lost because you thought this was about Elara. About women. About power over me.” He met Vincent’s eyes with the steady gaze of someone who had nothing left to prove. “It was never about that. It was about survival. Mine. My household’s. My business. You were just an obstacle.”

“An obstacle.” Vincent repeated the word like tasting wine that had turned to vinegar. “Is that all?”

“That’s all you ever were.”

The words landed. Not with cruelty but with finality. The specific devastation of being told that the rivalry you invested everything in was never a rivalry at all. Just a problem to be solved and moved past.

Vincent looked away first. Which was answer enough.

“Your wine is excellent,” Theron said. Meant it. “The Stag will continue ordering. I hope your business recovers from… whatever it is that’s happening here.”

He gestured vaguely at the packing boxes. The half-empty shelves. The wife reorganizing a shop that was clearly shrinking.

Vincent’s jaw tightened. “Isolde wants to downsize. Focus on wholesale rather than retail. The walk-in trade has… declined.”

Because the walk-in trade had gone to the Stag. Adventurers who used to buy wine from Vincent’s shop now bought their ale from the tavern that also offered prostitutes, lap-sitting, and a viewing niche. The economy of desire was a zero-sum game on Provision Lane, and Theron had captured most of the sum.

“I’m sorry about that,” Theron said. And he was, in the abstract way you’re sorry about the consequences of success. Not sorry enough to stop succeeding. But aware that his rise had contributed to someone else’s decline.

Vincent didn’t respond to the sympathy. Probably didn’t believe it. Probably couldn’t afford to believe it, because accepting sympathy from the man who’d beaten him would be a humiliation his pride couldn’t survive.

Theron took his wine receipt and walked toward the door.

“Ashwick.”

He turned.

Vincent stood behind his counter, one hand on a barrel, the other hanging at his side. For a moment, stripped of the charm and the scheming and the resentment, he looked like what he actually was. A middle-aged wine merchant whose best years were behind him, who’d gambled on institutional power and lost, who’d tried to seduce a girl half his age and been outplayed by a boy younger than her.

“Take care of Elara,” Vincent said.

The words surprised Theron. Not the sentiment. The sincerity.

“She’s…” Vincent paused. Struggled. The smooth merchant’s vocabulary failing him for the first time in Theron’s memory. “She was always better than what I was offering. I knew that. I pursued her anyway because that’s what I do. What I did. The game. The conquest. But she deserved someone who saw her as more than a prize.”

“She was never a prize to me.”

“I know.” Vincent looked at the counter. “That’s why you won.”

Theron left the wine shop. The bell chimed behind him. The door closed on a rivalry that had spanned the better part of a year and ended not with a bang but with a wine order and a moment of unexpected honesty.

Outside, Celia was waiting. She’d walked with him, insisted on it, positioned herself against the wall of the adjacent building with the casual alertness of a bodyguard who also happened to be his anal-specialist lover.

“That was satisfying,” she said.

“Was it?”

“Immensely.” She fell into step beside him. “He looked like a man who’d run out of moves.”

“He looked like a man who’d realized the game wasn’t what he thought it was.”

They walked in comfortable silence. She’d despised him once. Called him incompetent to his face. Now she was the first person he wanted beside him in a fight.

“You didn’t gloat,” she observed.

“Gloating is for people who aren’t sure they won.”

“That’s surprisingly mature for someone who still needs a schedule to manage his sex life.”

“I do NOT need a schedule. The schedule is a suggestion.”

“The schedule is a necessity. Last Tuesday you accidentally double-booked Elara and Mirelle. I had to rearrange the entire evening rotation.”

“That was an honest mistake.”

“There are no honest mistakes in scheduling. Only incompetent planning.” She paused. “Which is why I manage the schedule now.”

She did. She managed everything. The ledger, the schedule, the supply chain, the financial statements, the Guild correspondence. She managed the business while he managed the people, and between them they’d built something that neither could have built alone.

“Thank you,” he said.

“For what?”

“For everything. The charter. The contingency. The Guild paperwork. The three backup plans for the backup plan. This business would have collapsed without you.”

She didn’t respond immediately. They walked another half-block in silence.

“You said you wanted to discuss something personal,” Theron reminded her. “After the business was safe.”

“I remember.”

“The business is safe.”

Another pause. Longer. She stopped walking. Turned to face him in the middle of Provision Lane, her dark hair catching the late afternoon sun, her grey-blue eyes unreadable behind the analytical mask she wore so well.

“I want to talk about the handsome ranger,” she said.

Theron blinked. “The customer? The one who asks for you specifically?”

“He asked me to dinner. Outside the tavern. Not a paid session. Not a tip arrangement. Dinner.”

“And?”

“And I said I’d think about it.” She crossed her arms. “I wanted to discuss it with you first. Because the rules of this household are… unclear. I’m yours. But am I ONLY yours? Mirelle has you. Maren has you AND Orin. Elara has you exclusively. What are MY terms?”

Fair question. A question he should have anticipated. In a harem of six women, each with different needs and different boundaries, the rules were exactly as unclear as Celia said.

“What do you want the terms to be?” he asked.

“I want to have dinner with the ranger. Not sleep with him. Not yet. Maybe not ever. But I want to sit across from someone who’s interested in me specifically, not in my sister or my mother or my specialty. Someone who chose ME first, not as the second option after Elara was taken.”

The competitive fire. Always the competitive fire. But this time aimed at something constructive. Not “I need to beat my sister.” Just “I need to know I’m chosen.”

“Have dinner with him,” Theron said.

“You’re not jealous?”

“Should I be?”

“Most men in your position would be.”

“I’m not most men. I have five lovers. Demanding exclusivity from any of you while I fuck all of you would be hypocritical.”

She almost smiled. “Fair point.”

“If it goes beyond dinner. If it becomes something. We’ll talk about it then.”

“Agreed.” She uncrossed her arms. “And Theron? The pregnancy attempts continue regardless.”

“Obviously.”

“Good. Because the ranger is handsome but he can’t give me a baby that belongs to THIS household. Only you can.”

She turned. Walked ahead. Her hips swaying with the easy confidence of a woman who’d just negotiated exactly the terms she wanted.

Theron watched her go. Then he followed, because dinner needed making, the ledger needed updating, and there was a bottle of Vincent Morell’s overpriced wine sitting on the bar that he intended to open tonight in quiet celebration of a rivalry that had ended with a whimper and a wine order.


Chapter 29: Night at the Stag

The tavern closed at midnight. The last customers stumbled out into cool air. Theron collected tankards, wiped tables, settled into the routine of closing that his body knew better than his mind.

Mirelle was behind the bar, washing glasses. Her movements were slower than usual. Deliberate. She kept glancing at the front door.

“Everyone’s gone,” she said.

“Everyone’s gone.”

“Elara?”

“Upstairs. Asleep by the time I checked. Hand on her stomach.”

“Celia?”

“Reading in her room. Ledger already filed.”

“Rosalind and Sable?”

“In their quarters. Rosalind’s snoring.”

Mirelle set down the glass she’d been washing. Dried her hands on the cloth. Draped the cloth over the edge of the basin with the careful precision of a woman arranging stage props.

Then she walked to the front door.

She didn’t lock it.

Instead, she pulled it open. Three inches. Enough that the night air drifted in, carrying the smell of the street, the distant sound of a dog barking, the cool darkness that reminded anyone inside that the outside world was right there. Watching. Listening.

“Mirelle.”

“You said next time.” She turned to face him from across the hall. Candlelight behind her, the open door behind that, the empty street beyond. “I asked you to leave it unlocked. You said I was serious. I said dead serious.”

She reached for the laces of her corset. Not loosening. Untying. The knot came free and the wine-red fabric fell open completely, sliding down her arms like a curtain dropping. Her full breasts swung free, 38DD of natural beauty that caught every flicker of candlelight across their curves. She let the corset drop to the floor.

Then the skirt. One tug at the waist. It pooled around her feet.

Mirelle stood completely naked in the main hall of the Prancing Stag with the front door open to the street.

Not three inches anymore. While Theron had been watching her undress, she’d nudged it wider. Six inches. Eight. Enough that anyone walking down Provision Lane at this hour would see candlelight spilling out onto the cobblestones. Might glance in. Might see the silhouette of a full-figured naked woman standing behind a bar.

“You’re out of your mind,” Theron said.

“I’ve never been more in my mind.” She walked toward the center of the hall. Not behind the bar. Not hidden by the counter. Into the open floor space between the tables, where the light was strongest and the door’s gap was widest. Her full body on display. Thick hips swaying. Breasts rocking with each step. The dark triangle between her thighs catching shadow and light alternately.

She stopped beside the large table nearest the door. The table where the grizzled ship captain had sat during fleet season. Where he’d paid thirty sovereigns to touch her thigh. Where his eyes had been locked on her breasts for twenty minutes.

She sat on the table’s edge. Spread her legs. Looked at him with hazel eyes that burned with something beyond arousal. Beyond exhibitionism. Something that looked like freedom.

“He sat right here,” she said. “Paid fifty sovereigns over the night to touch me through my clothes. Imagined what was underneath. Went home and jerked off thinking about it.”

She leaned back on her palms. Her breasts rose with the posture, nipples pointing toward the ceiling beams.

“Now I’m sitting where he sat. Naked. With the door open. And the only man who gets to touch what’s underneath is you.”

Theron’s cock was painfully hard. Had been since the door opened. The combination of her naked body, the open door, the cool night air mixing with warm candlelight on her skin, the absolute brazenness of what she was doing. This wasn’t the bar sex from weeks ago. That had been a fantasy of location. This was something else entirely. This was Mirelle deciding she didn’t care if the whole street knew.

He crossed to her. Put his hands on her warm thighs. She shivered, not from cold.

“The door,” he said.

“Stays open.”

“Someone could walk past.”

“Someone could.” Her voice was husky. Trembling at the edges. Not with fear. With arousal so intense it was making her shake. “A guard doing rounds. A drunk wandering home. A sailor looking for one more tavern. They’d see the light. They’d look in. And they’d see me.”

She pulled him between her spread thighs. Her hands found his belt.

“They’d see a thirty-eight-year-old woman with her legs wrapped around a man half her age. They’d see my tits bouncing while he fucks me on a table where customers eat their dinner. They’d hear me screaming loud enough to carry down the lane.”

She freed his cock. Wrapped her fingers around it. Stroked slowly, her grip confident and warm.

“And I would not stop.”

He kissed her. Hard. Possessive. She melted into it instantly, her composure dissolving the moment his mouth found hers. Whatever performance she’d been giving collapsed into raw need. Her tongue against his, her hands pulling him closer, her legs wrapping around his waist to drag him against her.

“Wait,” she gasped, breaking the kiss. “Not yet. I want something different tonight.”

She slid off the table. Took his hand. Led him to the center of the room.

Then she sank to her knees on the wooden floor.

Not behind the bar. Not in a back room. In the middle of the main hall, facing the front door, where anyone glancing through the gap would see a topless woman on her knees with a man’s cock in her mouth.

She took him deep. Not Rosalind’s technique, not the professional glide. Mirelle’s style was hungrier, messier, the blowjob of a woman still making up for lost time with every encounter. She sucked him with wet, loud enthusiasm, her heavy breasts swaying with the motion of her head, spit dripping down her chin and landing on the swell of her chest.

Theron’s hands found her hair. The chestnut waves threaded with silver. He gripped gently. She moaned around his cock, the vibration traveling through his shaft.

“Harder,” she mumbled around him, pulling off just enough to speak. “Grip me harder. I want to feel it tomorrow.”

He gripped harder. Guided her head. She took it, took him, took the control she’d been offering since the night she’d first asked him to be gentle and discovered she preferred the opposite.

She pulled off with a wet gasp. Looked up at him. Spit and pre-cum on her lips, her eyes blazing.

“On the table,” she said. “The captain’s table. Bend me over it.”

He turned her around. She placed her palms flat on the polished wood surface. Arched her back. Her round ass and wide hips presented to him with the deliberate display of a woman who knew the visual she was creating and wanted it seared into his memory.

The front door was directly in front of her. Eight inches of gap. Cool air on her flushed skin. The street outside dark but not empty. Not at this hour.

“Anyone walking past,” she breathed. “They’d see my face. They’d see my expression while you fuck me. They’d know exactly what was happening.”

Theron gripped her hips. Positioned his cock at her entrance. She was dripping, her arousal running down the inside of her full thighs.

He entered her from behind. One firm, deep stroke that buried his cock to the hilt in her dripping pussy and made her gasp and grab the table’s far edge with white-knuckled force.

“Yes,” she hissed. “RIGHT THERE. Oh fuck, right there.”

He fucked her bent over the captain’s table. The table where customers sat. Where tips exchanged hands. Where fifty men during fleet season had dreamed about doing exactly what Theron was doing now to the woman they could look at but never touch. The polished wood was cool against her hot skin, her breasts compressed flat against the surface, her dark nipples scraping the wax finish with each thrust.

Each stroke drove her forward against the wood, her face pointed toward the open door. Her pussy gripped him with wet, clenching heat, the sounds of their coupling filling the empty tavern with the unmistakable rhythm of hard, desperate sex. The slick, meaty sound of his cock driving into her soaked pussy. The sharp clap of his pelvis against her wide ass with each thrust. The table legs scraping against the floor.

She didn’t close her eyes. She LOOKED at the door. Stared at the gap. At the sliver of dark street beyond. Watched for movement, for shadows, for the possibility that someone might appear and see her exactly like this. Bent over a table. Tits mashed against the wood. A man half her age buried in her from behind. The most explicit exhibition of the woman she’d become.

The risk was real. Not a fantasy. Not the unlocked side door from weeks ago. The FRONT door. The main entrance. Cracked open to the night.

“Harder,” she demanded, her voice carrying through the gap and into the darkness. “I don’t care who hears. I want them to hear me getting fucked.”

Theron drove into her with everything he had. The table scraped across the floor with each thrust, leaving marks on the wood. His hands gripped her wide hips hard enough to dimple her soft, generous flesh, pulling her back onto his cock as he drove forward. Her massive tits compressed against the table, spilling out at the sides in heavy, soft mounds that jiggled with each impact. The visual from behind was obscene and magnificent. His cock glistening with her arousal, disappearing between her voluptuous ass cheeks with each thrust, her wide hips rippling, her thick thighs trembling.

“This is MINE,” she gasped, her voice raw. “This tavern. This table. This room. I’m not just the woman who serves here anymore. I’m the woman who OWNS this space. Every inch of it has my sweat and my fingerprints and now it has THIS. Me. Fucked across the furniture I polish every morning. Claiming every surface.”

Her pussy clenched around him as the words left her mouth, as if her body was punctuating the declaration.

She came with a scream that Theron was certain carried through the door, down the lane, and into the dreams of whoever was sleeping in the buildings nearby.

Her pussy clamped around him in spasming waves, each contraction gripping his cock with crushing force and releasing in a flood of wet heat. Her thick thighs trembled violently, her muscles giving out. Her fingers clawed the table’s surface, her nails leaving marks in the wax polish. Her entire body convulsed against the wood with the force of an orgasm amplified by adrenaline and exhibitionist terror and the fierce, burning liberation of a woman who had decided, finally and permanently, that she was done hiding. Her juices ran down her inner thighs. The table’s surface beneath her pussy was slick with her arousal.

He didn’t stop. Kept driving into her through the orgasm, his cock plunging into her spasming pussy without mercy, extending the climax, pushing her past the peak into the territory where pleasure became overwhelming and indistinguishable from something close to agony.

“Don’t stop,” she sobbed, her voice breaking, her face pressed against the table. “Oh god, don’t stop. I’m going to cum again. I can feel it. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

She did. The second orgasm rolled into the first without a gap. A continuous wave of clenching, spasming pleasure that turned her legs to water and would have collapsed her to the floor if the table and his grip on her hips hadn’t held her up. Her screams dissolved into breathless, shaking sobs of pleasure. Her pussy milked his cock with involuntary, desperate contractions that pulled at him like a mouth trying to swallow him whole.

Theron came inside her. Buried deep, his cock swelling and pulsing, thick jets of cum flooding her pussy on the captain’s table in the middle of the main hall with the front door hanging open to the night. She felt every pulse, every hot spurt filling her insides, and pushed back against him with what remained of her strength, taking it deeper, wanting it deeper, her body greedy for every drop. Her spasming pussy milked each pulse from him, the contractions prolonging his orgasm until he was empty and still pulsing, dry shudders racking his body while her pussy continued its relentless, clenching grip.

They stayed there. Bent over the table together. Breathing. His chest against her back. Her heartbeat thundering under his hands.

Eventually she straightened. Slowly. Her legs wobbling. She turned and sat on the table’s edge, legs dangling, breasts heaving, his cum starting to trickle down her inner thigh.

She was grinning. Not the carefully composed smile she wore for customers. A wild, feral, satisfied grin that belonged to a woman who had pushed past a boundary and discovered that the other side was everything she’d imagined.

“Did anyone walk past?” she asked.

“I was too busy to check.”

“Liar. You were watching the door too.”

He had been. Part of the thrill. Part of the terror. Part of what had made the orgasm the most intense either of them had experienced in weeks.

She slid off the table. Walked to the front door. Stood in the gap, naked, letting the night air cool her sweat-dampened skin. For three seconds she was silhouetted in the doorway. Fully exposed. Anyone on the lane would have seen everything.

Then she closed the door. Locked it. Turned the bolt with a decisive click.

She walked back to him. Calm. Glowing. Her bare feet padding across the floor she cleaned every morning.

“Next time,” she said, “we leave it wider.”

She didn’t wait for a response. Gathered her corset and skirt from the floor in one arm, not bothering to dress, and walked to the stairs. Naked. His cum on her thighs. Her tits swaying with each confident step.

At the bottom of the stairs, she paused. Looked back over her shoulder.

“When you get me pregnant,” she said. “I want you to fuck me right there again. With my belly showing. With the door open. So the whole street can see what you did to me.”

She climbed the stairs. Disappeared around the corner. Her bedroom door closed.

Theron stood in the main hall. The captain’s table was scratched and damp. The front door was locked. The candles guttered in the draft from Mirelle’s exit.

He wiped down the table. Blew out the candles one by one. Checked every door, every window, every lock. The responsible tavern owner cleaning up after the evening’s last performance.

Then he climbed the stairs to his room. Elara was asleep on his bed, one hand resting on her stomach. He lay beside her. Pulled the blanket over them both.

The Stag settled into quiet.

Outside, Provision Lane slept on, unaware of what had happened at the captain’s table. Elara murmured something in her sleep and pressed closer, her hand tightening on the belly where his child was growing.

Theron closed his eyes. The scratch marks on the captain’s table would need explaining tomorrow. He’d think of something.


Epilogue: The Stag Ascends

Theron stood in the main hall before anyone woke.

Dawn light filtered through the tavern’s windows, catching dust motes that drifted through the still air. The room was clean, tables wiped, floor swept, the detritus of last night’s service cleared by Mirelle’s efficient pre-sleep routine. The mounted stag head above the fireplace watched with glass eyes that had witnessed the transformation of this space from failure to empire.

Thirty-three weeks since Marcus’s funeral.

Thirty-three weeks since a virgin boy stood in the rain outside a struggling tavern and inherited a ledger full of red ink, three employees he didn’t know, and a broken sign.

The sign was fixed now. Freshly carved and painted by Torven’s dwarven hands, the prancing stag rearing proudly above the entrance. The first thing anyone saw when they turned onto Provision Lane. A symbol that meant quality, desire, and a promise that whatever you needed, the Stag would provide.

The ledger was black ink now. Very black. Three thousand sovereigns in savings, climbing daily. Revenue that would have given Marcus a heart attack if the canal hadn’t gotten to him first.

And the employees he didn’t know? He knew them now. Every inch. Every sound. Every desire.

Six lovers. The number still caught him off guard in quiet moments. Not the count itself but the weight of it. Six women who trusted him. Two carrying children that might be his. A household that functioned as family, business, and bed all at once.

Upstairs, he could hear them sleeping. Mirelle’s soft snoring through the wall. Celia’s silence, which somehow felt louder than anyone else’s noise. Elara in his bed, where he’d left her an hour ago, curled around the pillow he’d been using, her honey-blonde hair fanning across the sheets.

Three thousand sovereigns in the ledger. A trading charter on file. A defeated rival. A city guard captain who owed him loyalty. Baby Sera thriving across town, the first child of the Stag’s new era.

Theron touched the bar where he’d fucked Mirelle last night. The polished wood still slightly warm from her body heat. Or maybe that was his imagination.

Elara’s belly would start showing soon. Celia was demanding nightly breeding sessions with her usual tenacity. Mirelle had said “when you get me pregnant,” not “if.” And Rosalind had two new girls from the harbor who wanted in.

The Stag wasn’t finished growing. Not even close.

Footsteps on the stairs.

Rosalind entered the main hall, early as always. She padded across the floor in bare feet, her honey-blonde hair messy from sleep, her plush tits barely contained by a nightshift that was more suggestion than fabric. Jade-green eyes still heavy-lidded. A cup of something steaming in her hand.

She stopped when she saw him standing by the bar.

“Surveying your kingdom, boss?”

“Something like that.”

She joined him. Stood beside him. Two people looking at an empty room that would be full in three hours, that would generate revenue and pleasure and connection and all the things that made the Stag what it was.

“Not bad for a boy who couldn’t pour ale without spilling,” Rosalind said. “I remember your first week. You looked like a deer surrounded by wolves.”

“The wolves turned out to be the best part.”

“Damn right we did.” She sipped whatever was in her cup. “You built something worth keeping, Theron. Don’t let anyone take it from you.”

She headed toward the back rooms. The work she loved. The professional devotion that made her the most enthusiastic sex worker Theron had ever met. Wet and messy and dripping and smiling. Every morning. Every shift. Every client.

Theron watched her go. Then turned back to the empty hall.

Every surface in the room held a memory. Mirelle’s back arching on that bar top. Elara’s muffled gasps through the viewing niche wall. The gloryhole beyond the hallway, still smelling faintly of soap and cedar, the renovation that had turned survival into surplus. And on the shelf behind the counter, Celia’s ledger, its columns marching from desperate red into triumphant black.

The Prancing Stag. He’d inherited a ruin. He was standing in the middle of an empire.

The front door rattled. Someone testing the handle from outside. The morning’s first customer, ten minutes before opening.

Theron crossed the hall, unbolted the lock, and swung the door wide. A scarred C-rank adventurer blinked in the sunlight, a coin purse already in his hand.

“You open?”

“We’re always open,” Theron said. “Welcome to the Prancing Stag.”

Behind him, Mirelle’s voice called from the kitchen. Upstairs, a floorboard creaked as Elara stirred. The building hummed with the particular energy of a place that was alive in every room, in every wall, in every heartbeat it sheltered.

The adventurer stepped inside. The day began.
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Chapter 1: The Empire at Dawn

Theron woke to two things: the warm weight of Mirelle’s ass pressing against his hip, and the smell of bacon rising from the kitchen below.

Except Mirelle was still in bed beside him. Which meant someone else was cooking.

He opened his eyes. Grey dawn filtered through the shutters. Mirelle lay on her side, facing away from him, the thin sheet draped across her waist but leaving her upper half bare. Her heavy breasts rested against each other, full and warm, the dark nipples visible in the early light. She was wearing nothing beneath the sheet. She hadn’t worn anything to bed in months. The sheer corset she’d arrived in last night lay crumpled on the floor beside her discarded skirt.

Her night. Tuesday. Mirelle got Tuesdays and any night the others were too tired to claim. Not that anyone was ever too tired anymore.

He let himself look for a moment longer. The way her chestnut hair fanned across his pillow, streaked with silver that somehow made her look more striking instead of older. The soft curve of her waist narrowing before the generous swell of her hip. The faintest trace of a smile on her sleeping face, like she was having a dream she’d given up being embarrassed about.

For years, this woman had gone untouched. No hand on her body, no one waking up beside her, nothing but her own fingers in the dark. Now she slept like a woman who’d been thoroughly fucked the night before.

Because she had been. Twice.

The bacon smell intensified. Mirelle’s eyes opened.

“Morning,” she murmured. Then, glancing down at his erection tenting the sheet: “Again?”

“Just admiring the view.”

She sat up and stretched, arms overhead, which did extraordinary things to her breasts. They lifted, swayed, settled back into their natural state of impossible fullness. Mirelle at thirty-eight looked better than most women at twenty-five. The years hadn’t diminished her. They’d ripened her.

“Elara’s cooking,” she said, tilting her head to catch the sounds from below. “She’s been getting up earlier since…” She touched her stomach, not finishing the sentence. Since she found out she was pregnant. Elara’s nesting instincts were already kicking in at eight weeks.

Mirelle kissed his cheek, rose from the bed, and crossed the room naked. He watched her go. The sway of her hips was hypnotic. That ass, wide and round and built for a man’s hands, moved with confident purpose. She knew exactly what she had and exactly how to use it. She bent over to retrieve her sheer corset from the floor, giving him a full view from behind that made his cock throb against his stomach.

She caught him staring over her shoulder. Smiled. Didn’t hurry.

“Your ledger from yesterday is on the bar,” she said, sliding the corset on without bothering with undergarments. The sheer fabric compressed her breasts into a display of cleavage that could stop cart traffic on Provision Lane. Her nipples were clearly visible through the thin material, dark and prominent. “Best non-fleet Tuesday we’ve ever had. One hundred and forty-eight sovereigns.”

“One forty-eight on a Tuesday.”

“Mm-hm.” She tugged on her skirt, leaving the corset unlaced at the top. In about an hour, the first customer would walk in and try not to stare at Mirelle’s nipples while ordering breakfast ale. He would fail. They always failed. “Now get dressed. Your pregnant lover is cooking you breakfast, your other pregnant lover is running inventory, and I need to not look like I just fucked my employer. Though I did. And I look like it.”

He swung his legs off the bed. “At least you’re not calling me son-in-law again.”

“Give it time. A technicality is all that stands between me and saying it with a straight face, and that technicality gets less convincing every time you cum inside all three of us in the same week.” She breezed out the door, corset and skirt and nothing else, bare feet padding down the hallway.

Theron dressed. Simple tunic, trousers, boots. The apron he’d once worn as a concession to the job now felt like armor. Like a uniform. He’d figured out what he was supposed to be.

Downstairs, the Prancing Stag was already alive.

Elara stood at the kitchen hearth, wooden spatula in hand, honey-blonde hair pulled back in a practical braid that showed off the slender column of her neck. She wore a fitted dress that Lysa had made with an expandable waist, and at eight weeks pregnant, she barely needed the accommodation yet. But her breasts had swollen noticeably. The neckline that used to show a modest hint of her small perky curves now displayed genuine cleavage. Pregnancy was treating her body like a gift it intended to keep giving.

“Morning, love,” she said without turning around. Her voice was light, cheerful, the same bright soprano that had charmed every adventurer in Amoria since she first started serving. The voice that used to say “I love you” in trembling whispers now said it in the casual shorthand of certainty.

“Morning.” He came up behind her, wrapped his arms around her waist, and placed his hand on the flat of her stomach. Nothing visible yet. But both of them knew what was growing there. His child. Their child. The thing she’d begged him for every single night until biology finally listened.

She leaned back into him and sighed. “The nausea was only bad for about ten minutes today. I think the worst is past.”

“Good.”

“Also, your bacon is burning.”

He rescued the bacon. Elara turned in his arms, rose on her toes, and kissed him. Her lips tasted like the honey tea Seraphine had prescribed for pregnant women. Sweet, warm, uncomplicated. She was still Elara. Still the girl who hummed while she worked, who touched him without thinking about it, whose cornflower-blue eyes still went wide and delighted when he looked at her in a certain way. Pregnancy hadn’t changed her fundamental nature. It had amplified it. She glowed.

“Celia’s been in the ledger room since before dawn,” Elara said, stepping back to tend the cooking. “Calculating projections for the expanded workforce. She muttered something about amortization periods and went very quiet. I think she’s happy.”

“Celia being quiet doesn’t mean she’s happy.”

“Celia being quiet about NUMBERS means she’s happy. If she were upset, she’d be complaining about the column formatting.”

Mirelle descended the stairs, now fully assembled in her work uniform of sheer corset and skirt. She moved into the kitchen with the practiced efficiency of two decades, taking over the cooking from Elara with a gentle hip-check that was half maternal and half territorial. Her enormous breasts swayed with every movement, straining against the fabric in ways that made the corset seem like a polite suggestion rather than a garment.

“Sit,” Mirelle told Elara. “You’re not on your feet for twelve hours anymore. Not with my grandchild in you.”

“I’m eight weeks. I can still stand.”

“You can also sit. Sit.”

Elara sat. Caught Theron’s eye and mouthed she’s impossible with a grin.

The front door opened. Celia emerged from the back room at the same moment, a sheaf of parchment in one hand, dark hair pulled into a severe bun that showed off her pale porcelain neck. She wore a structured purple dress that managed to be both conservative and suggestive, the fabric clinging to her slim figure, the neckline hinting at the swell of small breasts with large dark nipples that Theron knew were exquisitely sensitive. Her grey-blue eyes swept the room with their usual critical assessment.

“Revenue projections for the expanded team,” she announced, placing the papers on the bar precisely. She alphabetized her undergarments. Or had, before she’d stopped wearing them. “With four professional workers instead of two, and assuming a conservative client intake of twenty-five daily across room and gloryhole services, we should average one hundred and ninety-five sovereigns daily within six weeks. That’s before Velmoor revenue, which Orin’s been averaging one hundred per run every five days.”

She looked up. “We might break two hundred average within the month.”

“Good morning to you too, Celia.”

“Good morning. Two hundred.”

He poured her tea. She took it without acknowledgment, already reviewing a second page.

The front door had admitted Maren. The copper-haired widow filled the doorframe in every sense, her maternity dress stretched to its absolute limit over the enormous globe of her belly. She was massive. Nearly due. Beautifully, spectacularly, unmistakably ready to pop, and she carried it with casual authority, having done this five times before. Six, now.

Her breasts, already massive before pregnancy, had swollen beyond what any reasonable garment could contain. The maternity dress Lysa had designed featured a front that theoretically buttoned, but the buttons were engaged in a losing battle against flesh. Her cleavage was a continental event. Her freckled chest rose and fell with the labored breath of a woman carrying a full-term baby. She couldn’t see her own feet. Hadn’t been able to for weeks.

“Your vegetables and your pregnant grocer, as ordered,” Maren said, hauling a sack of produce through the door with one hand while supporting her belly with the other. She waddled heavily, each step a negotiation between her body and gravity. The sway of her enormous ass, already impressive before pregnancy, had become seismic. Her wide hips swung with every step.

Theron took the sack. Their hands brushed. Maren’s emerald eyes locked onto his with the hungry predatory stare that was her permanent expression around him. Nearly thirty-eight weeks pregnant and she looked at him like she wanted to eat him alive. Her libido, always formidable, had become genuinely alarming since the hormones hit.

“The carrots are fresh,” she said. “The onions are last week’s but still good. And if you could fuck me senseless sometime before Tuesday, that would also be appreciated. The hormones are making me insane. I woke up aroused. I stayed aroused through inventory. I was aroused while loading the cart. LOADING A CART, Theron.”

Mirelle, from the kitchen: “Get in line.”

“There shouldn’t be a line. There should be a schedule. Celia, make a schedule.”

“There IS a schedule,” Celia said without looking up from her projections. “You’re Friday evenings and alternating Wednesdays. If you want additional slots, submit a request and I’ll review the calendar. Last Tuesday you tried to move your Wednesday to Monday and it conflicted with Elara’s rotation.”

A year ago, he’d been a virgin who couldn’t look Mirelle in the eye without his ears turning red. Now three women were negotiating his cock like a shared commodity.

Rosalind emerged from the back hallway, yawning. The golden-blonde prostitute wore a silk robe that hung open to the waist, revealing the heavy swing of her massive soft breasts and the smooth plane of her stomach. Her jade-green eyes were still hazy with sleep, but she was grinning.

“Early client,” she said. “D-rank, fresh from a sewer contract. Paid double because he smelled like moss and felt guilty about it.” She stretched, and the robe parted further. “Revenue’s on the counter. Also, I wanted to mention Nella and Bess again. They’ve been asking since fleet season. Good workers, reliable, no drama. If we’re expanding, now’s the time.”

Theron nodded. “Set up a meeting. Tomorrow afternoon during the quiet.”

“Done.” Rosalind poured herself tea with easy grace. She was naked around people for a living and saw no reason to put on trousers before noon. She sat at the bar beside Celia, completely unselfconscious. “Morning, ice queen.”

“Don’t call me that.”

“Morning, ledger queen.”

“Better.”

Sable was still asleep upstairs. She’d had a late shift, handling the last gloryhole clients until after midnight. Her schedule ran opposite Rosalind’s most days, ensuring coverage from morning through the small hours. The shy girl with the wild dark curls and caramel skin who’d arrived at the Stag trembling with nerves now ran the operation with casual expertise. She’d serviced more men than she could count and she slept like a baby every night. Rosalind’s protege, and everyone’s proof that some people really were built for this work.

Breakfast assembled itself with the efficiency of a household that had found its rhythm. Mirelle cooked. Elara set plates. Celia recorded yesterday’s expenses in the margin of her projection sheet. Maren settled her pregnant bulk onto a reinforced stool with a groan and began separating vegetables for the week’s menu while the baby inside her kicked hard enough to make the fabric of her dress jump. Rosalind ate toast with one hand and reviewed the back-room schedule with the other.

Theron sat at the head of the bar and took inventory. Not of the pantry or the wine cellar or the storeroom. Of his life.

Six women. Elara, pregnant with his child, the girl who said “I love you” first and meant it more every day. Celia, his anal specialist turned bondage enthusiast turned business advisor, tracking her own body with the obsessive focus she applied to everything else. Mirelle, the touch-starved beauty who’d gone years without a man’s hands and now served customers topless with her massive bare breasts on display, daring anyone to look away. Maren, the pregnant widow whose libido had exceeded human parameters, whose lactation would begin any week now. Sable, the professional-turned-personal lover who only made genuine sounds when she was with him. Rosalind, the institution, the revenue engine, the woman who’d taught him everything and still showed up every morning without trousers.

Revenue averaging one forty-five daily. Savings over four thousand sovereigns. Velmoor runs every five days via Orin generating steady hundred-plus per run. The Prancing Stag, which a year ago had been a broken sign and a bankruptcy ledger, was now the most profitable establishment on Provision Lane.

He was nineteen years old. His father had drowned drunk in a canal at forty.

I think I’m doing this differently.

Maren shifted on her stool, pressing a hand to the side of her belly. “Due date’s approaching. Seraphine says two to three weeks. I’ll need someone to hold my hand at the Temple when the time comes. Orin faints at blood.”

“I’ll be there,” Theron said.

“Both of you, ideally. The father question is going to be entertaining enough without the candidates splitting attendance.”

He caught the word. Candidates. Neither he nor Orin knew whose baby Maren was carrying. Neither of them cared. Maren certainly didn’t. The baby was hers, and whoever had provided the seed was irrelevant to the woman who’d borne five children by one man and was now carrying a sixth by one of two. She treated paternity the way she treated onion varieties: interesting in theory, irrelevant in practice.

The morning settled into routine. Customers arrived. Mirelle served them in her sheer corset, nipples clearly visible, and they ordered more than they needed because staring required justification. Elara charmed the regulars with her bright smile and her growing belly, and the adventurers who’d watched her progression from virgin waitress to pregnant sweetheart tipped from affection rather than lust. Celia handled transactions with clipped efficiency and occasionally caught a customer staring at her pale neck and rewarded them with a glare cold enough to refrigerate ale.

Rosalind took her first proper client at ten. A C-rank, scarred and quiet, who emerged forty minutes later walking carefully and overtipping by twelve sovereigns. The back room earned its keep before lunch.

By midafternoon, the Stag was running at full capacity. Twenty-three customers seated across the main floor. Two in the back with Rosalind. One leaving the gloryhole side-alley dazed, his religious beliefs freshly challenged. Sable had woken and taken over, fresh and bright-eyed, her wild dark curls tamed into a neat arrangement that would last exactly until her first client messed it up.

Theron stood behind the bar and watched his empire operate.

That evening, Elara’s night. She came to their room in a cotton nightdress that she’d bought for occasions when sex wasn’t the point. Not that she ever managed to keep it on for long.

She climbed into bed beside him and placed his hand on her stomach.

“There’s a person in here,” she said quietly. “Our person.”

He spread his fingers across the flat warmth of her belly. Nothing to feel yet. No kick, no movement. Just the knowledge that beneath skin and muscle and the ordinary architecture of a human body, something was building itself from his seed and her devotion.

“What happens when they arrive?” she asked. Not anxious. Curious. The way she approached everything, from first kiss to defloration to pregnancy: wide-eyed and trusting. “Where do we put a crib? Do we move rooms? Does the schedule change?”

“We’ll figure it out.”

“I know we will. I just…” She rolled onto her side, facing him. Cornflower eyes luminous in the candlelight. “I know I’m first. I know I’m favorite. But sometimes at three in the morning, when I can’t sleep because your baby is pressing on my bladder, I wonder what I am. Your girlfriend? Your employee? Your…”

She trailed off. Searching for a word that didn’t exist yet. A word for a pregnant woman sharing a man with her sister, her mother, a widow, a prostitute, and a mixed-race sex worker in a tavern, all of whom had been fucked on the same bar.

He pulled her closer. Pressed his lips to her forehead. She smelled like honey tea and soap and something indefinably Elara.

“You’re mine,” he said.

She smiled against his chest. Holding the question in the air, content to wait for an answer she already sensed was coming.

He held her until she fell asleep. His hand stayed on her stomach. Their child between them, invisible and inevitable.

A thought had been forming for days, circling without landing. It sharpened now, with Elara’s breath warm against his collarbone and his hand on the invisible life between them.

He wasn’t ready to say it yet. But he was ready to start thinking about it.


Chapter 2: Celia After Dark

Celia locked the door behind her.

That should have been the first sign. Celia never locked the door. She walked in, she stripped, she told Theron what she wanted, and she dared the universe to interrupt. The lock was new. The lock meant something different was happening tonight.

She stood at the foot of his bed in a thin sleeping shift, dark hair loose around her pale shoulders. The candle on the nightstand caught her grey-blue eyes and turned them almost black. She looked like a painting of a woman about to do something she’d been thinking about for a very long time.

In her left hand, she held a length of leather cord.

Theron sat up against the headboard. He’d been reading one of Celia’s abandoned romance novels, a habit he’d picked up purely to understand how her mind worked. The Rake’s Redemption. Lord Blackmore. Lady Catherine. Margin notes in Celia’s precise handwriting: Would this really feel good? and Would he like this? Would I?

“I’ve been thinking about something,” she said.

He waited.

She held up the cord. Let it hang from her fingers. It swayed in the candlelight, thin and supple, the kind used to bind packages in the storeroom. She’d cut it clean. Both ends trimmed.

“The novels I used to read. Before I started actually doing the things instead of just reading about them.” Her voice was steady. Controlled. Celia’s voice was always controlled. But her breathing wasn’t. He could see the rise and fall of her chest beneath the shift, faster than normal, the fabric shifting across her small breasts. “There were scenes I never tried. Scenes that scared me.”

“What kind of scenes?”

She crossed to the bed. Sat on the edge. Looked at the cord in her hands like it might answer the question for her.

“I want you to tie me up.”

She wanted to be tied.

“I want to feel what it’s like to surrender completely,” she continued. “Not just bend over and take you from behind. Not just compete with Elara about who cums harder. Actually give up control. All of it.” She ran the cord through her fingers. “The cold, judgmental girl who’s spent her whole life controlling everything wants to know what it feels like to let go entirely.”

He took the cord from her hand. Tested the give. Flexible. Strong. Not painful against skin unless pulled tight. He met her eyes.

“Take off the shift.”

She pulled it over her head in one smooth motion. Beneath it, nothing. Pale skin luminous in the candlelight, translucent white that seemed to glow from within. Her small perky breasts sat high on her chest, the large dark nipples already stiffened and prominent. Her body was slim but sensual, the willowy lines hiding a sexuality she’d spent years denying and months embracing. The tight virgin ass that had been her specialty was now just one part of a body she’d learned to deploy with calculated intent.

But tonight wasn’t about proving anything. He could see it in her eyes. A need she hadn’t figured out how to ask for yet. A hunger that frightened her.

“Turn around. Hands behind your back.”

She obeyed. The compliance itself was unusual. Celia never simply obeyed. She negotiated, she challenged, she critiqued the instruction and then did what she wanted anyway. Turning her back to him without argument was already surrender.

He wrapped the cord around her wrists. Not painful. Firm. Three loops, secured with a knot Rosalind had once shown him for exactly this purpose. “For the ones who want to feel held,” Rosalind had said. “Not the ones who want to escape. The hold IS the point.”

Celia tested the binding. Pulled against it. Her shoulder blades shifted beneath pale skin as she tried to separate her hands. She couldn’t. The realization crossed her face in stages: surprise, tension, a flicker of genuine fear, and then relief. A visible loosening of the muscles around her jaw, her pupils widening until the iris was almost swallowed by black.

“I can’t get free,” she whispered.

“That’s the point.”

“I know. I just needed to hear it.” Her breathing accelerated. Not panic. Adjacent to it. The adrenaline rush of a woman who’d just handed her control to another person and was discovering what lived in the space where control used to be.

He pushed her face-down onto the bed. Gently but without hesitation. She went. Her ass rose naturally, pale and round, the curve of her spine arching as her bound hands rested in the small of her back. She turned her head to the side, dark hair fanning across the pillow, one eye visible and burning.

She couldn’t brace herself. Couldn’t control the angle. Couldn’t adjust. With her hands bound, every position was his decision. Every touch arrived without her ability to guide it or modify it or compete with it.

“Are you scared?”

“No.” A beat. “I’m terrified. Don’t stop.”

He ran his hand down her spine. Slowly. From the nape of her neck to the curve of her ass. She shivered under his palm, gooseflesh erupting across her pale skin. His hand paused at the swell of her backside.

He spanked her.

One firm strike, open palm, on the right cheek. The crack echoed off the walls of the room. A pink handprint bloomed on white skin immediately, the contrast so vivid it looked painted. Her body jolted. A gasp ripped out of her, sharp and shocked, followed by a moan that seemed to surprise her as much as him. It came from somewhere primal. Somewhere beneath the judgment and the walls and the carefully maintained superiority.

He struck again. Left cheek this time. Same firmness. The symmetry of two pink handprints on cream-white skin was obscene and beautiful. She moaned louder.

Two more. Alternating. Her ass pinkened beautifully under his palm, the heat of the struck skin warm against his fingers. Each slap produced a visible response between her legs. He could see her pussy clenching, see the wetness gathering on her inner thighs. She was soaking the sheets without being touched anywhere near her clit.

“You’re dripping.”

“I know.” Said through gritted teeth. “I didn’t expect that.”

He grabbed her hip and turned her onto her back. Her bound hands pressed into the mattress beneath her, forcing her chest upward, her small breasts thrust toward him. Those large dark nipples were so hard they looked painful. Her eyes stared up at him, wide and wild and absolutely focused.

She couldn’t touch him. Couldn’t guide his hands. Couldn’t take control the way she always did, directing him toward anal with practiced efficiency, competing with Elara’s pussy by offering her ass as the superior alternative. Tonight, he decided everything.

He kissed her throat. Felt her pulse against his lips, hammering fast, the blood rushing beneath translucent skin that flushed pink wherever his mouth touched. Then her collarbone, the sharp ridge of bone beneath translucent skin. Then her sternum, the flat plane between her breasts where a faint sheen of sweat was forming despite the cool room.

Then each nipple in turn. Her large dark nipples, stiffened to their fullest extension, the sensitive peaks responding to his tongue with an intensity that seemed to bypass her brain and communicate directly with her pussy. He licked the left one slowly, a flat tongue pass that made her inhale sharply, then closed his lips around it and sucked. She writhed beneath him. Arched her back, trying to press more of her small firm breast into his mouth, but with her hands pinned behind her she couldn’t find the leverage. The frustration was gorgeous. Her jaw clenched, released, clenched again. Her hips lifted off the bed involuntarily, seeking contact, finding nothing.

He switched to the right nipple. Same technique. Same response, amplified by the building frustration. She made a sound that was half moan, half growl. Denied control and finding the denial maddening and intoxicating at once.

His mouth traveled lower. Her stomach, flat and pale, the smooth surface that both of them wanted to see change. He kissed the spot below her navel. Pressed his lips against the warm skin and felt her breath catch, not from arousal this time but from something deeper. The intimacy of a man’s mouth on the place where he wanted his seed to take root, the vulnerability of the moment going past sexual and into a tenderness that Celia’s cold exterior had never been designed to protect against.

Then lower. He parted her thighs and settled between them. She was drenched. Swollen and flushed, her pussy pink and glistening against the pure white of her inner thighs. She’d shaved smooth, as always. The visual was obscene: bound, spanked, spread, and completely his.

He entered her slowly. Not anal tonight. This was about surrender. About the vulnerability of her pussy rather than the controlled performance of her ass. Her legs fell open wider as he filled her. Her head tipped back, dark hair pooling on the pillow, throat exposed.

She moaned. But different from usual. Rawer. Less controlled. Stripped of the performance she usually layered over everything. When Celia fucked him on a normal night, every sound was a statement: I’m better than Elara. I deserve more. I’m the one you can’t forget. Tonight, the sounds were just sounds. Naked expressions of sensation without a thesis attached.

He found his rhythm. Deep, deliberate strokes that pressed his full length into her pussy and dragged back slowly. Her hips tried to match his pace, but with her hands bound beneath her, she couldn’t control it. She received. Just received.

“Please,” she said. The word cracked something open in the room. Celia didn’t say please. Celia demanded. Celia competed. Celia told you what she deserved and waited for you to agree.

Please.

His hand found her throat. Not squeezing. Resting. The weight of his palm on the vulnerable column of her neck, his fingers curving gently around the side, his thumb against the pulse that hammered beneath her jaw. The combination of sensations hit her like a physical blow: bound wrists, spanked ass still stinging, cock filling her, hand on her throat.

She arched into the pressure. Her eyes locked onto his, enormous and glazed and absolutely present.

“Tighter,” she whispered.

He applied gentle pressure. Not cutting air. Just the sensation of compression, of being held at the most vulnerable point on her body while helpless and penetrated. He could feel her pulse against his palm, fast and hard, the rhythm of a body preparing for something catastrophic.

She’d been holding herself rigid. Not against the pleasure, but against the release. Her whole life was held rigid. The cold exterior, the judgmental shell, the armor she wore against a world where her cheerful sister got everything without trying and she had to fight for every scrap of attention.

The bondage stripped the armor away. The hand on her throat held the shell in place while everything inside it came apart.

“Let go,” he said.

“I can’t. I can’t. It’s too much.”

“You can.”

“I’m scared.”

“I know. Let go anyway.”

She came.

The orgasm ripped through her with physical violence. Her body convulsed beneath him, wrists straining against the cord hard enough that the leather bit into her skin. Her pussy clamped around his cock in rhythmic, devastating pulses, each contraction harder than the last. A scream tore from her throat, not muffled, not suppressed, not directed at anyone or anything. Just a raw sound of something breaking open inside a woman who’d spent twenty years holding herself together.

Tears streamed down her face. Her legs locked around his waist, pulling him deeper. The orgasm didn’t peak and fade. It built and built and continued building, wave after wave, her body arching off the mattress as much as her bound arms would allow. Her screaming broke into gasps, then sobs, then gasps again.

His hand stayed on her throat. Light pressure. Control without cruelty. The anchor she needed while everything else dissolved.

He came with her. Couldn’t have held back if he’d wanted to. The grip of her pussy was relentless, the visual of her bound and weeping and surrendering beneath him breaking something in him too. He drove deep and released, filling her, feeling his cock throb against the rhythmic clenching of her orgasm.

They rode it out together. His forehead against hers. Her tears on his cheeks. Her pussy still pulsing around him in diminishing aftershocks that went on for what felt like minutes.

When it was done, he reached behind her and untied the cord. Her wrists came free slowly, red marks from the leather visible on her pale skin. She brought her hands around to her front and stared at the marks with an expression he’d never seen on Celia’s face.

Peace.

An expression that had nothing to do with winning or proving or outperforming anyone.

Actual, genuine, uncomplicated peace.

He pulled her against his chest and held her while she trembled. Not cold. Aftershocks still rippling through her body, tiny involuntary contractions of muscles that had been pushed beyond their limits. She shook for five full minutes, face pressed against his neck, breathing in ragged cycles that gradually slowed.

When she finally spoke, her voice was small. Stripped bare.

“That was different from anal.”

“Yes.”

“Better?”

Long pause. He felt her organizing the thought, the way Celia organized everything, even in the aftermath of the most explosive orgasm of her life.

“Not better. Deeper. Like you found something underneath everything I’ve been performing.” Another pause. “All the competition with Elara. The anal specialty. The need to be the best at something so I’d have a reason to be here. All of it was…” She searched for the word. “Armor. And you just reached past all of it and touched something that’s just me. Just Celia. Not the cold sister. Not the anal queen. Not the competitive one. Just me.”

He kissed her forehead. “I like that person.”

She was quiet for a moment. Then, so softly he almost missed it: “Me too.”

Another silence. Then Celia reassembled herself just enough for one final Celia moment. The ghost of a smirk crossed her face, faint but real, the ice queen surfacing through the wreckage of her vulnerability.

“Can we do this again?”

“Yes.”

“The bondage. The choking. The spanking.”

“Yes.”

“Not instead of anal. In addition to.”

“Yes.”

“Good.” She pressed her face back into his neck. “I’m still competitive, you know. I’m still going to be better than Elara at everything. I’m just also this now.”

“Fine by me.”

Another silence. She shifted against him, and he felt the faint wetness of his cum leaking from her onto his thigh. She felt it too.

“Also, I’m fairly certain you just got me pregnant,” she said. “That orgasm rearranged my organs.”

“You can’t know that yet.”

“I know what I felt. My entire body just contracted around your cock for thirty consecutive seconds while you pumped me full of cum. If THAT didn’t do it, nothing will.” She paused. “I reorganized your entire inventory system in three days. Getting pregnant in one session would be extremely on brand.”

He laughed. She didn’t laugh. But the smirk held.

Through the thin walls, the faintest sound. Elara, in the next room, shifting in her sleep. The rustle of sheets. A murmur.

Through the wall on the other side: Mirelle’s room. Silence. Deep, satisfied silence. She’d stopped lying awake at night. Who no longer pressed her hand between her thighs and imagined a man’s touch because the man was real and Tuesday was only four days ago and four days from now would be Tuesday again.

Celia’s breathing evened out against his neck. The cord marks on her wrists were already fading. Her body went soft, boneless, the rigid posture she maintained during every waking hour finally dissolving entirely.

She slept like a woman who’d been unbound in every way that mattered.

Not bad for a Tuesday.

He fell asleep with his hand on Celia’s stomach and the leather cord on the nightstand beside the candle.


Chapter 3: Harbor Recruits

The afternoon quiet at the Prancing Stag lasted exactly as long as it took Rosalind to open the front door.

“Ladies,” she announced with the formal gravity of a woman presenting foreign dignitaries, “meet your new place of business.” She swept one arm toward the interior of the tavern with theatrical grandeur. The silk robe she’d thrown on over her work clothes hung open enough to display the heavy inner curves of her massive breasts. She hadn’t bothered buttoning it because buttons, in Rosalind’s worldview, existed to be defeated.

Two women stepped inside. Theron was behind the bar, wiping down mugs. Mirelle was in the kitchen, sheer corset and skirt, nipples conducting their daily standoff with the fabric. Celia sat at a corner table with her ledger, ink-stained fingers and purple dress and the faintly visible cord marks on her wrists that she hadn’t bothered concealing.

The first woman was Nella. Late twenties, dark-haired, slim but supporting a substantial bust that the Harbor Quarter’s cold alleys rarely let its workers maintain. She wore a practical cotton dress and a leather half-corset designed for three-second removal. Her face was angular and striking, with dark eyes that swept the Stag’s interior the way a soldier read terrain: exits, threats, earning potential.

She stood very still, hands clasped in front of her, and radiated a quiet confidence earned through three years of working cold alleys behind fish-processing sheds and dockside storage barrels and surviving every single one of them intact. Not just surviving. Thriving. She was here because she’d been good enough at her work to earn Rosalind’s recommendation, and Rosalind didn’t recommend lightly.

“Clean,” Nella said. It was the first thing she said. One word. The word contained an entire evaluation. “Warm. No piss smell.” She looked at Rosalind. “You weren’t exaggerating.”

“I never exaggerate about working conditions,” Rosalind said. “Or about cock sizes. Honesty is my policy.”

The second woman was Bess. Early twenties, freckled, curvy, with a mane of red hair that cascaded past her shoulders in unruly waves that bore a striking resemblance to a certain copper-haired grocer. She looked like a younger, softer version of Maren, which Theron noticed and immediately filed under things he would not say out loud because commenting on the physical similarity between your pregnant lover and a prospective employee was a conversation that no amount of diplomatic skill could navigate safely. Her build was generous in every dimension, wide hips and a full ass straining against a skirt that had clearly been chosen to advertise rather than conceal. She beamed at the interior of the Stag with the unguarded delight of a puppy arriving at a park.

“Oh, it’s lovely!” Bess said. “Is that a real fireplace? And the mounted stag head, just like Rosalind described.” She turned in a slow circle, taking in the timber beams, the wrought-iron chandeliers, the heavy wooden tables. “And there’s a real bar. A proper bar. Not a plank across two barrels.”

“Bess has been working the harbor for about eight months,” Rosalind said, settling onto her usual stool with the ease of a woman sitting on her own throne. “She’s newer but enthusiastic. Very enthusiastic.”

“I like the work,” Bess said, completely without embarrassment. “Rosalind says this is the best setup in the city. I want in.”

Nella was already examining the hallway that led to the back rooms. She hadn’t been invited to explore, but she moved with the assurance that any space would benefit from her presence. “How many rooms?”

“Currently two for client service,” Theron said. “Rosalind and Sable’s quarters, plus the gloryhole room. There’s an unused space adjacent that could be converted.”

“I measured it last week,” Celia said from her corner, not looking up from the ledger. “Twelve by ten feet. Enough for two beds, a washbasin, and a curtain partition. Similar layout to Rosalind’s room.” She turned a page. “Torven could do the conversion in three days. I’ve already priced it. Three hundred sovereigns, including plumbing connection.”

Everyone looked at Celia. She looked at no one.

“You priced it before we agreed to expand?” Theron asked.

“I priced it before Rosalind mentioned them. Data collection isn’t commitment. It’s preparedness.” A pause. “Also, yes, I knew this was coming. Rosalind has mentioned Nella and Bess approximately fourteen times in the last three weeks. I track mentions.”

Rosalind grinned. “My ice queen has become my bookkeeper. I couldn’t be prouder.”

“Don’t touch me.”

Theron brought everyone to the back hallway for the tour. Rosalind led, pointing out the working rooms, the gloryhole arrangement, the viewing niche with its one-way glass. Nella examined the gloryhole wall with clinical interest, running her hand along the padded edges.

“Standard six-inch diameter?” she asked.

“Adjustable,” Rosalind said. “Torven installed removable inserts. Five, six, or seven inches, because specifications vary.”

“Smart dwarf.”

Bess peered through the one-way glass from the worker’s side. “You can really see everything? And they don’t know?”

“They don’t know,” Rosalind confirmed. “The glass is from the Ironridge glassworks. Expensive but worth it. Our viewing niche has become something of a household feature.” She didn’t elaborate on exactly how it had become a household feature. Theron appreciated the discretion.

They returned to the main floor for negotiations. Theron sat across from both women at the captain’s table, the same table where he’d fucked Mirelle during fleet season, where Maren had bent over for him during a supply run that turned into something else. The table had history. The table had seen things.

“Terms,” Theron said. “Same split as Rosalind and Sable. Workers keep four of six sovereigns per gloryhole client. Seven of ten per room client. Room and board provided. House rules apply, which means no alcohol during shifts, no clients refused without good reason, no stealing, and you treat the household staff with respect.”

Nella nodded. “Reasonable. Better than the harbor.”

“Everything’s better than the harbor,” Bess said. “At the harbor, I worked behind a fish-processing shed last winter. I could hear the cod being gutted three feet away. The ambiance was not optimal.”

“Health protocols,” Rosalind added. “Washbasin between clients. Mandatory. Not optional. Not ‘when I remember.’ Between. Every. Client.” She held up a hand for emphasis, the gesture born from three years watching harbor colleagues skip hygiene and suffer the consequences. “Lysa provides work outfits at a discount. Elara and Sable are off-limits for conversation about client specifics. They’re household, not colleagues.” She caught Theron’s eye. “Clear boundaries.”

“What kind of outfits?” Bess asked.

“Low-cut. Easy removal. Reinforced at the stress points.” Rosalind grinned. “Lysa designs for our specific activity patterns. She’s an eighty-year-old half-elf who makes lingerie for prostitutes with the same artistic commitment she brings to wedding dresses. It’s inspiring.”

Both women agreed to the terms. Nella signed a simple work contract Celia had prepared, the document featuring three pages of clauses that Celia had drafted in consultation with the Merchant Guild’s template guidelines. The contract was more thorough than most employment agreements in Amoria. It was, Celia maintained, “proportional to the liability exposure.”

Bess signed hers with a flourish, a dot over the B, and a small drawn flower in the margin that Celia chose not to comment on but definitely noticed and would reference in future conversations about document professionalism.

“Welcome to the Stag,” Rosalind said.

Theron sent for Torven the next morning. The dwarf arrived on his donkey at noon, red-bearded and businesslike, a measuring tape looped around one thick wrist. He surveyed the unused room in under five minutes.

“Eighth wall I’ve built in this district,” Torven said, which was technically inaccurate since this job involved room conversion rather than gloryhole construction, but Theron had learned not to correct dwarven arithmetic. “Three days. Three hundred sovereigns. Deposit of one-fifty now, one-fifty on completion.” He paused. “You’re getting a bulk discount at this point. Any other tavern, I’d charge four hundred.”

“Appreciated.”

Torven grunted, which was dwarf for “you’re welcome,” and began taking measurements with focused intensity. What the work was used for had never been his concern and never would be.

Sable showed Nella and Bess around that afternoon. Theron watched from the bar as his youngest professional worker, the caramel-skinned girl with wild dark curls and amber eyes, walked the two newcomers through the routines with the easy authority of experience.

“Gloryhole schedule rotates,” Sable explained, leading them down the back hallway. “Two-hour shifts maximum. After that, your jaw thanks you. Rosalind recommends ice and willow bark for soreness.” She showed them the padded mat on the worker’s side of the wall. “Knee protection. Trust me, it matters after the first hour.”

“How many clients on a typical day?” Nella asked.

“Average across all services, we’ve been doing about twenty to twenty-five. On fleet days or when a big adventurer company comes through, that can hit forty.” Sable smiled. The shy girl who’d arrived trembling at the Stag months ago was gone completely. In her place stood a woman who discussed client volume the way other women discussed weather. “With four of us, we’ll handle more. Rosalind thinks we can push thirty average.”

Nella nodded. Professional. Assessing.

Bess bounced on her toes. “When do we start?”

“Tomorrow morning for orientation. Rosalind handles training for your first three days. She’ll observe your technique, suggest adjustments, make sure you know the house preferences.” Sable paused at the door to her own room. The converted storage space where she and Rosalind lived, with its curtain partition and two narrow beds and washbasin. A wooden bird figurine with faded paint sat on the shelf beside her bed.

“This used to be just a storeroom,” Sable said quietly. “Now it’s home. The best home I’ve ever had.” She looked at Nella and Bess with an expression that mixed collegial welcome with something more personal. “You’ll like it here. Everyone does.”

Theron went back to the main floor. Mirelle was serving the late-afternoon crowd, her sheer corset doing its daily work of maintaining the fiction that she was wearing a top. A young adventurer at the corner table was trying so hard not to stare at her nipples that he’d ordered three ales and drunk none of them. Mirelle was aware. Mirelle was always aware. The slight smile on her lips as she bent to collect empty mugs, presenting an impossible angle of cleavage to the young man’s eyeline, said she considered every stare a personal victory.

She caught Theron’s eye across the room. The smile changed. Warmer. More private. The smile she gave him when she was remembering last night, or thinking about next Tuesday, or simply acknowledging that the man behind the bar was the man who’d taught her body to feel wanted again.

“Remember when I objected to Rosalind moving in?” she said, passing him at the bar with a tray of mugs. Her hip brushed his. Deliberate. “Feels like a different life.”

“You adapted.”

She set the tray down and adjusted her corset. A customer at the bar was attempting to order while his eyes tracked the motion of her breasts through the sheer fabric. She gave him exactly enough attention to justify his presence and exactly enough cleavage to justify his tip.

“We’ve all changed,” she said. “And I wouldn’t change any of it back.” She returned to the floor, hips swaying, the swell of her ass moving beneath her skirt with rhythmic confidence, her body the most profitable asset in the building and she knew it.

By evening, the expanded operation was taking shape. Torven’s crew had begun demolition on the unused room. The sounds of hammer and chisel drifted through the back hallway while Rosalind took clients and Sable handled gloryhole shifts and the new workers settled into temporary quarters.

Nella took her first shift on the gloryhole the next afternoon, after Rosalind’s orientation. She was efficient, professional, and unflappable. Her first client was a D-rank with shaking hands who finished in under two minutes. Nella emerged from behind the wall, wiped her mouth, and said “Next” with flat calm. She’d done this in far worse conditions and found the Stag’s padded floor mat to be a genuine luxury.

Bess started the following morning. Her approach was different from Nella’s efficiency. Where Nella was clinical, Bess was enthusiastic. Where Nella handled clients with silent efficiency, Bess made conversation. Her first room client, a scarred C-rank with a missing finger, emerged forty-five minutes later with a dazed expression and the news that his new favorite person in Amoria was “the redheaded girl who asked about my adventures and meant it.”

Celia recorded the intake in real-time. Four workers instead of two meant immediate impact. First full day with the expanded team: thirty-one clients across room and gloryhole services. Revenue from the back room alone: fifty-eight sovereigns. Combined with food, drink, tips, and Velmoor route income, the Stag hit two hundred and three sovereigns.

“Two hundred and three,” Celia announced at closing, her pen scratching figures into the ledger with the controlled fury of a woman proving her projections correct. “That’s before accounting for tonight’s late gloryhole traffic, which Nella is currently handling. We might hit two-ten.”

Theron stood behind the bar and did math that would have made his dead father weep. Two hundred sovereigns daily. Seven days a week. Fourteen hundred a week. Nearly six thousand a month, minus expenses of roughly twelve hundred.

Net profit approaching five thousand sovereigns monthly.

His father, at the Prancing Stag’s best, had never cleared a thousand in a month.

Elara and Sable sat at the end of the bar, nursing honey tea and leftover bread. The two friends, one pregnant and glowing, the other work-flushed and content, chatted between serving tables with the easy intimacy of young women who’d found sisterhood in an unlikely place.

“Remember my first night here?” Sable said. “I was shaking.”

“You were brave.”

“I was terrified.” Sable’s wild curls had escaped whatever arrangement she’d attempted that morning. She looked like a woman who’d been through something intense and come out smiling. “Now I’ve serviced more men than I can count and I’m happier than I’ve ever been.”

Elara squeezed her hand. “Rosalind was right. Some of us are built for this.”

“Some of us found out late. But yeah.” Sable grinned. The amber warmth of her eyes caught the candlelight and glowed. “Rosalind was right.”

He banked the fire and went upstairs. Elara’s room. Her night. She was already asleep, one hand on her belly, honey-blonde hair spread across the pillow, the faintest smile on her lips.

He climbed in beside her and placed his hand over hers on her stomach. Their fingers interlocked over the place where their child was growing.


Chapter 4: Maren’s Time

The baby picked a Tuesday.

Maren had been saying for weeks that her children had terrible timing. Brynn was born during a thunderstorm. Her second during a tax audit. Her third in the middle of harvest season when every hand was needed in the fields. “This one,” she’d predicted, patting her enormous belly at Friday’s supply delivery, “will pick the worst possible moment. They always do.”

She was wrong. It was a perfectly calm Tuesday morning, halfway through the breakfast rush, and the only thing interrupted was Theron’s second cup of tea.

The front door opened and Maren stood in the frame, one hand gripping the doorjamb, the other pressed against the underside of her massive belly. Her copper hair was loose and wild, her maternity dress dark with sweat at the neckline. Her emerald eyes were wide but calm. She’d done this before.

“It’s time,” she said. “The baby’s decided today is the day. Typical. I had carrots to deliver.”

Three things happened simultaneously. Mirelle dropped a spatula. Elara jumped up from her seat and knocked over a honey tea. Celia, at her ledger, looked up and said “I’ll adjust the delivery schedule” before any emotional response had time to form.

Theron crossed the room in four strides. Maren leaned into him, her belly enormous and hard against his hip, and breathed through what was clearly a contraction. She smelled like sweat and the copper-green scent of vegetable crates and something earthy underneath that was pure Maren.

“Orin,” she said through gritted teeth. “He’s at the shop. He knows. He was supposed to be here but the baby moved up the schedule.”

“I’ll get him.” Theron looked at Mirelle. “Can you manage the floor?”

Mirelle was already tying on a second apron over her sheer corset. “I’ve been managing floors since before you were conceived. Go. Take care of her.”

Elara kissed Maren’s cheek. “You’ll be amazing.”

Maren managed a tight smile. “I’ll be loud. I’m always loud.”

They intercepted Orin halfway down Provision Lane. The young man was running, his dark shaggy hair flying, face pale with the exact shade of terror reserved for men who had contributed to a pregnancy and were now confronting the reality of that contribution. His brown eyes were enormous.

“Is she okay? Is the baby okay? I heard from a neighbor that she was walking toward the tavern and doubled over and I thought maybe I should have been there earlier but the shop needed opening and I didn’t know if today was really the day or just practice contractions because she’s had those three times this week and each time she said it was nothing but this time she didn’t say it was nothing and—”

“Orin.”

“Yeah.”

“Breathe.”

“Right.”

They walked to the Temple of Venara. Maren between them, one hand on each of their arms, pausing every few minutes for contractions that she endured with the steady pragmatism of a woman for whom childbirth was a known quantity, a thing she’d done five times previously and would do now with the same determination she applied to sorting carrots and seducing younger men.

The streets of Amoria parted for a visibly laboring woman the way water parts for a ship. Merchants stepped aside. A pair of D-rank adventurers, still wearing sewer-stained armor from a morning delve, pressed against a wall to give her room. One of them removed his helmet in a gesture of respect that was either chivalrous or superstitious or both. A fruit vendor offered a fig. Maren ate it between contractions with brisk decisiveness. She did not waste food regardless of circumstances.

“Walking helps,” she told Orin, who was hovering at her elbow protectively. He wanted to carry her. He knew she’d murder him if he tried. “The movement speeds things up. My mother walked two miles to the birthing house when Brynn was coming. In snow. Uphill.”

“Your mother was insane.”

“My mother was practical. The birthing house had a wood stove. Our cottage didn’t. Pragmatism runs in the family.” She paused for another contraction, her grip on Theron’s arm tightening enough to leave marks. “Speaking of pragmatism, if I scream on the street, don’t be alarmed. It’s not distress. It’s efficiency. Sound helps manage pain. Dane used to stuff cloth in his ears.”

“Should I stuff cloth in my ears?”

“No. I want you to hear it. Consider it revenge for what you put in me to start this process.”

“I’ve done this five times,” she told Orin, who was trembling so badly his teeth chattered. She patted his hand with maternal calm. “You’d think you were the one pushing.”

“I might be. I feel like I might push something out of sheer sympathy.”

“If you faint, I’m not picking you up. I’m carrying enough weight as it is.”

The Temple of Venara sat in the Sacred District, smaller than the Cathedral of Valdros but warmer, more alive. The central courtyard was open to the sky, and the statue of Venara copulating with Valdros presided over the fountain with unapologetic eroticism. Venara riding Valdros, wearing nothing but an embroidered green scarf, wheat in one hand and fruit in the other. The statue had never struck Theron as particularly relevant before. Now, walking a pregnant woman toward the birthing chamber, the fertility goddess’s domain felt like coming home.

Seraphine met them at the entrance. The elderly priestess moved unhurried, hundreds of deliveries behind her and no reason to rush this one. Her white hair was pinned beneath a simple green veil, her face lined with age and kindness and the patience of serving a goddess of sex and considering every birth sacred.

“Maren,” Seraphine said warmly. “I was expecting you.”

“The baby wasn’t expecting Tuesday. Nobody was.”

“Babies don’t consult calendars. Come.” She led them into the birthing chamber, a warm room with heavy curtains and soft lamplight. The locked door, the moans audible from the corridor. The Five Graces portraits watching from the walls: Primala’s maiden surrounded by eager suitors, Mercala’s proud prostitute servicing her clients, Matria’s epic journey from coupling to childbirth, Unara’s married lovers, Ardena’s hedonistic orgy. The artwork was explicit in ways that made the Cathedral of Valdros look like a monastic library.

Maren settled onto the birthing bed with practiced ease. Her legs spread, her hands gripping the side rails, her copper hair fanning across the pillow. Even in labor, she was beautiful. The freckled chest heaving with controlled breaths, the enormous breasts straining against her loosened dress, the belly a monument to the act that had put the baby there.

Seraphine examined her. “Four fingers dilated. Strong contractions. This one wants out.”

“They all want out. None of them ever want to go back.”

Seraphine turned to Theron. “The father?”

Maren laughed, sharp and bright between contractions. “Could be either of them.” She gestured at Theron and Orin, who stood on opposite sides of the bed like mismatched sentries. “Does it matter?”

Seraphine’s lined face creased with amusement. “Not to Venara. Only to the gossips.” She looked at Theron. “The prayer. Who shall we summon?”

Theron considered. The Five Graces system. Each daughter of Venara had criteria. Primala accepted young maidens. Mercala accepted prostitutes. Unara accepted brides. Matria accepted everyone. And Ardena, Grace of Passion and Lust, accepted women of high sexuality.

Maren qualified for Ardena without question. The woman had been fucking Theron and Orin for months, had a sexual history that included group encounters with her dead husband, and possessed a libido that pregnancy had amplified to operatic levels. If Ardena turned her down, there was no standard left that meant anything.

“Ardena,” Theron said.

Seraphine nodded. She knelt before the portrait of Ardena: the beautiful goddess on all fours, surrounded by men of every race, penetrated from behind while servicing others with mouth and hands. The artwork was pornographic and sacred simultaneously, which was the entire philosophy of Venara’s temple compressed into oil paint and gilded frame.

Seraphine prayed. The words were old, the language of the Graces, formal and reverent despite their subject.

The portrait seemed to shimmer. The candlelight shifted. The air in the room warmed by a degree. It could have been imagination. It could have been Venara.

Then a voice. Not from Seraphine. Not from anyone in the room. A voice that settled over the room like a warm blanket, like being wrapped in comfort you didn’t know you needed.

“I see a passionate woman whose passion led to pregnancy. May my blessing be with her! Let the pain subside.”

Maren gasped. Not from a contraction. From the blessing taking effect. The tension in her body loosened by a visible fraction. The lines around her eyes softened. The pain didn’t vanish, but it retreated from overwhelming to manageable, from an enemy to an obstacle she could push through.

“That’s one for the count,” Seraphine said quietly to Theron. “Grace blessings accumulate. Each birth, each correct prayer. When you’ve gathered six, come to me alone. Venara herself wishes to acknowledge you.”

Theron filed the information away. Two Grace blessings now: Unara for Brynn’s birth, Ardena for Maren’s. Three more births were coming. Three more prayers. The goddess of fertility was keeping score.

The labor progressed efficiently. Maren’s body knew this work. Maren pushed with practiced expertise, her face reddening with effort, her hands gripping the rails until her knuckles whitened. Between pushes, she maintained a running commentary that Theron suspected was her coping mechanism.

“Easier than Brynn,” she grunted. “Brynn took seven hours. This one wants OUT.”

“You’re doing beautifully,” Seraphine said.

“I’m doing loudly. There’s a difference.”

Theron held her left hand. Orin held her right. The young man had gone from pale to green to a peculiar shade of grey, but he hadn’t fainted. He gripped Maren’s hand and stared at the far wall with the intensity of someone trying not to look between her legs while simultaneously being incapable of looking anywhere else.

Maren noticed. “Orin, sweetheart, you’ve had your face between these thighs more times than either of us can count. The baby coming out is the least alarming thing that’s happened down there.”

“That’s not helping.”

“It’s not meant to help. It’s meant to distract me from the fact that I’m pushing a human being through a hole that was designed for a cock.”

Seraphine didn’t even blink. She’d heard worse in this room. She’d heard everything in this room.

The baby crowned. Maren bore down with a sound that was half roar, half laugh, a sound of determined triumph that shook the curtains and probably reached the corridor. Seraphine guided the head, then the shoulders. Theron watched his potential child enter the world headfirst and slippery and furious, with a red face and lungs that filled with air and immediately began complaining about it.

A boy. Strong. Perfect. Loud.

Seraphine cut the cord with practiced ease and placed the baby on Maren’s chest. The crying subsided as he found the warmth of his mother’s body. Maren’s face, streaked with sweat and tears and exertion, softened into a radiance beyond expression. The hunger that defined her stare was gone. In its place, the ancient, uncomplicated love of a woman meeting her child.

“Hello, little one,” she whispered. “You’re going to have a very interesting family.”

Orin cried. Quietly. Trying to hide it behind his free hand while tears streamed down his face and his whole body trembled with an emotion he couldn’t name. He’d arrived at Maren’s door as a guilty boy paying a prostitute to roleplay as his godmother. Now he was standing in a temple watching a woman he loved hold a baby that might be his.

Maren reached for him. “Come here, sweet boy. He’s yours too. No matter what the blood says.”

Orin leaned down. His forehead touched hers. The baby squirmed between them, already reaching for warmth with tiny blind hands. Three people who wouldn’t have made sense on paper, who shouldn’t have worked in any universe governed by propriety, existing in a moment so perfectly right that the world outside the temple felt temporary by comparison.

Theron watched. He wasn’t jealous. Jealousy required competition, and there was no competition here. Maren loved Orin. Maren loved Theron. Maren loved the baby. The math was additive, not subtractive. Nobody lost because everybody gained.

Family. Not just women he fucked. Family.

Seraphine recorded the birth in the Temple’s ledger. Financial mechanics engaged: fifteen sovereigns weekly ongoing, distributed Sundays through the temple. Maren had borne five previous children, so there was no first-child bonus. Just the steady weekly income that the Duchess’s progressive policies guaranteed to every mother in Amoria.

“A boy,” Seraphine noted. “Strong lungs. He’ll be loud.”

“He comes by it honestly,” Maren said, cradling the infant against her massive breast. Milk wouldn’t come for another day or two, but the instinct was already there. Her body knew what to do.

Theron helped Maren dress. Orin carried the baby with the careful, terrified tenderness of a man holding something infinitely breakable. They walked slowly toward the temple exit, through the cloister courtyard where Venara’s statue watched with permanent, knowing satisfaction.

Seraphine stopped Theron at the door. Her lined face was kind but serious.

“You’ve brought two births to this temple now. Brynn’s daughter, now this boy. More are coming. I can see it in the bellies around you.” Her smile deepened into an expression that might have been divine insight or might have been the observation of a grandmother who’d spent seventy years reading pregnant women. “Venara watches your household with great interest. She smiles often when your name is mentioned.”

He didn’t know what to say to that. A goddess smiling at his name. A goddess of fertility and sex and love, looking at the harem he’d built from nothing, and approving.

“Thank you, Seraphine.”

“Thank Venara. I’m just the one who answers the door.”

They walked home through streets that were already shifting from afternoon to evening. Amoria’s lamplighters were starting their rounds. The Harbor Quarter glowed with tavern light. Somewhere on Provision Lane, the Prancing Stag was doing business without its owner for the first time, and Theron trusted absolutely that Mirelle was running it better than he ever could.

Maren walked slowly, the baby against her chest, Orin hovering at her elbow. She looked tired and complete in the way that only new mothers look complete, as if the universe had confirmed something she already knew about herself.

“You’re thinking about something,” she said to Theron. “You’ve had that look all day. The one where you’re deciding something big and haven’t told anyone yet.”

“Am I that obvious?”

“You inherited your father’s poker face, which is to say you didn’t inherit one at all.” She shifted the baby to her other arm. “Whatever it is, tell her before you tell anyone else. She deserves to hear it first.”

She meant Elara. Of course she meant Elara.

“How do you always know?”

Maren’s eyes crinkled. Amusement and exhaustion and something earned through five pregnancies, a dead husband, a godson she’d taken to bed, and a nineteen-year-old lover.

“Because I’ve had five children and I know what labor teaches you.” She kissed his cheek. Her lips were warm and chapped from labor. “It teaches you that the people who hold your hands are the ones who matter. You held mine today. Both of you. That’s worth more than flowers and speeches.”

They parted at Maren’s shop. Orin carried the baby inside. Maren turned at the door and looked at Theron one last time.

“Thank you for being there,” she said. “Both hands. Both men. No questions about whose baby it is. No jealousy. No drama. Just two people who love me holding my hands while I screamed.” She rested her palm on the doorframe. “This family is insane and I love every one of you.”

She went inside. The door closed. Through the window, Theron could see Orin settling the baby into a basket, his movements awkward and devoted. Maren’s eldest, Brynn, appeared from the back room with baby Sera on her hip. Two babies now. Two grandchildren of a dead husband who would have loved every absurd detail of this situation.

Theron walked back to the Stag. The evening air was cool. The lamplighters were finishing their rounds. Somewhere ahead, the stag sign swung in the breeze, visible from three blocks away.

He went inside.


Chapter 5: First Milk

One week after the birth, Maren sent a message via Orin. Two words, scrawled on the back of a vegetable invoice in handwriting that looked like it had been written by a woman vibrating with impatience:

Come now.

Theron arrived at Maren’s shop at midday. The front door was locked, the “Closed” sign hanging crooked. Orin answered with the baby in one arm and a harried expression on his face.

“She’s been like this since yesterday,” Orin whispered, bouncing the infant with the practiced rhythm of seven straight days on baby duty. “The hormones. The baby’s fine. She’s fine. But she keeps looking at me like she wants to eat me alive and then crying because the baby needs feeding and then getting aroused again while the baby feeds and then crying MORE because getting aroused while feeding feels confusing and I don’t know how to help with any of it.”

“Where is she?”

“Bedroom. She kicked me out an hour ago and told me to send for you. She said, and I’m quoting: ‘Send Theron. Now. Before I lose what’s left of my mind.’” He shifted the baby to his other arm. “I’ll be in the shop with the little one. Please… help her.”

Theron climbed the narrow stairs to Maren’s bedroom. The door was ajar. He pushed it open.

Maren stood by the window in a loose robe, untied, hanging open from her shoulders like curtains framing the most staggering display of womanhood he had ever seen.

The pregnancy had remade her body. She’d always been voluptuous. She’d always been the copper-haired widow with curves that made men forget their own names. But postpartum Maren was something else entirely. A body that exceeded the ordinary vocabulary of beauty and entered the territory of myth.

Her breasts were enormous. Swollen with milk, heavy and full, each one bigger than his head. Blue veins ran visibly beneath the fair freckled skin, mapping the network of blood and milk that had transformed them from objects of desire into instruments of nourishment. Her nipples had darkened from pink to a deep dusky rose, thicker and more prominent than before, and as he watched, a white droplet formed at the tip of her left breast and rolled slowly down the curve of flesh.

Below the breasts, the soft roundness of her postpartum belly, yielding and honest, the evidence of what her body had done. The skin marked with faint silver lines from stretching, the muscles loose from pushing. Her hips were wider than ever. Her ass, barely visible through the gap in the robe behind her, was a monument to mature feminine excess.

She looked like a fertility goddess made flesh. Which, given recent events at the Temple, might not have been entirely metaphorical.

“I’ve been leaking all day,” she said. Her emerald eyes burned. Hormones staging a revolution behind them. “My breasts are so full they hurt. And I’m so horny I nearly jumped Orin in the kitchen, but he’s terrified of hurting me. Still treats me like I’m made of glass. Seven days postpartum and he thinks a strong breeze will break me.”

She dropped the robe.

It fell to the floor around her feet, leaving her completely naked. Every curve on display. The massive milk-heavy breasts with their leaking nipples. The soft belly. The wide hips and thick thighs, pale and freckled, powerful from five pregnancies. The copper hair between her legs, trimmed but present, glistening faintly with arousal.

“You’re not going to be terrified,” she said. Not a question. A command.

“No.”

“Good. Get over here.”

He crossed the room. She met him halfway, her mouth on his before he could take a breath. The kiss was desperate, hungry, seven days of nursing and sleeping and aching and wanting compressed into the pressure of her mouth against his. Her tongue pushed against his. Her hands gripped his tunic and pulled it upward.

He cupped one breast. The weight of it shocked him. It was heavier than before, taut with milk, the skin stretched smooth and hot under his palm. His thumb brushed the darkened nipple and a droplet of white appeared immediately. Then another. Then a thin stream as the letdown reflex triggered, warm and white against his hand.

“Oh god,” Maren breathed. Her whole body shuddered. “When you touch them, the milk just… it won’t stop…”

He looked at the milk on his thumb. White, thin, warm. He looked at her face. Those eyes, hungry and vulnerable and demanding all at once.

He lowered his mouth to her nipple.

The first taste of breast milk: warm, sweet, thinner than he expected, with a faintly vegetal undertone that was somehow not unpleasant but deeply, peculiarly erotic. The milk flowed freely the moment his lips sealed around the nipple, the letdown reflex responding to the suction with biological urgency. It filled his mouth in steady pulses, each one coinciding with a visible tremor through Maren’s body.

She gripped his hair with both hands. Her back arched, pressing more of her massive breast against his face. Postpartum nipples were excruciatingly sensitive, the nerve endings amplified by weeks of nursing, and the combination of relief from engorgement and stimulation from his mouth sent her into immediate, visible arousal.

“Drink,” she gasped. “Drink from me. Take everything.”

He sucked gently and milk filled his mouth. He swallowed. Warm, sweet, alive. The taste of her body producing something, creating something, her flesh transforming food and water and blood into this warm white sustenance and giving it to him because she wanted to, because the release felt good and the act of being nursed from was lighting up every pleasure center her postpartum body possessed.

She was moaning continuously. Not the practiced sounds of their usual encounters. These were primal, raw, pulled from somewhere deep in her body that pregnancy had unlocked and birth had broken open. Her hips pressed forward against his thigh, grinding, seeking pressure.

He switched to the other breast. More milk, flowing faster now, both nipples triggered by the stimulation. The first breast continued leaking freely with no one attached to it, white streams running down the curve of her flesh, dripping onto her stomach, dotting the sheets below. She was literally overflowing.

“I can’t stop it,” she said, half-laughing, half-moaning. “When you do that, both of them just…”

He pulled his mouth away and watched. Both nipples streaming thin white arcs of milk, running in rivulets down her massive breasts, pooling in the valley of her cleavage, dripping onto the soft curve of her belly. The visual was obscene and beautiful and absolutely nothing he’d imagined when he’d first walked into a prostitute’s room as a terrified virgin.

Her hands found his trousers. Pulled them down with seven days of impatience loaded into every tug. His cock sprang free, hard enough to ache, and she wrapped her freckled hand around it with a squeeze that said mine.

“Bed,” she said. “Now. Inside me. Now.”

He lifted her. She gasped at the motion, wrapping her legs around his waist, her milk-slick breasts pressing against his chest and smearing warm white across his skin. He carried her to the bed and laid her down, and she pulled him between her thighs with her ankles locked behind his back.

He hesitated at her entrance. One week postpartum. He needed to be careful.

“I said I’m not fragile,” Maren growled, grabbing his cock and guiding it to her pussy. “I’ve done this five times. I know my body. FUCK me while you drink from me.”

He entered her. Slowly, carefully, mindful of the fact that a baby had traveled this path a week ago and the terrain was still recovering. She was different. Looser than before the birth, the muscles not yet fully recovered, the walls of her pussy holding him with a softer embrace than the tight grip he remembered from pre-pregnancy sex. But still warm. Still wet. Still responsive. Her postpartum pussy had a deeper give, the kind that let him slide all the way in without the initial resistance her body used to offer and then clenched around him with a delayed, rippling squeeze that started deep inside and worked outward in a wave.

The sensation was new and devastating. Not tighter. Different tight. A grip born from muscles learning their shape again, reforming around him, deciding how to hold this familiar presence after the most extreme stretch imaginable. Each contraction was a discovery, her body rediscovering what it could do and doing it with the fierce enthusiasm of a system that had been reset.

She gasped when he bottomed out. Her entire body arched off the bed. Her hips rose to meet him with an urgency that had nothing to do with technique and everything to do with seven days of postpartum hormones screaming for exactly this. Her enormous breasts sloshed with the motion, the heavy milk-filled flesh moving with its own momentum, and the jolt of movement triggered both nipples simultaneously. Thin arcs of milk sprayed from each one, catching the light from the window, the white streams tracing patterns in the air before landing on her stomach, on the sheets, on his chest.

He lowered his mouth to the nearest breast and latched on.

The combination hit her like a wave. His cock inside her and his mouth on her nipple and the dual relief of sexual filling and mammary drainage produced a sound from Maren that was somewhere between a moan and a prayer. Her hands gripped his hair. Her thighs locked around his waist. Her entire body committed to the act with desperate urgency, a week’s need crashing through her at once.

Nursing and fucking simultaneously. His mouth full of warm sweet milk. His cock buried in her postpartum pussy. Her legs locked around him, pulling him deeper with every thrust. Her hands in his hair, pressing his face against her breast, the pressure of his sucking releasing the ache of engorgement and replacing it with waves of pleasure that crashed into the waves of being filled.

“Yes,” she moaned. “God, yes. Drink from me while you fuck me. Take everything I have.”

He thrust deeper and she cried out. The milk flow increased, as if her body was responding to the sex by producing more, the arousal and the nursing reflexes tangling together into a feedback loop that made her breast spray with every push of his hips. Warm white liquid dribbled down his chin, pooled on her chest, smeared between their bodies.

She was talking. Maren always talked during sex. It was her constant, the running commentary that was half dirty talk and half philosophical observation and entirely Maren. But the words had shifted since the birth. Her practiced confidence, knowing exactly what she liked and how to describe it, had given way to rawer impulse, the hormones and the birth and the milk having stripped her down to essential elements. Postpartum Maren wasn’t performing desire. She was drowning in it.

“You bred me,” she said, her voice cracking with pleasure. “You put a baby in me. Your cum. In my body. Growing. And now you’re drinking from the tits that baby made.” She grabbed his head and pressed him harder against her breast, milk flowing freely around the seal of his lips, warm and sweet and endless. “Every time you suck, I feel it in my pussy. Every pull. Like a string connecting my nipple to my clit and you’re playing it like a fucking instrument.”

He changed angle and a spray of milk hit his chest, warm and shocking, a jet that arced from her unattended nipple with the pressurized force of a breast that was producing faster than it could drain. The white liquid ran down his stomach and pooled at the junction of their bodies, mixing with the arousal that was already slicking every surface between them.

“Dane never did this.” Her eyes were wild, unfocused, the predatory stare that was her signature having dissolved into something more desperate and more honest. “Dane never THOUGHT of this. Twenty years of marriage and five children and the filthiest sexual history in the region and he never once put his mouth on my tit while his cock was inside me and DRANK. You’re filthier than my dead husband and that’s saying something because that man fucked my sister and our neighbor on the same night and came back for me at dawn.”

She arched beneath him, her massive body rising off the bed, the soft postpartum belly pressing against his stomach. He released her nipple to watch. Both breasts were fountaining now, the milk running in streams, and the visual combined with the feel of her pussy working his cock was pushing him rapidly toward the edge.

Her hands found his ass and pulled him harder. Deeper. “Don’t hold back. I’m not going to break. I’m going to cum. I’m going to cum so hard the milk won’t stop for an hour.”

He gave her what she wanted. Hard, deep thrusts that made the bed creak and her massive breasts bounce and spray. She screamed, the sound muffled by the pillow she’d turned into, then turned back because she wanted him to see her face when she came.

The orgasm ripped through her like a wave through a harbor. Her whole body clenched. Her pussy spasmed around his cock in rhythmic, powerful contractions. Her breasts erupted, milk spraying from both nipples simultaneously as the muscular contraction hit everything at once. Her eyes rolled back, her copper hair spread across the pillow like flame, her mouth open in a silent scream that became a very loud actual scream that Orin could definitely hear downstairs and the baby could definitely hear and neither of them mattered because Maren was cumming harder than she had in months and her entire body was expressing it in every possible fluid.

The sight of her broke him. The red-haired goddess arching off the bed, milk fountaining from enormous tits, freckled skin flushed scarlet, pussy clenching and squeezing his cock with desperate postpartum hunger. He drove deep one final time and came, his orgasm slamming into him with the force of everything he’d held back all week while she recovered.

He filled her. She held him there, legs locked, hands gripping his back, breathing in ragged gasps while his cock pulsed inside her. Milk continued to leak from both breasts, steady now rather than spraying, the warm white dribbling down her chest and pooling in the hollow of her throat.

They lay tangled together, breathing. The sheets were soaked. His chest was streaked with her milk. Her thighs were streaked with his cum. The air smelled like sex and sweetness and warm skin and milk.

“Weekly isn’t enough anymore,” she said eventually. Her voice was hoarse. Wrecked. She’d been screaming loudly enough for Orin to develop an emergency interest in organizing the shop’s back inventory. “I need this every other day. The hormones are worse than pregnancy. I’m a walking sex drive with leaking tits. I can’t go three days without wanting to impale myself on the nearest available cock, and the nearest available cock is downstairs taking care of a baby and apologizing to the neighbors.”

“I’ll talk to Celia about the schedule.”

“Celia will make a ledger entry. Celia makes ledger entries about breathing.” Maren shifted against him. Her massive breasts, still leaking from both nipples in a slow steady drip, rested against his chest. The warm milk pooled between them. The smell of it was everywhere. Sweet and warm and biological and intimately, undeniably real.

She laughed. Genuine, warm, the laugh of the best orgasm of her postpartum life and found the logistics of harem scheduling to be the funniest thing in the world.

“Your life,” she said, shaking her head. “Your absolutely ridiculous, impossible, wonderful life.”

She cleaned up enough to be decent. He did the same. She put on a fresh robe, tied it loosely, and went downstairs to nurse the baby. The transition from sexual to maternal happened without hesitation, without shame, without the faintest hint of contradiction. Maren sat in the rocking chair by the shop window, the baby latched to one massive breast, and looked up at Theron with the same eyes that had been wild with lust ten minutes ago, now soft and warm and maternal.

“He eats like his father,” she said. “Whichever father that is.”

Orin appeared from the back room with two cups of tea. He’d clearly heard everything. His face was a complex landscape of emotions that he was managing by pretending they weren’t there. He handed Theron a cup, sat down across from Maren, and watched his godmother nurse the baby that might be his son.

“Everything okay?” Orin asked, with careful neutrality, knowing exactly what sounds had been coming through the ceiling for the last twenty minutes.

“Everything is wonderful,” Maren said. “Thank you for watching him.”

“Anytime.” Orin sipped his tea. Didn’t make eye contact with Theron. Didn’t need to. They’d long since passed the point where acknowledging the situation required conversation. They were two men who loved the same woman, and the woman loved both of them, and a baby was nursing at her breast, and the goddess of fertility had blessed the whole arrangement with divine approval.

Normal, in the Stag’s orbit, was a flexible concept.

Theron walked back to the Stag thinking about Elara. She’d be here in six months. Pregnant belly growing, then birth, then lactation. Maren’s body today was a preview of Elara’s body tomorrow.

He was looking forward to every minute of it.


Chapter 6: Mirelle’s Glory

Late night. Tavern closed. Last customer departed twenty minutes ago, leaving behind a generous tip and a stunned expression. Four hours of trying not to stare at Mirelle’s bare breasts, failing comprehensively.

Because Mirelle was topless.

Actually, genuinely, no-fabric-between-her-and-the-world topless. Since Nella and Bess had arrived and the Stag’s staff had expanded to the point where Mirelle’s role as manager was more important than her role as waitress, she’d made a decision that she announced over breakfast with the same practical tone she used for menu changes: “I’m done pretending. The corset is theater. Everyone knows what’s underneath it. Everyone stares anyway. The fabric was just giving them an excuse to look without admitting they were looking. Why maintain the fiction?”

Nobody had argued. Theron had opened his mouth and then closed it, because arguing with Mirelle about her body was like arguing with the tide about its schedule. Elara had shrugged. Celia had calculated the projected tip increase (seventeen percent, she’d estimated; the actual figure turned out to be thirty-one). Rosalind had applauded.

She’d stopped wearing anything above the waist three days ago. Just her skirt, her apron (which she removed during service because it covered too much), and the most extraordinary pair of 38DD breasts that any adventurer, merchant, scholar, or city guard in Amoria had ever had the privilege of seeing while ordering breakfast ale.

The customers tipped double. Some tipped triple. The grey-bearded warrior regular had started coming every day instead of three times a week. He sat at his usual table for hours, nursing ales he didn’t need, and gazed upon Mirelle’s bare breasts with the reverent attention of a man witnessing a religious experience.

Mirelle had never been happier. Years invisible. Buttoned necklines and practical buns and the aching loneliness of a body nobody wanted to look at. Now she was the most looked-at woman on Provision Lane, and every stare felt like a hand reaching through the darkness of those empty years and confirming that she existed. That she was worth seeing. That the generous breasts and wide hips and hourglass curves she’d hidden beneath modesty weren’t shameful. They were her power.

Theron watched her clean the bar. She moved with unconscious confidence, her body no longer something to conceal but something to display. Her enormous breasts swayed with every motion. When she bent to pick up a fallen rag, they hung heavy and full, the dark nipples brushing the bar surface. When she stretched to reach a high shelf, they lifted and separated, each one the size of his head, the flesh impossibly soft and warm in the lamplight.

He’d fucked this woman dozens of times. He’d worshipped her body. Eaten her pussy on this very bar. Held her heavy tits in his hands while she rode him. Watched them bounce while he took her from behind. Memorized every blue vein, every freckle, every inch of the cleavage that had haunted his fantasies since the day he’d inherited the tavern and seen her bend over the kitchen counter in a dress two sizes too tight.

But he’d never fucked her tits.

The realization hit him like a thrown mug. How? How had he fucked every other woman in his household in every configuration he could imagine and never once slid his cock between the most spectacular pair of breasts in the entire city?

Mirelle wiped down the captain’s table. Her breasts swayed with the motion, heavy and hypnotic. Theron’s cock went hard so fast it was almost painful.

He crossed the floor. Caught her between the tables. His hands found her waist and she turned, startled for half a second before recognition softened her features.

“I need something from you tonight,” he said. “Something I’ve been stupid enough to never ask for.”

She followed his gaze. Down from her face. Past her throat. To her breasts. His eyes locked onto them. He’d been walking past a treasure chest for months without opening it.

Mirelle’s lips curved into a slow grin. Confident. Hungry. She knew exactly what she was about to do. She’d been waiting for him to figure it out.

“You want to fuck these.” Not a question.

“Yes.”

“I’m amazed it took you this long.” She cupped her breasts with both hands, lifting them, pressing them together, the dark nipples pointing upward like an invitation written in flesh. “I’ve been pushing them together around you for MONTHS hoping you’d get the hint. Every time I leaned over the bar and they pressed together, every time I bent to pick something up and you watched them swing, I was thinking: when is he going to figure it out? When is he going to grab me and put his cock right here?” She squeezed them together, creating a valley of cleavage deep enough to lose a hand in. “Right between them.”

She dropped to her knees.

Slowly. Deliberately. She wanted him to watch every inch of the descent, wanted him to see her enormous breasts shift and sway as gravity claimed their weight, wanted the moment to last while the most visually stunning woman in Amoria lowered herself to the tavern floor.

She knelt on the worn wood. The same floor where she’d stood through twenty years of service, through Marcus’s decline and death, through Theron’s inheritance, through the corruption that had transformed her from an invisible manager into a topless pregnancy-announced queen. Her knees pressed against the boards. Her enormous breasts hung before her, swaying with the gentle pendulum motion that was their permanent state in the absence of restrictive fabric. The dark nipples, gravity-oriented now, pointed toward the floor.

She tugged his trousers down. Her fingers were efficient and certain, familiar with his body after months of practice and hungry for decades more. His cock sprang free, fully hard, straining upward, the head dark with rushing blood and already glistening with pre-cum that caught the lamplight.

Mirelle looked at it. Then up at him with those warm hazel eyes. Her expression went beyond lust. Beyond hunger. This was triumph. She’d been silently advertising this act with every lean, every stretch, every deliberately presented angle of cleavage, and he’d finally asked for it.

She wrapped her breasts around his cock.

The sensation was immediate and overwhelming. Warm, soft, impossibly full flesh enveloping him from both sides. She pressed her hands against the outer curves of her breasts and squeezed them together, creating a tight channel of skin that gripped his shaft with pressure that was nothing like a hand and nothing like a pussy. It was its own category of sensation. Unique to a woman with tits this spectacular and the desire to use them.

His cock disappeared between them. The visual alone was worth a year’s worth of fantasies: his shaft buried in the valley of Mirelle’s legendary breasts, the dark nipples framing the scene, her hands holding the enormous mounds together while she looked up at him with eyes that burned with satisfied hunger.

“God,” he managed.

“Not yet,” she said. “But close.”

She spat between her cleavage. A thick, wet line of saliva that pooled around his shaft and made the flesh slippery. Then she began to pump. Up and down. Sliding her breasts along his cock with a rolling motion that used her shoulders, her arms, her whole upper body. The head of his cock appeared at the top of her cleavage on each upstroke, flushed and wet, and she licked it. A quick flick of her tongue across the tip before he disappeared back into the soft valley. Then up again. Lick. Down. Up. Lick.

“This is what they all see when I serve drinks,” she murmured between licks. “All those adventurers staring at my tits all day. They’re imagining THIS.” She increased the pace, the wet sound of skin on skin filling the empty tavern. “But only you get the real thing. Every drunk, every merchant, every scarred C-rank who sits at my bar and watches these tits move while I pour his ale. They’re all imagining their cock right where yours is now.” Lick. “And they’ll never have it.”

His hands found her hair. She’d worn it in her practical bun all day, but the pins had loosened during closing duties, and when he gripped, the whole arrangement came apart. Chestnut waves with silver streaks cascaded over her shoulders, falling across her breasts, framing the action in a curtain of dark and light that made the visual even more intoxicating. Her hair catching the lamplight as her tits worked his cock.

She was getting into it. The rhythm had found its groove, the pressure and angle that made him groan, and she was riding the power of it. Not submissive. Commanding. She was on her knees and she was the one in control. She decided the pace. She decided the pressure. She decided when to lick and when to squeeze and when to look up at him with those knowing eyes and show him exactly what it looked like when she held a man’s entire universe between her breasts.

He gripped the bar edge behind him. His knuckles went white. The pleasure was building fast, the soft tight pressure of all that breast flesh working his cock with increasing speed, her tongue finding his tip on every upstroke and adding a sharp jolt to the rolling wave of sensation.

“Close,” he grunted.

She felt it. The tension in his thighs, the way his cock swelled between her breasts. She looked up at him. “On my tits. I want you to cover them. And then I’m going to serve breakfast tomorrow without washing it off.”

She said it plainly. Like a fact. Like a weather report. Tomorrow will be warm, the ale will be cold, and Mirelle’s tits will have dried cum on them when the first customer walks in.

“Every man who sits at my bar tomorrow will know exactly what happened,” she continued, pumping faster now, her breasts slick with spit and precum, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet tavern. “And they’ll stare. And they’ll want. And they’ll know they can never have what you have.”

The orgasm hit him like a wall. Or rather, it hit him like a woman’s 38DD breasts wrapped around his cock with expert pressure after ten minutes of deliberate, merciless stimulation. He came hard, the release violent and explosive after the buildup, the pleasure concentrated by the soft pressure and the visual and the absolute filthy perfection of what was happening.

The first rope of cum erupted across her right breast. Thick, white, catching the lamplight as it streaked across the upper curve of flesh and collected at the peak of her darkened nipple. The second hit her cleavage directly, pooling in the deep valley between her heavy tits, a reservoir that could have held a tablespoon and probably did. The third and fourth hit the left breast, painting it in parallel lines that dripped down the soft underside where the skin was most sensitive.

She kept pumping. Through the orgasm. Through the pulses. Her hands squeezing her breasts together around his still-throbbing cock, milking the last of his release out of him with deliberate patience, wanting every drop displayed across the surface she’d been silently advertising for months. When the last weak pulse emerged, she cupped one breast, lifted it to her own mouth, and licked a streak of cum from the nipple. Then the other breast. Same treatment. Her tongue collecting a sample from each peak, tasting him, evaluating the result.

She looked down at herself with frank satisfaction. Her glorious 38DD breasts glazed white. Cum in her cleavage. Cum on her nipples. Cum dripping down the curve of her belly. She cupped both breasts, lifted them, examined the result from every angle like a woman inspecting a finished painting.

“Beautiful,” she said.

She stood. Didn’t wipe off. Kissed him with cum still glistening on her chest, her cum-slick breasts pressing wet and warm against his tunic, leaving smears of his release on the fabric. He could taste herself on her lips and feel the slick warmth of his own cum transferring from her skin to his clothes.

“Tomorrow morning,” she said, stepping back and gesturing at her cum-streaked breasts with a casual wave, “when the first customer walks in and sees my tits with your cum still on them. THAT is what I’ve been building toward.” She turned and walked toward the back hallway, each step making her enormous ass sway and her painted breasts bounce gently. She paused at the hallway entrance and looked over her shoulder.

“They can look. They can want. But this” she cupped her cum-covered breasts with both hands “is YOURS. And everyone will know it.”

She went upstairs. He heard the creak of her bedroom door. The sound of her settling into bed. No washcloth. No cleaning up. She was sleeping with his cum drying on her tits so it would still be there in the morning.

He cleaned up the bar, locked the door, and went to bed. Through the thin walls, the sounds of the Stag settling. Rosalind’s faint snoring from the back room. The creak of Sable turning over. Celia’s door closing, the soft thud of the romance novel she’d been reading hitting the floor beside her bed. Elara’s breathing, steady and peaceful, from the room she kept even though she spent most nights in his.

He fell asleep thinking about Mirelle on her knees with his cock between her breasts, and realized he was smiling in the dark.

The next morning confirmed that Mirelle was not bluffing.

She came downstairs at dawn. Topless, as was now standard. Skirt, bare feet, hair in its practical bun. And across her bare breasts, faintly but unmistakably visible in the morning light, the dried remnants of his release. Not obvious from across the room. But anyone who looked closely, anyone who studied the slight glaze on her skin, the barely-perceptible white traces around her nipples, would know.

She hummed while she cooked. Arranged ale mugs with the serene efficiency of a woman at complete peace with herself and her choices. When the first customer arrived, she was ready.

The grey-bearded warrior regular. His usual stool. His usual order. He settled in, glanced up at Mirelle’s approaching figure, and stopped.

His eyes found her breasts. They always did. He’d been staring at them for months, first through sheer fabric and now without any fabric at all. But today the picture was different. The way the light caught her skin. The faint marks that shouldn’t have been there if she’d simply slept and risen.

His mouth opened. Closed. Opened again. The internal conflict between recognition and disbelief played across his weathered face in real time.

“Four ales, please,” he said.

Mirelle served him with a serene, queenly smile. She set the first mug down and leaned forward slightly, presenting the full display of her cum-marked breasts at eye level. The warrior’s hand trembled around the mug handle.

He sat for three hours. Ordered drinks he didn’t need. Left forty-five sovereigns on the bar when he finally departed, which was more than he’d spent in a single visit in the history of his patronage.

Mirelle collected the coins with quiet satisfaction. Held one up to the light, examined it, and dropped it into the cashbox with a musical clink.

The cum walk was born. Not every morning. Not on schedule. But when the mood struck her, when she wanted the world to see what she was and who she belonged to, Mirelle served breakfast with the evidence of last night displayed across the most famous breasts on Provision Lane.

The household called it “Mirelle’s morning announcement.”

Nobody questioned it anymore.


Chapter 7: Celia’s Dinner

Celia changed her dress three times.

This fact, by itself, was more alarming than anything that had happened at the Prancing Stag in the last four months. Celia did not change her dress three times. Celia selected a garment with the same decisive efficiency she applied to inventory ledgers and sexual schedules. She put it on. She looked in the mirror. She walked out the door. Revision implied uncertainty, and Celia did not do uncertainty.

And yet.

The first dress was the midnight purple she wore most evenings. Structured corset, high slit. She looked powerful in it. Dangerous. She put it on and stared at herself in her small bedroom mirror for eleven seconds before removing it with the diagnosis: “Too competitive. I look like I’m going to a negotiation.”

The second was a deep red number Lysa had delivered last week. Low neckline, fitted waist. It showed off her cream-pale skin and made her dark hair look like ink against snow. She removed it after eight seconds: “Too sexual. I look like I’m trying to fuck him.”

The third was the dark green dress she’d bought with her own tip savings months ago. The one she’d worn to Friday dances. The one she’d practiced secret dance steps in. It was simple, elegant, and made her eyes look like slate in winter light.

She put it on. Looked at herself. Didn’t take it off.

Her hair. This was the other alarming variable. Celia wore her hair in severe arrangements. Tight buns. Sharp ponytails. Styles that said I have better things to do than appeal to you. Tonight she pulled the pins out and let it fall. Dark brown waves cascaded to her shoulders, soft and loose, the subtle purple sheen catching the candlelight.

She looked stunning. She looked vulnerable. She looked like a woman going on a first date, which was exactly what was happening, which was why she’d changed three times and left the pins out and applied subtle kohl around her grey-blue eyes with hands that actually, genuinely, mortifyingly trembled.

“You look beautiful,” Elara said from the doorway.

“I look terrified.”

“Same thing, on you.” Elara leaned against the door frame, one hand on her nine-week belly, honey-blonde braid over one shoulder. She was grinning. “He’s going to lose his mind.”

“He’s a ranger who kills things in the Feywood for a living. His mind is already questionable.”

“Celia.”

“What.”

“Have fun. You’re allowed to have fun.”

Celia looked at her sister. The cheerful one. The easy one. The one who smiled without thinking and loved without calculating and got pregnant by the man they both shared because she simply wanted it more openly. Celia had spent years being jealous of that effortlessness. Resenting it. Competing against it with anal specialties and business acumen and the cold armor of superiority.

“I know I’m allowed,” Celia said quietly. “I’m just not practiced at it.”

Elara crossed the room and hugged her. Celia went stiff, then softened. The sisters had come a long way from shoe-throwing and “whore” at breakfast.

“Go,” Elara whispered. “And tell me everything tomorrow.”

Declan arrived at the Stag’s front door at the seventh bell. He was lean, mid-twenties, with the rangy, hard-worn build of someone who’d carried a bow through dense forest for years. Scarred hands, calloused fingers, sun-browned skin. His dark hair was clean and recently cut, which suggested he’d visited the Harbor Quarter barber specifically for this occasion. He wore a simple tunic and trousers, quality fabric but not pretentious. Ranger practical.

But his eyes. Kind brown eyes that softened when they found Celia in the doorway. He’d seen her at the Stag dozens of times. The ice-queen waitress who served him with clipped efficiency, who never smiled, who moved through the tavern with the contained energy of sheer willpower holding herself together. He’d asked for her table every visit for months. Tipped well. Sat quietly. Watched her with the patient attention of a tracker in dense forest, knowing some things couldn’t be rushed.

“You look different tonight,” he said.

“I look the same. The dress is different.”

“No.” His eyes traveled over her, not with the hungry assessment of tavern customers but with genuine attention. “You look like you put the armor down. Just for tonight.”

Celia’s throat tightened. She swallowed past it.

“Where are we going?” she asked.

“A place near the Trade Plaza. Small. Quiet. They serve decent lamb and they won’t stare at us.”

“People always stare at me.”

“Not where I’m taking you. The owner is half-blind and the cook doesn’t care about anything except whether you finish the bread.”

They walked through the evening streets of Amoria. Not touching. Two feet of careful distance between them. Celia’s heels clicked on the cobblestones. Declan matched her pace without being asked. The silence was comfortable in a way she hadn’t expected.

The restaurant was exactly what he’d promised. A narrow room with four tables, mismatched chairs, and a proprietor with cataracts who called everyone “dear” and served wine without asking if they wanted it. The lamb was excellent. The bread was better.

“Why do you come to the Stag?” Celia asked, after the first glass of wine had taken the edge off the terror. “There are taverns closer to wherever rangers sleep.”

“Rangers don’t sleep. We nap in trees and pretend it’s strategy.” He tore a piece of bread and chewed. “I come to the Stag because a dark-haired woman with the coldest eyes I’ve ever seen served me ale one Tuesday afternoon and I thought: I want to know what she looks like when she smiles.”

“I don’t smile.”

“You do. You just don’t let people see it. There’s a difference.”

She drank wine. He drank wine. The proprietor brought more bread and called them both “dear” and shuffled back to the kitchen.

“Tell me about the Feywood,” she said. Not because she cared about the Feywood. Because she wanted to hear him talk about something real, something that wasn’t a transaction or a negotiation or a schedule rotation, something that belonged to a world outside the Stag’s walls.

He told her. The patrols. Three-day rotations through sections of forest that changed their topology between visits, paths that existed on Monday and vanished by Wednesday. The briars that grew back overnight, thick enough to trap armor, covered in thorns that left wounds that itched for days. The fey creatures that weren’t quite animals and weren’t quite spirits and liked to rearrange your equipment while you slept, moving your boots six feet to the left and your sword eight feet to the right with the precise malice of beings that found human discomfort aesthetically pleasing.

“We named one of them,” Declan said. “The one that kept stealing socks from the left foot specifically. Never the right. Just the left. We called it the Left Bandit. It was, objectively, the most frustrating creature in the forest.”

“You named a sock-stealing fairy.”

“We named a sock-stealing fairy. Morale required it.”

The friends he’d lost. A woman named Kira who’d taken an arrow meant for Declan during a bandit ambush near the eastern briars. She’d pushed him aside and the arrow had found her instead. She’d survived three hours before the poison finished its work. A man named Fen who’d vanished into the Feywood one night during a solo patrol and never returned.

“We found his boots,” Declan said. “Just his boots. Still laced. Sitting neatly on the path as if his feet had walked out of them and left the rest of him behind.”

“That’s horrifying.”

“That’s Tuesday.” He met her eyes across the small table. The candlelight from the restaurant’s single decent candle caught his brown irises and made them warmer. “In the Feywood, we live by simple rules. Be honest. Don’t hurt people who trust you. And don’t waste time on jealousy, because you might be dead tomorrow.”

The word landed. Jealousy. The fuel behind every demand she’d ever made, every specialty she’d carved out, every scrap of attention she’d fought for.

And this man, who killed things in a magical forest and lost friends to boots that walked away empty, was telling her it was a waste.

“I need to tell you something,” she said.

“You’re going to tell me about the arrangement.”

She blinked. “How did you know?”

“I’ve been coming to the Stag for months. I’m a ranger, not an idiot.” He leaned back in his chair. “The way you and your sister move around the owner. The way your mother looks at him when she thinks no one’s watching. The way the whole household orbits around one man. I noticed it the first week.”

“And you still asked me to dinner.”

“I asked you to dinner BECAUSE I noticed it. A woman in that arrangement who still looked that lonely, that angry, that isolated even while surrounded by people who clearly cared about her…” He shrugged. “I wanted to understand. And I wanted to make you smile. Both seemed worth the effort.”

Celia told him enough. Omitted the gloryhole, the groping tips, the leather cords on her nightstand. But enough. That her arrangement with Theron was unusual. That her sister was pregnant by the same man. That she herself was trying to get pregnant by her employer. That conventional romance was not available and might never be.

Declan listened. Didn’t flinch. Didn’t lean back. Didn’t change his expression. When she finished, he was quiet for a moment, processing the information with the same calm he probably applied to reading bandit tracks in dense undergrowth.

“Is he good to you?” Declan asked.

“Yes.”

“Does he hurt you?”

She thought of the leather cord. The spanking. The hand on her throat. The shattering orgasm that had ripped her open two weeks ago and shown her something underneath everything she’d been performing.

“Only in ways I ask for,” she said.

Declan nodded. “Then I’d like to see you again. Even if it’s just dinner.”

A quiet crack opened in Celia’s chest, like ice shifting on a spring lake. The sound of a frozen thing beginning, very slowly, to thaw.

She was being chosen. Simply chosen. By someone who knew her situation and didn’t need anything from her except the pleasure of her company and the chance to see her smile.

She cried.

Not much. She was still Celia. A few tears that she wiped away quickly, turning her face toward the window so the candlelight wouldn’t catch the moisture. Her mascara held. She’d applied waterproof specifically because she’d anticipated this possibility and prepared for it, because Celia prepared for everything, because the alternative was being caught unprepared and that was intolerable.

But she cried.

“I’m not available for anything conventional,” she said when her voice was steady again.

“I know.”

“I may be pregnant within the week.”

“I understand.”

“My employer is the father of my younger sister’s baby. And mine. And possibly my mother’s.”

“Yes.”

“And you want to have dinner with me again.”

“Very much.” He reached across the table and placed his scarred hand over hers. His fingers were warm. Calloused. Every mark earned through honest work in a dangerous place. “I don’t need conventional. I just need honest. Can you be honest with me?”

“Being honest is the only thing I’m good at. It’s why nobody likes me.”

“I like you.” He squeezed her hand. “And I suspect you’re good at considerably more than honesty.”

They finished dinner. He walked her back to the Stag. At the door, he kissed her hand. His lips were warm on her knuckles, and the gesture was so old-fashioned, so genuinely courtly, that Celia felt a second crack in the ice. Wider this time.

“Goodnight, Celia.”

“Goodnight, Declan.”

He walked into the evening. She watched him go. A lean figure moving through lamplight, heading back toward wherever rangers went when they weren’t watching dark-haired women with cold eyes.

Inside the Stag, Theron was waiting at the bar. He looked up when she entered, a question in his expression that he was smart enough not to voice.

“He wants to see me again,” Celia said. She sat on the stool beside Theron and accepted the ale he poured without asking. “Just dinner. He knows about us. He doesn’t care.”

“Do you want to see him?”

“Yes.” She drank. Set the mug down carefully. “But not instead of you. Never instead. He’s dinner and conversation and someone who chose me for reasons I don’t entirely understand.” She turned on the stool to face Theron. Those eyes, stripped of their usual ice. “You’re everything else. You’re the father of the baby I’m going to give you.”

He pulled her close. She let him. Her face against his chest, the smell of ale and soap and Theron, the warmth of arms that had held her while she screamed and cried and surrendered.

“I’m still yours,” she whispered.

“I know.”

“The ring doesn’t make Elara more than me.”

“Nothing could.”

“Good.” She pulled back. Met his eyes. The ice was gone, but the intensity remained. “Take me upstairs.”

She asked to be tied up again. The leather cord from the nightstand, held out without looking at it. Whatever the dinner had cracked open, she needed the bondage to pour it through.

He bound her wrists, pushed her face-down, spanked her until her pale ass glowed pink and her thighs were slick. Then he fucked her from behind while something the dinner had opened and the wildflowers had watered ran through every sound she made. She came twice, raw and unperformed, and when she whispered “breed me” it wasn’t competition. It was need. He filled her, and she held him there until every pulse had finished, her body squeezing him with the urgent hope that this would be the night.

Afterward, untied, she lay against his chest. The cord marks on her wrists were becoming familiar. Small red lines that faded by morning but told the truth about what happened after dark.

“He brought wildflowers,” she said into the silence. “From the Feywood. He brought wildflowers on a first date.”

“That’s romantic.”

“That’s bizarre. Who brings flowers from a forest where your boots might walk away without you?”

“A man who wanted to impress a woman with cold eyes.”

She was quiet. Then: “Nobody’s tried to impress me before. Everyone tries to impress Elara. Or Maren. Or Mirelle. Nobody’s ever looked at the cold sister and thought: I should bring flowers.”

“I brought you something.”

“You brought me an orgasm.”

“Two.”

“Two. But that’s different. You bring everyone orgasms. It’s your primary export.” A pause. “He brought flowers just for me.”

Two weeks later, Celia missed her period. She didn’t tell anyone immediately. She held the knowledge close, the way she held everything, like a card she’d play at maximum impact. But she touched her still-flat stomach when she thought no one was looking, and the cold girl with the sharp eyes allowed herself, in private moments, a smile that no one except the mirror ever saw.


Chapter 8: Sable’s Flood

Sable arrived at his room in the pale blue cotton nightdress.

She’d bought it months ago from Lysa’s shop with her own five sovereigns, before she and Theron had ever slept together as lovers rather than worker and employer. Loose fabric, gathered at the waist with a ribbon tie, falling to her calves. Simple. Modest. For a woman who stripped for strangers multiple times a day, the modesty of it was its own kind of nakedness.

Her ritual hadn’t changed. She closed the door behind her. Crossed to the nightstand. Placed the wooden bird figurine beside the candle. The faded paint, the chipped beak, the only thing she had from a mother who’d died when Sable was too young to remember her face. The bird came with her everywhere that mattered. It meant: this place counts. This moment is real.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi.”

The word was soft. Not the bright greeting she gave customers, not the practised warmth she used for the gloryhole queue, not the calibrated enthusiasm of her room sessions. Just hi. Simple and genuine and landing in the quiet room like a pebble in still water.

She untied the ribbon at her waist and let the nightdress fall.

Beneath it, nothing. Caramel skin glowing golden in the candlelight, the warm amber-brown tone standing out against the white sheets with the same exotic contrast it had the first time he’d seen her undress in this room. Wild dark curls with auburn highlights falling past her shoulders, the copper catching candlelight like threads of fire. Her body: lithe and athletic, the dancer’s build that concealed surprising curves, 32C breasts sitting high and perky on her chest with dark nipples already stiffened, a slim waist, tight round ass, long legs. At eighteen, she had a firmness to her flesh that the older women in the household had traded for voluptuous softness, and the contrast was its own kind of intoxicating.

She climbed into bed beside him. Drew the sheets up to her waist. Looked at him with those amber eyes, wide and warm and stripped of every performance she’d learned from Rosalind and every trained technique she’d perfected over months of paid service.

“Personal night,” she said. Unnecessary, but she always said it. The verbal marker between Sable-the-worker and just-Sable.

He pulled her against him. Kissed her forehead, then her nose, then her mouth. She tasted like the mint leaves she chewed between shifts, and her lips were soft and unrushed and achingly different from the practiced kisses she deployed during work.

They started the way they usually started when the bird was on the nightstand. Missionary, because she wanted to see his face and he wanted to see hers. Her curls spread on the pillow, framing her features, the candlelight painting her caramel skin in amber and gold. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him down until their foreheads touched.

He entered her slowly. She was wet, she was always wet, but the texture of her arousal was different on personal nights. During work, she was efficiently slick, her body performing its biological function with reliable efficiency. For him, she was drenched. Swollen and hot, her pussy gripping him with uncontrolled tightness, genuinely, deeply aroused rather than merely adequately prepared.

She made a sound when he bottomed out. Not the calibrated moan she used for clients, the sound designed to escalate their excitement. This was a breath that got caught in her throat and came out as something between a sigh and a whimper. Raw. Uncontrolled. The sound of a woman feeling something she wasn’t performing.

“Theron.” Just his name. Spoken against his lips.

He moved inside her. Slow, deep strokes that let her feel every inch. Her hips rose to meet him, not with the practiced grind she used for clients but with an involuntary, desperate rhythm that her body chose without her permission. Her eyes stayed open. Locked on his. Amber into grey-blue, the connection between them live and vibrating with something that hundreds of clients and Rosalind’s expert training had never managed to touch.

He noticed what Rosalind had mentioned once, offhand, during one of their conversations about the women in the household. “Some women, with the right angle and pressure, can do something extraordinary. Sable’s body type, her sensitivity… I’ve been trying to unlock it during training. Can’t get there. Maybe she needs something I can’t give her.”

Rosalind hadn’t specified what that something was. But Theron had been thinking about it.

He adjusted his angle. Shifted his weight. Tilted his hips upward so the head of his cock pressed against her front wall, the internal surface that Rosalind had described once during a candid tutorial as “the spot most women don’t know about until someone with patience finds it.”

And he brought his hand between their bodies. Found her clit with his thumb. The swollen nub was easy to locate, prominent and slick, and he applied the pressure and rhythm he’d developed through months of learning each woman’s body. Steady circles. Moderate pressure. Consistent speed. Not the frantic rubbing that clients probably deployed. Patient, deliberate stimulation, taught by a professional and practiced on five women and understood that the clit was a conversation, not an argument.

The effect was immediate. And it was nothing like any previous effect.

Sable’s eyes widened. Not with pleasure. With shock. The circuit between his thumb on her clit and his cock angled against her front wall had found a new frequency, and the combined stimulation was producing a sensation she didn’t recognize. Her hips bucked, not the controlled grind of her work but an involuntary, desperate thrust that shoved her entire body up the bed by an inch. Her hands gripped the sheets with sudden urgency, fingers twisting into the fabric with enough force to pull the corners free.

“That’s…” She couldn’t finish. Her breathing had gone ragged, the slow in-out of relaxed intimacy replaced by quick, shallow gasps that suggested her body was experiencing something her mind hadn’t caught up with. Her eyes were wide. Not bedroom-lidded. Wide open. The expression of a woman encountering an unfamiliar landscape inside her own body.

He maintained the pressure. Thumb on her clit, circling with steady rhythm, his cock angled upward to hit the spot that Rosalind had been targeting in training sessions without success. The combination of internal and external stimulation was doing something to Sable that went beyond her usual orgasm pathway. Pressure was building. He could feel it in the way her pussy clenched around him in irregular, almost panicked contractions.

“What are you…” She started saying his name again, repeating it, and this time it wasn’t intimacy. It was loss of control. “Theron. Theron. I don’t know what’s… I can’t…” Her hips bucked again, harder. Her hands released the sheets and grabbed his arms, fingers digging into his biceps with enough force to bruise. “I can’t… it’s too much…”

He didn’t stop. His thumb kept its rhythm. His cock kept its angle. He watched her face transform from pleasure to alarm to something beyond both, an expression he’d never seen on her during personal nights or through the viewing niche during paid sessions. The expression of a body approaching a threshold it had never crossed.

Her thighs began to tremble. Not quiver. Shake. Full muscular tremors that ran from her hips to her knees and made the bed creak. She tried to close her legs, an instinctive defensive motion, and he didn’t let her. His free hand caught her thigh and held it open, maintaining access, maintaining pressure.

“Let go,” he said.

“I CAN’T. It’s going to… I feel like I’m going to…”

She couldn’t name it. She didn’t know what was building. In all her clients, all her sessions, all of Rosalind’s meticulous training, her body had never done this. She had orgasmed hundreds of times, some genuine, most performed, but this sensation wasn’t an orgasm approaching. It was bigger than an orgasm, a pressure building behind a dam that her body had never known existed.

“Let. Go.”

She did.

The orgasm tore through her with visible, physical force. Her back arched completely off the bed, her body forming a bow from shoulders to hips, her caramel skin sheened with sudden sweat. A sound ripped from her throat that was part scream, part sob, raw and shocked and utterly unlike any sound she’d ever made for money.

And she squirted.

A gush of clear fluid erupted from her pussy with startling force. It hit his hand, soaked his wrist, splattered across his stomach and the sheets beneath her. Her body convulsed, hips jerking, and a second pulse followed the first, more fluid, more force, her pussy clenching and releasing in rhythmic spasms that pumped the release out of her in waves.

The sheets went dark beneath her. His arm glistened. Her inner thighs were rivers. The sound was audible. Wet, rhythmic, involuntary.

She was still gushing when the second wave of orgasm hit. Not a separate orgasm but an extension of the first, a continuation that rebuilt while the squirting was still happening, driving her higher when she was already at the ceiling. More fluid erupted. Her body writhed, thrashing against the mattress with movements she couldn’t control, her hands tearing at the sheets, her head thrown back, screaming his name without any of the technique or calibration she’d been trained to employ.

This was not a professional performance. This was a woman’s body doing something it had never done, overwhelmed by a sensation it had no framework for, surrendering to a release that stripped away every learned behavior and left nothing but raw, naked, genuine response.

The squirting subsided. The orgasm didn’t. She pulsed and clenched and shook for another thirty seconds, tears streaming down her face, chest heaving, the wet sheets clinging to her caramel skin. When the last tremor faded, she lay flat on the bed, staring at the ceiling with an expression of absolute shock.

Her hands were still trembling when she reached down and touched the soaked sheets beneath her hips.

“What…” she whispered. “What WAS that?”

He showed her his glistening hand. Clear fluid dripping from his fingers, running down his wrist, catching the candlelight.

“You squirted.”

She stared at the evidence. Stared at the sheets. Stared at her own body, her inner thighs wet and gleaming, the sheets beneath her darkened with fluid. Her expression cycled through shock, disbelief, wonder, and then awe. The face of a woman discovering a room in her own house she’d never known existed.

“I’ve never…” She swallowed. Tried again. “In all the clients. All the sessions. Rosalind’s training. My first orgasm from a client was a milestone. I’ve been having them regularly since. But I’ve NEVER…” She touched the wet sheets again, as if confirming the reality of it. “Never this.”

“Only happens with the right kind of pressure,” he said. “And apparently, only when you’re with someone you trust enough to actually let go.”

The significance landed on her face in stages. She processed it the way she processed everything: quickly, thoroughly, with the sharp intelligence behind those warm eyes that everyone mistook for simple sweetness.

Hundreds of clients. Professional training from the best sex worker in Amoria. Her own practiced sexuality, built through months of dedication. And her body had never done this. Not once. Not ever.

Only with Theron. Only on a personal night. Only when the wooden bird was on the nightstand and the nightdress was on the floor and the door was closed and the word “personal” had been spoken and every defense she’d built for the world outside this room had been set aside.

Only when she stopped performing and started feeling.

She pulled him down to her. Kissed him with a ferocity that had nothing to do with technique and everything to do with gratitude and desire and the overwhelming realization that her body had been keeping a secret from her and had chosen this man, this room, this night to reveal it.

“Inside me,” she said against his mouth. “Now. Please. I need to feel you. I need something real inside me after… whatever that was. I need YOUR body. Not my body doing things I don’t understand. You. Real. Here.”

He entered her again. She was impossibly wet, the squirting having left her drenched beyond anything he’d experienced with any other woman, the sheets beneath her soaked through to the mattress, her inner thighs rivers of clear fluid that caught the candlelight. Every nerve ending was raw and open, sensitized beyond normal parameters by the orgasm that had just rewritten her understanding of what her body could do.

She gasped at the penetration. Not pain. The overwhelming sensation of being filled when everything was already at maximum sensitivity. Her eyes went wide, wide and reflecting the candle flame, and he felt the lingering contractions of her orgasm still rippling through her pussy as he slid in. Her inner walls gripped him with involuntary pulses, the muscles still firing in the aftershock pattern, each contraction squeezing him with a rhythm that was biological rather than deliberate.

She wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him deep. He thrust slowly, aware that she was already overstimulated, that every movement was sending shockwaves through a body that had just experienced something entirely new. But she didn’t want slow. She grabbed his hips and urged him faster, her nails scraping his skin, her pussy gripping him with desperate tightness, already climbing toward something she now knew her body was capable of.

She squirted again.

Not as dramatic as the first time. A smaller gush, triggered by the angle of his cock and the lingering sensitivity of her swollen clit, but clear and visible, soaking the already-drenched sheets further. Her body jerked with the force of it, her legs locking around him, and the orgasm that accompanied the second squirt was a full-body seizure of pleasure that made her throw her head back and scream into the pillow she’d pulled across her face.

He came inside her. The grip of her pulsing, squirting pussy was beyond anything he could resist, the rhythmic clenching milking his cock with an intensity that felt almost violent. He buried himself deep and released, and she was still gushing and trembling and sobbing when the last pulse of his orgasm faded.

They lay together in the aftermath. Soaked. The sheets would need changing. The mattress might need attention. They were both covered in her release, the clear fluid cooling on their skin, the room smelling of sex and salt and something clean and elemental.

Sable stared at the ceiling. Processing.

“Rosalind is going to lose her mind when she hears about this,” she said eventually. Her voice was hoarse. “She’s been trying to make me squirt during training for months. Different angles, different pressures, toys, fingers, everything.” A pause. “She’s going to be so frustrated.”

“This stays between us,” Theron said. He turned his head to look at her. “The personal significance of it, I mean. Not the act itself.”

She understood. The squirting was a physical event. The fact that it only happened with him, only on personal nights, only when the bird was on the nightstand and the performance was gone: that was the real revelation. That was private.

She rolled onto her side and reached for the nightstand. Picked up the wooden bird and held it against her chest, the faded paint and chipped beak warm from the candle’s proximity.

“You keep unlocking things in me I didn’t know existed,” she said. Her eyes were bright with unshed tears. Not sad tears. She’d grown up an orphan raised by a prostitute. She’d chosen sex work because it was the only path she could see. She’d built an entire identity around practiced performance and calibrated responses. And her body had been saving its most profound response for the one person she’d chosen to let all of that go for.

“First you made me a lover instead of just a worker. Now this.” She held the bird tighter. “What’s next?”

He didn’t answer. Just pulled her against him and held her. Both of them covered in her release, the sheets ruined, the candle burning low.

The wooden bird rested between their chests. Faded paint. Chipped beak.

Sable fell asleep in his arms, her curls spread across his chest. The tension left her body. She slept like a woman who’d discovered something no client could buy and no training could teach.


Chapter 9: The Proposal

Elara’s night.

She came to bed wearing nothing but his old tunic, the hem falling to mid-thigh, the collar hanging loose around her slender shoulders. She’d stolen it from his wardrobe weeks ago and refused to give it back. “It smells like you,” she’d said. “Why would I wear my own clothes when yours smell like you?”

The logic was unassailable.

She climbed into bed beside him, settling against his chest with easy familiarity. She’d been falling asleep in this position for nearly a year. Her honey-blonde hair was loose, spread across his shoulder in golden waves that caught the candlelight. At fourteen weeks, her belly had changed. Nothing like the enormous globe Maren had carried at the end. But there. A gentle curve below her navel. A rounding. A presence.

Their child.

She took his hand and placed it on the bump. Warm skin, tight and smooth. He spread his fingers and felt the firmness beneath, the subtle architecture of a body remaking itself around a new life.

“There’s a person in here,” she said. She said it often. Each time with the same quiet wonder, as if the fact kept surprising her despite months of evidence. “Our person.”

“Our person,” he repeated.

They’d made love earlier. Slow, gentle, the kind that Elara preferred when the day had been long and her back ached from the growing weight up front. He’d taken her from the side, spooned against her, his cock sliding into her wet pussy while his hand cupped her swollen breast and his mouth traced the line of her neck. She’d cum quietly, a rolling wave of pleasure that made her pussy clench around him in soft, rhythmic pulses, and she’d whispered “I love you” the way she always whispered it: like a fact she needed to restate daily because the alternative was letting the world forget.

Now they lay in the aftermath. His cum still inside her. She’d never let him pull out. Not once, in all the months since their first time. Even pregnant, even with the breeding talk transformed from fantasy to reality, she insisted. “Habit,” she said. “Devotion,” she meant. “Need,” she left unspoken.

“I’ve been thinking about something,” she said.

“What’s that?”

“What happens when the baby comes.” Her cornflower-blue eyes found his in the candlelight. Wide and luminous. Those Bambi eyes that had first made him stare across the tavern floor, the innocent doe gaze that had evolved from shy curiosity to confident sexuality to this, steady warmth. She knew exactly what she wanted and had spent a year getting it. “Where do we put a crib? Do we move rooms? Does the schedule change?”

“We’ll figure it out.”

“I know we will. We figure everything out. Celia consults the ledger and Mirelle cooks something and Rosalind says something blunt and we figure it out.” She paused. Rolled onto her back, her small pregnant belly rising like a gentle hill between them. The tunic had ridden up, exposing the curve. She placed both hands on it.

“But that’s the logistics. I’m asking about the other thing.” She turned her head to look at him. “I know I’m first. I know I’m favorite. You’ve told me a hundred times and I believe you every time. But sometimes, at three in the morning, when I can’t sleep because your baby is pressing on my bladder and through the wall I can hear Celia masturbating and through the other wall I can hear Mirelle sighing in her sleep and somewhere downstairs Rosalind is finishing a late client…” She trailed off. Gathered the thought again.

“I wonder what I am. Your girlfriend? Your employee? Your…” She couldn’t find the word. It didn’t exist. There was no word in any language she knew for a pregnant woman who shared a man with her sister, their mother, a widow, and two professional sex workers in a medieval tavern that was also a licensed trading post with a gloryhole.

“Your what?” she asked. “What am I, Theron?”

He sat up.

The motion was sudden enough that she looked at him with alarm, propping herself on her elbows, the tunic falling further off one shoulder. He turned to face her fully. Looked at her.

Honey-blonde hair spread on the pillow. Cornflower-blue eyes wide and questioning and trusting and open in a way that no other woman in his household could match. The slight roundness of their child between them, a fact of flesh and biology that had started as dirty talk and become the most real thing in his life. The girl he’d deflowered in a narrow bed in this same room, months ago, when she was shaking and he was shaking and neither of them knew what they were doing. The girl who said “I love you” first. The girl who sat on customers’ laps for five-sovereign tips and never complained. The girl who watched through viewing niches and giggled and served ale with the same sunny disposition she’d had before any of this started.

She was first. She was favorite. She was the reason the harem existed, because without her, without the love that started it all, the rest was just commerce and lust.

“Marry me,” he said.

She stared.

The word hung in the room like a struck bell, reverberating in the silence between them. The candle flickered. Somewhere outside, a drunk was singing. Somewhere in the Stag, a board creaked. The ordinary sounds of a world that had no idea the most important question in Theron Ashwick’s life had just been asked.

“What?” Her voice was tiny.

“Marry me. At the Temple of Venara. Seraphine officiating. You’ll be my wife.” He took her hand. Her fingers were trembling. His were steady for the first time in weeks. “First and forever. Not instead of anyone. Everyone stays. Nothing changes. But you’ll have my name. Our child will have my name. And when I’m eighty and this tavern is run by our grandchildren, the headstone will say Elara Ashwick, not Elara the tavern girl who used to sit on customers’ laps for tips.”

She was crying before he finished. The full ugly cry, the kind that twisted her face and made her nose run and required both hands pressed against her mouth to contain the sound. She sat up and the tunic slid off one shoulder and her pregnant belly pressed between them and she was sobbing and laughing and making a sound that was neither and both.

“Yes,” she managed through the noise. “God, yes. YES.”

She threw herself against his chest. Her arms around his neck, her face buried in the hollow of his throat, her entire body shaking with the force of an emotion she’d clearly been holding at bay for months. The question she’d asked three minutes ago, the “what am I,” had been the prelude. She’d been waiting. Just waiting for him to arrive at the answer she’d known was coming since the first time he’d looked at her across the tavern and seen something worth fighting for.

He held her while she cried. His hand on her back, the other on her belly. Their child between them, insulated by love and tears and the warmth of two people who’d found each other in the least likely place in the world.

When the tears subsided enough for coherent speech, she pulled back and looked at him. Her eyes were red-rimmed and swollen, her cheeks blotchy, her nose running. She looked beautiful.

“Mrs. Ashwick,” she said. Testing it. The words on her tongue like the first taste of an expensive wine. “Mrs. Elara Ashwick.”

“That’s you.”

“That’s me.” She laughed. Wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. “That’s ME.”

She kissed him. Tasting like salt and honey and fierce joy. She’d just been given the only thing she’d ever actually wanted. Not the orgasms, not the harem, not the viewing niche or the breeding or the tavern. The word. The name. The permanence.

“Again,” she whispered against his mouth. “Make love to me again. As my fiance. As my future husband.”

He laid her back down on the pillows. Lifted the tunic over her head. Her body beneath, changed by pregnancy in ways that made her more beautiful every day. The breasts that had been small and perky at 32B were now fuller, swollen by hormones, a genuine C-cup now with darkened nipples that were so sensitive she gasped when he brushed them with his thumb. The belly, round and firm and undeniable at fourteen weeks. The hips that had widened slightly. The golden hair between her legs, trimmed and neat.

He kissed her belly. The baby kicked against his lips and they both laughed, the sound dissolving as he kissed lower, tracing a line down the taut skin below her navel, over the faint trail of golden hair, and then between her thighs where the heat of her was already waiting for him.

She was soaked. Pregnancy hormones and the emotional surge of the proposal had turned her arousal into something almost liquid, her swollen pussy glistening in the candlelight, the outer lips puffy and flushed from the increased blood flow that made everything below her waist operate at heightened sensitivity. His tongue found her clit and she jerked, her hands flying to his hair, the gasp that left her sharp enough to cut glass.

He licked her slowly. Deliberately. Not the urgent devouring of their regular sessions but something measured and reverent, each stroke of his tongue a declaration. The flat of his tongue pressing against her swollen clit, then circling, then pressing again. She was shaking before a full minute had passed, the pregnancy sensitivity transforming contact that would have been foreplay six months ago into a direct assault on her nervous system.

“Husband,” she whispered. The word coming out raw and wondering, as if saying it while his mouth was on her pussy gave it a weight that the proposal alone hadn’t achieved. “My husband. You’re my… oh god…”

She came from his mouth with a cry that she pressed into her own forearm, her hips lifting off the bed, her pregnant belly trembling with the force of the orgasm that rippled through her. Her pussy pulsed against his lips, the contractions visible, her thighs clamping around his head as the pleasure crested and held and crested again. He tasted her through it, the familiar taste of Elara’s arousal that he’d learned months ago and that pregnancy had made richer, warmer, more abundant. She whispered “husband” over and over through the aftershocks, the word becoming a prayer she’d been practicing in secret.

He kissed the inside of her trembling thigh. Kissed his way back up over her belly, pausing at the swell where their child lived, pressing his lips against the warm skin. Then higher. To her swollen breasts, each nipple darkened and sensitive enough that a breath across them made her shiver. He took one into his mouth, gently, and she arched into the contact with a whimper.

Then he was between her thighs, the head of his cock nudging against her entrance, and she reached down with both hands and guided him in. Face to face. Her legs wrapping around his waist, her arms circling his neck, the belly requiring careful navigation that they’d mapped together over weeks of learning what her changing body needed.

He slid into her. Slowly. Feeling every inch of the warm, wet grip that pregnancy had altered into something simultaneously familiar and new. Tighter from the increased blood flow, her swollen walls hugging his shaft with a pressure that was different from before. Deeper, because the angle they’d found let him reach a place that made her breath catch and her eyes widen every time, the internal geography shifted by the baby’s presence so that new spots responded to his cock that hadn’t existed six months ago.

She gasped when he bottomed out. Her fingers dug into the back of his neck. Her eyes locked onto his, wide and wet, and she held his gaze fiercely. She wanted to see his face while he was inside her, needed the eye contact to make the sex mean what the proposal had meant, required both simultaneously to believe that this was real.

Not fucking. Making love. For once, the distinction mattered.

He moved inside her with deliberate patience, nowhere to be and nothing to prove. Slower than the urgent pounding of their first time, slower than the frantic breeding sessions. A pace that let each stroke register fully, his cock withdrawing until only the tip remained inside her, then pressing deep in a long, unhurried push that filled her completely and made her breath leave her in a sustained exhale that carried his name.

Every thrust was deliberate. Every breath shared. Her pregnant belly between them, the baby shifting occasionally, a rolling internal movement that neither of them acknowledged because this moment belonged to the two of them and the baby would have a lifetime of moments that were theirs.

Her pussy gripped him with each stroke. The slow rhythm letting her feel every ridge of his shaft, the swollen walls squeezing and releasing in a cadence that matched their breathing. She pulled him closer with her legs, tilting her hips, adjusting the angle until each thrust pressed against the spot that made her gasp and clench and whisper things that were too quiet to be words but too purposeful to be sounds.

She came first. A long, rolling orgasm that was nothing like the sharp, screaming peaks of their earlier nights. This one built like a tide and crested without violence and sustained itself for a duration that made every frantic fuck they’d ever had feel like a rehearsal for this moment. Her pussy clenched around him in slow, powerful waves, each contraction gripping his cock with a pressure that was almost gentle in its strength. Her face crumpled into the same expression she’d worn moments ago when she’d said yes. Tears and pleasure indistinguishable. Her whole body trembling against his, her arms locked around his neck, her forehead pressed to his.

“I love you,” she said through it. Through the orgasm and the tears and the trembling that a woman’s body produces when it has been claimed completely by pleasure and emotion in equal measure. “I love you. I’m yours. I’m Mrs. Ashwick. I’m yours.”

He followed her over the edge. The slow, rhythmic clenching of her orgasm drew his release from him with the inevitability of a current carrying a ship to shore. He buried himself deep, his cock pulsing inside his future wife, filling her with warm, thick spurts that she received with her legs pulling him deeper, her hands gripping his back, her pussy milking every drop with contractions that went on long after his orgasm had subsided.

The breeding instinct that had driven their sex life from the beginning was now satisfied and surpassed. This wasn’t about making a baby. The baby was already made. This was about the commitment that came after. The name. The ring. The forever. His seed inside the woman he was going to marry, in the body carrying his child, in the room where everything had started, and the act felt less like sex and more like a vow spoken in the only language that had ever been entirely honest between them.

They lay together, breathing. His hand on her belly. His cum inside her. His ring finger noticeably bare and soon to be rectified.

“We should tell everyone,” she said. “Mama first. Then Celia.”

“In the morning.”

“In the morning.” She curled against him. Sleepy. Satisfied. Engaged. “Theron?”

“Yeah?”

“When you’re eighty and the tavern is run by our grandchildren… I’m still going to make you cum inside me every night.”

He laughed. She laughed. The laughter was quiet and warm and theirs.

Morning came with the speed of a world that didn’t care about proposals.

Elara told Mirelle at breakfast. Standing in the kitchen, still in Theron’s tunic, her pregnant belly visible beneath the hem, she said the words with the same bright, sunny certainty she’d always applied to everything: “Mama. Theron asked me to marry him. I said yes.”

Mirelle’s reaction arrived in layers. The first layer was joy: her youngest daughter, the cheerful one, the light of the household, was getting married. The second layer was pride: Theron was a good man, a responsible employer, a genuinely caring partner despite the objectively insane circumstances. The third layer was the one she couldn’t name: her employer was marrying her youngest daughter while also fucking her eldest daughter and also fucking her, their mother, and also running a business that employed professional sex workers, and the goddess of fertility apparently approved of the whole arrangement.

She processed for exactly ten seconds. Her hazel eyes filled with tears. She pulled Elara into a hug that pressed the younger woman’s face into the canyon of her enormous bare breasts.

“What am I going to wear?” Mirelle said.

Elara laughed, muffled by cleavage.

Celia heard the news standing at her ledger, pen in hand, purple dress immaculate, dark hair in its severe bun. She went still. The pen stopped moving. Her grey-blue eyes fixed on Elara with an expression that contained entire geological ages of emotion compressed into a few seconds.

Then she spoke.

“I gave you my ASS first,” Celia said, “and she gets the RING?”

Silence. Profound, total silence. Mirelle’s eyes went wide. Elara’s mouth opened. Theron stopped breathing.

Then something happened that nobody in the room, including Celia herself, had anticipated. Celia smiled. An actual smile. Warm and genuine and reaching her eyes in a way that made her look, for the first time in her life, like a woman at peace with her place in the world.

“You deserve it, Elara,” she said. “You actually, genuinely deserve it.”

She crossed the room and hugged her sister. The first genuine embrace between them that anyone could remember. Elara’s arms around Celia’s narrow shoulders. Celia’s face in Elara’s honey-blonde hair. Two sisters who’d fought and competed and judged and watched each other through cracked doors, holding each other in the kitchen where their mother cooked topless and their employer-lover-father-of-their-children stood behind the bar and watched understanding, finally, that he’d built something worth keeping.

Celia pulled away. Composed herself. Straightened her dress. Then pulled Theron aside, out of earshot of the kitchen.

“This doesn’t change anything,” she said. Her voice was low, intense, stripped of the smile she’d shown Elara. “I’m still yours. The ring doesn’t make me less.”

“You’re permanent, Celia. You’ve been permanent since the night you demanded I fuck you.”

“Good.” She held his gaze. Then, with the quiet calculation of a woman deploying information at maximum strategic impact: “Also. I’m late. Two weeks. I think I’m pregnant.”

The words landed like a second proposal. His face must have shown something, because Celia’s expression shifted from fierce to vulnerable for a fraction of a second before the walls rebuilt.

“I was going to tell you when I was sure,” she continued. “But since we’re being emotionally honest today… I think your baby is inside me.”

Three women. Three pregnancies. Or two confirmed and one strongly suspected. Elara at fourteen weeks. Maren postpartum with a newborn. Celia at two weeks, maybe. The empire of flesh he’d built was producing heirs whether he’d planned it or not.

“The household absorbs the news,” Celia added, because she could see him processing and Celia hated watching people process slowly. “Wedding AND Celia possibly pregnant. I’ve already drafted the announcement memo.”

“You’ve drafted a memo.”

“I draft memos for everything. Organization is not optional.”

Maren arrived with the baby during lunch, responding to the news with philosophical amusement. She’d seen everything. This situation was merely above average on the absurdity scale. She sat in the kitchen with the infant on her massive breast, nursing openly, copper hair loose, and laughed.

“This household,” she said. “Dane would have loved this. He’d have proposed to all of you simultaneously and somehow made it work.”

“He sounds exhausting,” Celia said.

“He was magnificent. And exhausting. And dead.” Maren looked at Theron with her emerald eyes, the hungry stare softened today by contentment she rarely showed in public. “You’re better. You’re alive, and you’re doing the one thing Dane never managed.”

“What’s that?”

“Making it official.” She shifted the baby to her other breast. “Dane had six women and married none of them. You have six women and you’re marrying the right one. That’s not luck. That’s wisdom.”

The household spent the rest of the day in a state of productive chaos that the Stag had never previously experienced and that Celia was attempting to manage ferociously, because unmanaged chaos was a personal insult to Celia.

Celia took charge of logistics, because Celia took charge of everything, including things that hadn’t been assigned to her and things that didn’t technically require charging. Within two hours of the announcement she’d produced a preliminary wedding timeline, a venue assessment document comparing the Temple of Venara to three alternative locations she’d considered and rejected, and a budget that accounted for dresses, food, wine, ceremony fees, guest logistics, and a line item labeled “contingency fund for emotional incidents” that she’d priced at fifty sovereigns.

“What are emotional incidents?” Theron asked.

“Mama crying. Which she will do. Frequently. At volume. I’ve budgeted for replacement handkerchiefs and one bottle of restorative elven wine.” She paused. “Also, I’m allotting thirty sovereigns for a backup dress in case Mama’s crying causes structural failure of the sheer panels on her celebration outfit. The probability is non-trivial.”

Elara floated through the tavern with a glow that made her pregnancy radiance look dim by comparison. Every customer who walked in was informed of the engagement. Every adventurer received the news with the warmth that Elara’s sunshine disposition always provoked. Several C-ranks offered to provide security for the wedding. A D-rank offered to clear monsters from the route to the Temple, which was unnecessary given that the route was a paved city street, but the gesture was appreciated.

Mirelle cooked elaborate meals and cried intermittently and cooked more and cried more, the two activities running on parallel tracks that occasionally intersected when she sobbed into a sauce and had to start it over. Rosalind emerged from the back room between clients to offer congratulations and practical advice about wedding-night stamina that nobody had asked for and everyone was grateful to receive.

Mrs. Ashwick. He was still getting used to the sound of it.


Chapter 10: Wedding Planning and Revelations

Lysa’s dress shop smelled like silk and beeswax and the faint resinous incense that clung to everything the half-elf touched. The bolts of fabric lining the walls caught the afternoon light through tall windows, and the entire space hummed with eighty years of mastery humming through every thread and surface.

Elara stood in the center of the fitting area, arms slightly raised, while Lysa circled her with a measuring tape and the focused expression of an artist confronting her most interesting commission.

“I’ve made hundreds of dresses,” Lysa said, her musical alto precise and pleased. She wrapped the tape around Elara’s belly, now visible at fifteen weeks, a firm round swell beneath the simple shift she’d worn for the fitting. “Hundreds. For merchants’ wives, for adventurers’ lovers, for prostitutes, for priestesses, for the Duchess herself on two occasions. But I have never made a wedding dress for a pregnant bride marrying into a harem.” She noted the measurement with a nod. “This is artistically fascinating.”

“Is that a compliment?” Elara asked.

“It’s the highest compliment I give.” Lysa’s violet-blue eyes gleamed with creative energy. Her silver-blonde hair was braided with typical elven exactness, not a strand out of place, and she moved around Elara with effortless grace, eighty years of practice in every step. “The dress will be white silk. Venara’s green at the hem and bodice. Embroidered accents, not painted. The waist will expand for your growth. Hidden hooks rather than laces, because I suspect you’ll want to be out of it quickly.”

“That’s not…” Elara started, blushing that shade of pink that started at her cheeks and spread down her neck and chest. After everything she’d done in the last year, she could still blush at a half-elf seamstress.

“I’m not asking why,” Lysa said with a smile that contained eighty years of amusement. “I’m telling you I’ve already designed the mechanism. You’re welcome.”

The household had arrived in force for the fitting. Mirelle sat in the corner with a cup of Seraphine’s herbal honey tea, topless beneath a loose wrap she’d thrown on as a concession to leaving the tavern. Her 38DD breasts strained against the fabric, which she’d already loosened twice since sitting down. At her feet, a bag of fabrics and thread she’d brought for mending, because Mirelle did not sit idle regardless of the occasion.

Celia stood by the window with her ledger, having insisted on attending to “supervise the expenditure.” She wore her midnight purple dress, hair in its severe bun, grey-blue eyes tracking every measurement Lysa took with the same analytical intensity she applied to profit projections. She had not yet told the household about her pregnancy. She held the secret beneath her still-flat stomach and her impeccable posture, waiting for the right moment.

Maren had come without the baby, leaving him with Orin. She sat on a cushioned stool with the careful movements of a woman still adjusting to postpartum proportions. Her enormous breasts, heavy with milk, strained against a nursing-friendly dress that featured strategic buttons down the front. She’d leaked through the left side already and didn’t seem to care.

Sable stood beside Elara, watching the fitting with wide amber eyes. She wore a simple cotton dress that showed off her caramel skin and wild dark curls, the wooden bird figurine tucked into the pocket of her skirt. She’d been appointed maid of honor, a title that left her stunned. She’d never been anyone’s first choice for something that didn’t involve a gloryhole.

Rosalind had stayed at the Stag to manage operations, which she’d accepted with characteristic pragmatism: “Someone has to keep the cocks serviced while you lot play dress-up.”

Lysa finished Elara’s measurements and moved to her workbench, where she began sketching the dress with quick, confident strokes. The design took shape on parchment: a flowing gown with structured bodice, empire waist that would accommodate a growing belly, low neckline that paid appropriate tribute to the bride’s enhanced pregnancy cleavage, and hem embroidered with vine patterns in Venara’s sacred green.

“Beautiful,” Elara whispered, looking at the sketch.

“You will be,” Lysa said. “The dress is just the frame.”

Now the celebration outfits. Lysa turned to the rest of the household with measuring tape in hand and an expression that said group commissions were the pinnacle of her craft.

Mirelle first. She stood and let the wrap fall, because Mirelle had stopped pretending weeks ago. Her massive breasts hung free, swaying as Lysa circled her with the tape. The half-elf’s violet eyes traveled over Mirelle’s body with professional appreciation.

“Wine-red,” Lysa declared. “Silk, with strategically placed sheer panels.” She held a swatch of crimson fabric against Mirelle’s skin. “Here, here, and here. The panels reveal your breasts through the fabric without technically displaying them. Though given your current dress code at the tavern, I’m not sure why we’re bothering with panels.”

“Appearances at weddings matter,” Mirelle said with serene dignity. “Even mine.”

“The sheer panels are actually the MOST modest thing I’ve worn in weeks,” she added to Celia, who was recording the cost.

“I’m aware,” Celia said. “I’ve been tracking your clothing reduction rate. The trend line suggests complete nudity by midsummer.”

Celia’s outfit: midnight purple, structured corset with decorative lacing that echoed the leather cords on her nightstand, high slit on the left side. She ran her fingers over the corset lacing on the sketch and her eyes flickered with private amusement that nobody except Theron would understand.

Maren: a copper-toned dress that would complement her red hair, with a front opening designed for breastfeeding. Practical and beautiful, like Maren herself. “I’ll be nursing during the ceremony,” she said flatly. “The baby doesn’t care about vows.”

Sable: emerald green. Fitted, simple, elegant. The color set against her caramel skin with stunning effect. She stood beside Elara in the mirror and the two of them, bride and maid of honor, looked like something from a painting. The honey-blonde pregnant bride and the dark-curled exotic beauty. Two young women who’d met as strangers in a tavern and become something closer than sisters.

“I never thought I’d be maid of honor at anyone’s wedding,” Sable said quietly. “I never thought I’d have friends at all.”

Elara took her hand. “You’re not just a friend. You’re family. The kind we chose.”

Sable reached into her pocket and pulled out the wooden bird. Faded paint. Chipped beak. She held it up.

“My mother gave it to me before she died. It’s the only thing I have from her. I bring it everywhere that matters.” She looked at the bird, then at Elara, then at the mirror where they stood together. “This matters.”

Lysa calculated the total. Two hundred sovereigns for five celebration outfits plus the wedding dress. “The most expensive order I’ve ever filled,” she said with satisfaction. “And the most fun.”

Celia recorded the expense and noted it under “business presentation materials” in the ledger, because Celia’s accounting categories were creative when they needed to be.

From Lysa’s shop, Theron and Elara went to the Temple of Venara. The cloister courtyard was peaceful in the afternoon light, Venara’s copulating statue presiding with eternal enthusiasm over the fountain. Seraphine met them at the entrance to the birthing chamber, though today they weren’t here for birth.

“You want me to officiate,” Seraphine said before they could ask. The elderly priestess’s lined face was warm with a smile that suggested she’d been expecting this visit.

“If you would,” Theron said.

“Venara delights in unions born from genuine love. That your household is…” She paused, choosing her words with the care of a diplomat. “Unconventional… only makes it more interesting to the goddess.” She led them into the cloister, where the Five Graces portraits watched from the chamber doorways. “The ceremony will be here. In the courtyard. Near the statue.”

“Near the statue of Venara having sex with Valdros,” Elara said.

“Near the statue of divine love in its most honest expression,” Seraphine corrected gently. “Venara does not distinguish between sacred and sexual. Neither should a wedding.”

The ceremony was planned. Three weeks out. Time for Lysa to finish the dresses. Time for the household to prepare. Time for the Stag to be decorated. Time for everything to come together.

On the way back, Theron stopped at the Cathedral of Valdros. Father Aldric was on the steps, enjoying the afternoon sun radiating serene smugness, convinced as always that his presence improved the architecture.

“Father,” Theron said. “We’re getting married.”

Aldric’s face underwent a complex journey. Surprise. Curiosity. The dawning realization that he was not being asked to officiate. The faintest twitch of relief, quickly masked by a performance of offense.

“At the Temple of that fertility harlot, I suppose,” Aldric said, his deep baritone dripping with professional disdain. “Valdros would never approve of such a union. The institution of marriage is a sacred bond before the God of Endurance, not a… fertility celebration.”

“You’re welcome to attend as a guest.”

“I shall attend. To observe. And to silently disapprove.” He adjusted his clerical collar the way he always did, piety worn like armor that needed its straps checked. “Though I note that Valdros himself was, according to the more obscure liturgical texts, married seven times. The Church doesn’t publicize this. For obvious reasons.”

“Seven times?”

“Seven. Three simultaneously. The texts are vague on the details, which is unusual for texts that are otherwise exhaustive on the subject of suffering.” His brown eyes, which had been judgmental in public and lustful in private for as long as Theron had known him, flickered with something that might have been genuine warmth buried beneath decades of hypocrisy. “Congratulations, boy. Your father would be… confused. But perhaps proud. He was always confused. The pride would have been new.”

Aldric retreated into the cathedral. His weekly session with Rosalind was in two days. His sermon on Sunday would probably address the sanctity of traditional marriage loudly enough to drown out the memory of what happened in the confession booth every week. The confession booth would smell like Rosalind’s perfume and Aldric’s guilt. The cycle continued, eternal and absurd.

That evening, two more pieces of the puzzle fell into place.

The first was Celia.

She returned from the Temple of Venara, where she’d gone alone, claiming errands. She walked into the Stag with the controlled stride of a woman carrying information she intended to deploy with surgical timing. She found Theron behind the bar.

“Seraphine confirmed it,” Celia said. “Six weeks. I’m pregnant.”

She said it the way she said everything: plainly, efficiently, with the expectation that the recipient would process the information at her pace or be left behind.

“The mission is accomplished,” she continued. “Persistence and optimized scheduling have produced results. I reorganized your inventory system in three days and my womb in six weeks. I told you I was efficient.”

He pulled her into a hug. She went rigid for one second, then softened. Her face pressed into his chest.

“I told you,” she whispered. “I said that orgasm rearranged my organs. I was right.”

“You were right.”

“I’m always right.” Her voice cracked, just slightly. Just enough. “We’re having a baby.”

He held her. The cold sister. The driven one. The woman who’d spent years being jealous and angry and certain she was better than everyone else. Pregnant with his child. Getting tied up twice a week and edging toward a peace she’d never expected to find. Going on dinner dates with a ranger who brought wildflowers from a haunted forest. Organizing his wedding to her sister with a seating chart that accounted for gloryhole logistics.

Celia was a lot of things. But simple had never been one of them.

The second piece arrived thirty minutes later. Mirelle found Theron in the hallway outside his room. She was in her skirt and nothing else, her 38DD breasts bare, her chestnut hair loose around her shoulders. The silver streaks caught the lamplight.

“My youngest daughter is marrying you,” she said. Her hazel eyes were steady. Warm. Complex. “My eldest is carrying your child. You fuck me every other night. And I…”

She paused. Her hand moved to her stomach. The gesture was unconscious, her body telling her something her mind was still processing.

“I’ve been nauseous for three mornings,” she said. “And my breasts are more tender than usual, which is saying something given that they’re already the most conspicuous objects in the building.” She looked at him with the pragmatic calm of a thirty-eight-year-old woman who’d been here before but not for eight years and not with this man. “I think you’ve completed the set.”

Three women. Elara at fifteen weeks. Celia at six weeks confirmed. Mirelle at… however many days it took to produce nausea and breast tenderness and that look Mirelle got when her body told her something she already suspected.

“You’ll need to see Seraphine,” he said.

“Next week. I want to be sure before I announce it.” She smiled. The warm smile that had evolved from suppressed longing to satisfied confidence over the course of these months. “But I’m sure. I know what pregnancy feels like. And this” she pressed her palm flat against her stomach “feels like you.”

She kissed him. Briefly. Then walked back downstairs, topless and potentially pregnant and humming a song he didn’t recognize.

Theron stood in the hallway and did math. Elara: fifteen weeks. Celia: six weeks. Mirelle: maybe three weeks. Maren: postpartum with a newborn. That was four women either pregnant or recently birthed, all by him, except Maren’s baby which might be Orin’s but nobody cared.

He was nineteen years old. Twenty soon.

His father had one child and drank himself into a canal.

The math was not comparable.

The next morning, he found Orin at the supply delivery. The young man was loading Velmoor-bound vegetables onto the cart with the rote efficiency of someone who’d made the trip dozens of times.

“I need a best man,” Theron said.

Orin looked up. His brown eyes, which had once been furtive and guilty when looking at Maren, were now calm and warm and sure. He’d grown up in the Stag’s orbit. The boy who paid a prostitute to roleplay as his godmother was now the man who drove a trade route every five days and held his godmother’s hand during childbirth and slept in her bed without shame.

“You want me to stand beside you,” Orin said, “while you marry a girl, when I’m sleeping with my godmother, who is also sleeping with you, and the woman you’re marrying is pregnant, and so is her sister, and possibly their mother.” He paused. Considered. “And I might be the father of my godmother’s latest baby. And the city guard captain is going to be there. And a half-elf seamstress. And a priest who gets blown by a prostitute every Sunday.”

“That’s the situation, yes.”

“Yeah.” Orin tied down the last crate with a knot that looked like it could survive a hurricane. “I’ll do it.”

“Thank you.”

“What are friends for? Besides the obvious.” He climbed onto the cart. “I’ll be back from Velmoor by Thursday. Try not to get anyone else pregnant while I’m gone.”

“No promises.”

Orin drove off. The cart rattled down Provision Lane, laden with carrots and onions and the improbable cargo of a life that had evolved beyond all reasonable prediction.

Captain Wrenfeld was easier. Theron found him at the Stag during his off-duty visit, the ten-man guard force’s commander nursing an ale wearing the weary satisfaction of another day keeping peace in a city that actively resisted it.

“Free ale at the reception?” Wrenfeld asked when informed.

“As much as the Watch can drink.”

“I’ll bring the whole force. Consider it security detail.” He raised his mug. “Congratulations, lad. I’ve seen a lot of things in this city. Your tavern is the strangest and the best. Don’t let anyone tell you different.”

Three weeks until the wedding. The household had mobilized. Lysa was sewing, Seraphine preparing the temple, Aldric sulking in his cathedral. Mirelle was almost certainly pregnant, Celia definitely was, and Elara glowed with a radiance that outshone all of them.

The empire was preparing for its coronation.


Chapter 11: Mirelle Confirmed

Seraphine’s hands were warm and dry and certain.

She pressed them flat against Mirelle’s bare stomach in the Temple’s examination room, the same room where she’d confirmed Maren’s pregnancy, then Elara’s, then Celia’s. The elderly priestess had been delivering babies and reading bellies in Amoria for forty years. Her fingers knew the difference between bloating and blessing before any other sign could confirm it.

“Three weeks,” Seraphine said. “Perhaps four. Too early for heartbeat sounds, but the signs are clear.” She lifted her hands and wiped them on a cloth with the efficiency of ten thousand repetitions. “Congratulations, Mirelle. You’re pregnant.”

Mirelle sat on the examination table in her skirt and nothing else. She hadn’t bothered with a top for the walk to the Temple. A light wrap thrown over her shoulders served as concession to the morning air, but she’d shrugged it off the moment she entered the birthing chamber, because Mirelle had stopped performing modesty months ago and the effort of maintaining it for strangers felt more dishonest than her bare chest.

Her 38DD breasts rested heavily against her ribcage, the faintest new fullness already visible if you knew where to look. Darker nipples. A subtle swelling beneath the existing abundance. The signs she’d recognized in herself before any priestess could confirm them: nausea at dawn, breast tenderness that made even the brush of bedsheets uncomfortable, and a certainty in her bones that she’d carried three times before and recognized the way a sailor recognized the approaching change of the tide.

“I knew,” Mirelle said. Not boasting. Stating fact. “I’ve been here before.”

“Not in a long time,” Seraphine said gently.

“Eight years, four months, and approximately twelve days since anyone touched me. Before Theron.” Mirelle’s hazel eyes were steady. Warm. The pragmatism that defined her wired through every word. “I waited all that time for someone to touch me properly. Months more for him to put something in me that stuck. I’m happy, Seraphine. Don’t give me the concerned-grandmother look.”

Seraphine laughed. The sound was like wood crackling in a hearth. “I’m not concerned. Venara blesses fertility. Every pregnancy in your household delights her. I merely want to ensure you understand the physical realities. You’re thirty-eight. This pregnancy will require more monitoring than your earlier ones.”

“I’m aware. I’m also tougher than my earlier ones made me.”

The priestess nodded. Recorded the pregnancy in her ledger. One more entry in a growing column that listed the Stag’s household contributions to Amoria’s population.

“Shall I tell you the prayer considerations for when the time comes?”

“Matria,” Mirelle said immediately. No hesitation. No calculation. She’d already thought this through during the walk to the Temple, during the examination, during the three weeks of nausea that had confirmed what she already knew. “Matria always accepts. I’m not a maiden, not a prostitute, not a bride. Matria accepts any pregnant woman regardless of circumstances. I’m not gambling with my baby’s birth on whether Ardena thinks I’m slutty enough.”

“You serve ale topless with dried semen on your chest,” Seraphine said mildly. Her lined face was entirely neutral. The observation was medical rather than moral. “I suspect Ardena, Grace of Passion and Lust, would accept you without hesitation. Possibly with enthusiasm.”

“Matria,” Mirelle repeated. “Safe choice. Practical. I’ve spent thirty-eight years being practical and I’m not stopping now just because I’ve also started being topless.”

“Practical is your middle name.”

“My middle name is Loren. But practical works. Loren is for official documents. Practical is for everything else.” She paused. “Also, I’d like to schedule the birth for a Tuesday. Tuesdays are slow at the tavern. Celia can cover the floor.”

“Babies don’t schedule,” Seraphine reminded her.

“This baby will. It’s Theron’s baby. Theron’s babies will be organized. I’ll make sure of it.”

Seraphine’s expression suggested she’d heard this particular brand of maternal optimism before and found it consistently charming and consistently incorrect.

She left the Temple with the wrap thrown loosely over her shoulders and the certainty settling into her body like bedrock. Three weeks along. Theron’s child. There was no ambiguity. No “could be either” like Maren’s situation. Mirelle hadn’t been with another man before Theron, and she hadn’t been with another man since. This baby was his. Full stop.

The walk back to the Stag took twelve minutes. She spent seven of them humming a song she hadn’t thought about in twenty years, something from her village, something her mother used to sing while hanging laundry. The other five minutes she spent cataloguing the practical adjustments: maternity dresses from Lysa, dietary changes, reduced heavy lifting for the later months, scheduling modifications for the nightly rotation.

The rotation. She almost laughed. Theron was nineteen, nearly twenty, and he had a formalized sexual schedule managed by a ledger-obsessed woman who was also pregnant with his child. The absurdity was complete. And somehow, in its completeness, it had circled back around to a kind of normalcy that felt more honest than anything she’d experienced in a decade.

She arrived at the Stag as the morning shift was starting. Elara was behind the bar, her fifteen-week belly visible beneath a fitted dress that customers had started touching with proprietary affection, as if the tavern’s pregnant bride-to-be belonged to all of them. Celia sat at her usual spot near the ledger, pen in hand, purple dress immaculate, hiding her six-week pregnancy behind posture and willpower.

Mirelle found Theron in the storeroom, checking Orin’s latest Velmoor inventory. He looked up when she entered. She closed the door behind her.

“I’m pregnant,” she said. Said it plainly. Without drama. With the pragmatism of a thirty-eight-year-old who’d been here before. “Seraphine confirmed it. Three to four weeks.”

His face did something complicated. Not shock. He’d expected it since she’d told him about the nausea. But weight. The accumulation of it. Three women carrying his children simultaneously. Plus Maren’s newborn, who might or might not be biologically his. He was building a dynasty whether he’d planned it or not, and the dynasty was building itself with enthusiastic efficiency.

Mirelle saw the expression. Recognized it. Cut it off at the knees.

“Don’t you dare look burdened,” she said. She stepped closer. Her wrap slipped off one shoulder. “I waited years for someone to touch me. Months after that for you to finally put something in me that stuck. I’m HAPPY. So celebrate with me.”

She pulled the wrap off entirely. Let it fall. Her massive breasts hung free, swaying with the motion, nipples dark and tightening in the storeroom’s cool air. Every inch of her radiated mature sexuality, unapologetic and unperformed.

“Same place as last time?” she asked. Not really asking.

“The bar?”

“Our bar.” She was already moving, pushing past him, out of the storeroom and into the main hall. The morning was early enough that no customers had arrived, the pre-dawn quiet still holding the tavern in the hush that preceded the day’s first stirring.

Elara glanced up from behind the bar, where she’d been arranging mugs with the methodical care of a pregnant woman who needed something to do with her hands while the baby kicked her bladder. She saw her mother’s expression. Saw the topless, pregnant, determined march toward the bar. Saw Theron following with the bemused stride of a man being led somewhere by a woman who’d already decided what was going to happen and considered his participation assured rather than optional.

Elara assessed the situation in approximately one and a half seconds. She’d developed an efficient triage system for these moments over the months of living in a household where sexual encounters could begin without warning in any room of the building. The triage had three categories: “I should leave,” “I can stay but not watch,” and “I should get the viewing niche.” This particular situation, involving her mother and the main hall bar during pre-business hours, fell firmly into category one.

She found something urgent to do in the kitchen. The something was not identifiable but was definitely urgent and would take at least twenty minutes.

Mirelle walked behind the bar. Turned to face Theron. Leaned back against the polished wood surface, her breasts thrust forward, her hips cocked, her entire body a declaration that invisibility was the only sin she’d never commit again.

“Between my tits,” she said. “Same as last time. But this time I want it on my face too.”

He was hard before she finished the sentence. She saw it strain against his trousers and her lips curved with slow, confident satisfaction. She understood exactly what her body did to him.

She knelt in front of him. Right there behind the bar. The wood floor was smooth beneath her knees, worn by years of bartenders’ feet. She tugged his trousers down with practiced efficiency and his cock sprang free, already rigid, already leaking the first glistening bead of pre-cum.

She cupped her breasts from beneath. Lifted them. The weight of them always surprised him, even now. These weren’t decorative. They were real, heavy, natural, the kind that required both hands and rewarded every second of attention. She pressed them together around his shaft and the sensation was instantaneous: warm, soft, enveloping pressure that made his breath catch.

“I’ve been thinking about this since last time,” she said, looking up at him with those warm eyes. “Every customer who stares at these tits all day, imagining exactly this. But only you get the real thing.”

She began pumping. Slow at first. The rhythm deliberate, her hands controlling the pressure, squeezing her breasts together around him so the soft flesh gripped his cock from both sides. She’d learned since their first titfuck. Learned the angle he liked, the pressure that made him groan, the speed that pushed him toward the edge without sending him over too quickly.

She spat between her cleavage. The lubrication was obscene and efficient and so characteristically Mirelle that he almost laughed. Almost. Laughing was difficult when her massive tits were sliding up and down his cock and her tongue was flicking his tip every time it emerged from the top of her cleavage.

“But this time,” she said between licks, “I’m going to make you wait.”

She felt him getting close. The telltale tension in his thighs, the way his hands gripped her hair, the quickening of his breath. And she stopped. Just stopped. Squeezed his shaft at the base with one hand, pressed her breasts together with the other, and held him there. On the edge. Throbbing.

“Not yet,” she said. “I want you desperate. I want you so close you can’t think about anything except painting me.”

“Mirelle, I swear to—”

“Patience.” She smiled. The slow, hungry curve of her lips that had nothing to do with the touch-starved widow she’d been and everything to do with the commanding woman she’d become. “I learned from a master.”

She meant him. The edging he’d used on Celia, the control he’d established over every woman in the household. Mirelle had been watching. Mirelle always watched. And she’d learned.

She resumed. Slowly. Building him back up with deliberate, torturous strokes of her tits around his shaft. When his breathing accelerated again, she stopped again. Held him. The frustration on his face was beautiful.

“You look like you’re going to die,” she observed. “Good.”

Second edge. She held him there, his cock throbbing between her massive breasts, the head poking from her cleavage flushed and slick and desperate. His hands gripped the bar behind him, knuckles white, his thighs rigid with the effort of not thrusting forward through the trap of flesh she’d constructed around his shaft. The pre-cum was flowing steadily now, mixing with her saliva in the valley between her breasts, creating a slippery warmth that he could feel with every nerve ending his cock possessed.

She looked up at him. Her eyes held his. Warm, knowing, absolutely in control. She held a man at the edge of orgasm between the most magnificent breasts in Amoria, and she was taking her time, savoring his desperation the way a connoisseur savored wine.

“How does it feel?” she asked. Conversationally. As if they were discussing the weather or the menu changes. “To want something this badly and not be able to have it?”

“Mirelle, I swear to every god in this city—”

“Every god includes Venara. And Venara would approve of this.” She squeezed her breasts together more tightly, the increased pressure making his cock throb visibly. “One more. One more edge and I’ll let you finish.”

The third buildup was slow. She varied the pressure. Squeezed tighter, then loosened, then tighter again. Her tongue worked his tip when it appeared, swirling around the sensitive head, tasting him, making him groan the sound of all pretense of control surrendered.

When she felt the inevitable tension building for the third time, she didn’t stop. She increased the pace. Faster. Tighter. Her massive breasts pumping his cock with an urgency that matched his need, her eyes locked on his, watching for the moment.

“Now,” she breathed. “Give it to me. Everything.”

The orgasm was violent. Three edges of denied release compressed into a single detonation. The first rope of cum erupted across her face, painting a thick white line from her chin to her forehead. She closed her eyes and tilted her head back and the second spurt hit her cheek, then her throat, then her breasts. More than usual, more than any time before, the edging having built pressure that his body now expelled with desperate force.

She milked him with her hands, squeezing his shaft, pumping the last pulses onto her already-glazed chest. His cum pooled in her cleavage, dripped down the slope of her massive breasts, caught on her hardened nipples. Her face was streaked. Her chest was coated. She opened her eyes and looked down at herself with an expression of frank, absolute satisfaction.

“Perfect,” she breathed. Not to him. To the evidence. She examined herself the way a general surveys a conquered field. Traced a finger through the cum pooled in her cleavage and lifted it to the candlelight, watching the thick white fluid stretch between her fingertips. Then she licked it clean. Slowly. Deliberately. Her eyes on his the entire time.

“You taste like mine,” she said. “Everything about you tastes like mine.”

She stood. Didn’t wipe off.

Kissed him with cum still on her lips, the taste of him transferred between their mouths. She pulled back and held his face in her hands, this man half her age who’d given her a child and a purpose and the deep pleasure of being seen.

“Tomorrow morning,” she said. “When the first customer walks in and sees what you’ve done to me. THAT is what makes this real.” She stepped back. Gestured at the cum-streaked breasts, the glazed face, the evidence of what they’d just done displayed across her body like warpaint. “I spent eight years hoping someone would notice I existed. Now I walk through this tavern wearing you on my skin and every man in the room chokes on his ale.” Her smile was fierce and satisfied and entirely her own. “I’m not invisible anymore. And you did that.”

She was serious. He could see it in her eyes. This wasn’t performance. This wasn’t corruption. This was Mirelle in her final form: the woman who’d spent a decade invisible deciding that visibility, in its most graphic and undeniable expression, was her truth.

She walked to the front of the bar. Picked up a rag. Wiped the bar surface where they’d leaned. Did not wipe herself. Began setting up for the morning shift. Glasses arranged. Ale tapped. Mugs positioned. All with his cum drying on her face and her bare breasts gleaming with the evidence of his orgasm.

The grey-bearded warrior regular arrived at dawn. He didn’t stare. Didn’t falter. Just ordered his ales, noted the fresh evidence with a single grunt of acknowledgment, and tipped sixty sovereigns without comment. The morning announcement had become liturgy. He was a congregant now, and congregants didn’t gawk at the altar – they simply paid their tithes and sat in grateful silence.


Chapter 12: The Stag’s Reputation

The best non-fleet Tuesday in the Prancing Stag’s history started with Mirelle burning the bacon.

Not because she’d forgotten it. Mirelle had cooked bacon six days a week for two decades and her timing was instinctive, hardwired into muscle memory the way a swordsman’s parry became reflex. She burned it because at the exact moment the rashers needed turning, a C-rank adventurer with more scars than manners leaned across the bar to stare down her cleavage and she stopped to let him look.

She was topless, as standard. Had been for weeks. The sheer corsets and the strategic fabric panels were relics of a more modest era. Mirelle served in a skirt and nothing else, her 38DD breasts bare and swaying with every movement, and the customers had reached the stage of acceptance where they no longer commented. They simply stared, tipped accordingly, and occasionally walked into doorframes.

This morning, her chest bore the faintest dried evidence of Theron’s morning visit. The pearlescent sheen had mostly faded, but if you knew what you were looking for, and the grey-bearded warrior regular absolutely knew what he was looking for, the marks were there. Mirelle’s morning announcement. The household institution that required no explanation and invited no questions.

The C-rank leaned further. His eyes were fixed on her nipples, which were darker than they’d been a month ago. Pregnancy. Three weeks along, barely visible in her midsection, but her breasts had already begun their transformation. Fuller. Heavier. The nipples thickening and darkening in preparation for a function that was still months away but that her body had begun rehearsing with the efficiency of a system that had done this before.

“See something you like?” Mirelle asked. Not confrontational. Genuinely curious.

“Are those… bigger?” The adventurer’s voice held awed reverence. He spent most of his time underground fighting fungal growths. This natural wonder was far more impressive than anything the Blackwell Mines had produced.

“Pregnancy does that.” She leaned forward slightly, a motion that made her breasts sway and settle in a way that defied several laws of physics he probably didn’t know existed. “Enjoy the view while they last. In six months they’ll be full of milk and I’ll be nursing at the bar.”

The adventurer blinked. Processed. Failed to process. Ordered four ales and sat down.

The bacon burned. Nobody cared. Mirelle scraped the pan, started fresh, and the morning continued with the rhythm the Stag had developed over months of operation: coordinated, chaotic, and profitable.

Elara worked the floor. At sixteen weeks, her belly was impossible to ignore. The fitted maternity dress from Lysa, cream-colored with green embroidery at the hem, showed every inch of the growing swell. She’d stopped hiding it weeks ago. The engagement ring on her left hand caught the light when she served, and customers who’d watched her progression from shy virgin waitress to pregnant bride-to-be responded with a fondness that translated directly into generous tips.

Not the groping tips of the early days. Those still happened, but less frequently. Elara’s pregnancy had shifted her status in the collective tavern consciousness. She wasn’t the available young thing anymore. She was the boss’s wife. The mother-to-be. The girl everyone had watched grow up. C-rank adventurers who’d once paid for lap sits now paid for the privilege of touching her belly and offering superstitious blessings they’d learned from foreign priestesses in dungeons they barely survived.

“Strong kick,” said a scarred woman with a longbow on her back, her calloused hand on Elara’s bump. “Warrior’s child.”

“Tavern-keeper’s child,” Elara corrected, smiling.

“Same thing in this city.”

Celia worked beside her ledger. Purple dress. Hair in its severe bun. One hand holding her pen, the other resting on the table near her own stomach. At seven weeks, she wasn’t showing. The swell wouldn’t begin for another month at least. But she knew. She knew and the knowing changed everything.

Her grey-blue eyes tracked the room with the analytical focus that had made her the Stag’s operational brain. Client counts. Drink orders. Tip distributions. The flow of bodies through the main hall, through the corridor to the back rooms, through the side entrance to the gloryhole. She logged everything. Nothing escaped the ledger.

Between entries, she glanced up. Not at the room. At the door. The front door, where afternoon customers sometimes included a lean ranger with scarred hands and kind brown eyes who ordered normally and tipped normally and sat at her table because he’d asked and she’d allowed it.

Declan wasn’t there today. Wouldn’t be until Friday. But the habit of looking had already formed, and Celia, who prided herself on eliminating inefficiencies, had not eliminated this one.

She didn’t examine why. Some inefficiencies were worth keeping.

In the back room, Rosalind managed the expanded operation. Four workers now: herself, Sable, and the two harbor recruits, Nella and Bess, who’d settled into the Stag’s rhythm with the ease of women who’d been looking for a better working environment and found one.

Nella, dark-haired and quiet, took her clients with efficient professionalism. She’d worked harbor alleys for three years and the transition to a padded room with a washbasin and a locked door felt like a promotion to a palace. She didn’t have Rosalind’s theatrical enthusiasm or Sable’s emotional depth. She had something more practical: reliability. Every client received exactly the service they’d paid for. No complaints. No drama. No complications.

Bess, freckled and cheerful, was Nella’s temperamental opposite. She chatted with clients before and after, remembered names, asked about their delves. The curvy redhead treated the gloryhole like a social occasion, and her regulars came back as much for the conversation as the service. “He’s a nice man,” she said of a shy D-rank who visited every Tuesday. “Lost his party in the Feywood last month. Lonely. Sometimes they just need someone to listen while you’re sucking their cock. Both things matter.”

Rosalind observed her protege’s domain with the quiet pride of a general watching her army perform without her direct supervision. Sable had taken to mentoring the newcomers with the same care Rosalind had invested in her. The orphan who’d once trembled through her first client now explained gloryhole technique with the confident authority of an expert passing down institutional knowledge.

“Jaw angle matters,” Sable told Bess during a break. “Too steep and you’ll tire in five minutes. Angle down, let gravity help. Rosalind taught me that the first week.”

“Ice and willow bark for soreness,” Rosalind added from across the room. “Same as always.”

By noon, the back room had handled twelve clients. At two sovereigns per gloryhole visit to the house and three per room session, the morning’s back-room revenue was already approaching thirty sovereigns. Combined with food, drink, and tips from the main floor, the Stag was pacing toward another hundred-and-fifty-plus day.

The afternoon brought the adventurers. A company of C-ranks returning from a Feywood patrol, eight men and two women flush with bounty coin and a savage thirst born from three days of hacking through enchanted briars. They chose the Stag because the ale was good, the food was better, and the company was honest.

The back room was a bonus.

Elara served their table. Smiling, efficient, her pregnant belly resting against the table edge as she reached across to place mugs. One of the women in the company, a half-orc with arms like tree trunks, noticed the ring.

“Married?” she asked.

“Getting married. Three weeks.”

“To the owner?”

“To the love of my life.” Elara said it without blushing. Without hedging. Simple truth. She’d spent a year discovering who she was and had arrived at an answer. “Who happens to be the owner. And several other things I probably shouldn’t mention at lunch.”

The half-orc laughed. “Good for you, little one. In the Feywood, we live fast because we might die slow. You’ve got the right idea.”

Tips from the company: sixty-eight sovereigns across the afternoon. Mirelle earned twenty-two of those personally, from a grizzled pathfinder who spent an hour at the bar watching her breasts sway while she poured ale and pretended not to notice his slack-jawed attention. He tipped like a man who’d just witnessed a religious experience.

Mirelle’s personal record: fifty-five sovereigns in a single shift. She was closing in.

Late afternoon brought an unexpected delegation: two Collegium scholars, identifiable by the ink-stained fingers and the harried look of academics who’d wandered into a tavern by accident and then realized they were exactly where they needed to be. They approached Theron at the bar while Mirelle served them ale that they barely touched.

“We’ve heard about your Velmoor route,” said the taller one, a thin woman with spectacles and a scroll case strapped across her chest. “The elven trade-keep stocks enchanted components that the Collegium requires for ongoing research. Alchemical reagents. Stabilized elemental salts. Items we currently source through three intermediaries at considerable markup.”

“You’re proposing a supply contract,” Theron said.

“We’re proposing a partnership. Regular orders, guaranteed purchase volume, premium pricing for specialty items. The Collegium’s budget for enchanted materials is substantial and currently being wasted on middlemen who couldn’t tell a stabilized reagent from a pickle jar.”

Celia materialized at Theron’s elbow with a fresh sheet of parchment and her pen. She’d been at the ledger fifteen feet away and had somehow heard every word. “Item specifications,” she said to the scholars. “Quantities per order cycle. Delivery frequency requirements. I’ll need it in writing.”

The shorter scholar blinked at her. “You’re very… organized.”

“I’m very profitable. There’s a correlation.” Celia’s pen was already moving. Another revenue stream. Another line in the ledger. The empire didn’t stop growing just because the wedding was approaching.

The evening brought more traffic. The Stag’s reputation, built over months of consistent service and increasingly brazen displays, had crossed whatever threshold separated “that tavern with the pretty girls” from “the Stag.” People came because it was the Stag. The name carried weight now. The Prancing Stag was the most recognized symbol on Provision Lane.

Theron worked the room. Greeting regulars, checking supply levels, handling the occasional dispute between adventurers whose delve stories contradicted each other violently. He moved through his empire with relaxed authority, every inch of the territory earned.

He watched Elara serve the Feywood company and felt the familiar warmth of seeing her in her element. His wife. In three weeks, his wife. The girl with the honey-blonde braid and the doe eyes who’d sat on an adventurer’s lap for five sovereigns on his second day as owner. Now she was sixteen weeks pregnant and wearing his ring and managing a dining room with natural grace, born to make people feel welcome.

He watched Celia at her ledger and felt complex pride, competence recognized and admired even when it came wrapped in fierce determination and leather cord marks. She glanced up, caught his eye, and returned to her numbers with a minute adjustment of her posture that might have been a smile.

He watched Mirelle behind the bar and felt the gravitational pull that her body exerted without effort. Massive bare breasts, pregnancy making them impossibly fuller, the evidence of his morning visit still faintly visible to anyone who looked closely enough. She was breathtaking. She was topless. She was carrying his child. And she was smiling the way she’d never smiled in all the years before he inherited the Stag.

At closing, the household gathered around the bar. The adventurers had paid and left. The back room had locked its doors. The side entrance was bolted. The Prancing Stag settled into the warm silence of a business that had done its work and earned its rest.

Theron counted the day’s take. Celia verified against the ledger.

“One hundred and ninety-five sovereigns,” Celia announced. “Main floor: food and drink, sixty-two. Tips, fifty-eight. Back room: seventy-five across all services.”

“That’s our best non-fleet, non-celebration day,” Theron said.

“I’m aware. I track records.” Celia’s pen made a small notation. “We’re averaging a hundred and ninety daily this week. Up from a hundred and forty-five at the start of the month.” She looked at Nella and Bess, who were emerging from the back room for their evening meal. “The expansion is justified. Two additional workers generating forty to sixty additional sovereigns daily for a one-time investment of three hundred in construction. Return on investment: five days.”

“Could you say that with fewer numbers?” Rosalind asked, settling onto a barstool with a glass of wine and heavy-lidded satisfaction. Six clients handled. Not tired so much as fulfilled. Her honey-blonde hair was in the artful chaos that six clients produced, the careful morning arrangement having been renegotiated repeatedly by enthusiastic hands.

“No,” Celia said. “Numbers are the language of reality. If you want fewer numbers, you want less reality. I don’t deal in less reality.”

“I deal in several realities daily,” Rosalind said. “Some of them involve significantly less clothing than this one.”

“That’s not reality. That’s commerce.”

“All reality is commerce. Some of it involves ledgers. Some of it involves my mouth.” She sipped her wine. “Mine pays better per hour than yours.”

“Your mouth does not have a higher hourly rate than my financial analysis.”

“My mouth generated fourteen sovereigns in the last forty minutes. Your pen generated a notation.”

“My notation ensures that your fourteen sovereigns are taxed correctly, reported accurately, and deposited into the strongbox where they can’t be stolen by anyone except me.”

They regarded each other. The professional and the administrator. The woman who worked with bodies and the woman who worked with numbers. They’d been having variations of this conversation for months, and neither intended to concede because concession was a concept that the Stag’s household had collectively retired.

Mirelle served dinner. She’d cooked something special, because today was the day the pregnancy was confirmed and Mirelle expressed celebration through food the way other people expressed it through words. Roast pheasant from the morning market. Potatoes with rosemary. Greens from Maren’s shop. Elven wine from the Velmoor supply, the three-hundred-year-old amber vintage that the elves considered table wine and that Wrenfeld would kill for.

They ate around the bar. The household. The family. The word that Celia had used first, months ago, to describe what they were becoming. They were bound together. Shared resources. Shared other things. Looked out for each other. That was family.

“I want to talk about the Friday dance,” Theron said between bites. “Three weeks from now is the last one before the wedding.”

“The one where we arrive as the most pregnant delegation in Trade Plaza history,” Celia said. “I’ve already drafted the walking order.”

“Walking order?”

“Formation. You in front. Elara on your right, visibly pregnant, ring catching light. Me on your left, not yet showing but I’ll know. Mirelle behind us, topless beneath whatever sheer thing she’s wearing, belly starting to round. Maren with the baby. Orin beside her. Rosalind and Sable trailing.” She’d drawn a diagram in the margin of the ledger.

“You mapped our walking formation to a Friday dance.”

“I mapped our strategic public presentation to the most important social event of the week, yes.” Celia’s eyes were entirely serious. “Perception matters. We’re not hiding anymore. We’re ANNOUNCING.”

“We stopped hiding when Mirelle started serving topless,” Elara pointed out.

“We stopped hiding,” Mirelle corrected gently, “when we all decided this is who we are.”

Sable raised her glass. The amber eyes that had once been wide with nervous uncertainty were steady now, warm and sure. “To the Stag. To the man who built it. And to the wedding that’s going to make this place even more famous.”

They drank. All of them. Wine for those who could, Seraphine’s herbal honey tea for the pregnant ones, water for Nella and Bess who didn’t know the household well enough yet to join the toast without feeling like they were intruding.

“Two hundred average daily within the month,” Celia predicted, closing the ledger with a snap. “If fleet season brings another wave, we break three hundred again.”

“Or we just live,” Theron said.

Celia looked at him. The pen hovered over parchment. For a moment, the drive and the business logic and the inventory optimization paused.

“That’s financially irresponsible,” she said.

Then she almost smiled.

“But acceptable.”

Maren arrived late, after the meal, with the baby sleeping against her chest in a cloth sling and a basket of morning vegetables she’d forgotten to deliver earlier. Her copper hair was loose, catching the lantern light, and her massive breasts strained against the nursing-friendly dress with the heavy fullness of three months postpartum and producing milk with generous abundance.

“I heard through the grapevine,” Maren said, settling onto a stool and accepting a plate of pheasant from Mirelle with a nod. “Confirmed?”

“Confirmed,” Mirelle said.

“Three to four weeks?”

“Seraphine’s estimate.”

“That makes…” Maren paused to count, one hand absently rubbing the baby’s back. “Elara at sixteen weeks, Celia at seven, you at three or four, and me with this one.” She looked at Theron. Her emerald eyes held the hungry stare that was her signature, but tonight it was layered with something softer. Satisfaction, barely concealed. Her plan had worked. Because Maren’s plan, the one she’d been executing since she’d first whispered to Mirelle about Theron’s potential, had always included this. Every woman. Every pregnancy. Every piece of the empire clicking into place.

“You know what Dane never had?” Maren told Theron. Her eyes held the faraway look she got when measuring the living against the dead. “A Celia. Someone tracking the numbers. Someone making sure the dream survived the morning. Dane had charm and stamina and six women who adored him, but the man couldn’t balance a ledger if Venara herself held the pen.” She looked at the kitchen, at the women, at the household. “You’ve got the charm AND the infrastructure. That’s the difference between a legend and a dynasty.”

“I’ll take dynasty.”

“Smart boy.” She smiled. The smile that acknowledged grief without being consumed by it. “Dane would have called you boring. He’d have been wrong. He was wrong about a lot of things. Staying alive wasn’t one of his priorities.”

The baby fussed. Maren unbuttoned her dress with practiced ease and latched the infant to her breast. The sound of nursing filled the quiet tavern, the soft rhythmic swallowing, the tiny contented sighs of a newborn who knew nothing of the absurd circumstances of his family and cared only about the immediate, biological fact of his mother’s milk.

Mirelle watched with an expression that Theron recognized. Not envy. Anticipation. In seven months, that would be her. Nursing at the bar. Topless and pregnant now, topless and lactating later. The progression was inevitable and she wasn’t dreading it. She was calculating logistics.

“I’ll need nursing-friendly modifications on the new dresses,” Mirelle told nobody in particular. “Lysa should factor that into the wedding order.”

“Already noted,” Celia said, not looking up from the ledger she’d reopened.

The Prancing Stag closed for the night with one hundred and ninety-five sovereigns in the strongbox, four women in various stages of pregnancy or postpartum, two back-room workers cleaning up in the back room, two new workers settling into their quarters, and a future that looked nothing like the bankrupt disaster Theron had inherited forty-eight weeks ago.

The household was ready. The empire was ready.


Chapter 13: Lysa’s Renewal

The ritual space in Lysa’s back room hadn’t changed. Silks hung from ceiling hooks in cascading waves of deep green and ivory, catching the light from brass-socketed candles that filled the air with resinous sweetness. Incense curled from holders at the room’s four corners, producing a faint tingling sensation on exposed skin that Theron recognized from his first visit. The half-elf’s space. Arranged with eighty years of precision for a purpose that bridged the line between commerce and worship.

Lysa stood beside her preparation table, wearing a simple grey linen dress that should have been unremarkable but managed, on her willowy frame, to look like something from an elven court. Her silver-blonde hair was braided in the elaborate twin plaits she favored for ritual occasions. Her violet-blue eyes, the legacy of an elven parent who’d lived centuries before Amoria was built, tracked Maren’s entrance with naked appreciation.

Because Maren had changed since the last ritual.

The red-haired grocer stepped into the room carrying her baby in a cloth sling against her chest. At three months postpartum, Maren’s body had settled into a state that Lysa, who spent her long life worshipping the pregnant female form, recognized as a new category of beauty entirely.

Her breasts were enormous. They’d been substantial before pregnancy, the 38DD cups that strained every neckline and made men forget their own names. Now, swollen with active milk production, they’d pushed past even those dimensions into territory that Lysa’s eighty-year-old measuring tape had never encountered. Blue veins visible beneath fair, freckled skin. Nipples dark and thick, larger than before, designed by biology to be found easily by a hungry infant’s mouth. Already beading with white at the tips, because Maren’s letdown reflex triggered at the slightest stimulation, whether that was the baby’s cry, Theron’s touch, or apparently the appreciative gaze of a half-elf seamstress.

Below the breasts, her body was softer than before. The postpartum belly, still slightly rounded, carried a gentle weight that spoke of recent creation. Her hips were wider. Her skin carried the warm luminescence of a woman well-fed, well-fucked, and actively producing sustenance from her own body.

“You’re even more beautiful than last time,” Lysa breathed.

Maren set the baby’s sling on the padded bench Lysa had prepared along the side wall. The infant was sleeping, milk-drunk and oblivious. Orin was not present today. This was ritual territory, not domestic, and Maren handled the boundaries between her various roles with practiced ease, complexity being something she’d juggled since before Theron was born.

“The milk,” Lysa said. She hadn’t moved from her spot by the table. Her violet eyes were fixed on the dark circles spreading through the fabric of Maren’s nursing dress where the letdown had begun. “I didn’t dare hope. When you were pregnant last time, it was the belly I worshipped. The roundness. The life growing. But this…” She stepped closer. Her voice had dropped to something barely above a whisper. “Lactation is sacred to elves. The mother’s body becoming sustenance. We have entire artistic traditions devoted to it.”

“Well,” Maren said, unbuttoning the front of her dress casually. She exposed her breasts eight times a day for nursing and had stopped distinguishing between contexts, “I’ve got plenty.”

The dress fell open. Her breasts, released from even the minimal support of the nursing garment, dropped with their natural weight into the warm air. Milk immediately began flowing from both nipples in thin, steady streams, triggered by the combination of the fabric’s release and the ritual space’s warmth and the simple biological reality that Maren’s body produced more milk than one baby could consume.

Lysa went still. The silence held reverence.

The ritual began in stages, as it always did. Theron stood to the side, watching, his role coming later. The first phase was Lysa’s: worship.

Maren lay back on the padded table at the center of the room. The silks above her caught the candlelight, casting shifting patterns across her freckled skin. She spread her copper hair behind her, the thick waves forming a corona of red and gold against the ivory fabric beneath her.

Lysa started with the belly.

She knelt beside the table and pressed her lips to the soft postpartum roundness that Maren carried. Not the taut drum of pregnancy but something gentler, the body’s record of what it had accomplished. Lysa kissed the faint stretch marks that radiated from below Maren’s navel. She traced them with her fingertips, then her tongue, murmuring words in Elvish that made Maren’s skin prickle with gooseflesh despite the room’s warmth.

“What are you saying?” Maren asked.

“Thanking your body for what it made.” Lysa’s lips moved across the belly’s surface with deliberate tenderness. “In Elvish, there’s no distinction between a prayer of gratitude and a kiss. The words and the act are the same.”

She moved upward. To the breasts.

Lysa took Maren’s left nipple into her mouth with the reverence of someone approaching a sacrament. The moment her lips closed around the swollen bud, milk flowed. Not the thin trickle of a letdown but a steady stream, warm and sweet, filling Lysa’s mouth with the taste that had been a cornerstone of elven worship since before humans built their first cities.

The half-elf moaned. The sound was genuine, unperformed, and she sucked harder, drawing the milk out with rhythmic pulls that matched the natural contractions of Maren’s mammary glands. Maren arched beneath her. The postpartum nipples were excruciatingly sensitive, every nerve ending amplified by months of nursing, and the combination of Lysa’s elven technique, all those spiraling tongue patterns that varied pressure and angle with calculated rhythm, and the relief of milk draining from an engorged breast sent shockwaves through Maren’s body that went straight to her core.

“Oh,” Maren breathed. “That’s… yes. Don’t stop.”

Lysa didn’t stop. She nursed from Maren with the focused devotion of a worshipper at an altar, one hand cupping the massive breast to support its weight, the other trailing down Maren’s belly toward the junction of her thighs. When her fingers found Maren’s pussy, the redhead was already soaked. Postpartum hormones and nipple stimulation and the sacred intimacy of being nursed by someone who treated the act as holy had produced an arousal that was immediate and thorough.

Lysa’s fingers entered Maren while her mouth continued to work the breast. The elven technique applied to fingers was, if anything, more ruinous than when applied to a tongue. Calculated. Deliberate. Pressure variations. A spiraling motion inside Maren’s pussy that found the sensitive front wall and stroked it with the accuracy of a cartographer mapping known territory.

Maren came fast. The orgasm detonated through a body already primed by weeks of heightened postpartum sensitivity. She arched off the table, her free breast spraying milk across Lysa’s silver-blonde hair as the contractions squeezed involuntarily, her fingers gripping the silk beneath her, her voice carrying a cry that was equal parts release and surprise.

Lysa kept nursing through it. Kept fingering through it. Rode the orgasm until Maren’s body stopped convulsing and settled into trembling aftershocks that made her massive breasts quiver with each breath.

The half-elf lifted her head. Her lips glistened with milk. Her violet eyes were luminous, brighter than normal, the faint glow that appeared when her arousal climbed toward the threshold where the elven magic activated.

“The right breast now,” she said. “You’re uneven. I can feel it.”

“By all means,” Maren managed, her voice hoarse. “Balance me.”

Lysa switched. The right breast had been leaking untended, milk running in rivulets down the curve of Maren’s chest, pooling in the hollow of her collarbone. Lysa licked the trails clean before latching on, her tongue sweeping across freckled skin, collecting every drop efficiently, waste being aesthetically unforgivable to the half-elf.

She nursed Maren through a second orgasm on the right breast. This one was slower, building through sustained fingering and relentless suction, and when it broke, Maren grabbed Lysa’s head and held her against the breast with both hands, pressing the half-elf’s face into the soft flesh, moaning through gritted teeth as milk sprayed around the seal of Lysa’s lips.

Phase two.

Theron’s role. The affinity transfer.

Lysa rose from Maren’s body with the deliberate control of someone transitioning between stages of a sacred process. Her face was wet with milk, the white liquid glistening on her chin and lips and the delicate planes of her cheekbones. Her silver-blonde hair, usually immaculate in its twin braids, was streaked with Maren’s milk where the streams had caught it during the nursing. Her grey linen dress was darkened at the chest in two large circles where her own body had pressed against Maren’s leaking breasts, the fabric absorbing milk with the transparency that wet linen always produced.

She was more aroused than she’d been at the previous ritual. The difference was visible. Her pupils were wider. Her cheeks were flushed. The faint violet glow that preceded her magical activation was already present at the edges of her irises, the half-elf bioluminescence responding to a level of excitement that the pregnant belly alone had never achieved. Maren’s lactation had pushed Lysa past a threshold that eighty years of aesthetic appreciation had been building toward. The milk was sacred to elves in ways that human culture barely understood. The mother’s body becoming sustenance, the transformation of flesh into nourishment, the biological miracle of a woman producing food from her own breast: these were things that elven art had been depicting for millennia. And Lysa had just drunk from the source.

She turned to Theron. Her violet eyes, half-glowing, found his with an intensity that served both personal and magical purposes. She undressed simply, eighty years old and long past any notion that nudity required ceremony. Her body was revealed: willowy, ethereal, the slim B-cup breasts and narrow hips and impossibly smooth pale skin that elven blood produced. Beautiful in the way that a perfectly balanced equation was beautiful. Not the lush curves of the human women in his household but something different, something exact, something that existed according to rules he didn’t fully understand.

She climbed onto him where he sat at the edge of the preparation table. The first thing he noticed, as always, was the temperature. Her skin was warmer than human skin. Not feverish. More alive. As if the half-elf blood that ran through her veins carried heat from a deeper source, the kind of warmth that ancient forests produced in their centers where the sun had never reached but life thrived anyway.

Her violet eyes had begun to glow. Faintly at first, the bioluminescence of half-elf arousal that manifested in the irises like candle flame seen through colored glass. The glow intensified as she settled onto his cock, her willowy body sinking down in a controlled descent, decades of this ritual in every measured movement and treated each repetition as both ceremony and pleasure.

The sensation was immediate and otherworldly. Her pussy producing the supernatural warmth he remembered from the first ritual, different from any human woman he’d been inside. Hotter. More controlled. The inner walls gripping him with muscular control that felt like a sequence of locks engaging, each contraction deliberate, each grip purposeful, the half-elf physiology managing internal muscles with the same deliberate control that Lysa applied to her tongue techniques and her tailoring measurements.

“The affinity,” she said. Her voice had taken on the musical quality that the Elvish language lent to its speakers when they were focused. The Common words came out wrapped in elven cadence, each syllable carrying harmonics that human vocal cords couldn’t produce. “I can feel it in you. Fading. Twenty-eight days since the last transfer. The mark on your wrist is dim.” She rolled her hips. The warmth intensified. Something inside her contracted around him in a pattern that sent a pulse of heat up his spine. “Let me refill you.”

She rode him methodically. Not the passionate abandon of Maren or the competitive energy of Celia or the devoted surrender of Elara. Something else entirely. Calculated, measured, every motion designed to maximize the magical transfer while simultaneously pursuing her own orgasm, which was both the trigger and the vehicle for the affinity’s movement between bodies.

Her eyes glowed brighter. Violet light painting his chest as she looked down at him. The warmth in her pussy pulsed now, rhythmic contractions that matched the glow’s brightening, and he felt the affinity respond. The hum returned. The compass in his chest that pointed north toward Velmoor began to reorient, finding its bearing, the magical awareness of the elven trade route refreshing like a map being redrawn in glowing ink.

“Almost,” Lysa breathed. Her hair had come partially loose from its braids, silver-blonde strands catching the candlelight. “I need to come. When I come, the transfer completes.”

He gripped her narrow hips and thrust upward, changing the angle from her controlled rhythm to something deeper, harder. Her eyes went wide. The glow intensified to the point where the silks above them were washed in violet light.

She came with an elven cry that contained no words from any human language. Her pussy clenched around him in that mechanical, sequential pattern, the locks clicking, the warmth flooding through his cock and spreading up his spine and settling behind his eyes and in his wrists and in the marrow of his bones. The elf-kin affinity, refreshed and renewed, hummed through him like a tuning fork struck against something ancient and green and alive.

He followed her over the edge. The combination of supernatural warmth and mechanical tightness was irresistible. He came inside her, his release triggering a second pulse of the affinity that cemented the transfer.

Lysa dismounted. Composed herself. Rebraided her hair with fingers that were entirely steady despite the orgasm that had made her eyes glow like lanterns. Professional efficiency, decades or possibly centuries of this, and treated the combination of magic and sex the way a blacksmith treated the combination of fire and iron: both essential, both routine, both sacred in their own way.

From the side of the room, separated by a silk curtain, came the soft sounds of Maren nursing the baby. The infant had woken during the ritual, fussing, and Maren had latched him while still on the padded table, transitioning from sexual to maternal with the seamless ease that defined her.

Theron watched through the gap in the curtain. Maren, red hair damp with sweat, milk still glistening on her breasts, nursing her baby with the same body Lysa had just worshipped. The juxtaposition would have seemed contradictory to anyone outside the Stag’s world. Inside it, the contradiction didn’t exist. The same breasts that brought pleasure brought sustenance. The same body that writhed under a half-elf’s tongue cradled an infant with absolute tenderness.

Life in the Stag’s orbit. No contradictions. Just different expressions of the same fundamental thing: a body being exactly what it was, without apology, without compartmentalization.

“The wedding,” Lysa said, emerging from behind a changing screen in a fresh linen dress that was identical to the one now spotted with breast milk. “I’d like to attend. If invited.”

“You’re invited,” Theron said.

“I rarely attend human ceremonies.” She folded the stained dress with geometric care. “Your species tends to overformalize joy. But this one interests me. The union of genuine love within a household that operates on principles most humans pretend to find shocking.” She paused. Her violet eyes, no longer glowing but still warm with the residual heat of the ritual, found his. “Venara would approve. So do I.”

Another ally. Another piece of the network that made the Stag more than a tavern and its master more than a nineteen-year-old who’d gotten phenomenally lucky.

The affinity settled in his bones. Thirty fresh days. Orin could make six more Velmoor runs before the next renewal. One hundred sixty sovereigns per run, multiplied by six. Nearly a thousand sovereigns from vegetables and enchanted trade goods, generated by a magical connection that was maintained through ritualized sex with a half-elf seamstress who worshipped pregnant redheads.

Marcus never had a trade route. Marcus never had a half-elf seamstress. Marcus never had any of this.

Maren finished nursing. Rebuttoned her dress. Collected the baby. Looked at Theron with the expression that always meant she was about to say something that sounded casual but carried the weight of five pregnancies and a dead husband’s memory.

“Dane would have volunteered me before I could finish the sentence,” she said. “A beautiful half-elf wants to worship my tits and drink my milk? When can we start?” She shifted the baby to her other arm. “He’d have been right, too. That was extraordinary.”

“Your body is extraordinary,” Lysa said from behind her counter, already sketching modifications to the wedding dresses based on this afternoon’s updated measurements. “The milk changed everything. I’m going to need to redesign Mirelle’s celebration dress. Her breasts are going to reach this stage in approximately six months and the current design doesn’t account for the volume.”

“Welcome to the household planning process,” Maren said. “Somebody’s always getting bigger.”

They left Lysa’s shop as the afternoon light slanted gold across the Craftsmen’s Ward. Maren walked beside Theron, the baby sleeping against her chest, her enormous breasts still slightly tender from Lysa’s enthusiastic attention. Milk stained the front of her dress in two dark circles. She didn’t adjust.

“Not long now,” she said.

“No. Not long.”

“I’m happy for you. For Elara. For all of it.” She looked at him with those emerald eyes, the hungry stare that had been her signature since the day he’d first walked into Thornley’s Provisions and tried not to stare at her cleavage. “Dane married me and I loved him and he drove me insane and he died in a way that was entirely characteristic. Drunk, mid-conquest, surrounded by women who adored him. If you manage to die sober and of old age, surrounded by women who adore you, you’ll have beaten him at the only game that matters.”

“Longevity?”

“Being loved. Everything else is just tactics.”

She kissed his cheek. The brush of her lips carried the ghost of breast milk and warmth earned from seeing more of life than most people twice her age. Then she walked toward Thornley’s Provisions, the baby bouncing gently with each step, her copper hair blazing in the afternoon sun.

The affinity hummed in his bones. The compass pointed north. The wedding approached. And the empire continued to build itself, one ritual, one relationship, one sovereign at a time.


Chapter 14: Elara’s Window

The viewing niche was three feet by two feet, accessed through a concealed door disguised as a supply closet. Torven’s craftsmanship: the Ironridge ground glass set into the wall with dwarven precision, one-way and nearly invisible from the client’s side. A small shelf held an oil lamp, turned low. The padded floor mat that had been installed for the workers’ knees served a different purpose when Elara visited.

She pulled Theron into the niche on a Tuesday afternoon. Not pulled. Dragged. Her fingers wrapped around his wrist with a grip that suggested postponement was not an option being considered.

“Nella has a client,” she whispered. “I want to watch.”

She’d been watching three times a week for months now. The “interesting, not for me” deflections of months past had resolved into something more honest: Elara liked watching. She liked it the way Celia liked being tied up and Mirelle liked being seen and Maren liked being nursed from. It was her kink, fully realized, and pregnancy had amplified it to the point where the viewing niche had become as essential to her arousal as Theron’s cock.

Her cornflower-blue eyes were already dilated, the pupils eating up the innocent blue that had defined her since the first day he’d seen her serving ale across a failing tavern. Her breathing was quick and shallow. She was, Theron noticed, already flushed across her neck and chest, the telltale pink that spread across her pale skin when arousal took hold. The blush traveled down past the neckline of her maternity dress, painting the upper swells of her pregnancy-enhanced breasts with color that hadn’t been there five minutes ago when she’d been serving the lunch rush with her usual sunny composure.

Something had triggered her. Probably hearing the side entrance open, the click of the lock, the muffled sounds of a client arriving. Her body had been trained by months of niche visits to associate those sounds with what followed: watching, and being fucked while watching, and the shattering intensity of orgasms that arrived when both things happened at once.

She was also sixteen weeks pregnant, and it showed. The belly that had been a gentle suggestion at fourteen weeks was now an undeniable presence, a firm round swell beneath the fitted maternity dress that Lysa had designed with expandable waistbands and easy-access modifications. Her breasts had grown too, pushing past their original 32B into genuine C-cup territory, swollen and tender and visible through the fabric of a dress that accommodated the expansion.

They squeezed into the niche. It was tight with two people, tighter with one of them carrying a five-month pregnancy bump. Elara positioned herself at the window, pressing close to the glass, her pregnant belly resting against the narrow shelf. Theron stood behind her.

Through the one-way glass: the room beyond. Nella’s workspace. The dark-haired harbor recruit sat on the edge of the bed, checking her hair in the small mirror Rosalind had mounted on the wall. Professional preparation. Smooth, efficient, professional habits, nothing rushed.

The client arrived through the side entrance. A young adventurer, D-rank by his gear, with nervous eyes and clean hands that suggested he spent more time planning delves than actually completing them. He stood in the doorway looking like he’d walked through the door before fully committing to the decision.

“Come in,” Nella said. Quiet, professional, calming. “Close the door behind you. There’s a lock.”

The door closed. The lock clicked. The young man’s nervousness was palpable through the glass.

Nella handled it with the practiced ease of years managing first-timers in the harbor alleys. She stood, crossed to him, and placed her hands on his chest. Nothing aggressive. Just the warmth of contact, the reassurance of touch, the unspoken message: I’m here. I’m real. You’re allowed.

“What would you like?” she asked.

“I… everything?” His voice cracked. Eighteen, maybe nineteen. Not much younger than Theron had been when Rosalind taught him the mechanics in a harbor room that smelled like salt and cheap perfume.

“Then let’s start with everything and work our way from there.”

In the niche, Elara was already pressing back against Theron. Her ass, still petite and round despite the pregnancy weight she’d added everywhere else, pushed into his groin with unmistakable intention. She could feel his cock hardening through his trousers, and she ground against it deliberately. She knew exactly what she wanted and was too aroused to be patient.

“She’s good,” Elara whispered, watching Nella undress the young adventurer with calm, methodical hands. “Not flashy. But good. Look how she’s touching his chest. He’s relaxing already. His shoulders dropped.”

The narration was part of the kink. Elara didn’t just watch. She commentated. She described what she saw with the breathless attention of someone experiencing the scene through language and vision simultaneously, and the commentary itself became foreplay, the words winding her tighter and tighter as the visual stimulation built.

Through the glass: Nella stripped the boy’s tunic over his head. Lean body, no scars yet. His chest was smooth, unmarked by the profession he’d chosen. Give him a year in the sewers or the mines and the scars would come. For now he was fresh and nervous and desperately aroused, his erection visible through his trousers before Nella even touched him below the waist.

She pushed him gently onto the bed and knelt between his legs to untie his trousers. Her dark hair fell across her face as she worked the laces. Professional. Efficient. Three years in harbor alleys had taught her that efficiency meant survival, and the lesson showed in every movement. When his cock sprang free, stiff and leaking, she looked up at him with an expression that managed to communicate professional approval and genuine warmth simultaneously.

“Perfect,” Nella told him. She wrapped her slim fingers around his shaft and stroked once, slowly, watching his reaction. The boy’s eyes rolled back. His hips lifted off the bed. She hadn’t even started yet.

Then she took him in her mouth.

“Oh god,” Elara breathed. Her hand reached behind her and found Theron’s hip, pulling him closer, the grinding against his erection intensifying as she watched Nella’s head begin to bob. “Look at his face. He’s never had this. You can tell. His whole body just went rigid.”

Elara made a soft, involuntary sound. The blush had spread further down her chest. Her nipples were hard through the maternity dress, the pregnancy-swollen C-cups pressing against the fabric with the swollen urgency of breasts that had become almost painfully sensitive in the last month.

She reached behind her and found Theron’s waist, pulling him closer, her hips working against his hardness with increasing urgency. The voyeurism that had become a cornerstone of her sexuality wasn’t just about watching. It was about the combination. Watching AND being filled. The visual stimulation of witnessing someone else’s sex while her own body received the physical stimulation that completed the circuit. She didn’t want to participate in what was happening on the other side of the glass. She wanted to observe it the way someone watched a fire: fascinated, heated, the warmth reaching her from a distance while the man behind her provided the direct flame.

He lifted her skirt from behind. She hadn’t worn undergarments in months, Mirelle’s influence having spread through the household like a comfortable plague. His hand found her pussy and she was soaking. Not just wet. Drenched. Pregnancy hormones and sustained visual stimulation had done their work together, producing a slippery heat that coated his fingers the moment he made contact.

She gasped when he touched her. The sound was quiet, muffled by the hand she pressed against her mouth, but the involuntary jerk of her hips against his fingers was louder in its implications. She was already on edge. The niche visit itself, the anticipation of what she was about to watch and feel, had pushed her body to a state of readiness that required almost nothing to ignite.

“I know it’s a lot,” she whispered, her voice tight with need. “Three times this week already. I know I should be embarrassed. But when I watch them and you’re inside me, I have the hardest orgasms of my life. Pregnancy made everything more intense. The hormones. The sensitivity. Everything below my waist is operating at twice the voltage it used to.”

He didn’t need convincing. He freed his cock and positioned himself behind her. The angle required adjustment, the belly creating geometry that straightforward rear-entry didn’t accommodate. He shifted, she shifted, and they found the position they’d developed over weeks of niche visits: her slightly bent forward, hands braced on the windowsill, belly hanging free, his cock entering from behind at an upward angle that avoided pressure on the bump.

She was swollen. Pregnancy had increased blood flow to everything below her waist, making her pussy puffier, wetter, more sensitive than it had been before the baby had begun to grow. The outer lips had thickened. The inner folds were slippery with arousal that her body was producing in quantities that would have shocked her eighteen-year-old virgin self. When he slid into her, the sensation was different from pre-pregnancy sex. Tighter in some ways, the increased vascularity creating a warm, gripping pressure that surrounded his cock with wet heat. Deeper in others, her body having rearranged its internal geography to accommodate both a growing baby and the continued need to be fucked properly by the man who put the baby there.

She responded differently too. A sharp intake of breath, then a moan that she muffled against her forearm, her body’s reaction to penetration amplified by hormones that had been rewiring her arousal pathways for four months. Pre-pregnancy Elara had required foreplay, buildup, the slow escalation from kissing to touching to oral to penetration. Pregnant Elara went from zero to desperate instantly, her nervous system optimized for a single function: feeling everything at maximum intensity.

“She’s riding him now,” Elara whispered. Through the glass: Nella had mounted the young adventurer, her dark hair falling across her face, her slim-but-busty body moving with the steady confidence of someone performing a service she was skilled at and didn’t dislike. She’d removed her work blouse, her substantial breasts bouncing with each roll of her hips. The boy beneath her had his eyes squeezed shut and his hands gripping the sheets with the white-knuckled intensity of someone trying very hard not to finish in thirty seconds.

“Look at his face.” Elara’s voice was breathy, distracted, narrating and receiving simultaneously. Her commentary paused each time Theron thrust particularly deep, the words dissolving into sounds before reforming. “He’s trying to last. He won’t. He’s too young and she feels too good. You can see his abs clenching every time she drops down.”

Theron thrust deeper. Found the angle they’d discovered worked in this position, the upward curve that pressed against her front wall while avoiding the belly. Elara gasped, her narration breaking completely into a sound that had nothing to do with the scene beyond the glass and everything to do with the cock filling her pregnant pussy from behind.

“Don’t stop,” she managed. “And don’t let me stop watching.”

She forced her eyes back to the glass. Through the one-way surface: Nella had changed her rhythm, her hips grinding in tight circles rather than bouncing, the rotation clearly hitting an angle that worked for the boy because his hands had moved from the sheets to her hips and his face had contorted into the strained expression of a man losing the battle against his own body.

“She’s speeding up,” Elara managed. “Oh god, she’s riding him hard now. Look at her tits bouncing. Full bounces, off the bed, she’s slamming down.” Her hips pushed back against Theron, seeking depth, friction, the deep pressure that pregnancy had made almost unbearably good. Each thrust from behind made her pregnant belly sway gently, the weight of it adding a counterrhythm to their motion.

“He’s going to cum. I can see it in his face. He’s right there. His hands are white on her hips. He’s pulling her down. He’s going to…”

Through the glass: the young adventurer came with a cry that was muffled by the wall but audible through the thinner partition near the viewing panel. His hips jerked upward, driving into Nella, who rode through it with professional steadiness, maintaining her rhythm as he pulsed inside her, her dark eyes watching his face with practiced attention, knowing exactly when to squeeze and when to slow and when to let the client’s body finish.

In the niche: Elara came watching him finish.

Her orgasm hit with the sudden, devastating force that pregnancy had lent to her responses. No gradual build. No slow crescendo. A detonation. Her pussy clamped around Theron’s cock with rhythmic contractions that were so strong they pushed against his length, her body trying to pull him deeper while simultaneously gripping him tight enough to make movement almost impossible.

She bit her forearm to muffle the scream. Her pregnant belly trembled. Her thighs shook. The wet sounds of her orgasm were louder than they should have been in the narrow space, her arousal having produced enough moisture that his thrusts created an audible squelch that would have mortified her at eighteen and now barely registered.

“Again,” she gasped. Her body was still shuddering from the first orgasm, the aftershocks rippling through her pregnant pussy in diminishing waves that gripped his cock with each pulse. “Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop. She’s cleaning him up. Look. She’s using her mouth.”

Through the glass: Nella was licking the young man clean with the casual efficiency of someone finishing a job. Her tongue worked across his softening cock, long deliberate strokes that collected everything, her dark hair falling across his thigh as she worked. The boy stared at the ceiling glazed, a universe of experience he hadn’t known existed suddenly open before him and was going to need several hours to process it.

“She’s so thorough,” Elara whispered. “Every drop. Look at her tongue. She’s not in a hurry. She’s enjoying it.” Her hips pushed back against Theron, seeking the depth that the first orgasm had left her craving. “You know what I love about watching? It’s the details. The things you don’t see when you’re the one doing them. The way his leg twitches when her tongue hits a certain spot. The way she looks up at him while she cleans his cock and her eyes are warm. She actually likes him. You can tell.”

Theron didn’t stop. He adjusted his angle, reaching around Elara’s hip with one hand to find her clit while the other braced against the narrow wall of the niche. His fingers found the swollen nub, engorged from pregnancy blood flow, and rubbed with the pressure and rhythm he’d perfected over months of learning this woman’s body. Slow circles that matched the pace of his thrusts, building the second orgasm on the foundation the first had laid.

Her response was immediate and shattering. Pregnancy had turned her clit into a direct line to her central nervous system. The combination of his cock deep inside her, his fingers on her most sensitive spot, and the visual of Nella’s thorough aftercare playing out through the glass built her second orgasm in under a minute. She pressed her forehead against the cool glass and her breath fogged the surface as her breathing accelerated.

“I’m going to cum again,” she whispered. “God, Theron, I’m going to cum so hard. Don’t stop touching me. Don’t stop fucking me. Don’t…”

She came again. Harder than the first. Her knees buckled and he caught her, one arm around her waist, his other hand still working her clit through the orgasm’s peak. He held her up while her body convulsed, her pregnant belly pressing against his forearm, the baby shifting inside her as if startled by the muscular contractions surrounding it. Her pussy clamped around his cock in rhythmic waves that were stronger than the first orgasm’s, the second peak building on the first’s residual sensitivity and crashing through her with the accumulated force of both.

This orgasm was wetter than the first. Her arousal, already abundant from pregnancy hormones, released in a flood that ran down her inner thighs and dripped onto the padded mat beneath them. The wet sound of their coupling intensified in the narrow space, audible and obscene and exactly the soundtrack their particular kink required.

He followed. The vise grip of her orgasming pussy, the pulsing contractions that milked his cock with involuntary rhythm, the desperate clenching of a body that was cumming and squeezing and still watching through the fogged glass at a woman who was kissing a stunned boy’s forehead and tucking the blanket around his shoulders. He buried himself deep and came inside his pregnant fiancee while she watched a professional sex worker through a one-way glass panel in the back room of their tavern.

The release pulsed through him in thick, warm spurts. She felt each one. Pushed back against him, taking him deeper, her body instinctively demanding every drop even though the baby was already made and the breeding talk had transitioned from fantasy to reality months ago. Habit. Devotion. Need. The three engines that drove Elara’s insistence on being filled, and they operated whether the filling was biologically purposeful or not.

Their life was not conventional. It had stopped being conventional the day Mirelle suggested charging for the privilege of staring at her tits. That was a long time ago.

Elara leaned against the window, breathing hard, her pregnant belly pressing against the cool glass. His cum was inside her. Dripping, now, down her thighs where it mixed with her own considerable moisture. She hadn’t cleaned up. She wouldn’t.

“Mrs. Ashwick,” she murmured. Testing the name again. It still made her smile.

She straightened. Adjusted her skirt. The cum was invisible beneath the hem but she could feel it. Warm, sliding slowly down her inner legs as gravity did its work. Her own quiet version of Mirelle’s morning announcement. The customers wouldn’t see it. She didn’t need them to. She knew, and Theron knew, and that was sufficient.

They emerged from the niche. The back-room corridor was empty, Nella having escorted her client out through the side entrance. Elara paused in the hallway.

“I’ve been thinking about something,” she said.

“Tell me.”

“After we’re married. After the baby. I want to keep doing this.” She gestured at the niche door. “The watching. The window. I want our sex life to always have windows.” She met his eyes. Her gaze was earnest and sure and stripped of the embarrassment that had accompanied her first niche visits months ago. “I don’t want marriage to make us boring.”

“Marriage won’t change what we are,” he said. “It’ll just make it official.”

“Promise?”

“Elara. I proposed to you with my cum still inside you. I’m not planning to start being conventional now.”

She laughed. The bright, sunny giggle that hadn’t changed since the beginning, since the cheerful waitress who hummed while she worked and blushed when adventurers complimented her smile. The sound was identical. The woman making it was different in every way that mattered and the same in every way that counted.

He kissed her belly. Felt the baby shift beneath his lips, a rolling motion that was too small to be a kick but too deliberate to be digestion.

“Your father just fucked your mother in a spy closet while she watched a prostitute through a window,” he told the belly.

“Don’t traumatize our child before it’s born.”

“Just setting expectations.”

She grinned. Took his hand. Led him back into the main hall where the afternoon shift was beginning. Customers were filtering in. The grey-bearded warrior was already at his usual seat, waiting for Mirelle’s topless entrance like a devotee awaiting his daily sacrament.

Elara returned to work. Serving tables. Smiling. The pregnant bride with Theron’s cum drying on her thighs and the satisfaction of two orgasms buzzing through her pregnancy-sensitive body. She picked up a tray. Balanced it on one hand. Approached a table of C-rank adventurers who didn’t know and would never know what she’d been doing five minutes ago.

“What can I get you?” she asked. Bright and warm and fundamentally unchanged from the girl who’d first served ale in this room a year ago.

“Ale for four,” the lead adventurer said. Then, noticing her belly: “Congratulations, by the way. Boy or girl?”

“We don’t know yet.” She placed mugs with practiced efficiency. “But either way, they’re going to grow up in the best tavern in Amoria.”

“The best tavern in the kingdom,” the adventurer corrected.

Elara looked across the room. Caught Theron’s eye. Smiled the smile that was just for him, the one that carried gratitude and love and bone-deep satisfaction. She’d found her place in a world she’d once been too innocent to imagine.

“Yeah,” she agreed. “Maybe the kingdom.”

Mrs. Ashwick in waiting. Still giggling. Still serving ale. Still sneaking into the viewing niche three times a week.

Some things changed. Some things were better for not changing at all.


Chapter 15: Peak Operations

The adventurers arrived at the Stag in the late afternoon like a conquering army that had decided to celebrate by getting blackout drunk in someone else’s establishment.

Twenty men and women. C-rank. Fresh from a successful Blackwell Mines delve that had lasted nine days and produced three carts of cleared fungi-cult silver and one hell of a story. Their armor was scratched and stained with something purple that Theron chose not to ask about. Their coin pouches were heavy. Their thirst was legendary.

“The Stag!” bellowed the lead delver, a barrel-chested woman with an eyepatch and forearms that could crack walnuts and probably had, possibly with people still inside the walnuts. “Because where else? The Golden Harp serves watered ale. The Merry Tankard smells like a sewer. Only the Stag treats us like the heroes we pretend to be!”

Where else indeed. A year ago, the Prancing Stag had been a destination of last resort. The tavern that adventurers chose when everything better was full or closed or burning from the last time adventurers visited. Now it was the first choice. The only choice, for the regulars who’d watched the transformation and contributed to it with their coin and their loyalty and their willingness to overlook the sounds that carried from the back room during peak hours.

They poured through the front door with the manic energy of people who’d spent nine days underground and were now determined to spend everything they’d earned above ground in the shortest possible time. Theron directed them to the long table near the fireplace, the one they’d reinforced with Torven’s ironwork after a fleet-season arm-wrestling match had cracked the original. Elara already had mugs lined up. Mirelle was pouring before anyone sat down.

All hands working. Every woman at maximum capacity. The Stag’s ecosystem performing at peak efficiency under load.

Mirelle behind the bar. Topless as standard, her 38DD breasts bare and moving with every pour, every reach, every turn. At six weeks pregnant, the belly wasn’t visible yet, but her breasts were. They’d begun the swelling that early pregnancy produced, pushing past even their previous dimensions, the nipples darker and more prominent, the overall effect enough to make the one-eyed delver pause mid-drink and stare openly.

“Those are real?” the delver asked.

“Everything about me is real,” Mirelle said. She leaned forward to place a mug, and the motion sent her breasts swaying in the slow hypnotic rhythm that had become the Stag’s signature visual. “Including my prices. Four sovereigns per ale. Tips appreciated.”

The delver tipped fifteen sovereigns for the first round. She sat for twenty minutes. Ordered three more rounds she didn’t need. By the end of the evening, her personal contribution to the Mirelle tip fund was fifty-five sovereigns.

New personal record. Mirelle noted it mentally with quiet satisfaction. Her body was worth more per hour than most adventurers earned fighting mushroom cults underground.

Elara worked the floor. Her fitted maternity dress, cream with green Venara embroidery, showed her seventeen-week belly with every step. She moved between tables with natural grace, born to make people feel welcome, her honey-blonde braid swinging, her ring catching the lantern light.

The Blackwell company noticed. They always noticed Elara. She was the Stag’s heart, the human center of an operation that could otherwise seem like pure commerce and exhibition. Customers who’d watched her progression from shy virgin waitress to pregnant bride-to-be felt something proprietary about her. Not ownership. Not desire, exactly. More like investment. They’d been there for the journey. They wanted to see the destination.

“How far along?” asked a wiry scout with herb-stained fingers.

“Seventeen weeks.”

“Boy or girl?”

“Don’t know yet. Don’t care. Healthy is what matters.”

“Smart girl.” The scout touched her belly with a gentle hand, the calloused fingers surprisingly careful. “My grandmother said you can tell by how the mother carries. High is a girl. Low is a boy.” She studied Elara’s profile. “You’re carrying high.”

“A girl would be nice,” Elara said. Then, with the smile that could light up a room: “A boy would also be nice. Honestly, I just want someone who likes ale.”

The table laughed. The scout tipped twelve sovereigns.

Celia didn’t work the floor. She worked the system.

At her usual spot near the ledger, purple dress impeccable, severe bun intact, pen moving with the controlled strokes that she’d elevated from habit to art form, she tracked the evening’s flow with the intensity of a general monitoring a battle. Client counts by table. Per-customer revenue averaged across drink orders. Tip distribution by server, broken down into base tips and what she privately termed “the cleavage coefficient,” the measurable correlation between Mirelle’s topless lean angle and the corresponding tip increase. The back room’s throughput rate, logged by quarter-hour intervals. The gloryhole queue, which had formed by seven o’clock and now stretched to seven men waiting in the alley, managed by Nella with the clipboard and time-slot system Celia had implemented the previous week because unmanaged queues were, in her considered opinion, “an insult to logistics and a hazard to revenue optimization.”

At eight weeks pregnant, Celia wasn’t showing. The swell wouldn’t be visible for another month. But she knew. The knowing expressed itself in small ways: the hand that rested on her flat stomach between ledger entries, the slight softening of her posture when she thought no one was watching, the fact that she’d swapped her evening wine for Seraphine’s herbal tea without comment.

The ranger Declan was among the customers tonight. Not with the Blackwell company. He sat at his usual table, the one Celia had designated as “his” without formally acknowledging the designation, and ordered a standard meal and a standard ale. He tipped normally. He asked for nothing. He existed in the Stag’s ecosystem as a quiet, steady presence that required nothing from Celia except the knowledge that he was there.

She served him herself. Placed the mug on the table with the careful efficiency she applied to everything. Their eyes met. He didn’t reach for her hand. Didn’t compliment her appearance. Just looked at her with the kind brown eyes that had seen the Feywood’s horrors and found them less interesting than a dark-haired woman with grey eyes and a ledger.

“Good evening,” he said.

“Revenue is up fourteen percent from last week,” she replied.

He smiled. She didn’t. But something around her mouth shifted in a way that suggested, to anyone paying very close attention, that the absence of a smile was itself a kind of smile.

In the back room, Rosalind managed the operation with command authority. She’d been doing this since before most of the Stag’s customers had grown their first chest hairs.

Seven clients by nine o’clock. She emerged between sessions to grab water and check on her team. Mascara smeared beneath her jade-green eyes, honey-blonde hair in a state of attractive disorder, a sheen of sweat on her chest where her massive soft breasts pushed against the loosened front of her blouse. She was grinning the wide grin of a woman having a profitable night and enjoying her work.

“The Blackwell boys are GENEROUS,” she reported, draining a cup of water at the bar. “And hung. Must be the mushroom diet.”

“Is that scientifically possible?” Elara asked.

“I don’t question the results. I just measure them.” She held up her hands, approximately eight inches apart. “That’s client four. The pathfinder. He tipped extra because, and I’m quoting, ‘nobody in the mines let me do that.’”

“Do what?” Mirelle asked.

Rosalind’s grin widened. Her trade-secret grin, the one she deployed when she was enjoying proprietary knowledge and had no intention of sharing them with civilians. “Trade secret. Let’s just say his pathfinding skills extend beyond the wilderness.”

“That tells me nothing.”

“It tells you everything. You’re just not listening with the right body part.”

She returned to work. Client eight by ten o’clock. Client nine by ten-thirty. The pace was relentless and Rosalind loved every minute of it. She operated in a state of flow that most artisans experienced maybe once in a career. Every client received her full attention. Every encounter was performed at the peak of her twenty-year-old skill set. She wasn’t just servicing men tonight. She was conducting a masterclass in her own excellence.

Sable handled a staggering eight clients of her own. The shy apprentice who’d once trembled through her first paid session now moved between room and gloryhole with an efficiency that would have made Rosalind proud. Which it did. Rosalind told her so between clients, the mentor-pride visible in every approving nod.

Between clients five and six, Sable emerged to chat with Elara at the bar. The transition was seamless. One minute she was a professional sex worker servicing a paying customer through a hole in a wall. The next she was a young woman leaning on a bar, sipping water, discussing whether the baby’s nursery should be in Theron’s room or a separate space.

“I was thinking,” Sable said, her wild dark curls wilder than usual, her caramel skin flushed from exertion, “that when your baby is old enough, I could teach her things. Reading. Sewing. Rosalind taught me, and I’m a better teacher than she is because I have more patience.”

“Rosalind would disagree.”

“Rosalind disagrees with everything. It’s her hobby.” Sable smiled. Her amber eyes were warm and sure. “I just want to be useful. Not just for the work. For the family.”

“You ARE the family,” Elara said. She took Sable’s hand. Two young women, one pregnant and engaged and still discovering her voyeuristic kink, the other a sex worker who’d recently discovered she could squirt and owned a single wooden bird figurine and had found a home in a place she’d never expected. “You’re not just useful, Sable. You’re necessary.”

Sable squeezed her hand. Went back to work. Client six. Then seven. Then eight.

Nella and Bess handled the overflow. The two new workers, still establishing their rhythms within the Stag’s system, managed twelve clients between them. Nella with her quiet professionalism, Bess with her cheerful chattiness, both contributing to a back-room revenue total that Celia would record with satisfaction in the morning.

By midnight, the numbers were in.

Theron counted. Celia verified. The ledger received its most impressive non-fleet, non-celebration entry.

“Two hundred and eighty-seven sovereigns,” Celia announced. Her voice was flat, controlled, betraying nothing, the same voice she’d use to report a mediocre Wednesday. But her pen made a small star beside the number. A five-pointed star, drawn with geometric care, the kind of annotation that appeared nowhere else in the ledger and never had. Celia didn’t give stars. Celia gave accurate figures and cold assessments and occasionally a note that read “suboptimal” in the margin when revenue dipped below projections. Stars were unprecedented. Stars were emotional. Stars were, by Celia’s internal rubric, an inefficiency.

She’d drawn one anyway.

“Main floor: food and drink, seventy-four. Tips, eighty-three. Mirelle’s personal tips, fifty-five of that eighty-three, which is a new individual record and which I’ve noted separately because the correlation between pregnancy-enhanced breast volume and tip generation continues to display a strong positive trend.” She didn’t look at Mirelle. Mirelle, topless and gloriously pregnant behind the bar, didn’t need to be looked at to know she was the subject. “Back room: one hundred and thirty across all services and workers. Rosalind leading with seven clients, Sable at eight, Nella and Bess handling the overflow with twelve between them.”

“Second-highest day ever,” Theron said. The fleet-season peak of three hundred and twelve still held the record.

“Third-highest,” Celia corrected. “You’re forgetting the C-rank celebration in the spring. One hundred and eighty. This surpasses that but not fleet peak.”

“Still.” He looked at the number in the ledger. Two hundred and eighty-seven sovereigns. From a tavern that had earned thirty-two on his first day.

The household sat around the bar after closing. Exhausted. Satisfied. The contentment of people who’d worked hard, earned well, and would wake tomorrow to do it again.

Rosalind raised her glass. Wine. She’d earned it. “To two hundred and eighty-seven sovereigns. To a back room that never stops. And to a household that keeps getting more interesting every month I work here.”

They drank.

Maren arrived late. She’d heard from Orin, who’d stopped by the Stag on his way back from a Velmoor run and relayed the revenue figure. He’d heard from Sable, who’d told him during a water break. The Stag’s gossip network was faster than any courier service.

She sat at the bar with the baby against her chest, copper hair loose, enormous breasts straining against the nursing dress that was now two sizes too small because her milk production showed no signs of decreasing.

“Two hundred and eighty-seven sovereigns?” She looked at Theron. “Dane’s best month was a thousand total. You did that in a DAY.”

“Different times,” Theron said.

“Different man.” Her emerald eyes held his with the look that was neither hungry nor philosophical but somewhere between, the look of someone who’d lived long enough to recognize when every reasonable expectation had been surpassed, and with a grace the dead had lacked. “Dane was magnificent. But he ran his empire from a position of charm. You run yours from a position of love. That’s why yours will last.”

The baby fussed. Maren unbuttoned her dress and latched him with the casual ease that had stopped surprising anyone months ago. The soft sounds of nursing filled the quiet tavern.

Theron looked around the bar.

Two pregnant women: Elara at seventeen weeks, belly round beneath her fitted dress, ring on her finger, glowing, everything she wanted found. Celia at eight weeks, not showing, hiding her pregnancy behind posture and willpower, the secret weapon she’d deploy at maximum strategic impact.

One newly confirmed: Mirelle, three to four weeks, breasts already responding, serving topless with dried evidence of the morning’s celebration still faintly visible to the dedicated observer.

One postpartum with a nursing baby: Maren, red-haired and resplendent, producing milk and philosophy in equal measure.

Two back-room workers emerging from the back room for their evening meal: Rosalind, mascara destroyed, hair a disaster, grinning, every penny of her seven-client night earned. Sable, caramel skin flushed, wild curls even wilder, the wooden bird visible in her pocket.

Two new workers cleaning up: Nella, efficient and quiet, already an asset. Bess, cheerful and chatty, counting her tips with visible pleasure.

One godson and trade driver: Orin, who’d arrived with the cart from Velmoor, one hundred and thirty sovereigns in trade goods and a sunburn from the road. He sat beside Maren, his hand on the baby’s back, casually intimate, shame long since abandoned.

The whole world. His whole world. Built from a broken sign and a bankrupt ledger and a combination of necessity, ambition, and something that might, if he was being honest, be called love.

“Seven days until the wedding,” he said.

The household stirred. Seven days. The number hung in the warm air of the tavern, between the smell of ale and the faint perfume of Rosalind’s evening and the deeper scent of milk from Maren’s breast and the indefinable warmth of a household that had found its shape.

“I’ve updated the seating chart,” Celia said, because of course she had. “The Collegium scholars who approached us at the Friday dance last month have confirmed attendance. They want to discuss Velmoor enchanted component supply contracts during the reception.”

“No business at my wedding,” Elara said.

“I’ve scheduled the business meeting for twenty minutes after the ceremony, before the feast.” Celia’s pen tapped the ledger. “Efficient use of gathered personnel.”

“No business at my wedding, Celia.”

“The contracts are worth an estimated two hundred sovereigns monthly.”

“No. Business. At. My. Wedding.”

Celia sighed. Made a notation. “Rescheduled to the following Monday. Noted.”

Theron smiled. His wife-to-be and his operational genius, negotiating the boundary between romance and commerce with the same energy they’d been negotiating everything since he’d inherited a tavern full of women he couldn’t stop staring at.

The best day in the Prancing Stag’s history. Recorded in the ledger with a star that Celia would never admit to drawing.


Chapter 16: Celia Bound

Two lengths of leather cord.

Celia held them up when she entered his room. Not the single cord from before, the one she’d taken from the storage room on the night she’d discovered what surrender felt like. Two cords. Separate. One for each wrist.

She locked the door behind her. Set the cords on the bed. Began undressing efficiently, each garment removed with precision. She’d planned every step and resented the clothing that delayed it.

Purple dress over her head. Folded. Placed on the chair. Smallclothes, which she still wore during the day because nudism was Mirelle’s territory and Celia had boundaries even in her transformation. Removed. Folded. Placed on the dress.

She stood naked in the candlelight.

Her body had changed. The pale porcelain skin was the same, translucent and pale, the kind that made every flush and every mark hyper-visible. Her dark hair fell loose around her shoulders because she’d stopped pinning it up at night, the severe bun reserved for working hours and the loose cascade reserved for this room. Her small 34B breasts sat high and firm on her chest, the large dark nipples already stiffened.

But the belly. At eight weeks, the swell was barely visible. Not the round firmness of Elara’s seventeen-week bump or the gentle mound of Mirelle’s early pregnancy. Just a softness below her navel. A slight rounding that could have been dismissed as a heavy meal if you didn’t know what you were looking for.

Theron knew what he was looking for.

Celia picked up the cords. Handed them to him.

“Tie me to the headboard,” she said. “Both wrists. Arms spread.”

No preamble. No explanation. Celia communicated her desires with the same brisk efficiency she applied to inventory management and quarterly revenue projections.

“How far tonight?” he asked.

“Further than last time.” Her grey-blue eyes, which had spent twenty years being cold and judgmental and closed to everyone, held his with an intensity that burned. “Edge me. I want you to take me to the edge and hold me there until I beg. And then don’t let me cum until you decide I’ve earned it.”

She lay back on the bed. Raised her arms above her head. Extended her wrists toward the headboard’s wooden posts, arms spread, her body forming a pale Y against the dark sheets.

He tied her.

The leather wound around her left wrist first, then looped around the bedpost, knotted firm. Snug against skin, inescapable. She tested it immediately, pulling, her arm muscles flexing beneath pale skin. The cord held. She made a small sound, not quite a gasp, at the confirmation.

Right wrist. Same process. The cord snug against her skin, the knot positioned so it wouldn’t tighten under strain. He’d learned the technique from the first session, when a carelessly tied knot had left marks that lasted two days and Celia had worn them like medals.

She was bound. Spread on his bed, naked, helpless, her pale body lit by warm candlelight. Dark hair on the pillow like spilled ink. Grey-blue eyes that had gone almost black, pupils dilated with a mix of anticipation and the electric fear that she chased because it was the only thing that made her feel alive in a way competition never had.

The faint swell of his child beneath her navel. The evidence of what they’d built, growing inside the body she’d just surrendered to his control.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

“I’ve been ready since breakfast. I spent three hours at the ledger thinking about this instead of the Collegium supply contract. You’re costing me revenue.”

He started with his mouth. Not immediately. First he looked at her.

She was bound and naked and spread before him, the candlelight painting her pale skin in warm gold, the dark hair framing her face, her eyes burning with anticipation and the chosen fear she’d learned to chase because the fear was the door and behind the door was the part of herself she couldn’t access any other way. Her small firm breasts with their large dark nipples, hard and prominent, rising and falling with each quickened breath. The flat plane of her stomach, soft at eight weeks with the pregnancy she’d fought for, the barely-visible evidence of his seed taking root in the body she’d surrendered to his control. The long pale legs, spread, the tender inner thighs exposed and vulnerable, the pink flesh of her pussy visible and already glistening.

He made her wait. Ten seconds. Twenty. Long enough that the anticipation built into something that was its own kind of stimulation, the not-touching becoming as intense as touching, her body taut with expectation, every nerve ending straining toward the contact that hadn’t arrived yet.

Then he settled between her thighs and pressed his tongue flat against her pussy.

Slow. Deliberate. The broad-tongue technique that Rosalind had demonstrated years ago in a harbor room, the approach that covered everything at once before narrowing to specific targets. Starting wide, the flat of his tongue painting a stripe from the base of her slit to the hood of her clit, covering every fold, every surface, every millimeter of swollen, aroused flesh.

Celia’s response was immediate and violent.

Her hips bucked off the bed. Pregnancy had amplified her sensitivity to levels that made pre-pregnancy sex feel like it had been happening through a layer of wool. The increased blood flow to her pelvic region had turned every nerve ending to twice its normal voltage. His tongue on her was like a match on dry tinder. She pulled against the cords, arms straining, the leather creaking against her wrists, the headboard protesting with a wooden groan that echoed the sound she was trying not to make.

He pinned her hips with one arm. Pressed his forearm across the bones, holding her flat against the mattress. She couldn’t move. Couldn’t grind against his mouth. Couldn’t tilt her hips to redirect the pressure to where she wanted it most. Couldn’t control the angle or the speed. All she could do was receive.

He licked her with meticulous patience. Long, slow strokes from the base of her slit to her clit, his tongue traveling the full length of her arousal, tasting the slick heat that pregnancy had made more abundant and more responsive. Each pass circled the swollen nub at the top, the clitoral hood that had retracted from sheer arousal to expose the sensitive pearl beneath, and then retreated, denying the sustained contact that her body was already screaming for.

Building. Layering sensation upon sensation. The broad flat lick followed by the pointed tip. The slow circle around her clit followed by the direct press. The retreat that left her hips chasing his mouth, the bound hands and pinned hips preventing her from catching it.

He could feel her body’s response in the tension of her thighs pressing against his cheeks, in the quickening of her breathing that made her small breasts rise and fall with increasing urgency, in the rhythmic clenching of her pussy against nothing, the internal muscles contracting around emptiness with desperate pulses that he could see with each lick. Her pussy lips were swollen, flushed dark pink against the alabaster of her inner thighs, the color so vivid it looked painted. Her clit was prominent and engorged, standing proud from its hood, practically pulsing with the blood flow that pregnancy had sent rushing to her pelvic region.

She was close in under two minutes. Pregnancy sensitivity and four days since her last orgasm conspired to push her toward the edge with embarrassing speed. Her breathing went ragged. Her thighs trembled against his shoulders. Her pussy clenched in the telltale pre-orgasmic contractions that he’d learned to read like a language.

He stopped.

Pulled his mouth away. Sat back. Watched her.

The sound she made was not a moan. Not a gasp. It was a growl. The frustrated, feral sound of a woman who’d been inches from release and had it snatched away by the man she’d given control to.

“No.” She pulled against the cords. The headboard creaked. “Don’t stop. I was RIGHT THERE.”

“You don’t get to decide.”

He spanked her.

Not her ass. Her inner thigh. One firm, open-palm slap on the tender skin near her pussy, the soft white flesh that was more sensitive than any other surface on her body. The crack was sharp in the quiet room. A pink handprint bloomed against white skin with the vivid clarity of a watercolor applied to wet paper.

Celia yelped. The sound was shock and pain and, beneath both, something that wasn’t either. The sting radiated from the point of impact into her pussy, the interrupted orgasm and the sudden sharp sensation combining into a spiral of need that was worse than where she’d started.

“Again,” she whispered.

He didn’t. Not yet. He let the sting fade. Let her body process the intersection of denied pleasure and applied pain. Her inner thigh glowed pink. Her chest rose and fell with quickened breathing. The faint swell of pregnancy caught the candlelight with each inhale.

Second edge.

Fingers this time. Two inside her, sliding into the wet heat that his mouth had prepared, curling upward to find the spot that made her hips jerk. His thumb found her clit and began the steady circular pressure that he’d perfected over months of learning Celia’s particular responses.

She was drenched. The arousal from the first denied orgasm had nowhere to go and her body had responded by producing more, a slippery excess that coated his fingers and ran down to the sheets beneath her. She writhed against the cords, her wrists pulling, the leather creaking, the headboard protesting.

“Please.” The word came out broken. “PLEASE. Let me…”

He built her up methodically. The fingers inside her curled and stroked. The thumb circled. Her pussy clenched around his fingers with increasing urgency, the rhythmic contractions speeding up as her body approached the edge for the second time.

He stopped.

Withdrew his fingers. She watched them leave her body with an expression of genuine anguish. Her pussy gaped slightly, swollen and empty, clenching around nothing.

He spanked her other thigh. The same firm, open-palm strike, the crack echoing, a matching pink handprint blooming on the untouched skin. She yelped again, louder this time, the combination of two denied orgasms and the sharp sting pushing her into a state of need that had gone beyond frustration into something that looked like prayer.

Pink handprints on both inner thighs. Her pale skin marked. Her pussy glistening between them, swollen and desperate, the visual so explicit it belonged in the artwork of Ardena’s temple.

Third edge.

He positioned himself between her spread legs and entered her.

She cried out at the penetration. Not from pain. From the overwhelming relief of finally being filled after two rounds of denial that had left her empty and aching. His cock stretched her, her pregnant pussy gripping him with the tight, hot, desperate clutch of a body that was beyond ready and approaching unhinged.

He thrust slowly. Deliberately. Each stroke measured, controlled, filling her completely and withdrawing until just the head remained before pushing deep again. She pulled against the cords with every thrust, her wrists straining, the muscles in her arms defined against her porcelain skin.

His hand found her throat.

Resting. Just the weight of his palm against the delicate column of her neck, his fingers wrapping around the sides where her pulse hammered beneath the skin. The sensation of being held at the most vulnerable point on her body while helpless and penetrated.

She stared up at him. Those eyes, enormous in the candlelight, pupils so dilated they were nearly black. The eyes that had spent years judging, evaluating, finding everyone wanting. Now they held nothing but surrender.

“Tighter,” she whispered.

He applied pressure. Enough to feel the compression without cutting air, the warmth of his hand around her throat, the undeniable reality that he could squeeze harder and she wanted him to and the trust between them was the only reason she could breathe at all.

She’d been edged three times. Her entire body was vibrating, a continuous tremor that ran through her muscles and made her skin ripple. The combination of denied orgasm, spanked thighs, bondage, penetration, and throat pressure had assembled a tension inside her that was beyond anything she’d experienced. Beyond the sharp peaks of her anal orgasms, beyond the transformative surrender of their first bondage session. A tension she had no name for. A pressure that had been building since the night she’d stood in the storage room of the Prancing Stag and demanded that Theron fuck her because she couldn’t stand being jealous anymore.

He decided she’d earned it.

He sped up. His cock driving deep, faster, the angle adjusted to maximize the contact with her swollen front wall. His thumb found her clit again, slick and prominent, and applied the pressure and rhythm that her body recognized. His hand stayed on her throat, maintaining the weight, the warmth, the control.

The orgasm was catastrophic.

It didn’t crest and break. It detonated. Her body convulsed with such force that she pulled the leather cord loose from one wrist, her left arm yanking free of the bedpost and flying to his chest where her nails dug into his skin hard enough to draw blood. Her pussy clamped around his cock in rhythmic waves that were so powerful they pushed against his length, the contractions squeezing and releasing and squeezing with a force that was almost painful.

She came for thirty seconds.

The convulsions were full-body. Not localized to her pussy but radiating outward through every muscle, every nerve, every inch of pale skin. Her thighs locked around his waist. Her remaining bound wrist pulled the headboard forward with a creak of wood. Tears streamed from her eyes, not from pain, not from sadness, from the sheer intensity of a body experiencing a release so complete that the emotional system couldn’t distinguish between ecstasy and grief.

She sobbed. She screamed. She pulled against the remaining cord and gripped his chest and her pussy milked his cock with rhythmic, relentless contractions that went on and on and on.

He followed her over the edge. The vise grip of her orgasming pussy was irresistible. He buried himself deep in her pregnant body and came, filling her, his hand relaxing on her throat, his cock pulsing inside her as her contractions milked every drop from him.

She gasped. Not from the release of pressure on her throat. From the intensity still rippling through her body in waves that refused to subside.

He untied her remaining wrist. The leather had left red marks where she’d strained against it. He gathered her against his chest and held her while she trembled. Not cold. Aftershocks. The body’s attempt to process a neurological event that had exceeded its normal operating parameters.

She trembled for five minutes.

He held her the entire time. His hand stroking her dark hair, his body warm against her cool porcelain skin. Her face was wet with tears and her wrists were marked with red and her inner thighs bore pink handprints and his cum was leaking from her pussy and she was the most vulnerable she’d ever been in her life.

When the trembling finally subsided, she didn’t speak. Not immediately. She lay against his chest with her eyes open, staring at the ceiling, breathing in a rhythm that wasn’t sleep and wasn’t wakefulness but the territory between where the body decides what it just survived.

Then she said something he didn’t expect.

“I want it darker.”

He waited.

“Last time you showed me what was underneath the armor. I felt it. Peace. Relief. All of that.” She held up her freed wrist, the red cord mark vivid against her pale skin. “But tonight was different. Tonight I wasn’t looking for peace. I was looking for the edge. The place where it stops being safe and starts being something I can’t name.” Her eyes found his in the dim room, and they were burning. Not warm. Lit from somewhere deeper. “When your hand was on my throat and I couldn’t move and you were inside me and I was pregnant with your child and the orgasm was coming and I couldn’t stop it – I wasn’t peaceful. I was obliterated. Everything that makes me Celia was just… gone. The ledger, the competition, the plans, the control. All of it. Burned out. And what was left wasn’t me. It was older than me. Wilder. It doesn’t have a name.”

She touched her belly. The faint eight-week swell warm beneath her palm.

“That terrifies me,” she said. “And I’ve never wanted anything more.”

She rolled over and pressed her face into the pillow. Boneless. Spent. But her breathing wasn’t calm – it was the shallow, alert breathing of someone who had glimpsed a territory she intended to map.

“Next time,” she said into the pillow, “don’t let go of my throat when I come.”

“Celia–”

“I trust you.” She turned her head. One eye visible above the pillow’s edge, fierce and certain. “I trust you enough to go further. That’s the point. That’s what makes it transcendent instead of just intense.”

He didn’t answer immediately. She didn’t need him to. She’d said what she came to say, and the saying of it had cost her something, and the cost was part of what made it valuable.

“Also,” she added, “that orgasm definitely rearranged my internal organs. Medical science should study my uterus.”

“You said that last time.”

“It bears repeating. I’ve achieved things in this room that defy biology.”

She curled against his chest and closed her eyes. She was asleep in under a minute. But even in sleep, her freed hand stayed on her belly, and her breathing held the faintest tremor – not fear, not cold, but the residual vibration of someone who had touched something vast and dark and wanted to go back.

The cord marks on her wrists would fade by morning. The peace wouldn’t.


Chapter 17: Dress Fitting

Five days before the wedding, Lysa sent word that the dresses were finished.

The message arrived via the same courier who delivered Lysa’s regular dress orders, a thin boy with a persistent cough who’d learned to avert his eyes when entering the Prancing Stag because the things he’d accidentally seen through the front window had been giving him complicated dreams for months. He handed the note to Celia, who read it, checked it against the timeline she’d been maintaining, and nodded once.

“On schedule,” she announced to the kitchen. “Lysa doesn’t miss deadlines. Another reason elves are superior to humans in at least this one specific category.”

“Celia,” Mirelle said from behind the stove, “please don’t declare racial supremacy before breakfast.”

“I said ‘in this one specific category.’ Specifically, tailoring deadlines. That’s a very narrow observation, not a broad philosophical position.”

The household walked to the Craftsmen’s Ward in the afternoon sun, closing the Stag early for the first time in months because some occasions warranted losing an afternoon’s revenue and Celia had already calculated the opportunity cost and deemed it “acceptable within the quarterly variance allowance.” A procession that turned heads along Provision Lane not because of where they were going but because of what they looked like going there.

Theron in the lead. Elara beside him, eighteen-week belly round beneath her fitted maternity dress, her honey-blonde braid catching the light, the ring on her left hand glinting every time a sunbeam found it, which was constantly because Elara had developed the unconscious habit of positioning her hand exactly where the light would catch the stone. Celia two steps behind, purple dress immaculate, severe bun in place, her flat stomach hiding its secret behind posture and willpower and Celia’s iron conviction that if she didn’t acknowledge the bump, the bump couldn’t acknowledge her. Mirelle in a skirt and a wrap that she wore as a concession to public walkways and nothing else, her massive bare breasts visible through the loosely draped fabric to anyone with eyes, which was everyone they passed, several of whom walked into fixed objects while processing what they’d seen. Maren with the baby, copper hair blazing in the afternoon sun, enormous nursing-heavy breasts straining against buttons that were engaged in a losing war of containment. Sable in a simple cotton dress that complemented her caramel skin, wild dark curls bouncing with each step, the wooden bird in her pocket where her fingers found it every few minutes to confirm it was still there. Rosalind bringing up the rear, jade eyes bright, composure intact even off-duty, wearing the low-cut blouse that served as her civilian uniform and that displayed approximately the same amount of cleavage as her professional attire, which was to say: all of it.

Lysa’s shop smelled like silk and beeswax and the faint resinous incense that clung to everything she touched. The fitting area in the back room had been prepared: mirrors positioned along three walls, cushioned stools arranged for the audience, and a raised wooden platform in the center where the bride would stand.

Wine was poured for those who could drink it. Seraphine’s herbal honey tea, warm and sweet, for the pregnant ones. Maren accepted the tea with resignation. She’d been forced onto honey drinks for the better part of a year.

“I miss wine the way Aldric misses dignity,” Maren said. “Constantly and without hope of resolution.”

Lysa emerged from behind a curtain carrying a garment bag that she handled with the reverence of a priest carrying a holy relic. Her violet-blue eyes were bright. Her silver-blonde braids were immaculate. The half-elf’s eighty years of craftsmanship had produced something she was clearly proud of.

“Are you ready?” Lysa asked Elara.

Elara’s cornflower-blue eyes were already glistening. “I’ve been ready since you drew the sketch.”

The dress emerged from the bag like a revelation.

White silk. Not the harsh white of bleached linen but the soft, warm white of fresh cream, with the soft sheen that elven textile techniques produced. Green embroidery at the hem, Venara’s sacred vine patterns climbing upward in delicate scrollwork. Matching green at the bodice, where the stitching formed leaves and flowers that framed the neckline.

The neckline was low. Because this was the Stag’s household, and modesty was a language they’d stopped speaking.

The waist was structured with hidden hooks instead of laces, expandable panels sewn into the sides to accommodate the belly’s continued growth. The skirt flowed like water, catching the light from Lysa’s tall windows, moving with a fluidity that made the silk look alive.

Elara stepped behind the changing screen. Mirelle helped her into the dress, because that was what mothers did, even mothers who served ale topless and were carrying their employer’s child. The sounds behind the screen were rustling fabric, quiet instructions, and the held-breath silence of a woman about to see herself transformed.

She stepped out.

The room went still.

Elara stood on the platform in the white dress with her eighteen-week belly curving gently beneath the structured bodice, her honey-blonde hair loose around her shoulders, her eyes wide and bright. The silk moved when she breathed. The green embroidery framed her body. The low neckline showed the enhanced cleavage that pregnancy had given her, the C-cup fullness that she’d grown into over the past months.

She looked like a bride. She looked like a painting from a temple wall. She looked like the girl who’d served ale in a failing tavern and grown into a woman who was marrying the man who’d built an empire around her.

“Oh,” she said, looking at herself in the mirrors. The word contained everything.

Mirelle was crying before Elara finished turning. Full, immediate tears, the kind that erupted from a mother who’d survived twenty years of raising daughters alone, endured a dead lover and an eight-year drought of touch, and was now watching her youngest child become a bride in a dress that cost more than Mirelle’s entire wardrobe.

“I look like a bride,” Elara whispered.

“You ARE a bride,” Mirelle said through the tears. She reached out and adjusted the fabric at Elara’s shoulder automatically, unconsciously – mothering was involuntary, even when her own bare breasts were visible through her wrap and her stomach was three weeks pregnant.

Even Celia’s eyes were suspiciously bright. She stood at the edge of the room, arms crossed, face composed into the mask of analytical detachment she’d been wearing her entire life. But the mask had cracks now. Leather-cord-shaped cracks. And through them, moisture was escaping.

“Stop looking at me,” Celia said to nobody in particular. “I have allergies.”

“You don’t have allergies,” Elara said.

“I have developed them. Just now. In response to excessive sentimentality.”

Elara crossed the room and hugged her sister. The white dress against Celia’s purple. The pregnant belly between them. Celia held still for one second, two, three, then her arms came up and she held on fiercely, years of jealousy and cold armor falling away as she discovered that her sister getting married didn’t diminish her.

It completed them.

Now the celebration outfits. Lysa worked through the household with the focused efficiency of an artisan at the height of her powers.

Mirelle’s dress: wine-red silk with strategically placed sheer panels at the chest. The panels were translucent, revealing the shape and color of her breasts through the fabric without technically displaying them. The effect was somehow more provocative than full nudity, because the suggestion created an anticipation that bare skin couldn’t match.

“This is actually the MOST modest thing I’ve worn in weeks,” Mirelle observed, turning before the mirror. The sheer panels caught the light, and her massive breasts were visible as warm, soft shapes beneath the wine-colored silk, nipples prominent, the darker pregnancy-tone visible through the translucent fabric.

“The modesty is architectural, not moral,” Lysa said. “The panels reveal while technically concealing. It’s the most difficult design challenge in the order.”

“It’s beautiful,” Mirelle said. And meant it. The woman who’d abandoned clothing as a daily concept looked at herself in a dress for the first time in months and saw someone worth dressing.

Celia’s outfit: midnight purple, the color she’d claimed as her own. A structured corset with decorative lacing that ran up the front in black cord. She ran her fingers over the lacing and her grey-blue eyes flickered with private amusement that only Theron understood. The corset echoed her nightstand. The binding she chose for pleasure reflected in the binding she wore in public. A high slit on the left side showed her long, pale leg.

“The lacing is purely decorative,” Lysa noted. “It doesn’t actually tighten.”

“I know,” Celia said. She traced one cord with her fingertip. “Some bindings are for show. Some are for other purposes.”

Maren’s dress: copper-toned silk that matched her red hair so precisely it looked like Lysa had woven sunset into fabric. The front featured a nursing-friendly opening, hidden buttons that could be undone one-handed while holding an infant. Practical and beautiful.

“I’ll be breastfeeding during the ceremony,” Maren said. “The baby doesn’t care about vows.”

“The buttons are designed for single-hand operation,” Lysa said. “I tested them with a weighted sack simulating an infant’s resistance to schedule-based feeding.”

Sable’s dress: emerald green. Fitted and simple and elegant. The color against her caramel skin was stunning, the rich green making her warm brown tones glow golden. She stood beside Elara on the platform and the two of them, bride and maid of honor, reflected in three mirrors simultaneously, looked like something from a different world. The honey-blonde pregnant bride and the dark-curled exotic beauty, side by side, two young women who’d met as strangers in a tavern and become family.

“You’re beautiful,” Elara said.

“So are you.” Sable reached into her pocket. Pulled out the wooden bird. She’d shown it to Elara before, during the fitting weeks ago. But today, with the dresses finished and the wedding five days away, the gesture carried a different weight.

“I’m bringing this to the wedding,” Sable said. “In my pocket. Where it always goes when something matters.”

Elara took Sable’s free hand. Squeezed it. Said nothing, because sometimes nothing was the right thing to say.

Rosalind’s dress: confident red, plunging neckline that displayed her massive soft breasts proudly. The dress was practical and sexy, designed for a woman who spent her working life in various states of undress and wanted, for one evening, to look like the version of herself that chose to dress up.

“I look expensive,” Rosalind said, examining herself in the mirror with frank self-assessment, fifteen years of evaluating her own appearance as a business tool making every mirror a consultation. She turned left. Turned right. Studied the plunging neckline that displayed her massive soft breasts in a presentation that straddled the line between evening elegance and working advertisement. “Good. Very good. For one night, I want to look like the kind of woman who charges triple.”

“You look like a queen,” Sable said.

“I look like a very well-dressed whore,” Rosalind corrected. “Which is exactly what I am. A whore in a three-hundred-year-old half-elf’s finest silk, attending her employer’s wedding in a fertility temple, surrounded by pregnant women she helped corrupt. And I’ve never been prouder of any of it.”

“The silk is only forty years old,” Lysa noted. “I save the three-hundred-year-old fabric for elven commissions. Human celebrations are too vigorous for aged silk.”

“I’ll try not to rip it.”

“I’ve reinforced the stress points. Based on your professional activity patterns, I’ve added triple-stitch at the neckline and the shoulder seams.”

“Lysa, that’s the most thoughtful thing anyone’s ever done for my tits.”

“Your tits are a significant engineering challenge. I approach them with professional respect.”

Lysa tallied the completed order with the satisfied efficiency of an artisan who’d been working at the height of her craft and produced results that met her personal standards, which were the highest standards in Amoria and possibly the highest on the continent.

“Your household keeps my tape measure busy,” she said. She looked at Elara’s belly, at Mirelle’s swollen breasts straining the sheer panels, at Celia’s barely-perceptible thickening beneath the midnight purple corset. “And will continue to, I suspect. I should note that I’ve started a pregnancy expansion sub-order ledger. Celia is not the only one who benefits from organized documentation.”

“You have a sub-order ledger?” Celia asked, her eyes sharpening with keen interest.

“Elven filing methodology. Alphabetized by client, cross-referenced by measurement date, projected growth curves based on my eighty years of observing pregnant women.” Lysa paused. “Human pregnant women, specifically. Elven pregnancy takes fourteen months and the measurement progressions are completely different.”

“Fourteen months?” Elara’s eyes went wide.

“Elven children are born walking and speaking basic sentences. The additional gestational time is necessary.” She adjusted a pin on Maren’s copper dress. “Count yourselves fortunate. Nine months is a bargain.”

While the others admired their dresses and Maren slipped behind the curtain with Lysa for the affinity renewal, the ritual had become routine enough that Maren barely interrupted her tea. The half-elf’s worship of Maren’s lactating body and the subsequent transfer through Theron took less than twenty minutes. When it was done, the compass-hum in his chest refreshed, pointing north toward Velmoor with renewed clarity. Lysa had a second purpose for their time behind the curtain.

“Your wedding gift,” Lysa said. She produced a small box from a shelf, carved from pale wood with elven leaf patterns on the lid. Inside: a pair of rings. Simple silver bands with a thin line of green enamel running through the center, the color of Venara’s sacred vines.

“Elven silver,” she said. “It doesn’t tarnish. The green is elf-kin enamel. It glows faintly when the wearer is near someone with active elf-kin affinity.” She met his eyes. “When you wear this, and she wears hers, the green will glow whenever you’re together. A reminder that your marriage is blessed by more than one tradition.”

The rings were warm in his hand. The green enamel caught the light with a depth that suggested layers beneath the surface, the same quality as Lysa’s violet eyes when the magic was active.

“Thank you,” he said.

“I rarely give gifts to humans.” She smiled. The expression was measured and warm and very old. “Your household is the exception. Your marriage interests me. Your empire interests me. And your quarterly ring order from my shop is the most profitable contract I’ve maintained in thirty years.” The smile turned dry. “Sentiment and commerce. A half-elf combination.”

They rejoined the others. The afternoon light was slanting toward gold, the fitting room warm with lantern light and silk and the collective scent of seven women and their various perfumes, milks, and pheromones.

Mirelle had stopped crying. She’d moved on to the practical phase of her emotional processing, which involved checking every dress for loose threads with the methodical attention she applied to checking kitchen supplies.

Celia had produced a list. Of course she had. Seating chart. Ceremony timing. Toast order. Walking formation. “Aldric at the END of the table,” she specified. “Far from the viewing niche. Far from Rosalind. Far from anything that might prompt him to improvise a sermon.”

“He’s going to improvise a sermon regardless,” Theron said.

“I’ve budgeted three minutes for uninvited religious commentary. If he exceeds that, Wrenfeld has instructions.”

“What instructions?”

“Classified.” Celia folded the list and tucked it into her dress. “Operational security.”

The household left Lysa’s shop as the afternoon sun painted the Craftsmen’s Ward in gold and amber. Garment bags over arms. Dresses protected in paper wrapping. The bride-to-be walking beside her future husband with the glow that Lysa’s silk had added to the glow that pregnancy and love had already produced.

Five days. The dresses were ready. The Temple was prepared. The seating chart was organized to military specification by a pregnant woman with a ledger fetish and rope marks on her wrists.

The Stag awaited. Five days. Five dresses. One wedding. And a household that had never looked better walking into it.


Chapter 18: Rosalind’s Record

The second fleet arrived on a Wednesday morning. Fifteen ships, smaller than the first wave but carrying three hundred sailors with heavy purses and the desperate hunger of men who’d been at sea for six weeks without touching land or anything warm and willing.

Rosalind heard the harbor bells from the back room and smiled like a wolf hearing sheep.

“Today’s the day,” she announced. She stood in the corridor between the work rooms, honey-blonde hair pulled back in a practical knot, jade-green eyes bright with the fierce intensity of profit-motivated obsession. Her heavy soft breasts pushed against the low-cut blouse she wore between sessions, the deep cleavage serving as both advertisement and personal pride. “Last fleet season, Sable beat me. Twelve clients to my eight. That was unacceptable.”

“You said it was fine at the time,” Sable pointed out. She was braiding her wild dark curls into a working configuration, practiced motions. Loose hair was a liability during extended shifts.

“I said it was fine because you’re my protege and I’m gracious. I was lying. Today I set my record. I want sixteen.”

“Sixteen is four per hour over a four-hour peak shift,” Celia noted from her ledger station. “Mathematically ambitious.”

“Mathematics is for people who count. I perform.” Rosalind cracked her knuckles. The gesture was theatrical and entirely sincere. “All hands. Nella, Bess, you take the gloryhole rotation. Sable, you alternate between room and wall. I’m taking room priority. The sailors with heavy purses get the full experience.”

The Stag mobilized.

Mirelle took the bar. Topless, seven weeks pregnant, breasts bare and extraordinary, she poured ale for the advance guard of sailors who staggered through the front door with the land-legged swagger of men adjusting to solid ground after weeks at sea. They took one look at her chest and ordered three rounds before sitting down.

Elara managed the dining floor. Eighteen weeks pregnant, belly round and visible, her fitted dress and her ring and her particular warmth turning every table she served into a small celebration. The sailors responded to her the way all strangers did: with instant, instinctive protectiveness toward the pregnant girl who smiled like sunshine.

Celia ran the operation from her ledger, tracking client flow between rooms, monitoring the queue, adjusting Nella and Bess’s rotation schedule with the real-time tactical awareness of a general managing a battlefield.

The back room opened at four o’clock. By five, the side-alley queue was seven deep.

Rosalind took her first client at four-fifteen. A boatswain with weather-cracked hands and a coin purse the size of a fist. Room service. Full encounter.

Through the viewing niche, Elara watched. She’d told Theron she was doing “research,” a term she’d stopped pretending was genuine months ago. She pressed against the one-way glass with the focused attention of a woman feeding a kink that had become as essential to her arousal as breathing. Theron stood behind her, his hands on her hips, his cock pressing against her through their clothes.

“She’s incredible,” Elara whispered, watching Rosalind work.

Rosalind WAS incredible. The boatswain had clearly been expecting a mechanical transaction, a quick mechanical release, the standard harbor transaction. Instead, Rosalind greeted him with the warm smile that she’d been deploying for twenty years, sat him on the bed, and proceeded to demonstrate why she was the most requested worker in Amoria’s most profitable establishment.

Her mouth first. She took his cock into her mouth with the slow, savoring attention of a connoisseur, her jade eyes looking up at him while her lips worked his shaft, her tongue performing operations that made the boatswain grip the sheets with both hands and pray to a deity Rosalind didn’t recognize.

Then she rode him. Her full breasts bouncing, her hips rolling with the stamina of someone who considered this her calling. She came, because Rosalind came with genuine clients when the encounter deserved it, and the boatswain looked at her like a man who’d discovered religion.

Ten minutes. Ten sovereigns to the house. The boatswain left walking sideways.

Client two was a quartermaster with ink-stained hands and a preference for being ridden. Client three was a young mate, barely legal, who finished in under two minutes and apologized profusely until Rosalind told him it was flattering, which it was, and also efficient, which mattered tonight. Client four was a bosun with a beard that could shelter small animals and a cock that required the jaw-unhinging technique she’d been perfecting since her harbor days.

Four by six o’clock. Pace: acceptable. Target: not yet in danger.

Rosalind emerged between four and five for water. Her honey-blonde hair had begun its nightly transformation from neat arrangement to bedroom chaos, the careful knot she’d started with loosening into waves that stuck to her neck with sweat. A sheen of perspiration gleamed on her generous breasts where the blouse had been pulled open by client three’s enthusiastic hands. She drained a cup of water at the bar while Mirelle poured.

“Four in ninety minutes,” she reported. “Pace is good. Need them slightly faster after eight, when the second wave from the far ships arrives. The big vessels dock last. Those crews have been at sea longest. They’ll be desperate. Desperate means quick. Quick means volume.”

“You’re treating this like a military campaign,” Mirelle observed, her own bare breasts swaying as she reached for a clean mug.

“It IS a military campaign. Against my own previous record. The enemy is mediocrity and I intend to annihilate it with my mouth.” She cracked her knuckles. “And my hands. And my tits. And whatever else the situation requires.”

“Your dedication to your craft is inspiring.”

“My dedication to my craft is UNMATCHED. That’s why I’m going to break sixteen tonight. Watch me.”

She went back to work. Client five, a ship’s carpenter who wanted it slow and got it slow because Rosalind delivered what was requested even when speed was the strategic priority. Client six, a cook who brought her a pastry from the ship’s kitchen as a tip supplement. She ate it between clients while checking her hair in the mirror. Client seven by eight o’clock, a tall sailor from the southern islands who spoke limited Common but communicated his preferences through hand gestures and the universal language of enthusiastic moaning.

Sable kept pace in the adjacent room, handling five of her own, her caramel skin flushed from sustained activity and her curls escaping their careful arrangement with increasing enthusiasm. But Rosalind wasn’t tracking Sable tonight. She was tracking history.

Through the viewing niche, Elara narrated for Theron in breathless whispers while his hands worked beneath her skirt. “She’s on top again. Client seven. Big man. Sailor. She’s making him beg. Look at her face. She LOVES this.”

Elara came twice during Rosalind’s eighth client, her pregnant pussy clenching around Theron’s fingers, her orgasms triggered by the combination of voyeurism and his touch and the intoxication of watching a master at work.

Nine o’clock. Client nine. Ten. Eleven. The fleet peak was producing a steady stream of sailors through the side entrance, managed by Nella’s clipboard system. The queue never dropped below four.

Client twelve. Rosalind emerged for her second water break. She was, at this point, visibly marked. Her blouse had been discarded after client eight, replaced with nothing. Her heavy breasts hung free, coated with a combination of sweat, saliva, and cum from clients who’d finished on her chest rather than inside. Her mascara, which she applied between clients out of habit, had been destroyed by clients five, eight, and eleven respectively. Her honey-blonde hair was matted on one side where a client’s hands had gripped during a particularly enthusiastic blowjob.

She was grinning.

“Twelve,” she said, accepting water from Mirelle. “Four more. I need four more.”

“You look like you’ve been through a war,” Mirelle said.

“I have. I’m winning.”

She hadn’t washed between clients tonight. The accumulation was visible. Intentional. Each client’s evidence layered on the last, forming a topography of achievement across her skin. She wore it the way a warrior wore scars.

Between clients twelve and thirteen, Theron intercepted her in the corridor. The hallway between the back rooms was narrow and lit by a single oil lamp. The walls were thin enough that the sounds from Sable’s room were audible through the wood. Wet sounds. Working sounds.

Rosalind leaned against the wall, breathing hard, her cum-streaked body radiant with the satisfaction of a woman doing the thing she was born to do at the absolute peak of her ability. The cum from various clients was drying on her face, her neck, her breasts. Her lips were swollen from use. Her voice was hoarse.

“Fourteen after the next two,” she said. “Then two more and I hit sixteen.”

“You look incredible,” he told her.

She grinned. The expression cracked the dried cum at the corners of her mouth. “I know. This is what I am. This is what I was BORN for. Twenty years from now, when I’m too old for this work, I’ll remember tonight and smile.”

He kissed her. Tasted strangers on her swollen lips. Salt and musk and the accumulated evidence of twelve encounters. And beneath all of it, beneath the residue, the taste that was just Rosalind. The woman who’d taught him that sex could be both transaction and revelation, who’d taken his twenty sovereigns and his virginity in a harbor room and given him back a man.

Then he turned her against the wall.

She didn’t resist. She widened her stance and arched her back and looked at him over her shoulder with those jade eyes, heavy-lidded and hungry. Twelve men in four hours and she wanted one more before going back to work. Wanted HIM, specifically, because Theron was the only man who owned the establishment, the only man whose cock had been inside her that meant something beyond coin, and every other man in the queue was renting what he possessed.

“Quick,” she said. Not asking. Telling. “I’ve got two more clients after this and my jaw needs the break. Put it in me and remind me why I moved out of the harbor.”

He lifted her skirt. No undergarments, she’d stopped wearing them at work months ago, Mirelle’s household influence extending to the professional staff. Her pussy was wet from the night’s sustained activity, the swollen lips parted and glistening, arousal from hours of continuous stimulation mixed with the lubricant she applied between clients. She was open and ready and when he pressed into her, his cock slid deep without resistance, entering warmth that had been shared and used all night and was still, despite everything, responsive to him in a way that the clients couldn’t achieve.

Because the clients got technique. They got professional skill and calibrated enthusiasm and the expertly modulated sounds of a woman performing satisfaction. Theron got something different. The genuine clench. The involuntary gasp. The way her body gripped him tighter than it needed to, not from technique but from want.

He fucked her against the hallway wall. Quick and hard, his hands on her wide hips, her soft breasts pressing against the rough wood, his cock driving deep into a woman who’d been used extensively tonight and still responded to him with an urgency that her body reserved for desire over work. The wet sounds were loud in the narrow corridor. Through the walls, the muffled sounds of Sable with her sixth client provided ambient accompaniment.

Rosalind braced her hands against the wall and pushed back into each thrust. “Harder. You’re not a sailor. You don’t have to be careful. I’ve been fucked twelve times tonight. NOTHING you do is going to break me.”

He gave her harder. The impact of his hips against her generous ass produced a slapping rhythm that echoed down the corridor. She bit her own forearm to keep the sounds from carrying to the clients waiting in the alley. Failed. A moan escaped, raw and uncontrolled and utterly unlike the measured vocalizations she produced during paid sessions.

She came almost immediately. Overstimulated, oversensitive, the orgasm crashing through an overstretched body that had been riding the edge of genuine arousal for hours without genuine release. Her pussy pulsed around him in rhythmic contractions, weaker than a fresh orgasm but real, honest, the body’s authentic response buried beneath a night of performed responses. She shuddered against the wall, her hands clenching into fists, her head dropping forward.

“That’s the only real one tonight,” she gasped. “The others were for them. This one’s mine.”

He pulled out and came on her face. She turned and tilted her head back, eyes closed, mouth slightly open, the gesture both practiced and genuine. His release streaked across features already marked by the evening’s accumulated evidence, adding another layer to the topography of professional achievement. She received it calmly. She wore cum the way other women wore jewelry, occupational decoration rather than hazard. A badge. A proof of work.

She wiped her eyes. Opened them. Grinned.

“That’s the only one tonight that was personal,” she said. “The rest is business. You’re business AND pleasure.”

She returned to work. Client thirteen. Fourteen.

By midnight: fifteen. A merchant who’d been celebrating a cargo sale and wanted to celebrate further. He tipped double. Then sixteen. A shy young sailor on his first shore leave who stammered through the negotiation and emerged seven minutes later looking like a man who’d been handed the keys to the universe and didn’t know which lock to try first.

Sixteen men in one night. The cumulative evidence of the evening’s work covered her body like a map of achievement. Her face was streaked and layered. Her breasts were glazed. Her hair was matted. Her voice was a husky whisper, destroyed by four hours of deepthroating. Her lipstick was a distant memory. Her mascara had become a modern art installation.

And she was radiating.

She collapsed on her bed at three in the morning with the boneless satisfaction of a body that had been pushed to its absolute limit and had responded with excellence. The sheets were going to need replacing. Her skin was going to need extensive washing. Her jaw was going to need ice and willow bark, the same folk remedy she’d been recommending since she joined the tavern.

Sable found her fifteen minutes later. The younger woman covered Rosalind with a blanket, gently, the way you covered someone who’d earned their rest. Sable had handled eleven clients of her own, a personal record, and her caramel skin was flushed and her hair was a disaster and she was grinning with professional pride.

“Sixteen,” Sable said.

Rosalind, half-conscious, her voice wrecked: “Beat that, sweetheart.”

“Tomorrow,” Sable said.

They laughed. The sound was quiet and warm and carried the intimacy of two women who shared a profession, a home, a mentor-protege relationship that had evolved into something deeper than either of them had words for. Not mother and daughter, though it felt like that sometimes. Not sisters, though they functioned like that always. A bond the world didn’t have a name for because the world rarely acknowledged that two sex workers could build a tie as meaningful as any family.

“Rosalind?” Sable asked.

“Mm.”

“You were incredible tonight. Sixteen. Nobody’s ever done that in Amoria.”

“Nobody’s ever had a reason to.” Rosalind’s eyes closed. “I had a reason. The Stag is my palace. My record is my crown. And tomorrow I’m going to a wedding.”

She fell asleep. Cum drying on every surface of her body. A grin that could light the harbor still visible on her exhausted face.

Sable pulled the blanket higher. Checked the side-entrance lock. Blew out the oil lamp in the corridor. And went to her own bed, where the wooden bird waited on the nightstand, and slept deeply. She’d found exactly where she belonged.

Fleet night revenue, when Celia tallied it the next morning: three hundred and nine sovereigns. Second-highest day in the Stag’s history. The highest remained the three-twelve peak from the previous fleet season.

“We’re approaching diminishing marginal returns on fleet revenue optimization,” Celia noted, recording the figure with her characteristic lack of emotional inflection. “Unless we add a fifth worker or extend operating hours.”

“Or unless Rosalind tries for twenty next time,” Elara said.

“Rosalind trying for twenty would require logistical modifications I’m not prepared to budget for.”

“Such as?”

“A reinforced bed, for one thing.” Celia’s pen paused. Almost imperceptibly, her mouth twitched. “Client twelve broke the frame on the third-floor room. Torven has been notified.”

The following morning, Rosalind appeared at breakfast at noon. She moved through the main hall carefully, her body communicating detailed feedback about the previous evening’s activities. Her jaw was stiff. Her voice was a husky whisper that she claimed was “atmospheric” rather than “destroyed.” Her hair had been washed but retained a texture that suggested the washing had been more of a negotiation than a victory.

“Ice,” she said to Mirelle. “Willow bark. And if anyone speaks above a whisper for the next three hours, I’ll have Celia draft a formal noise complaint.”

“How do you feel?” Mirelle asked, presenting the ice wrapped in a cloth.

“Like a woman who serviced sixteen men in one night and achieved professional perfection.” She pressed the ice to her jaw with a wince that she converted, through sheer force of personality, into a satisfied smile. “My jaw hates me. My body hates me. My reputation loves me. Two out of three is acceptable.”

The Stag’s reputation grew. The fleet dispersed over the following days, sailors returning to their ships with lighter purses and stories about a tavern on Provision Lane where the ale was good, the food was better, and the back room operated with a professionalism that put harbor alleys to shame.

Rosalind’s sixteen-client record became, like most legends, a story that grew in the telling. By the time the last ship left port, the number had been inflated to twenty by sailors who hadn’t been present and thirty by those who had. Rosalind didn’t correct any of them.

The truth was impressive enough. But she was a professional. And professionals understood the value of marketing.


Chapter 19: Three Bellies

Morning at the Prancing Stag started with Mirelle’s nausea and ended with Elara’s tears, and in between, three pregnant women navigated the absurd comedy of growing life simultaneously under one roof.

Mirelle made it to the kitchen before the sickness hit. She’d been timing it for three weeks now: the nausea arrived between twenty and forty minutes after waking, lasted approximately fifteen minutes, and subsided with the sudden completeness of a thunderstorm passing. She’d learned to start cooking before it arrived and to have a bucket positioned behind the flour barrel where customers couldn’t see it.

“Week eight,” she muttered, wiping her mouth and returning to the bacon without breaking stride. Biology could wait. Breakfast service could not. Her massive bare breasts swayed as she moved between stove and counter, the nipples darker than they’d been a month ago, the overall dimensions pushing past what even her generous frame had previously displayed. Pregnancy was reshaping her already extraordinary figure into something that defied reasonable description.

The first customer of the morning, a regular whose name nobody had ever learned because he came at dawn, drank two ales, and left without speaking, settled into his usual seat and looked at Mirelle’s chest.

He looked longer than usual.

“Good gods, woman.” He stared at her chest as his morning ale sat forgotten on the bar. Three words. A personal record for the man.

Mirelle glanced down at herself with an appraising tilt of the chin. She’d been monitoring her own dimensions for weeks, and the latest developments clearly met her approval. “Growing a person requires fuel,” she said. “And apparently the fuel goes straight to the chest.” She adjusted her neckline, which accomplished nothing except making the situation more visible. “Give it a few more months and I’ll be leaking into the ale. Consider this the golden era.”

The regular processed this information. Ordered a third ale. Stared into it like a man recalibrating his expectations about reality.

Elara arrived in the kitchen at her new earlier hour, the morning sickness that had plagued her first trimester having faded into a persistent state of low-grade queasiness that was manageable with dry bread and determination. At nineteen weeks, her belly was impossible to hide, and she’d stopped trying. The fitted maternity dress from Lysa’s shop displayed every inch of the growing swell, and she moved through the tavern with one hand perpetually resting on the swell, her body the most interesting thing she’d ever inhabited.

Customers touched her bump. She let them. The belly had become the Stag’s unofficial mascot, a physical symbol of the tavern’s particular brand of domesticity. Adventurers who’d watched her progression from shy virgin waitress to pregnant bride-to-be felt invested in the outcome. They touched the belly and offered blessings in languages from three continents and tipped generously from some combination of fondness, superstition, and the genuine affection that Elara’s sunny disposition provoked in everyone who met her.

Celia arrived last, as she always did on mornings when the nausea was active. She descended the stairs with careful, controlled steps, her face set in the expression of neutral competence that she maintained through nausea, pregnancy hormones, emotional upheaval, and anything else that the world threw at her because Celia did not show weakness and vomiting was weakness.

She sat at her ledger. Opened the books. Began recording yesterday’s figures.

Nobody mentioned that she was ten weeks pregnant. The household had been told the previous week, when Celia had announced it during dinner with the flat affect of someone delivering a quarterly earnings report.

“I’m pregnant,” she’d said. “Ten weeks confirmed. The mission is concluded. Estimated due date in approximately thirty weeks. I’ve adjusted the schedule rotation to account for anticipated capacity reduction beginning at week twenty-four.”

Elara’s reaction had been instantaneous: “FINALLY.” She’d hugged her sister hard enough to make Celia’s severe bun shift by two degrees. Celia had cried. Briefly. Then stopped. Then cried again. Then stopped more firmly and pretended the first two instances hadn’t occurred.

“We’re both carrying his children,” Elara had said, holding Celia’s hands. “The competition is over.”

“The competition is never over,” Celia had corrected. But she was smiling, which undermined the statement considerably.

The new rivalry was different. No longer about bed performance or tips or who could make Theron groan louder through the thin walls. The rivalry now was about pregnancy itself: who showed first, who got bigger, who handled cravings with more dignity.

“I’m going to show before you did,” Celia told Elara at breakfast. She said it with iron conviction, daily belly measurements tracked with a measuring tape and a sub-ledger that she kept in her nightstand drawer between the leather cords and her current romance novel. “At your stage, you were still hiding it. I’ll be visibly pregnant by week twelve.”

“That’s not how bodies work,” Mirelle said from behind the bar, toweling off the bacon grease with twenty years of maternal patience worn smooth from use.

“Watch me.” Celia turned to her ledger. Made a note. The note probably said something like “Day 71: no visible protrusion. Increase protein intake. Reassess Day 73.” She managed her pregnancy the way she managed the Stag’s finances: with obsessive data collection and the unshakeable belief that sufficient documentation could influence outcomes.

“She measured her belly this morning,” Elara whispered to Theron. “With a string. She has a chart.”

“Of course she has a chart.”

“The chart has projections. AND a trendline. She showed me the trendline. She said, and I’m quoting, ‘the trendline indicates accelerated growth potential relative to your documented timeline.’ I don’t know what that means but she seemed very satisfied.”

Maren arrived with the supply delivery at mid-morning. Eleven weeks since the birth, the baby nestled against her chest in the cloth sling, her copper hair loose, her enormous breasts straining against the nursing dress that was now approximately three sizes too small because her milk production showed no signs of accommodating reasonable garment dimensions.

She settled at the bar while nursing, inventorying vegetables, and conducting a conversation about pregnancy symptoms simultaneously.

“The nausea stops around week twelve,” Maren told Mirelle, who was leaning against the bar between customers, her own face carrying the green tinge of a particularly rough morning bucket session. “Everything else gets worse. The horniness never stops. Prepare yourself.”

“I’ve been preparing myself every night for the past five months,” Mirelle said. “The preparation involves Theron and a bar surface.”

“I meant the SPECIFIC kind of horniness that pregnancy produces.” Maren shifted the baby to her other breast with the one-handed expertise of a mother of six. “It’s not regular arousal. It’s a separate category of need that bypasses your brain entirely and communicates directly with your pussy. You’ll be counting inventory and suddenly your body will inform you that you need to be fucked immediately or you will genuinely lose your mind.”

“That already happens.”

“It gets WORSE. Trust me. By week sixteen I was ambushing Theron in the storeroom three times a week.”

“I already do that.”

“Mirelle.” Maren’s emerald eyes found the other woman’s with the steady intensity of a friend delivering essential intelligence. “By week twenty, I was aroused sorting CARROTS. Carrots, Mirelle. Root vegetables. The shape. My brain had lost all higher function and was operating purely on the basis of whether objects around me were phallic.”

The baby popped off the breast and yawned. Maren reattached the nursing cloth with one hand. “Prepare yourself.”

“I’m going to enjoy every second of it,” Mirelle said. And meant it.

Orin arrived in the early afternoon, driving the cart back from a Velmoor run. Five days on the road, there and back, the routine now so familiar that the elven guards at the trade-keep gate waved him through without the standard interrogation. They knew his face. They knew his carrots. They knew the faint hum of elf-kin affinity that Theron’s mark had transferred through the documentation. One of the guards, a tall elf with cheekbones that could cut glass, had started saving specific batches of smokeless candles for Orin’s visits, the elven equivalent of a regular customer’s discount.

One hundred and thirty sovereigns in profit. Enchanted smokeless candles, elven soap that Mirelle had identified as “worth triple because the adventurers’ girlfriends will pay anything that doesn’t smell like sewer,” and a small bottle of the three-hundred-year-old elven wine that the elves considered a table wine and that Captain Wrenfeld had once described as “the reason I took this job.”

Orin unloaded the cart with quiet efficiency. He’d become the trade operation’s backbone, the young man who’d once trembled while paying a prostitute to roleplay as his godmother now a steady, reliable driver of commercial success. The transformation was complete enough that even Celia, who measured everything, had stopped tracking his error rate because the rate was zero.

He moved through the Stag like he owned the place, which in every way that mattered he partly did, stopping to kiss Maren’s forehead, shake the baby’s tiny hand with one careful finger, and steal a piece of bacon from Mirelle’s kitchen before heading upstairs to wash the road dust off. Maren watched him go with the fond, hungry look that she’d developed for the young man who drove her vegetables to elves and held her hand during childbirth and slept in her bed without shame.

“He’s getting tan,” she observed. “The road does that. Dane used to come back from trips brown as a walnut.”

“Dane traveled for different reasons,” Mirelle said.

“Dane traveled because he couldn’t sit still in one place long enough for his conscience to catch up with him. Orin travels because Celia scheduled him to.” She bounced the baby. “Different men. Same road. Better outcome.”

He didn’t speak much. Never had. But the silence was different now. Content. He’d made peace with the shape of his life. Found it comfortable.

By midafternoon, the morning sickness gauntlet had passed and the three pregnant women had settled into the rhythm of shared pregnancy that the Stag had been developing over weeks. Mirelle served the lunch rush topless and nauseated, a combination that she managed through sheer willpower, refusing to let biology interfere with commerce. Elara charmed adventurers while her belly charmed their coin purses. Celia recorded everything while occasionally pausing to press her hand against her stomach with an expression that combined analytical scrutiny with genuine wonder.

Maren observed all three from her bar stool and offered commentary that was equal parts practical wisdom and dry humor. “You’re all going to be enormous by month seven,” she said, bouncing her own baby on her knee. “Prepare for the waddle. The waddle doesn’t care about your dignity. The waddle has its own agenda and that agenda is making you look like a duck.”

“I will not waddle,” Celia said.

“You will waddle. Everyone waddles. I waddled. Your mother waddled. The Duchess probably waddled, though she likely had someone carry her so nobody witnessed it.”

“I will develop an alternative gait that achieves mobility without compromising my professional bearing.”

“That’s a waddle with pretensions. Still a waddle.”

In the late afternoon, Celia’s ranger arrived.

Declan walked into the Stag at his usual unhurried pace, three days in the Feywood behind him and an evening somewhere civilized ahead. Lean, mid-twenties, scarred hands from years of bowstring and knife work, kind brown eyes that found Celia’s across the room the way a compass found north.

He sat at his table. Ordered normally. Tipped normally.

He’d brought wildflowers from the Feywood. A small bunch, wrapped in twine, wildflowers that grew in clearings between the enchanted briars. Purple and white and a vivid orange that didn’t occur in any domesticated garden.

He set them on the table without comment. Celia served his meal with her usual clipped efficiency, placed the mug at the correct angle to his plate, and noticed the flowers.

She didn’t say anything. She picked up the bunch, found a clay mug behind the bar that wasn’t being used, filled it with water, and placed the wildflowers in it on the bar where customers could see them.

The cold sister with wildflowers on the bar. Six months ago, she would have thrown them in the bin.

“Third dinner,” Declan said when she returned to his table.

“I’m counting.”

“What happens at ten?”

“I haven’t decided. Possibly a ledger entry.”

He smiled. She didn’t. But the steel in her jaw softened by exactly one degree, and Declan, who’d been studying that jaw for three dinners, caught it.

Evening arrived with the golden quality that late-spring light gave to Provision Lane. The Stag’s dinner service was steady, the adventurer crowd their usual mixture of battered C-ranks and optimistic D-ranks, the food Mirelle’s reliable excellence, the tips generous.

Theron sat behind the bar during a quiet moment and watched his household work. Three pregnant women moving through the same space, navigating around each other with the unconscious choreography of people who’d been living in close quarters long enough to read each other’s movements by instinct.

Elara with her nineteen-week belly leading the way between tables. Celia with her ten-week secret hidden behind posture and pride. Mirelle with her eight-week nausea managed between pours. Three women carrying his children. The thought still produced a particular sensation in his chest, a feeling between terror and wonder that he’d stopped trying to name because it defied vocabulary.

That night, Elara’s night, they lay in bed together. His hand on her belly, where it always was when they were alone and horizontal. The baby had been more active in the evenings recently, the movements shifting from the subtle flutters of early quickening to something more definitive.

She placed his hand on the right side of the swell and held it there.

“Wait,” she said.

He waited. The belly was warm beneath his palm, firm and smooth, the skin stretched taut over the growing life beneath.

Then.

A push. A definitive, directed, physical PUSH against his palm, a tiny foot or elbow or knee asserting its existence against the wall of its world.

They both went still.

“Was that…” he said.

“That was your child saying hello.”

He stared at his hand. At the belly beneath it. At the place where a tiny human being had just pushed against his palm from inside the woman he was marrying in three days.

The baby kicked again. Harder. A confident, vigorous jab that made Elara gasp and laugh simultaneously.

“Strong,” she said. “Warrior’s child.”

“Tavern-keeper’s child.”

“Same thing in this city.”

He lowered his head and rested it on her belly. Cheek against the warm skin, ear pressed to the taut surface, listening. He couldn’t hear anything. The baby wasn’t large enough for heartbeat sounds through the abdominal wall. But he could feel the movements, the small adjustments and shifts and occasional decisive kicks of a person who was growing, daily, from potential into reality.

He lay there for an hour. Elara ran her fingers through his dark hair and said nothing, because sometimes silence was the most important thing a person could offer.

Through one wall: Celia’s room. Silence tonight. She was sleeping, exhausted from the pregnancy nausea she refused to acknowledge and the emotional work of being Celia during a week when everything was changing.

Through the other wall: Mirelle’s room. Quiet. No frustrated masturbation, no lonely sighing, no restless insomnia. She was sleeping deep, contented sleep, everything she needed already inside her body, growing.

The Stag settled. The building creaked in the way that old buildings creak, the sounds of timber and stone settling into their nighttime positions. The sign outside swung gently. The ale barrels in the cellar did whatever ale barrels did when no one was watching.

Three days until the wedding. Three women carrying his children. One wearing his ring. A baby kicking against his cheek already certain of their place in a world they hadn’t joined yet.

Not bad. Not bad at all.

He fell asleep on Elara’s belly. She didn’t wake him. Just pulled the blanket over both of them and held his head against the place where their child lived, and closed her eyes.


Chapter 20: The Eve

The tradition said the groom shouldn’t see the bride before the wedding.

The household attempted to honor this tradition. The attempt lasted approximately forty minutes.

The problem was architectural. The Prancing Stag was not a large building. Theron’s room, Elara’s room, Celia’s room, and Mirelle’s room were separated by walls that Torven himself had acknowledged were “adequate for privacy if you’re deaf.” The kitchen, the main hall, the staircase, the corridor to the back rooms: every path through the building crossed every other path. Avoiding someone required either leaving the tavern entirely or locking yourself in a room and ignoring the operational needs of a business that employed nine people and served a hundred customers daily.

Elara locked herself in her room at six in the evening. Theron stayed downstairs. The separation held for thirty-eight minutes, until Elara realized she’d left her herbal tea in the kitchen and came downstairs to get it, wearing the nightgown she planned to sleep in, and walked directly into Theron at the bottom of the stairs.

“We tried,” she said.

“We really did.”

She kissed him. Took her tea. Went back upstairs. The tradition was formally abandoned and nobody mourned its passing.

The bachelor party, such as it was, convened at the bar.

Theron. Orin. Captain Wrenfeld. Three men, three ales, and the comfortable quiet that settled over men who had nothing to prove and nowhere else to be.

Wrenfeld had arrived in his off-duty clothes, which differed from his on-duty clothes primarily in the absence of the guard crest and the presence of a larger ale mug. He settled onto his usual stool with the heavy sigh of a long day spent mediating D-rank disputes about rat bounty ownership.

“Last night of freedom, son,” Wrenfeld said, raising his mug with the solemn gravity that off-duty captains deployed when they believed they were being wise.

“I have six women,” Theron said. “I haven’t been free since I was nineteen.”

“You ARE nineteen.”

“I’m nearly twenty. Close enough.”

“Point stands.” Wrenfeld drank. Set down the mug. Considered. “Though I’ll say this. Most men get married to narrow their options. You’re getting married to formalize the fact that your options have expanded beyond anything a sane man would attempt.” He shook his head in admiration. “Six women. Three pregnant. A trading post. A back room that generates more than my annual salary. And tomorrow you’re getting married in a fertility temple where the statues are fornicating.”

“The statue isn’t fornicating. It’s depicting divine union.”

“I’ve seen the statue. It’s fornicating.”

“Both things can be true.”

“Fair point. To both things being true.” He raised the mug again. “And to the groom. May your wedding night be less eventful than your average Tuesday.”

Orin sat on Theron’s other side, nursing his ale in comfortable silence, as he always did. He’d bathed after the Velmoor run and changed into clean clothes. His brown hair was still damp. His eyes, which had once been furtive with guilt when he looked at Maren, were now calm and settled.

“How does it feel?” Orin asked. “The night before.”

“Like the night before every other night. Except tomorrow I say words in a temple.”

“Profound.”

“I’m not a man of profound words. I’m a man who owns a tavern.”

Wrenfeld laughed. The sound was like gravel in a barrel. “You own more than a tavern, lad. You own a trading post, a back-room operation that half the city pretends doesn’t exist, and the loyalty of every adventurer on Provision Lane. Plus you’ve got three women pregnant simultaneously. The Duchess herself doesn’t have that much going on.”

“The Duchess doesn’t have Celia managing her ledgers.”

“Nobody has Celia managing their ledgers. That girl is a force of nature with a pen.” Wrenfeld drained his ale. “I’ve seen a lot in this city. Smuggling rings. Sewer cults. A man who tried to sell a dragon tooth that turned out to be a cow molar carved to look impressive. But your tavern is the strangest and the best thing I’ve ever encountered.”

“Thank you, Captain.”

“Don’t thank me. Just keep the free ales coming and I’ll keep the Watch looking the other way when your back room gets loud.”

“Same arrangement as always.”

“Same arrangement as always.” He drained the last drop and set the mug down with finality.

They drank. Orin refilled from behind the bar with the ease of months of practice. The three men sat in comfortable silence, watching the empty tavern, the closed shutters, the stag sign visible through the front window, silhouetted against the night sky.

Upstairs, the women had gathered in Mirelle’s room.

Elara. Celia. Mirelle. Maren with the baby. Sable. Rosalind. Six women in a room designed for one, sitting on the bed, the floor, the chair, anywhere that a body could rest. Wine for Rosalind and Sable. Seraphine’s herbal honey tea for the three pregnant women and Maren, who was nursing and had been medically advised against alcohol by a priestess whose wisdom she didn’t question.

“I hate this tea,” Maren said. She held the cup at arm’s length and examined the greenish liquid with the expression she reserved for things that offended her but couldn’t be avoided. “I’ve been drinking it for a year. It tastes like someone boiled a meadow and added regret. Then boiled the regret. Then added more meadow.”

“Seraphine says it’s good for milk production,” Mirelle said. She was drinking the same tea stoically. Pregnancy required sacrifices. Clothing above the waist was not among them.

“Seraphine could tell me dirt was good for milk production and I’d eat it. With a spoon. While thanking her.” Maren took a resigned sip. “The woman delivered all five of my children. She’s seen parts of my body that I can’t see myself. Her word is law. Her tea is punishment. I accept both.”

“The tea gets better in the second trimester,” Mirelle offered.

“No it doesn’t.”

“No, it doesn’t. But I wanted to say something encouraging and I’ve exhausted my supply of honest encouragement.”

The baby fussed. Maren unbuttoned her copper dress with one hand and latched him without breaking stride in either the conversation or the nursing or her evaluation of the room’s emotional dynamics. The soft sounds of the baby feeding filled the quiet.

Maren looked at the assembled women. At the bride sitting on the bed in her nightgown with her nineteen-week belly round beneath the fabric. At the household. At the family.

“I want to tell you about my wedding,” Maren said.

The room settled. Maren’s stories about Dane were currency in the Stag’s world. Each one revealed another facet of the dead husband who’d been magnificent and exhausting and had died the way he’d lived: surrounded by chaos of his own making.

“Dane’s bachelor party had three other women at it,” Maren said. “Not prostitutes. Lovers. Women he’d been seeing alongside me, with my knowledge and occasional participation.” She shifted the baby. “Two of them came to the wedding. One of them caught the bouquet. The other brought her girlfriend.”

“Did that bother you?” Elara asked.

“It delighted me. Because Dane didn’t pretend. He didn’t hide his women in separate houses and visit them on different nights and lie to all of us about the others. He stood up in front of our entire village and married me while the woman who’d sucked his cock the night before sat in the third row. THAT is honesty.” She looked at Elara. “Your marriage is going to be more honest than most because everyone knows exactly what they’re getting.”

Elara looked at the women in the room. The women who shared her fiance. The women who would continue to share her husband after tomorrow, because marriage in the Stag was not a narrowing but a coronation.

“I want to ask each of you something,” Elara said. “Advice. For being married.”

The request landed differently on each woman. Mirelle straightened. Celia’s eyes sharpened. Maren smiled. Sable’s hands found the wooden bird in her pocket. Rosalind leaned back against the wall relaxed, a career’s worth of dispensing sex advice to amateurs behind her.

“Mama first,” Elara said.

Mirelle’s hazel eyes filled with the ready moisture she’d been generating in increasing quantities since the proposal. She’d cried at the dress fitting. She’d cried at the menu planning. She’d cried when Elara asked her to help with the guest list. Pregnancy hormones and maternal emotion were producing a combined output that the Stag’s water supply could barely match.

“Let him love you the way he loves you,” Mirelle said. Her voice was steady despite the tears. “Don’t try to make it conventional. Conventional died the moment he kissed you in your room. What you have is bigger than convention. It’s messier and it’s stranger and it’s more honest than any marriage I’ve ever seen.” She touched her own belly, the eight-week swell hidden beneath her wrap. “Including the one I didn’t have.”

“Celia,” Elara said.

“Don’t become smug about the ring.” Celia’s voice was flat. Controlled. The mask firmly in place. “I’ll kill you.”

“Is that advice or a threat?”

“It’s advice that happens to contain a threat. They’re not mutually exclusive.” She paused. “That was said with love.”

“Probably,” Elara agreed.

“Probably,” Celia confirmed.

“Maren.”

“Keep fucking him.” Maren’s emerald eyes held a directness that was her signature. Not vulgar. Just honest, in the way that women who’d buried husbands were honest about the things that mattered. “Never stop. Dane stopped touching me for a week once. I nearly burned the house down. Not metaphorically. I set fire to a curtain.” She bounced the baby gently. “Desire is the foundation. Everything else is built on it. The day you stop wanting each other’s bodies is the day the rest starts crumbling.”

“Rosalind.”

“Let him watch other women sometimes.” Rosalind’s professional assessment, delivered matter-of-fact, sexuality understood as both commerce and connection. “You both like it. The viewing niche is part of your sex life. Don’t lose that because a ring makes you think you’re supposed to be enough. You ARE enough. The watching isn’t about insufficiency. It’s about variety. And variety keeps people in each other’s beds instead of looking for other ones.”

“Sable.”

Sable held the wooden bird in her palm. The faded paint. The chipped beak. She looked at it for a moment before she spoke.

“Be kind,” she said. Her amber eyes lifted to meet Elara’s. “To everyone in this room. You’re not just marrying him. You’re becoming the center of all of us.” She held up the bird. “I bring this everywhere that matters. Tomorrow, it goes in my pocket at the temple. Not because the bird matters. Because the PEOPLE matter. And you, Elara…” She swallowed. “You’re one of the first people who ever made me feel like I mattered back.”

Elara crossed the room and hugged her. The pregnant bride and the maid of honor, holding each other on the eve of a wedding that would formalize what had already been true for months: that this household was a family, unconventional and improbable and real.

The women talked until midnight. Wine was consumed. Tea was endured. Maren told two more Dane stories, each more outrageous than the last. Celia produced a printed copy of the ceremony timeline and distributed it to everyone with the instruction to “memorize the cue points.” Mirelle cried three more times and blamed the pregnancy each time. Rosalind offered to give Elara a pre-wedding blowjob tutorial “to ensure peak performance on the wedding night” and was declined with laughter.

At midnight, the party broke up. Maren left for her home with the sleeping baby and Orin, who’d waited downstairs patiently, understanding that women’s gatherings operated on their own timeline. Rosalind and Sable retired to their rooms in the back. Celia went to her room with the ceremony timeline tucked under her arm.

Mirelle kissed Elara’s forehead and said nothing. She didn’t need to. Twenty years of motherhood had taught her that sometimes the most important thing you could give your daughter was the grace of letting her go.

The Stag was quiet. Downstairs, Wrenfeld had departed an hour ago, his off-duty visit complete. The ale mugs had been washed and shelved. The bar was clean. The sign outside swung in a light breeze.

Elara sat on the stairs.

She was in her nightgown. Belly round. Hair loose, honey-blonde waves falling past her shoulders. She sat on the third step from the bottom, her feet on the floor, her hands on her knees, staring at the main hall of the tavern she’d served in for two years.

Theron found her there.

“Couldn’t sleep,” she said.

“Me neither.”

He sat beside her. The staircase was narrow. Their shoulders pressed together. His hand found hers and their fingers interlocked with the easy familiarity of two people who’d been holding hands across a year of transformation.

The tavern was dark except for the single lantern he’d left burning by the bar. The stag sign was visible through the front window, a shadow against the stars. The tables where customers sat. The bar where Mirelle served topless. The corridor that led to the back rooms and the viewing niche and the gloryhole. The kitchen where Mirelle cooked and Elara had once been an innocent girl who hummed while she worked.

“Tomorrow changes everything,” she said.

“Tomorrow changes nothing,” he replied. “You’re already mine. This just tells the world.”

She leaned her head on his shoulder. Her belly pressed against his side. The baby moved inside her, a rolling motion that he felt through the fabric of her nightgown.

“I’m scared,” she admitted. Quiet. The honesty of the small hours, when pretense was too expensive. “Not of the marriage. Of being someone’s wife. I’ve been Elara the waitress. Elara the lover. Elara the fiancee. I’ve never been Elara the wife. What if I’m bad at it?”

“You won’t be.”

“You don’t know that.”

“I know you.” He kissed the top of her head. Her hair smelled like the herbal tea she’d been drinking and something warm that was uniquely Elara. “You’ve been bad at nothing in your life except keeping secrets. And you’ve always been terrible at that.”

She laughed. Softly. The bright, sunny sound that hadn’t changed since the day he’d first heard it across a failing tavern.

“I love you,” she said. “I know I say it every day. I know it’s become routine. But I need you to hear it tonight, the night before. Not as routine. As fact. As the most important fact I know.”

“I love you too,” he said. Because he did. Because she was first. Because she’d said “I love you” before anyone else, before he’d earned it, before the harem and the empire and the dynasty. Because the girl who served ale and hummed and blushed at compliments had become the woman who sat on stairs the night before her wedding and was brave enough to be afraid.

She fell asleep on his shoulder. Her body simply gave out, choosing the nearest warm surface the way an exhausted animal chooses the closest patch of sun. He sat with her for a while, feeling her breathing, feeling the baby move, listening to the Stag’s nighttime sounds.

Then he picked her up.

She was heavier than she’d been a year ago. The pregnancy added weight that distributed across her body. Her belly rested against his chest. Her head lolled against his shoulder. She didn’t wake.

He carried his bride-to-be up the stairs to their room. Laid her on the bed. Pulled the blanket over her. Lay beside her.

Watched her breathe.

He closed his eyes. The last thing he felt before sleep took him was Elara’s hand, which had found his in her sleep, fingers interlocking. Holding on.

She never let go.


Chapter 21: The Wedding Ceremony

The morning began with Lysa.

She arrived at the Stag before dawn, a silk-wrapped bundle in her arms and a patience in her violet-blue eyes that only eighty years of life could produce. The half-elf moved through the front door with quiet authority, eighty years of making beautiful things lending her the certainty that pleasantries could wait, and she went directly upstairs without greeting anyone because she had a bride to dress and artistry did not wait for pleasantries.

Theron was already downstairs. He’d been awake since four, sitting at the bar in the dark, drinking water because alcohol before a wedding seemed like the kind of decision Marcus would have made. He was wearing his best outfit from Lysa’s shop. The dark blue tunic with silver thread at the collar. Proper trousers. Polished boots. He looked, according to Mirelle who’d come down to start cooking at five and burst into tears at the sight of him, “like a man getting married.”

“That’s because I am a man getting married.”

“Don’t be smart with me on today of all days.” She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand, her massive bare breasts swaying with the motion because Mirelle hadn’t worn a top before noon in six weeks and apparently weddings were not sufficient occasion to start. “There’s bacon. Eat. You’re too thin for a groom.”

“I weigh the same as I did yesterday.”

“Yesterday you weren’t getting married. Today you need more bacon.”

The logic was impenetrable. He ate the bacon.

Orin arrived at six-thirty, freshly bathed, his dark hair still damp, wearing clean clothes that Maren had pressed for him. He stood beside Theron at the bar quietly comfortable in his role.

“You want me to stand beside you,” Orin said. Not a question. They’d discussed this.

“I want you to stand beside me.”

“While you marry a girl. When I’m sleeping with my godmother. Who is also sleeping with you. And the woman you’re marrying is pregnant. And so is her sister. And their mother.”

“That’s an accurate summary.”

“I’ll do it.” He paused. “Is there a word for what I am? Best man doesn’t seem adequate.”

“Best friend works.”

“Best friend.” Orin tested the phrase. Nodded slowly. “Yeah. That works.”

Captain Wrenfeld arrived at seven with a contingent of off-duty guards in what he called “dress uniform” and what Theron recognized as their regular uniforms with the stains washed out. They positioned themselves along Provision Lane with the professional bearing of men who were providing security and the practical awareness of men who’d been promised free ale at the reception.

“The whole street’s watching,” Wrenfeld reported. “Half of Provision Lane has come out to see the procession. The adventurer crowd is three deep near the Trade Plaza junction.”

“Is that normal for a wedding?”

“It’s normal for YOUR wedding. You own the most famous tavern in the district. You’re marrying your pregnant waitress. Your topless mother-in-law is serving breakfast through the front window.” He gestured at Mirelle, who was indeed handing plates of bacon through the open service window to early-morning regulars, her bare breasts visible to anyone on the street. “This is the most entertaining thing that’s happened on Provision Lane since the sewer-dragon hoax of last autumn.”

At eight o’clock, the procession formed.

Theron and Orin at the front. Behind them, Wrenfeld and two guards. The route: down Provision Lane, through the Trade Plaza, to the Temple of Venara. A ten-minute walk that every person on the street had apparently decided to observe.

They walked. The morning was clear, the sky pale and new. Adventurers raised mugs from tavern doorways. Shopkeepers paused their opening routines to watch. A group of D-rank delvers, still muddy from a dawn sewer run, actually applauded as Theron passed.

“The Stag King!” one of them shouted, and the others took it up like a chant, and Theron understood with sudden clarity that his tavern had become something beyond a business. It was a landmark. A story the city told about itself.

The Temple of Venara waited at the end of the route.

The cloister courtyard. Open sky above, stone walls around, and in the center, Venara’s copulating statue presiding over the proceedings in bronze serenity – sex was sacred, marriage its logical extension, and the statue conveyed both without apology. Venara riding Valdros, wheat stalks in one hand, fruit orchard in the other, her bronze body frozen mid-thrust, the most explicitly sexual piece of public art in Amoria mounted above the most explicitly unconventional wedding the city had ever hosted.

Seraphine stood before the statue in ceremonial robes. White and green, embroidered with fertility symbols, her elderly face composed into an expression of warmth that contained decades of wisdom about love in all its complicated forms. The wise grandmother figure at her most regal, presiding over a union she’d been anticipating since the first pregnancy test she’d administered for this household.

The Five Graces portraits were visible through the open doors of the birthing chamber. Primala, Mercala, Matria, Unara, Ardena. Each painted goddess watching with her particular brand of divine attention. Unara, Grace of Marriage, seemed to glow in the morning light, the portrait of wedded passion radiating approval.

Guests had already gathered.

Mirelle stood in the front row. The wine-red sheer-paneled dress from Lysa’s shop revealed her breasts through the strategically placed translucent fabric, the eight-week swell of her pregnancy hidden beneath the dress’s structure but present in the additional fullness of breasts that had been extraordinary before and were now approaching something beyond conventional measurement. She was crying before the ceremony started. She’d brought three handkerchiefs and had already soaked through two.

Celia was beside her. The midnight-purple dress, structured corset, high slit. Her posture was perfect. Her expression was controlled. One hand rested on her stomach, on the barely-visible swell of eleven weeks that she’d been monitoring daily for signs of showing. If you looked closely, and if you knew her, the faintest rope marks were visible on her wrists beneath her sleeves. She’d asked Theron to tie her up last night. To bring her to the edge and hold her there. She’d said it would help her sleep. It had. Her eyes were clear.

Maren sat in the second row with the baby in a woven basket at her feet. Copper-red hair blazing in the morning light, the nursing dress in copper tones that complemented her coloring, her enormous postpartum breasts straining against the fabric with the relentless urgency of milk production that didn’t care about ceremony schedules. She looked content. Deep, settled contentment. She’d lived this ritual before with a different man and understood what it meant and what it didn’t.

Rosalind was beside Maren. Red dress, plunging neckline, professional and beautiful simultaneously. She sat relaxed, intending to enjoy the formal event the way she enjoyed everything: completely and without apology. When Father Aldric took his seat at the far end of the last row, she caught his eye and winked. He looked away quickly. She didn’t.

Father Aldric himself occupied the end of the last row with the visible discomfort of a man of Valdros sitting in Venara’s temple. The fertility goddess’s explicit artwork surrounded him. The copulating statue loomed above. The Five Graces portraits displayed sexual content that made his confession booth look like amateur hour. He’d been invited as a guest, not an officiant. The distinction was important to him and apparently to Seraphine, who’d said, when asked about Aldric’s role: “The Church of Valdros is welcome to observe. Venara does not require Valdros’s permission to bless a union. Or anything else.”

Lysa stood at the back of the courtyard in an elegant elven-crafted dress that made human fashion look like rough sacking. Silver-blonde hair braided with small violet flowers. Ageless, composed, her violet-blue eyes carrying sixty years of weddings behind them and this one more interesting than most.

Declan the ranger sat quietly near the middle, wearing clean woodsman’s clothes that were the nicest things he owned. He’d asked Celia if he should attend. She’d said yes. He’d asked if that would be strange. She’d said everything about her life was strange and one more strange thing wouldn’t register. He’d come.

Then the bride arrived.

Sable appeared first. Maid of honor. The emerald-green dress complemented her caramel skin and turned her wild dark curls into something regal. She carried a small bouquet of the Feywood wildflowers that Declan had provided from his patrol route. Purple and white and vivid orange. Her amber eyes were bright and she was biting her lower lip in the way she did when she was trying not to cry.

In her pocket, the wooden bird. Faded paint. Chipped beak. Everywhere that mattered.

Behind Sable, escorted by no one because the person who should have given her away was standing at the altar waiting to receive her, Elara walked into the Temple of Venara.

The dress was white silk with green Venara embroidery at the hem and bodice. Structured around her nineteen-week belly, it accommodated the growing swell elegantly, turning the pregnancy into a feature rather than a complication. The neckline was low because this was the Stag’s household and modesty was a language they’d collectively forgotten how to speak. The fabric moved like water. Lysa’s finest work. The most beautiful garment the half-elf had ever created, built for a pregnant bride marrying into a harem at a fertility goddess’s temple.

Elara’s honey-blonde hair was arranged with wildflowers woven into the curls. Sable’s handiwork. The bright blooms caught the morning light and made her look like spring given human form. Her cornflower-blue eyes were enormous and bright and already filling with tears because Elara had never been able to contain her emotions and today of all days she wasn’t going to try.

She walked between the rows of guests toward the altar. Toward Seraphine. Toward the man she’d been in love with since he’d knocked on her door in a narrow bedroom a lifetime ago and kissed her for the first time.

Her belly led the way. Nineteen weeks of their child growing between them, visible to everyone, hidden from no one. The baby kicked as she walked, a decisive jab that made her gasp and place her hand on the swell and laugh through her tears.

“Active child,” she managed, and the courtyard laughed with her because laughter was easier than processing the arresting beauty of a pregnant girl walking to her wedding with wildflowers in her hair and the evidence of love pushing against her palm.

She reached the altar. Theron took her hands. They were trembling. His were steady. For once.

Seraphine looked at them for a long moment. Then at the assembled guests. Then back at the couple with an expression that contained wisdom, humor, and gentle satisfaction. She’d been right about these two since the first time Theron walked into her temple, and she knew it.

“Venara asks only one thing of those who seek her blessing,” Seraphine began. Her voice was clear and warm, carrying across the courtyard with the ease of decades addressing crowds. “Honesty. Honesty of desire. Honesty of love. Honesty of body.”

She looked at Theron. “This man came to my temple first to witness a birth. Then to confirm a pregnancy. Then to ask me to speak the words that would bind him to the woman who carries his child.” Her knowing eyes swept the guests. “His household is unconventional. His relationships would scandalize Father Aldric, who is sitting in the last row and hoping I don’t mention him.”

Aldric coughed. Rosalind smiled.

“But Venara does not measure love by convention,” Seraphine continued. “She measures it by honesty. And this couple has been honest from the beginning. Their love was born in a tavern, grew through hardship, survived complications that would have destroyed lesser bonds, and stands now in the light.” She placed one weathered hand on the space between them, above Elara’s belly. “Venara blesses what is real. And this is real.”

The courtyard was quiet. Morning birdsong from the temple gardens. The distant sounds of the city waking. The soft fuss of Maren’s baby in the basket.

“Theron Ashwick,” Seraphine said. “Your vows.”

He’d considered writing something. He’d sat at the bar at three in the morning with a piece of parchment and a pen and tried to find words that matched what he felt. The parchment was still blank. The words he needed weren’t the kind you wrote down.

“You were first,” he said. Looking at Elara. Only at Elara. “You’ll always be first. I’m not a perfect man. I think everyone in this room can confirm that with evidence.” A murmur of laughter. “But I’m yours. All of me. Even the parts that belong to everyone else in this room. Especially the parts that belong to everyone else in this room.” He squeezed her hands. “Because you taught me that love isn’t diminished by sharing. It’s proven by it. You could have demanded I choose. You never did. You just asked to be first. You were. You are. You always will be.”

Elara was crying openly. She’d given up on dignity approximately ten seconds into his vows. Tears tracked down her flushed cheeks and her eyes were luminous and wet and completely, incandescently happy.

“Elara,” Seraphine prompted gently.

Elara took a breath. Then another. Her hands squeezed his so hard his fingers went white.

“You took my virginity,” she said. Clear voice. Steady despite the tears. “My innocence. My heart. You gave me a home. A family. A baby.” She glanced down at her belly, then back up with an expression that was simultaneously tender and wicked. “You also gave me a viewing niche and the filthiest orgasms of my life, but I probably shouldn’t mention that in a temple.”

The courtyard erupted. Rosalind’s laugh was the loudest. Wrenfeld nearly choked on nothing. Mirelle buried her face in her third handkerchief. Celia’s controlled mask cracked into an actual grin. Even Seraphine smiled, warmly. Decades serving Venara made explicit references to sex in a temple perfectly appropriate.

Father Aldric made a sound that was either a cough or a swallowed expletive.

“I love you,” Elara continued, the laughter subsiding into the warm silence of people waiting for words that mattered. “I choose you. I’ll keep choosing you every day. Mrs. Ashwick.” She said the name like she was tasting it. Finding the shape of it in her mouth. Learning a new identity that fit over the old one like a garment that had been waiting to be worn. “That’s me now.”

Seraphine placed her hands over theirs. The priestess’s palms were warm, dry, gentle gentle with practiced care, thousands of hands held through births and blessings and the ceremonies that marked boundaries between one life and the next.

“By the authority granted to me by Venara, goddess of love and fertility, and in the presence of these witnesses and the divine, I pronounce this union blessed.” She looked at Theron with the ghost of a smile. “You may kiss your wife.”

He kissed Elara.

Her pregnant belly pressed between them. Her tears wet his cheeks. Her lips tasted like the herbal honey tea she’d been drinking and a flavor that was uniquely and permanently hers. Her hands released his and found his face, cupping his jaw, holding him close.

The courtyard applauded. Wrenfeld whistled. The off-duty guards outside the temple gate rattled their ceremonial weapons against their shields in what was either a formal military salute or an expression of genuine enthusiasm. Orin clapped with quiet certainty beside him. Maren bounced the baby, who responded to the noise by opening his eyes and looking around with the confused expression of a two-month-old who’d been expecting a nap.

Mirelle was sobbing. Not delicately. Not with maternal restraint. Full, shaking sobs that made her enormous bare breasts heave behind the sheer panels of her dress, the tears flowing without restraint, without apology, without any of the composure she’d once worn like armor.

Celia wiped her eyes furiously. Once. Then straightened her spine and reset her expression to neutral. The effort lasted approximately four seconds before her eyes filled again. She gave up and let them fall. Nobody commented. Celia crying at her sister’s wedding was the kind of miracle that deserved to be witnessed in respectful silence.

Sable clutched the wooden bird in her pocket so hard the chipped beak pressed into her palm. She stood beside Elara and watched the kiss and remembered every moment that had led to this one: the harbor, the cold alleys, Rosalind’s warm arms, the first night at the Stag, the first client, the first orgasm she couldn’t fake because it was real, the night Theron held her while she cried, the pale blue nightdress she’d bought with her own money, the viewing niche and the squirting and the family she’d chosen because the one she’d been born into had been taken too soon.

She didn’t cry. She smiled. It was enough.

Seraphine performed one final rite. A prayer to Unara, Grace of Marriage, for the future birth of the couple’s child. The portrait of Unara in the birthing chamber caught the light. Warm, golden, approving. The blessing settled over the courtyard like sunlight.

Grace blessing counter: plus one. Three total now. Brynn’s birth, Maren’s birth, the marriage. Three more needed for Venara’s Ultimate.

The household walked back to the Stag together.

The whole street watching. A married man with his pregnant wife on his arm, her belly leading, her ring glinting, her wildflower hair catching the breeze. Behind them: the pregnant sister in purple with her hand on her own belly and rope marks hidden beneath silk sleeves. The pregnant mother, topless beneath sheer panels, tears still drying on her flushed cheeks. The copper-haired mother with a baby on her hip and the settled contentment of a woman who’d already done this and knew what came next. The mixed-race maid of honor in emerald green with a wooden bird in her pocket and wildflowers in her hands. The professional in red who’d serviced sixteen men in a single night and was now attending a wedding with the same whole-hearted commitment she brought to everything. The half-elf seamstress who’d created the dress and would remember this human ceremony with fondness for the next century. The ranger who’d come for the cold sister and stayed for the laughter. The godson who’d stood as best man and would drive to Velmoor tomorrow and didn’t need words to say what his presence said.

The Prancing Stag waited for them. Sign rearing proud. Doors open. Tables set for a feast.

The ceremony was complete. The marriage was real.

Now came the reception.


Chapter 22: The Reception Begins

The Prancing Stag had been transformed.

Lysa’s silk banners hung from the rafters in Venara’s green and gold, the fabric catching the enchanted smokeless candlelight from the Velmoor candles and casting the main hall in colors that made the tavern look like a place where important things happened. Which it was. Which it had been for months. But today the importance was formalized, draped in silk and illuminated by magic and announced by the smell of the finest meal Mirelle had ever produced.

She’d been cooking since four in the morning. The kitchen bore the evidence of forty years of culinary skill and five months of pregnancy hormones channeled into a single-day output that would have sustained a small army. Roasted meats. Fresh bread from the ovens that hadn’t been cold since dawn. Vegetables from Maren’s shop, some of them mundane and some purchased at the Velmoor markup because elven-grown produce genuinely tasted better and today deserved better. Three kinds of pie. A massive cake that she’d attempted to decorate with a frosting version of the Prancing Stag logo and which looked, according to Celia’s assessment, “like a horse having a medical emergency.”

“It’s a stag,” Mirelle said.

“It’s a horse with antler-shaped tumors.”

“It’s a STAG and you will eat it and compliment it.”

“I’ll eat it. The compliment is beyond my capabilities.”

The bar had been draped in white cloth. The tables arranged in a long configuration that seated the household and guests in a single row, the way families ate at celebrations in the countryside villages that Mirelle and Maren had left behind decades ago. Enchanted candles lined every surface. The stag sign was visible through the front window, gilded by the afternoon sun.

Elven wine from Velmoor anchored the center of the table. Three bottles. The amber liquid that the elves considered a table wine and that Captain Wrenfeld had once offered to personally guard the establishment with his own body in exchange for. Today it flowed freely because today was the day that expenditure became celebration.

Guests settled into their places.

Theron at the head. Elara beside him, still in her wedding dress, the white silk and green embroidery glowing in the candlelight, her belly round and visible and somehow more beautiful for being on display in a wedding gown. She kept touching the ring on her left hand with her right thumb, testing the weight, confirming it was real.

Mirelle at Theron’s other side. She’d changed into a serving arrangement that involved the wine-red dress and a determination to serve her daughter’s wedding feast personally, topless beneath the sheer panels because she’d decided that consistency of character was more important than formal modesty. Pregnancy had added warmth to her skin and volume to her breasts and a particular glow that customers called “motherhood” and she called “I’m being fucked regularly by a man who appreciates me and my body is celebrating.”

Celia opposite Elara, the purple dress precise, the rope marks hidden, the ledger temporarily closed because even Celia acknowledged that wedding receptions were not appropriate times for financial documentation. Her hand rested on her flat stomach. The eleven-week pregnancy was invisible to anyone who didn’t know. Celia knew. She monitored it the way she monitored inventory: with obsessive attention to data points and a refusal to acknowledge uncertainty.

Maren beside Celia, the copper dress warm against her skin, the baby in the woven basket beneath the table where her feet could rock it without interrupting conversation. Her nursing cloth was draped over one shoulder with casual preparedness, because babies operated on their own schedules and those schedules frequently intersected with mealtimes.

Orin beside Maren, quiet and clean, his dark hair neatly combed for the first time anyone could remember, the effect transforming him from “the godson who drives the cart” to “a young man who’d put in effort.” He’d placed a small carved wooden toy beside the baby’s basket, the latest in a growing collection he whittled during Velmoor runs. This one was a stag, slightly more recognizable than his previous attempts at animal carving, though Celia’s assessment of “vaguely cervine” was probably the most generous critique it would receive.

He sat with the settled stillness of a man comfortable in his role and required no attention to occupy it. The best man at a wedding in a fertility temple, the godson who slept with his godmother, the trade driver who kept the elven supply chain operational. Orin wore his complexities lightly. The trembling, guilt-ridden boy who’d once paid Rosalind to roleplay as Maren was a memory that belonged to a different person. This Orin was steady. This Orin drove a cart through Thornhaven Wood twice a week and never flinched. This Orin had held Maren’s hand during childbirth and cried without hiding it and then loaded vegetables onto a cart the next morning as if both things were equally normal. Because they were.

Sable beside Orin, in the emerald dress that turned her caramel skin golden and her wild curls into a crown. The wooden bird was in her pocket. She’d confirmed its presence four times since arriving.

Rosalind beside Sable, in the confident red dress that displayed the plunging neckline she’d been deploying for twenty years. She was already drinking the elven wine and making sounds of appreciation that several guests found uncomfortably similar to her working sounds.

Lysa at the far end, elegant and otherworldly, eating the human food with polite interest, eighty years of elven cuisine making human cooking charmingly simple by comparison. Her violet-blue eyes moved constantly, assessing the dresses she’d made, the fabrics she’d selected, the way the candlelight interacted with her color choices.

Captain Wrenfeld occupied a seat near the center with three of his off-duty guards. The remaining seven had been assigned to “perimeter security,” which meant they were drinking from hip flasks at the alley entrance and occasionally poking their heads in to see if the food was ready.

Declan the ranger sat near Celia’s end. He’d been placed there by Celia’s seating chart, which had been produced in triplicate and distributed to all guests with numbered seat assignments. His proximity to Celia was, according to the chart’s legend, “logistically optimal.” Nobody believed the legend.

Father Aldric occupied the far end of the last table position, as far from the viewing niche as architectural possibility allowed, precisely as Celia’s seating chart had specified. He’d arrived with the wooden expression of a man attending an event hosted by a goddess whose temple featured more explicit sexual artwork than anything in his confession booth, and he’d already consumed two glasses of elven wine with the desperate efficiency of a man self-medicating his theological discomfort.

Seraphine had stayed for the meal. Rare for the priestess, who typically returned to the temple after ceremonies. But today she’d accepted the invitation with the warm directness that characterized everything she did. She sat near the head of the table, her ceremonial robes still on. Decades of watching families form, and she still found each one worth witnessing.

Mirelle served the feast.

She moved from kitchen to table and back with twenty years of practiced efficiency, each trip delivering another platter, another basket of bread, another bottle opened with a twist of the wrist she’d perfected before Theron was born. Her bare breasts swayed behind the sheer panels with every movement. The combination of culinary excellence and casual near-nudity was so purely Mirelle that the guests had stopped noticing the contradiction and accepted it as natural law.

“She’s magnificent,” Wrenfeld muttered to the guard beside him. “The cooking and the… other things.”

“We know, Captain.”

“I’m just observing.”

“You’ve been observing since we arrived.”

“It’s a nice observation.”

The meal was extraordinary. Mirelle’s cooking skill deployed at maximum, the flavors layered and seasoned by someone who’d been feeding adventurers and tavern crowds for decades and knew exactly how to satisfy a room. The roast was perfect. The bread was warm. The pies vanished. Even the stag cake, despite its resemblance to what Celia had described, tasted incredible.

Toast after toast lifted into the candlelight.

Orin stood first. He wasn’t a natural speaker. His hands shook around the glass. His voice came out quieter than he’d intended, and he had to start twice.

“I’ve known Theron since we were boys,” Orin said. “Before the tavern. Before everything. He was my friend when I didn’t have many friends. And when I needed something I couldn’t ask anyone else for, something that would have destroyed me if it went wrong…” He glanced at Maren. She smiled. “He made it safe. He made it possible. He didn’t judge. He just helped.” He looked at Theron. “To the groom. Who builds things. Families. Businesses. Whatever you need. He builds it.”

He sat down quickly. Maren’s hand found his under the table.

Celia stood next. Her posture was perfect. Her voice was controlled. Her eyes were dry because she’d pre-emptively threatened her tear ducts with consequences.

“I hated Theron when he first arrived,” she said. The room went quiet. “I hated that he inherited what should have been ours. I hated that Elara liked him before I could decide he was unworthy. I hated that he was competent and young and that Mama looked at him the way she used to look at…” She paused. Reset. “I was wrong about everything. Including the idea that being wrong was something to be ashamed of.”

She looked at Elara. The cold mask shifted. Cracked. A raw, fragile tenderness appeared in the space between the fragments.

“You’re my sister,” Celia said. “You’ve always been better at this than me. At loving. At trusting. At jumping into things that terrified me.” She raised her glass. “To the bride. Who was brave when the rest of us were calculating.”

She sat down. Wiped her eyes once. Celia’s version of a full emotional breakdown.

Mirelle stood. She’d already soaked through her third handkerchief, and the attempt to deliver her toast while crying was complicated by the fact that she was also serving dessert and had a pie in one hand.

“My daughter,” she said. Simply. The words carrying twenty years of motherhood, years of loneliness, months of impossible joy. “My daughter is marrying a man who loves her. A man who…” She set down the pie because she needed both hands to gesture at the room, at the household, at the impossible reality she inhabited. “A man who somehow made all of this work. I don’t understand how. I stopped trying to understand around the time I stopped wearing clothes.”

Laughter. Genuine, warm, the warm laughter that came from people who knew the reference was literal.

“To Theron and Elara,” Mirelle said. “To my children. Both of them.” She looked at Theron. The word children was deliberate. He was her son-in-law now. He was also her lover. He was also the father of the baby growing inside her. The vocabulary of this household required new dictionaries.

Maren stood with the baby on her hip. She’d been bouncing him gently throughout the toasts, the rhythm unconscious, the motherhood muscle memory running on its own power while her attention focused on the room.

“To the man who made all of this possible,” she said. Her eyes swept the table, finding each face, each woman. “And to the woman who fell in love with him before anyone else had the sense to.”

She raised her cup of the awful herbal tea. The gesture was dry and warm and carried weight. She’d been married to a legend. She recognized one forming.

Rosalind stood last. No glass. No wine. Just Rosalind, in the red dress, with the jade-green eyes that carried twenty years of hard-earned wisdom and genuine human warmth.

“Your father would be proud,” she said. To Theron. Four words. The simplest toast of the evening.

But the weight of it silenced the table. Because Rosalind had known Marcus. Had serviced Marcus in his better days, before the impotence and the grief and the canal. She’d been Theron’s first sexual experience. She’d taught him the mechanics and the philosophy. She’d moved into his tavern and built a business under his roof and watched the scared virgin boy become the married man sitting at the head of a table surrounded by women who loved him.

If anyone in the room had earned the right to speak for Marcus Ashwick, it was the prostitute who’d been his last connection to physical pleasure. And if Rosalind said Marcus would be proud, then Marcus would be proud.

The table drank.

Seraphine departed after dessert. She embraced Elara with grandmotherly warmth and whispered something in her ear that made the bride blush crimson and laugh simultaneously. She nodded to Theron knowingly – she’d been watching his family grow for months and clearly intended to keep watching. “I’ll see you again soon. More births are coming. Venara watches with interest.”

Aldric departed approximately ninety seconds after Seraphine, hastily, having stayed longer than his theological comfort allowed and needed to return to the familiar safety of a building where the artwork kept its clothes on. He paused at the door, looked at Rosalind, and mouthed what appeared to be “Sunday.” She mouthed back “same time.” The hypocrisy was eternal.

Declan kissed Celia’s hand. The gesture was courtly and genuine and entirely unfashionable, which was why it worked.

“You looked beautiful today,” he said.

“I always look beautiful.”

“That’s true.” He smiled. She didn’t. But her mouth softened at the corners in a way that only people who knew her would recognize as warmth.

He left. She watched him go. Touched the spot on her hand where his lips had been. Then returned to the table and picked up her wine glass with deliberate composure, absolutely not processing any emotions related to the ranger until she was alone and could do so in private.

Wrenfeld departed next, his guards in tow. “Security detail concluded,” he announced with the formal gravity that five glasses of elven wine produced. “Consider Provision Lane’s safety assured through the morning watch. Any disturbances can be directed to the Watch office, where they will be dealt with by men who are considerably more sober than I am.” He saluted Theron. “Congratulations, lad. You’ve earned this.”

The guards rotated out. The public guests departed with them. Lysa lingered, accepting a final glass of wine, her violet-blue eyes cataloging the evening’s sartorial outcomes with quiet satisfaction.

“The dress held,” she told Elara. “I reinforced the belly seam with triple-stitch elven technique. It’s rated for another eight weeks of expansion.” She touched the white fabric with the affection of an artisan examining her finest work. “Wear it to bed tonight. It’s designed for easy removal.”

She left quietly, eight decades having perfected her exits into something that felt like a benediction.

The front door closed. The lock turned. The enchanted candles still burned. The elven wine still gleamed amber in the bottles. The silk banners swayed in the faint draft from the chimney.

The Prancing Stag contained only the household.

Theron. Elara. Celia. Mirelle. Maren. Orin. Sable. Rosalind. The baby in his basket. The wooden bird in Sable’s pocket. The ledger on Celia’s chair. The bacon grease still cooling on the stove.

The public reception was finished.

Elara stood. Still in the wedding dress. White silk and green embroidery. Belly round beneath. Ring glinting.

She looked at her husband. At the household. At the family she’d chosen, that had chosen her, that had been built room by room and woman by woman and night by night over the course of a year that had transformed them all from what they’d been into what they were.

“So,” she said. Her cornflower-blue eyes were bright with that mixture of tenderness and heat that had always been her signature, the innocent girl who’d discovered sex and never once lost the sweetness that made her innocence something worth corrupting. “This is when the wedding night starts. With all of us.”

Celia leaned back in her chair. Crossed her legs. The slit in the purple dress revealed pale thigh nearly to the hip. “Finally. I’ve been waiting for the interesting part.”

Mirelle reached behind her back. Found the clasp of her wine-red dress. Unfastened it with a practiced motion that had become as natural as pouring ale. The sheer panels fell away. Her massive bare breasts emerged, the eight-week pregnancy having added fullness that made the ordinary extraordinary and the extraordinary beyond description.

“I’ve been holding these in for four hours,” she said. “That’s longer than I’ve worn a top in weeks.”

Maren adjusted the baby’s basket, checked that he was sleeping, and positioned it near the kitchen doorway where the sounds from the main hall would be muffled. She’d nursed him twenty minutes ago. He’d be down for at least an hour. Enough time. For a woman who’d raised six children, logistics and celebration were not mutually exclusive.

Rosalind poured another round. The amber elven wine glowed in the glasses. She raised hers with professional satisfaction. She understood celebrations, and she understood what came after.

“To the Stag,” she said. “To the household. To the most debauched wedding reception in Amoria’s history.”

They drank.

And the night began.


Chapter 23: The Wedding Night — Part One

The household gave them the main hall.

It happened without discussion or negotiation. Celia took Mirelle’s arm and steered her toward the stairs. Sable touched Rosalind’s shoulder and tilted her head toward the back rooms. Maren collected the baby basket and Orin and retreated to the kitchen alcove where a makeshift cot had been prepared for exactly this purpose. Within two minutes, the newlyweds had the floor.

The enchanted Velmoor candles cast the hall in warm amber. The silk banners stirred overhead. The bar gleamed beneath its white cloth. The captain’s table, the largest in the room, occupied the center of the hall like a stage.

Elara stood beside it in her wedding dress.

White silk. Green embroidery. Nineteen-week belly straining the structured front. The neckline that Lysa had cut low because the Stag’s household didn’t do modest. Her honey-blonde hair was still woven with wildflowers, though several had loosened during the reception and one purple bloom had lodged behind her ear like a deliberate ornament.

She was looking at him with the overwhelmed expression she wore when reality exceeded her capacity to process it. Wide cornflower eyes. Parted lips. The faintest blush across her cheeks and chest that hadn’t changed since the first night he’d knocked on her door and found her reading a borrowed romance novel.

“Mrs. Ashwick,” he said.

“Mr. Ashwick.” She smiled. The bright, uncomplicated smile that had charmed adventurers and customers since her first day serving ale. “I’m going to need you to fuck your wife now.”

“Here?”

“On the captain’s table. Where that ship captain sat during fleet season and spent sixty sovereigns watching Mama bend over. Where you bent Mama over and made her scream. Where you’ve counted money and planned trade routes and built an empire.” She placed her palm on the polished wood. “Right here. Where everything happened.”

He crossed the room.

His hands found her waist. The structured wedding dress was warm beneath his palms, the belly firm and round between them. He kissed her, and she tasted like Seraphine’s herbal honey tea and elven wine from the single sip she’d allowed herself and the indefinable warmth that was permanently, irrevocably Elara.

She kissed him back with the hunger that pregnancy had amplified into something almost unbearable. Her hands found the collar of his dark blue tunic and pulled him closer, her belly pressing against his stomach, the baby shifting inside her as if adjusting to accommodate the interruption.

He lifted her onto the captain’s table.

She sat on the edge, the white silk bunching around her thighs, her legs parting to let him stand between them. The wedding dress rode up. No undergarments. She’d stopped wearing them months ago, under Mirelle’s influence, and today of all days she wasn’t going to reintroduce a garment she’d happily abandoned.

“The dress stays on,” she said. “I want you to fuck me in my wedding dress.”

He hiked the white silk up over her belly. The fabric gathered in silk folds around her swollen midsection, the green embroidery catching candlelight, the most expensive garment any of them had ever owned bunched casually around a pregnant bride’s waist while her husband sank to his knees on the tavern floor.

His mouth found her. The familiar taste. The familiar heat. Her pussy was already wet, had been wet since the ceremony, since his vows, since the moment she’d felt the baby kick during her walk down the aisle and realized that everything she’d ever wanted was happening simultaneously.

She gripped the table edge. Her head fell back. The wildflowers in her hair caught the candlelight.

“There,” she breathed. “Right there. God, Theron, right there.”

He worked her with the technique that a year of practice had refined into expertise. Tongue flat against her clit, pressure steady, rhythm building. She was more sensitive than she’d been before pregnancy. Everything amplified. Blood flow, nerve endings, the heightened responsiveness of a body that was growing a human being and had decided that every sensation deserved to be experienced at maximum intensity.

She came fast. Faster than usual. The orgasm crested in under a minute, her pregnant body too primed, too sensitized, too overwhelmed by the combined emotional and physical stimulation of a wedding ceremony followed by her husband’s mouth between her legs on the table where they’d built an empire.

The sounds she made hadn’t changed since their first time. The gasps that climbed in pitch. The particular catch in her throat when the orgasm peaked. The way she said his name like it was the only word that mattered.

He stood. Unbuckled his belt. The dark blue tunic and proper trousers were the finest things he owned and he intended to keep wearing them because the contrast excited him: formal clothes, pregnant wife in a wedding dress, fucking on a tavern table.

She looked down at his cock with the appreciative attention she’d been giving it since her defloration. Still impressed. Still hungry. Still the girl who’d whispered “so much” the first time she’d felt him cum inside her virgin body.

“Come here,” she said. Her legs wrapped around him, pulling him forward. Her hands found his shoulders. Her eyes locked on his.

He entered her slowly.

The angle was different with the belly. They’d learned to navigate the pregnancy’s geography over weeks, finding positions and approaches that accommodated the growing swell. This one, with her on the table edge and him standing, worked perfectly. He slid into her wet heat with the ease of a year’s familiarity, and she made the sound that she always made when he first entered her. Half gasp, half moan. Something that was only hers.

“My husband,” she whispered. The word was new and she was testing it. Finding its weight. “My husband is inside me.”

He began to move. Slow, deep strokes. Not the frantic fucking of their early nights, when every encounter had carried the urgency of discovery. This was different. This was the confident pleasure of a married couple who knew each other’s bodies with the intimate familiarity that only repetition produced. He knew the angle she liked. She knew the rhythm he needed. They moved together with the easy synchronization of people who’d been fitting into each other for a year.

Her legs tightened around him. Her hands moved from his shoulders to his face, cupping his jaw, holding him so they looked at each other through every thrust. Her eyes were wet. Not from sadness. From raw overwhelm. She was being fucked on her wedding night by the man she loved, in the dress she’d been married in, with their child growing between them.

“I love you,” she said. Between thrusts. The words punctuated by each motion of his body into hers. “I love you. I love you. I love—”

The second orgasm took her mid-sentence.

She cried out and her pregnant pussy clenched around him with rhythmic pulses, her whole body shuddering, tears finally spilling down her flushed cheeks. She pulled him close and held him through it, her face pressed against his neck, her arms locked behind his shoulders, her body squeezing him from the inside involuntarily, needing to feel him as deeply as physically possible.

He came inside his wife.

The word mattered. Wife. His wife. The woman who wore his ring and carried his child and had said “I love you” before he’d earned it and never stopped saying it and never would.

He felt the familiar pulse and release. The warmth flooding into her. Her quiet gasp at the sensation she’d experienced hundreds of times and still responded to with the same awed intensity. The feeling of him filling her. Of his seed inside her body, in the space where their child grew, purposeless now in terms of biology but essential in terms of connection.

She held him there. Legs locked. Arms wrapped. Her pregnant belly warm against his stomach. The baby kicked. Once. Twice. A third time, more forcefully.

“The baby felt that,” she said. Half laughing, half crying. “Our child felt their father cumming inside their mother on their parents’ wedding night. This is the most ridiculously perfect moment of my life.”

He kissed her forehead. Her temples. The tears on her cheeks. Her lips, soft and swollen from kissing and crying and the full-body exertion of a pregnant woman’s orgasm.

“We did it,” she said. “We actually did it. I’m Mrs. Ashwick. You came inside Mrs. Ashwick on Mrs. Ashwick’s wedding night in Mrs. Ashwick’s wedding dress on the table where Mrs. Ashwick’s husband built an empire.”

“You’re going to say Mrs. Ashwick a lot, aren’t you.”

“For the rest of my life. Every day. Multiple times.” She kissed him again. Tasting like salt and honey tea and a warmth that was permanently, irrevocably hers. “Mrs. Ashwick is having the best night of Mrs. Ashwick’s life.”

“Your third person narration needs work.”

“Mrs. Ashwick disagrees.”

He laughed into her mouth. She laughed into his. The sound was quiet and shared and belonged entirely to them, the private frequency that couples developed over time and that strangers could hear but not understand.

They stayed connected for a long moment. The enchanted candles flickered. The silk banners swayed. The stag sign was visible through the front window, rearing proud against a sky that was darkening from evening into night.

Then, through the thin walls and the floors above, the sounds began.

From the back room: rhythmic motion. Bedframe against wall. The familiar cadence of back-room activity. Rosalind, apparently, had decided that the wedding night’s celebratory energy was better channeled into one final shift.

From upstairs: a door closing. Footsteps. The distinctive sound of Celia’s precise stride moving from her room to somewhere else. A pause. Then the creak of the headboard from Theron’s room.

From the kitchen alcove: Maren’s low laugh. The murmured voice of a woman speaking to someone about something that made them both laugh again. Then quiet sounds that suggested the baby was sleeping and the adults had found their own entertainment.

The Stag was filling with the sounds of celebration. Not the formal, structured celebration of the reception. The private celebration. The household doing what the household did, the way the household did it.

Elara looked toward the sounds. Then back at Theron. She grinned. The grin was equal parts her virgin innocence and her married confidence, a combination that shouldn’t have worked and did.

“Sounds like the reception is starting without us,” she said.

He helped her down from the table. The white silk dress fell back into place, the green embroidery catching light, the fabric now carrying additional evidence of the wedding night in the form of a damp spot on the back hem where she’d been sitting on a surface that now bore the moisture of their combined release.

They moved through the tavern together. Hand in hand. Husband and wife.

In the back room, the sounds had clarified. Through the viewing niche’s one-way glass, the amber glow of the oil lamp illuminated Rosalind on her knees. Not for a client. For Captain Wrenfeld, who had apparently returned through the side entrance after his official departure, his “security duties” having been extended to include what Rosalind was providing with expert technique and personal enthusiasm.

Rosalind’s jade-green eyes were closed. Her honey-blonde hair was already escaping its arrangement. Wrenfeld’s hands rested on her head carefully, months of this particular service having taught him gratitude and respect for the expert providing it.

Beside Rosalind, Sable was kneeling too. Tag-teaming. The professionals closing out the wedding night with their favorite regular client, the captain who’d kept the Watch looking the other way and earned his compensation through a combination of institutional loyalty and personal gratitude.

Sable’s dark curls bobbed as she worked. Her caramel skin glowed in the lamplight. She was confident, practiced, the shy apprentice from the harbor a distant memory buried beneath months of earned excellence and personal fulfillment. When she glanced up at Wrenfeld with those amber eyes, the expression was genuine warmth. He was a good client. A friend. A man who’d provided security for a wedding and was now receiving the Stag’s best thank you.

Elara watched through the glass. Her hand found Theron’s cock through his trousers. She squeezed.

“We’ll come back to the niche later,” she murmured. “I need to recover first. Your wife’s legs are still shaking from the table.”

They climbed the stairs. In the corridor, through the wall of Theron’s room, the sounds of Celia were audible. Not sex sounds, exactly. Something else. Celia’s pre-session breathing, slow and deliberate, unmistakable. The controlled exhale of a woman preparing to surrender.

Elara paused at the door. Listened. Looked at Theron with an expression that combined sisterly affection, wifely amusement, and a year of hearing her sister’s particular sounds through walls.

“She’s been wanting this all day,” Elara said. “Let her have it. Go to her after you’ve checked on everyone.”

“You’re sure?”

“It’s my wedding night. I just had the most beautiful orgasm of my life on a table where we once counted copper coins and panicked about bankruptcy. I’m sure.” She kissed him. Light. Brief. The kiss of a wife who wasn’t jealous because jealousy had never been her language. “Besides. You’ll come back to me. You always do.”

She went to their room. Their room. The marital bedroom. The shift in terminology was small and permanent.

Theron stood in the corridor. The sounds of the Stag’s wedding night surrounded him. Rosalind and Sable with Wrenfeld downstairs. Celia preparing herself in his room. Maren and Orin in the kitchen alcove. Mirelle somewhere, likely the bar, likely topless, likely processing the evening’s emotions through her own method of exposing her body to empty rooms and remembering she was alive.

He went to the bar first.

Mirelle was there. As predicted. Topless, the wine-red dress pooled around her waist, her massive bare breasts glowing in the candlelight. She wasn’t serving anyone. She was sitting at the bar, one hand on the polished wood, looking at the space where they’d fucked the night of her claiming and the morning of her cum walk and the evening of her exhibitionist climax.

“My son-in-law,” she said. The word was still strange in her mouth. Still warm. “How strange that sounds. How right it feels.”

She stood. Crossed to him. Kissed him with slow, deliberate hunger. Her bare breasts pressed against his tunic. The warmth of her skin through the fabric. The weight of her body against his.

“The bride can share her husband on her wedding night,” Mirelle said. “You’ve shared yours every other night.”

She turned around and bent over the bar. Slowly. Her hands flat on the polished wood, her massive breasts resting on the surface where she’d served a thousand ales, her skirt hiked to her waist with one practiced motion. No undergarments. Bare from the waist down, her wide hips and round ass presented to him in the candlelight of the empty main hall.

“Not my tits tonight,” she said over her shoulder. Her hazel eyes burned. “You’ve had those. Tonight I want you to fuck me right here. On this bar. Where I spent years being invisible. Where I used to stand and serve men who never saw me. I want you inside me where they all sat and stared and never touched.”

He was behind her in two steps. His hands found her hips. She was already wet, the arousal of the evening’s celebrations and the primal charge of the wedding having done its work. He entered her from behind, and the sound she made echoed through the empty tavern, bouncing off walls that had absorbed years of loneliness and now absorbed this.

She gripped the bar’s edge. Her enormous breasts slid against the polished wood with each thrust, the friction making her nipples drag across the surface. She pushed back into him, matching his rhythm, the slap of skin loud in the quiet hall. The candles flickered with each impact.

“Harder,” she breathed. “Make me feel it tomorrow. When I’m serving breakfast, I want to feel exactly where you were.”

He gripped her hips tighter and drove deep. The bar creaked beneath them. She came with her face pressed against the wood, gasping, her pussy clenching around him in rhythmic waves that pulled his own release from him. He finished inside her, buried to the hilt, and she held him there with her body while the aftershocks rolled through both of them.

She straightened up slowly. His cum trickled down her inner thigh. She didn’t wipe it away. Kissed him with the taste of wine on her lips and the satisfaction of territory claimed.

“Go to Celia,” she said. “She’s waiting. She’s been patient all day and patience is not her strength.”

She returned to clearing dishes, moving through the hall with his cum on her thighs and a serene expression that suggested she’d found exactly the right way to celebrate her daughter’s wedding.

Elara watched from the top of the stairs. She’d come out of their room when she’d heard the sounds from below. She stood in her wedding dress with one hand on her belly and watched her mother smooth her skirt and hum while wiping down the bar where she’d just been bent over and fucked by Elara’s husband.

She didn’t feel jealousy. She felt completion. This was their life. This was what they’d built.

She touched her ring. Confirmed it was still there. It was.

She went back to bed. She’d wait. He’d come. He always did.


Chapter 24: The Wedding Night — Part Two

The celebration continued through the small hours, the Prancing Stag containing pleasures that spread across its rooms and floors like warmth from a hearth, each space hosting its own particular fire.

Theron found Celia in his room. Their room, technically, on her nights in the rotation. Tonight she’d claimed it without asking because Celia didn’t ask. She arrived.

She was standing beside the bed in the midnight-purple dress. The leather cords were already laid out on the nightstand. Two of them. The same ones she’d brought the first time she’d asked to be tied, months ago, when she’d discovered that the cold girl who controlled everything needed the liberation of having control taken away.

“Took you long enough,” she said.

“I was downstairs.”

“I know. I heard.” Her grey-blue eyes held his with the burning intensity that preceded her bondage sessions. “Did you enjoy it?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Now enjoy me.”

She turned her back to him. Reached behind her and unfastened the purple dress with quick, efficient motions. The structured fabric fell in stages, revealing pale skin that flushed dark pink when she was aroused, the slim body with firm B-cup breasts and large dark nipples already hard, the flat stomach that at eleven weeks was beginning to soften with the first suggestion of the pregnancy she’d fought so hard to achieve.

She stepped out of the dress. Stood naked except for the faint rope marks on her wrists from last night’s session, the permanent badges of her evolved kink that she wore with the same pride Mirelle wore her toplessness.

“Tie me,” she said.

He tied her.

Wrists together first. The leather cord looping around her narrow wrists with the snug confidence they’d developed through practice. Firm without pain. Inescapable. She tested the bind with a sharp pull and confirmed she couldn’t free herself. Her breathing changed immediately. Shallower. Faster. Her pupils expanding until the grey was nearly consumed by black.

He guided her arms up. Secured the cords to the headboard. Arms spread. Her pale body stretched out against the dark sheets like a study in contrast, the candlelight catching every line and curve and stark beauty, a lifetime of walls surrendered willingly to the one person she trusted to see what was behind them.

The faint swell of her pregnancy was visible now. Less a bump than a softness. The eleven-week change was barely perceptible to someone who hadn’t been monitoring it obsessively, but Celia monitored everything obsessively and she knew exactly what she looked like and she wanted him to see it.

“I’m showing,” she said. Quiet. The admission carrying weight.

“You’re showing.”

“Elara was bigger at this stage.”

“Bodies are different.”

“Mine is more efficient.” The competitive reflex, delivered automatically, and then something shifted in her expression. Softened. “Touch it. Touch where your baby is growing.”

He placed his palm on the gentle swell below her navel. Warm. Smooth. The faintest new firmness beneath the skin. She inhaled sharply at the contact. Her bound hands pulled involuntarily against the headboard.

“That’s the most vulnerable thing I’ve ever let anyone touch,” she said. “More than my ass. More than my throat. That’s YOURS in there. Something I made for you. Something Elara can’t compete with because her version already exists and mine is still becoming.” She held his gaze. “Now edge me. Hold me at the edge until I beg. And then don’t let me cum until you decide I’ve earned it.”

He began with his mouth.

Slow. Deliberate. Tongue flat against her clit, the technique refined by a year of practice and the specific knowledge of Celia’s body that only her lover possessed. She was different from Elara. Where Elara was responsive and eager, Celia was controlled and resistant, her pleasure requiring him to work past the walls she constructed even during sex, even during bondage, even when she wanted to let go.

Her hips bucked against his mouth. She pulled against the cords. The headboard creaked.

First edge: her breathing accelerated into ragged gasps, her thighs trembling against his cheeks, her pussy clenching visibly in anticipation of the orgasm that was building like a wave. He felt it in the tension of her body. The gathering. The approaching crest.

He stopped.

Lifted his mouth. Sat back. Watched her.

“No.” The word came out broken and furious. “Don’t stop. I was RIGHT THERE. I was—”

“You don’t get to decide.”

He spanked her. Not her ass this time. Her inner thigh, the tender skin near her pussy, where the nerve endings were dense and the sting radiated directly into her arousal. She yelped. The sound was sharp and involuntary and transformed halfway through into a moan that she couldn’t suppress because the combination of interrupted orgasm and unexpected pain created a spiral of need that bypassed every defense she’d ever built.

A pink handprint bloomed on her pale inner thigh. She stared at it with wide eyes.

“Again,” she whispered.

He spanked her other thigh. The crack echoed in the small room. Another pink mark on alabaster skin. Her pussy clenched visibly with each impact, the arousal building not in spite of the pain but through it, the two sensations merging into something that Celia’s analytical mind couldn’t categorize because it existed in a space beyond analysis.

Second edge: his fingers this time. Two inside her, thumb on her swollen clit, the internal pressure combined with external stimulation building her back toward the peak she’d been denied. She was wetter than he’d ever felt her. The pregnancy hormones, the bondage, the spanking, the denial. Everything amplifying everything else until her body was a single concentrated point of desperate need.

She arched against the cords. Her wrists strained. The headboard protested with wooden groans.

“Please,” she managed. “PLEASE. Let me—”

He stopped. Withdrew his fingers. She made a sound that was half sob, half scream, the frustration of being denied twice crashing into the desperate need for release and producing an emotional response that would have been impossible for the pre-bondage Celia. The cold girl didn’t beg. The cold girl didn’t sob. The cold girl controlled.

This wasn’t the cold girl. This was Celia. Just Celia. The person underneath the mask, stripped bare by leather cords and denied orgasms and the trust required to let someone else decide when she came.

Third edge: he entered her. His cock filling her pregnant pussy, the angle different now with the subtle changes her body was making, the internal warmth hotter than he remembered. She clamped around him immediately, her body desperate to hold onto the stimulation, to milk the orgasm from the penetration before he could deny her again.

He moved slowly. Deliberately. Each stroke designed to build without delivering. His hand found her throat.

His palm rested against her pulse point, heavy with intent, the vulnerability of her neck beneath his fingers, the implicit control of a hand that COULD squeeze but chose instead to simply remind her that it was there.

“Tighter,” she whispered.

He applied gentle pressure, compressing the sides of her throat rather than the airway, the sensation of being held at the neck while bound and penetrated producing a response in Celia that bypassed her normal sexual vocabulary entirely. Her eyes locked on his with an intensity that was almost frightening. Her irises had been consumed by pupil. Her lips were parted. Her breathing came in shallow, controlled gasps that worked around the pressure on her throat.

She’d been edged three times. Her entire body was vibrating with accumulated denied release. Every nerve ending in her body was firing simultaneously. The leather cords creaked against the headboard. Her pale skin was flushed dark pink from chest to ears, the pregnancy adding warmth that intensified the color until she glowed.

He decided she’d earned it.

He increased his pace. Drove deeper. Maintained the clit pressure with his free hand while the other held her throat. The combination of penetration and external stimulation and bondage and choking and the three denied orgasms finally, catastrophically converging into a single overwhelming response.

Celia came in absolute silence.

Silent. The orgasm ripped through her body with visible physical force, her back arching completely off the mattress, her wrists straining the cords so hard one of them pulled loose from the headboard, her pussy clenching and releasing in rhythmic waves that milked his cock with involuntary rhythm.

Her body convulsed for thirty seconds. Tears streamed from her enormous dark eyes. Her free hand, released from its cord, found his shoulder and gripped with desperate strength. Her mouth opened in a silent scream that carried more raw emotion than any sound she’d ever made.

The aftershocks continued as he followed her over the edge. He came inside her, filling her pregnant pussy with the seed that had already accomplished its purpose, and she felt every pulse and held him with her remaining bound hand and her freed hand and her legs and her pussy and every part of herself that could reach him.

He relaxed the hand on her throat. She gasped. Not from the release of pressure but from the orgasm still rippling through her body in waves that diminished gradually, each one smaller than the last but each one still powerful enough to make her twitch and clench and cry.

He untied her remaining wrist. Red marks from the cord. She stared at them the way she always stared at them: with an expression that wasn’t satisfaction or competition or validation-seeking. Peace. The rarest expression in Celia’s repertoire. The one that only appeared after the bondage stripped away everything she performed and left the person beneath.

“That was the best one,” she said. Her voice was wrecked. Hoarse from the choking and the breathing and the strain of a silent orgasm that had required every muscle in her throat to work against the scream it was containing.

He held her. She trembled against him for five minutes. Not cold. Aftershocks. The body’s slow return from wherever the bondage and edging and choking had taken her.

“I used to think the bondage was about finding who I was underneath,” she said eventually. Her voice was quiet but steady. Not searching anymore. Certain. “It was, the first time. And the second. But tonight I wasn’t finding anything. I was just… being it. No walls to get past. No performance to strip away. Just me, here, with you. Already arrived.” She touched the marks on her wrists. Not studying them this time. Just acknowledging them, the way you’d acknowledge an old friend. “I don’t need to be tied up to know who I am anymore. I want to be tied up because I like who I am when you do it.”

He kissed her forehead. She leaned into it.

“I’m still competitive,” she added. The ghost of a smirk. “I’m just not competing with myself about it anymore.”

She looked at the marks on her wrists. Touched them gently. “Best wedding I’ve ever attended.”

“You’ve attended one wedding.”

“And it was the best.” She curled against him. Her hand found her stomach. The eleven-week swell. “Go to the others. I’ll sleep here. In your bed.” She paused. “Our bed. On my nights.”

He kissed her forehead. She was already drifting. Post-bondage exhaustion was different from normal tiredness. Deeper. More complete. The exhaustion of a mind that had been permitted to stop controlling and a body that had been permitted to simply feel.

He dressed quietly. Left the room. Closed the door.

In the viewing niche, Sable was waiting.

She’d set up the narrow space with the precision of someone who’d been planning this. The one-way glass looked into the work room where Rosalind and Wrenfeld had apparently concluded their session. The room was empty now, the oil lamp burning, the evidence of activity visible on the rumpled sheets.

Sable wore the pale blue cotton nightdress. The one she’d bought from Lysa’s shop for their first personal night. The wooden bird was on the narrow shelf beside the glass. Her ritual.

“I wanted to be somewhere that was ours,” she said. “The niche is Elara’s. But tonight it can be mine.”

The space was barely large enough for two. They pressed together against the glass, her back against his chest, the narrow walls forcing an intimacy that was different from the bedroom. More cramped. More urgent. Body heat trapped between glass and stone, amplifying everything.

He lifted the pale blue nightdress. She was already wet. Her body, which performed for clients with calibrated skill, responded to him with unpracticed honesty. The difference was audible in her sounds and visible in the flush across her caramel skin and measurable in the way she pressed back against him with genuine need rather than calibrated enthusiasm.

He entered her from behind, carefully, the niche’s dimensions requiring creative positioning. She braced against the glass with both palms, her wild dark curls falling across the one-way surface, her amber eyes reflected in the glass that had shown her so many things about what she was and what she wasn’t.

He found the angle. The deep spot she’d discovered only with him, pressure building where it mattered most. His fingers worked her clit while his cock maintained steady depth.

“Something’s happening,” she breathed. “That feeling. The one that—”

“Let go.”

“I can’t—it’s going to—”

“Let go, Sable.”

She did.

The squirt was violent. A gush of clear fluid erupted from her, soaking his hand, his wrist, his forearm, the narrow floor of the viewing niche. Her body convulsed against the glass, her palms squeaking against the surface as they lost purchase, her pussy clenching and releasing in the rhythmic pulses that accompanied the orgasm only Theron could produce.

The second wave hit before the first subsided. More fluid, more force, her hips bucking uncontrollably against him while his cock stayed inside her and his fingers maintained the pressure that her body apparently needed to produce this response. She sobbed. Not from pain. From the overwhelming intensity of a sensation she’d only experienced three times in her life and which only occurred with the one man who made her feel something beyond competence.

“Only you,” she gasped. “Hundreds of clients. Only you.”

He came inside her. She was still pulsing and dripping when he finished. The viewing niche was thoroughly soaked. The glass was fogged from their combined body heat. The wooden bird on the shelf watched with chipped-beak indifference.

She turned in his arms. Kissed him. Her face was wet with tears and her body was wet with everything else and she was smiling with quiet radiance. Orphan. Prostitute. Possession. And now, finally, a person who was loved.

“I’m never going to forget tonight,” she said. “Not a single second of it.”

“Neither am I.”

She picked up the wooden bird. Held it against her chest. “I bring this everywhere that matters. And you matter more than anywhere.”

He left her in the niche. She said she’d clean up and go to her own bed. She was tired. The good kind. The kind that came from being genuinely satisfied by someone who cared about her satisfaction.

Downstairs, the final configuration of the night was already arranged.

Maren and Mirelle. On the floor near the fireplace, the large rug that usually held drunk adventurers now hosting a different kind of gathering. Maren had put the baby down in the kitchen cot. Orin had retreated upstairs discreetly, understanding that some celebrations were private.

Two extraordinary women. Best friends for thirty years. Both claimed by the same man. Both mothers in the Stag’s world. Both utterly shameless about what they wanted and who they wanted it from.

Maren was already naked. Her postpartum body was spectacular in firelight. Enormous breasts heavy with milk, the nipples dark and thick, beading with white droplets from the letdown reflex that the excitement was triggering. Soft belly, wide hips, the copper hair blazing in the warm glow. A woman who’d given birth eleven weeks ago and was currently the most sexual version of herself she’d ever been.

Mirelle was topless, as standard, her own massive breasts bare and swollen with early pregnancy. She’d removed her skirt at some point and stood in nothing, her voluptuous body on full display, the eight-week belly invisible except to someone who knew exactly where to look and what they were looking for.

“We’ve been waiting,” Maren said. “We discussed this last week. The wedding night. Both of us. Together.”

“We shared lovers before,” Mirelle added. Her voice was steady despite the flush spreading across her chest. “In the village. Before Dane died. Before I came to the city. It’s been twenty years since we did this.”

“Twenty years too long,” Maren said.

They took him together. The same configuration they’d discovered months ago, refined. Maren first, because the lactation was active and they’d learned that nursing combined with oral stimulation produced her most intense orgasms. Theron’s mouth on her pussy while Mirelle sat beside her, holding her hand, stroking her copper hair, watching her best friend arch and moan under Theron’s tongue.

Maren came with milk spraying from her breasts. The letdown reflex, triggered by orgasm, produced twin streams that arced across her chest and stomach, the white fluid mixing with the sweat and arousal already coating her skin. Mirelle watched with wide eyes, her own massive breasts responding to the sight with sympathetic tingling even though she was months from lactation herself.

Then Mirelle. On her back, thick thighs spread, her voluptuous body the center of everything. Theron entered her missionary while Maren sat beside them, her hand cradling Mirelle’s face, her milk-damp breasts resting against Mirelle’s shoulder. Not sexual contact between them. Something softer. Something that thirty years of friendship had earned. The casual intimacy of two women who’d shared everything else and were now sharing this without pretense or performance.

“Let him fill you up,” Maren murmured, her lips near Mirelle’s ear. “God, you’re beautiful when you cum.”

Mirelle came screaming. The volcanic orgasm that never seemed to lose its intensity. Her massive breasts bounced with the force of it, her thick thighs clamped around Theron’s waist, her pussy gripping him with rhythmic pulses that milked his release into her.

He came inside Mirelle while Maren watched. The best friends’ eyes met over the joined bodies. Twenty years of shared history. Twenty years of confided desires and suppressed needs and pragmatic advice. Twenty years leading to this room, this night, this man between them.

“Dane would have loved this,” Maren said.

“Dane would have had three of him,” Mirelle replied.

“One is enough. When it’s the right one.”

Mirelle took his cock in her mouth for the recovery. Maren nursed from behind him, her mouth on his neck, her milk-heavy breasts pressed against his back, warm liquid seeping against his skin. The sensation of being surrounded by two voluptuous, maternal, thoroughly satisfied women produced a recovery time that impressed even Rosalind’s standards.

He took Maren from behind. Her enormous ass filling his vision, her milk dripping onto the rug beneath her, her pregnant groans having been replaced by postpartum moans that were louder and rougher and carried the raw edge of a body that had recently completed the ultimate physical act and now demanded pleasure with the urgency of a system freshly reset.

He came inside Maren while Mirelle’s massive breasts pressed against his back, her arms around him from behind, her mouth on his shoulder, her whole body wrapped around his like a warm, voluptuous cocoon.

Three bodies on the rug. The fire crackling. The enchanted candles burning low. The silk banners swaying in the remnants of the evening’s warmth.

“Thank you,” Mirelle said. To no one in particular. To everyone. “For everything. For claiming me. For letting me be this.”

“You were always this,” he said. “You just needed someone to see it.”

“You saw me. When nobody else did.”

By three in the morning, the Stag was quiet.

The celebration had spent itself. The bodies that had produced it were scattered across the building like survivors of a beautiful disaster.

Rosalind asleep on her work-room bed, Wrenfeld having departed through the side entrance sometime after midnight, his security duties comprehensively fulfilled. Her honey-blonde hair was matted. Her makeup was abstract art. Her smile persisted even in sleep.

Sable curled in her own bed in the back room, the wooden bird on the nightstand, the pale blue nightdress hanging on the hook beside the door. The niche had been cleaned. She’d managed that before sleep took her with the thoroughness that defined everything she did.

Orin asleep upstairs in the spare room, the carved wooden toy for the baby on the nightstand, his face peaceful with deep contentment on his face. Best man. Baby rocker. Grateful, for the thousandth time, for his unconventional life.

Celia in Theron’s bed. Leather cords still on the nightstand. Rope marks fading on her wrists. Her hand on her stomach, on the eleven-week swell she’d been monitoring with obsessive focus. Sleeping the deep, still sleep that followed her bondage sessions. The cold girl, warm.

Mirelle and Maren on the rug by the fireplace, covered by a blanket that Theron had found in the linen closet. Best friends. Lovers of the same man. Mothers in the same household. Mirelle’s massive breasts pressed against Maren’s back. Maren’s copper hair spread across Mirelle’s arm. Not lovers of each other. Closer than that, in a way that thirty years of friendship and a shared man had made possible.

The baby sleeping in the kitchen cot, oblivious to everything, fed and changed and warm.

Theron found Elara in their room.

She was asleep. She’d been asleep for hours, the wedding dress removed and hung carefully on the wardrobe, the wildflowers placed in a glass of water on the nightstand, the ring still on her finger because she’d told him she was never taking it off and she meant it.

She was in her nightgown. Belly round. Hair loose on the pillow. The peaceful expression that hadn’t changed since the first morning he’d seen her, cheerful and trusting and completely, radically happy in a way that the world rarely deserved.

He climbed into bed beside his wife.

She stirred. Her hand found his, the way it always did, the way it had found his on the stairs the night before. Her fingers interlocked with his and held.

“How was the rest of the wedding?” she murmured. Half-asleep. Mostly dreaming.

“Perfect.”

“Everyone happy?”

“Everyone happy.”

“Good.” She pulled his arm around her. Positioned his hand on her belly, where the baby shifted once and settled. “My husband.”

“My wife.”

She smiled in her sleep. The bright, uncomplicated smile that had charmed him since day one.

He closed his eyes. Held his wife. Felt his child move beneath his palm.

The Prancing Stag settled into the silence of four in the morning, the deep quiet that comes after the most noise, the peace that follows the fullest life.

The wedding night was over.

The marriage had begun.


Chapter 25: The Morning After

Theron woke beside his wife.

First morning as a married man. The thought arrived before full consciousness, settling into his awareness the way morning light settled into the room: gradually, warmly, with the quiet certainty of something that was going to be there every day from now on.

Elara was already awake. Lying on her side, her pregnant belly supported by a pillow she’d taken to using in the last few weeks, her cornflower-blue eyes watching him with the sleepy softness of early morning.

“Good morning, husband,” she said.

“Good morning, wife.”

He kissed her belly. Felt the baby shift beneath his lips. “Good morning, baby.”

She laughed. The sound was bright and clean and exactly like every morning he’d woken beside her for the past year. Marriage hadn’t changed the laugh. He was relieved. He’d been slightly worried, in the irrational way that men worry about things they can’t control, that putting a ring on her finger would somehow transform the sunlight quality of her into something more serious. It hadn’t. She was still Elara. She was just also Mrs. Ashwick.

He went downstairs.

The Stag looked like the aftermath of a celebration that had involved nine adults, multiple bottles of elven wine, and activities that the tavern’s insurance policy almost certainly didn’t cover. Ale mugs scattered across surfaces that had been immaculate yesterday. Silk decorations askew, one of Lysa’s green banners having detached from its rafter hook and draped itself across the bar like a collapsed tent. Suspicious stains on the captain’s table and the bar surface and the rug near the fireplace and, upon closer inspection, the viewing niche glass.

The stag cake, or what remained of it, sat on the kitchen counter with a slice missing that precisely matched Rosalind’s portion preferences.

Mirelle was already in the kitchen.

She was cooking. Of course she was cooking. Mirelle’s response to every significant event, from funerals to weddings to existential crises about her employer sleeping with both her daughters, was to cook breakfast and deal with the emotional complexity while the bacon worked.

She was topless. Of course she was topless. Eight-week pregnant breasts bare and swollen, nipples darkened from pregnancy hormones, the faintest curve of her belly visible in the soft morning light. She moved between stove and counter with the muscle memory of two decades and easy grace. Her body was an asset, not a burden, and she’d finally embraced the difference.

“Morning, son-in-law,” she said. She kissed his cheek on the way past, casually intimate. She’d spent the previous evening on a rug with his cum inside her and her best friend’s breast milk drying on her back and wasn’t remotely self-conscious about the morning after.

“There’s bacon. Extra. You burned a lot of energy last night.”

“You contributed to that energy expenditure.”

“I did. And I’m proud of every calorie.”

Each member of the household arrived in their own time, their own state, their own particular version of the morning after.

Elara appeared next, waddling slightly down the stairs, one hand on the railing and one hand on her belly. The waddle was new. Nineteen weeks was the stage where pregnancy transitioned from interesting to physically inconvenient, and stairs had become a negotiation rather than a transit. She wore a simple dress from Lysa’s shop. Not the wedding dress. That was hanging in their wardrobe, preserved, the white silk still carrying a faint stain on the back hem that she’d decided was a feature rather than a flaw.

She sat at the bar. Stole bacon from the kitchen with the entitlement of a pregnant bride who’d earned special treatment.

“The table has a stain,” she observed, glancing at the captain’s table.

“Yes.”

“From us.”

“Yes.”

“I’m keeping it.” She ate her bacon. “That stain is our wedding present to the tavern.”

Rosalind emerged from the back room next, stretching with boneless looseness, her sheets destined for replacement rather than laundering. Her honey-blonde hair was remarkable. Not remarkable in a positive sense. Remarkable in the sense that it appeared to have been styled by a storm that held personal grudges and had access to a grudge list. One side was matted flat where a grip had held it. The other side had achieved independent ambitions involving vertical expansion.

She examined herself in the mirror behind the bar bottles with the objective eye of a professional assessing the previous shift’s damage. Catalogued the evidence. Smudged mascara: everywhere. Lipstick: gone, location unrecoverable. Faint bite mark on shoulder from Wrenfeld’s enthusiasm: fading but present. Overall assessment: glorious.

“Sixteen-client record AND a wedding-night encore,” she announced to the room. “I’m the greatest professional this city has ever produced.” She poured water, drained it, refilled it, drained that too. “My jaw, however, has filed a formal complaint. Ice and willow bark. The old faithful.” She turned to the washroom, singing something that sounded like an old harbor shanty and was almost certainly filthy enough to make the harbor blush.

Sable came from her room in the back, her wild dark curls even wilder than usual, the copper-auburn highlights catching the morning light. A shy smile on her caramel features, quiet and warm. The previous night’s viewing niche discoveries were still written on her face. She found the wooden bird in the pocket of yesterday’s emerald dress, transferred it to today’s work dress, and confirmed its presence with a touch. Her morning ritual. The thing that mattered most, safe in its usual place.

She moved through the kitchen with quiet efficiency, helping Mirelle plate breakfast, her body carrying the subtle evidence of the previous night’s encounter in the form of a slight stiffness that suggested the squirting orgasms had involved muscle groups she didn’t normally engage. She winced when she bent to retrieve a dropped spoon.

“Good night?” Mirelle asked from behind the stove.

“The niche needs cleaning.”

“It always needs cleaning after you and Theron use it.”

“It needs… more cleaning than usual.” The blush was visible against her caramel skin. “Considerably more.”

Mirelle’s hazel eyes crinkled with amusement. “I’ll add extra rags to the supply order.”

“Thank you.” Sable focused very intently on arranging bacon strips. “Please stop looking at me.”

“I see everything, Sable. It’s my maternal curse.”

Celia descended the stairs last.

Her posture was perfect. Her face was composed. Her dark hair was pulled back in the severe arrangement that was her standard. The rope marks on her wrists were visible, faintly pink against her pale skin, and she made no effort to hide them because Celia didn’t hide things anymore. She displayed them. Quietly. Without comment. The way Mirelle displayed her breasts. The marks were part of who she was now.

She sat at the ledger. Opened the books. Her pen moved across the page.

“We made a profit even on the wedding,” she said. The first words she’d spoken this morning, and they were about finances. The Celia equivalent of “good morning, beautiful day.” “Lysa’s dress order was expensed as business presentation materials. The elven wine was a trade goods demonstration. The food was a client entertainment expense.” Her pen paused. “Legitimately, the only non-deductible cost was Father Aldric’s wine, and he drank so little I’m rounding it to zero.”

“Did you just write off our wedding?”

“I wrote off the RECEPTION. The ceremony was a personal expense, which I’ve noted separately.” She turned a page. “Net position after the wedding: positive forty-two sovereigns, including the sale of leftover food to the morning-shift customers.” She glanced up. “You’re welcome.”

Maren arrived at nine with the supply delivery and the baby.

She came through the front door copper hair blazing, confident as always. Six children and far more complicated mornings than this one had prepared her. The baby was in the cloth sling, nursing with the rhythmic determination of a two-month-old who had opinions about schedule deviations. The supply cart was parked outside, loaded with the day’s vegetables.

“Carrots, onions, and one hungry infant,” she announced. “Same as yesterday. Same as tomorrow.”

She looked at the room. At the post-celebration debris. At the stain on the captain’s table. At the rug near the fireplace where she and Mirelle had shared something that thirty years of friendship had been building toward.

“That was the best wedding I’ve ever attended,” she said. “Including my own.” She shifted the baby. “Especially my own.”

Orin came downstairs with the carved wooden toy in his hand. Another one. He’d been making them during Velmoor runs, the long hours on the cart between Amoria and the elven trade-keep providing long stretches of uninterrupted quiet between one horizon and the next. This one was a small horse, recognizable if you were generous with the term. He placed it beside the baby’s basket without comment. The basket now contained three carved animals, a donated rattle from Seraphine, and a blanket that Mirelle had sewn from fabric scraps.

Orin picked up a broom. Started cleaning. He didn’t speak. Never needed to. He moved through the restoration of the main hall quietly, expressing affection through service rather than words. The spilled wine got mopped. The displaced chairs got righted. The suspicious stain on the rug near the fireplace got a long, contemplative look followed by a determined application of soap and water and the acceptance that some stains were commemorative rather than problematic.

“Leave the table stain,” Elara called from the bar. “That one’s intentional.”

Orin left the table stain.

The household settled into the morning’s rhythm with the practiced ease of people who’d been doing this for months. Mirelle cooked. Celia recorded. Elara charmed. Maren supplied. Orin cleaned. Rosalind prepared the back room for the day’s operations, emerging periodically to report on the state of the facilities with professional assessments like “the sheets in room two are unsalvageable” and “Wrenfeld left his belt buckle under the pillow.” Sable checked the side-entrance lock and the linen supply and the viewing niche glass, which needed thorough cleaning. Considerably more thorough than usual.

The Stag’s first customers arrived at ten. A pair of scarred D-ranks fresh from a dawn sewer run, mud on their boots and coin in their pockets and the wolfish hunger of men who’d spent the morning fighting things that lived in darkness and wanted something warm and bright and human.

They took their usual seats. Looked around. Noticed the decorations still hanging, the silk banners, the enchanted candles that had burned themselves to stubs overnight.

“What happened here?” the first one asked.

“Wedding,” Elara said, serving their ales efficiently, the same way she’d served since her first day and would serve, in various configurations, for the rest of her life.

“Who got married?”

She held up her left hand. The ring caught the morning light.

“Congratulations,” the adventurer said. He looked at her belly. “And congratulations on the other thing.”

“Thank you.”

“Who’s the lucky bastard?”

Theron appeared from behind the bar. Elara’s smile brightened the way it always did when he was in the room. The adventurer looked at him. Looked at her. Looked at the ring. Did the mathematics.

“You own this place?”

“I do.”

“And you married the pretty pregnant one?”

“I did.”

“And the topless one behind the bar is…”

“My mother-in-law.”

The adventurer processed this. His companion was already staring at Mirelle’s bare breasts glazed and blinking-impaired.

“This is the best tavern in the city,” the first adventurer said. He raised his mug. “To the Stag.”

“To the Stag,” his companion managed, not looking away from Mirelle.

The morning continued. Customers arrived. Drinks were poured. Tips were earned. The back room opened at its usual hour. Nella and Bess took the first shifts. The side-alley queue formed by early afternoon. The ledger filled. The stag sign reared proud outside.

Nothing had changed. Everything had changed. The Stag was the Stag. The sign still swung outside. The ale still flowed. The back room still operated. The gloryhole still queued. But the man behind the bar was a married man now, and the pregnant girl who served tables wore his name, and the morning after was the beginning of something that had no foreseeable end.

Mirelle cleaned the bar surface with the thorough attention she gave surfaces that had hosted sexual activity and needed to be returned to food-service standards. The captain’s table received extra attention. The rug near the fireplace received the most attention, and a quiet “hmm” that suggested the cleaning had uncovered evidence she found either embarrassing or nostalgic.

“I need to order more soap,” she muttered. “The elven soap. For the rug.”

“For a rug?”

“For this specific rug. Which has been through a specific experience. And deserves the premium product.”

Theron sat behind the bar during a quiet moment and watched the building he’d inherited and the people he’d collected and the life he’d constructed from nothing. The sign that Torven had fixed in the early weeks. The walls that Torven had modified. The rooms that Torven had built. The system that Celia had organized. The food that Mirelle had perfected. The revenue that Rosalind had generated. The trade route that Lysa had enabled. The guards that Wrenfeld had provided. The love that Elara had given before he’d earned it.

He was married now. He had a ring on his wife’s finger and children growing in multiple women and a trading post that averaged almost two hundred sovereigns daily and savings that could buy the building next door and a reputation that had become the thing people mentioned when they mentioned Provision Lane.

And somewhere, in a canal that still flowed through the lower city, the water moved over the spot where Marcus Ashwick had drowned drunk and miserable a year ago, and the water didn’t care, because water didn’t care about men who gave up.

Theron wasn’t going to give up. Theron was going to raise children and fuck women and sell ale and trade vegetables and build things that lasted. And when he was done, the headstone wouldn’t say “drowned drunk.” It would say “Theron Ashwick. He built the Stag.”

He went back to work. Served the adventurer a second ale. Served the adventurer’s companion a third, which the man ordered without looking at the mug because his eyes had not left Mirelle’s bare breasts since she’d appeared and were showing no signs of returning to normal function.

Mirelle served. Topless. Pregnant. Humming. The most visible woman in Amoria, wearing nothing above the waist except the dried remains of last night’s particular celebration and serene. Invisibility was a concept she’d retired so thoroughly it might have lodged a formal complaint.

Celia recorded. Calculated. Made notations in margins that would horrify conventional accountants and fascinate unconventional ones. The wedding expenses had been processed, categorized, and neutralized through creative classification. The quarterly projection had been updated. The pregnancy comparison sub-ledger had received its daily entry. The rope marks on her wrists were fading. She’d need new ones tonight.

Elara served. Smiled. Waddled. Touched her belly. Caught Theron’s eye across the room and smiled the smile that was just for him, the one that said everything without saying anything, the smile that had been the same since the first morning he’d ever seen her and would be the same fifty years from now if the gods were kind enough to grant them that long.

He went back to work. The rhythm hadn’t changed. He didn’t want it to.

The morning after was just another morning. That was what made it perfect.


Chapter 26: Venara’s Interest

Seraphine came to the Stag on a Tuesday morning.

This was notable because Seraphine never left the Temple of Venara. Not for festivals, civic occasions, or the Duchess’s annual address. The elderly priestess had been a fixture of the temple grounds for so long that some adventurers believed she was part of the architecture, a living statue that dispensed wisdom about fertility and collected sovereign coins for birth services and had opinions about everyone’s reproductive choices that were both unsolicited and unfailingly accurate.

But today she walked up Provision Lane in her ceremonial whites and greens, her weathered face serene, decades of the goddess’s work behind her and still finding individual moments worth personal attention. Under her arm: a wrapped bundle. In her expression: purpose.

Mirelle saw her first. “Seraphine,” she said from behind the bar, where she was serving the morning shift in her standard arrangement of topless efficiency and nine-week pregnancy. “Is everything alright? The baby—”

“The baby is thriving. Maren brings him for checkups regularly. Six children and she still takes nothing for granted.” Seraphine surveyed the main hall, assessing. She’d been watching this household evolve from a distance. Now she wanted to see it up close. “I’m here to deliver a gift. And a message.”

She set the wrapped bundle on the bar. Peeled back the cloth. Inside was a small carved idol of Venara. Smooth stone, warm to the touch, depicting the goddess in her characteristic pose: one hand holding wheat, the other holding fruit, her face carrying an expression that managed to be simultaneously maternal and deeply, irreversibly sexual.

“The goddess has been watching your family,” Seraphine said. “With great amusement. And greater affection.”

“Watching,” Theron repeated. The idea that a deity was observing his household’s activities was both flattering and mildly terrifying, given the range of activities that occurred under this roof.

“Venara watches all who celebrate fertility. But your household has been…” Seraphine paused, searching for the diplomatically appropriate term. “Particularly celebratory. She asks me to tell you: continue as you are. Fertility is sacred. Pleasure is divine. What you’ve built here honors her.”

The idol sat on the bar between a half-empty ale mug and Celia’s ledger. The goddess of fertility, presiding over a tavern that served adventurers beer and women in equal measure, placed with the casual placement of a religious figurine in a whore house. Nobody in the room found this contradictory.

“Place it wherever feels right,” Seraphine said. “Venara is not particular about location. She’s particular about sincerity.”

Mirelle took the idol and placed it on the shelf behind the bar, between the good whiskey and the elven wine. It fit. In this tavern, between the sacred and the profane, the goddess of fertility was at home.

Seraphine asked to speak with Theron privately.

They stood in the corridor near the viewing niche. The narrow hallway where he’d fucked Rosalind against the wall during fleet season, where the sounds from the back room provided a constant ambient soundtrack. Not the most dignified venue for a theological conversation. But Seraphine didn’t appear to notice, or didn’t appear to care, which in a priestess of Venara was probably the same thing.

“Three births connected to your household now,” Seraphine said. Her voice was quiet but carried the weight of divine intermediary. “Brynn’s daughter Sera. Maren’s son. Each one blessed by a Grace. Each blessing recorded in the temple’s ledger.”

“Two prayers accepted,” Theron said. “Unara for Brynn. Ardena for Maren.”

“And Unara again for your marriage. Three blessings total.” Seraphine’s knowing eyes found his. “Venara’s interest activates at six. Three more births. Three more prayers correctly directed. When the total reaches six Grace blessings, come to the temple alone.”

“What happens at six?”

“Venara herself wishes to acknowledge you.” The priestess’s expression was carefully neutral in the way that indicated the information she was withholding was significant. “The goddess has specific methods of showing favor to those who’ve pleased her. Men who’ve brought six blessed births into the world through their dedication to fertility are… rewarded.”

“Rewarded how?”

“Come to the temple when the count reaches six. You’ll understand.” She turned to leave, then paused. “The births you’re expecting. Elara’s child. Celia’s child. Mirelle’s child. Three more prayers. Three more blessings. If each one is directed to the correct Grace.” She studied him patiently. She’d been shepherding families through divine mysteries longer than he’d been alive. “Choose wisely. Each Grace has specific requirements. The wrong prayer at the wrong birth can produce consequences that are… inconvenient.”

“Curses,” Theron said. The lore he’d absorbed from the temple visits.

“Minor ones. Temporary. But uncomfortable.” A faint smile. “Venara values the fertility of those who please her. She also values precision. The two are not always compatible in young men.”

Seraphine left. She walked down Provision Lane with the same unhurried dignity she’d arrived with, and by the time she reached the Trade Plaza junction she’d already been stopped twice by pregnant women seeking advice and once by a D-rank adventurer asking whether Venara could bless his sword.

The household processed the visit in their individual ways.

Mirelle, who’d overheard most of the conversation through the thin corridor wall because thin walls were the Stag’s defining architectural feature, placed the Venara idol in a more prominent position on the bar shelf and adjusted the lighting so the goddess’s stone features caught the morning sun.

“The goddess of fertility approves of us,” Mirelle said. Not to anyone in particular. To the room. To the building. To the twenty years she’d spent suppressing desire and the five months she’d spent releasing it and the lifetime she intended to spend being exactly what she was: topless, pregnant, visible, and blessed.

Celia noted the visit in the ledger under “religious relations” and began a sub-ledger tracking Grace blessing counts with the obsessive thoroughness that she applied to everything. “Three of six. Elara’s birth will be Primala. Mine will be…” She calculated. Consulted the Grace requirements she’d memorized from the temple artwork. “I’m not a maiden anymore. Not a prostitute. Not a bride.” She paused. “High sexual activity qualifies for Ardena. Or Matria, who always accepts.” She made a note. “I’ll compile the optimal prayer strategy by next week.”

Elara touched the idol when nobody was looking. Ran her finger along Venara’s stone belly, which was carved smooth and round, not unlike her own. “She’s watching us,” she murmured to the goddess. “I hope she likes what she sees.”

Later that afternoon, through the front window, Theron witnessed the theological encounter of the week. Father Aldric, passing the Stag on his way from the cathedral to wherever priests went when they weren’t preaching or receiving illicit oral service, encountered Seraphine walking the opposite direction. The two religious figures stopped in the middle of Provision Lane with the stiff body language of rival professionals who operated in the same industry and found each other’s methods personally offensive.

They exchanged nods. The nods were so cold they could have chilled the ale in the cellar.

Aldric adjusted his collar. Seraphine adjusted her ceremonial veil. Neither spoke for three full seconds, which in Provision Lane time was an eternity. Then Aldric broke first.

“I see you’ve been visiting commercial establishments, Seraphine. Branching out from the temple?”

“Delivering blessings, Father. Something your congregation receives less frequently than they receive your sermons. Both could use improvement.”

Aldric’s face went the shade of crimson his complexion produced when someone outmaneuvered him in public. He coughed. Straightened. Retreated toward the cathedral stiffly. The skirmish was lost. The war had been over for months.

Seraphine continued toward the temple without looking back. Serene. Amused. The god of suffering’s representative was a reliable source of entertainment, and Seraphine enjoyed the subscription.

Two religious figures. One preaching chastity while receiving blowjobs in confession. The other blessing orgies with divine authority. Amoria’s theological diversity was a comedy that wrote itself.

The Stag’s afternoon proved that divine approval, if it existed, had practical manifestations.

Elara served the lunch rush at twenty weeks pregnant, her belly now round and firm and impossible to ignore, the fitted maternity dress from Lysa’s shop displaying every inch of the growing swell that customers had been tracking since the first signs appeared. The ring on her left hand caught light whenever she moved. The combination of pregnant wife and cheerful service had transformed her into the Stag’s emotional center, the person who made the building feel like a place rather than just a business.

A scarred C-rank regular, a man who’d been patronizing the Stag since Marcus’s days, watched a drunk D-rank make a crude comment about Elara’s belly. Something about “the boss keeping his livestock bred.” The C-rank’s response was immediate, physical, and professionally executed.

“That’s the boss’s wife, you shit,” he said, his hand on the drunk’s collar, voice low and menacing, Feywood scars backing up the threat. “Show respect or show yourself the door.”

The D-rank showed himself the door. The C-rank sat back down and ordered a second ale. Elara served it with a smile and a ten-sovereign tip she hadn’t asked for.

The Stag’s community policed itself now. The tavern wasn’t just a business. It was a territory. The household’s women were its queens. The regulars were its guards. The rules were unwritten and enforced by consensus: tip well, behave yourself, respect the pregnant ones, don’t stare at Mirelle’s tits for more than thirty seconds without ordering something. The self-governing ecosystem of a place that had earned loyalty through consistent quality and the magnetism of a household that was shameless and functional and, apparently, divinely blessed.

Celia served the evening shift with the composed efficiency she’d maintained since her first day at the tavern, the cold mask that had once been her only expression now deployed selectively rather than constantly. She was eleven weeks pregnant. The belly was still invisible to strangers, but the changes were present to anyone who knew her body: the faint softness below her navel, the slight increase in breast size that pushed her from modest B-cup into territory that required new undergarments she no longer wore.

She’d been tracking her belly progression against Elara’s documented timeline obsessively, the need to outpace her sister channeled into pregnancy comparison charts. The charts were in the ledger’s appendix. Nobody else had been shown them.

“I’ll be showing by week twelve,” she told Theron during a quiet moment at the bar. “Elara was twelve and a half. I’ll be faster.”

“That’s not how—”

“Don’t say it. Mama already said it. Watch me.”

The grey-bearded warrior regular arrived at his customary late-afternoon hour. He’d been a fixture at the Stag since Mirelle’s first night in the cleavage corset, the customer who’d spilled his ale when she’d leaned over and revealed that her breasts were a natural wonder. He came daily now. He ordered drinks he didn’t need. He sat in the same seat and he watched Mirelle work.

Today, Mirelle’s nine-week pregnancy had pushed her already extraordinary dimensions into new territory. She served in nothing but a skirt. Her bare breasts, swollen from hormones and the accumulated weight of the pregnancy’s first trimester, were visibly larger than they’d been even a week ago. The nipples were darker, the areolae wider, the overall mass requiring her to move with slightly different body mechanics than she’d used before.

The grey-bearded warrior took one look. Ordered four ales. Sat for three hours. Tipped thirty sovereigns.

“Bloody hell,” he murmured, his ale frozen halfway to his mouth. His daily vocabulary allowance, exhausted. The grey-bearded warrior used words the way a miser used coins: sparingly, reluctantly, and only when no other currency would suffice. He’d been coming to the Stag for months. In that time, he’d spoken approximately forty words total, thirty of which were “ale” and the remaining ten were variations on the observation that Mirelle’s breasts had undergone modification.

“Pregnancy does that,” Mirelle said. The same line she’d been delivering to this particular observation for weeks, each repetition carrying additional weight of truth as the pregnancy advanced and the biological reality it described became more dramatic. “When they’re full of milk, I’ll nurse at the bar. You’re welcome to watch.”

He processed this information. The processing was visible in the slow motion of his jaw, the distant look in his weathered eyes, reverent stillness. He’d just been given advance notice of a future event, and he intended to attend it with a pilgrim’s dedication.

He ordered a fifth ale. Set it beside the three he hadn’t finished. The ale wasn’t the point. The ale had never been the point. The ale was the admission ticket to the daily exhibition that was Mirelle’s topless service, and the grey-bearded warrior would have paid ten times the price and considered it the bargain of the century.

Lysa had given up on standard sizing for Mirelle’s measurements. The last fitting had involved the half-elf standing before Mirelle’s topless form with her enchanted measuring tape and a violet-eyed expression of professional bewilderment that eighty years of dressmaking across two continents and four human empires had not prepared her for.

“These are unprecedented,” Lysa had said, holding the tape around Mirelle’s bust with both hands and squinting at the number as if suspecting the tape itself was lying.

“Thank you.”

“That was not a compliment. It was a cartographic observation. I’m measuring terrain that my tools were not designed for.” She’d written the number down. Crossed it out. Measured again. Written the same number. “These should not be structurally possible without magical enhancement. You’re certain they’re natural?”

“I’ve been carrying them for thirty-eight years. I would have noticed enhancement.”

“I’ll make you a larger corset,” Lysa had said, putting away the tape looking professionally humbled for the first time in eighty years. “When you decide to wear one.”

“Which appears to be never,” Mirelle had replied.

“I’ll make it anyway. For formal occasions. Or emergencies. Whichever comes first.”

“The last formal occasion I attended was my daughter’s wedding. I served breakfast the next morning with cum on my breasts.”

Lysa had packed away her measuring tape without further comment.

Late that evening, after the customers had gone and the ledger was closed and the back room was dark, Theron walked through the empty main hall. The Venara idol watched from the bar shelf. The stone goddess with her wheat and fruit and her expression of sexual serenity, presiding over a tavern that had been built from bankruptcy and desperation into something that a divine being found worthy of attention.

He thought about Seraphine’s words. Six blessings. Three more births. The goddess’s favor.

He thought about the women carrying his children. Elara, twenty weeks, the baby kicking against his palm every night. Celia, eleven weeks, determined about showing, determined about everything, finding peace beneath the drive through leather cords and surrender. Mirelle, nine weeks, topless and radiant, her body transforming into something beyond description.

Three births. Three prayers. Three more blessings.

The goddess was watching. The goddess was pleased.

And Father Aldric, somewhere in his church, was preparing Sunday’s sermon about moral restraint while memories of Rosalind’s mouth provided the counterpoint that hypocrisy required to survive.

Amoria’s theological diversity was, indeed, unique.


Chapter 27: Full Circle

Their room.

Their room now. The marital bedroom. The place where Theron Ashwick and his wife slept together every night that wasn’t assigned to someone else in the rotation, and where they returned afterward because this was where they belonged.

The door to the viewing niche was slightly ajar. Not accidentally. Elara left it that way on purpose now, the narrow gap a permanent invitation, a reminder of the shared kink that had become as integral to their sex life as breathing. Tonight the niche was dark. Nobody was working the back room this late. But the open door was there, like a window left unshuttered, a statement about what they were and what they wanted and the fact that marriage hadn’t changed either.

Elara stood in the center of the room in the warm light of two candles on the nightstand. Twenty-one weeks pregnant. Her belly was round and undeniable, a firm swell that had transitioned from suggestion to declaration somewhere around week eighteen and was now asserting itself with the stubborn confidence of a body that had committed to the process and intended to see it through with maximum visual impact.

She was still dressed. The fitted maternity dress from Lysa’s shop, the one she wore during service, the dark blue fabric that complemented her honey-blonde hair and accommodated her growing belly with the structured tailoring of half-elf engineering. The ring on her left hand. The wildflower earrings that Sable had given her as a wedding gift, small and delicate and constantly present.

She began to undress.

Deliberately. Without urgency. She wanted to be watched. Who wanted every inch of her changing body revealed in its own time, acknowledged in its own moment, appreciated for what pregnancy was creating out of the girl he’d deflowered in a narrow bed a lifetime ago.

She pulled the dress over her head. Slowly. The fabric rising past her thighs, which had thickened from pregnancy. Past her hips, which were widening to accommodate the birth that was coming. Past the belly itself, round and taut, the skin smooth and stretched, a faint line of pigmentation running vertically from navel to pubis that hadn’t been there six months ago. Past her breasts, which had grown a full cup from pregnancy, the nipples darker and larger, the overall volume increased by hormones that were preparing her body for its next function.

She stood before him naked. Twenty-one weeks of their child between them.

“Am I still beautiful?” she asked.

The question was real. Genuine uncertainty from a woman whose body was changing in ways she couldn’t control and who needed to hear, from the man who’d first seen her body when it was virginal and untouched, that the current version was still something worth wanting.

“You’re more beautiful than the day I took your virginity,” he said.

“That’s because I was terrified that day.” She smiled. The bright smile. The same one. “Now I’m just yours.”

He went to her.

His hands found the belly first. Always the belly now. The warm curve that contained the person they’d made together, the evidence of every night she’d begged him to fill her, every morning she’d refused to let him pull out, every whispered demand for breeding that had turned from dirty talk into prophecy. He kissed the surface. Felt the baby shift beneath his lips.

The baby kicked. A decisive, vigorous jab that pushed against his mouth as if to say: Stop kissing me through my wall.

They both laughed. The sound was easy and warm and private, the laughter of two people who’d been sharing this particular miracle for months and still found each individual kick worthy of acknowledgment.

His mouth moved up. To her swollen breasts. The nipples were extraordinarily sensitive now, the pregnancy having rewired her nerve endings so that even gentle contact produced responses that would have required sustained effort six months ago. He took one nipple into his mouth and sucked gently, and she gasped, her entire body shuddering. Pregnancy had turned her nipples into direct lines to her arousal.

“Careful,” she breathed. “They’re so sensitive now. If you do that for more than a minute I’ll cum before you’re inside me.”

He did it for more than a minute. She came before he was inside her.

The orgasm was a surprise even to her. It rolled through her body from the nipple stimulation alone, her pregnant pussy clenching around nothing, her hands gripping his shoulders, her eyes wide with stunned shock. Her body had added nipple orgasms to her repertoire without consulting her.

“That’s new,” she managed, breathing hard. Her pussy was clenching visibly, the aftershocks of the nipple orgasm producing rhythmic contractions around nothing. Her thighs were already slick. “That has never happened before. I came from you sucking my nipple. Just my nipple. Without you touching anything else.”

“Pregnancy sensitivity.”

“Pregnancy sensitivity is trying to kill me.” She pulled his head back to her breast. “Do the other one. I want to see if it happens again.”

He did the other one. Took the left nipple into his mouth and sucked with the steady rhythm she liked, his tongue circling the swollen peak, his teeth grazing the sensitive bud just enough to add an edge of intensity to the soft suction. She didn’t cum again, but the sounds she made suggested it was a near thing. Her breathing went ragged. Her hips ground against his thigh, seeking pressure, her pregnant belly pressing against his stomach with the warm weight of twenty-one weeks of growth. Her hands gripped his hair and held his face against her breast possessively. Her body had discovered a new pathway to pleasure and she intended to explore it until the map was complete.

“I’m going to be impossible to live with if this keeps up,” she said. Her voice was thick with arousal. “If my nipples can do this now, what happens when the milk comes in? Maren says the sensitivity doubles during lactation. I’ll be cumming at breakfast. I’ll be cumming while nursing the baby. I’ll be cumming in the middle of the dinner rush because my dress rubbed the wrong way.”

“That sounds like a problem you should definitely tell me about.”

“It’s a problem you caused. By breeding me.” She grinned. The same grin. Always the same grin. “Now pay for it.”

She pushed him onto the bed. Climbed over him carefully, her belly requiring adjustments to the standard mounting procedure. Knees bracketing his hips, hands on his chest, the swell of their child between them like a landscape they’d learned to navigate together.

“I want to ride you,” she said. “I want to look at you while I do it. I want to see your face when you cum inside your wife.”

She sank down onto him. Slowly. Inch by inch, taking her time, her eyes locked on his as his cock parted her swollen lips and slid into the wet heat that pregnancy had turned into something almost unbearably good. Her mouth fell open. Her hands pressed flat against his chest. The weight of her pregnant body settled onto his hips and the swell of her belly rested against his stomach and the baby shifted inside her as if making room.

The sensation was familiar and utterly new. Every time, with her, both things simultaneously. Her pregnant pussy was different from the body he’d first entered in this room months ago when she’d been a virgin and he’d been barely more than one. Hotter, wetter, the increased blood flow from pregnancy producing a swollen tightness that gripped him with pressure that was different from the pre-pregnancy version and, if he was being honest, better. The depth was different with the belly. The angle. The way she moved, adjusting around the swell, finding the positioning that worked for this week’s particular configuration of internal geography. Last week’s favorite angle had shifted. Next week it would shift again. Her body was a landscape that kept evolving, and learning the new terrain was part of what made each time with her something that the word “routine” couldn’t touch.

She bottomed out. Sat fully on him. Took a breath that carried his entire length and held it.

“My husband,” she whispered. The word still new enough to taste different every time she said it. “My husband is inside me.”

She rode him slowly.

Not the frantic, proving-something fucking of their early nights. Not the desperate breeding-talk sessions when she’d begged him to fill her because she wanted pregnancy as both kink and reality. This was something they’d earned through a thousand nights of learning. Her hips rolled in the rhythm that drew the deepest sounds from him. His hands found the spots on her waist where pressure made her breath catch and hold. No fumbling, no guessing, no performance. Just the fluency of two bodies that had memorized each other so thoroughly that every motion anticipated the next, a conversation conducted entirely in touch and breath and the slow, building heat between them.

Her belly swayed gently between them. The baby moved inside her, the rolling internal shift of a body that was active regardless of what its mother was doing. She placed his hands on the swell. He felt the movement beneath his palms while his cock was inside her, the simultaneous experience of sex and parenthood occupying the same physical space, the same moment.

“I love you,” she said. Between movements. The words timed to the rhythm of her body rising and falling on his. Not performative. Not habitual. She was making love to her husband with their child between them and wanted the words present in the act. “I love you. I love you.”

She leaned forward. Her hands moved from his chest to his face, cupping his jaw, holding him so their eyes met through every motion. Cornflower blue eyes. Wet. Not from sadness. Her body was full of his child and his cock at once, and her heart was too full to contain it without leaking from her eyes.

“I love you too,” he said. Because he did. Because she was first. Because the girl who’d hummed while she served ale and blushed at compliments had become the woman who rode her husband’s cock with her pregnant belly swaying and her wedding ring glinting and tears of joy on her flushed cheeks, and she was still, underneath all of it, the same person she’d been. Still bright. Still warm. Still the best thing that had ever happened to him.

She came looking into his eyes.

The orgasm was slow. Not the sharp, screaming peaks of her early sexual experiences. A deep, rolling wave that built gradually and crested without drama and sustained itself for a duration that made the frantic orgasms of their early nights seem like preliminary experiments. Her pregnant pussy clenched around him in rhythmic pulses, milking his cock with the involuntary contractions that her body produced naturally, the internal muscles working with a pregnancy-enhanced grip that drew his own release from him with inevitable force.

He came inside his wife.

The word still mattered. Wife. Every time he thought it, the word carried weight. Not the weight of obligation. The weight of meaning. A gravity that came from choosing it, from her choosing it, something she’d chosen, something they’d built together from a nervous first kiss in a narrow bedroom into a marriage at a fertility goddess’s temple.

He felt the familiar pulse and release. The warmth spreading inside her. Her quiet gasp, the same gasp she’d made the first time and every time since, the sound of a woman feeling her husband’s seed where their child was growing. Purposeless biologically. Essential in every other way.

She stayed on top of him. Didn’t move. Their bodies still connected, his softening cock inside her, the baby shifting between them as if adjusting to the conclusion of an activity it had been peripherally aware of.

She took his hand. Placed it on her belly. The baby kicked once. Twice. A third time, gentle now, a soft push, a child settling into sleep inside the warmth of its mother’s body.

“Say goodnight to your father,” she whispered.

He pressed his palm more firmly against the warm skin. Felt the answering movement beneath. The baby shifting, turning, finding a position for sleep. The intimate, impossible miracle of a person existing inside another person, communicating through the wall of flesh and muscle that separated them, saying things that had no words and needed none.

He kissed the belly. Tasted the salt of her skin. Felt the baby’s last movement of the night, a gentle roll that pressed against his lips like a kiss returned from the other side.

“Goodnight,” he said. Not aloud. Just pressed into the skin where his child lived.

Through the wall: faint sounds. Celia’s room. The headboard creaking with a rhythm that was too slow and too controlled for sex with a partner. She was touching herself. The leather cords were probably on the nightstand. She was probably thinking about the bondage that unlocked her most profound orgasms, or about Declan’s kind brown eyes, or about the baby growing inside her and the fierce satisfaction of finally having what Elara had. The headboard creaked in a pattern that meant she was close. Then silence. Then a sharp exhale that carried through thin walls. Then nothing.

Through the other wall: silence. Mirelle’s room. No frustrated masturbation. No lonely sighing. No restless insomnia. She was sleeping peacefully, dreamlessly, settled and content, everything she needed already inside her body.

Elara fell asleep on his chest.

Her pregnant belly warm against his side. The baby moved once more, a gentle roll that he felt through her skin, the last conscious act of a person who was settling into sleep in parallel with their mother.

Theron stayed awake. Feeling the movement. Feeling her breathing. Feeling the ring on her finger pressing against his skin where her hand rested on his chest.

The viewing niche door was still ajar. It would stay that way. Marriage didn’t mean closing doors.

He closed his eyes. Held his wife. Felt his child move beneath his palm. Not bad for nineteen.


Chapter 28: Dynasty

Six weeks passed.

The Stag didn’t stop during those six weeks. Didn’t slow. Didn’t plateau. The machinery Theron had assembled from bankruptcy, desperation, and an unreasonable number of gorgeous women continued to operate. It had crossed the threshold from dependent to autonomous, running on its own momentum now. The building ran itself. The people ran themselves. The revenue poured in like water finding a riverbed that had been carved for exactly this purpose.

Elara at twenty-seven weeks was a magnificent complication.

She no longer served the floor. The decision had been her own, announced with the pragmatic humor that pregnancy had not diminished: “I can’t bend over tables anymore without knocking drinks off with my belly. The baby is actively hostile to glassware.”

She’d relocated to behind the bar, where she managed operations with cheerful authority, a year of learning every role in the building behind her and was now directing traffic from the command position. She ran the social calendar. She managed the floor rotation. She greeted regulars by name and remembered their preferences and their stories and which drink order signaled they’d had a bad day in the sewers.

She was huge. The pregnancy had entered the stage where other descriptors became inadequate and honesty required a vocabulary that polite society didn’t produce. Her belly was a planet with its own gravitational field, leading her through every room, demanding accommodation from furniture and doorways and the laws of physics. She waddled. The particular side-to-side motion of a heavily pregnant woman whose body had rearranged its weight distribution to accommodate a life growing inside it. She complained about the waddle approximately four times per hour. She complained with such good humor that the complaints had become entertainment.

“I knocked over three mugs today,” she reported at dinner one evening. “With my belly. Three mugs. I wasn’t even trying to reach them. My belly reached them independently, like a battering ram with independent tactical awareness.”

“We could widen the bar passage,” Theron suggested.

“Don’t you dare. I’ll fit through the passage. The passage needs to accept that I’m bringing a guest.” She placed both hands on her belly. “This guest.”

“The guest that kicks the bar every time you lean against it?”

“The guest has opinions about furniture. Inherited trait.”

The ring never left her finger. She’d told him she was never taking it off and she’d meant it. The band had become part of her hand the way the belly had become part of her body: permanent, defining, the thing that made her who she was now.

Celia at seventeen weeks was showing.

The bump had arrived on schedule, which was to say ahead of Elara’s documented timeline by approximately five days, which Celia had noted in the pregnancy comparison sub-ledger with fierce satisfaction. She’d won a competition nobody else knew they were participating in.

“Visible at sixteen weeks and three days,” she’d announced at breakfast. “Elara was sixteen weeks and five days. My body IS more efficient.”

“That’s not what efficiency means in this context,” Mirelle had said.

“Watch me.”

The bump was subtle but definitive beneath her purple dresses. A roundness that her slim frame couldn’t disguise and that she’d stopped trying to disguise around week fifteen, when the advantages of visible pregnancy (Theron’s attention, customer sympathy, personal satisfaction) had outweighed the disadvantages (physical discomfort, morning nausea, the occasional adventurer who tried to touch her belly without permission and received a glare that could curdle ale).

She still ran the ledger. The financial documentation had become her art form, the meticulous recording of revenue and expense and profit that transformed raw commerce into narrative. Every sovereign tracked. Every trend identified. Every opportunity catalogued with the obsessive attention that she applied to everything and that had made her, in practical terms, the most valuable non-sexual asset in the entire operation.

She still made Declan come for dinner. Fourth dinner. Fifth. Sixth. He brought wildflowers each time. Different varieties as the Feywood seasons shifted. Purple blooms from the briars. White flowers that grew in clearings. The vivid orange that no domestic garden produced. She put them in the same clay mug on the bar. The mug was now permanently designated as Celia’s flower vase, and Mirelle had stopped washing it between bouquets, simply adding fresh water and letting the new flowers join the last. The accumulated arrangement was becoming its own small garden, wild and uncontrolled and stubborn, which was probably why Celia liked it.

“He’s a good man,” Mirelle had said once, watching Celia serve Declan his usual meal with the careful efficiency Celia reserved for things she cared about.

“He’s acceptable,” Celia had replied.

“You rearranged the entire evening rotation to ensure you’re never working the floor when he visits.”

“That’s operational efficiency, not affection.”

“You bought a new dress for dinner six.”

“The old one was worn.”

“It was worn once.”

“Once was enough. I have standards.” Celia had paused at the ledger, her pen hovering. “He’s a good man. Don’t tell him I said that.”

She still got tied up and edged twice a week. The leather cords lived on the nightstand in Theron’s room with the same casual permanence as the Venara idol on the bar shelf. The rope marks on her wrists were fading evidence of sessions that had become as integral to her sexual identity as anal had once been. Not replacement. Addition. Celia was becoming a more complex version of herself with each season’s worth of evolution: the cold girl who’d discovered competition, then competition who’d discovered anal, then anal that had discovered bondage, and bondage that had discovered surrender, and surrender that had discovered the peace she’d been searching for underneath everything she’d been performing.

Mirelle at fifteen weeks was an institution.

Her belly was rounding. The curve was visible, undeniable, the fifteen-week milestone transforming suggestion into statement. And her breasts, which had been the Stag’s most famous feature since she’d stopped wearing clothes over them, had responded to pregnancy by expanding beyond what conventional measurement could describe.

Lysa had given up on standard sizing. The last fitting had involved measurements that the half-elf described as “approaching agricultural” and Mirelle described as “exactly what they should be.” The corsets Lysa made for Mirelle now existed in a sizing category of their own. They were never worn.

She served topless. She had served topless for weeks. She would serve topless for the foreseeable future and probably for the rest of her career, which she now defined not as employment but as vocation. The pregnant goddess behind the Stag’s bar, massive bare breasts swaying with every pour, nipples darkened from hormones, belly rounding beneath skirts that grew tighter with each passing week. It wasn’t a gimmick. It wasn’t a promotion. It was Mirelle.

The grey-bearded warrior regular had become furniture. He attended daily. He ordered drinks he didn’t need. He sat in his seat and he watched and he tipped generously and consistently, paying not for alcohol but the privilege of being present in the same room as the most visually arresting woman he’d ever encountered.

Maren’s baby was nearly five months old now. The boy was healthy, growing, blessed with strong lungs and an appetite that suggested he’d inherited his mother’s approach to taking what he needed from the world without apology or hesitation. He’d started smiling, the real smiles that weren’t just gas, and the household had discovered that a smiling baby was an even more effective tip generator than Mirelle’s topless service. Adventurers who killed monsters for a living turned to emotional pudding when the infant grinned at them from behind the bar.

“He smiled at the grey-bearded warrior regular yesterday,” Maren had reported. “The man tipped twenty extra sovereigns. To the baby. The baby now has a personal income.”

Maren was still lactating. Her breasts were still enormous, heavy with production that the baby couldn’t fully consume, requiring manual expression between feedings that she handled matter-of-factly, surplus body fluids having been part of her routine long before the bar started generating its own varieties. The nursing had become a routine that intersected seamlessly with her other routines: delivering vegetables, visiting Theron for sex that always involved milk play, laughing at the absurdity of a life that included nursing an infant and having her breasts worshipped by her lover in the same afternoon, sometimes with less than an hour between the two activities.

She provided the vegetables for the Velmoor trade route. The supply chain that Celia had systematized was now a machine: Maren sourced, Orin transported, the elves purchased, the profit accumulated. One hundred and thirty sovereigns per run. Every five days. Twenty-six runs per month. Over three thousand sovereigns monthly from the trade route alone, before the tavern’s own revenue was factored in.

Revenue averaged two hundred and ten sovereigns daily. The number made Theron’s head spin when he allowed himself to actually think about it, which he tried not to do too often because thinking about it produced a sensation similar to standing at the edge of a cliff and looking down at a distance that was technically survivable but emotionally overwhelming.

Two hundred and ten sovereigns. Daily. When he’d inherited the Stag, thirty-two sovereigns in a day was a success worth celebrating. Now thirty-two sovereigns wouldn’t cover the wine order. Thirty-two sovereigns was what the grey-bearded warrior regular tipped on a particularly good viewing day. Thirty-two sovereigns was what Celia spent on ink and parchment for the ledger system that tracked the revenues that made thirty-two sovereigns look like a rounding error.

The mathematics of transformation. A year ago, he’d lain awake counting coins and calculating how many days until bankruptcy. Now he lay awake counting children (born and coming) and calculating how many rooms the Stag would need when they all arrived. Different math. Better problems.

Savings exceeded six thousand sovereigns. The number was abstract. He’d never had six thousand of anything, let alone the currency that the Duchess stamped and the economy ran on. Six thousand sovereigns could buy a building. Multiple buildings. Could buy a fleet of carts for the Velmoor route. Could buy equipment and staff and expansion that would turn the Stag from a single tavern into a commercial network.

Rosalind and her expanded team handled back-room operations with the professional efficiency that she’d been building toward for her entire career. Four workers. Sable, Nella, Bess, and Rosalind herself, rotating through room service and gloryhole shifts with the logistical coordination that Celia’s scheduling charts provided and Rosalind’s professional instincts refined. Thirty clients daily was the average. Thirty human beings who walked through the side entrance with coin in their pockets and needs in their bodies and left lighter in both.

The gloryhole queue during evening hours had become a Provision Lane landmark. D-rank adventurers used it as a meeting reference point. “I’ll be at the Stag’s wall at nine” was a sentence that communicated both location and intention without requiring elaboration. The anonymity that Torven’s craftsmanship provided was a feature that clients valued and workers preferred. Nobody needed to see anyone’s face. The transaction was physical, financial, and complete.

Orin ran the Velmoor route every five days quietly and reliably, purpose found, drama unnecessary. He knew the elven traders by name. They knew him. “The human boy who always brings good carrots and never haggles” was their description, and they meant it as the highest compliment their trading culture could offer. He moved between Amoria and Velmoor comfortably, the road so familiar he recognized individual trees.

The Collegium scholars had become regular customers. They’d started appearing after the Velmoor route opened, initially curious about enchanted trade goods and increasingly interested in academic supply contracts. Elven reagents, rare components, materials that the scholars needed for research and that the elven trade-keep stocked in quantities that human suppliers couldn’t match. Celia was negotiating the contracts. The projected revenue from academic supply was, according to her calculations, “significant enough to warrant a dedicated sub-ledger.”

On a Thursday evening, Celia presented Theron with a document.

She’d been working on it for two weeks. The parchment was immaculate. The handwriting was neat. The numbers were organized with the mathematical elegance that she brought to everything she touched.

“Annual projected revenue,” she said. She placed the document before him with the measured gravity of someone presenting findings they considered important. “I’ve accounted for pregnancy-related reduced capacity for three household members. Seasonal fluctuations based on adventurer guild activity patterns. Velmoor trade route expansion scenarios. The Collegium supply contracts I’ve been negotiating. Back-room capacity with four workers versus the two we started with.”

The number at the bottom of the page was staggering.

He stared at it. Read it twice. Looked at Celia. Looked at the number again.

“We could buy a second building,” Celia said. “A third. We could own this entire lane within three years.”

The words hung in the air with the weight of ambition spoken aloud. Three years. This entire lane. An empire of establishments, each one a variation on the model they’d proven: tavern services, back-room operations, trade logistics, the combination of flesh and commerce that Amoria’s economy ran on.

Theron looked at the number. Then he looked at the main hall.

At Mirelle behind the bar, topless and pregnant and humming while she polished glasses. At Elara in her usual spot, one hand on her massive belly, directing a D-rank to the correct table with the cheerful authority of a woman who’d made this building her home. At the viewing niche, dark and quiet, the door slightly ajar as always. At the stag sign visible through the front window, swaying gently in the evening breeze.

“Or we could just live,” he said. “Right here. All of us.”

Celia studied him. Her grey-blue eyes, which had been sharp with financial projection and commercial ambition, shifted. The mask adjusted. A warmth appeared in the space between the calculations.

She looked at the document. Then at the main hall. Then at Theron, with an expression he’d only seen on her face twice before: once when he’d untied her wrists after her first bondage session, and once when she’d told Elara she deserved the ring.

“I’ll file it,” she said quietly. “For later. In case you change your mind.”

“I won’t.”

A pause. Her pen tapped the bar once. Twice.

“I know,” she said. And the way she said it wasn’t concession. It was agreement.

She took the document back. Filed it in the ledger’s appendix, between the pregnancy comparison charts and the Grace blessing tracker. Available if needed.

Theron looked around the room. His tavern. His people. His life. He wasn’t his father, chasing one more delve. He’d stopped climbing and started living.

Mirelle’s humming drifted from the bar. Elara laughed at something a customer said. Somewhere in the back, Celia’s pen scratched against the ledger.

He picked up a rag and wiped down the counter. There was work to do.


Chapter 29: The Final Friday Dance

The Prancing Stag sponsored the Friday dance for the last time this season.

Five barrels of wine. Four sacks of food. Twenty sovereigns in cash to the dance-master. The same formula Marcus had used before Theron was born, the same investment in social capital that had been the foundation of the Stag’s revival a year ago. The cost was negligible now. Two hundred and ten sovereigns daily made a hundred-sovereign sponsorship feel like pocket change.

But the gesture mattered. The sponsorship said: we’re still here. We still care about this city’s gatherings. The Stag isn’t just a business taking from Amoria. It’s a business giving back.

The dance-master announced the sponsorship as the evening began. The same thin man with a receding hairline who’d been calling Friday dances since Marcus’s era, his voice carrying twenty years of practiced projection, vocal cords be damned.

“Tonight’s refreshments courtesy of the Prancing Stag tavern!” he called. “The finest establishment on Provision Lane, and the most…” He paused. Searched for an adjective that was both accurate and appropriate for public consumption. His eyes tracked to the Stag’s delegation, already visible at the edge of the plaza. Three pregnant women, one topless beneath sheer fabric, one postpartum with a nursing infant. He abandoned the search. “…comprehensive.”

The crowd cheered. The adventurers cheered loudest. They knew what comprehensive meant. They’d been experiencing it firsthand through the back room and the gloryhole for months.

The household arrived.

The entrance was a procession. Not deliberately. The Stag’s household simply couldn’t move through a public space without creating a spectacle, because the spectacle was who they were.

Theron at the center. Dark blue tunic, proper trousers, polished boots. The best outfit Lysa had made him, the same one he’d been married in. He walked with an unhurried stride. He owned something worth owning and was surrounded by people worth being surrounded by.

Elara on his right. Twenty-seven weeks pregnant. Her belly was enormous, leading the way like the prow of a ship, the maternity dress from Lysa displaying every inch of the swell with unapologetic pride. She’d spent months begging to be bred. Now the evidence led the way for the entire city to see. The wedding ring caught the lantern light. The wildflower earrings from Sable swung with each step. She was radiant the way that heavily pregnant women could be radiant when they were happy and healthy and in love with the man who’d put the baby there.

Celia on his left. Seventeen weeks. Showing. The purple dress that was her signature accommodated the bump with the structured craftsmanship of Lysa’s tailoring, the visible evidence of pregnancy rising above the high slit that still displayed her pale thigh. One hand rested on her belly possessively. She’d fought for this pregnancy and won. If you looked closely, and if you knew where to look, the faintest rope marks were visible on her wrists. She didn’t hide them. She displayed them. The same way she displayed the bump and the purple dress and a cold composure that melted only in specific circumstances involving leather cord and a man’s hand on her throat.

Behind them: Mirelle. The wine-red dress with sheer panels that revealed her breasts was straining at every seam. Fifteen weeks pregnant, belly visible, and breasts so large that the structural integrity of the fabric had become a legitimate engineering concern. She was topless beneath the panels as always. The dark nipples and the swollen curves and the impossible dimensions of a pregnancy-enhanced body were visible to anyone with functioning eyes, which was everyone in the Trade Plaza.

Maren with the baby in one arm. Nearly five months old, healthy, sleeping against her chest with the indifference to surroundings that infants deployed as their primary survival strategy. Copper-red hair blazing in the evening lantern light, the nursing dress managing the impossible engineering challenge of breasts that were producing milk for a growing baby and still demanded attention from every man in visual range. Orin walked beside her, carrying the supply basket with the quiet competence that had become his signature. The godson who’d once trembled at the thought of touching his godmother now moved through public spaces beside her comfortably, a man at peace with what he was.

Sable and Rosalind were present but separate. Employees enjoying the evening off, or at least the evening partially off, the concept of “completely off” being something that the Stag’s back-room staff treated as a theoretical construct rather than a practical reality. Sable in the emerald dress that turned her caramel skin golden, the wooden bird in her pocket where her fingers found it every few minutes for confirmation, wild dark curls tamed into something approaching formal for approximately the next forty minutes before the curls reasserted their independence with the stubborn rebelliousness that no amount of pins or braids had ever managed to suppress. She stood near the wine tables and talked with two young women who turned out to be seamstresses from the Craftsmen’s Ward, and Sable discussed the quality of Lysa’s work with informed enthusiasm, her perspective on tailoring shaped by garments that were regularly removed in a hurry and replaced just as fast.

Rosalind in her confident red, plunging neckline displaying her massive soft breasts proudly. Her body was both instrument and art. She drank the sponsored wine with an appreciative palate, every sip earned through sixteen clients in a single night, a jaw that had required ice packs, and a reputation that required no improvement.

A sailor recognized her from fleet season. “The Stag!” he called from across the plaza. “The greatest night of my life was in that back room!”

“Which night?” Rosalind called back.

“The one with the blonde!”

“I’m always the blonde.”

“Then all of them were the greatest night!”

Rosalind raised her glass to him. Professional satisfaction in its purest form.

Nella and Bess were holding down the Stag. The side-entrance queue didn’t stop for Friday dances. Business continued because business always continued. The queue was shorter tonight, most of the adventurer clientele having chosen the dance over the back room, but Nella’s quiet professionalism ensured that the three clients who did appear received the full Stag experience.

The Trade Plaza watched the Stag’s household arrive the way the Trade Plaza had been watching them arrive for months: with a combination of fascination, admiration, disbelief, and the deep Amorian pragmatism that accepted spectacle as long as the spectacle paid its taxes and bought its wine from local merchants.

Three pregnant women. One postpartum with an infant. One topless beneath sheer fabric. The tavern master’s dynasty on display.

Nobody said a word. Because Captain Wrenfeld was drinking Stag-sponsored wine at the fountain, his guards positioned around the plaza with the attentiveness of men whose loyalty had been purchased with free ale and maintained with elven vintage. Because the adventurers who kept Amoria alive, who cleared the sewers and the mines and the Feywood of things that would otherwise eat the merchants and their families, went to the Stag and nowhere else and would take issue with anyone who took issue with the Stag’s master. Because the city had decided, collectively and without formal deliberation, that Theron Ashwick’s household was a feature of the landscape. Like the canal. Like the harbor. Like the cathedral of a god whose priest preached chastity while receiving blowjobs in the confession booth.

Amoria accepted what Amoria accepted. And it accepted the Stag.

Theron danced.

He danced with Elara first. His wife. Her belly pressing against him with the familiar intimacy of two bodies that had been navigating pregnancy’s geography for months. She was too heavy for the formal steps, too round for the close holds, too pregnant for the dips and twirls that other couples performed. They swayed more than they danced. His hands on her waist, her hands on his shoulders, her belly warm and alive between them.

The baby kicked mid-waltz.

Elara gasped and laughed simultaneously. “Your child has opinions about dancing.”

“My child has opinions about everything.”

“Inherited trait.” She smiled up at him with the cornflower eyes that hadn’t changed since the day he’d first seen them across a failing tavern. “We made this. All of this. The baby. The marriage. The household. The Stag. We made it from nothing.”

“Not nothing. From a tavern that didn’t believe in itself yet.”

“That’s what nothing looks like in Amoria.”

He kissed her in the middle of the Trade Plaza. His pregnant wife. His first love. The girl who’d said “I love you” before anyone else and never stopped. The crowd that was watching them watched them kiss and the general assessment, from those who had opinions about such things, was that the Stag’s master had done well for himself and his wife had done well for herself and the baby was going to grow up in a household that was, at minimum, interesting.

He danced with Celia. Formal and measured, because Celia did everything with formal control and dancing was no exception. Her hand in his was cool and steady. Her steps were measured. She’d been practicing, the same way she’d practiced before every Friday dance since last summer, the private rehearsals in the back hallway that she thought nobody noticed and everyone noticed.

She moved with grace that concealed the rope marks on her wrists and the pregnancy beneath her dress and hidden complexity. She’d spent her life controlling everything, only to discover that letting go, in specific and carefully negotiated circumstances, was more liberating than any control she’d ever maintained.

“You’re a better dancer than you were a year ago,” he told her.

“I’m better at everything than I was a year ago.” She held his gaze. The grey-blue eyes that had once been icy with judgment were now something else. Still sharp. Still assessing. But warmer. The ice hadn’t melted. It had been restructured into something that could hold warmth without losing its edge.

“Including dancing?”

“Including dancing. Including ledgers. Including anal. Including getting tied up. Including growing a baby.” She squeezed his hand. “Including this.”

He danced with Mirelle. Her massive breasts pressed against his chest through the sheer panels, the warm weight of them familiar and still astonishing. Her belly, fifteen weeks, pressed against his stomach. Her hands on his back pulled him closer than the dance required because Mirelle didn’t do modest in any context and dancing was a context.

“My son-in-law,” she murmured near his ear. “Dancing with me in public. While my bare breasts press against his chest. While both of us know that later tonight I’ll be on my knees with his cock between these tits.” She pulled back and looked at him with hazel eyes that smoldered. “If someone had told me a year ago…”

She didn’t finish the sentence. She didn’t need to. The unfinished thought was bigger than any completion could capture.

He danced with Maren.

She’d handed the baby to Orin for three minutes, the maximum duration she was comfortable with separation at this stage. Her copper hair caught the lantern light. Her body against his brought back every memory of their first night, the widow’s hunger that had detonated after years of celibacy, the sounds she’d made that had told him what it meant to satisfy a woman who understood satisfaction.

“Dane would be proud of you,” she said.

The words landed hard. Maren had been married to a legend. She recognized one forming.

“Not jealous,” she continued. “Proud. He built his harem in secret and died lonely. You built yours in the open and you’ll die surrounded by people who love you.”

“That’s a long time from now.”

“It better be. I have plans for your cock that require decades.” She looked at him with those emerald eyes, the hungry stare that had been her signature since the first day he’d walked into her shop and tried to focus on the carrots. “Also, I want more children. Not now. Eventually. Orin wants more too, though he’ll never say it because Orin says nothing and expects the world to read his silence, which it does because his silence is surprisingly articulate.”

“How many more?”

“However many happen. Dane and I had five. You and I and Orin can do better.” She grinned. The particular Maren grin that managed to be predatory and philosophical simultaneously. “Competition with a dead man. The only kind I can win without feeling guilty.”

He laughed. She laughed. The sound mixed with the music and the crowd noise and the distant harbor bells and the warm acoustic quality of a Trade Plaza evening in full celebration. Somewhere in the plaza, a D-rank adventurer was explaining to his companion that the topless woman in the sheer-paneled dress was the groom’s mother-in-law. The companion was having difficulty processing this information while also having difficulty looking away from the subject of the information.

The final dance ended. The music wound down. The lanterns guttered as candles burned low and the night shifted from entertainment toward conclusion.

Theron stood at the edge of the plaza.

He watched his household.

Elara sitting on a bench near the fountain, belly round, ring glinting, waving at a regular adventurer who’d spotted her and raised his mug in salute. Celia standing beside the fabric stalls, pretending to examine cloth while actually looking toward the edge of the crowd where Declan had appeared, fresh from Feywood patrol, with wildflowers in his hand. Mirelle near the wine vendors, topless beneath her sheer panels, engaged in animated conversation with a merchant’s wife who was either shocked or fascinated and possibly both. Maren with the baby, copper hair blazing, Orin beside her, the godson who’d become a trade operator and the godmother who’d become a lover and the baby who belonged to all of them. Sable and Rosalind at the Stag’s sponsored wine table, laughing about something that was probably wildly inappropriate and was definitely hilarious.

His wife. His lovers. His children, born and unborn. His friends. His empire.

The music had stopped. The lanterns were dying. The adventurers were dispersing to taverns and beds and the vices that men who faced death chose for their living hours.

Somewhere in the harbor, Nella and Bess were servicing clients who’d return tomorrow. Somewhere in the church, Father Aldric was preparing his Sunday sermon about chastity, the hypocrisy as reliable as sunrise. Somewhere in Velmoor, elven traders were sorting the next shipment of carrots, the commerce that bridged two civilizations operating with the quiet efficiency that magic and good vegetables required.

Everything was exactly as it should be.

The household gathered for the walk home. The same walk they’d taken to the wedding. The same route. The same street. Different season. Different temperature. Same people.

They walked together. The pregnant bride waddling slightly, holding her husband’s arm. The pregnant sister, precise and measured. The pregnant mother, topless and unashamed. The copper-haired mother with the baby. The godson carrying supplies. The maid of honor with the wooden bird. The professional in red.

They went inside. The door closed. The lanterns were already lit.


Epilogue: The Stag Ascendant

Early morning. Before anyone woke.

Theron stood in the main hall of the Prancing Stag alone. One last time. Not the last time he’d ever stand here. The last time he’d stand here as the man he was right now, in this particular moment, before the next morning changed him again and the morning after that and every morning for the rest of his life. Each morning was the last of its kind. He’d learned that without meaning to.

The hall was dark except for the dawn light coming through the front window. Grey and pale. The quality of light that existed in the space between night and day, when the world was deciding what to be and hadn’t committed yet.

The Venara idol on the shelf behind the bar caught the first light. The stone goddess with her wheat and fruit and her expression that said she’d been watching and she approved. The idol had been there for weeks now. It had become part of the bar the way the ale mugs were part of the bar and the ledger was part of the bar and Mirelle’s bare breasts were part of the bar. Permanent fixtures, all of them.

Forty-eight weeks since Marcus’s funeral.

He counted the weeks sometimes. Not obsessively. Not the way Celia counted sovereigns or Elara counted baby kicks. Just occasionally, when the morning was quiet and the building was still and the scale of what had happened required some kind of measurement to prevent it from feeling imaginary.

Forty-eight weeks. Approximately one year. From virgin to patriarch. From a boy who couldn’t look his employees in the eye to a married man who fucked them regularly and well and with the enthusiastic consent that the goddess of fertility explicitly blessed.

He walked through the hall. Not quickly. The slow survey of a man examining his domain, the way a farmer walks a field or a captain walks a deck. Touching surfaces. Remembering.

The bar where he’d counted the first day’s meager revenue and wondered if the building would survive the month. The bar where Mirelle had suggested the tip system, the conversation that planted the first seed of the corruption that grew into an empire. The bar where he’d fucked Mirelle the night of her claiming, her massive tits bouncing, her screams echoing through a hall that had been quiet too long. The bar where she’d performed the first cum walk, serving breakfast with his dried release on her breasts, the grey-bearded warrior ordering four ales he didn’t need.

The captain’s table where he’d fucked his wife on their wedding night. The white silk bunched around her pregnant belly. The stain still faintly visible on the polished wood if the light hit it right. He didn’t clean it. Elara had said it was their wedding present to the tavern and she’d meant it.

The viewing niche. The narrow space behind the one-way glass where Elara had discovered her voyeurism, where they’d fucked while watching Sable work, where the combination of watching and being penetrated had unlocked a kink that defined their sex life as profoundly as Celia’s bondage defined hers. The door was ajar. It was always ajar.

The gloryhole that Torven had built. Seven hundred sovereigns, non-negotiable, three days of work. “Eighth wall I’ve built,” the dwarf had said. The hole that had changed the Stag’s revenue trajectory permanently, the anonymous service that adventurers and sailors sought with the quiet desperation of men who needed release without consequences.

The corridor to the back rooms where Rosalind worked. Where she’d set her sixteen-client record during fleet season. Where she’d collapsed afterward, cum on every surface of her body, grinning like she’d conquered a kingdom, which in her particular definition of conquest she had.

The ledger. Marcus’s ledger, the one he’d inherited with the building. The same leather-bound book, the same cramped handwriting from his father on the early pages: “Knew when to quit delving, should’ve known when to quit breathing.” But the recent pages were Celia’s. Neat, precise, the revenue figures climbing in columns that Marcus wouldn’t have recognized. Daily average: thirty-two sovereigns when Theron inherited. Daily average now: two hundred and ten.

He didn’t need to look at the number to know it. It lived in his mind the way the women’s bodies lived in his memory: permanently, vividly, as evidence of what could be built when desperation became determination and determination became competence and competence became something that felt, from the outside, a lot like destiny.

Revenue: two hundred and ten sovereigns daily average. Savings: over six thousand sovereigns. A Velmoor trade route generating three thousand monthly. A Merchant Guild charter making the operation legally untouchable. A city guard captain’s loyalty, purchased with free ale and maintained with elven wine and earned through reciprocal respect and the understanding that certain arrangements kept cities functioning.

Births so far: Brynn’s daughter Sera. Maren’s son. Two new lives that the Stag’s orbit had produced. Two more Grace blessings earned.

Coming: Elara’s baby, thirteen weeks out, the twenty-seven-week belly that led his wife through every room. Celia’s baby, twenty-three weeks out, the seventeen-week bump that she monitored against Elara’s documented timeline with obsessive detail. Mirelle’s baby, twenty-five weeks out, the fifteen-week swell beneath breasts that had outgrown every measurement system in existence.

Three more births. Three more prayers. Three more Grace blessings. And then, when the total reached six, Venara herself. The ultimate blessing that Seraphine had hinted at with careful neutrality, as if spoiling the surprise would be a theological breach.

The broken sign that had started everything was visible through the front window. The Prancing Stag. Rearing proud against the dawn sky. Torven had fixed it in the early weeks, before the tavern had earned enough to afford the repair and after Theron had decided it was worth the investment in the building’s identity. The stag reared. The sign swung gently in the pre-dawn breeze. The most recognized symbol on Provision Lane.

The Stag woke.

Mirelle first. Always first. She came downstairs with the inevitability of a natural force, topless, her fifteen-week pregnant belly bare, the massive breasts that were the tavern’s most famous feature swaying with each step. She moved through the kitchen with the muscle memory of two decades, lighting the stove, pulling ingredients, beginning the sequence of actions that would produce breakfast for a household that now included a married couple, two additional pregnant women, a godson trade operator, and professional sex workers who appreciated a good start to their day.

She kissed his cheek on the way past, the gesture carrying the easy casual intimacy that came from months of being lovers and employers and co-parents and in-laws simultaneously, all of those relationships coexisting in a single kiss on the cheek that would have required a theologian to categorize and a philosopher to explain and Mirelle to shrug off as perfectly normal because in the Stag’s world it was.

“Morning, son-in-law.”

The word had stopped being strange. It was just what she called him now. The label that contained everything else: employer, lover, father of her unborn child, husband of her youngest daughter, sexual partner of her eldest, the man who’d restored something in her that eight years of celibacy had nearly destroyed. All of that, compressed into two words and a kiss on the cheek.

Elara next. She descended the stairs with careful negotiation, her belly demanding diplomatic relations with every step and occasionally winning the argument. One hand on the railing. One hand on the swell. The waddle that she complained about four times daily and that he found beautiful in its evidence of what they’d made together. Her honey-blonde hair was loose, the morning braid not yet assembled, the golden waves falling past her shoulders the same way they’d fallen past her shoulders the first morning he’d ever seen her, when she’d been a virgin waitress in a failing tavern and he’d been a boy who couldn’t look at Mirelle’s chest without his ears turning red.

She kissed him on the mouth. Tasting like the herbal honey tea she drank before anything else because the baby demanded it and Elara, who had spent a lifetime accommodating other people’s needs with cheerful compliance, was now accommodating the needs of a person who hadn’t been born yet with the same natural grace.

“Morning, husband.” The word still carried a small charge. Not electric. Warm. Like touching a surface that had been sitting in sunlight.

She sat at the bar. Stole bacon from the kitchen before it was ready, reaching past Mirelle with the shameless boldness that pregnancy had given her. She ate the half-cooked strip with the conviction that the baby wanted it this way and the baby’s preferences were not subject to culinary standards.

“That’s raw,” Mirelle said.

“The baby likes it.”

“The baby doesn’t have taste buds yet.”

“The baby has opinions.” Elara chewed. “Very strong opinions. About everything. Already.”

“Inherited trait,” Mirelle observed, and both women looked at Theron with expressions that suggested the trait in question was stubbornness and the source was obvious.

Celia third. Silent. Sharp. The purple dressing gown that she wore in the mornings, before changing into her working dress, concealing the seventeen-week bump that she tracked daily with measuring tape and the pregnancy comparison sub-ledger and the rope marks on her wrists that she displayed as badges of a kink she’d never expected and now couldn’t imagine living without.

She sat at the ledger without greeting anyone. Opened the books. Her pen moved across the page with the steady strokes that had made her the most valuable administrative asset in the Stag’s operation. The numbers arrived on the parchment with the inevitability of tide.

“Revenue from yesterday was two-thirteen,” she said. “I’ve adjusted the quarterly projection. Velmoor is tracking four percent above forecast. The Collegium supply contracts are finalized pending signature. Nella’s client satisfaction metrics are excellent. Bess’s are above average with room for improvement in turnaround time, which I’ve addressed in a memo.” She paused. “Also, the grey-bearded warrior regular has been coming every day for seven consecutive weeks. At his current spend rate, he’s individually responsible for two point three percent of our monthly revenue. I’ve created a dedicated sub-ledger for his contributions. It’s labeled ‘Mirelle’s Patron.’”

She glanced at him. The grey-blue eyes that had been icy with judgment a year ago were warmer now. Still sharp. Still assessing. Still capable of making a grown adventurer reconsider his life choices with a single raised eyebrow. But capable also of something that looked, if you caught it at the right angle in the right light during the right fraction of a second, almost like a smile.

Almost. Celia didn’t do definitive smiles. She did probabilities of smiles. This one was running at approximately eighty percent.

“Good morning, Celia,” he said.

“Good morning.” The pen resumed. The eighty percent probability retreated to seventy. But it had been there. He’d seen it. Evidence logged.

Rosalind from the back room. Yawning. Hair extraordinary. The honey-blonde waves that had been styled by a career’s worth of professional encounters and a night’s worth of sleeping in positions that defied ergonomic reasoning.

“Morning, boss.” She stretched, her massive soft breasts shifting beneath the loose blouse she wore between shifts. “I had dreams about cock. Professional hazard.” She headed to the washroom. Singing. The same harbor shanty that she’d been singing since she moved in, the tune that carried wistful nostalgia for cold alleys she’d traded for a warm building and never missed.

Sable last. From her room in the back, carrying the wooden bird. Faded paint. Chipped beak. The childhood keepsake that she carried everywhere that mattered and placed on surfaces that meant she was home.

She set the bird on the bar. Beside the ale mugs. Beside the Venara idol. Beside the ledger and the bacon plate and the evidence of a household that was awake and functioning and alive.

“Good morning,” she said. Simple. Warm. Home.

Maren arrived with the supply delivery and the baby. Through the front door, copper hair blazing in the morning sun, the cart outside loaded with vegetables, the infant in the cloth sling nursing with the focused determination that was his primary personality trait at nearly five months.

“Carrots, onions, and one hungry infant,” she announced. “Same as yesterday. Same as tomorrow.”

She set the vegetables on the bar. The baby popped off her breast and looked around wide-eyed and confused, breakfast interrupted by logistics.

Orin was loading the cart outside. A Velmoor run today. Five days on the road, the familiar route through Thornhaven Wood, the elven guards who waved him through, the traders who sorted his carrots with quiet appreciation. He waved from the door. Didn’t speak. Never needed to. The wave said everything: I’m here. I’m doing my part. I’ll be back.

The household settled into the morning routine. The routine that had been established through months of repetition and refinement and the organic efficiency that arose when nine people lived and worked in the same building and had learned, through necessity and affection, to move around each other without collision.

Mirelle cooked. Celia recorded. Elara directed. Maren supplied. Orin departed. Rosalind prepared. Sable placed her wooden bird and began her day.

Theron surveyed the main hall.

The bar where he’d counted copper coins in desperation. The viewing niche where pleasure and voyeurism lived side by side. The gloryhole that had changed everything. The corridor where the back rooms hummed with the commerce that adventurer cities required. The tables where customers would sit and drink and tip and pretend they didn’t hear what happened through the walls. The ledger that once predicted bankruptcy and now documented an empire.

One year ago. A nineteen-year-old virgin had inherited a broken tavern and three employees he couldn’t look in the eye.

Now: a married man. A father, multiple times over and multiple times pending. An empire builder who’d learned that the best empire was one that didn’t need to keep building. A harem master who’d built his harem in the open and would live in it, openly, for the rest of his life.

The Stag’s king.

The door opened. First customer of the day.

A scarred D-rank. Fresh from a sewer-delve. Mud on his boots. Coin in his pocket. Weary from pre-dawn hours fighting things that lived in darkness and wanted something warm and bright and human to wash the darkness away.

He took a seat at the bar. Looked around. Took in the silk banners from the wedding, still hanging because Elara liked them. Took in the Venara idol on the shelf. Took in Mirelle’s bare breasts and Elara’s pregnant belly and Celia’s severe efficiency and the sounds from the back room that suggested the Stag’s professional services were already operational.

“Morning,” the adventurer said. “Ale, please.”

Mirelle poured. Topless. Pregnant. The ale slid across the bar with two decades of practice behind the motion.

The adventurer drank. Looked at the hall again. His eyes settled on Elara, who was directing the morning service from her position behind the bar, honey-blonde hair catching the light, wedding ring catching the light, twenty-seven-week belly catching the light and the attention and the affection of everyone who looked at her.

“And is the blonde girl serving today?” the adventurer asked. “The pregnant one with the ring?”

Theron appeared from behind the bar. Stood beside his wife. His hand found the small of her back, unconscious. He touched her whenever she was within reach. The simplest, most honest language he knew.

“That’s my wife,” Theron said.

The adventurer blinked. Looked at Theron. Looked at Elara. Looked at the ring. Looked at the belly. Looked at the topless pregnant bartender. Looked at the back-room corridor. Looked at the stag sign through the window. Did the mathematics.

“Lucky bastard,” the adventurer said.

Theron smiled.

“You have no idea.”
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