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Chapter 1: Wrong Character

The microwave beeped for the third time, insisting I acknowledge my Hungry Man frozen dinner with a persistence I wished my coworkers had. I ignored it. The raid wasn’t going to wipe itself.

“Ryan, you still there?” Marcus’s voice crackled through my headset. “We need DPS on the adds.”

“Yeah, yeah.” I hammered my rotation keys without enthusiasm, watching my warrior’s health bar yo-yo while our healer did whatever the hell she was doing besides healing. Probably watching Netflix on her second monitor. Again.

This was my life. Twenty-seven years old, stuck in IT support at a company that made software I still didn’t understand after three years, eating the same four frozen dinners on rotation because cooking for one felt pointless. My apartment was a monument to “I’ll clean it this weekend” promises that never materialized—stacks of unopened mail on the coffee table, laundry in various stages of clean-ish piled on the couch, and a kitchen where the most frequently used appliance was the microwave.

The gaming chair I was sitting in had duct tape holding the armrest together—a fix I’d made two years ago that was supposed to be temporary. The tape was peeling now, adhesive residue creating a sticky patch that caught on my elbow every time I moved. I kept meaning to buy a new chair. I kept meaning to do a lot of things.

We wiped.

“Goddamn it.” I pulled off my headset and leaned back, staring at the water-stained ceiling. There was a pattern in the stain that looked vaguely like a disappointed face. It had been judging me for the six months since my upstairs neighbor’s toilet had overflowed. The landlord kept meaning to fix it. We were both great at meaning to do things.

The Hungry Man was definitely cold by now. Whatever. Cold salisbury steak was still salisbury steak. The sodium content alone should preserve it indefinitely.

I padded to the kitchen in the mismatched socks I’d been wearing for two days—one black, one navy, close enough—and retrieved my pathetic dinner. The cat video I’d left playing on my second monitor had looped back to the beginning. I didn’t have a cat. I just liked watching them. Getting an actual pet would require commitment, stability, and the kind of emotional availability that felt beyond me lately.

The orange tabby on screen did something adorable with a paper bag. I’d seen this video forty-seven times. It was still the best content I’d consumed all week.

“To another thrilling Thursday night,” I muttered, raising my fork to the empty apartment. “Here’s to crushing loneliness and processed meat products.”

No one answered. No one ever did. The apartment had been built for two people, technically—a one-bedroom that the listing had optimistically described as “cozy.” I’d moved in with a girlfriend three years ago. She’d moved out after eighteen months, taking most of the furniture and all of the reasons to keep the place nice. I’d stayed because moving required energy I didn’t have.

I ate standing up because sitting at the actual dining table meant acknowledging I had a dining area I never used. The table was buried under unopened mail, old gaming magazines, and a yoga mat still in its original packaging—a New Year’s resolution from three years ago that I’d literally never touched. Sometimes I thought about donating it. That also required energy.

The frozen dinner was exactly as mediocre as expected. Salisbury steak that had the texture of damp cardboard. Mashed potatoes that were more glue than potato. A brownie that could probably be used as a construction material. I ate all of it because wasting food felt wrong, even when the food was barely food.

After the container was empty and rinsed (I wasn’t a complete animal), I checked my phone. No messages. No missed calls. My mom’s last text was from two weeks ago asking if I was eating enough vegetables. I’d replied with a thumbs up emoji and hadn’t heard from her since.

Dad didn’t text. He called on Christmas and my birthday, two conversations a year that lasted exactly fifteen minutes and covered the same topics: work (fine), health (fine), life (fine). Fine was our family’s love language.

My sister was too busy with her actual life—husband, kids, career that mattered—to check on her loser younger brother. We had a group chat that was mostly her sending pictures of my nephew and me sending variations of “cute!” I didn’t resent her for having her shit together. Much.

I wasn’t depressed. That would be too dramatic, too clinical, too much like something that needed addressing. I was just… tired. Burnt out in that way where you don’t feel anything strongly enough to even complain about it properly. Life was a series of routines that I sleepwalked through, waiting for something I couldn’t name. Maybe retirement. Maybe death. Maybe just Friday.

Elysium Online was the one thing that made me feel anything anymore.

I glanced at the clock on the microwave (the stove clock hadn’t worked since I moved in). 11:47 PM. The patch was supposed to drop at midnight—a major content update that had the forums buzzing for weeks. New zones, new classes, rebalanced systems, and the promise of fixes for bugs that had plagued players since launch.

The perfect excuse to not think about the quarterly review coming up, or the way my boss looked at me like I was furniture that hadn’t been dusted in too long, or the slowly dawning realization that I was twenty-seven and had somehow never managed to build a life that felt like it belonged to me.

I settled back into my gaming chair—the duct tape catching on my elbow, as predicted—and pulled up the game launcher. Full-dive VR was still the single best thing humanity had ever invented, in my professional opinion. For a few hours at a time, I could be someone else. Someone stronger, more capable, more present in the world. Someone who mattered.

The patch timer counted down in the corner of the screen. 12 minutes.

I went to pee, refilled my water bottle, and did the pre-dive checklist that had become muscle memory. Blinds closed. Door locked (not that anyone was coming to visit). Phone on silent. Real-world responsibilities thoroughly ignored.

The neural interface technology still felt like science fiction even after three years of use. The Nexus Crown sat on its charging dock next to my desk—sleek, expensive, worth every penny of the two months’ salary I’d saved to buy it. When you put it on, when the calibration sequence ran, when the world dissolved into the game…

That was the only time I felt truly alive anymore.

Probably should have unpacked that with a therapist. Added it to the list of things I kept meaning to do.

When I came back, the launcher was updating. Progress bar crawling with agonizing slowness, the kind that made you suspect the progress indicator was purely decorative. I pulled up my character list while I waited, scrolling through the avatars I’d accumulated over three years of playing.

Marcus Steele, Level 52 Warrior. My main. Boring but reliable, like a Honda Civic of character builds. Solid DPS, decent survivability, optimal for group content. I’d invested hundreds of hours into perfecting his gear, his skill rotations, his reputation with every faction that mattered.

Shadowmere, Level 34 Rogue. My alt for when I wanted to feel edgy and mysterious. Black leather, dual daggers, an unnecessarily complicated backstory I’d written at 2 AM and never shared with anyone.

Thornwick the Wise, Level 28 Mage. Never quite clicked with the playstyle—too much standing still, too much mana management. But the hat was cool.

And then there was her.

I stopped scrolling, hovering over the character I’d made as a joke during a very drunk night with my online friends. We’d been challenging each other to create the most ridiculous avatars possible, seeing who could push the character creator to its most absurd limits.

I’d won. Or lost, depending on how you looked at it.

Lilith.

Level 1 Succubus.

The character portrait showed a woman who looked like someone had asked an AI to generate “every male fantasy combined and then turn it up to eleven.” Curves that defied physics and probably several laws of anatomy. Long black hair with purple highlights because I’d thought that looked cool at the time. Violet eyes that glowed slightly even in the static image. I’d spent an embarrassingly long time in the character creator, maxing out every slider while my friends howled with laughter over voice chat.

“Dude, you can’t make her tits THAT big,” Marcus had said, cackling. “There’s no way she can walk.”

“Watch me,” I’d replied, sliding the chest slider all the way to the right. “Peak comedy.”

The succubus class was a joke. Everyone knew it. The devs had included it as a gag option, one of those “technically functional but why would you” choices that existed more for humor than actual gameplay. The class gained XP primarily through intimate acts rather than combat, and good luck convincing other players to participate in that with any seriousness.

The official forums were full of threads mocking anyone who actually tried to play it. “Succubus builds are for people who can’t figure out real progression,” was a popular sentiment. The class was a punchline, and I’d leaned into it hard—designing the most absurd, over-the-top, walking-wet-dream of a character possible.

I’d never even logged into her. She existed purely as a monument to one funny night that I’d mostly forgotten about, buried at the bottom of my character list where no one would ever see her.

The patch finished. A notification popped up informing me that character transfers were temporarily disabled during the update, followed by a cheerful message encouraging me to explore all the new content and submit feedback through the appropriate channels.

I reached for my VR headset—the Nexus Crown that had been worth every penny—and pulled it over my head. The familiar darkness surrounded me, then the boot sequence began. Calibration dots floating in blackness. Audio check pinging in each ear. The slight tingle of the neural interface engaging, like electricity dancing across my scalp.

Then I was floating in the character select space. The familiar void stretched around me, deep blue with distant stars, my avatars standing on pedestals in a semicircle. They looked more real here than on any monitor—actually three-dimensional, actually present, waiting for me to choose which life to step into.

I reached for Marcus, my reliable main, the character who’d carried me through three years of content—

The world flickered.

Static crackled across my vision like old television interference, harsh and wrong and deeply unsettling. For a moment, everything went black, and I felt a strange pulling sensation, like I was being stretched in a direction that didn’t exist in normal space.

“What the—”

When my vision cleared, I wasn’t in the character select screen anymore.

I was standing in the middle of a forest clearing. Sunlight streamed through leaves above me, creating dappled patterns on the grass. Birds sang somewhere in the distance. A gentle breeze carried the scent of wildflowers.

And something was very, very wrong.

I looked down at my hands.

They weren’t my hands.

These hands were smaller. Delicate. Feminine. They had slender fingers with nails that looked professionally manicured, and the skin was a flawless alabaster white that definitely wasn’t my usual East Asian complexion. These were hands that belonged on a piano, or in a portrait painting, or in the literal character model I’d designed as a joke.

Panic hit like ice water.

I spun around, searching for—I didn’t know what. A mirror. A pond. Some way to see what had happened to me. My movements felt wrong, body responding in ways I didn’t understand. Everything shifted differently. My center of gravity had relocated. There was weight on my chest that swung with each step, momentum I’d never had to account for before.

There—a small stream cutting through the grass nearby. Water. Reflection. Answers.

I stumbled toward it, limbs not quite cooperating, balance threatening to betray me with every step. The weight on my chest kept bouncing. Something behind me kept catching on bushes I wasn’t accounting for.

I reached the stream and looked down at the surface.

The face staring back at me was not Ryan Tanaka.

It was Lilith.

The joke character. The absurdly designed succubus I’d made while hammered on cheap beer and laughing with friends I only knew by screen names. The walking punchline who was never supposed to actually exist.

She—I—was exactly what I’d designed. Every excessive detail I’d created for maximum comedy was now staring back at me from the water’s surface. Violet eyes that actually glowed, not just as a portrait effect but literally luminescent, casting faint light on the water below. Long black hair with purple highlights cascading past shoulders I didn’t recognize. Small elegant horns of polished obsidian curving from my forehead, catching the sunlight.

And the body…

Christ, the body.

I’d maxed every slider. I remembered doing it, cackling about making the most ridiculous character possible, pushing every measurement to its extreme while my friends egged me on. “Go bigger!” “Add more curves!” “The devs left those sliders available, you have to use them!”

Now I was living in the results.

Full breasts that would make a plastic surgeon weep with jealousy—C-cups at least, maybe bigger, perfectly shaped in a way that didn’t exist in nature. Currently held in place by a starter outfit that was barely more than decorative fabric, definitely not designed for any kind of support. They moved every time I breathed. Every. Time.

A waist so narrow it looked physically impossible, carved inward like someone had applied corsetry at the character design level. Hips wide enough to sway with every movement, flaring out dramatically to create a silhouette that screamed “fantasy ideal, not human proportions.”

And something behind me that I could feel but hadn’t fully processed yet.

I turned my head and saw the tail.

Slender and elegant, ending in a heart-shaped spade tip, currently curled against my thigh like it was as confused as the rest of me. It moved when I thought about it. It also moved when I didn’t, twitching in response to emotions I wasn’t consciously processing. The spade tip flicked against my calf, and I felt it—actually felt it, like having an extra limb that had always been there.

“Okay,” I said out loud, and immediately flinched. My voice was different. Higher. Musical in a way that felt like it had been designed specifically to make people want to keep listening. “Okay. This is fine. This is… I’m dreaming. This is a weird patch bug and I’m going to open my menu and fix this and—”

I tried to open my menu. The familiar gesture should have summoned the interface—a quick swipe to the right with my fingers, ingrained in three years of muscle memory.

Nothing happened.

I tried again, swiping the air in the motion I’d done ten thousand times before.

Still nothing.

“No no no no no—”

A system panel materialized in front of me, glowing with pale blue light. Finally, something familiar. I grabbed onto it like a lifeline, reading frantically.

[ALERT: Avatar Lock Detected]
[Status: Bound]
[Logout Function: Disabled]
[Customer Support Notified — Please Remain Calm]

I was not calm. I was the opposite of calm. I was so far from calm that calm was a distant memory of a concept I’d once read about in a book written by someone who’d never experienced true panic.

“This isn’t happening.” I tried opening the menu again. And again. My hands—my new, feminine, definitely-not-mine hands—shook as I made the gestures. “Come on. Come on, work. I need to log out. I need to get back to my real body—”

Another panel appeared.

[Logout Function Unavailable]
[You Have Been Bound]
[This status is currently being investigated]
[Approximate resolution time: Unknown]

Unknown. They didn’t know when—or if—they could fix this.

I sank to my knees beside the stream, staring at my reflection—at HER reflection—at MY reflection, because apparently this was me now. The violet eyes that stared back looked as panicked as I felt. The small obsidian horns caught the sunlight in a way that would have been pretty if I wasn’t experiencing the world’s worst identity crisis.

The tail curled around my calf without my permission, some kind of self-soothing behavior I hadn’t authorized.

I was stuck. Trapped in a VR game as a female character I’d designed as a joke. A succubus, of all possible classes. The meme class. The one nobody took seriously because leveling required…

Oh god.

I remembered the class description. The forums. The jokes.

Succubi gained XP primarily through intimate acts. Through pleasure. Through sexual contact. That was the whole punchline—who would actually play a class where you had to seduce your way to max level?

Me, apparently. I would be playing that class. Because I was trapped in it.

“This is fine,” I whispered to my reflection, watching my new face crumple with dawning horror. “This is totally fine. I made a sexy monster girl as a joke and now I’m LIVING IN HER BODY and that’s fine. That’s completely fine. Everything is fine.”

My tail wrapped tighter around my leg, responding to my anxiety. My horns glinted in the sunlight, a constant reminder of how not-human I now was. Somewhere nearby, a bird chirped cheerfully, apparently not concerned that reality had just collapsed in on itself.

I’d always said I wanted to be someone else. I’d wished for it, some nights, lying awake in my empty apartment, eating cold leftovers and watching my life slide by without meaning. Wishing I could be anywhere else, anyone else, living any other life.

Be careful what you wish for, I guess.

A new notification blinked into existence.

[Welcome, Succubus]
[Your adventure begins now]
[Tip: Seek shelter before nightfall — The Wayward Inn is nearby]

I stayed kneeling by the stream for a long time, watching my new face in the water, feeling my new body exist in ways I didn’t understand, and wondering how the hell I was going to survive this.

The sun was already starting to move across the sky, shadows lengthening, the air cooling. Nightfall was coming. And apparently, there was an inn nearby. Somewhere I could go. Something I could do besides kneel here and panic.

I stood up on legs that felt like they belonged to someone else—because they did, technically, except now they belonged to me—and started walking.

The tail swung behind me with each step, bumping into bushes and tall grass, making me hyper-aware of its existence.

The breasts bounced in a way that I was desperately trying not to think about, uncomfortable and impossible to ignore.

And somewhere, wherever my real body was lying in a gaming chair with duct tape on the armrest, I was stuck here.

Being Lilith.

Whatever that meant now.


Chapter 2: New Body

I made it approximately thirty feet before I had to stop and figure out how walking worked now.

The problem wasn’t the legs themselves—those seemed to function fine in isolation. Strong, shapely, smooth in a way my hairy man-legs had never been. The issue was everything attached to them and everything above them.

Specifically, the two objects on my chest that had apparently never heard of staying in one place.

Every step sent them bouncing in a way that was uncomfortable, distracting, and really goddamn annoying. They didn’t move together, either—they had their own separate physics going on, like two water balloons fighting for independence. When I walked faster, they bounced more. When I tried to hold them still by pressing my arm across my chest, my balance suffered and I nearly faceplanted into a fern.

“How do women run?” I muttered, adjusting my grip for the hundredth time. The starter outfit I was wearing—a thin purple dress that clung to curves I still couldn’t believe belonged to me—offered precisely zero support. It was decorative. Pretty. Absolutely useless for anything involving movement. “Seriously, how does anyone do anything with these?”

This body was actively hostile to motion. The center of gravity was completely different from what I was used to—lower, somehow, despite the new weight on my chest. My hips wanted to sway in a way that felt unstable and exaggerated, like I was performing some kind of runway walk I’d never learned. The tail kept catching on things.

“Ow—son of a—”

The tail had snagged on a thorny bush, and I felt it. Not as strongly as if it were my arm or leg, but definitely felt it. A dull pull of pain followed by the embarrassing process of reaching behind myself to unhook my own appendage from the shrubbery.

“Past-me was an idiot,” I announced to the forest at large. “An absolute moron. Who thinks ‘hey, let me max out every slider and give her a tail that’s THREE FEET LONG’? What was the plan there, Ryan? What was the goddamn plan?”

No answer came from the trees. Just birdsong and the rustle of leaves and the peaceful sounds of nature that felt wildly inappropriate given my ongoing existential crisis.

I managed another twenty feet before my center of gravity betrayed me again. My foot caught on a root I didn’t see because I was too busy trying to walk without jiggling, and I went down hard.

Well. Not hard, exactly. The landing was surprisingly soft.

I looked down. I’d landed on my breasts. They’d cushioned the fall like built-in airbags.

“Cool,” I said flatly. “Great. At least they’re good for something.”

I pushed myself up, noted that pushing myself up also required a different technique when you had extra padding in the way, and resumed my journey with marginally more humility.

Eventually, I found a clearing where the stream widened into a shallow pool. Water clear enough to see smooth stones at the bottom. Sunlight filtering through the canopy in ways that would have been lovely if I wasn’t busy hyperventilating.

A blue panel materialized in front of me without warning, glowing softly in the afternoon light.

[System - Character Status]
LILITH - Succubus (Lv 1)
XP: 0/500

STR 6 | DEX 12 | INT 14 | WIS 10 | CHA 18 | LUCK 15

Ardor: 0/100
Femininity: 12% (Adjusting)

SKILLS:
[Allure Aura] - Passive charm (Lv 1)

BOND LEVELS:
(None yet)

“Great. Femininity at twelve percent. That’s… informative.” I waved the panel away with more force than necessary, watching it dissolve into sparkles. “What does that even mean? That I’m barely a woman? Eighty-eight percent still a guy mentally? Honestly, that tracks.”

I looked down at the pool again, at the reflection staring up at me. Time to actually deal with this.

The starter outfit I was wearing appeared to be some kind of short dress that left very little to the imagination. Thin purple fabric that clung to every curve I still couldn’t believe belonged to me—and there were a lot of curves to cling to. A neckline that plunged low enough to show the swell of breasts I’d designed without ever imagining I’d have to wear them. The hem hit mid-thigh, which felt dangerously short when paired with hips that swayed every time I took a step.

I was alone. Completely alone in this clearing with no sign of anyone else around. No other players, no NPCs, no monsters, nothing but trees and water and the distant chirping of birds who had no idea they were witnessing someone’s complete mental breakdown.

If I was going to figure out what I was dealing with—really figure it out, beyond the abstract awareness that things were different—now was probably the time.

“Okay.” Deep breath. New lungs expanding in a chest that felt foreign. The breath made my breasts rise and fall in a way I could literally see from my own viewpoint. “Okay, Ryan—Lilith—whoever I am now. Let’s just… take inventory.”

I pulled the dress off over my head before I could overthink it.

The first thing I noticed was how cold air felt on bare skin. Not unpleasant, just different. More sensitive than I was used to, every breeze registering as a distinct sensation across what felt like miles of newly exposed flesh. Goosebumps rose along arms that were slender and smooth, completely free of the body hair I’d always had.

Then I looked down.

Those were my tits now. That’s MY ass.

Full breasts—C-cups, definitely, maybe slightly bigger—that stood high and firm on my chest with a gravity-defying perfection that didn’t exist in the real world. They were round and full and had a weight to them that I could feel pulling slightly forward, changing my posture in ways I was still adjusting to. Pink nipples that were already peaked from the cool air, or maybe from nerves, or maybe from the “elevated arousal” the system had helpfully informed me about.

I cupped them experimentally—both hands, one on each—and the sensation made me gasp.

Holy shit.

I’d touched breasts before—not often, I wasn’t exactly experienced, but a few times during college and one memorable but ultimately disappointing encounter with a coworker at a Christmas party. From the outside, they were soft and pleasant and nice to hold.

From the INSIDE, being the person attached to them, feeling my own hands on sensitive flesh that was now part of me…

“That’s different,” I breathed. The sound of my own voice—that musical, too-pretty voice—added another layer of unreality to the moment.

My nipples hardened further under my palms, responding to the pressure and the attention in ways I hadn’t expected. A pulse of something warm spread through my chest, radiating outward like ripples in water. When I rolled them gently between my fingers, testing, my breath caught and my knees actually weakened.

The system chimed.

[Ardor: 5/100]
[Ardor +5 (self-stimulation)]

“Oh, so it just tracks that. Of course it does. Nothing weird about that at all. Just a game mechanic monitoring how turned on I am by my own body.”

I forced myself to move past the breasts—an act of willpower I didn’t know I had—and continued the inventory. Narrow waist that curved dramatically into wide hips. I ran my hands down my sides, feeling the hourglass shape that I’d created in a character editor as a joke and was now living in apparently forever. The skin was impossibly smooth, not a blemish or imperfection anywhere.

The hips led to thick thighs pressed together, smooth and sensitive. Between them…

I closed my eyes. Took another breath.

Then I looked.

No penis. Obviously no penis. I’d designed a female character and now I was female and that meant… that meant I had a pussy. My pussy. God, even thinking those words felt surreal, like I was narrating someone else’s life.

The slit between my thighs was delicate and pink, framed by perfectly groomed lips that I’d apparently designed because past-drunk-me had opinions about aesthetics. Currently glistening with moisture that the system had already informed me about. I pressed my thighs together and felt the slick sensation of wetness I’d never experienced from this side before.

“Holy shit, this is what wet feels like from THIS side?”

I’d known, abstractly, that women experienced arousal this way. I’d even made jokes about it with friends, crude humor about lady-boners and being turned on and all the things guys said when they were pretending to understand female sexuality. But actually BEING wet, feeling the physical reality of moisture gathering between my thighs because my body was responding to stimulation I couldn’t fully control—that was something else entirely.

The tail swished behind me, apparently responding to my emotional state. I reached back and grabbed it, feeling the strange sensation of holding my own appendage. The heart-shaped spade at the end was surprisingly sensitive—when I touched it, a little shiver ran through my spine.

I was a succubus.

A literal supernatural creature designed around sexuality.

And I was horny.

Not mentally horny—or not ONLY mentally horny—but physically, biologically horny in a way that seemed to be the default state of this body. The system had called it “Elevated - New Body” as if that explained anything. Maybe it did. Maybe succubus bodies just… ran hot. Maybe I was going to be slightly aroused for the rest of my existence.

That thought was more complicated than I wanted to examine right now.

I sat down on a flat rock by the pool’s edge, not caring about the cold stone against my bare ass. The forest was still empty. Still peaceful. No one around for what might be miles. The sun was warm on my skin. The water sparkled.

I’d touched myself as a guy. Everyone did. Quick, efficient, goal-oriented. Build up the pressure, find the release, move on with your day. It had never been particularly complicated.

This felt different already.

I let my hand drift back to my breast first, cupping the weight of it, feeling how it filled my palm completely. The flesh was impossibly soft, warm, and heavy in a way that sent strange signals to my brain. My thumb brushed across the nipple and the shock of pleasure made my hips twitch involuntarily, my thighs pressing together.

“Okay,” I whispered to no one. “Okay, that’s…”

Good. It was good. Better than good. The sensation was more diffuse than I was used to, spreading from the point of contact through my chest and down toward my core in ways that felt like electricity finding paths through my body. Heat bloomed between my legs in direct response to the touch on my tit. I pinched the nipple lightly, rolling it between my fingers, and had to bite my lip to stop the moan that wanted to escape.

My nipple stiffened further under my attention, the pink bud swelling and hardening until it stood out prominently from my areola. I could feel my other nipple tightening in sympathy, both of them aching for attention now.

When had nipples been this sensitive? Had women always been walking around with these on their chests? How did they get anything done?

My other hand slid down my stomach—flat, toned in a way I’d never achieved as Ryan despite halfhearted gym attempts—and paused at my hip. The skin there was impossibly smooth. No hair anywhere below my eyebrows except for the carefully styled strip I could feel between my thighs. I’d apparently designed myself with grooming preferences. Past-drunk-me had VERY strong opinions about aesthetics.

I spread my thighs slightly, letting the cool air touch places that had never been exposed before. The sensation was electric, cool breeze meeting wet heat in a contrast that made me shiver.

My pussy was slick enough that I could feel moisture on my inner thighs now, my body responding to stimulation whether I wanted it to or not.

“This is weird,” I said out loud, as if narrating would make it less surreal. “This is weird and I’m doing it anyway.”

My fingers found the slit between my legs. The first touch made me gasp—a sound I’d never made before, higher and breathier than anything that had ever come out of Ryan’s mouth.

So wet. God, so wet. My pussy was slick and swollen, practically dripping onto the rock beneath me. My folds parted easily under my fingertips, slick flesh that responded to every movement with sparks of pleasure I wasn’t prepared for. I explored carefully at first, mapping the new terrain like a cartographer discovering a continent. The outer lips, soft and plump and fuller than I’d expected, puffy with arousal. The inner ones, more delicate, slippery with my own juices, flushed a deeper pink. And the small bud at the top—hooded and swollen—that made my entire body jerk when I brushed against it.

The clit. I knew what a clit was. I’d even tried to find it on the few occasions I’d been lucky enough to get close to one, guided by increasingly frustrated partners who eventually took over the job themselves. But being the owner of one was an entirely different experience.

It was engorged now, peeking out from its hood, throbbing with its own tiny pulse. I circled it gently with my fingertip, feeling it twitch under my touch, and my thighs clamped together involuntarily, trying to trap my own hand in place. My tail went rigid behind me without my permission, standing straight out like an antenna receiving a signal. My clit was so sensitive I could barely stand direct contact—the pleasure was almost too much, right on the edge of overwhelming.

“Oh fuck,” I breathed, and the words came out almost like a moan.

The system chimed again.

[Ardor: 20/100]
[Ardor +15 (self-stimulation)]

I was generating Ardor. My resource bar was actually filling. This was, technically, leveling progress—the succubus equivalent of grinding mobs. I was gaining XP by masturbating in a forest clearing while trapped in a body I’d designed as a joke.

Life was strange.

My fingers moved faster now, circling my clit with increasing pressure, learning what worked by the sounds I was making—breathy little moans that sounded nothing like my old voice. The pleasure built differently than it had as a guy—not a linear climb toward a peak, but waves that rose and fell and rose again higher. Every time I thought I was getting close to something, the sensation would plateau, then intensify, then plateau again, like climbing a staircase made of pleasure.

I slid a finger inside myself.

The stretch was minimal—one finger wasn’t much—but the sensation of being filled, even slightly, was entirely new. My pussy was soaking wet, hot and tight around my finger, and I’d never experienced anything entering this way before. My inner walls clenched around my finger automatically, muscles I didn’t know I had responding to the intrusion with a rippling pressure that made my back arch. I could feel every ridge of my own finger, every tiny movement amplified by nerve endings I’d never possessed.

My eyes were open but I wasn’t seeing the forest anymore. I was lost in sensation, in the building pressure, in the strange new geography of my own body. My hips were already rocking, fucking myself on my own finger without conscious decision.

A second finger joined the first. The stretch was more noticeable now, my pussy lips spreading wider, fullness expanding as I pushed deeper. I was so wet I could hear it—obscene squelching sounds every time I thrust. I curled my fingers experimentally, searching, and found a spot that made stars explode behind my eyes.

“There—oh god, right there—”

The g-spot. I’d found my g-spot. Every stroke against it sent lightning through my core, made my walls clench and flutter, made my clit throb in sympathy.

I was talking to myself. Coaching myself through my first female orgasm like it was a raid boss with unclear mechanics. My other hand had never left my breast, now kneading more urgently, squeezing the soft flesh, pinching and rolling my nipple in rhythm with my thrusting fingers. My tits bounced with each movement, jiggling every time I thrust into myself.

The pleasure was everywhere. Not concentrated in one place like I was used to, but spreading through my entire body like warm water filling a bathtub. My hips were rocking against my own hand, chasing the sensation, demanding more. My breasts bounced with the motion—I could feel them moving, heavy and full. The tail behind me had started thrashing side to side like an agitated cat.

“Holy shit holy shit—”

I was close. I could feel it building, different from the focused pressure I used to experience but unmistakable in its intensity. A wave cresting, about to break, promising something bigger than anything I’d felt before.

My thumb pressed against my clit and my fingers curled inside and my other hand pinched my nipple hard and—

The orgasm hit me like a truck.

Nothing like jerking off as a guy. That had been a sprint to a finish line, a quick release, almost functional. This was my entire body convulsing with pleasure that rolled through me in waves, crest after crest, muscles clenching and releasing in rhythms I couldn’t control. My pussy clamped down on my fingers so hard I couldn’t move them, inner walls spasming and rippling, gripping and releasing in pulses that seemed to go on forever.

“Oh fuck—oh fuck—oh god—”

My thighs slammed together. My back arched off the rock. My toes curled. Every muscle in my body seemed to seize at once. I might have screamed but I honestly couldn’t tell because I couldn’t hear anything over the blood rushing in my ears and the pleasure drowning everything else out.

Wetness gushed around my trapped fingers—more of it than I’d thought possible, soaking my hand, dripping down onto the rock beneath me. My pussy kept clenching, each contraction sending another wave of pleasure crashing through me, each one making me cry out in a voice I didn’t recognize.

My eyes, I realized distantly, were glowing. Actually glowing. Violet light bright enough to cast shadows on the rock beneath me, pulsing in time with the waves of pleasure, brightening with each spasm.

My tail had gone completely rigid, vibrating like a tuning fork struck by a mallet, the heart-shaped tip trembling.

My nipples were so hard they ached, my tits heaving with each gasping breath.

And then the aftershocks came—smaller waves that followed the main event, each one making my pussy clench again, making me twitch and gasp and moan as my body slowly, reluctantly remembered how to function normally. The pleasure receded in stages, leaving me shaking and spent and utterly wrecked.

The system went absolutely insane.

[Ardor: 65/100]
[Ardor +45 (climax)]
[Discovery: Female Orgasm]
[XP +50]
[Femininity +5% -> 17%]
[Note: Succubus physiology enables enhanced pleasure response. Congratulations on your first discovery!]

“Con… congratulations,” I panted, staring at the notifications through still-glowing eyes. My voice was wrecked. When had my voice gotten wrecked? “Thanks, system. Really appreciate the acknowledgment. Very helpful. Ten out of ten.”

I collapsed back against the rock, fingers still inside myself, too wrung out to move. The post-orgasm haze was familiar in some ways—the tired satisfaction, the lingering warmth, the sense of having exercised something important. But it was amplified. My whole body felt like it had just run a marathon, but in a good way.

Female orgasms were not a joke.

I’d heard women talk about multiple orgasms, about full-body experiences, about the intensity compared to male climax. I’d assumed it was exaggeration, or at least hyperbole for comedic effect. It was not exaggeration. If anything, they’d been underselling it. This was… this was something else entirely.

Slowly, carefully, I withdrew my fingers. The motion sent a small aftershock through me, making my oversensitive flesh twitch. I looked at my hand—wet, glistening—and felt a complex mix of emotions I couldn’t fully process.

That had just happened. I had just masturbated to completion in a female body that was now permanently mine. And it had felt… not terrible.

More than not terrible. It had felt good. Really good. Maybe the best I’d ever felt physically.

I sat up slowly, reaching for the discarded dress. The movement made my breasts sway in a way that I was already getting used to. The tail curled around my thigh, apparently in a contented post-climax mode, the heart-shaped spade tip resting against my knee like a satisfied pet.

“Okay,” I said to the empty forest, pulling the dress back over my head. “Okay. So. That’s what that’s like.”

A new presence made itself known—a small glowing orb that materialized from the trees, pulsing with gentle blue light. It bobbed in the air about shoulder height, radiating an aura of calm competence.

“Well!” said a voice that was neither fully male nor female but definitely amused. “Someone’s been busy.”

I yelped and yanked the dress over my head so fast I almost put it on backwards. “What the—who—”

“Zephyr, at your service.” The orb pulsed warmly. “I’m your System Guide, assigned to all newly Bound players. I’m here to help you navigate your new circumstances and provide assistance with game mechanics, social integration, and general survival.”

“My new—I was just—”

“Exploring your new body. Very natural. Nothing to be embarrassed about.” The orb managed to convey a knowing smile despite having no facial features whatsoever. “Succubi are inherently sensual beings. Your class is designed around pleasure. What you just did was practically mandatory training.”

I stared at the glowing orb, face burning with heat that probably showed bright red on my alabaster cheeks. “You watched?”

“I only appeared after you finished. Privacy is respected—the system has protocols about consent and observation.” A pause. “The system notifications, however, I did see. Impressive Ardor generation for a first attempt.”

“Please stop.”

“Stopping.” Zephyr bobbed agreeably. “Shall we discuss more practical matters? Like the fact that you’re mostly naked in a forest with nightfall approaching?”

I looked down. The dress was on, technically, but inside out. I really had put it on wrong in my panic. “Just… give me a minute.”

“Take all the time you need. The monsters don’t usually come out until full dark.”

“Monsters?”

“Low-level ones. Nothing you can’t handle. Probably.” Another pulse that felt distinctly like laughter. “I’m kidding. This is a safe zone. Mostly.”

I fixed my dress while the glowing orb hovered nearby, somehow projecting an aura of patient amusement. My body still felt warm, sensitized from what I’d just done. My nipples were hard against the thin fabric. The wetness between my thighs was still noticeable when I moved.

This was going to be my life now.

“The Wayward Inn,” I said finally, when I’d composed myself enough to think about something other than what had just happened. “The system mentioned it was nearby.”

“About twenty minutes walk.” Zephyr drifted in what I assumed was the right direction. “I’ll guide you. There’s a community of Bound players there—others who are in situations similar to yours. Well, not exactly similar. You are, statistically speaking, the first Bound player to find themselves in a succubus body.”

“Lucky me.”

“Unlucky past-you for creating the character. Lucky present-you for having such a high CHA stat. It’ll come in handy.”

I started walking, following the glowing orb. My body moved more naturally now, maybe loosened up from the… exercise. The tail swished behind me in what might have been contentment. My breasts still bounced with each step, but I was starting to understand the rhythm of it, adjusting my gait to minimize the chaos.

“Zephyr?”

“Yes?”

“Is there any way to undo this? To go back to my real body?”

The orb was quiet for a moment. When it spoke again, the amusement was gone, replaced by something gentler. “The company is investigating. There have been… incidents like yours. Players becoming Bound to their avatars, unable to log out. No solution has been found yet.”

“Yet?”

“Yet implies hope.” Zephyr’s light pulsed gently. “And hope is important. For now, I suggest focusing on what you can control. Learning your new body. Finding community. Surviving.”

Surviving. As a succubus. In a body I’d designed while drunk as a joke.

But also a body that could experience pleasure like nothing I’d ever felt before. A body that was already starting to feel, if not comfortable, at least familiar.

That was… something, at least.

The sun was starting to set, painting the forest in shades of orange and gold. Ahead, through the trees, I could see the first signs of civilization—a road, lanterns being lit, the distant sound of voices.

The Wayward Inn was waiting.

And so was whatever came next.


Chapter 3: The Wayward Inn

The first NPC I encountered on the road nearly walked into a tree.

He was a merchant, judging by the cart loaded with crates and the donkey looking monumentally bored between the traces. Middle-aged, portly, wearing the kind of practical clothes that suggested a life of honest work and minimal adventure. The sort of background character you’d pass without a second thought in any normal gameplay session.

He also could not stop staring at my chest.

“G-good evening, miss,” he stammered, hat coming off so fast he nearly dropped it in the mud. His eyes kept flicking down, then up, then down again in a pattern that would have been comedic if I wasn’t the target of it. “Beautiful night for a walk, isn’t it? Lovely weather. Very… lovely. Can I help you with anything? Carry your bags? Escort you somewhere? I have blankets in the cart if you’re cold—not that you look cold, you look quite warm actually, very… warm…”

I wasn’t carrying any bags. I was wearing a thin dress in a forest at sunset. Nothing about my situation should have prompted this level of helpfulness.

“I’m fine,” I said, trying to edge around him and his cart. “Just heading to the inn.”

“The Wayward? Lovely establishment. Lovely.” He really liked that word. “Mama Rose makes the best stew this side of Hearthstone. I could walk with you, make sure you arrive safely—the roads can be dangerous for a young woman alone, not that you seem incapable, you seem very capable, very…”

“I’m FINE.”

My voice came out sharper than intended, and the merchant actually flinched backward, nearly tripping over his own donkey. The poor animal gave me a look of profound resignation, as if to say “I deal with this all day.”

I felt a twinge of guilt—he wasn’t being malicious, just weird—but honestly, I needed to not be stared at for five consecutive seconds.

“Of course, of course.” He stepped aside, still clutching his hat like a security blanket. “Safe travels, miss. If you ever need anything—supplies, transport, someone to talk to—Marcus the Merchant at your service. I’m on this route every Thursday.”

I hurried past, very aware of the weight on my chest bouncing with each step, equally aware that the merchant was probably watching me go. My tail had curled around my leg in what I was starting to recognize as its anxiety position.

“That will happen a lot,” Zephyr observed from above my shoulder, where the glowing orb had been hovering with barely concealed amusement.

“That?”

“Being treated differently. Your CHA stat is eighteen—extremely high for a Level 1 character. Add the Allure Aura passive, and most NPCs will react to you with enhanced… interest.”

“Great. Wonderful. I’m a walking distraction.” I kept walking, faster now, trying to ignore the lingering sensation of being watched. “This is exactly what I needed. On top of everything else.”

“Think of it as a class feature.”

I didn’t dignify that with a response.

The road opened up ahead into what looked like a small village—not the city the system had mentioned, but a cluster of buildings around a central square. Lanterns hung from posts, casting warm pools of golden light against the gathering dusk. I could smell bread baking somewhere, meat cooking over open fires, and wood smoke curling from half a dozen chimneys.

Despite everything, despite the panic and the transformation and the completely bizarre day I’d been having, something in my chest loosened slightly. It looked… nice. Welcoming. Like something out of a painting titled “Fantasy Village at Evening” that would hang in a coffee shop.

The Wayward Inn dominated the square. A large two-story building with warm light spilling from mullioned windows and a sign depicting a compass rose with all directions pointing toward a smiling sun. The sort of place that looked like a hug made of wood and stone.

I pushed open the door and stepped into warmth.

The common room was everything a fantasy tavern should be. A massive fireplace crackled along one wall, flames dancing behind an iron grate, heat rolling out in waves that chased away the evening chill. Rough wooden tables scattered around the space, some occupied by players and NPCs sharing food and drink, others empty and waiting. The bar ran along the back wall, bottles gleaming in the firelight like an alchemist’s cabinet.

The smell hit me next. Fresh bread. Savory stew. Something sweet baking in an oven somewhere. And underneath it all, the comforting scent of wood smoke and polished wood and years of happy conversations soaked into the walls.

My stomach growled loudly enough to be embarrassing.

And behind the bar, watching me with knowing eyes, stood a woman who could only be Mama Rose.

She was older—hard to say exactly how old, with that slightly ageless quality of elven blood visible in her gently pointed ears peeking through silver-streaked auburn hair. Soft and round in a way that suggested excellent cooking and generous hugs. Laugh lines around her eyes. Flour on her apron. She had the kind of face that made you want to tell her your problems, confident she’d know exactly what to do about them.

“Ah,” she said, as if I’d just confirmed a suspicion she’d been holding. “Another one.”

I approached the bar, uncomfortably aware that several patrons had stopped mid-conversation to watch me walk. My tail curled around my leg nervously, which probably just drew more attention to it. The heart-shaped spade flicked against my calf.

“Another one?” I asked.

“Bound.” Mama Rose’s voice was gentle but matter-of-fact, like a doctor delivering a diagnosis she’d given a hundred times before. “I can always tell. You have that look—the one that says the world just turned upside down and you’re still trying to figure out which way is up.”

My throat tightened unexpectedly. I hadn’t realized how much I’d needed someone to see what was happening to me, to acknowledge it without explanation.

“Is it that obvious?”

“Only to someone who’s been seeing it for six months.” She poured something from a copper kettle into a large ceramic mug without asking if I wanted it and slid it across the polished bar. “Herbal tea. Chamomile and lavender with a touch of honey. Good for nerves. Dinner’s in about an hour, but I can bring bread and stew now if you’re hungry.”

“I…” I wrapped my hands around the mug, feeling the warmth seep into fingers I still didn’t quite recognize as mine. The scent rising from the tea was exactly what she’d described—calming, sweet, perfect. “Yes. Please. That would be… yes.”

Mama Rose nodded, something like approval flickering across her face, and disappeared through a door into what must have been the kitchen.

I sat on a barstool and tried to make myself small, which was difficult given the body I was now inhabiting. Every time I moved, something bounced or swayed or drew attention. The dress left my shoulders bare, my cleavage on display, my legs visible from mid-thigh down. Even sitting still, I felt conspicuous.

The tea smelled like chamomile and lavender and something else I couldn’t identify—something magical, maybe, some game-world herb that didn’t exist on Earth. It tasted like calm. Like sitting on a grandmother’s porch watching the sunset. Like everything was going to be okay, even when it clearly wasn’t.

I hadn’t realized how tightly I’d been wound until the tension started to uncoil.

“Rough day?”

The voice came from my left. A woman had appeared on the next stool without me noticing—an elf with long auburn hair and the bearing of someone who spent a lot of time outdoors. She wore ranger’s leathers, well-worn but well-maintained, with a bow slung across her back and a quiver of arrows at her hip. She watched me with eyes that held a strange mix of sympathy and dark humor.

“You could say that,” I managed.

“I’m Vera.” She extended a hand, which I shook automatically. Her grip was firm, confident, the handshake of someone who’d been doing things for a while. “Vera Ashwood. And before you ask, yes, I know what you’re going through. I was you six months ago.”

I blinked. “You were—”

“Bound. Male software developer one day, female elf ranger the next.” She took a sip of her own drink—something amber that looked significantly stronger than tea. “I made the character during a company bonding event. Team-building through gaming, they said. Pick something fun, they said. So I picked an elf ranger because I thought archery would be cool.”

“And you picked… to be female?”

Vera shrugged, the movement easy and practiced. “I always played female characters in games. Didn’t think much about it. If I’m going to stare at someone’s ass for hundreds of hours, might as well be an attractive one.” She paused. “Now I actually AM one, and I think about it constantly.”

I stared at her, trying to process. She seemed so… together. Comfortable in her skin. Not panicking or hyperventilating or having an existential crisis in a forest clearing.

“Does it get easier?”

“Yes and no.” She turned on her stool to face me more fully. “The body stuff—walking, sitting, all the physical weirdness—that becomes automatic after a few weeks. You stop thinking about it. The identity stuff…” She waggled her hand. “That’s more complicated. Some days I feel completely fine. Some days I catch myself in a mirror and feel like I’m looking at a stranger.”

“That’s where I am now. The stranger part.”

“Yeah, the boob thing never really stops being weird.” She said it so casually that I almost laughed. “You’re a succubus?”

I nodded, feeling heat rise to my cheeks.

“Ooof. Tough draw.” But there was no judgment in her voice, just practical acknowledgment of a difficult situation. “I had it relatively easy—ranger is a normal combat class. Shoot arrows, track animals, camp in the woods. You’re going to have some… unique challenges.”

“The XP thing.”

“Among others.” Vera finished her drink and set the glass down on the bar. “But hey, look at it this way: I had a mortgage and a commute. The boobs are an upgrade, honestly.”

I did laugh then, a surprised sound that felt too high-pitched coming from my new throat but also felt genuine in a way nothing had since the transformation. Vera grinned at me.

“There you go. First laugh is the hardest.”

Mama Rose returned with a bowl of stew that smelled like every comfort food memory I’d ever had combined. Thick chunks of meat that fell apart at the touch of a spoon. Root vegetables—carrots, potatoes, something that might have been turnip—swimming in rich brown gravy. Steam rising in lazy curls. A plate of bread accompanied it—fresh from the oven, still warm, butter already melting into golden pools on the crust.

“Eat,” Mama Rose commanded, sliding the food in front of me. “You look like you haven’t had a real meal in years.”

She wasn’t wrong. Frozen dinners didn’t count as real meals. The Hungry Man salisbury steak I’d eaten just yesterday felt like it belonged to another lifetime—because it did, I supposed. I’d forgotten what food that someone had actually cared about tasted like.

The first bite made my eyes close involuntarily.

The stew was hearty and perfect, seasoned with herbs I couldn’t identify but that tasted like home should taste. The meat was tender, the vegetables cooked but not mushy, the gravy rich and warm. The bread was soft inside with a slightly crispy crust that crackled when I bit into it. Butter ran down my chin and I didn’t even care.

“Good, isn’t it?” Vera watched me inhale food with the satisfaction of someone showing off a favorite restaurant. “Mama Rose could charge triple and people would still pay. She doesn’t, of course. Says the Bound need comfort more than her kitchen needs gold.”

I looked up at Mama Rose, who was already moving down the bar to refill someone’s mug. She moved with the easy efficiency of someone who’d done this for decades.

“She does this often? Takes care of Bound players?”

“It’s practically her calling at this point. This inn has become the unofficial gathering place for people like us. We’ve got maybe thirty regular Bound in the area, more passing through.”

Thirty. There were thirty other people trapped in this game, living in bodies they hadn’t expected to have, figuring out how to exist in a world that had suddenly become permanent.

I wasn’t alone.

The realization hit harder than I expected. I’d been so focused on my own panic, my own transformation, my own impossible situation, that I hadn’t really considered there might be others. A community. People who understood.

“We have dinner together every night,” Vera continued. “Mama Rose’s idea. She says isolation is the real enemy for people like us. Hard to fall into despair when someone’s passing you the potatoes.”

By the time actual dinner was served, I’d finished my stew, had a second bowl, and was on my third mug of the magical calming tea. The common room had filled with a mix of Bound players and regular patrons, all of them drifting toward pushed-together tables for what Vera called “family dinner.”

I found myself seated between Vera and a halfling woman who’d apparently been a professional basketball player before the Bound incident.

“The height change was an adjustment,” she said with impressive understatement, looking up at me from roughly waist level.

Across from me, the dwarf woman I’d noticed earlier—the one with the intricate braided beard—was explaining forge techniques to someone who I was pretty sure was a ghost possessing a suit of armor. The armor nodded along sagely, occasionally making clanking sounds of agreement.

It was absurd. All of it. I was a succubus eating comfort food with a bunch of people who’d had their lives upended by a VR glitch, and we were all just… dealing with it. Together.

“First time’s always strange,” the halfling said, noticing my expression. “Give it a week. It starts feeling normal.”

“Does it? Really?”

“Normal-ish.” She shrugged, the gesture looking practiced. “The world changed on us. We adapt or we fall apart. Most of us choose adapting.”

Mama Rose swept through the room, ensuring everyone had full plates and refilled mugs, trading jokes with regulars and offering gentle words to newcomers. When she passed me, she paused to rest a hand on my shoulder.

“There’s a room for you upstairs,” she said quietly. “Third door on the right. Stay as long as you need.”

“I can’t pay—”

“Didn’t ask for payment.” Her smile was warm and didn’t reach for anything in return. “Consider it house policy. Bound players get settled first. Gold can come later, when you’ve found your feet.”

My eyes burned with tears I absolutely refused to shed in front of all these strangers. I nodded instead, not trusting my voice.

Mama Rose squeezed my shoulder and moved on.

After dinner, the common room shifted into relaxation mode. Someone produced a guitar and started playing something soft and Celtic-sounding. Conversations broke into smaller groups. The fire crackled. A cat that I hadn’t noticed before wound between table legs, accepting pets from whoever offered.

Mama Rose appeared beside me, and I felt her hand gently touch my hair. Her fingers caught immediately on the tangles I’d accumulated during my panicked journey through the forest.

“Oh, dear.” Her voice was gentle but firm. “You can’t just… not brush it, dear.”

“I didn’t exactly have time for grooming during my existential crisis.”

“Crisis or no, this is going to become a rat’s nest if we don’t deal with it.” She produced a wide-toothed comb from somewhere in her apron—did she keep combs in there for exactly this situation?—and began working through the tangles with practiced patience. “Long hair needs attention. Daily attention. You’ll learn.”

I sat still while she worked, feeling oddly comforted by the attention. No one had brushed my hair since I was a child. The sensation was strange in my new body—more sensitive scalp, more hair to tangle—but not unpleasant.

“The trick,” Mama Rose continued as she worked through a particularly stubborn knot, “is to start from the bottom and work your way up. Never drag through from the top—that’s how you break hair and make yourself miserable.” She paused, examining a strand. “And conditioner. Conditioner is your new best friend.”

“Conditioner?”

“You’ll understand when you take your first bath here. There’s a bottle by the tub—leave it in for a few minutes before rinsing. Your hair will thank you.” She got through the last tangle and set down the comb. “Now, let me show you something useful.”

Before I could protest, her fingers were gathering sections of my hair, dividing them with practiced efficiency. “A simple braid will keep this manageable while you sleep. Watch what I do.”

I couldn’t watch—she was behind me—but I could feel. Three sections. Cross the right over the middle. Then the left over the new middle. Right, left, right, left. A pattern that felt like it should be simple but that my brain couldn’t quite track.

“There.” She tied off the end with a strip of soft cloth. “Tomorrow, I’ll teach you to do it yourself. It takes practice, but you’ll get it. Every woman with long hair learns eventually.”

The braid felt strange against my back—a weight I wasn’t used to, a pull at my scalp that was foreign but not painful. But when I reached back to touch it, the neatness of it was oddly satisfying. My hair wasn’t a tangled disaster anymore. It was… managed. Controlled.

“Thank you,” I said, and meant it for more than just the hair advice.

I sat in a corner near the fireplace, watching the flames dance, feeling the warmth on my face—my new face, with its violet eyes and delicate features and small obsidian horns that kept catching the light.

My tail was curled around my ankle in what I was starting to recognize as its comfort position. My breasts rose and fell with each breath in a way I was slowly getting used to. My body was strange and new and not what I’d expected my life to be.

But I was warm. I was fed. I was surrounded by people who understood.

And for the first time since I’d woken up in that forest clearing, I thought: Maybe I can survive this.

Zephyr materialized beside me, pulsing gently. “It’s been a big day.”

“Yeah.”

“How are you feeling?”

I considered the question seriously. The panic had faded, replaced by something quieter. Not acceptance—not yet—but something adjacent to it. Acknowledgment, maybe. This was happening. This was my reality now.

“Tired,” I admitted. “Confused. Kind of overwhelmed.” I paused. “But also… okay? A little okay.”

“That’s a good start.” Zephyr’s light warmed. “Shall I show you to your room?”

The room Mama Rose had promised was small but cozy. A real bed with a patchwork quilt in shades of blue and green. A window overlooking the garden behind the inn, now dark but smelling of growing things. A simple vanity with a mirror I was carefully not looking into yet.

I stripped off the inadequate starter dress and crawled under covers that smelled like lavender and clean cotton. The bed was soft—softer than the mattress in my apartment, softer than anything I’d slept on in years. The pillow cradled my head, and my horns didn’t catch on anything.

My tail curled around my thigh under the blankets. My breasts settled against the mattress in a way that was still novel but not unpleasant. My body—this new, strange, impossibly curved body—relaxed into the sheets.

“Goodnight, Lilith,” Zephyr said quietly, dimming to near-invisibility.

Lilith. That was my name now. Not Ryan—Ryan was somewhere else, sleeping in a gaming chair in an empty apartment, body in stasis while his mind lived a life he’d never expected.

I was Lilith. Level 1 Succubus. Bound.

And tomorrow, I’d figure out what came next.

The fire downstairs had burned low. The guitar had stopped. The inn creaked gently in the way old buildings do, settling into sleep.

I closed my eyes—violet eyes in a face I was still learning—and let exhaustion pull me under.

My last thought before sleep claimed me was of the stew. How good it had tasted. How warm the common room had been. How Mama Rose’s hand on my shoulder had felt like being welcomed home.

And how maybe, just maybe, this could be okay.


Chapter 4: First Steps

I woke up to the smell of bacon and the horrifying realization that I had hair in my mouth.

Specifically, long black hair that had somehow wrapped around my face during the night like a silky cocoon. I sputtered, spat, and sat up fast enough to make my vision swim—and to remind me, painfully, that I now had breasts that objected strongly to sudden movements.

“Ow.” I cupped them protectively, which felt weird but also necessary. “Okay. Morning. This is morning.”

The events of yesterday crashed back into me. VR glitch. Transformation. Succubus body. Crying into stew while strangers offered me potatoes.

I looked down at myself in the morning light streaming through the window. Yep. Still had tits. Still had a tail, currently wrapped around the bedpost like it had been seeking comfort in its sleep. Still very much not Ryan.

A knock at the door made me scramble for the blanket.

“Yes?”

“Just me, dear.” Mama Rose’s voice, warm and practical. “I’m leaving some things outside your door. Breakfast is downstairs when you’re ready.”

I waited until her footsteps faded, then wrapped the blanket around myself and peeked into the hallway. A bundle of clothes sat on the floor, along with what looked like a small basket of toiletries.

I grabbed everything and closed the door, then spread the offerings across the bed to take stock.

A simple dress in forest green, better quality than my starter outfit. Some kind of undergarment situation that I examined with growing concern—was that a bra? It had straps and cups and what looked like hooks in the back, and I had no idea how it was supposed to work.

The toiletries included a hairbrush, something labeled “conditioner” in a glass bottle, and what appeared to be a collection of skincare products with handwritten labels.

I picked up the hairbrush and looked at my reflection in the vanity mirror. My hair—long, black, with those purple highlights I’d thought looked cool in the character creator—was a disaster. Tangled and wild and sticking out in approximately seventeen directions.

“Okay,” I muttered. “Start at the top and work down. That’s what you’re supposed to do. Right?”

Wrong. Very wrong. Twenty minutes later, I had made everything worse, broken what might have been a critical amount of hair, and was on the verge of tears from the sheer stupid frustration of it all.

Another knock. “Having trouble, dear?”

I opened the door to find Mama Rose smiling with the patient expression of someone who had seen this exact scenario many times before.

“I can’t—” I gestured helplessly at my head. “It won’t—”

“Come sit.” She guided me back to the vanity chair and produced a comb from somewhere. “You can’t start at the top, dear. You work from the ends up. And you never brush it dry without something to ease the tangles.”

“There are RULES?”

“There are always rules.” She began working through my hair with expert strokes, starting at the tips and slowly working higher. “Conditioner helps. You put it in after washing, let it sit, then rinse. Makes everything smoother.”

“I didn’t… as a guy, I just used bar soap for everything.”

“You can’t use bar soap on your face, dear.” Mama Rose said it like she was explaining gravity to someone who’d just suggested jumping off a cliff. “Or your hair. Or really anywhere, honestly. Women’s skin is different. You’ll learn.”

I watched in the mirror as she tamed my wild mane into something approaching civilized. Her hands were gentle but efficient, and she hummed while she worked—a soft tune that matched the cozy atmosphere of the inn.

“Now,” she said when she’d finished, “let’s talk about undergarments.”

The next fifteen minutes were the most educational and mortifying of my new life.

I learned that bras hooked in the back because someone in the history of fashion had hated women. I learned that you were supposed to lean forward and “scoop” your breasts into the cups—a mental image I would never fully recover from. I learned that the straps adjusted and that wearing the wrong size was apparently a common tragedy.

“This is engineering,” I said, staring at my reflection once the bra was finally in place. “This is actual structural engineering.”

“Men never appreciate what goes into looking put-together.” Mama Rose patted my shoulder. “Now you’ll appreciate it.”

The dress fit better than the starter outfit, but it still left a lot of skin visible. My cleavage—I had cleavage now, that was a thing I had—was on display whether I wanted it or not. The hem hit mid-thigh, which felt dangerously short when paired with hips that swayed every time I took a step.

“You’ll want proper clothes from Tessa’s shop.” Mama Rose evaluated me with a critical eye. “She’ll set you up. Tell her I sent you.”

“Tessa’s shop?”

“Thread & Steel. Best tailor in Hearthstone. She’s dressed half the Bound players in the valley—she knows what… adjustments new bodies need.”

After breakfast—eggs, bacon, more of that incredible bread, and something called “morning tea” that seemed to contain caffeine—Mama Rose gave me directions to the city and some basic coins to get started.

“The market’s in the central square. Tessa’s shop is on the east side, near the fountain. And dear?” She pressed a wrapped package into my hands. “Stop by the bakery on your way. Old Bertram makes the best cinnamon rolls you’ll ever taste.”

“I can’t keep taking things from you—”

“You can and you will.” Her tone brooked no argument. “The world owes you for what happened. I’m just the first payment.”

Hearthstone City was bigger than the village around the inn, but it still had that fantasy-Europe-meets-cozy-videogame aesthetic. Cobblestone streets wound between timber-frame buildings. Shop signs hung with artfully painted logos. The morning crowd was a mix of NPCs going about their routines and players who stood out by their slightly-too-fluid movements and occasional tendency to stare into space while checking menus.

And everyone—EVERYONE—noticed me.

I’d made it maybe a hundred feet before I understood what Vera had been talking about. It wasn’t just men, though they were the most obvious about it. Shopkeepers waved from doorways. An old woman smiled and nodded approvingly at something I couldn’t identify. A group of young men who’d been lounging against a wall straightened up as I passed, their conversation dying mid-sentence.

A guard at an intersection bowed. Actually BOWED. “Good morning, my lady. May I assist you with directions?”

“I’m fine, thanks.”

“Of course. Should you need anything—anything at all—”

I hurried past before he could finish his offer. My tail was curled tight against my leg, some kind of stress response, and I could feel heat in my cheeks that probably showed as an obvious blush on my pale skin.

“The Allure Aura is fascinating,” Zephyr noted from somewhere above my shoulder. “It doesn’t actually compel anyone to action—that would violate consent protocols—but it enhances your natural charisma to supernatural levels. People simply find you more compelling than they otherwise would.”

“They find my TITS compelling.”

“That too.”

Thread & Steel occupied a corner building with large display windows showing mannequins in various outfits. The sign featured a needle and sword crossed together—apparently “Thread” and “Steel” were meant literally, as the shop seemed to serve both fashion and practical armor needs.

I pushed open the door and immediately felt eyes on me. A woman emerged from the back—half-elf, judging by the pointed ears, with silver-streaked dark hair pulled back in a practical bun. She wore a measuring tape around her neck like jewelry and looked at me with the evaluating gaze of someone who’d sized up ten thousand bodies.

“Ah,” she said. “New Bound. Succubus. Recently transformed. First bra went on… this morning? And it’s pinching under your arm.”

I blinked. “How did you—”

“I’m Tessa. This is what I do.” She circled me, making small humming sounds. “Mama Rose sent you?”

“She said you could help with… adjustments.”

“Adjustments.” Tessa’s lips twitched. “That’s one word for it. Strip to your undergarments. Let’s see what we’re working with.”

Twenty minutes later, I understood what true humiliation felt like.

Tessa was professional—painfully professional—but the experience of standing in my underwear while a stranger examined my curves with a measuring tape was something I hadn’t been prepared for. Every measurement was announced with clinical precision.

“Thirty-four bust. Twenty-four waist. Thirty-seven hips.” She wrote notes in a small ledger. “You designed yourself for maximum impact. Did you know, at the time, that you’d be living in this body?”

“I was drunk and thought it was funny.”

“And now?”

“Now I’m naked in a shop while you measure my ass.”

“Technically you’re measuring your own ass. I’m just recording the numbers.” She finished writing and looked up. “Good news: you’re proportionate. Some transformations aren’t. I had a fellow come in last month who’d given himself a torso designed for someone a foot taller. Couldn’t find clothes that fit right anywhere.”

She led me to a rack of clothes that had apparently been assembled in advance. “Standard new-female kit. Three dresses, two sets of practical pants—with REAL pockets, you’re welcome—undergarments in your actual size, and a sports bra for when you inevitably discover that running is a problem.”

“Why is everyone so certain running is a problem?”

Tessa looked at my chest pointedly. I looked at my chest. Fair point.

Trying on the clothes was an exercise in relearning how clothing worked. Pants, it turned out, fit differently when you had hips. Buttons required more dexterity than I’d ever needed as a guy. And sitting down in anything other than pants meant a whole new set of considerations I’d never thought about.

“Legs together,” Tessa instructed when I sat in a dress with my knees apart out of habit. “Unless you want everyone seeing your undergarments.”

“I don’t—wait, really? Every time you sit?”

“Every time you sit, kneel, bend over, climb stairs, exist in any position other than standing perfectly still.” Her expression was unreadable. “Welcome to womanhood.”

She disappeared into the back and returned with a pair of elegant heeled boots, the kind that would add at least three inches to my already considerable height. They were beautiful—dark leather with silver buckles, the sort of thing a proper seductress would wear.

“Absolutely not.” I backed away from them like they might bite.

“They’re very popular with succubi. The height adds to the—”

“I can barely walk in FLAT shoes without tripping over my own tail. You want me to add stilts?” I shook my head vigorously enough to make my hair whip around. “I’ll break an ankle. Multiple ankles. I don’t even know how many ankles I have anymore but I’ll break all of them.”

Tessa’s lips twitched—the closest I’d seen her come to smiling. “Fair enough. Practical boots it is.” She set aside the heels and pulled out something with a much more reasonable heel. “Though I’m putting a note in your file. When you’ve been in that body for a month, come back. You might change your mind.”

“I will not change my mind.”

“They always say that.” She was definitely almost smiling now. “They usually change their mind.”

I left Thread & Steel with a bundle of new clothes, a significantly lighter coin purse, and a growing list of all the things I’d never had to think about before. The bra alone had a list of rules: don’t sleep in it, don’t wear the same one twice in a row, check for wear, hand wash only. Who had TIME for all this?

Old Bertram’s bakery was exactly where Mama Rose had said—a small shop with a green-painted storefront and a smell that made my new stomach growl in a distinctly undignified way.

The man behind the counter was elderly, white-haired, with the kind of gentle face that made you want to tell him your problems. He smiled when I walked in.

“Welcome, young one. First time at Sweet Morning?”

“Mama Rose recommended the cinnamon rolls.”

“Ah, Rosa.” His eyes crinkled with affection. “Finest woman in the valley. Any friend of hers…” He was already reaching for a pastry with tongs, placing it in a paper bag. “On the house, for a first visit. Next time, you pay.”

The cinnamon roll was warm. Gooey. Covered in a cream cheese frosting that was probably illegal in some jurisdictions. I ate it right there on the street, not caring about the looks, not caring about anything except the fact that GOOD FOOD EXISTED and I had ACCESS to it.

“You’re not from here,” Old Bertram observed when I went back in for another. “The way you eat—like you’ve forgotten food can taste like anything.”

“I’m from…” How did you explain Earth to an NPC? “Somewhere where food comes in boxes. Frozen.”

“Frozen food.” He looked personally offended. “That sounds awful.”

“It was.”

“Well.” He handed me a second cinnamon roll, this time packed in a small box. “You’re here now. And here, we eat properly.”

The market square was busy when I made my way through—stalls selling vegetables, fabrics, weapons, mysterious potions in colorful bottles. The crowd parted around me in ways that felt unearned, people stepping aside without being asked, vendors catching my eye and waving me over.

I stopped at a fabric stall to look at scarves—something to cover the cleavage situation—and the vendor practically fell over himself to be helpful.

“Beautiful lady! The finest silks from—”

“Just looking.”

“Of course, of course! Looking is free, looking is welcome! Perhaps a sample? A gift? For someone as lovely as—”

I was trying to extricate myself from the conversation when I felt something… shift. A warmth in my chest that had nothing to do with the cinnamon roll. A pulse of energy that seemed to radiate outward.

The vendor’s eyes glazed slightly. His pitch faltered. “I… you… perhaps everything in the stall? Free of charge?”

Around me, I noticed other people turning. Conversations stopping mid-word. A woman dropped the vegetables she’d been examining. A guard walked into a cart and didn’t seem to notice.

Oh no.

The system helpfully supplied:

[Allure Aura: Uncontrolled Activation]
[Area Effect: Active]
[Tip: Ardor management is key to controlling your abilities]

“Zephyr?” My voice came out higher than intended. “What’s happening?”

“Your Allure Aura. It… spiked. Probably stress-related. You should leave. Now.”

I turned to go and found myself face-to-face with a ring of people who had all, apparently, decided I was the most interesting thing in the market. They weren’t threatening—their expressions ranged from confused to adoring to slightly dazed—but they were between me and any exit.

“Beautiful lady,” someone murmured.

“Never seen anyone so—”

“Could I just—”

I ran.

Or tried to. Running with breasts, even in Tessa’s allegedly supportive bra, was exactly as problematic as everyone had warned. But adrenaline was a powerful motivator, and I pushed through the crowd, ducking under reaching hands, squeezing past bodies that tried to gently block my path.

Behind me, I heard confused voices. “Where did she go?” “I can’t—why do I feel so—” “Was that real?”

I made it three blocks before ducking into an alley and pressing my back against a wall, heart hammering, chest heaving in ways that made me very aware of my new anatomy.

The warmth in my chest was fading. The Allure Aura was retreating to whatever its normal background level was. I could feel it now that I knew what to look for—a constant gentle pull, like a magnet that was always on but usually at low power.

“That was uncontrolled,” Zephyr said, materializing beside me. “When you’re stressed or emotionally elevated, the Aura can spike. You’ll need to learn to manage it.”

“Learn to manage it. Right. Because I have SO much control over this body already.”

“It’s a skill like any other. Succubi who master their Aura can dial it up or down at will. You’re just… starting from zero.”

I slid down the wall until I was sitting on the cobblestones, not caring about dirt or dignity. My packages were scattered around me—the clothes from Tessa, the box of cinnamon rolls I’d somehow kept hold of, the few other things I’d purchased before the incident.

“I almost started a riot with my sex appeal.”

“That’s a very dramatic way of putting it, but not inaccurate.”

“I’m a walking disaster.”

“You’re a Level 1 Succubus on her second day. Disasters are to be expected.”

I laughed, though it came out more like a sob. Everything was too much. The body, the powers, the way everyone looked at me, the constant adjustment to a reality I hadn’t asked for.

But I’d eaten real food today. I had clothes that fit. I’d met people who understood. And I was starting to figure out, even slightly, what I was dealing with.

Progress. Tiny, absurd, overwhelming progress.

I opened the box of cinnamon rolls and took a bite. The sweetness helped, somehow.

My tail uncurled from its stressed position around my leg and settled on the cobblestones beside me, the heart-shaped tip twitching occasionally.

Somewhere back in the market, people were probably still confused about what had happened to them. Tomorrow, I’d have to figure out how to go out in public without accidentally mind-controlling bystanders.

But right now, I had pastry. And that was enough.


Chapter 5: The Healer

Three days after the market incident, I was still hiding in my room.

Okay, not hiding. “Recovering.” “Adjusting.” “Getting my Aura under control before I accidentally seduced the entire city.” Whatever terminology made me feel less like a coward.

Mama Rose brought meals up. Vera stopped by to chat. I practiced the meditation exercises Zephyr had taught me—breathing techniques, visualization, the mental equivalent of turning down a dial. My Allure Aura was always active, but with focus, I could keep it at a low simmer rather than a rolling boil.

I also spent a lot of time staring at my character stats.

[System - Character Status]
LILITH - Succubus (Lv 1)
XP: 50/500

STR 6 | DEX 12 | INT 14 | WIS 10 | CHA 18 | LUCK 15

Ardor: 15/100
Femininity: 17% (Adjusting)

SKILLS:
[Allure Aura] - Passive charm (Lv 1)

Level 1. After three days. Because the only XP I’d earned was from the solo discovery scene by the stream, and I wasn’t exactly repeating that experience while trying to maintain a stable mental state.

The problem was, I was stuck. The system had been very clear about how succubi leveled: intimate acts. XP through pleasure. I could do quests for minimal gains, but my class wasn’t designed for combat—I had the STR of a malnourished house cat. The few times I’d tried training with practice weapons in the courtyard, I’d nearly knocked myself out with a wooden sword.

“You need to accept what you are,” Zephyr said during one of our meditation sessions. “Your class has requirements. Ignoring them doesn’t make them go away.”

“Easy for you to say. You’re a glowing orb.”

“I’m a sophisticated AI guide with extensive empathy programming. And I’m telling you: avoidance isn’t sustainable. At some point, you’ll need to… engage with your abilities.”

I knew Zephyr was right. I also knew that the thought of intentionally seducing someone—of using this body for what it was apparently designed for—made something complicated twist in my chest.

As Ryan, I’d been awkward with women. Not a virgin, but not experienced either. A handful of relationships that fizzled, a few one-night stands that were more awkward than hot. Sex had been something that happened TO me rather than something I was good at.

Now I was supposed to be the one doing the seducing. In a body that turned heads just by existing. With powers designed specifically for pleasure.

The irony was almost funny. Almost.

On the fourth day, someone new arrived at the inn.

I heard her before I saw her—a voice like warm honey, melodious and soothing, speaking with Mama Rose in the common room below my window. When I finally ventured downstairs for dinner, I understood immediately why everyone was staring.

She was an elf. Tall, graceful, with silver-green hair that fell past her shoulders like a waterfall of moonlight. Pointed ears peeked through the strands, delicate and elegant. Her eyes were warm amber, the color of honey held up to sunlight, and they crinkled at the corners when she smiled.

And then there was her body.

I tried not to stare. I really did. But the woman was wearing druid robes that hung open just enough to reveal the swell of breasts that were… substantial. More than substantial. They were D-cups at minimum, heavy and full, and the thin fabric of her robe did absolutely nothing to hide the shape of them. When she moved, they swayed with a natural rhythm that was hypnotic even to my newly-female eyes.

She turned, and those amber eyes found mine. Her smile widened.

“You must be Lilith.”

I realized I’d been standing at the bottom of the stairs, mouth slightly open, tail pointing directly at her. Heat flooded my face.

“I—yes. That’s me.”

“I’m Sage.” She crossed the room toward me with a walk that made her hips sway and her chest shift beneath the robe. Up close, I could see golden freckles scattered across her nose, her shoulders, and—I tried not to look—the top of those massive breasts. “Sage Whisperwind. Mama Rose told me about your situation.”

“My situation?”

“Being Bound. Being a succubus. Being terrified.” Her voice was gentle, without judgment. “All of it.”

I glanced at Mama Rose, who was conspicuously busy wiping down a perfectly clean bar. “She told you a lot.”

“She’s worried about you. Hiding in your room, not leveling, avoiding your class abilities…” Sage reached out and took my hand, and her touch was warm—warmer than human temperature, something about elven biology, and impossibly soft. “She thought maybe I could help.”

“Help how?”

Sage’s smile turned slightly mysterious. “I used to work with succubi. Before… well, before. I understand how your class works, what you need, and—” she squeezed my hand gently “—I’m very good at helping people understand their bodies.”

My heart was beating faster than it should have been. My tail had wrapped around my own leg in what was either comfort-seeking or something else entirely. And I could feel my Allure Aura threatening to spike, responding to proximity and warmth and the way Sage’s thumb was tracing small circles on my palm.

“I don’t—I’m not sure I—”

“Just dinner first.” She tugged me gently toward a small table in the corner, private but not hidden. “Let’s talk. Tell me about yourself. And if something more happens…” Her amber eyes held mine. “That’s up to you.”

We talked for hours.

Sage was a healer—a druid who specialized in restoration magic. She’d been an adventurer once, part of a guild that dissolved when half the members got married and the other half “grew up,” in her words. Now she traveled between Bound communities, offering her skills to those who needed them.

“There’s a lot of pain in transformation,” she explained, refilling my tea from a pot she’d ordered. “Physical, emotional, existential. Healing isn’t just about fixing wounds. It’s about helping people become comfortable in their own skin.”

“And you think I’m uncomfortable?”

“I think you’re terrified.” She said it kindly, without accusation. “I think you’re trapped in a body you didn’t choose, with powers you don’t understand, and you’re handling it by pretending none of it exists.”

“I’m not pretending—”

“You’ve been here four days. You’ve barely left your room. You haven’t used a single active ability. And—” she paused, something shifting in her gaze “—your Ardor is critically low. When did you last… generate any?”

I thought about the stream. About fingers inside myself, the first female orgasm crashing through me, the system notifications I’d tried to ignore.

“A few days ago. Once.”

“That’s not sustainable. Succubi need Ardor to function. Not just for abilities—for basic wellbeing. You’re essentially running on empty.”

“And what am I supposed to do about it? Go seduce random strangers? I don’t know how to—I was never good at—” I stopped, frustration tangling my words.

Sage’s hand found mine again across the table. “You don’t have to seduce strangers. You don’t have to do anything with anyone you’re not comfortable with.” She paused. “But if you wanted… I could show you. What it’s like. What your body can do.”

My breath caught.

“I’m not propositioning you,” she added, though the warmth in her eyes suggested she wouldn’t mind if I took it that way. “I’m offering to help. To teach. Your class has abilities you haven’t even touched yet—Pleasure Touch is locked until Level 3, but I can teach you what it will feel like. What giving and receiving pleasure is like in this form.”

“You’ve done this before? With other succubi?”

“Once. A long time ago.” Something flickered in her expression—memory, maybe affection. “She was terrified too. And afterwards… she wasn’t.”

I looked at Sage—at her kind face, her impossible curves, her hand warm on mine. At the way her amber eyes held no judgment, only patience and something that might have been hope.

I was scared. I’d been scared since I woke up in this body. Scared of what I’d become, what I wanted, what it meant that this new form felt less foreign every day.

But hiding wasn’t working. Pretending wasn’t working. And maybe—maybe Sage was right. Maybe the only way out was through.

“Okay,” I heard myself say.

Her smile bloomed. “Okay?”

“Show me.”

Sage’s room at the inn was larger than mine, with a wide bed covered in soft green textiles and dried flowers hanging from the ceiling. The scent of herbs filled the space—lavender, chamomile, something earthier I couldn’t identify.

“Would you like some tea first?” Sage was lighting candles, creating soft pools of light around the room. “Something to relax?”

“I think if I get any more relaxed, I’ll fall asleep.”

She laughed—a genuine, surprised sound. “Fair enough.” She crossed to where I stood awkwardly by the door and took both my hands. “Then let’s start simple. Tell me what you want.”

“I don’t know what I want.”

“That’s honest. Let me rephrase: tell me what you’re curious about.”

I thought about it. About what had felt good when I’d touched myself by the stream. About the way my body responded to warmth, to pressure, to stimulation I’d never experienced as Ryan.

“Everything,” I admitted. “I’m curious about… everything. What it feels like. What I’m capable of. Whether—” I hesitated. “Whether it’s different. Being with someone else. Instead of just… alone.”

“It is different.” Sage released one of my hands and brought hers up to cup my face. Her palm was warm against my cheek, and I found myself leaning into it without meaning to. “May I kiss you?”

“Yes.”

She kissed me gently, softly at first—just the press of her lips against mine. She tasted like the herbal tea she’d been drinking, and something sweeter underneath. When her tongue brushed my lower lip, asking permission, I opened for her.

The kiss deepened. Her free hand slid around my waist, pulling me closer, and I felt her body against mine—the swell of those massive breasts pressing against my chest, the warmth of her through thin fabric. My hands found her hips, holding on as the world tilted slightly.

By the time we broke apart, I was breathing hard.

“That was—”

“Just the beginning.” Sage’s eyes had darkened, the amber deepening to something closer to burnished gold. “Let me show you more.”

She led me to the bed, and I went willingly. The mattress dipped under our combined weight as we sat, facing each other. Sage’s hand found the ties of my dress.

“May I?”

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

The dress came off over my head, leaving me in the bra and underwear Tessa had sold me. Sage’s gaze traveled over my body—not with the hungry desperation of the men in the market, but with appreciation. Admiration.

“You’re beautiful,” she murmured. “Whoever designed this form… they knew what they were doing.”

“I was drunk and thought it was funny.”

“And now?”

“Now I’m sitting in my underwear with a gorgeous woman and I don’t know what to do with my hands.”

Sage laughed again, that warm honey sound. “Put them on me.”

She guided my hands to her waist, then reached up to undo the ties of her own robes. The fabric parted, revealing more and more golden-freckled skin, until she shrugged it off her shoulders entirely.

I stared.

Those tits. God, those TITS. They were even more impressive without the robe—heavy, full D-cups that hung with perfect natural weight, crowned by rose-pink nipples already stiffening in the cool air. Golden freckles scattered across the creamy swells like constellations. They swayed when she moved, the soft flesh jiggling slightly, and I watched them like they held the secrets of the universe.

“They’re bigger than they look with the robes,” Sage said, amused. “You can touch them, if you like.”

I reached out with hands that trembled slightly and cupped her breasts. The weight of them was extraordinary—so soft, so warm, spilling over my palms with flesh to spare. When I squeezed gently, feeling the pillowy give beneath my fingers, Sage made a small sound of pleasure that sent heat flooding between my thighs.

“That’s good,” she breathed. “Just like that.”

Emboldened, I explored further. My thumbs found her nipples, brushing across the stiff peaks. They were thick and hard, the areolas puckering under my attention. Sage’s eyes fluttered closed, her chest pushing into my hands, seeking more pressure. I rolled her nipples between my fingers the way I’d done to myself by the stream, pinching lightly, tugging gently, and she moaned—a low, throaty sound that made my pussy clench in response.

“Mm, you have good instincts,” she murmured. “A little harder. I like it when they’re played with.”

I squeezed more firmly, watching her nipples swell even larger between my fingers, feeling the heavy weight of her tits shift as she arched into my touch.

“You’re a quick learner.”

“I’ve had practice with these.” I glanced down at my own chest, still trapped in its bra. “Just… from the other side.”

Sage’s hands went to my back, finding the clasp of my bra with practiced ease. “May I?”

“Yes.”

The bra fell away, and my breasts spilled free—not as large as Sage’s, but full and round and aching for attention. Sage’s gaze dropped to them, appreciation clear in her expression.

“Beautiful,” she repeated, and then her mouth was on me.

The sensation of her lips closing around my nipple was electric. I gasped, hands flying to her silver-green hair to hold on as she sucked, tongue swirling around the hardened peak, flicking across the stiff bud. My back arched, pushing more of my breast into her warm, wet mouth, and she took what was offered eagerly—sucking harder, making obscene wet sounds that sent jolts of pleasure straight to my clit.

“Oh god—”

Sage switched to my other breast, her massive tits swaying with the movement as she gave it the same attention. She licked around my nipple before taking it between her lips, sucking hard enough to make me whimper while her hand continued to tease the first—pinching, rolling, keeping it stiff and aching. Pleasure radiated through my chest, pooling hot and heavy in my belly, making wetness soak through my underwear and slick my inner thighs. I could feel myself getting wetter with every pull of her mouth, my pussy clenching around nothing, desperate for attention.

My tail was going crazy behind me, lashing side to side with arousal I couldn’t control.

“You’re doing so well,” Sage murmured against my skin, her breath hot on my wet nipple. “So responsive. Your tits are perfect.” She licked a long stripe across my breast. “Let me show you more.”

She pressed me back against the pillows, her massive breasts swaying as she moved over me. Her mouth trailed kisses down my stomach—warm, wet, purposeful—while her hands hooked into the waistband of my underwear.

“Tell me to stop if you want to stop,” she said, looking up at me from between my thighs.

“Don’t stop.”

She pulled my underwear down and off, leaving me completely bare. The cool air of the room touched my pussy, already soaked, and I shivered. I could feel how wet I was—slick arousal coating my inner thighs, my folds puffy and swollen with need.

Sage looked at me with something like reverence, her eyes fixed on the glistening pink between my spread thighs. “May I taste you?”

I couldn’t speak. I just nodded.

The first touch of her tongue on my slit made me cry out. It was nothing like fingers—softer, wetter, impossibly precise. Hot and slick, sliding through my folds, tasting me. She licked me slowly at first, long strokes from my dripping entrance to my throbbing clit, her tongue dragging through my wetness, learning my responses. When she found what made me gasp, she focused there.

“Oh my god. OH—”

Her tongue circled my clit, applying gentle pressure that made my hips buck. My hands tangled in her silver-green hair, gripping tight, holding her face against my pussy even though she showed no sign of wanting to leave. I could feel her warm breath on my most sensitive flesh, could hear the wet sounds of her tongue working me.

“You taste so sweet,” she murmured against my pussy. “So wet for me already.”

Her fingers joined her mouth, one sliding inside me while her tongue continued its work. I was so slick she entered easily, my pussy welcoming the intrusion, my walls immediately clenching around her.

The stretch of penetration was minimal but the sensation was overwhelming. Internal and external pleasure combined, her finger stroking my inner walls while her tongue lashed my clit, building on each other, climbing toward something massive.

“That’s it,” Sage encouraged against my flesh, her voice vibrating against my clit in ways that made me moan. “Let yourself feel it. Don’t fight it. You’re doing so well.”

A second finger joined the first, stretching me wider. The fullness was more pronounced now, and I could hear the wet squelch of her fingers pumping into my soaked pussy. She curled them inside me, searching, seeking that spot I’d discovered during my solo exploration. When she found it, stars exploded behind my eyes.

“There—right there—don’t stop—fuck—”

Sage’s mouth sealed over my clit and sucked hard while her fingers stroked my g-spot with relentless rhythm. The dual sensation was too much. I felt myself climbing, cresting, my pussy clenching tighter and tighter around her thrusting fingers, and then—

The orgasm crashed through me like a wave.

My whole body seized, back arching off the bed. My thighs clamped around Sage’s head, locking her in place. My pussy spasmed around her fingers in rhythmic pulses I couldn’t control, gripping and releasing, milking her digits. And the sound that came out of my mouth was something I’d never made before—high and desperate and utterly lost in pleasure.

“Oh fuck—oh fuck—yes yes yes—”

My eyes were glowing. I could see violet light casting shadows on the ceiling, pulsing brighter with each wave of pleasure. My tail had wrapped around Sage’s arm and was squeezing tight enough to leave marks. My nipples were so hard they ached, my tits heaving with each gasping breath.

Wetness gushed around Sage’s fingers as I came, soaking her hand, dripping onto the sheets beneath me.

The aftershocks rolled through me for what felt like minutes, each one making my pussy clench again, making me twitch and gasp and moan. Sage gentled her touches, easing me through it, her tongue giving soft, slow licks that extended the pleasure without overwhelming, until finally I collapsed back against the pillows, panting and utterly wrecked.

“That was…” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Different than by yourself?”

“Different than EVERYTHING.”

Sage crawled up to lie beside me, her warm body pressing against my side. Her fingers traced lazy patterns on my stomach while I tried to remember how breathing worked.

“You’re a natural,” she said. “Your body knows what it wants. You just have to let it.”

A system notification blinked in my peripheral vision, and for once, I didn’t mind the interruption.

[Bond Increased: Sage Whisperwind +2 -> Bond 2 (Friend)]
[XP +400]
[Level Up! -> Lv 3]
[Skill Unlocked: Pleasure Touch]
[Femininity: +8% -> 25% (Curious)]

“Level 3,” I breathed. “That fast?”

“Intimacy is how your class levels. First time with a new partner is always bonus XP.” Sage pressed a kiss to my shoulder. “And we’re not done yet.”

“We’re not?”

“You’ve received. Now… do you want to learn to give?”

I looked at her—at those impossible curves, those warm eyes, the way her massive breasts rose and fell with each breath. At everything she was offering.

“Yes,” I said. “Show me everything.”

Sage smiled and guided my hand between her thighs. The wetness I found there made my breath catch—she was soaked, her pussy dripping with arousal, slick heat coating my fingers the moment I touched her.

“Here,” she said, positioning my fingers against her entrance. “Go slow at first. Feel how the body responds.”

I pushed inside her, and the sensation of her inner walls gripping my fingers was extraordinary. Warm. Wet. Welcoming. Her pussy was like silk around my digits, hot and slippery and impossibly soft. She made a small sound of pleasure as I explored, learning the shape of her, curling my fingers to find the spots that made her gasp.

“Good girl,” she breathed, and the praise sent a pulse of warmth straight to my core. “Just like that. You’re inside me. How does it feel?”

“Incredible,” I admitted, pumping my fingers slowly, watching her face. “You’re so wet.”

“That’s what you do to me.” She guided my thumb to her clit—swollen and prominent, peeking out from its hood—and when I touched it, her hips rolled toward my hand. I experimented with pressure and rhythm, rubbing circles around her stiff little bud, watching her face for cues, learning what worked by the sounds she made.

“You can use your mouth,” she offered, eyes dark with desire. “If you want. Taste me.”

I’d never done this before. Not even as Ryan, in the awkward fumbling encounters I’d had. But I wanted to try. I wanted to know what it felt like to give this kind of pleasure, to have my face between a woman’s thighs.

I moved down her body, kissing as I went—her collarbone, the heavy swell of her breasts, pausing to suck each nipple until she moaned, then down her soft stomach. When I reached the junction of her thighs, the scent of her arousal was intoxicating. Something floral and sweet, uniquely her, making my mouth water.

Her pussy was beautiful up close—pink and glistening, her outer lips full and flushed, her inner folds slick with arousal. Her clit stood out, begging for attention.

“You can go slow,” Sage said, her voice breathy. “There’s no pressure—”

I licked her, one long stripe through her folds, and the taste made my eyes close involuntarily. Sweet—actually sweet, like honey, something about elf biology—and warm and slick on my tongue. She gasped above me, her hips jerking, and I felt her hand settle on my head, not pushing, just holding.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “Your mouth feels amazing.”

I explored with my tongue the way she had with me. Long strokes at first, lapping at her pussy, gathering her wetness on my tongue. Then more focused attention on the swollen bud of her clit, swirling and sucking the way she had with me. When I sealed my lips around it and sucked, her thighs began to tremble.

“Yes—god, yes—you’re so good at this—just like that—”

I slid two fingers inside her while my mouth worked, feeling her pussy stretch around them, her walls gripping and fluttering. The sound she made was worth everything—a desperate moan that made my own pussy clench in response. Her hips moved against my face, riding my tongue, seeking more, and I gave it to her—deeper thrusts of my fingers, more pressure on her clit, sucking and licking, everything I was learning working together.

I could feel her getting closer, her pussy clenching tighter around my fingers, her moans growing higher and more urgent.

“Don’t stop—right there—fuck, I’m going to come—”

When she came, it was with a long moan that sounded almost like prayer. Her pussy gripped my fingers in rhythmic pulses, her inner walls spasming, her clit throbbing against my tongue. Her back arched off the bed. Her massive tits bounced with the force of her pleasure. And watching her fall apart because of something I was doing, something I was giving her—it was its own kind of pleasure. I felt powerful. Capable. Wanted.

I kept licking her gently through the aftershocks, feeling each pulse of her orgasm against my tongue, until she finally tugged at my hair to pull me up.

I crawled back up to lie beside her, and she pulled me into a kiss that tasted like both of us.

“You’re a natural,” she repeated against my lips. “Your class chose well.”

We lay tangled together while our breathing slowed. Sage’s arm was around my waist, her massive breasts pressed warm against my side. My tail had curled around her thigh without my permission, claiming her in some instinctive way I didn’t fully understand.

“Sage?”

“Mm?”

“Thank you. For… all of this. For not making it weird.”

She laughed softly. “You’re welcome. And Lilith?”

“Yeah?”

“This is just the beginning. There’s so much more you can learn. So much more you’re capable of.” She pressed a kiss to my forehead, gentle and warm. “Whenever you’re ready.”

The system notification from earlier was still waiting. I pulled it up properly now, examining the new skill.

[Pleasure Touch] Lvl 1
Enhance physical sensation through contact. May be used during intimate acts to amplify pleasure for self or partner. Costs 10 Ardor per use.

I had a skill designed specifically for making sex better. Because I was a succubus, and that was what I did now.

Strangely, the thought didn’t horrify me anymore.

Sage was already drifting toward sleep, her breathing slowing. I watched her for a long moment—this woman who had offered help without judgment, who had shown me pleasure without expectation, who had made me feel safe in a body I’d been terrified of.

My first lover in this new life. My first teacher.

I’d spent four days hiding from what I was. Tonight, I’d taken the first real step toward accepting it.

The fear was still there. The uncertainty. The questions about who I was becoming.

But so was the memory of how it felt to give pleasure, to receive it, to connect with another person in ways I’d never experienced as Ryan.

Maybe this life wouldn’t be so bad after all.

I curled closer to Sage, let my eyes close, and slept better than I had since the transformation.


Chapter 6: Party Formation

I woke to the sensation of someone tracing patterns on my back.

For a disorienting moment, I couldn’t remember where I was. The bed was too soft. The scent was wrong—herbs and flowers instead of stale laundry. And there was a warm body pressed against mine, fingers drawing lazy circles on my shoulder blade.

Then the previous night crashed back into me.

“Good morning,” Sage murmured against my hair.

“Morning.” My voice came out scratchy, still half-asleep. “What time is it?”

“Late enough that Mama Rose has probably made breakfast three times wondering when we’d appear.” She pressed a kiss to my shoulder, her massive breasts shifting against my back as she moved. “But there’s no rush. The world can wait.”

I rolled over to face her, and the reality of being naked in bed with a beautiful woman hit me all over again. Her silver-green hair was mussed from sleep, spread across the pillow like sea foam. Her amber eyes were soft with contentment. And in the morning light streaming through the window, I could see the golden freckles scattered across her chest, her shoulders, the tops of those incredible breasts.

“Last night was—”

“Good?” she offered.

“Overwhelming. In a good way.” I reached out to brush a strand of hair from her face, marveling that I could do that now. That I was allowed. “Thank you. For being patient with me.”

“Thank you for trusting me.” She caught my hand and pressed a kiss to my palm. “How are you feeling? Physically, I mean. First times can leave you sore.”

I did a mental inventory. My muscles ached in ways they never had as Ryan—specifically the muscles between my legs, and the ones in my jaw from activities I was now qualified to perform. But it wasn’t unpleasant. More like the satisfying fatigue after a good workout.

“Good. Really good.” I stretched experimentally, and my breasts did that thing where they shifted with the movement, still novel, still strange. “Is it always like that? That intense?”

“It gets better with practice.” Sage’s smile turned slightly wicked. “And with more partners. Succubi are designed for pleasure—the more you embrace it, the more powerful the experience becomes.”

More partners. The idea sent a complicated mix of emotions through me. Interest, definitely. But also nerves. Last night had been overwhelming in the best way, but I wasn’t sure I was ready to replicate it with strangers.

As if reading my mind, Sage added, “But there’s no rush. Take it at your pace. Build connections with people you trust.” She sat up, the blanket falling away to reveal her full glory. “Speaking of which—I have some friends arriving today. Adventurers looking to form a party for the dungeons in this zone. I thought you might like to meet them.”

“A party? But I’m Level 3. I can barely—”

“Succubi don’t level through combat. That’s what party members are for.” She began gathering her clothes from where they’d been scattered the night before. “You bring support abilities, social skills, and—” another wicked smile “—group morale. A balanced party finds uses for everyone.”

I thought about it while she dressed. Being part of a team. Having people who could compensate for my weaknesses while I contributed… whatever I could contribute. It beat hiding in my room, anyway.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll meet them.”

We bathed separately—the inn’s shared bathroom was occupied, and I wasn’t quite ready to be naked in public yet—and I took extra time with my appearance. Sage had shown me some tricks the night before: how to use the herbal products Mama Rose had provided, how to brush my hair until it gleamed, how to apply a subtle lip stain that made my mouth look slightly more kissable.

When I examined myself in the mirror, I looked… put together. Not the disaster I’d been on day one. My horns gleamed in the light. My violet eyes were bright. And while my outfit was still just the practical clothes from Tessa’s shop, they fit well and showed off my figure without being obscene.

The tail swished contentedly behind me. Even it seemed in a better mood today.

“Very nice,” Sage said from the doorway, watching me preen. “The confidence suits you.”

“I don’t know if it’s confidence or just…” I gestured vaguely.

“Post-orgasm glow?” She laughed at my expression. “It’s a real thing. Especially for succubi. Pleasure improves everything—your skin, your energy, your aura. People will notice.”

“Great. More people noticing me.”

“You’ll learn to enjoy it.” She extended her hand. “Ready?”

The common room was busier than I’d seen it. Mama Rose was working the bar, filling mugs and dispensing breakfast orders with practiced efficiency. Several tables were occupied by travelers, adventurers, and what looked like a merchant caravan passing through.

And near the quest board on the far wall, three people were arguing about something.

One was a woman in practical armor—polished but worn, the kind that had seen real use. Tall and athletic, with sun-gold blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail that highlighted her sharp cheekbones and sharper eyes. Everything about her screamed “I take things seriously,” from her stance to her expression to the way her hand rested on the hilt of her sword.

The second was a man. He slouched against the wall with the practiced ease of someone who knew exactly how good he looked doing it. Dark hair fell artfully across his forehead. Green eyes sparkled with mischief. His clothes were fitted and dark, showing off a lean athletic build, and when he smiled at something the warrior woman said, dimples appeared in his cheeks.

The third was a woman with copper-red hair escaping from a messy bun, oversized sweater hiding most of her frame, and thick black-framed glasses that kept sliding down her nose. She was reading something from a book while the other two argued, apparently immune to whatever conflict was happening.

“There they are,” Sage said. “Kira, Finn, and Mira. I’ve worked with them before—they’re good people.”

“The warrior looks like she wants to murder someone.”

“Kira always looks like that. She’s actually quite sweet once you get past the intimidation.”

We crossed the room together. The warrior—Kira—noticed us first, her assessing gaze sweeping over me with professional efficiency. I saw her register the horns, the tail, the unmistakably demonic features, and then… something else. A flicker of surprise, maybe, before her expression hardened.

“Sage.” Her voice was clipped but not unfriendly. “You’re late.”

“I was occupied.” Sage’s tone suggested exactly how she’d been occupied, and I felt heat rise to my cheeks. “Everyone, this is Lilith. She’s new to the area, and I think she’d be perfect for our party.”

“A succubus?” The man—Finn—straightened from his slouch, interest sharpening his features. His gaze traveled over me in a way that should have felt offensive but somehow landed as appreciative instead. “Now there’s something you don’t see every day. Most people avoid that class like plague.”

“Most people don’t get trapped in their joke character by a VR glitch,” I said, surprising myself.

“Bound?” Kira’s expression shifted—not softening exactly, but becoming less hostile. “You’re one of the affected players?”

“Four days now. Still getting used to… all of this.” I gestured vaguely at my body, my horns, the tail that was currently trying to hide behind my leg.

“Hmm.” Kira studied me for another long moment. “Combat experience?”

“Minimal. My class isn’t exactly designed for frontline work.”

“Can you follow orders? Stay out of the way when things get dangerous?”

“I can try.”

“That’s not—”

“Oh, lighten up, Kira.” Finn pushed off from the wall and sauntered toward me with an easy grace. “She’s not applying for military service. We’re running beginner dungeons for fun and profit.” He stopped a comfortable distance away and extended his hand. “Finn Blackwood. Shadow Dancer, professional charmer, and the only reason this group has any personality.”

I shook his hand. His grip was warm and confident, and when he smiled, those dimples deepened in a way that was objectively attractive. I could tell he was good-looking the same way I could tell a painting was well-made—it was just observation.

Right?

“The nerd in the corner is Mira,” he continued, gesturing toward the redhead who was still reading. “Brilliant mage, terrible social skills. She’ll probably try to study you like a research project.”

As if on cue, Mira looked up from her book. Her eyes, bright blue behind those thick frames, focused on me with an intensity that was slightly unnerving.

“You’re a succubus,” she said. It wasn’t a question.

“Yes?”

“Natural or bound?”

“Bound. I was… someone else before.”

“Fascinating.” She set down her book and approached, adjusting her glasses in what seemed like a nervous habit. “Do you still identify with your previous gender? Has your attraction matrix shifted? Are you experiencing any dysmorphia between your mental self-image and your physical form?”

“Mira.” Sage’s voice was gentle but firm. “Maybe save the interrogation for later?”

“Oh. Right. Sorry.” Mira’s cheeks flushed pink under her freckles. “I have a research interest in transformation phenomena. I get enthusiastic. I’m Mira Sunstone. Elementalist. Please don’t hold my curiosity against me.”

“I won’t.” Something about her earnest awkwardness was endearing. “Ask me whatever you want. Later.”

“I’ll hold you to that.” She retreated to her book, but I caught her stealing glances at me over the pages.

Kira cleared her throat. “Can we discuss the actual expedition? I have schedules to keep.”

“Always with the schedules.” Finn rolled his eyes dramatically, but there was affection under the exasperation. “Fine. Verdant Wilds, beginner dungeon, standard party composition. Sage heals, I scout, Kira tanks, Mira burns things down. What exactly does our new succubus contribute?”

“Support abilities,” Sage answered for me. “Charm effects for crowd control. Allure buffs for the party. And once she levels more, energy sharing and enhancement skills.”

“So she makes us look good and feel good.” Finn’s grin widened. “I like it.”

“You would,” Kira muttered.

The discussion continued—logistics, supplies, route planning—but I found myself only half-listening. I was watching the group dynamics instead. The way Kira’s stern exterior cracked slightly when Finn said something particularly ridiculous. The way Mira occasionally chimed in with bizarrely specific information that everyone ignored but no one dismissed. The way Sage moved between them like oil smoothing rough edges.

They were a team. A strange, mismatched team, but a team nonetheless.

And they were offering to include me.

“Lilith?” Kira’s voice snapped me back to attention. “Do you agree to the terms? Equal share of loot, mandatory debriefs after dungeons, no solo heroics that get people killed?”

“Yes. I agree.”

“Then welcome to the party.” She didn’t smile, but the hardness in her eyes eased slightly. “Don’t make me regret this.”

A system notification materialized in my vision:

[Party Formed: Lilith, Sage, Kira, Finn, Mira]
[Quest Available: Verdant Wilds - Beginner Dungeon]
[Party Synergy Bonus: +5% XP when completing objectives together]

Mama Rose descended on us before we could scatter, insisting that proper party formation required a proper meal. Within minutes, the five of us were seated at a round table, plates of food being placed in front of us by serving staff who seemed to materialize from nowhere.

“Eat,” Mama Rose commanded. “Adventure on an empty stomach is how people die.”

The food was, as always, incredible. Thick-cut bacon, eggs prepared three different ways, fresh bread with butter and jam, and some kind of potato hash that made me want to weep with joy. We ate in the comfortable silence of people who understood that food deserved respect.

Then Finn spoke with his mouth full—because of course he did.

“So. Succubus. How’s that working out for you?”

I finished chewing before answering. “Complicated. There’s a lot I’m still figuring out.”

“Like what?”

“Like how to walk without everything…” I gestured at my chest. “Bouncing.”

Kira snorted—actually snorted—and quickly covered it with a cough. “Sports bra. Essential.”

“Already acquired. Tessa saved my life.”

“That woman is a miracle worker.” Mira looked up from the egg she’d been dissecting with scientific precision. “Did you know she can alter armor to accommodate non-standard body types in under an hour? The structural engineering alone—”

“No one cares about the engineering, Mira,” Finn interrupted.

“I care about the engineering.”

“You care about everything. It’s exhausting.”

“Knowledge is never exhausting. Ignorance is exhausting.”

“Children.” Sage’s voice cut through the squabbling with maternal authority. “Can we perhaps focus on our new party member? Lilith, is there anything you need us to know? Abilities, limitations, preferences?”

I thought about it. What did they need to know? That I was a mess? That I’d been a guy four days ago and still didn’t know how to process what I was now? That the only experience I had with my class abilities involved watching Sage through a tent flap and—no, definitely not sharing that part.

“I level through…” I hesitated. “Through intimacy. My class is designed around pleasure. I know that’s weird, and I’m not expecting anyone to—I mean, I’m not asking—”

“We know how succubi work.” Kira’s voice was blunt but not unkind. “You do what you need to do. It’s not our business unless you make it our business.”

“I’m happy to assist with leveling if needed,” Finn offered with a grin that was definitely flirtatious.

“Down, boy.” Sage flicked a piece of bread at him. “She’s not a conquest.”

“I’m just being friendly!”

“You’re being Finn. There’s a difference.”

The table dissolved into good-natured bickering, and I found myself smiling despite my nerves. This was… nice. Chaotic and weird, but nice. Like having friends, if I remembered what that was like.

After the meal, we spread a map across the table to plan our route. The Verdant Wilds was a forested zone south of the city—beginner-friendly, according to Kira, with a dungeon that had been cleared by thousands of parties before.

“The goal is cohesion,” she explained, tracing the path with one finger. “We need to learn how to work together before we tackle anything serious. This dungeon is a training ground, not a challenge.”

“Translation: it’s boring,” Finn said.

“Translation: no one dies because someone does something stupid.” Kira shot him a look that suggested she had specific stupidities in mind. “We clear the dungeon, assess our performance, and decide if we want to continue as a group.”

“And if we don’t work out?” I asked.

“Then we part ways with no hard feelings. But I don’t think that will happen.” Kira’s gaze swept around the table—Sage calm, Finn lounging, Mira reading again, and me trying not to look as nervous as I felt. “This group has potential.”

We agreed to leave the following morning, giving everyone time to prepare supplies and rest. As the meeting broke up, Sage caught my arm.

“Stay for a moment?”

The others filtered out—Finn with a wave and a wink that made me roll my eyes, Kira with a curt nod, Mira with her nose in her book already. When we were alone, Sage guided me to a quiet corner of the common room.

“How are you really feeling?” she asked. “That was a lot of new people at once.”

“Overwhelmed. But not… bad?” I tried to articulate the complicated mess in my chest. “They didn’t treat me like a freak. Even knowing what I am, what my class does. They just… accepted it.”

“Good people usually do.” Sage reached up to brush a strand of hair from my face, her touch gentle and familiar. “I have to run some errands before tomorrow. But I wanted to ask—do you want me to braid your hair tonight? It’ll be more practical for the dungeon, and it’s…” She smiled. “It’s a nice way to spend an evening.”

“You’d do that?”

“I’d like to.” Her fingers traced along my jaw, and something warm unfurled in my chest. “It’s intimate without being… you know. Intimate. A different kind of closeness.”

I thought about my hair—the disaster it became overnight, the struggle to manage it, the way it got in my face at the worst moments. Having it braided by someone who knew what they were doing sounded genuinely useful.

And the idea of Sage’s hands in my hair, working gently, taking care of me in a way that wasn’t sexual…

“Yes,” I said. “I’d like that.”

That evening, I sat on the floor of Sage’s room while she worked her fingers through my hair. The fire crackled in the small hearth. Candles flickered on the nightstand. And the gentle tugging of the braid-in-progress was somehow the most relaxed I’d felt since waking up in this body.

“You have beautiful hair,” Sage murmured. “The purple highlights are natural? Part of the design?”

“I thought they looked cool in the character creator. Didn’t expect to be living with them.”

“They suit you.” Her fingers divided sections, wove them together, created patterns I couldn’t see but could feel. “Everything about you suits you. Even if you can’t see it yet.”

“Do you really think the party will work out?”

“I think Kira is tough but fair. Finn is charming but loyal. Mira is awkward but brilliant. And you…” She tied off one section and started another. “You’re finding yourself. That’s a valuable person to have in any group.”

“Finding myself.” I watched my tail curl around my own ankle—a comfort behavior I was starting to recognize. “That’s one way to put it.”

“What would you call it?”

“Panicking quietly while everyone around me seems to have their shit together.”

Sage laughed, warm and genuine. “None of us have our shit together. We’re all just pretending convincingly.” She finished the last braid and sat back. “There. Look in the mirror.”

I stood and moved to the vanity, turning my head to see the results. She’d woven my hair into an intricate series of braids that kept everything close to my head while still looking elegant. The purple highlights threaded through like ribbons.

“It’s beautiful.”

“You’re beautiful.” Sage appeared behind me in the mirror, resting her hands on my shoulders. “And tomorrow, you’re going to be a beautiful adventurer with a team at your back. How does that feel?”

I met her eyes in the reflection. My own violet gaze stared back—no longer as foreign as it had been, no longer quite as frightening.

“Terrifying,” I admitted. “But also… exciting. Maybe even good.”

“That’s a start.” She pressed a kiss to the top of my head, careful not to disturb her handiwork. “Get some sleep. You’ll need it.”

I went to my own room that night—we’d agreed to take things slow, to not rush into anything even if last night had been wonderful. But I lay in bed for a long time, staring at the ceiling, thinking about the day.

I had a party now. A healer who’d showed me pleasure could be positive. A warrior who looked at me like a soldier, not a temptation. A rogue who flirted but didn’t push. A mage who saw me as a research subject in the best possible way.

Tomorrow, I’d adventure for the first time.

And maybe, just maybe, I’d start figuring out who Lilith really was.

My tail curled contentedly around my leg as I drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 7: First Quest

The Verdant Wilds smelled like morning dew and adventure.

I’d been skeptical when Kira described the zone as “beginner-friendly,” but she wasn’t wrong. The forest stretched around us in gentle rolling hills covered with trees that seemed designed to look inviting rather than threatening. Sunlight filtered through leaves in artful beams. Birdsong accompanied our march like the world’s most relaxing soundtrack.

Even my tail was in a good mood, swishing contentedly behind me as we walked.

“You’re doing that thing again,” Finn observed from my left.

“What thing?”

“The happy tail thing. It’s like having a mood ring that’s impossible to ignore.”

I glanced back at the heart-shaped spade, which was currently making lazy figure-eights in the air. “I can’t control it.”

“That’s what makes it fun.” His grin was infuriatingly charming, those dimples appearing in his cheeks. “I can always tell exactly how you’re feeling. No poker face for the succubus.”

“Some of us don’t need poker faces,” Kira called from the front of our formation. “Some of us just don’t show emotions like lovesick puppies.”

“Harsh.” Finn clutched his chest in mock offense. “And here I thought we had something special.”

“We have a professional relationship. Focus on scouting.”

Finn winked at me before melting into the shadows between trees, moving with a fluid grace that made him nearly invisible even in broad daylight. I watched him go and found myself tracking the way his back muscles shifted under his fitted shirt as he moved. The lean lines of his shoulders. The easy confidence in his stride.

Since when did I notice backs?

Since when were backs a thing?

I shook off the observation and forced my attention to the path ahead. We’d been walking for about an hour, making steady progress toward the dungeon entrance that Kira had marked on her map. Our formation was simple: Kira in front as tank and leader, Sage and Mira in the middle, me trailing slightly behind where I could theoretically provide support without getting in the way.

Not that I had much support to provide at Level 3.

“The dungeon ahead is called the Mossy Hollow,” Mira explained, adjusting her glasses as she walked. She’d been lecturing for the past twenty minutes, apparently unable to contain her encyclopedic knowledge. “First cleared approximately two years ago, standard respawn cycle, no reported fatalities since the zone was categorized as beginner-tier. The primary challenges are puzzle-based rather than combat-intensive, though there is a minor boss encounter at the conclusion.”

“And in words normal people use?” Finn’s voice drifted from somewhere in the trees.

“It’s easy. We probably won’t die.”

“Probably is doing a lot of work in that sentence.”

“Statistical probability of party death is less than zero point three percent, assuming standard competency and no deliberate sabotage.”

“Mira.” Sage’s voice was patient. “You’re making Lilith nervous.”

I was, in fact, nervous. My hands kept wanting to do something—grip a weapon, cast a spell, contribute in some meaningful way—but my class didn’t work like that. I was support. I was supposed to enhance others, not fight myself. The weight of my own uselessness pressed against my chest like a physical thing.

The Allure Aura hummed at the edges of my awareness, a constant low-level pulse that I’d finally learned to regulate. Zephyr had been right about practice making it easier. I could feel it now, could sense when it wanted to spike, could push it back down before I accidentally charmed passing wildlife.

Not that the wildlife needed charming. A rabbit had already tried to follow me home earlier, apparently convinced I was the most interesting thing in the forest. It had taken ten minutes to shoo it away, and even then it kept looking back at me with longing bunny eyes.

“Contact ahead,” Finn’s voice announced, suddenly serious. “Small group. Looks like… oversized insects? Giant beetles, maybe three of them.”

Kira’s hand went to her sword. “Formation. Sage, stay back with Lilith. Mira, elemental support on my signal.”

The beetles emerged from a hollow log the size of a small car, their carapaces gleaming an iridescent blue-green. They weren’t particularly frightening—about the size of large dogs, with mandibles that clicked but didn’t seem razor-sharp. But they were our first real combat encounter, and my heart was pounding anyway.

Kira moved first, sword drawn in a smooth motion that spoke of years of practice. She positioned herself between the beetles and the rest of us, shield raised, stance perfectly balanced. Her athletic form was all coiled power, abs visible through her fitted armor as she braced for impact.

“Now, Mira.”

A bolt of fire streaked past Kira’s shoulder and slammed into the lead beetle, making it screech and stumble. Finn materialized from nowhere, daggers flashing, striking at the second beetle’s exposed underbelly. The way he moved—fluid and lethal, like dancing with death—was mesmerizing in ways I didn’t want to examine too closely.

I stood there uselessly.

“Lilith.” Sage touched my arm, her massive tits shifting beneath her robes as she leaned close. “Your Allure. Can you distract them?”

Right. I had abilities. I was here for a reason.

I focused on the Allure Aura, not suppressing it like I usually did but pushing it outward, directing it toward the beetles with intention rather than accident. The sensation was strange—like flexing a muscle I’d forgotten I had—but after a moment, I felt it connect.

The third beetle, which had been advancing toward Mira, stopped. Its mandibles clicked once. Then it turned toward me, compound eyes fixing on my location with an intensity that was definitely not appropriate for an insect.

“Um,” I said eloquently.

“Clever.” Kira used the distraction to finish off the first beetle with a powerful thrust. “Keep it focused on you.”

The beetle began moving in my direction with single-minded determination. My tail curled around my leg nervously, and I fought the urge to run.

“Any time now,” I called to the others.

Finn appeared behind the charmed beetle and drove both daggers into the gap between its head and thorax. The creature collapsed mid-step, chitinous legs twitching once before going still.

The last beetle fell moments later to Mira’s concentrated fire.

Silence descended over the clearing. Then Finn straightened up, flicked ichor off his blades, and grinned.

“Not bad for a first fight. Everyone still have all their limbs?”

“Affirmative.” Mira was already examining the beetle corpses with academic interest. “The carapaces should be worth something. Alchemical components, probably.”

Kira sheathed her sword and turned to me with an expression that wasn’t quite approval but wasn’t disapproval either. “The charm worked. Good instincts.”

“I didn’t really—I just pointed my aura at it.”

“That’s what instincts are. You assessed the situation and acted.” She almost smiled. Almost. “Not bad for Level 3.”

We continued deeper into the forest, and I found myself walking with slightly more confidence. I’d helped. Not much, not dramatically, but I’d contributed something beyond being decoration. The Allure had actually been useful.

The dungeon entrance was marked by a natural stone archway covered in luminescent moss that pulsed with soft blue-green light. Vines hung from the curved ceiling like curtains, and beyond them, darkness beckoned with the promise of adventure.

“Standard protocols,” Kira announced. “Finn scouts ahead but stays visible. Sage maintains group healing readiness. Mira provides ranged support. Lilith…” She paused. “Do what you did with the beetle. If something can be distracted, distract it.”

“I can do that.”

The dungeon interior was more beautiful than threatening. Bioluminescent moss covered the walls, casting everything in an ethereal glow. The corridors were wide enough that we didn’t feel cramped, and the air smelled fresh—more like an underground garden than a dangerous cave.

“This is actually kind of pretty,” I admitted.

“Wait until we reach the crystal cavern,” Mira said, practically bouncing with anticipation. “The refraction patterns are supposedly mathematically perfect.”

“She’s been wanting to see them for months,” Finn stage-whispered to me. “It’s the only reason she agreed to a beginner dungeon.”

“I can HEAR you.”

“That was the intention.”

We encountered three more groups of enemies as we progressed: more beetles, some kind of animated vine creature that Mira called a “chlorophyte,” and a pair of stone golems that required actual strategy to defeat. Each time, I found my role becoming clearer. I wasn’t a fighter, but I was a force multiplier—my Allure drew attention, created openings, gave my party members the advantage they needed.

My tail kept getting in the way during combat, though. It had exactly zero spatial awareness, and I accidentally whipped Mira with it during the golem fight.

“SORRY! It has a mind of its own!”

“Noted,” she said, rubbing her arm but not looking genuinely upset. “I’ll factor tail radius into my positioning algorithms.”

“You have positioning algorithms?”

“Everyone should have positioning algorithms.”

By the time we reached the boss chamber, I was actually enjoying myself.

“Minor boss ahead,” Finn reported from the doorway. “Looks like a giant version of those beetles. Nasty mandibles. Armored shell. Probably hits hard.”

“Formation same as before.” Kira rolled her shoulders, and I absolutely did not notice the way her muscles flexed beneath her tank top. “This one will take longer. Lilith, if you can keep its attention split between me and you, that’ll reduce the pressure on my shield.”

“I’ll try.”

The boss beetle was the size of a small car, its iridescent shell reflecting the bioluminescence in patterns that would have been pretty if it wasn’t trying to eat us. When it noticed our approach, it let out a screech that echoed through the chamber and charged.

What followed was chaos—organized chaos, but chaos nonetheless.

Kira took the initial charge on her shield, the impact sending her skidding backward but holding her ground. Finn darted around the creature’s flanks, looking for weak points. Mira launched spell after spell at its joints. Sage kept everyone’s health topped off with pulses of green energy.

And I stood in the corner, projecting Allure as hard as I could.

The beetle’s massive head swung between Kira and me like it couldn’t decide which target was more interesting. Every time it turned toward me, Finn exploited the opening. Every time it turned toward Kira, I pulled its attention back.

We fell into a rhythm. Duck and weave, charm and strike, heal and burn. It was like dancing—a violent, insectile dance, but dancing nonetheless.

“In games I never thought about where female armor actually goes,” I muttered during a brief pause while the beetle recovered from a stagger. “There’s supposed to be boobs IN there.”

“What?” Sage asked.

“Nothing. Just having a moment about unrealistic fantasy equipment.”

The battle resumed with renewed intensity. My tail went rigid with concentration, pointing at the boss like an accusatory finger. My eyes glowed slightly—I could see the violet light reflecting off the cavern walls—and my whole body hummed with the effort of projecting charm at something that actively wanted to eat me.

When the boss finally collapsed, its legs twitching in its death throes, we were all breathing hard.

“Nice work, team.” Finn wiped sweat from his forehead, leaving a smear of beetle ichor behind. “Anyone else feel like celebrating?”

[Dungeon Clear: Mossy Hollow]
[Quest Complete: First Steps]
[XP +200]
[Bond +1 — All Party Members]
[Loot: Minor — Distributed Equally]

We made camp that night in a small clearing about an hour’s walk from the dungeon. Finn built a fire with efficiency that suggested long practice. Mira identified edible plants in the surrounding area. Kira set up a perimeter of magical wards that would alert us to approaching threats.

And I sat on a log, trying to figure out what to do with my hands.

“First dungeon down.” Sage settled beside me, her massive tits shifting beneath her robes as she sat. The firelight caught the golden freckles scattered across her collarbone, and I found my eyes tracing them before I caught myself. “How do you feel?”

“Useful. That’s… not what I expected.”

“The class that levels through pleasure turns out to have combat applications.” She smiled. “Who knew?”

“I just distracted some bugs. It’s not exactly heroic.”

“Heroism isn’t about flashy kills. It’s about helping your team succeed.” She leaned against my shoulder, warm and solid. “You did that today.”

Finn appeared with a pot of something that smelled surprisingly good. “Trail stew. My own recipe. Don’t ask what’s in it.”

“Is that a warning or a challenge?” I accepted the bowl he handed me.

“Both.”

The stew was excellent—savory and warming after a long day of adventure. Rich gravy, tender meat of indeterminate origin, vegetables that actually had flavor instead of the watery disappointment I remembered from my Ryan days. We ate together around the fire, swapping stories and observations from the dungeon.

“The chlorophytes were fascinating,” Mira announced, barely pausing from eating to speak. “Their animation mechanism suggests a form of magical parasitism on plant life. I have theories about potential cultivation methods.”

“Of course you do,” Finn said.

“Knowledge has no boundaries.”

“Your ability to turn everything into research has no boundaries.”

Kira offered tactical critiques that were harsh but fair. “The golem fight could have gone faster if we’d targeted the weak points simultaneously rather than sequentially. And Lilith, your charm broke twice during the boss—we need to work on your focus under pressure.”

“I’ll practice.”

“See that you do.”

Finn told increasingly implausible stories about previous dungeons that may or may not have been exaggerated for effect. “So there I was, surrounded by twelve—no, fifteen—shadow wraiths, with nothing but a broken dagger and my natural charm…”

“Your natural charm is worth approximately three copper pieces,” Kira said.

“Harsh but fair.”

It felt like being part of something. Like belonging.

My tail curled around Sage’s ankle without my permission, and when she noticed, she just smiled and leaned closer.

“Sleepy?” she asked.

“A little.” The warmth of the fire, the weight of the day, and the closeness of friendly bodies was making my eyelids heavy. “But it’s nice here. I don’t want to go to bed yet.”

“The stars are beautiful tonight,” Mira observed, pushing her glasses up. “That constellation there—the one that looks like a flower—is called the Moonpetal. Legend says it was created when a goddess cried tears of joy over the birth of her first child.”

“I didn’t know you were into astronomy.”

“I’m into everything. Knowledge has no boundaries.” She pointed at another grouping of stars. “That one’s the Wanderer. It represents lost souls finding their way home.”

I looked up at the constellation and thought about how strange my journey had been. From Ryan’s empty apartment to this forest clearing. From lonely IT guy to succubus adventurer. From isolation to… this. A party. A purpose. People who cared if I lived or died.

“Hey.” Finn’s voice was softer than his usual banter. “You okay?”

“Yeah.” I blinked away the unexpected moisture in my eyes. “Just… thinking about how different everything is.”

“Different good or different bad?”

I considered the question seriously. The fire crackled. Sage’s warmth pressed against my side. My tail swished lazily in the cool evening air.

“Different good,” I decided. “Mostly.”

The camp settled into comfortable routines as the fire burned lower. Kira took first watch, positioning herself at the edge of the clearing with her back to us and her eyes on the darkness. Mira retreated to her tent with a book and a mage-light. Finn stretched out by the fire, apparently immune to concerns about wild animals or uncomfortable ground.

And I sat on a log, watching the embers, not quite ready to sleep.

Sage caught my eye and tilted her head toward her tent. “Coming?”

I hesitated. Part of me wanted to—wanted the closeness and warmth she offered. But another part wanted to process the day alone, to figure out what I was feeling before adding more complications.

“I think I’ll stay out here a bit longer. Clear my head.”

“Okay.” She pressed a kiss to my forehead, gentle and sweet. “I’m here if you need me.”

I watched her disappear into her tent, then turned back to the fire. The flames had died down to embers now, casting just enough light to see by but not enough to blind me to the stars.

An hour passed. Maybe two. The camp was quiet except for Finn’s soft snoring and the occasional rustle of wildlife in the surrounding forest.

I should have been asleep. Instead, I was wide awake, mind churning through everything that had happened. The combat. The teamwork. The strange satisfaction of being useful in ways I hadn’t expected.

And, if I was being honest, the way I’d kept noticing Finn’s back during the fight. The fluid grace of his movements. The confident set of his shoulders. The way his arms flexed when he drove his daggers home.

That was new. That was… confusing.

Eventually, nature called with enough insistence that I couldn’t ignore it. I slipped away from the dying fire, moving carefully to avoid waking anyone, and found a suitable spot behind some bushes.

On my way back, I saw the light.

Sage’s tent had a small mage-light inside, casting shadows against the fabric walls. And those shadows were… moving.

I should have looked away. Should have kept walking. Should have respected her privacy like any decent person would.

But I didn’t.

I found myself drifting closer, drawn by curiosity and something darker. Something that made heat pool low in my belly before my brain caught up with what I was seeing.

Through a gap where the tent flaps didn’t quite meet, I could see her.

Sage lay on her bedroll, robes open, those massive tits on full display. The candlelight caught the golden freckles scattered across their swell, the rose-pink nipples standing stiff in the cool air. One hand was gripping her left breast, fingers sinking into the soft flesh, thumb circling her hardened peak. The other hand was between her thighs, hidden from my angle but moving in unmistakable rhythm.

Her eyes were closed. Her lips parted. Soft sounds escaped her throat—not quite moans, more like sighs of concentrated pleasure.

I watched her heavy breasts rise and fall with each labored breath. Watched the way they bounced slightly with the movement of her working arm. Watched her hips roll against her own fingers, seeking more pressure, more friction, more everything.

My own body was responding without permission. My nipples had hardened against my shirt, pressing visibly through the thin fabric. Wetness was gathering between my thighs, slick and insistent. My tail had gone rigid behind me, pointing straight at the tent like an arrow indicating my shameful fixation.

I knew I should leave. This was wrong—an invasion of privacy, a violation of trust. She’d been nothing but kind to me, and here I was watching her in her most vulnerable moment like some kind of pervert.

But I couldn’t move.

Sage’s rhythm quickened. Her back arched off the bedroll, pushing those incredible tits toward the ceiling. They bounced more vigorously now, responding to the increasing urgency of her movements. Her free hand left her breast and joined the other between her thighs, and the sounds she made changed—deeper, more desperate.

“Yes,” she breathed, and the word sent a pulse of heat through my core. “Just like—ah—”

I had no idea what she was fantasizing about. Maybe me. Maybe someone else. Maybe nothing at all, just sensation without context. It didn’t matter. The visual was enough—her body writhing, her tits heaving, her face contorted with building pleasure.

Her thighs clamped together. Her whole body tensed, muscles standing out beneath her skin. And then she came—silently except for a choked gasp, her massive breasts heaving, her fingers working frantically to extend the pleasure.

I watched her ride it out, watched the aftershocks roll through her, watched her slowly come back to herself with a satisfied sigh.

I was soaking wet. My clit was throbbing. Every instinct screamed at me to touch myself, to follow her example, to chase the release that was suddenly so desperately needed.

Instead, I backed away on shaking legs.

I returned to my spot by the dead fire, heart pounding, face flushed, body aching with unfulfilled arousal. My tail had curled around my own thigh now, seeking comfort or stimulation or both.

What was wrong with me?

I’d just watched my lover—my friend—my mentor—without her knowledge or consent. That was a violation. That was creepy. That was everything I’d spent my whole life as Ryan avoiding being.

But god help me, it had also been the hottest thing I’d ever witnessed.

[Ardor +20 (Arousal: Voyeurism)]
[Discovery Logged: Observation Pleasure]

The system notification made me want to throw something. Even the game was tracking my perversion now. Congratulations, Lilith, you’ve unlocked a new fetish. Have some mana for being a creep.

I lay back on the cold ground, staring at the stars, trying to will my body to calm down. The wetness between my thighs was uncomfortably persistent. My nipples ached where they pressed against my shirt. Every small movement reminded me of how turned on I was.

Sleep was going to be impossible like this.

But touching myself felt wrong somehow—not because of shame, but because it would be using what I’d seen without permission. Like the memory was stolen and masturbating to it would make the theft worse.

I spent the rest of the night in frustrated half-sleep, drifting in and out of aroused consciousness, dreaming of massive breasts and moaning elves and the weight of my own watching eyes.

When dawn came, I was exhausted but too keyed-up to rest properly.

Sage emerged from her tent looking refreshed and beautiful, completely unaware of what I’d witnessed. Her robes were properly tied now, but I could see the ghost of those curves beneath them, and my body responded with a pulse of remembered heat.

“Good morning,” she said, smiling at me with the warmth that had become familiar. “You look tired. Didn’t sleep well?”

“Just… processing the day.” I couldn’t meet her eyes. “Dungeon nerves.”

“That’s normal for the first time.” She touched my arm, and the contact sent electricity through me that had nothing to do with comfort. “You’ll adjust.”

I nodded, not trusting my voice, and focused on packing up camp.

But the image of her wouldn’t leave my mind. Those heavy breasts bouncing. Those soft moans escaping. The way she’d touched herself with such confident pleasure.

And the growing realization that I’d discovered something new about myself.

Watching was hot.

Being a voyeur was hot.

This body—this class—this new existence—was revealing desires I’d never known I had.

I wasn’t sure if that was exciting or terrifying.

Maybe both.

Definitely both.


Chapter 8: Level Up

The morning started with cinnamon rolls.

I’d stopped by Sweet Morning on the way to meet the others, and Old Bertram had already had my usual ready—a cinnamon roll still warm from the oven, the glaze dripping down the sides in sticky perfection.

“Same time tomorrow?” he’d asked, sliding the pastry across the counter with a grandfatherly smile.

“Probably.” I’d found myself smiling back. “I’m becoming predictable.”

“Predictable is good. Means you’ve found your place.” He’d waved me off with flour-dusted hands. “Now go enjoy your day, dear.”

I was becoming predictable. I had a usual order at a bakery. It felt nice.

The Silvermist Hot Springs lived up to their name.

Steam rose from natural rock pools in lazy spirals, catching the afternoon light and turning the whole area into something from a fantasy painting. The water was a crystalline blue-green, fed by underground sources that Mira had spent twenty minutes explaining before Finn threatened to push her in.

“This,” Finn declared, already stripping off his shirt, “is exactly what we needed.”

“We’re here to recover from the dungeon,” Kira corrected, though she was eyeing the pools with something close to longing. “Not to turn it into a vacation.”

“Recovery involves relaxation. Relaxation involves hot water. I fail to see the problem.”

I stood at the edge of the largest pool, trying to figure out the logistics of this situation. Everyone was casually undressing around me—Kira unfastening her armor with practiced efficiency, Mira pulling off her oversized sweater to reveal a surprisingly athletic frame beneath, Sage’s robes falling away to expose curves I now knew intimately.

And Finn, shirtless, his V-lines disappearing into low-slung pants, showing off a lean muscular torso that I absolutely wasn’t looking at.

I very carefully did not look below his waterline.

Failed.

Looked away too fast, face flushing.

The thing about Finn was that he was objectively attractive. Even Ryan would have recognized that, in an abstract way. But Ryan wouldn’t have felt his stomach flip at the sight of those abs, wouldn’t have traced the line of dark hair that disappeared into the waistband, wouldn’t have wondered what…

No. Nope. Not going there.

I looked away quickly, but not quickly enough. Sage caught my eye from across the pool, her gaze flicking briefly to Finn and then back to me. A knowing smile curved her lips, but she said nothing—just settled deeper into the water, the surface lapping at the tops of her breasts, somehow making them look even more impressive than when fully exposed. Steam curled around her silver-green hair like a crown.

She’d noticed. Of course she’d noticed. Sage noticed everything.

“Coming in?” she asked.

“Just… getting adjusted.” I was wearing the swimming outfit Tessa had provided—essentially a two-piece that covered more than my starter outfit but still felt dangerously revealing. My tail twitched nervously behind me.

“The water’s perfect.” Mira had claimed a smaller pool nearby, her copper hair piled in a messy bun, glasses fogged from the steam. “Mineral composition suggests enhanced relaxation properties. Possible mild magical effects on muscle tension.”

“In normal words: it feels amazing.” Finn was floating on his back, eyes closed, completely at ease with his nudity. The water came up to his hips, leaving his chest and stomach on display. I caught myself staring at his abs again and forced my eyes elsewhere.

Finding nowhere safe, I settled on the clouds.

“Lilith.” Kira’s voice was flat. “Either get in the water or stop standing there looking like a confused rabbit.”

“Right. Yes. Water.”

I lowered myself into the main pool next to Sage, and the heat hit me like a warm embrace.

“Oh,” I breathed. “Oh, that’s…”

“Right?” She drifted closer. “The springs have been here for centuries. Some say they were blessed by a goddess of pleasure. Others say it’s just good geology.”

“Does it matter which?”

“Not really.”

The water was the perfect temperature—hot enough to soak into my muscles and ease tension I hadn’t realized I was carrying, but not so hot that I felt cooked. I let myself float, breasts rising above the waterline in a way I was slowly getting used to, tail trailing behind me like a lazy eel.

For a long moment, nobody spoke. We just existed—five people recovering from adventure, enjoying simple physical comfort. The steam wrapped around us. Water lapped at stone. Somewhere nearby, a bird called.

Then Finn did an impression of the grumpy NPC merchant we’d met on the road, and the peace dissolved into laughter.

“That’s not how he talked!”

“That’s EXACTLY how he talked. ‘Finest silks, my lady, finest silks for the finest—’” He cut himself off, grinning. “He couldn’t form sentences around you. It was hilarious.”

“He was just being polite.”

“He was being entranced. There’s a difference.” Finn paddled toward our pool, water streaming off his shoulders. “Though I can’t blame him. Your aura is…”

He trailed off, and I caught something in his expression that wasn’t just teasing. Something more serious underneath the charm.

“It’s just a class feature.”

“Is it? Because I’ve been around succubi before—not many, they’re rare—and none of them felt like you.”

“Felt like me how?”

Finn opened his mouth to answer, but Kira’s voice cut across the springs: “Can we not discuss aura dynamics while naked? Some of us are trying to relax.”

“You don’t relax,” Finn called back. “You aggressively decompress.”

“Same thing.”

The conversation shifted to lighter topics—dungeon strategy, upcoming quests, whether Mira’s theoretical maximum fireball was actually achievable. I let the chatter wash over me, half-listening, mostly enjoying the sensation of being warm and weightless.

“Lilith?” A familiar voice called from across the springs. “I thought that was you.”

I looked up to find Vera Ashwood waving from one of the smaller pools, her elf ranger body relaxed in the steaming water. She’d been one of the first Bound players I’d met at the inn, six months ahead of me on this strange journey.

“Vera!” I waved back. “I didn’t know you came here.”

“Best springs in the zone for sore muscles. Mind if I join you for a bit?”

She waded over to our pool, settling in nearby with a contented sigh. The others greeted her warmly, and Sage made room so she could sit between us.

“How’s the adjustment going?” Vera asked, her tone casual but her eyes knowing. We’d had this conversation before, but it felt different now. More like comparing notes between equals than a veteran advising a newbie.

“Better,” I admitted. “The body stuff is becoming automatic. I don’t think about walking or sitting or…” I gestured vaguely at my chest. “All of that. It just is now.”

“That’s the first hurdle.” Vera nodded. “The physical adaptation. Takes about a month for most of us.”

“What’s the second hurdle?”

“The identity stuff.” She gazed up at the steam rising toward the sky. “Figuring out who you are now versus who you were. Whether those are the same person or different people or…” She shrugged. “That one takes longer. But it sounds like you’re making progress.”

“I’m trying.” I thought about the last few days, about Sage and the voyeur moment and everything that had followed. “It helps to have people who accept you.”

“It really does.” Vera glanced around at my party, something approving in her expression. “You found a good group. Hold onto them.”

She stayed for a few more minutes, trading stories about the quirks of Bound life, before excusing herself to continue her journey. As she left, she called back: “The hot springs help with more than just sore muscles, by the way. Something about the minerals. Good for… recovery of all kinds.”

There was a knowing glint in her eye that made me wonder exactly what she meant.

And trying very hard not to think about what I’d seen last night.

The image kept intruding. Sage’s massive tits bouncing. Her fingers working between her thighs. The soft sounds of pleasure I’d had no right to hear.

Watching her now, peaceful in the water, utterly unaware that I’d witnessed her most private moments—the guilt was almost as strong as the arousal.

Almost.

“Lilith?” Sage’s voice was gentle. “You look tense.”

“Just thinking.”

“About?”

I couldn’t tell her. Couldn’t admit to the violation I’d committed. But I also couldn’t carry the secret much longer without it poisoning everything between us.

“About last night,” I heard myself say.

Sage tilted her head, curious. “What about it?”

“I… saw something. Something I shouldn’t have.”

The confession hung in the air. Sage’s expression shifted—surprise, then understanding, then something I couldn’t quite read.

“When you got up in the night?”

“Yeah.”

“And you saw me… in my tent?”

I nodded miserably, unable to meet her eyes.

Sage was quiet for a long moment. Then she laughed—a warm, genuine sound that made me look up in confusion.

“Lilith. You think I didn’t know?”

“What?”

“My tent flaps were open because I was hot. The mage-light was on because I like to see what I’m doing. And I am very attuned to presence and attention—especially from a succubus I’ve been intimate with.” She reached out and touched my chin, lifting my face until I had to meet her amber gaze. “I knew you were there. I didn’t stop because… well. I didn’t want to.”

My brain struggled to process this. “You knew? And you just… kept going?”

“Did you like what you saw?”

The question was direct, unflinching. Sage’s eyes held mine with steady warmth.

“Yes,” I admitted. “I liked it. A lot.”

“Then I’m glad.” She drifted closer, close enough that I could feel the heat of her body through the water. “Watching can be its own pleasure. Being watched, too. It’s not something to be ashamed of.”

“I felt like a creep.”

“You were curious. There’s a difference.” Her hand found mine under the water, our fingers intertwining beneath the surface. “Would you like to do more than watch this time?”

My heart hammered against my ribs. The others were still in their pools—Finn floating with eyes closed, Mira making notes on waterproof paper, Kira doing some kind of underwater meditation. None of them were paying attention to us.

“Here?”

“There’s a private pool. Just through those rocks.” Sage tilted her head toward a narrow passage between boulders. “The others won’t see. Won’t hear, if we’re quiet.”

I should have hesitated. Should have considered the implications, the timing, the fact that our party members were twenty feet away.

Instead, I followed her.

The private pool was smaller, more intimate, surrounded by rocks that blocked all sight lines to the main springs. Steam rose thicker here, creating a cocoon of warmth and privacy. The water glowed faintly blue from some mineral content, and exotic flowers grew from cracks in the surrounding stone, their petals pale and luminous.

Sage settled against the pool’s edge, water lapping at her waist, her massive breasts fully exposed above the surface. The golden freckles scattered across them caught the filtered light, and droplets of water beaded on her skin like tiny jewels.

“Come here.”

I moved through the water until I was standing between her spread thighs, close enough to touch but not quite touching. The heat between us had nothing to do with the springs.

“I’ve been thinking about you,” Sage murmured. “About teaching you more. About what you’re capable of.”

“What I’m capable of?”

“Last time, I gave. This time…” She reached up and cupped my face, thumb tracing my cheekbone with impossible gentleness. “I want you to give. I want you to learn what it’s like to be the one providing pleasure.”

My mouth went dry. I’d thought about this—fantasized about it during the long frustrated night—but the reality was more intimidating than the imagination.

“I don’t know what I’m doing.”

“That’s why it’s called learning.” She pulled me closer, close enough that my breasts pressed against hers, hard nipples meeting through the thin fabric of my top. The sensation sent sparks through my chest. “Just do what feels right. I’ll guide you.”

She kissed me first—soft and warm, tasting like mineral water and something sweeter underneath. Her tongue traced my lower lip, asking permission, and I opened for her with a small moan that surprised me.

The kiss deepened. Her hands found my hips, pulling me flush against her, and I felt the heat of her core against my thigh, separated only by water and thin fabric. My own arousal was building rapidly, wetness that had nothing to do with the pool gathering between my legs.

When we broke apart, we were both breathing hard.

“Good start,” Sage said, her voice slightly husky. “Now. Take off my top.”

I reached for the ties of her swimming top with trembling fingers. The knots came loose easily—she must have left them that way on purpose—and the fabric fell away to reveal the full glory of her breasts.

God, they were perfect.

Heavy and full D-cups, with rose-pink nipples already hardened to stiff peaks that begged to be sucked. They floated slightly in the water but still maintained that gravity-defying perfection that made me wonder about elven biology. Water droplets clung to her skin, tracing wet paths between golden freckles, sliding down the swells of soft flesh. I could have stared at them forever.

“Touch me.”

I cupped them, one in each hand, and the weight of them made my breath catch. So soft. So warm. So heavy in my palms, the flesh spilling between my fingers. I squeezed gently, watching her face for reactions, and was rewarded with a soft sigh of pleasure that made my pussy clench in response.

“That’s it. Just like that. Feel how heavy they are.”

Emboldened, I explored more. Tracing the curves with my palms, hefting them, letting them bounce back into place. I circled her nipples with my thumbs, watching them stiffen further under my attention, the areolas puckering. When I pinched lightly, rolling the stiff buds between my fingers, her back arched, pressing more of her tits into my hands.

“Your mouth,” she breathed. “Use your mouth on me.”

I lowered my head and took one nipple between my lips. The taste of mineral water mixed with something uniquely Sage—floral and sweet, like honey on my tongue. I sucked, feeling the stiff peak against my tongue, and she moaned. The sound went straight to my core, making wetness flood between my thighs.

“Good girl. So good. Suck harder.”

I obeyed, sucking harder, pulling her nipple between my lips, swirling my tongue around the swollen bud. Her tit filled my mouth, soft and warm, and the obscene wet sounds I was making only turned me on more.

The praise washed over me like warm water, making me want to earn more of it. I switched to her other breast, giving it the same attention, licking and sucking until the nipple was shiny with my saliva. Her hands tangled in my hair, not pushing, just holding, fingers careful around my horns. Her massive tits bounced slightly with each heaving breath.

“Lower,” she instructed, her voice getting strained. “I want your mouth lower.”

I looked up at her, heart pounding. “Are you sure? Here?”

“Here. Now.” Her amber eyes were dark with desire, pupils dilated. “I want to teach you this. Will you let me?”

I nodded.

Sage guided me as she moved to sit on the edge of the pool, water streaming down her legs and dripping from her pussy. She spread her thighs wide, revealing the neat triangle of silver-green hair between them and the glistening pink flesh beneath—her outer lips puffy and flushed, her inner folds slick with arousal that had nothing to do with the water. The sight made my mouth water in ways that should have felt strange but didn’t.

I knelt in the shallow water, face level with her pussy, so close I could see every detail. Her clit was swollen, peeking out from its hood, begging for attention. The scent of her arousal reached me—that honey-sweet fragrance I remembered from our first night together, mixed now with minerals from the springs. Intoxicating.

“Start slow,” she said, voice trembling slightly. “Long strokes at first. Learn what I respond to.”

I leaned in and gave a tentative lick from her dripping entrance to her throbbing clit, dragging my tongue through her wet folds. The taste was incredible—sweet and slightly tangy, clean and warm and addictive. Sage’s thighs trembled on either side of my head, and she let out a moan that encouraged me to continue.

“Yes. Just like that. Taste me.”

I explored with my tongue, mapping every fold of her sex, lapping up her arousal, finding the places that made her gasp. Her outer lips were soft and swollen, puffy with need. Her inner lips parted easily for my tongue, revealing the slick pink flesh within. I pushed my tongue inside her entrance, fucking her with it, tasting her from the source.

“Mm—god—your tongue feels so good—”

Her clit was a stiff little bud at the top of her slit, incredibly sensitive—when I circled it with my tongue, her hips bucked off the pool edge.

“More. Focus there. Suck on it.”

I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked while my tongue lashed across the swollen bud. Sage’s moans grew louder, less controlled, echoing off the rocks. Her fingers tightened in my hair, and I felt her thighs close around my head, locking me in place against her pussy.

“Fingers—inside me—fill me up—”

I slid one finger into her soaking wet pussy, and the sensation of her inner walls gripping me was extraordinary. Warm. Wet. Silky and tight. The muscles clenched around my finger with each movement, pulling me deeper, welcoming me inside. I added a second finger, feeling her stretch around me, hearing her gasp of pleasure at the increased fullness.

“Yes—fuck—that’s it—”

I curled my fingers the way she’d done to me, searching for that spot, and when I found it—a slightly textured patch that made her whole body jerk—she cried out.

“There! Right there—don’t stop—fuck my pussy just like that—”

I didn’t stop. My mouth worked her clit, sucking and licking, while my fingers stroked her g-spot with relentless rhythm. I could hear the wet squelch of my fingers pumping in and out of her, could feel her getting wetter with every thrust. I looked up past the planes of her stomach and saw those magnificent tits bouncing with each thrust of her hips against my face, her nipples hard and flushed.

The view from below was everything I’d fantasized about and more.

Sage’s moans were getting desperate now, high and breathy. Her thighs clamped around my head. I could feel her getting close—the way her pussy clenched tighter and tighter around my fingers, the way her clit throbbed against my tongue, the way her whole body had gone taut with building tension.

“I’m going to—oh god—Lilith—I’m coming—”

She came with a cry that echoed off the rocks.

Her body seized, back arching dramatically, those incredible tits heaving and bouncing. Her pussy gripped my fingers in rhythmic pulses that seemed to go on forever, clenching and releasing, milking my digits. Her thighs clamped so tight around my head I could barely breathe, and I didn’t care because she was coming, gushing around my fingers, soaking my hand, and it was all because of me, because of what I was doing to her.

I kept licking her through it, gentling my touch as she rode out the aftershocks, feeling each pulse of her orgasm against my tongue.

I didn’t stop until she pushed me away, gasping, trembling, her pussy still twitching, too sensitive for more.

“That was—” She couldn’t finish the sentence. Her chest rose and fell with labored breath. A flush had spread from her cheeks down to her cleavage, turning her golden freckles darker against the pink. “God, you’re a fast learner.”

I licked my lips, tasting her, feeling absurdly proud of myself. “Good instincts, remember?”

“Very good instincts.” She pulled me up until I was straddling her lap, our breasts pressing together, nipples brushing. “Your turn.”

“My turn?”

She kissed me, and I could taste myself on her lips from some earlier transfer. The intimacy of it—sharing flavors, sharing pleasure, sharing ourselves—made something warm bloom in my chest.

Her hands found the ties of my swimming bottoms and tugged them loose.

“Sit here.” She patted the pool’s edge where she’d been sitting. “My turn to show you something.”

We switched positions—me on the edge, her in the water between my thighs. The cool air hit my exposed pussy and made me shiver, my wet folds tingling at the contrast with the hot springs making every nerve ending hypersensitive.

Then her mouth was on me and I forgot about everything except sensation.

She didn’t tease. She went directly for what she knew I liked, her tongue circling my swollen clit while two fingers slid inside my soaking pussy. The pleasure was immediate and overwhelming, shooting through me like lightning.

“Oh fuck—”

“Mm-hmm.” She hummed against my clit, and the vibration made my hips buck involuntarily, grinding my pussy against her face. Her free hand came up to cup my breast, squeezing the soft flesh, thumb rolling my stiff nipple in time with her tongue.

“You taste so good,” she murmured against my wet flesh. “So fucking sweet.”

The dual stimulation was almost too much. My body couldn’t decide which sensation to focus on—the tongue lashing my clit, the fingers pumping into my pussy, the hand kneading my tit—so it tried to feel all of them at once and my brain short-circuited. I could hear the wet sounds of her fingers fucking me, could feel my arousal dripping down onto the rocks.

I was already on edge from watching her come, from the thrill of giving pleasure for the first time, from the whole impossible situation. It didn’t take long for the orgasm to build, coiling tight in my core.

“Sage—I’m going to—fuck—”

She doubled her efforts. Faster strokes with her tongue, lashing my clit relentlessly. Deeper thrusts with her fingers, curling against my g-spot. Her hand pinching my nipple hard, sending sparks straight to my core.

I came undone.

The orgasm rolled through me in waves, my whole body convulsing with pleasure. My pussy clamped down on her fingers, spasming in rhythmic pulses, clenching so tight I could feel every ridge of her knuckles. My thighs shook uncontrollably. My tits bounced with each heaving breath.

“Oh god—oh fuck—yes yes yes—”

My eyes flashed bright enough to cast violet shadows on the rocks. My tail went rigid, vibrating with intensity, the heart-shaped spade pointing straight up at the sky. Wetness gushed around her fingers as I came, soaking her hand, dripping into the pool below. I might have screamed—I couldn’t tell, couldn’t hear anything over the blood rushing in my ears and the pleasure drowning out everything else.

Sage kept licking me through it, gentling her touch, extending the orgasm until I thought I might die from pleasure.

When I finally came back to myself, still twitching with aftershocks, Sage was grinning up at me from between my thighs, her lips and chin glistening with my arousal, looking incredibly pleased with herself.

“Congratulations,” she said. “You just leveled up.”
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I stared at the notification while Sage helped me back into the water. Level 5. From Level 3. In one encounter.

“First time giving oral counts as a discovery bonus,” Sage explained, floating beside me with an expression of deep satisfaction. “Plus the hot springs have enhanced XP rates for intimate acts. Something about the blessing or the geology—Mira would know the specifics.”

“I’m not asking Mira about sex XP.”

“Probably wise.” She laughed, the sound bouncing off the rocks. “Though she’d probably enjoy calculating the optimal strategy.”

“That’s exactly why I’m not asking.”

We floated together in comfortable silence, our bodies drifting close in the warm water. My tail had wrapped around her thigh without my permission, but she didn’t seem to mind. The heart-shaped spade rested against her hip, twitching contentedly.

“Sage?”

“Mm?”

“Thank you. For… all of this. For being patient. For teaching me.”

“Thank you for being willing to learn.” She pressed a kiss to my shoulder, her lips warm from the springs. “This is just the beginning, you know. There’s so much more you’re capable of.”

“I’m starting to believe that.”

We stayed in the private pool until our fingers pruned and the afternoon light began to fade.

Before we rejoined the others, Sage produced a small vial from the bag she’d left at the pool’s edge.

“Here.” She uncorked it, and the scent of something herbal and slightly sweet drifted out. “The mineral water will dry your hair out if you don’t treat it. Let me.”

I sat on the pool’s edge while she worked the oil through my damp strands, her fingers gentle and practiced. The sensation was soothing after the intensity of what we’d just done—intimate in a different way, caring rather than passionate.

“You’re getting better at taking care of yourself,” she observed, working out a tangle I hadn’t noticed. “The braids you did this morning were much improved.”

“I had good teachers.”

“You’re a good student.” She kissed my shoulder, then stepped back. “There. That should protect it until you can wash properly tonight.”

When we finally rejoined the others, Finn was attempting to teach Mira how to float on her back while Kira pretended not to be amused.

“Took you long enough,” Finn called. “Private tour of the geological features?”

“Something like that.” Sage’s voice was serene.

He grinned knowingly but didn’t push. “We should probably head back. Make camp somewhere before dark.”

The walk back was peaceful. My muscles ached pleasantly from the combination of combat, hot springs, and other physical activities. My tail swished contentedly behind me, occasionally brushing against Sage’s leg. I felt loose in a way I hadn’t since the transformation—comfortable in my skin for the first time.

“You look different,” Finn observed, falling into step beside me.

“Different how?”

“Relaxed. Happy, maybe.” He shrugged. “It’s a good look on you.”

“I feel different. Better.” I glanced at him—at the way the fading sunlight caught his dark hair, the easy confidence in his stride. “Thank you.”

“For what?”

“Being part of this. The team. Making it feel like I belong.”

Something softened in his expression. “You do belong. Whether you believe it yet or not.”

He didn’t say anything else, just walked beside me in companionable silence. But his hand brushed mine once, briefly, and the contact sent a flutter through my stomach that had nothing to do with Sage or the springs.

We found a good camping spot as the sun set—a small clearing with a stream nearby and natural windbreaks on three sides. Finn built another fire while Mira set up her tent with magical efficiency. Kira established a perimeter without being asked.

And I sat on a log, watching my party members move around me, feeling something I hadn’t felt in a very long time.

Belonging.

“You okay?” Sage sat beside me, close enough that our shoulders touched.

“Better than okay.” I looked at her—at the firelight dancing across her features, the satisfied curl of her lips, the warmth in her amber eyes. “I think I’m starting to figure out who I am.”

“Who’s that?”

“Someone who gives pleasure instead of just receiving it. Someone who can contribute to a team. Someone who…” I hesitated. “Someone who might actually be happy, eventually.”

Sage took my hand and squeezed. “That sounds like a person worth becoming.”

Later that night, Vera appeared at the edge of our camp—the ranger who’d welcomed me on my first day at the inn. She was passing through, she said, on her way to another Bound community further north.

“Comparing notes,” Vera said, settling by our fire. “Six months ahead of you, remember? If you have questions…”

I had about a thousand. But the one that came out was: “Does it get easier? The adjustment?”

“Yes and no.” She accepted the tea Sage offered with a nod of thanks. “The body stuff becomes automatic. The identity stuff…” She waggled her hand. “That’s more complicated. Some days I feel completely fine. Some days I catch myself in a mirror and wonder who’s looking back.”

“I had that this morning.”

“You’ll have it tomorrow too. And next week. Eventually, the weird moments get further apart.” She sipped her tea. “But honestly? The boobs never really stop being weird.”

I laughed, and the sound felt natural coming from my throat now. “That’s surprisingly comforting.”

“Glad I could help.” She stood, dusting off her leathers. “Take care of yourself, Lilith. And take care of your party. Good people are hard to find.”

She disappeared into the darkness with the easy grace of someone who’d learned to be comfortable in her new skin.

I looked around the fire—at Sage’s gentle smile, Finn’s easy humor, Mira’s intent focus, Kira’s watchful protectiveness. At the people who’d accepted me without question, who’d made space for me in their team, who treated my class as a feature rather than a problem.

Good people. Hard to find.

I’d gotten lucky.

My tail curled around my own leg as I settled back against my bedroll, watching the stars emerge one by one. The day had been long—combat and hot springs and lessons in giving pleasure. I should have been exhausted.

Instead, I felt energized. Like I was finally starting to figure out what this new life could be.

Level 5. Skills improving. Bonds forming.

Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all.


Chapter 9: The Tank

The training grounds behind the Party House were exactly what I would have designed if someone had asked me to create “place where warriors beat each other with sticks” in a fantasy video game.

Packed earth floor marked with circles for sparring. Racks of practice weapons along one wall—wooden swords, padded staves, things I couldn’t identify but that looked painful. Training dummies with targets painted on their vital areas. Even a small obstacle course at the far end, complete with climbing walls and balance beams and what appeared to be a pit full of foam cubes.

The morning sun was just cresting the trees when Kira arrived, already dressed for training in form-fitting athletic wear that showed off her muscular build. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a severe ponytail, and her expression suggested she’d already mentally catalogued every way I was going to embarrass myself.

“You’re early,” she observed.

“Couldn’t sleep.”

“Nervous?”

“Terrified.”

Something that might have been approval flickered across her face. “Honesty is useful. We can work with terror.” She gestured toward the equipment racks. “First, gear selection. What feels natural in your hand?”

I approached the weapons with the confidence of a cat being introduced to a bathtub. The swords were too heavy. The staffs were too unwieldy. There was something that looked like a whip that I absolutely wasn’t touching.

“Nothing feels natural,” I admitted. “I have the upper body strength of a malnourished pigeon.”

“Your STR stat is six. That’s below average for a house cat.” Kira picked up a simple wooden sword—light, short, designed for someone who wasn’t trying to win through brute force. “This is what you’ll use. The goal isn’t to hit hard. The goal is to not get hit.”

“That sounds achievable. Maybe.”

“We’ll see.”

Before we started, Kira circled me with the evaluating gaze of a sculptor assessing raw marble. “You’re wearing the wrong bra.”

“I—what?”

“For training. That—” she gestured at my chest, “—is going to bounce. A lot. It’ll hurt, distract you, and throw off your balance.” She crossed her arms. “We need to fix that before we do anything else.”

“But I just bought bras from Tessa—”

“Those are for daily wear. Combat training requires something different.” Kira was already heading toward the gate. “Come on. We’re making a stop first.”

The walk to Thread & Steel was mercifully short. Tessa looked up from her sewing when we entered, and I swear I saw the ghost of a smile cross her face when she spotted me trailing behind Kira.

“Let me guess,” Tessa said, setting down her needle. “Sports bra. High impact.”

“How did you—”

“You’re with the paladin, and you’ve got that look.” She was already moving toward a specific section of her shop. “The ‘I didn’t realize running would hurt this much’ look. I see it weekly.”

Kira waited by the door, arms crossed, while Tessa measured me with brisk efficiency and produced something that looked more like armor than underwear. Heavy, structured, with more straps than seemed strictly necessary.

“Try it on. Fitting room’s back there.”

I emerged a few minutes later, feeling like my chest had been strapped into a professional wrestling hold. Tessa circled me once, nodded with professional satisfaction.

“Jump.”

I jumped. Nothing bounced.

“Oh my god.” I jumped again. Same result. “This changes everything.”

“Proper equipment is half the battle,” Kira said from the doorway, almost smiling. Almost.

“That’ll be three silver,” Tessa said, already back at her sewing. “And I’d recommend the matching shorts if you’re doing grappling work. Same principle applies to other… areas.”

I paid, grabbed the shorts, and followed Kira back to the training grounds.

“She knew exactly what I needed,” I said as we walked. “Before I even said anything.”

“Tessa always knows.” Kira’s tone suggested this wasn’t up for discussion. “Now. Stance work.”

Back at the training grounds, I changed into the full ensemble behind the equipment shed. The compression shorts were just as structured as the bra, and when I emerged, I felt armored in a way I hadn’t expected.

The first thirty minutes were dedicated to stance work—how to stand, how to balance, how to distribute my weight. Kira was a relentless instructor, correcting every small error with commentary that was technically helpful and emotionally devastating.

“Your feet are too close together. You’ll fall over if a strong breeze hits you.”

“Your center of gravity has shifted. Accommodate for the new weight distribution.”

“Stop hunching. Your breasts won’t disappear if you stand up straight.”

That last one made me flush, but she wasn’t wrong. I’d developed a habit of curling forward slightly, some subconscious attempt to minimize my new curves. It threw off my entire posture.

“Shoulders back. Chest out.” Kira demonstrated, and I tried not to notice how her own athletic chest filled out her sports top. “Your body is a weapon now. You need to inhabit it fully.”

“Easy for you to say. You’re built like a weapon.”

“I’m built like someone who trained for years. You can be too, if you commit.” She handed me the practice sword. “Now. Basic strikes.”

The next hour was a masterclass in humiliation.

I swung too wide. I overbalanced on thrusts. I somehow managed to hit myself in the shin during what should have been a simple overhead block. My tail kept getting tangled in my feet, and at one point it wrapped around the sword and yanked it out of my grip.

“Your tail has self-preservation instincts that you don’t,” Kira observed after that particular disaster. “Interesting.”

“It’s not MY tail. I mean—it is, but—”

“Focus.”

We drilled until my arms burned and my lungs ached. Sweat soaked through my shirt, plastered hair to my face, made my grip on the practice sword slippery. Every muscle I had was screaming for mercy. My tail had given up on being helpful and was just dragging on the ground behind me like a sad, defeated snake.

But I was also, somehow, having fun.

“Again,” Kira ordered after a particularly clumsy attempt at a parry.

“I can’t feel my arms.”

“Your arms are fine. Your form is the problem. Elbow in. Wrist straight. You’re flailing like you’re trying to swat flies.”

I tried again. The swing was marginally less terrible.

“Better. Again.”

We went through the basic strike pattern another dozen times. Overhead, diagonal, thrust, recover. Overhead, diagonal, thrust, recover. The repetition was numbing in a way that was almost meditative—my body learning the movements while my mind wandered to other things.

Like the way Kira’s muscles flexed when she demonstrated. The controlled power in her movements. The fact that she could probably kill me seventeen different ways with her bare hands but was instead patiently teaching me how to hold a practice sword without looking like a complete idiot.

“You’re distracted,” she observed.

“I’m focused.”

“You’re thinking about something other than training. I can tell.”

Damn. Could she actually read my mind, or was I just that obvious?

“Just tired,” I lied.

“Hmm.” She didn’t push, but her expression suggested she knew exactly what kind of tired I was.

There was something satisfying about learning a physical skill, about feeling my body respond to training even when it was doing so poorly. Each tiny improvement—a slightly better stance, a marginally more controlled swing—felt like victory.

“Break,” Kira announced finally, signaling an end to the torture. “Fifteen minutes.”

I collapsed onto a bench at the edge of the training ground, too exhausted to maintain any pretense of dignity. My breasts rose and fell with labored breathing. My tail had given up on coordinated movement and was just lying flat behind me, presumably dead.

Kira sat beside me, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off her skin. Up close, I could see the small scars scattered across her arms—old wounds, healed but not hidden. Marks of a life spent in combat.

“You’re not terrible,” she said.

“That’s the nicest thing you’ve ever said to me.”

“Don’t get used to it.” But there was something almost like warmth in her voice.

We sat in comfortable silence, passing a water canteen back and forth. The morning light painted everything in warm gold and long shadows. I could hear birds settling in nearby trees, and somewhere in the distance, someone was practicing scales on what sounded like a very out-of-tune lute.

“Can I ask you something?” I ventured.

“You’re going to regardless.”

“Why did you agree to train me? I’m not exactly warrior material.”

Kira was quiet for a long moment. She stared at the training dummies across the yard like they held secrets she didn’t want to share.

“Because you reminded me of someone,” she finally said.

“Someone you trained before?”

“Someone I failed to train.” Her jaw tightened. “Someone who died because they didn’t know how to protect themselves when it mattered.”

The words hung in the air. I didn’t know what to say—sorry seemed inadequate, questions seemed intrusive. So I just waited.

“Her name was Elena.” Kira’s voice was flat, controlled, like she was giving a mission report rather than sharing grief. “We were in the same party for two years. She was a healer—brilliant at her job, terrible at anything involving physical defense.”

“What happened?”

“We pushed too far. A dungeon beyond our skill level. She got separated from the group during the boss fight, and—” Kira stopped, took a breath. “She couldn’t run. Couldn’t hide. Couldn’t do anything except die while the rest of us tried to reach her.”

“Kira, I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry. Be prepared.” She turned to look at me, and her brown eyes were hard but not unkind. “That’s why I train people now. That’s why I agreed to train you. Because every person who learns to survive is one less person I have to watch die.”

I thought about that—about carrying that kind of guilt, that kind of responsibility. About channeling grief into something productive because the alternative was drowning in it.

“Thank you,” I said. “For telling me.”

“Don’t thank me. Just don’t die.” She stood, rolling her shoulders. “Break’s over. Back to work.”

The second half of training focused on defensive movement—dodging, rolling, getting out of the way when something wanted to hit you. This, at least, I was better at. My DEX stat was decent, and my body seemed designed for flexibility over strength.

“You’re quick,” Kira observed after I successfully dodged a practice swing for the third time in a row. “Your reflexes are good.”

“My STR is trash, but I can run away effectively.”

“Running away is a valid survival strategy. Never let anyone tell you otherwise.”

She came at me again, and I sidestepped, ducked under her follow-up, and somehow ended up behind her. My tail had wrapped around her ankle without my permission, but she didn’t trip—just pivoted smoothly and pointed her practice sword at my throat.

“Interesting.” She held the position for a moment, then stepped back. “Your tail is trying to help. It has better instincts than you do.”

“It has a mind of its own.”

“Then learn to work with it. Your body is a system. Every part should support every other part.”

We drilled the dodge-and-redirect pattern for another hour. By the end, I was moving with something approaching fluidity—not graceful, exactly, but not the disaster I’d been at the start. My tail had figured out how to act as a counterbalance during quick movements, and I was starting to understand how to use my lower center of gravity to my advantage.

When Kira called an end to the session, I was dripping with sweat and completely wrung out. But I was also grinning.

“Not terrible,” she said again, and this time it sounded almost like a compliment. “Same time tomorrow?”

“If I can walk tomorrow.”

“You will. It’ll hurt, but you will.”

She reached out and did something completely unexpected—she ruffled my sweat-damp hair, the gesture surprisingly gentle from someone who’d spent the morning trying to beat me with a stick.

Then she paused, looking at the mess my hair had become during training. Sweaty strands plastered to my face, the braid I’d attempted that morning completely destroyed.

“Your hair,” she said. “It’s going to be a problem in combat if you don’t secure it properly.”

“I thought I did secure it.”

“Not well enough.” She stepped closer, and I felt her hands gathering my hair with surprising gentleness. “Here. Like this. A workout ponytail needs to be high and tight, or it’ll fall apart the moment you start moving.”

Her fingers worked quickly, pulling my hair up and back, wrapping it in a way that felt secure but not painful. The contrast between her combat-roughened hands and the delicate precision of the movement made something flutter in my chest.

“There.” She secured the last loop. “It’ll stay now, even if someone’s trying to take your head off.”

“Thanks.” I reached up to touch the ponytail, feeling how it sat differently than my usual attempts. “I didn’t know you knew how to do this.”

“Every warrior with long hair learns eventually. Or they shave it off.” A hint of a smile crossed her face. “You’re not shaving yours.”

“Definitely not.”

“Then learn to secure it. Practice tonight. You’ll need it tomorrow.”

“You did well today, Lilith. Really.”

Coming from Kira, that meant more than I could express.

A system notification chimed softly in my vision:

[Training Session Complete]
[DEX +1 -> 14]
[Bond Increased: Kira Ashford -> Bond 2 (Acquaintance)]
[Note: Physical training with party members builds both stats and relationships]

I watched her walk back toward the Party House, noting the confident set of her shoulders, the powerful stride, the way she moved like someone who could handle anything the world threw at her. She was beautiful in a way that was completely different from Sage—athletic rather than soft, dangerous rather than nurturing.

And I’d noticed that. Had noticed the way her abs showed through her sports top, the curve of her biceps, the strength in her hands when she corrected my grip.

That was… interesting.

I sat on the bench for a while longer, letting my muscles recover and my thoughts settle. The morning had been illuminating in more ways than one. I’d learned some basic combat skills. I’d learned about Kira’s past, her motivations, the loss that drove her.

And I’d learned that my attraction to women hadn’t diminished just because I was starting to notice men. Kira was proof of that—proof that whatever was happening with Finn was an addition, not a replacement.

Small comfort, maybe. But comfort nonetheless.

Back at the Party House, Sage was in the kitchen, humming while she prepared something that smelled incredible. The domestic scene was cozy—warm lighting, steam rising from pots, herbs hanging from the ceiling in fragrant bundles.

“How was training?”

“Brutal.” I collapsed into a chair. “Also enlightening.”

“Kira opened up?”

“A little. About her old party. About Elena.”

Sage nodded, unsurprised. “She doesn’t talk about it often. The fact that she told you means something.”

“Means what?”

“Means she’s starting to trust you.” She came over and gently began massaging my shoulders, her hands finding the knots with practiced ease. “Kira’s walls are high, but they’re not impenetrable. You just have to give her time.”

I groaned in relief as she worked out a particularly stubborn knot. “That feels amazing.”

“I used to do this for my party members after training. Recovery is part of the process.” Her thumbs pressed into a spot that made stars explode behind my eyes. “Muscles remember what they learn better when they’re not holding tension.”

We stayed like that for a while—her hands on my shoulders, easing the pain of the day. It was intimate without being sexual, caring without expectation. The kind of touch I’d rarely experienced as Ryan.

My sister used to rub my shoulders when I was stressed about exams. Mom did it sometimes, when I was a kid and had a bad day. But somewhere along the way, I’d stopped letting anyone touch me like that. Had decided that needing comfort was weakness, that asking for help was failure.

Now here was Sage, offering care like it was the most natural thing in the world. And I was letting her.

Progress, maybe.

“Sage?”

“Mm?”

“I’ve been thinking about Finn.”

Her hands paused for just a moment before continuing. “What about him?”

“I don’t know. That’s the problem.” I struggled to articulate the confusion swirling in my head. “I keep noticing him. The way he moves. His back, of all things. His arms, his smile, his…” I gestured vaguely. “Everything about him.”

“Is that a problem?”

“It feels like a problem. I never liked guys before. As Ryan, I mean. I was attracted to women. Only women.”

Sage moved around to sit across from me, her amber eyes steady and kind. “And now?”

“Now I’m attracted to women AND I keep noticing Finn’s shoulders and it’s confusing as hell.” I ran a hand through my hair, catching on a tangle I’d need to deal with later. “During training today, I was noticing Kira. The way she moved, her muscles, her confidence. That felt normal—familiar, at least. But then I’d think about Finn and feel… something. Something different but related.”

“Bodies change,” Sage said simply. “Desires change with them. That doesn’t make your past feelings invalid, and it doesn’t make your current feelings wrong.”

“But is it me? Or is it this body? Or the character design?” I gestured at myself—at the curves I was still getting used to, the tail that was currently wrapped around my own ankle in what might have been a comfort behavior. “I don’t know where the old Ryan ends and the new Lilith begins.”

Sage took my hands in hers, her grip warm and reassuring. “Does it matter? You feel what you feel. The why is just stories we tell ourselves.”

“Easy for you to say. You’ve always been you.”

“Have I?” She smiled gently. “I’ve changed too, over the years. Grown. Discovered new things about myself. That’s what living is—constantly becoming someone slightly different.”

“But you didn’t wake up one day in a completely different body with a completely different gender and a completely different set of attractions.”

“No. But I also didn’t get a second chance.” She squeezed my hands. “Ryan lived one life. Lilith gets to live another. You can grieve the old while embracing the new. They’re not mutually exclusive.”

I didn’t have an answer to that. Didn’t know if there was an answer.

But her words settled into me like seeds finding soil.

“There’s something else,” Sage said after a moment of comfortable silence. “Something I’ve been meaning to tell you.”

“Good something or bad something?”

“Just something.” She stood and moved to the window, looking out at the evening sky. Her profile was beautiful in the fading light—the curve of her cheek, the slope of her nose, the swell of her breasts beneath her robes. “The connection between us is growing. The bond. I can feel you now, even when we’re not in the same room.”

“Feel me how?”

“Your emotions. Your state of being.” She turned to look at me. “Right now, you’re confused and sore and hungry but trying not to show it. You’re also—” she paused, a knowing smile curving her lips, “—slightly aroused, which is interesting given that we’re just talking.”

I felt heat flood my cheeks. “I was thinking about Finn. And Kira. And—it’s confusing, okay?”

“It’s not a judgment. Just an observation.” She crossed back to me and pressed a kiss to my forehead. “Take a bath. Eat something. Rest. We can talk more tomorrow.”

“Sage?”

“Yes?”

“Thank you. For… for all of this. For listening. For not thinking I’m crazy.”

“You’re not crazy. You’re adapting. There’s a difference.” She smiled. “Now go. The hot water is calling your name.”

She was right—a bath did sound amazing. My muscles were screaming, my body was covered in sweat and training-ground dust, and the thought of sinking into hot water was almost erotic in its appeal.

The Party House had a communal bathing room—a luxury I still wasn’t used to. Hot water available at all hours, scented soaps in dozens of varieties, fluffy towels that seemed to regenerate themselves. As I lowered myself into the steaming pool, I felt the tension of the day begin to dissolve.

My tail floated behind me, the heart-shaped spade bobbing on the surface like a strange bath toy. My horns caught the steam and seemed to glow faintly in the warm light. My body—this strange, beautiful, impossible body—relaxed into the water like it had been waiting for this all day.

I thought about Kira’s words. About Elena. About the weight of responsibility and the way guilt could drive you to help others.

I thought about Finn. About his easy smile and confident stride. About the way my stomach fluttered when he looked at me.

I thought about Sage. About the bond growing between us. About what it meant to be known—truly known—by another person.

And I thought about myself. About who I was becoming. About the strange, winding path from Ryan’s empty apartment to this bathing pool in a fantasy world.

The water was warm. The steam was soothing. And for a moment, everything felt almost peaceful.

Later that night, I lay in my bed, body aching pleasantly from training, mind churning with everything Sage had said. The ceiling stared back at me, unhelpfully blank.

I’d noticed Finn’s back today. Had noticed it during the dungeon too. Was noticing things about him that I’d never noticed about any man before.

That was real. That was happening.

And Kira—I’d noticed her differently too. The athletic beauty of her. The controlled power in her movements. The rare softness beneath the warrior’s edge.

That was real too.

My tail curled around my pillow, seeking comfort in something soft and neutral. My body was tired but my mind wouldn’t settle.

Who was I becoming?

Not Ryan anymore. Not fully Lilith yet. Something in between. Something evolving.

The thought should have been terrifying. Instead, it felt… hopeful.

I closed my eyes and let exhaustion pull me under.

Tomorrow there would be more training. More questions. More becoming.

But for now, sleep was enough.


Chapter 10: Skill Discovery

The Moonpetal Gardens were exactly as beautiful as their name suggested.

Glowing flowers in shades of violet and silver lined pathways of crushed white stone. Elegant pavilions dotted the landscape, their structures draped with flowing curtains that shifted in the breeze. Fountains burbled musically, their waters catching the light in ways that seemed almost intentional.

And everywhere—absolutely everywhere—people were practicing seduction.

I watched a shy-looking half-orc attempt “smoldering glances” at a practice dummy while his instructor offered gentle corrections. Near the largest fountain, a dwarf woman was learning to sway her hips seductively, which was more hilarious than sexy given her body proportions. A group of what appeared to be new succubi were taking notes while an older instructor demonstrated something called “Casual Touch Escalation.”

“This is a real thing,” I said. “This is actually a place that exists.”

“The Moonpetal Gardens have been training charm-class players for over a century,” Sage replied, guiding me past a pavilion where someone was crying over a skill description that had just been explained to them. “It’s considered the premier institution for seduction techniques in this hemisphere.”

“Seduction techniques. As a formal education.”

“Every class has its training grounds. Warriors go to combat academies. Mages study at arcane universities. And succubi…” She gestured at the beautiful, slightly ridiculous scene around us. “Come here.”

We found an unoccupied pavilion near the edge of the gardens, private enough for conversation but not so isolated that we’d be interrupted by couples seeking more seclusion. Sage had packed a lunch, and she began setting it out on the cushions—bread, cheese, fruit, a bottle of something that smelled like wine but was probably that magical relaxation tea she liked.

“I thought we were here to train,” I said, eyeing the food.

“Nourishment is part of training. Can’t practice energy manipulation on an empty stomach.” She handed me a grape. “Besides, I wanted to talk first.”

I settled onto the cushions across from her, my tail curling around my own leg in its comfort position. The gardens really were beautiful—designed for romance in every detail, from the strategic placement of mood lighting to the soft music that seemed to drift from nowhere specific.

“Talk about what?”

“Your skills.” Sage took a delicate bite of cheese. “You’ve unlocked Pleasure Touch, but you haven’t really explored it yet. And Energy Kiss—that’s coming soon, probably with your next level. But there’s groundwork we should lay first.”

“Groundwork like…?”

“Understanding how your abilities work. Not just mechanically, but…” She searched for the word. “Philosophically?”

“Now I’m really confused.”

Sage laughed, the sound warm and genuine. “Let me try again. Succubus abilities aren’t just about causing pleasure. They’re about sharing energy. About connection. When you use Pleasure Touch, you’re not just enhancing sensation—you’re creating a feedback loop between yourself and your partner.”

“A feedback loop?”

“You feel what they feel. They feel what you feel. The more in sync you are, the more powerful the effect.” She leaned forward, amber eyes intent. “And Energy Kiss takes that further. It lets you actually share Ardor—the core resource of your class—with anyone you’re intimate with.”

I tried to wrap my head around this. “So it’s not just about making things feel better. It’s about… merging experiences?”

“Exactly.” She smiled, pleased that I was following. “The best succubi don’t just seduce. They create shared experiences that are more intense than anything either party could achieve alone.”

“That sounds…”

“Overwhelming? Intimate? Slightly terrifying?”

“All of the above.”

Sage reached across the space between us and took my hand. Her touch was warm, and I felt the familiar pulse of connection that had developed between us over the past days.

“It IS overwhelming at first. That’s why we practice.” She stood, tugging me gently to my feet. “Come on. Let me show you.”

She led me to a more secluded area of the gardens—a smaller pavilion surrounded by flowering hedges that blocked sight lines from the main paths. Inside, the space was intimate and comfortable, with thick cushions on the floor and gauzy curtains filtering the sunlight into something soft and flattering.

“This is a practice space,” Sage explained, beginning to untie the front of her robes. “Designed for exactly what we’re about to do.”

My heart rate increased. “And what are we about to do?”

“I’m going to teach you Energy Kiss.” Her robes parted, revealing the expanse of golden-freckled skin beneath. “But first, we need to establish baseline connection.”

She was naked before I’d processed the transition—those magnificent tits swaying as she moved, the curve of her hips, the neat triangle of silver-green hair between her thighs. The familiarity of her body was comforting now, intimate rather than intimidating.

I undressed more slowly, still self-conscious despite everything we’d done together. My tail twitched nervously, and Sage noticed.

“You’re beautiful,” she said. “Every part of you. You don’t need to hide.”

“I know. It’s just…” I pulled my shirt over my head, breasts bouncing free. “I’m still getting used to being looked at.”

“Then let me help you get used to it.”

She closed the distance between us and kissed me—slow and thorough, her hands coming to rest on my hips. The kiss was familiar now but no less affecting. When her tongue traced my lower lip, I opened willingly.

We sank to the cushions together, bodies pressing close. I could feel her nipples hardening against mine, the heat of her skin, the way her thigh slipped between my legs with practiced ease.

“Focus on the connection,” she murmured against my mouth. “Not just what I’m doing to you, but what you’re feeling, what I’m feeling. Try to sense where I am.”

I tried. It was harder than she made it sound—my body kept wanting to focus on sensation rather than awareness. But slowly, gradually, I began to sense something beneath the physical. A warmth that pulsed between us. A current that flowed in both directions.

“Good,” Sage breathed. “You’re feeling it. That’s the feedback loop beginning to form.”

Her hand slid between my thighs, and I gasped at the contact. But I also felt something else—an echo of sensation that seemed to come from outside myself. As if I could sense her arousal building alongside my own.

“That’s… that’s strange.”

“That’s the beginning of synchronization.” Her fingers found my clit, circling gently. “Now, I want to try something. Do you trust me?”

“Yes.”

“Good. I’m going to position us for 69—simultaneous oral. It’s the best position for learning Energy Kiss because you’re both giving and receiving at the same time.”

My breath caught. We’d done oral before—first her to me, then me to her. But simultaneous? That sounded like a coordination challenge I wasn’t sure I was ready for.

“Just relax,” Sage said, sensing my hesitation. “Let your body guide you. We’ll find a rhythm together.”

She lay back on the cushions and guided me to straddle her face, my thighs bracketing her head. From this angle, I was looking down the length of her body—stomach rising and falling, those incredible tits pressing together as she adjusted, nipples stiff and flushed, the spread of her thighs revealing the wet pink flesh I’d learned to worship. Her pussy was already glistening, her folds puffy and swollen, her clit peeking out from its hood.

“Come down to me,” she instructed. “Start slow.”

I lowered myself until my mouth was level with her pussy, close enough to smell her arousal—that sweet honey scent that made my mouth water. At the same time, I felt her breath hot against my own dripping sex. The anticipation alone made me shiver, made my clit throb with need.

Then her tongue touched me, one long lick from my entrance to my clit, and I nearly forgot what I was supposed to be doing.

“Focus.” Her voice vibrated against my sensitive flesh, the sensation making my hips buck. “Give while you receive. That’s the key.”

Right. Giving. I could do this.

I lowered my mouth to her soaked pussy and began to work, lapping at her folds, tasting her sweetness, trying to maintain concentration despite the distracting pleasure of what she was doing to me. It was harder than it sounded—every stroke of her tongue across my clit made me want to stop and just experience, to surrender to sensation, to grind my pussy against her face.

But I pushed through. My tongue found her swollen clit, circled it the way she’d taught me, then sealed my lips around it and sucked. My hands gripped her thick thighs for stability, spreading her wider. I matched my rhythm to hers, responding to her pace, letting her guide us—when she licked, I licked; when she sucked, I sucked.

The weight of her massive tits pressed against my stomach from below, soft and warm and real. I could feel them shift with each movement she made, each arch of her back as pleasure built. The soft flesh jiggled against my abs. When she moaned against my pussy, the vibration shot straight through my clit, adding another layer of sensation that made my eyes flutter closed.

“Mm—your pussy tastes so good—” she murmured against my wet flesh.

I responded by pushing two fingers inside her while my mouth worked her clit, feeling her walls grip me immediately, hot and slick and welcoming. The wet sounds of our mutual worship filled the pavilion.

“Now,” she gasped around my clit. “Try to feel the energy. Let it flow.”

I didn’t know what she meant, but I tried anyway. Opened myself to the sensation flowing between us. Focused on the feedback loop she’d described—my pleasure, her pleasure, the space where they overlapped.

And suddenly, I felt it.

A pulse of energy that wasn’t quite physical. A warmth that seemed to move from where our bodies connected to somewhere deeper—from her core to mine, and back again. Growing with each pass. Building.

“That’s it.” Sage’s voice was getting ragged. “Now—kiss me. Not my pussy. My energy.”

I had no idea what she meant. But I focused on that flowing warmth and somehow… kissed it. Drew it into myself. Felt it flood through me in a rush of pleasure and power.

[Skill Activated: Energy Kiss]
[Pleasure Feedback Loop: ACTIVE]
[Ardor Exchange: INITIATED]

The effect was immediate and overwhelming.

Every sensation doubled. Tripled. I could feel my own pleasure AND hers, layered together, amplifying each other in an endless loop. Her orgasm building mixed with my own. Her tongue lashing my clit was my tongue lashing hers. Her fingers pumping inside me—when had she added fingers?—was my fingers pumping inside her. The boundaries between our bodies blurred until I couldn’t tell where I ended and she began.

“Oh god—”

“Don’t fight it. Let it build—”

I couldn’t have fought it if I tried. The pleasure was too intense, too all-consuming. My tongue worked her clit while her tongue worked mine, both of us moaning into each other’s pussies, the vibrations making it even more intense. Every sensation was reflected back doubled. I felt her approaching climax and it triggered my own, and my approaching climax triggered hers more, and we were spiraling together toward something massive.

My hips ground against her face. Her hips ground against mine. The wet, obscene sounds of our mutual pleasure filled the pavilion. I could feel her pussy clenching around my fingers, could feel my own pussy clenching around hers, could feel everything she felt as my own.

“I’m going to—we’re going to—”

We climaxed at exactly the same moment.

The orgasm crashed through me—through us—like nothing I’d ever experienced. My whole body convulsed, back arching, eyes flashing bright enough to illuminate the entire pavilion. My pussy spasmed around her fingers in rhythmic pulses that seemed to go on forever. I heard Sage crying out beneath me but also felt her cry as my own, felt her pussy clenching around my fingers in the exact same rhythm.

“Oh fuck—oh fuck—YES—”

The energy between us EXPLODED.

I saw stars. Actually saw them—bright points of light dancing behind my eyes, cosmic and impossible. The pleasure went on and on, wave after wave, each orgasmic contraction triggering another in the other until I lost track of whose pleasure was whose. Her wetness gushed around my fingers. My wetness gushed around hers. We were one being experiencing transcendent pleasure.

My tail went rigid, vibrating with intensity, the heart-shaped tip trembling. My nipples ached, my tits heaving against her stomach. My wings—I’d barely been aware I had wings—suddenly manifested in a rush of sensation, spreading wide and casting shadows across the pavilion. They were dark purple, almost black, with veins of violet light pulsing through them in time with my pounding heart.

When it finally ended—ages later, or maybe seconds—I collapsed onto the cushions beside Sage, trembling, gasping, utterly wrecked. My pussy was still twitching with aftershocks. I could still feel echoes of her pleasure fading in my mind.

“That…” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Yeah.” Sage’s voice was equally destroyed. “That.”

The system notifications were going insane.

[Energy Kiss: Feedback Loop Success]
[XP +500]
[Level Up! -> Lv 6]
[Level Up! -> Lv 7]
[Skill Upgrade: Energy Kiss Lv 1 -> Lv 2]
[Skill Upgrade: Pleasure Touch Lv 1 -> Lv 2]
[Femininity: 45%]
[Discovery: Synchronous Climax]
[Discovery: Energy Exchange]
[Discovery: Wing Manifestation]

“Two levels?” I stared at the notifications in disbelief. “From one orgasm?”

“From one SYNCHRONIZED orgasm with full energy exchange.” Sage was still catching her breath, her massive tits rising and falling with each exhale. “That’s… actually, that’s unusual. Even for experienced succubi. The first time with a new partner rarely goes that well.”

“So we’re good at this?”

“We’re very good at this.” She turned her head to look at me, amber eyes soft with something more than satisfaction. “You’re a natural, Lilith. Your class chose well.”

We lay there for a long time, too wrung out to move. My wings had settled against my back now, still present but no longer actively spreading. I could feel them—a new awareness, like having extra limbs I’d forgotten about.

“The wings,” I said. “They just… appeared.”

“They do that during intense pleasure. For succubi.” Sage reached over and ran a finger along the edge of one wing, and the sensation made me shiver—sensitive, almost ticklish, but also pleasurable. “They’re part of you. You’ll learn to control them eventually.”

“I’m going to knock so many things over.”

“Probably.” She smiled. “But you’ll look beautiful doing it.”

“Can I put them away? They’re kind of… conspicuous.”

“Focus on pulling them in. Like retracting a muscle you didn’t know you had.”

I tried. It took several attempts, but eventually I felt the wings fold and then somehow… absorb back into my shoulder blades. The sensation was bizarre but not unpleasant.

“Good.” Sage sat up, looking impressed. “That usually takes new succubi days to figure out.”

“I’m a fast learner, remember?”

Eventually, we got dressed—slowly, reluctantly, with many pauses for kisses and touches. The pavilion still smelled like sex and satisfaction, and I felt a twinge of guilt about leaving it in that state.

“Don’t worry,” Sage said, apparently reading my expression. “The gardens have staff who handle… cleanup. It’s expected.”

“This place is wild.”

“This place is honest about what it is.” She took my hand as we walked back toward the main paths. “Most of the world pretends pleasure isn’t important. The Moonpetal Gardens acknowledges that it’s essential.”

We found a quiet gazebo near one of the fountains and sat to eat the lunch Sage had packed. My body still hummed with residual pleasure, and every time I looked at Sage, I felt that connection we’d established—a warmth that pulsed between us even without physical contact.

“Sage?”

“Mm?”

“Thank you. For teaching me all of this. For being patient.”

“Thank you for learning.” She popped a grape into her mouth. “And for being worth teaching.”

A familiar figure appeared at the edge of the gazebo—Finn, looking slightly sheepish, holding a small bundle of supplies.

“Sorry to interrupt,” he said. “I was sent to deliver these. Something about travel rations for the next dungeon run?”

“You could have left them at the house,” Sage said mildly.

“Could have. Didn’t.” He grinned, shameless. “Also, I was curious how training was going.”

“Training went well.” My voice came out more confident than I expected. “Leveled up twice.”

“Twice?” His eyebrows rose. “From training?”

“From practical application of training.”

He looked between us, and understanding dawned in his expression. “Ah. That kind of training.” No judgment—just amusement and something else I couldn’t quite identify. “Well. Good for you.”

He paused, studying me with an expression that was more serious than his usual teasing. “You know, you’re different than when we first met. More confident. More… settled in yourself.” He shrugged, trying to make it casual. “It’s a good look on you. The growth, I mean. You’re really coming into your own.”

He set down the supplies and turned to leave, but something made me call after him.

“Finn?”

“Yeah?”

“Thanks. For the supplies. And for…” I searched for the right words. “Being supportive. About all of this.”

His expression softened into something genuine beneath the usual charm. Something that made my stomach flutter in that confusing way again.

Must have been the grapes. Eating right before… training… always did strange things to digestion. Definitely the grapes.

“You’re part of the team now. That means we support each other.” He paused, then added more quietly: “Including the parts of each other’s lives that involve… skill acquisition.”

“That’s a diplomatic way to put it.”

“I’m a diplomatic guy.” He winked. “See you back at the house. Try not to level up TOO much without us.”

He disappeared back toward the city, and I found myself smiling after him.

“He’s kind,” I said. “Under all the flirting.”

“He is.” Sage’s voice held a knowing quality. “And he cares about you. More than he lets on.”

I thought about that while we finished our lunch. About the way Finn’s teasing felt warm rather than mocking. About the unexpected sincerity beneath his rakish exterior.

About the way my stomach had flipped when he’d looked at me with that genuine expression.

The confusion wasn’t going away. If anything, it was getting more complicated.

But maybe that was okay. Maybe figuring out who I was attracted to was just another part of figuring out who I was.

One discovery at a time.

The walk back to the city was peaceful. My body ached pleasantly from the morning’s exertions—both kinds. My tail swished contentedly behind me, occasionally brushing against Sage’s leg.

Level 7. Energy Kiss learned. Pleasure Touch upgraded. Wings discovered. Femininity at 45%.

I was becoming something new. Something more.

And maybe, just maybe, I was starting to like who that was.


Chapter 11: The Curious Mage

The Hearthstone City Library was exactly what you’d expect from a fantasy world designed by people who loved books.

Three floors of towering shelves packed with leather-bound volumes. Reading nooks tucked into every corner, lit by mage-lights that automatically adjusted to optimal reading conditions. The smell of old paper and binding glue and the particular mustiness that all proper libraries develop over time.

And everywhere I looked, people pretending they were just here to study.

I’d arrived early for my meeting with Mira, and I was browsing the succubus history section—yes, there was one, tucked away in an alcove that required climbing narrow stairs—when I heard footsteps behind me.

“Need help reaching something?”

Finn. Of course it was Finn. The universe had a sense of humor.

“I’m fine,” I said, stretching onto my tiptoes to reach a promising-looking volume on the top shelf. My fingers brushed the spine but couldn’t quite grip it. “Almost… got it…”

“Here.” He stepped up behind me, close enough that I could feel the warmth of him. His hand found my waist, steadying me, while his other arm reached past mine to easily pluck the book from the shelf.

The touch was brief. Practical. And it sent electricity racing through me.

“Thanks,” I managed, taking the book he offered.

“Anytime.” His hand lingered on my waist for just a moment longer than necessary before he stepped back. “Mira’s in her usual spot, by the way. Second floor, back corner. She’s been there since dawn.”

Then he was gone, disappearing into the stacks with that fluid grace he brought to everything.

I stood there for a long moment, the book heavy in my hands, thinking about that touch. The warmth of his palm through my shirt. The casual intimacy of someone steadying you, helping you.

When had I started noticing these things about Finn?

I shook my head and headed for the second floor, but I couldn’t quite stop thinking about his hand on my waist. The way it had felt natural. Welcome, even.

That was… something to process later. Much later.

I’d agreed to meet Mira here for what she’d called a “research session.” I’d assumed that meant she wanted to interview me about succubus mechanics—something she’d been hinting at since we first met. But when I found her in her usual corner of the stacks, she was staring at the same page of a book she’d apparently been looking at for the past hour.

Her copper hair was escaping from its messy bun more aggressively than usual. Her glasses had slid down her nose, and she kept pushing them back up with nervous fingers. The oversized sweater she always wore was pulled down over her hands, hiding them completely.

“Mira?”

She jumped so hard her glasses fell off.

“Lilith! You’re here. You’re—I mean, of course you’re here, you said you’d be here, and here you are, being here, very present and—” She fumbled for her glasses, face flaming. “Sorry. I’m being weird. I’m always weird. Ignore the weirdness.”

I retrieved her glasses from where they’d landed on a nearby shelf and handed them back. “You okay?”

“Fine! Completely fine. Just—” She shoved the glasses back on, but they were slightly crooked now, which somehow made her look even more adorable. “I wanted to talk to you about something. Something important. Something that’s been—”

She stopped, took a deep breath, and seemed to forcibly compose herself.

“Can we sit somewhere private? This is… I don’t want anyone to overhear.”

I followed her to a secluded reading nook at the back of the second floor—a small alcove surrounded by shelves on three sides, with a window looking out over the city on the fourth. Two comfortable chairs faced each other across a small table, and privacy was guaranteed by the sheer volume of books blocking sight lines.

Mira sat in one chair and immediately began adjusting her glasses again. Then adjusting her sweater. Then adjusting a strand of copper hair that had escaped her bun. She was a symphony of nervous fidgeting.

“So,” I said, settling into the other chair. My tail curled around my own leg, responding to her nervous energy with some of its own. “What’s this about?”

“I’ve been conducting research.” Her voice was too fast, words tumbling over each other. “Research into transformation phenomena. The psychological and physiological effects of becoming Bound. How identity persists or changes when the physical form is radically altered.”

“Okay…”

“You’re the only succubus in the local Bound population. That makes you a unique data point. I’ve been observing you for weeks—your behavior patterns, your social integration, your apparent adaptation to your new form—and I’ve gathered enough observations to reach certain conclusions.”

I wasn’t entirely comfortable being described as a “data point,” but I let her continue.

“The thing is—” She stopped. Started again. “The conclusions I’ve reached are—” Stopped again. “What I mean to say is—”

Her glasses fogged.

Actually fogged, like she’d stepped from a cold room into a sauna. She pulled them off and cleaned them on her sweater, not meeting my eyes.

“My research interest in you has become… complicated,” she finally managed.

“Complicated how?”

“Complicated in that my observations have shifted from purely academic to—to—” She put her glasses back on, still not looking at me. “To personal. My interest in your adaptation is no longer objective. There are feelings involved that are interfering with data collection and I don’t know how to process them because feelings aren’t logical and I’m supposed to be logical but I can’t stop thinking about you and—”

“Mira.”

She stopped mid-ramble.

“Are you trying to tell me you have feelings for me?”

Her entire face went red. Not just her cheeks—her ears, her neck, even the tips of her fingers where they emerged from her sweater sleeves. The blush was comprehensive and complete.

“Statistically speaking, the probability of developing romantic attachment during extended observation periods is—”

“Mira. Yes or no.”

A long pause. The silence stretched between us, filled only with the distant sounds of pages turning and the soft hum of the mage-lights. Then, so quietly I almost missed it: “Yes.”

My heart did something complicated in my chest. I’d suspected—the way Mira looked at me sometimes, the nervous energy that seemed to increase whenever I was nearby, the way she’d volunteered to help me research class mechanics and then spent the whole time staring at my horns—but hearing it confirmed was different.

“How long?”

“Since the hot springs. Maybe before.” She still wouldn’t meet my eyes, staring instead at her own hands where they twisted in her lap. “You were just so—your willingness to engage with your situation, the humor you maintain despite the trauma of transformation, the way you’ve integrated into the party despite all reasonable expectations—I found myself admiring you as a person rather than studying you as a subject, and the admiration became attraction, and the attraction became—”

She gestured helplessly.

“Feelings,” I supplied.

“Feelings.” She said the word like it was a disease she’d accidentally contracted. “I’m not good at feelings. I’m good at research and magical theory and knowing things. Feelings are unpredictable and illogical and they make me do things like spend an hour staring at the same page of a book because I can’t focus on anything except whether you’ll think I’m weird for telling you this.”

“I don’t think you’re weird.”

“You probably should. This is objectively weird behavior.”

“Mira.” I leaned forward, close enough that she had to look at me. “I like you too.”

Her eyes went wide behind her glasses. “You—what?”

“You’re smart and genuine and you care about things passionately without apology. You’re honest even when it’s awkward, especially when it’s awkward. And you’re—” I smiled. “—adorable when you’re flustered.”

“I’m not adorable. Adorable is a non-quantifiable descriptor that has no scientific—”

I kissed her.

It was gentle, tentative, just a soft press of my lips against hers. But the effect was immediate. She made a small sound—surprise, maybe want—and her hands came up to grip my shoulders like she needed something to hold onto.

When I pulled back, her glasses had fogged again.

“Oh,” she breathed.

“Yeah.”

“That was—the neural response to that was—I need to document—” She stopped herself, seemingly by force of will. “No. No documenting. This is a moment. Moments aren’t for documenting. Moments are for experiencing.”

“Was it a good experience?”

Instead of answering, she kissed me back.

This kiss was different—more urgent, less uncertain. Her hands tangled in my hair, careful of my horns, pulling me closer. When her tongue brushed my lower lip, I opened for her eagerly.

The kiss deepened. I could taste her—something like cinnamon and old books and the particular sweetness of nervousness giving way to want. Her body pressed against mine in the small space of the reading nook, and I became acutely aware of curves I hadn’t noticed beneath her perpetual oversized sweaters.

When we broke apart, we were both breathing hard.

“My room,” she gasped. “I have a private study. We should—if you want—I mean, only if you—”

“Yes.”

The private study was three floors up, tucked into a corner of the library that seemed to exist specifically for scholars who needed complete isolation. A small space packed with books, papers, and what appeared to be Mira’s personal collection of research notes. A narrow bed took up one corner—apparently she slept here sometimes during intensive study sessions.

The moment the door closed behind us, some of Mira’s nervous energy shifted into something else—not quite confidence, but a kind of vulnerable determination. Before she could spiral into another confession, she moved to her desk and opened a small drawer.

“I want to show you something first. A secret.”

I expected research notes. Maybe a forbidden spellbook. Instead, she pulled out a small velvet pouch, and from it, a collection of lip glosses in varying shades of pink and coral.

“Mira Sunstone,” I said, genuinely delighted. “You have a makeup stash.”

Her blush deepened, but there was defiance in it. “Nerds have vanity too. Everyone assumes I don’t care about my appearance because I wear oversized sweaters and focus on research. But I do. I just… express it differently.”

She held up one of the tubes—a subtle rose shade. “This one’s my favorite. It’s tinted. No one notices, but I know.” She smiled, almost shy. “It makes me feel put-together, even when I’ve been awake for thirty hours and can barely remember my own name.”

“Can I try it?”

Her eyes widened like I’d asked for access to classified documents. “Really?”

“Really.”

She crossed the small space between us and carefully applied the gloss to my lips, her touch gentle and precise. Her tongue poked out slightly in concentration—adorable.

When she finished, I pressed my lips together and checked my reflection in a small mirror on her desk. The color was subtle, just a hint of warmth that made my lips look fuller, more kissable.

“You have good taste,” I admitted. “Though I’d go slightly more coral on myself. The pink pulls a little too sweet against my coloring.”

Mira’s expression shifted to genuine academic interest. “You have opinions about undertones?”

“I’m learning. Sage has been teaching me. And Mama Rose. And Tessa at the shop keeps muttering about my ‘color season’ whatever that means.” I smiled. “A month ago I didn’t even know what conditioner was for. Now I’m critiquing lip gloss shades. Personal growth.”

Mira laughed—a real laugh, not a nervous giggle—and some of the remaining tension between us dissolved into something warmer.

“I like that you’re learning,” she said softly. “I like that you’re becoming who you want to be. It’s… inspiring.”

“Inspiring enough to share your secret lip gloss collection?”

“Clearly.” She tucked the pouch back into the drawer. “Now you know my shameful secret. I maintain a carefully curated appearance while pretending not to care about appearances at all.”

“The horror. The scandal. What would the academic community say?”

“They’d probably want to know my supplier.” She adjusted her glasses, but there was a smile playing at her lips now. “Speaking of becoming who you want to be…”

Her nervousness seemed to dissolve into determination.

“I’ve been thinking about this,” she said, reaching for the hem of her sweater. “Theoretically. In private moments. What it would be like.”

“And?”

“I have hypotheses I’d like to test.” She pulled the sweater over her head, and I stopped breathing.

The sweater had been hiding… everything.

Mira’s upper body was slender, almost petite—small perky breasts beneath a simple bra, narrow waist, delicate collarbones dusted with freckles. But below that…

Holy shit.

Her hips flared wide from her narrow waist, curving dramatically into thick thighs that I’d never noticed beneath her loose clothing. And between those hips, barely contained by leggings that suddenly seemed very inadequate…

That ASS.

“Oh my god,” I said out loud. “Where were you hiding THAT?”

Mira’s blush deepened, but there was pleasure beneath the embarrassment. “I wear baggy clothes. People don’t usually notice.”

“People are BLIND.” I couldn’t stop staring. Her ass was spectacular—round and full and thick in a way that seemed completely at odds with her petite upper body. The kind of ass that made men do double-takes. The kind of ass I now understood required careful concealment to avoid constant attention. “You’ve been walking around with that and nobody told me?”

“I prefer to be noticed for my intellect rather than my… physical attributes.”

“I noticed your intellect first. I’m noticing your physical attributes NOW.” I moved closer, drawn by the sight of her. “The freckles…”

“The freckles continue,” she offered, turning slightly so I could see the constellations of spots scattered across her shoulders, down her spine, disappearing beneath her leggings. “If you wanted to… explore.”

I crossed the space between us in two steps and kissed her again, harder this time. My hands went to her hips, gripping those incredible curves, pulling her flush against me. The contrast between her small breasts pressing against my larger ones and that magnificent ass filling my hands was intoxicating.

“On the desk,” I breathed against her mouth. “I want to see you.”

She turned and bent over the study desk, and I nearly died.

From this angle, her ass was even more impressive. Round and perfect, straining against the thin fabric of her leggings. I could see the shape of her through the material—the cleft between her cheeks, the curve where they met her thighs.

“You’re staring,” Mira said, voice slightly muffled by the desk.

“Damn right I’m staring. This is the best view I’ve ever seen.”

I ran my hands over her ass, feeling the weight of it, the firmness beneath the softness. She gasped when I squeezed, pushing back against my touch.

“More,” she breathed. “Please.”

I pulled down her leggings in one motion, and the reveal was everything I’d imagined and more.

Pale skin dusted with freckles—more of them here, scattered like stars across both cheeks. The curves were even more dramatic without the fabric containing them—full and round and perfectly shaped. When I gripped her ass with both hands and spread her slightly, she moaned.

“You’re gorgeous,” I said, lowering my face to her. “This is the most perfect ass I’ve ever seen.”

“That’s—ah—that’s a subjective assessment based on personal preference—”

“Mira. Take the compliment.”

“Taking it. Compliment taken.” Her voice was strained, and when I ran my tongue along the curve where her ass met her thigh, she gasped. “Oh. That’s—that’s very nice.”

I worshipped her from behind. Kissed my way across each cheek, taking my time, finding every freckle and paying it individual attention. I traced the cleft between her cheeks with my tongue, feeling her shiver at the intimacy. When I spread her further and found the wetness gathering between her thighs, she moaned loud enough that I worried about the library’s sound insulation.

“Quiet,” I murmured against her flesh. “We’re in a library.”

“I know that—I know we’re in a—oh god, don’t stop—”

I didn’t stop. My tongue found her pussy from behind, sliding through slick folds to find her clit from an angle I’d never tried before. The position gave me full access while still letting me appreciate the magnificent view of her ass above my face. She tasted sweet and clean, her arousal coating my tongue as I licked deeper.

Her thighs began to tremble almost immediately.

“I’m—the sensations are—” She pushed back against my face, seeking more pressure. “I’m close, I think, I’ve never—with another person—I don’t know what—”

“Let go,” I encouraged between strokes of my tongue. “I’ve got you.”

I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked while sliding two fingers inside her from behind. She was tight but wet, her body welcoming the intrusion with a clench of her inner walls that made me moan against her.

Her glasses were still on, I realized. Sitting on her desk next to her face, which was pressed against an open book. She hadn’t taken them off.

I reached forward and gently removed them, setting them aside.

It was like flipping a switch.

Without the glasses, something in Mira changed. Her body relaxed and tensed at the same time—surrender and anticipation mixed together. The last of her intellectual barriers fell away, and she was just… feeling.

When I returned my mouth to her pussy, she came apart.

“Oh fuck—FUCK—”

Her orgasm hit her like a wave, back arching, that incredible ass pushing back against my face with enough force to nearly knock me over. She was loud—surprisingly loud, abandoning any pretense of quiet—her sounds echoing off the stacks of books around us. Someone definitely heard. I found I didn’t care.

I licked her through it, gentling as she came down, until finally she collapsed forward onto the desk, gasping.

“That was…” She couldn’t finish the sentence. Just lay there, breathing hard, ass still on display, trembling with aftershocks. “I need to completely revise my theoretical framework for physical pleasure. That exceeded all projections.”

“Glad I could contribute to your research.”

I kissed my way up her spine, finding more freckles, until I could whisper against her ear: “Good?”

“Understatement. Massive understatement.” She turned her head to look at me, eyes unfocused without her glasses. “I want more.”

“More?”

“I want to—I want to do that. To you. I’ve researched the techniques. I have theoretical knowledge. I’d like to apply it practically.”

I laughed despite myself. “Did you just ask to go down on me using academic language?”

“I did. Is that weird? That’s weird. I’m weird. I should just—”

I kissed her to stop the spiral. “It’s not weird. It’s very you. And yes.”

We maneuvered carefully in the small space until I was the one bent over the desk, my own ass on display. Mira’s hands were tentative at first, exploring my curves with the careful attention of someone taking notes. When she spread me and leaned in, her breath hot against my core, I gripped the edge of the desk for support.

“If my technique is inadequate, please provide feedback—”

“Mira. Less talking. More doing.”

She did.

Her technique was, true to her nature, methodical. She explored me systematically, testing different pressures and rhythms, adjusting based on my responses. It was clinical in a way that should have been off-putting but was somehow incredibly arousing—like being the subject of very pleasurable research.

Her tongue traced my folds with scientific precision, cataloging my responses. When she found my clit and I gasped, she repeated the motion exactly. When I moaned, she noted the angle and intensity. It was like being eaten out by an algorithm—an increasingly skilled algorithm that was learning my body in real-time.

And when she found what worked, she focused with the intensity she brought to everything.

“There—yes—right there—”

She locked onto my clit and sucked while sliding two fingers inside me. The combination made me see stars. My tail wrapped around her thigh, pulling her closer, and I felt her hum with satisfaction against my flesh.

The orgasm built faster than I expected—the newness of her, the intensity of her focus, the thrill of being in a public place where anyone could walk in. The intellectual energy she brought to everything was somehow the hottest thing about her, that brilliant mind focused entirely on making me come.

I crested and fell, vision going white, my pussy clenching around her fingers while my eyes flashed bright enough to illuminate the study. My tail went rigid, pointing straight at the ceiling. A small stack of books fell off a nearby shelf, knocked loose by my thrashing wings manifesting without my permission.

When I came down, Mira was watching me with an expression of pure scientific satisfaction.

“Hypothesis confirmed,” she said. “I am capable of providing adequate stimulation.”

“That was more than adequate.” I pulled her up for a kiss, tasting myself on her lips. “That was impressive for a first attempt.”

“I did extensive research.” She said it with such earnest pride that I had to kiss her again.

“It showed.”

We collapsed together onto her narrow bed, tangled in each other, still half-dressed and thoroughly debauched. Someone knocked on the door at one point—we froze—but they went away when no one answered.

“We should probably go,” I said eventually. “Before we’re discovered.”

“Probably.” But Mira made no move to get up. “Can I ask you something?”

“Anything.”

“The attraction you feel for me—is it because of your class? The succubus nature? Or is it…” She hesitated. “Personal?”

I thought about the question seriously. About Mira’s earnest awkwardness, her passionate interest in knowledge, the way she used academic language to process emotions she didn’t understand. About her hidden curves and her genuine kindness and the way she’d confessed her feelings despite how terrifying it clearly was.

“It’s personal,” I said. “You’re not a research subject, Mira. You’re someone I genuinely like. Someone I want to know better.”

Her smile was brilliant—radiant in a way I’d never seen from her before. “Good. Because I… I like you too. Very much. More than is reasonable given our limited interaction time and the statistically low probability of romantic success between—”

I kissed her quiet again.

Some things didn’t need analysis. They just needed to be felt.
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Later, walking back through the library with hair slightly disheveled and faces slightly flushed, we passed a librarian who gave us a knowing look but said nothing.

“Do you think she heard?” Mira whispered.

“I think the entire second floor heard.”

“Oh god.”

“We’re never speaking of this.”

“Agreed. What happens in the private study stays in the private study.”

But she was smiling as she said it, and when her hand found mine between the shelves, I smiled too.

The confusion about my attractions wasn’t getting simpler. If anything, Mira added another layer—proof that my interest in women hadn’t diminished even as something new was developing with the way I noticed Finn.

But maybe simple wasn’t the goal. Maybe the goal was just… feeling. Exploring. Discovering who I was one connection at a time.

Near the library exit, Finn was waiting for us. He’d apparently been sent to collect us for dinner, and his grin suggested he could tell exactly what we’d been up to.

“Productive research session?” he asked innocently.

“Very productive,” Mira said, adjusting her glasses.

“Lots of data collected,” I added.

“I’m sure.” His eyes held mine for a moment, and I remembered the high shelf. His hand on my waist. The way I’d thought about nothing else for hours—until Mira’s confession had rather effectively redirected my attention.

We walked back toward the Party House, Mira’s hand in mine. But Finn walked close on my other side, and every time his shoulder brushed mine, I felt that same electric awareness from earlier.

I’d been thinking about his touch all day. Even during… everything with Mira. Some part of my brain had kept returning to that moment in the stacks, cataloging it, wondering what it meant.

Mira noticed me being distracted and raised an eyebrow, but said nothing.

Just smiled that knowing smile and squeezed my hand tighter.

As if she understood that what I was feeling didn’t diminish what we had. As if she knew that the heart didn’t divide—it multiplied.


Chapter 12: Devoted

The question came at me without warning.

“Who do you think you are?”

Sage asked it casually, like she was asking what I wanted for breakfast, but the words landed with the weight of an anvil. We were in her room at the Party House, curled up on her bed after a long day of training and dungeon prep, and I’d been slowly relaxing into the warmth of her body against mine.

Now I was suddenly very awake.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean…” She shifted to look at me, amber eyes thoughtful in the evening light that filtered through the window. “You were Ryan. Now you’re Lilith. But who are you really? Which one? Both? Neither?”

I’d been avoiding this question since the transformation. Tucking it away in a corner of my mind, telling myself I’d deal with it later, when things were less chaotic. But chaos had become my baseline, and later had arrived whether I was ready or not.

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “Sometimes I still think of myself as Ryan. Wake up surprised by my own body. Reach for things that aren’t where they used to be. Process experiences through a filter that doesn’t quite fit anymore.”

“And other times?”

“Other times I’m just… me. Lilith. Like this is who I’ve always been and Ryan was the dream.” I pulled at a strand of my purple-highlighted hair, watching it catch the light. The horns on my forehead caught the same light, glinting slightly. “Is that weird? Being unsure whether I’m living my real life or still pretending?”

“It’s not weird. It’s human.” Sage’s hand found mine, fingers intertwining. “Identity isn’t a fixed point. It’s a process. You’re not supposed to have all the answers right away.”

“But I should know who I AM. That seems like basic information.”

“Why?”

The question stopped me short. “What do you mean, why?”

“Why should you know? Who says you have to have it figured out?” She sat up, those magnificent tits shifting with the movement, the low-cut nightgown she wore doing nothing to hide their swell. “You’ve been Lilith for what, two weeks? You’ve gone from burnt-out IT guy to supernatural creature in a world that wasn’t supposed to be real. You’re supposed to have perfect self-understanding already?”

“When you put it like that…”

“I’ve been Sage for centuries.” Her voice softened. “And I still don’t always know who I am. Some days I’m the healer. Some days I’m the nurturer. Some days I’m just tired and confused and making it up as I go. Identity isn’t a destination. It’s a journey.”

I looked at her—really looked at her. At the silver-green hair cascading over her shoulders like moonlit water. At the amber eyes that held more wisdom than I’d ever accumulate. At the body that was simultaneously maternal and sensual, nurturing and arousing.

“I’m scared,” I said. The words came out before I could stop them. “I’m scared that I’m losing Ryan. That every day I spend as Lilith, I get further from who I used to be. And I’m scared that I don’t actually mind. That maybe I never really liked being Ryan in the first place.”

“Is that so terrible?”

“It feels like betrayal. Like I’m erasing myself.”

“Or…” Sage cupped my face with one hand, thumb brushing across my cheekbone with impossible gentleness. “Maybe you’re finally becoming who you were meant to be. Ryan wasn’t happy. You said so yourself—burnt out, disconnected, going through motions. What if Lilith is the version of you that gets to be happy?”

Tears pricked at my eyes. I hadn’t expected that—hadn’t expected the wave of emotion that crashed through me at her words. But something about them hit home in a way I couldn’t articulate.

“I don’t know how to be happy,” I whispered. “I never learned.”

“Then let me teach you.”

She kissed me gently, tenderly, with none of the urgency that had characterized some of our previous encounters. This was something different. Something softer. Her lips moved against mine like a conversation, asking questions and waiting for answers.

When she pulled back, my cheeks were wet.

“I’m sorry—” I started.

“Don’t apologize for feeling things.” She pulled me closer, and suddenly my face was pressed against the warm swell of her breasts, her arms wrapped around me like a shield against the world. “You’re allowed to feel. That’s what being alive IS.”

I broke.

The tears came in earnest now—tears I’d been holding back since the transformation, since before the transformation, since years of lonely nights in an empty apartment convinced that feelings were weakness and vulnerability was failure. I cried into Sage’s chest while she held me, her hands stroking my hair, her voice murmuring soothing words I couldn’t quite make out.

I cried for Ryan, who’d been so unhappy but never allowed himself to admit it.

I cried for Lilith, who was terrified of becoming someone new.

I cried for the bridge between them—the uncertain space where I lived now, neither one person nor the other, but somehow both.

When the tears finally slowed, I was exhausted. Wrung out. But also… lighter. Like I’d been carrying something heavy without knowing it, and setting it down had revealed muscles I didn’t know I had.

“Better?” Sage asked gently.

“Different.” I pulled back just enough to look at her, acutely aware that I’d probably left tear-stains on her nightgown. “I don’t know if better. But different.”

“Different can become better.” She brushed hair from my face, tucking it behind my ear. “And Lilith?”

“Yeah?”

“You’re valid. Whatever name you use. Whatever pronouns feel right. Whatever version of yourself you wake up as on any given day.” Her amber eyes were fierce with conviction. “You are valid. Not because I say so—because it’s true. Because you exist, and existing is enough.”

Something cracked open in my chest. Something that had been closed for a very long time.

“Sage?”

“Mm?”

“I love you.”

The words surprised me even as I said them. I hadn’t planned them—they’d simply been true, and truth had a way of escaping whether you intended it or not.

Sage’s smile was like sunrise. “I love you too.”

The kiss that followed was different from any we’d shared before. Deeper. More meaningful. Like the words had unlocked something between us that had been waiting for acknowledgment.

Her hands found the hem of my shirt and tugged gently. “May I?”

“Yes.”

We undressed each other slowly, reverently. Each piece of clothing removed was a layer of protection falling away. By the time we were both naked, the air between us felt charged with something beyond physical attraction.

I looked at Sage’s body—the body I’d come to know intimately over the past weeks—and saw it differently now. Not just curves and pleasure, but a person who loved me. Who saw me as valid. Who wanted me to be happy.

“Come here,” she murmured, pulling me on top of her.

I went willingly, feeling her massive tits compress against mine, our stiff nipples brushing together with electric friction that made us both gasp. She was warm everywhere, welcoming, her skin impossibly soft against mine. When her thigh slipped between my legs and pressed against my already-wet pussy, I gasped at the pressure against my throbbing clit.

“I want to feel you,” Sage whispered. “All of you.”

We found a rhythm together—grinding against each other, thigh-to-pussy, the slick sound of our arousal filling the room. Her massive breasts bounced with each movement, heavy D-cups that jiggled and swayed with hypnotic rhythm, and I found myself mesmerized by them, by the way they shifted against my smaller tits, by the golden freckles scattered across their swell.

“You like them,” she observed, voice breathy.

“I love them.” I cupped one in my hand, feeling the incredible weight, the warmth, the pillowy softness spilling between my fingers. “They’re perfect.”

I lowered my mouth to her nipple and began to worship. Kissing the stiff peak first, then licking around the puckered areola, then sucking hard enough to make her cry out. My hips never stopped moving, grinding my dripping pussy against her firm thigh. The dual sensation—her thick nipple in my mouth and the friction between my legs—was overwhelming in the best way.

Sage’s moans grew louder, her back arching to press more of her tit into my mouth. Her hands gripped my ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh, pulling me harder against her thigh, creating more friction, more pressure against my swollen clit.

“Good girl,” she gasped. “Just like that—suck my tit—don’t stop—”

The praise sent warmth flooding through me, straight to my core. I intensified my attention, switching from one breast to the other, making sure neither felt neglected. My tongue swirled around her nipple while I sucked hard, and she cried out, her hips bucking against me, her own thigh grinding against my soaked pussy.

All the while, we maintained our rhythm—pussy to thigh, friction building, pleasure climbing. The wetness between my legs had spread to coat her thigh completely, my arousal dripping, and I could feel her pussy soaking mine. We were making a mess of the sheets and neither of us cared.

“I’m close,” Sage breathed. “So close—”

“Me too.”

We looked at each other, eyes locked, and something passed between us that went beyond words. Understanding. Acceptance. Love.

I reached down between us, repositioning so that our pussies pressed directly together—wet folds meeting wet folds, our clits grinding against each other. The sensation of her hot, slick pussy against mine made us both gasp.

“Like this,” I said. “I want to feel you like this. Pussy to pussy.”

We began to move together, tribbing in a rhythm that built rapidly. Every thrust pressed our clits together, slick flesh sliding against slick flesh, sent shocks of pleasure through both of us. I could feel her arousal mixing with mine, our juices coating us both, her heat matching my own.

“Oh god—” Sage’s voice was getting desperate. “Lilith—your pussy feels so good—”

“I know—I feel it too—I can feel you—”

The orgasm built between us like a storm gathering on the horizon. I could feel her pleasure through that connection we’d established—the feedback loop that had become familiar—and it amplified my own until I couldn’t tell where I ended and she began.

We climaxed together.

The orgasm rolled through both of us in waves, our bodies convulsing in sync, our pussies spasming against each other. I felt Sage’s pleasure through that bond—the overwhelming rush of release, the clenching of her inner walls, the way her whole body seized. And she felt mine, creating a loop that fed back endlessly.

“Oh fuck—Lilith—I love you—”

“I love you—oh god—”

Tears streamed down my face again, but these were different tears. Not grief. Not confusion. Something that felt suspiciously like joy.

My eyes pulsed violet bright enough to illuminate the room. My tail wrapped around Sage’s thigh, claiming her, refusing to let go. My wings manifested without permission, spreading wide above us both, and somewhere in the midst of everything, a golden glow surrounded us both—the physical manifestation of the bond deepening between us.

When it finally ended, we lay tangled together, gasping, utterly spent, our bodies still pressed together, still trembling with aftershocks.
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“You hit Bond 5,” Sage said when we’d both recovered enough to speak.

“I noticed.” I was still lying on top of her, unwilling to move, feeling her heartbeat against my chest. “What does that mean? The passive thing?”

“It means we’re connected now. Truly connected. When we’re together, your class draws strength from that bond.” She stroked my hair gently, her fingers careful around my horns. “It also means I can sense you. Your emotional state. Even from a distance.”

“Like empathy?”

“More literal than empathy. I’ll know when you’re happy, scared, aroused…” She smiled. “In pain. It’s a protection mechanism for succubi and their bonded partners.”

I thought about what it would mean to have someone always aware of my emotional state. To never be truly alone, even when physically separated. Part of me—the part that was still Ryan, still learning to be vulnerable—found it terrifying.

Another part found it exactly what I’d always needed without knowing how to ask.

“Sage?”

“Yes?”

“I’ve been confused about something. About Finn.”

She was quiet for a moment, waiting for me to continue.

“I keep noticing him. The way he moves. His shoulders, his back, his… everything about him. And it’s confusing because I never liked guys before. As Ryan, I mean. Women were always—that was the only thing that—” I struggled for words. “But now there’s Finn, and I don’t know if what I’m feeling is me, or the body, or the character I designed, or something else entirely.”

“What do you feel when you think about him?”

“Warm. Curious. Like I want to be near him without fully understanding why.” I hesitated. “Is this what attraction to men feels like? Because it’s different from how I’ve ever experienced attraction before.”

“It might be new attraction. It might be your body influencing your desires. It might be genuinely you, discovering parts of yourself that were always there but suppressed.” Sage’s voice was gentle, non-judgmental. “Does it matter which?”

“It feels like it should matter.”

“Why?”

I turned the question over in my mind. Why did it matter where the attraction came from? Why did I need to trace its origins, assign it to category, understand its source?

“Because I want to know who I am,” I finally said. “And if my desires are just… programmed, or biological, or something I didn’t choose, then they don’t feel like mine.”

“Everything we desire is a mix of nature and nurture,” Sage said. “The body you were born with influenced your attractions before. This body influences them now. Neither is more ‘authentic’ than the other. They’re both just… you, in different circumstances.”

“But which is the real me?”

“Both. Neither. The question assumes a fixed self that doesn’t change. But we’re not fixed, Lilith. We’re constantly evolving. The desires you feel now are just as real and valid as the ones you felt before. They’re not more true or less true. They’re just what you feel now.”

I let her words sink in. They didn’t solve the confusion—nothing could make this simple—but they gave me permission to stop demanding clarity from myself.

“So if I’m attracted to Finn…”

“Then you’re attracted to Finn.” Sage smiled against my hair. “You don’t need to justify it or explain it or trace it to a source. You just need to decide what, if anything, you want to do about it.”

“And you’d be okay with that? If something happened with him?”

“I’d be more than okay.” She squeezed me gently. “This world doesn’t run on jealousy, Lilith. Succubi are designed for multiple bonds. And I’d rather you explore your desires freely than suppress them out of fear.”

The relief that washed through me was unexpected and profound. I hadn’t realized how much I’d been holding myself back, afraid that wanting Finn somehow betrayed what I had with Sage.

But here she was, giving me permission. Encouraging me, even. Loving me enough to want me to be fully myself—whatever that meant.

“I don’t deserve you,” I murmured into her chest.

“Nobody ‘deserves’ love. We just receive it and try to be worthy of it.” She pressed a kiss to the top of my head. “Now rest. It’s been an emotional day.”

I closed my eyes, listening to her heartbeat, feeling her warmth surrounding me. My tail had uncurled from her thigh and was now wrapped around her wrist instead—a different kind of claim. Softer. More comfortable.

My wings had retracted at some point, settling back into my shoulder blades. I was getting better at managing them, at least.

The Femininity meter said 52% now. Accepting.

Maybe that was the word for it. Accepting what I felt. Accepting who I was becoming. Accepting that I didn’t have all the answers and might never have them.

Ryan would have fought against that. Would have demanded certainty, control, understanding.

Lilith just accepted.

And for the first time since the transformation, that felt like progress.

I drifted toward sleep in Sage’s arms, feeling the pulse of our new bond thrumming between us like a second heartbeat. The room was warm. The bed was soft. And I was loved—genuinely, unconditionally loved—in a way I couldn’t remember ever experiencing before.

Tomorrow would bring new challenges. New questions. New discoveries about who I was becoming.

But tonight, I was loved.

And that was enough.


Chapter 13: The Rival

The guild quarter of Hearthstone City was where ambition came to strut.

Tall buildings with polished facades lined the main thoroughfare, each one displaying banners and emblems proclaiming the achievements of the guilds housed within. Gold leaf gleamed on carved signs. Enchanted displays projected rotating images of successful raids and conquered dungeons. And everywhere, adventurers walked with the particular swagger that came from knowing they were exactly where they wanted to be.

Our party was heading toward the quest board, a leisurely morning walk after breakfast at the Party House. Sage had made her special honey cakes, and I could still taste the sweetness on my tongue. Finn was telling some story about a heist he’d allegedly pulled off in his younger days, while Mira kept interjecting with logical inconsistencies that he cheerfully ignored.

Kira walked beside me, close enough that our shoulders occasionally brushed. She’d been doing that more since the training session yesterday, since the almost-moment that had been interrupted. Neither of us had mentioned it, but the awareness hummed between us like a plucked string.

My tail was being well-behaved for once, curled around my own leg rather than reaching for anyone. Small mercies.

“Tanaka!”

The name hit me like a splash of cold water. Not because anyone had called me that in weeks, but because of the voice that said it. Dripping with condescension, weighted with dismissal, delivered at a volume designed to be heard by everyone in the vicinity.

I turned to find Conrad Landon bearing down on us with all the subtlety of a charging bull.

He was exactly as I remembered from the few times I’d seen him around the guild halls, tall and broad, with slicked-back brown hair and gray eyes that seemed to calculate the worth of everyone they landed on. His armor was pristine despite the early hour, guild insignia polished to a mirror shine. Two lackeys flanked him, wearing the same colors and similar expressions of bored superiority.

“Actually, it’s Lilith,” I said. “Ryan Tanaka was the character before this one.”

“Whatever.” Conrad waved a dismissive hand, already turning his attention to where he’d clearly intended it all along. “Kira. I’ve been meaning to talk to you.”

Kira’s posture shifted subtly, spine straightening, shoulders squaring. “About?”

“About wasting your talents with this…” His gaze swept over our party with undisguised contempt. “Group. You’re a Level 24 Paladin. You were Vance’s right hand before his guild dissolved. You belong with players who can match your caliber.”

“My caliber is just fine where it is.”

“Is it?” Conrad stepped closer, invading her space in a way that made my tail uncoil and start twitching with irritation. “Look at who you’ve surrounded yourself with. A healer who could be doing real raids. A rogue who’s more interested in card tricks than actual combat. A mage who’s too busy with her books to focus on the field. And a…” His eyes landed on me, and his lip curled. “A newbie succubus who’s been Bound for what, two weeks?”

“Three weeks,” I corrected. “If we’re being precise.”

“You’re being a class that shouldn’t exist. Monster trash playing at being an adventurer.” He didn’t even look at me as he said it, still focused on Kira. “The Gilded Vanguard is the top-ranked guild in this zone. We clear content that your little group couldn’t dream of touching. You could be running with us, Kira. Making real progress. Instead you’re nursemaiding a succubus who probably can’t even hold a sword.”

“I use charm abilities, actually. Support build.” I kept my voice casual despite the anger bubbling in my chest. “And you’d be surprised what I can do.”

“I doubt that very much.” Now he did look at me, and the dismissal in his gaze was complete. Like I wasn’t even worth the effort of an insult. “Kira, think about what I’m offering. Real progression. Real challenges. Real party members who’ve earned their place.”

“I have thought about it,” Kira said. Her voice was flat, controlled, but I could see the tension in her jaw. “The answer is no.”

“You can’t be serious.”

“I’ve never been more serious about anything.” She stepped forward, putting herself between Conrad and me in a move so subtle I almost missed it. “My party has my back. They fight alongside me, not for their own glory. They care about each other, not just about their rankings.”

“Sentiment over strategy. That’s what got Vance killed.”

The temperature around us seemed to drop ten degrees. Even Conrad’s lackeys shifted uncomfortably.

“Don’t.” Kira’s voice was ice. “Don’t you dare use his name to try to manipulate me.”

“I’m just pointing out facts, Kira. Loyalty to the wrong people is a weakness. And weakness gets people killed.”

Something snapped.

I stepped around Kira before she could stop me, putting myself directly in Conrad’s path. My tail lashed behind me, no longer content to stay curled. I could feel my eyes brightening, that supernatural glow that happened when my emotions ran high.

“You don’t get to talk to her like that.”

Conrad’s eyebrows rose slightly, the first genuine reaction I’d gotten from him. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me. You can call me monster trash if that makes you feel powerful. You can dismiss my abilities and mock my class and pretend I’m not worth your attention. But you don’t get to use someone’s trauma to try to recruit their friends. That’s not strategy. That’s just being a bad person.”

“And who exactly are you to tell me anything, succubus? You’ve been in this world for weeks. You don’t know how things work here. You don’t have the skills, the experience, or the right to stand there and lecture me about anything.”

“Maybe not.” I held my ground, refusing to step back. “But I know the difference between a guild leader who wants strong allies and a bully who can’t stand watching good people choose something other than him. And right now? You’re definitely the second one.”

Conrad’s face went red. For a moment, I thought he might actually swing at me. His hand moved toward his sword hilt, and behind me, I heard the whisper of Kira’s blade clearing its sheath.

“Touch her,” Kira said quietly, “and find out exactly how wrong you are about my abilities.”

The standoff lasted three heartbeats. Then Conrad laughed, the sound harsh and forced.

“Fine. Keep your little found family fantasy. Keep telling yourselves that friendship is enough to clear real content. But when you fail, when you’re stuck in mid-tier dungeons while the rest of us are pushing endgame, don’t come crawling to the Gilded Vanguard asking for a spot.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” Finn said from behind me. His voice was different than usual. Colder. Missing all the playful charm that typically colored his words. “Now leave. Before you embarrass yourself further.”

Conrad turned to respond, but something in Finn’s expression made him hesitate. For a moment, I saw genuine anger there, the kind that didn’t care about consequences. The kind that was prepared to follow through.

“This isn’t over,” Conrad said finally, but he was already retreating, his lackeys falling into step behind him.

“For us it is,” I called after him.

I watched him go, my heart pounding, the adrenaline of the confrontation slowly draining from my system. When I turned back to the party, I found them all staring at me.

“What?” I asked. “Too much?”

Sage was smiling, soft and proud. Mira had produced a small notebook from somewhere and was scribbling notes. Kira looked at me with an expression I couldn’t quite read, something warm beneath the warrior’s mask. And Finn…

Finn was looking at me like he’d never seen me before.

“That was incredible,” Mira said, not looking up from her notes. “I’m documenting this for future reference. ‘Keep your little found family fantasy,’ he said. The irony of dismissing found family as a concept while failing to understand its tactical advantages is fascinating from a sociological perspective.”

“The tactical advantages of found family?” Finn asked, some of his usual humor returning.

“People fight harder for those they love. Basic psychology. Conrad’s guild fights for rankings. We fight for each other. In equivalent combat scenarios, our motivation differential provides a significant edge.”

“You turned ‘we’re friends’ into a tactical analysis.”

“Everything can be tactically analyzed.” She finally looked up, pushing her glasses up her nose. “Also, Lilith was very brave, and I found it quite attractive.”

The frank admission made me blush, which made my tail swish with embarrassed pleasure, which probably made the blush worse.

“We should go,” Kira said. Her voice was still flat, but when she looked at me, I saw something softer underneath. “Back to the house. I need to…” She trailed off, shaking her head. “I just need to be somewhere that isn’t here.”

No one argued. We abandoned our quest board plans and headed back through the city streets, our party drawing closer together as we walked. Mira’s hand found mine. Finn fell into step on my other side, close enough that his shoulder brushed mine with each stride.

The Party House felt like a sanctuary when we finally reached it. Sage went straight to the kitchen, muttering about stress-cooking. The smell of spices and sizzling meat filled the air within minutes.

We gathered in the common room, sprawled across the comfortable furniture in a loose pile. Kira took the armchair by the fire, sword across her lap, staring into the flames. I settled onto the couch between Mira and Finn, my tail curling around Mira’s ankle in a gesture that had become habitual.

“I’m sorry,” Kira said finally, breaking the silence. “About what he said. The monster trash thing.”

“Not your fault.”

“He was trying to get to me through you. Using you as a reason why I shouldn’t be here. That’s not acceptable.”

“To be fair, I did make this body as a joke character.” I tried for levity, but it fell flat. “Complete with the horniest class selection possible. If anyone was going to call me monster trash, at least he’s being accurate about the ‘monster’ part.”

“You’re not trash.” Kira’s voice was fierce, more intense than I’d ever heard from her. “You’re brave and kind and you stood up to him when you didn’t have to. You put yourself between me and someone trying to hurt me. That’s not something trash does.”

The warmth that spread through my chest at her words was unexpected. Not the pleasant heat of attraction, though that was there too. Something deeper. Something that felt like belonging.

“Thanks, Kira.”

“Don’t thank me. I’m just saying what’s true.” She returned her gaze to the fire. “But Lilith? If you ever need someone to put themselves between you and danger? I’ll be there. That’s my job now.”

“Your job?”

“My choice. Same thing.”

Sage appeared with a tray of food. Comfort fare: warm bread, soft cheese, fresh fruit, and something that smelled like spiced meat wrapped in pastry. She set it on the low table and began distributing portions with the efficiency of someone who’d done this a thousand times.

“Eat,” she commanded. “Conrad doesn’t get to ruin your appetite.”

We ate. Slowly at first, then with growing enthusiasm as the flavors hit. Sage’s stress-cooking was apparently even better than her regular cooking, which was saying something. By the time we’d demolished the first tray, she was already returning with a second.

Mira had produced her notebook again and was researching something between bites. “I’m compiling a list of Conrad’s guild’s documented failures,” she announced. “For next time. He insulted our party’s capability. I intend to have specific counterarguments prepared.”

“That’s terrifying,” Finn said. “I love it.”

“The Gilded Vanguard’s raid completion rate is actually three percent below the zone average when controlled for gear level. They’re coasting on equipment, not skill. His criticism of our party composition is particularly ironic given that they wiped twice last month on content that theoretically should have been trivial.”

“Where do you find this information?”

“I have sources.” Mira pushed her glasses up. “Also, the guild forums are quite comprehensive if you know where to look.”

I laughed despite myself, and the sound seemed to ease something in the room. The tension that had followed us from the guild quarter was dissipating, replaced by the familiar warmth of our little group.

Finn stretched out beside me, close enough that his arm brushed mine. “You were impressive back there,” he said quietly, while Mira was distracted by her research and Sage was fussing over Kira’s untouched second portion.

“I was terrified.”

“Didn’t show.” His green eyes were serious in a way I rarely saw from him. “When he called you monster trash, I wanted to break his nose. Diplomatic solution be damned.”

“You looked angry. Like, actually angry. Not your usual joking thing.”

“That’s because I was actually angry.” He turned to face me more fully. “People don’t get to talk to you like that. Not while I’m around. You’re part of this party, Lilith. Part of this family. And anyone who tries to make you feel like less than that can answer to me.”

My heart did that complicated flutter again. The one I’d been noticing more and more often around Finn, the one that confused me because it felt different from how I experienced attraction to Sage or Mira or Kira.

He was being protective of me. Genuinely protective. Not performing chivalry or showing off, but actually upset that someone had tried to hurt me.

And I realized, with a sudden clarity that made my tail twitch with surprise, that I liked being protected by him specifically. Not just generically cared for, but specifically defended by Finn Blackwood with his rakish grin and his hidden depths and his hands that I kept noticing at inconvenient moments.

“Thank you,” I managed, and my voice came out softer than I intended.

“Anytime.” He held my gaze for a moment longer than necessary, something passing between us that I didn’t have words for yet.

Then Sage was there with another tray, the moment broken but not forgotten.

We spent the rest of the day together, not doing anything in particular. Just being. Card games that Finn definitely cheated at. Mira reading aloud from a book about magical theory while the rest of us pretended to follow along. Kira sharpening her sword with methodical focus, the sound almost meditative. Sage humming in the kitchen, the smell of something sweet baking in the background.

Normal, comfortable, exactly like the found family Conrad had dismissed.

By evening, we’d piled onto the various couches and chairs like a litter of tired puppies. Mira had fallen asleep against my shoulder, her glasses askew, notebook still clutched in one hand. Finn was sprawled on the floor with his head propped against the couch, occasional snores punctuating the quiet. Sage had curled into the big armchair, knitting something that would probably turn into a scarf.

And Kira was still by the fire, but her expression had softened throughout the day. She looked at our little pile of people with something like wonder, like she hadn’t quite believed this could be real until now.

I caught her eye and smiled.

She smiled back, just a little. One of those rare genuine smiles that transformed her entire face.

Then she mouthed two words: “Thank you.”

I mouthed back: “Family.”

Her smile widened, just for a moment, before she returned her attention to the fire.

My tail curled contentedly around Mira’s ankle. My shoulder pressed against Finn’s where he’d shifted in his sleep. I could smell Sage’s baking from the kitchen, feel the warmth of the fire, hear the soft sounds of people I loved being comfortable together.

Conrad had called this a fantasy. Something worth dismissing.

But lying here, surrounded by people who’d chosen me, who’d defended me, who’d made me feel like I belonged, I couldn’t imagine anything more real.

[System: Bond Increased]
[Kira Ashford: +1 -> Friend (3)]
[Reputation Update: Conrad Landon - Hostile]
[Found Family Milestone: First Defense]
[Femininity: 54%]

I dismissed the notifications with a thought and closed my eyes.

Tomorrow would bring new challenges. New questions about who I was and who I was becoming.

But tonight, I had exactly what I needed.

A home. A family. People who saw me and chose to stay.

Maybe that was the real power of being a succubus. Not the seduction, not the charm abilities, not the pleasure-based progression.

Maybe it was the capacity to inspire this kind of love.

I drifted toward sleep with that thought warm in my chest, my found family surrounding me, feeling more myself than I ever had as Ryan.

And somewhere in the guild quarter, Conrad Landon was probably still nursing his wounded pride.

I hoped it hurt.


Chapter 14: Exploring Attraction

The morning routine had become automatic.

I didn’t even think about it anymore, I realized as I finished braiding my hair into something approximating a proper style. The conditioner, the careful brushing to avoid tangles, the basic skincare that Mama Rose had insisted was non-negotiable, the way I twisted the purple-highlighted strands into a practical pattern that would stay out of my face during training. Two weeks ago, this would have taken an hour of frustrated fumbling. Now it was just… morning.

The Femininity meter in my peripheral vision read 54%. Accepting, the system called it.

Maybe it was right.

I had an errand to run before training, so I slipped out early and made my way to Thread & Steel. The shop was quiet at this hour, morning light filtering through the display window onto bolts of fabric and half-dressed mannequins.

“Back again?” Tessa looked up from behind the counter, her sharp half-elf features arranging themselves into something that might have been amusement. “Let me guess. You ripped something. Or grew out of something. Or finally realized that outfit I warned you about was a disaster.”

“None of the above, actually.” I approached the counter, tail swishing behind me. “I need something formal. Nice dress, maybe? There’s a… celebration coming up. I want to look good.”

“You always look good. Succubus biology.” She was already moving toward the back of the shop. “But I know what you mean. Something that says ‘I chose this’ rather than ‘I woke up like this.’”

“Exactly.”

She disappeared behind a curtain and returned moments later with a deep purple dress that made my breath catch. It was elegant without being excessive, the color perfectly complementing my eyes, the cut designed to flatter curves without being obscene.

“How did you…” I started.

“I had a feeling.” Tessa’s expression gave nothing away. “Try it on.”

It fit perfectly. Of course it did.

“I’ve been saving this for you,” she admitted as I examined myself in the mirror. “Customer came in last week wanting something similar, but the color was wrong for her. Right for you, though.”

“You’re kind of scary, you know that?”

“I prefer ‘observant.’” She rang up the purchase. “Same time next week for the inevitable repair?”

“Probably.” I laughed, tucking the wrapped dress under my arm. “Thank you, Tessa.”

“Just doing my job.” But there was warmth beneath the professional exterior. “Good luck with your celebration.”

I left the shop feeling strangely settled. Tessa never made a fuss about my transformation, never treated me as unusual. To her, I was just another customer with a body that needed clothing. A regular.

It was a small thing, but small things added up.

“You’ve gotten good at that,” Sage said from the doorway when I returned, watching me secure the last twist of my braid. Her silver-green hair was still loose, cascading over her shoulders in waves that caught the morning light. Those massive tits strained against her thin sleeping robe in a way that made my attention drift despite myself.

“Practice.” I turned from the small mirror in my room. “Also, excellent teachers.”

“You’re a fast learner.” She smiled, warm and knowing. “Ready for training?”

“As I’ll ever be.”

The walk to the training grounds was peaceful. The city was waking up around us, vendors setting up their stalls, the smell of fresh bread drifting from Old Bertram’s bakery as we passed. I waved at him through the window, and he returned a grandfatherly nod, already pulling out what I’d learned was my “usual” order for later pickup.

This was home now. The thought didn’t surprise me anymore.

Kira was already at the grounds when we arrived, running through forms with her practice sword. Her movements were precise and deadly, each strike controlled, each pivot balanced perfectly. Sweat gleamed on her exposed arms, her tank top clinging to her athletic frame.

I tried not to stare at the way her abs flexed with each motion. Tried and failed.

“You’re late,” she said without turning around.

“By three minutes,” Sage replied. “I’ll make tea while you two work.”

She retreated to the small covered area at the edge of the grounds, where a brazier and kettle had been set up for exactly this purpose. Training days always involved tea, I’d learned. Kira claimed it was for hydration. Everyone knew it was because Sage liked having something to do with her hands.

“So.” Kira finally turned to face me, practice sword resting on her shoulder. “Today we’re working on grappling.”

My heart rate increased. “Grappling?”

“Close combat. When your abilities fail and you need to defend yourself physically. You can’t rely on charm forever. Sometimes fights get messy.” She set down her sword and began stretching. “Strip down to your base layer. Full clothes will just get in the way.”

I’d worn a sports bra and compression shorts under my training clothes, anticipating exactly this. The trip to Tessa’s shop had paid off. I pulled off my outer layer and set it aside, trying to ignore the way Kira’s eyes tracked the movement.

Or maybe I wasn’t trying to ignore it. Maybe I was very aware of it.

My tail twitched with nervous anticipation, and I curled it firmly around my own thigh before it could betray me further.

“Basic stance first,” Kira instructed, demonstrating. “Low center of gravity. Weight evenly distributed. You’re not trying to strike. You’re trying to control.”

I mimicked her stance, feeling immediately clumsy by comparison. My body was different now, my balance shifted, but I was still learning to move efficiently. The curves that had felt so awkward initially were becoming familiar, but they still threw off my spatial awareness in close quarters.

“Better.” Kira circled me, evaluating. “Now, when someone grabs you, the instinct is to pull away. Don’t. That puts you at a disadvantage. Instead, you want to get closer. Use their momentum against them.”

“Closer,” I repeated, not entirely sure I meant it as a question.

“Like this.” She moved in, and suddenly she was right there, her body inches from mine. The heat of her was palpable, fresh sweat and leather and something that might have been arousal or might have been wishful thinking.

“If someone gets a hold of you,” she demonstrated, hands gripping my shoulders, “you don’t fight the grip. You move with it.”

She pulled me toward her, and I stumbled into her chest, face nearly colliding with her collarbone. Her sports bra did nothing to hide the firm curves of her breasts, smaller than Sage’s but perfectly suited to her athletic frame. When she breathed, her chest pressed against mine.

“Now you try to throw me,” she instructed, voice professional despite our proximity. “Use your hips. Leverage.”

I tried. I really did. But Kira was stronger, more experienced, and entirely too distracting. She countered my clumsy attempt with a simple twist that landed me on my back on the training mat, staring up at the morning sky.

“Again.”

We repeated the exercise. Again and again, Kira coaching me through the mechanics while her body pressed against mine in ways that made concentration increasingly difficult. I learned to read her weight shifts, to anticipate her counters, to use my lower center of gravity to my advantage.

I also learned that Kira’s abs were exactly as defined as they looked, because they kept pressing against my stomach as we grappled.

“Better,” she said after my fifth or sixth attempt. “You’re getting the theory. Now let’s try something more realistic.”

Before I could ask what she meant, she swept my legs and took me down, pinning me to the mat with her body weight. Her thigh pressed between my legs, her hands gripping my wrists above my head, her face hovering inches above mine.

Her eyes were dark. Darker than I’d ever seen them. The brown had deepened to something that looked almost black.

“In a real fight,” she said, voice slightly rougher than before, “this is where you’d need to escape. The opponent has you pinned. Your weapons are gone. What do you do?”

Think, I told myself. Training. This is training.

But her thigh was pressing against me in exactly the right spot, the friction of the movement sparking sensation I couldn’t ignore. My body was responding in ways I couldn’t hide. My nipples were hardening against the thin fabric of my sports bra. My breathing was getting heavier. And between my legs, where her thigh pressed, warmth was gathering that had nothing to do with exertion.

“I…” My voice came out breathy. “I could try to…”

Kira shifted, and her thigh pressed harder. Grinding.

I gasped before I could stop myself.

Her eyes widened, but she didn’t move away. If anything, she pressed closer, her weight settling more firmly onto me. I could feel her heartbeat now, rapid against my chest, matching my own accelerating pulse.

“Kira…” I whispered.

“I know.” Her voice was strained. “I should stop. I should…”

But she didn’t stop. Her hips shifted again, and this time I could feel the deliberate pressure. She was grinding against me, her thigh working against my core through the thin layers of our clothing. The friction was maddening, not quite enough but still building, still stoking the fire that was spreading through my body.

My tail unwound from my own thigh without my permission. Before I could stop it, it had wrapped around Kira’s thigh, pulling her tighter against me.

Her breath caught. “Your tail…”

“I know. I can’t… it does that when I…”

“When you want something?”

I couldn’t answer. Could only stare up at her, feeling the wet heat between my legs, the tension in every line of her body, the way her restraint was cracking moment by moment.

She ground down again, harder, and I moaned.

“Lilith.” Her voice was desperate now. “If you want me to stop, tell me now. Because in about thirty seconds, I’m not going to be able to.”

“I don’t want you to stop. I want…”

Her mouth was descending toward mine, and I was rising to meet it, and this was finally happening, after all the tension and the almost-moments and the loaded glances across crowded rooms…

“Hey, dinner’s ready!”

Finn’s voice shattered the moment like a hammer through glass.

Kira was off me so fast it was almost supernatural, putting six feet of distance between us before I could blink. Her face was flushed, chest heaving, but her expression had shuttered back into that warrior mask she wore so well.

“Thanks,” she called back, voice impressively steady. “We’ll be right there.”

I sat up slowly, acutely aware of how aroused I still was, of the wetness that had soaked through my compression shorts, of the way my tail was now lashing with frustrated energy behind me.

Finn appeared at the edge of the training area, casual and smiling. If he noticed the tension, he didn’t show it.

“Sage made that spiced lamb thing you like,” he said, nodding at me. “And Mira’s already started eating the bread, so if you want any, you’d better hurry.”

“Coming,” I managed.

Kira had already grabbed her sword and was striding toward the Party House, not looking back. I watched her go, my body still thrumming with unspent desire, my mind reeling from what had almost happened.

“Good training session?” Finn asked, falling into step beside me as I gathered my discarded clothes.

“Intense.”

“Grappling usually is.” His tone was light, but when I glanced at him, his green eyes held something knowing. “Especially with Kira.”

“Are you…”

“I didn’t see anything.” He held up his hands. “Whatever happened or didn’t happen, that’s between you two. I just came to fetch everyone for dinner.”

“At the worst possible moment.”

“Or the best, depending on perspective.” He smiled, but there was no mockery in it. “Some things are better when they build. When you have time to want them properly before you have them.”

I didn’t know how to respond to that, so I didn’t try. We walked to the Party House in comfortable silence, my body slowly returning to something like normal, my mind still spinning with the memory of Kira’s weight on top of me.

Dinner was a carefully managed exercise in not looking at Kira too directly.

She sat across the table from me, eating with mechanical efficiency, answering questions in monosyllables. Every time our eyes met accidentally, she looked away first. The tension was palpable enough that even Mira noticed, though she was tactful enough not to comment.

Sage said nothing, but her knowing smiles said everything.

After the meal, the party scattered. Mira to her books, Kira to her room with barely a word, Sage to check on some herbs she was growing in the back garden. I found myself alone in the common room, staring at the dying fire, my thoughts too chaotic to sort.

“Can’t sleep?”

Finn appeared from the kitchen, carrying two mugs of something that steamed gently.

“Can’t think.”

He sat beside me on the couch, close but not touching, and handed me one of the mugs. Hot chocolate, I discovered when I sipped it. The really good kind, with a hint of spice.

“Want to talk about it?”

I stared into my mug for a long moment. The fire crackled. Outside, the last light of sunset was fading to purple.

“I’m confused,” I finally admitted. “About a lot of things.”

“Such as?”

“Kira. What happened at training. What almost happened.” I took another sip of chocolate, letting the warmth settle in my stomach. “And you.”

“Me?”

“You.” I set down my mug and turned to face him properly. “I keep noticing you, Finn. The way you move. Your shoulders. Your back. Your hands.” The last word came out more loaded than I intended. “I never noticed men like this before. As Ryan, I mean. Women were always… that was the only thing that made sense. But now there’s you, and I don’t know what to do with that.”

Finn was quiet for a moment, his expression thoughtful rather than teasing for once. When he spoke, his voice was gentler than I expected.

“What does it feel like? When you notice me?”

“Warm. Curious. Like I want to be near you without fully understanding why.” I forced myself to meet his eyes. “Like something in my body responds to you before my brain catches up. Is that… is this what attraction to men feels like?”

“I don’t know what it feels like for you.” He set down his own mug and shifted to face me more fully. “But I know what attraction feels like from my side. And when I look at you, Lilith, that’s what I feel.”

My breath caught. “You…”

“I’m not subtle about it. I flirt constantly. I’ve been finding excuses to touch you for weeks.” He smiled, self-deprecating in a way I rarely saw from him. “But I wanted you to come to it on your own. I didn’t want to push. Whatever you’re feeling, it needs to be real for you. Not just your body responding to attention.”

“What if it is real?”

“Then we figure it out together.” He reached out, his fingers brushing my cheek in a gesture so gentle it made my heart ache. “There’s no rush. No pressure. We have time.”

“And if I wanted…” I swallowed, nervous in a way I hadn’t been with Sage or Mira. “If I wanted to explore? To see what this is?”

“Then we explore.” His hand cupped my jaw, thumb tracing my cheekbone. “At whatever pace you need.”

I leaned into his touch, and something shifted between us. The playful energy that usually surrounded Finn was gone, replaced by something more serious. More real.

“Can I kiss you?” he asked.

“Yes.”

His lips met mine, and everything was different.

Kissing Sage was warm and nurturing, like coming home. Kissing Mira was curious and eager, full of discovery. But kissing Finn was something else entirely. His mouth moved against mine with confidence and patience, leading without demanding, showing me what he liked while paying attention to what made me respond.

His hand slid into my hair, careful of my horns, tilting my head for better angle. When his tongue traced my lower lip, I opened for him, and the taste of him flooded my senses. Different from women. More aggressive somehow, but still careful. Still waiting for my response before pushing further.

My hands found his chest, feeling the muscle beneath his shirt. The planes of him were unfamiliar, harder angles where I was used to soft curves, but not unwelcome. When I slid my palms down to his stomach and felt the ridges of his abs, heat pooled between my thighs.

The kiss deepened. His free hand found my waist, pulling me closer until I was nearly in his lap. I could feel his arousal through his pants, pressing against my thigh, and the reality of it sent a shockwave through me.

This was actually happening. I was kissing a man and wanting it. Wanting him.

“Lilith.” Finn pulled back just far enough to speak, his breathing uneven. “If you want to stop…”

“I don’t want to stop.”

“But we should. For now.”

I blinked, confused. “Why?”

“Because I want your first time with a man to be more than a heated moment on a couch.” His voice was rough, but his eyes were clear. “I want you to choose it deliberately. To come to me knowing exactly what you want, not just caught up in the moment.”

“What if I know what I want right now?”

His smile was strained, and I could see the effort his restraint was costing him. “Then you’ll know it tomorrow too. And I’ll still be here.”

He was right, I realized. This wasn’t like my encounters with Sage or Mira, where the journey had been gradual and the destination understood. This was new territory, a new kind of attraction, and rushing into it could muddy what I actually felt.

But god, I didn’t want to stop.

“Soon?” I asked, and my voice came out lower than intended.

“Soon.” He pressed his forehead to mine. “When you’re ready. When you come to me and say ‘I want this.’ Not tonight, but… soon.”

I kissed him again, softer this time. A promise rather than a plea.

When I finally pulled away, my body was humming with frustrated desire, but my mind was clearer than it had been in weeks. The confusion wasn’t gone, but it had a shape now. A direction.

I wanted Finn. Wanted to know what it felt like to be with a man, specifically this man. Wanted to explore this new aspect of myself with someone who would be patient and attentive and care about what I felt.

And he was willing to wait until I was sure.

“Thank you,” I said.

“For what?”

“For not pushing. For letting me figure this out at my own pace.” I smiled, and my tail swished contentedly despite my body’s complaints. “For being you.”

“Anytime.” He kissed my forehead, gentle and sweet. “Get some sleep, Lilith. Tomorrow’s a new day.”

I stood reluctantly, legs slightly unsteady, and made my way toward my room. At the doorway, I paused and looked back.

Finn was still on the couch, watching me with an expression that made my stomach flip.

“Soon,” I repeated.

“Soon,” he agreed.

I went to bed with that word echoing in my mind, my body still warm from his touch, my heart full of a new kind of anticipation.

Tomorrow, I’d deal with whatever was happening with Kira.

Tomorrow, I’d figure out how to navigate this expanding landscape of desire.

But tonight, I fell asleep smiling, my tail wrapped around my pillow in the absence of anyone to hold.
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The numbers didn’t capture what I felt. They never did.

But somewhere in the back of my mind, I noticed that my Femininity had ticked up again. Not because I was acting like a woman was supposed to act. Not because I was performing some expected role.

But because I was finally acknowledging all of who I was becoming.

Including the parts that wanted things I’d never let myself want before.


Chapter 15: First Time

I spent all of the next day thinking about it.

Through breakfast, where Sage made her honey cakes and Mira explained some magical theory that I pretended to follow. Through combat training with Kira, where neither of us mentioned what had almost happened but the tension hummed between every correction and demonstration. Through lunch in the market square, surrounded by the familiar sounds and smells that had become my daily life.

All of it faded into background noise against the constant drumbeat in my mind.

Soon.

The word Finn had used. The promise we’d made.

By evening, I’d made my decision.

I found him in the common room after dinner, playing a solitary card game while the others had scattered to their various evening activities. Sage was in the garden, Mira in the library, Kira at the training grounds working off whatever tension still lingered between us.

“Hey,” I said from the doorway.

He looked up, and something in my expression must have told him what I was there for. His cards slowed, then stopped.

“Hey.”

“Can we go to your room?”

A beat of silence. Then: “Are you sure?”

“I’m sure.” I crossed the distance between us, stopping close enough to feel his warmth. “I’ve been sure all day. I want this, Finn. I want you. And I’m not just caught up in the moment. I’ve thought about it. I’m choosing it.”

He set down his cards and stood, his height putting him a head taller than me, close enough that I had to tilt my chin up to meet his eyes. The green of them had darkened, the usual playful spark replaced by something more intense.

“Okay,” he said simply. “Then let’s go.”

His room was different from what I’d expected.

I’d imagined something sparse and practical, or maybe overtly seductive with silk sheets and strategic lighting. Instead, it was comfortable and lived-in. Books stacked on a nightstand. A half-eaten snack on the desk. Personal items scattered in a way that suggested a life being genuinely lived rather than performed.

“Not what you expected?” Finn asked, closing the door behind us.

“It’s perfect.” I turned to face him. “It’s real.”

“I try to avoid being too much of a cliche.” He moved closer, hands finding my waist with gentle pressure. “Though I’m probably about to be very predictable in other ways.”

“Show me.”

He kissed me then, and it was different from the night before. Less tentative. More intentional. His mouth moved against mine with purpose, his tongue tracing my lips before dipping inside. One hand slid up my back while the other settled on my hip, pulling me flush against him.

I could feel his arousal already, pressing against my stomach through our clothes. The reality of it, the physical evidence of his desire, sent a thrill through me that I hadn’t expected. As Ryan, I’d never thought about being wanted like this. Never imagined what it would feel like to have someone hard for me.

Now I understood. And I wanted more.

“What do you want?” Finn murmured against my lips. “Tell me what you want and I’ll give it to you.”

“Everything.” The word escaped before I could think about it. “I want to experience everything.”

“Then we’ll go slow.” He pulled back just enough to meet my eyes. “One step at a time. And if anything doesn’t feel right, you tell me and we stop. Agreed?”

“Agreed.”

He began undressing me with practiced fingers, each piece of clothing removed with deliberate care. My shirt first, lifted over my head to reveal the supportive bra beneath. He paused to appreciate the view, his gaze traveling over my curves with open hunger.

“Beautiful,” he said, and the sincerity in his voice made me flush.

The bra came next, unhooked with an ease that made me briefly jealous of his competence. Then my pants, sliding down my legs, leaving me in just my underwear. Violet lace. I’d chosen them deliberately, wanting to feel desirable, and from the way Finn’s breath caught, I’d succeeded.

“Your turn,” I said, reaching for his shirt.

He let me undress him, standing still while my fingers fumbled with buttons and fabric. His chest emerged inch by inch, smooth skin over defined muscle. The V-lines I’d noticed before were even more pronounced up close, leading my eyes downward to where his pants hung low on his hips.

I pulled his shirt free and stared.

He was beautiful. Lean and athletic, with the kind of body that came from real activity rather than vanity exercise. Small scars marked his skin here and there, stories I didn’t know yet. And below the waistband of his pants, the clear outline of his cock pressing against the fabric.

“Can I…” I trailed off, not sure how to ask.

“Whatever you want.”

My fingers found his waistband and tugged downward. His pants fell, then his underclothes, and suddenly I was looking at my first cock from this perspective.

Not looking at porn on a screen. Not imagining some abstract scenario. Actually standing inches away from a real, hard cock that wanted me.

He was bigger than average, I thought. Long enough to make me briefly nervous, thick enough that my fingers wouldn’t quite meet when I reached out to touch him. The shaft was straight with a slight upward curve, the head flushed and swollen, a bead of precum already glistening at the tip. Veins traced along the length, and the whole thing pulsed with his heartbeat.

“This is…” I wrapped my hand around him experimentally, feeling the heat and weight, the silky skin over iron hardness, the way he throbbed in my grip. “I used to have one of these.”

Finn laughed despite himself. “That’s a first. Usually people don’t mention their ex-penises during foreplay.”

“I’m not usual.” I stroked experimentally, feeling the way his foreskin slid over the shaft, watching his face for reactions. His eyes fluttered closed when I twisted slightly at the top, my thumb smearing that drop of precum around the sensitive head. Filed that away for later. “Can I try something?”

“Whatever you want,” he repeated, his voice rough.

I sank to my knees.

The position felt different than I’d expected. I’d seen this a hundred times in porn, had imagined it from the receiving end more times than I could count. But being the one on my knees, looking up at Finn’s cock with my face inches away—so close I could smell his arousal, clean and male and intoxicating—was a completely different experience.

I leaned forward and licked the tip, tasting him for the first time. Salt and musk and something uniquely Finn.

Finn’s groan was gratifying, deep and guttural. I did it again, my tongue tracing the sensitive ridge around his head, feeling him twitch in response, more precum leaking out for me to lap up.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You’re a natural.”

I wasn’t, but his reaction gave me confidence. I opened my mouth wider and took him in, just the head at first, feeling my lips stretch around his girth, getting used to the sensation of having a cock in my mouth from this side. The weight of him on my tongue. The way he filled my mouth. The way I had to breathe through my nose.

“God, your mouth feels amazing—”

I took more, feeling him slide deeper, his cock pushing toward the back of my throat. I found the limit of what I could comfortably manage—more than halfway—and held there, letting my tongue work the underside. When I pulled back and swirled my tongue around the tip, hollowing my cheeks to suck, his hand found my hair, fingers tangling in my strands, not pushing, just holding.

“That’s so good,” he murmured. “Just like that. Suck my cock.”

The dirty talk made my pussy clench with arousal. I fell into a rhythm, bobbing my head, my lips sliding up and down his shaft, using my hand to stroke what my mouth couldn’t reach. The sounds he made guided me—groans and gasps and muttered curses. When I sucked harder on the upstroke, he groaned deep in his chest. When I fondled his balls with my free hand, heavy and full in my palm, his hips jerked involuntarily, pushing deeper into my mouth.

“Fuck—your mouth—so fucking good—”

This was different from anything I’d experienced as Ryan. I wasn’t just watching or imagining. I was doing. Giving pleasure with my mouth while he watched me with increasingly desperate eyes, his cock twitching on my tongue.

And I loved it. Loved the weight of him in my mouth. Loved the taste of his precum. Loved the sounds he made, the way his thighs trembled, the knowledge that I was making him feel this good.

“Lilith.” His voice was strained. “If you keep that up, I’m going to…”

I pulled off, looking up at him with what I suspected was a thoroughly debauched expression. “Not yet. You said we were going slow. There’s more I want to try.”

“More.” He helped me to my feet, kissing me deeply despite where my mouth had just been. “Tell me.”

“I want you inside me.”

The words hung between us, heavy with meaning. We both knew this was the real boundary. The thing I’d been building toward since the transformation.

“Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

He guided me to the bed, laying me down on sheets that smelled like him. My underwear came off with gentle hands, leaving me completely naked and exposed, my pussy wet and glistening in the low light. I should have felt vulnerable, but I only felt wanted.

Finn positioned himself between my spread thighs, the thick head of his cock brushing my entrance, nudging against my slick folds. The contact made me gasp. I was already dripping, had been since we started, but the reality of what was about to happen sent another wave of arousal flooding through me, my pussy clenching around nothing in anticipation.

“I’ll go slow,” he promised. “Tell me if you need me to stop.”

He pushed in, just the tip at first, stretching my entrance around his girth.

“Oh.”

The sensation was unlike anything I’d experienced. A stretching, a filling, my pussy opening for him, taking him inside. Something being completed that I hadn’t known was incomplete. He paused, letting me adjust, watching my face for any sign of discomfort.

“Okay?” he asked, his voice strained with the effort of holding still.

“More. Please. I want more.”

He slid deeper, inch by slow inch, my walls parting around his thick shaft, until he was fully seated inside me, his balls pressed against my ass. The stretch burned slightly but not painfully, and the sense of fullness was overwhelming. I could feel every ridge of him, every vein, every pulse of his heartbeat, the way he fit inside me like he’d been designed to be there.

“Fuck.” My voice came out strangled. “This is… oh fuck. You’re so deep.”

“Good or bad?”

“Good. So good. So full. Different. Nothing like… as Ryan, I never…” I couldn’t finish the sentence. My brain was short-circuiting, overwhelmed by the reality of having a man’s cock buried inside me, stretching me open, filling me completely. “Move. Please move. Fuck me.”

He began to thrust, slow and gentle at first, pulling halfway out before pushing back in, giving me time to adjust. Each stroke sent shockwaves of pleasure through me, his cock dragging against my inner walls, sparking nerves I hadn’t known I had. When he angled his hips slightly, the head of his cock hitting a spot deep inside me that made me see stars, I cried out.

“There?” He repeated the motion, grinding against that spot, watching my reaction. “You like that?”

“Yes. Yes, right there, don’t stop… fuck me right there…”

He didn’t stop. His rhythm built gradually, each thrust hitting that perfect spot, each withdrawal leaving my pussy aching and empty for that one agonizing moment before he filled me again. I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him deeper, my heels digging into his ass, and he groaned at the new angle.

“You feel incredible,” he gasped. “So tight, so wet… your pussy is gripping me so good…”

I pulled him down for a kiss, messy and desperate. Our bodies moved together, finding a rhythm that belonged to us, the wet sounds of our fucking filling the room. When I clenched around him deliberately, squeezing his cock with my inner muscles, he moaned into my mouth. When he thrust particularly deep, I arched beneath him, my tits pressing against his chest.

My first orgasm built slowly, a wave gathering in the distance.

“I’m getting close,” I warned, feeling my pussy tighten around him.

“Let go. Come on my cock. I’ve got you.”

He increased his pace, pounding that spot with every stroke, his pelvis grinding against my clit. My body wound tighter and tighter, pleasure coiling in my core until I couldn’t contain it anymore.

I came.

The orgasm exploded through me, completely different from solo pleasure or anything I’d experienced with the women I’d been with. This was deeper somehow, fuller, the sensation of his cock inside me extending the pleasure in ways I couldn’t articulate. My pussy spasmed around him, clenching and releasing in rhythmic waves, milking his cock. My whole body convulsed, back arching, toes curling.

“Oh fuck—oh fuck—yes—”

My eyes pulsed violet bright enough to light the room. Wetness gushed around his cock, soaking where our bodies joined.

Finn slowed but didn’t stop, working me through the aftershocks, his cock still hard inside my twitching pussy. “Good?”

“Amazing.” I was breathless, trembling, but hungry for more. “Don’t stop. I want… can we try other positions?”

His grin was wolfish. “I was hoping you’d ask.”

He pulled out, and I whimpered at the sudden emptiness, my pussy clenching around nothing. But then he was guiding me onto my hands and knees, positioning himself behind me, his hands spreading my thighs wider.

“This angle is deeper,” he warned. “Tell me if it’s too much.”

When he entered me again, I understood what he meant.

This was different. More primal. I couldn’t see his face, could only feel him, the thick slide of his cock spreading me open from behind, pushing deeper than before. His hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise, controlling the depth and angle. My tail lashed behind me, occasionally brushing against his stomach, the heart-shaped tip trembling.

“Fuck,” I breathed into the pillow. “That’s… so deep…”

He began to move, and I lost the ability to form words.

Each thrust pushed me forward, the angle hitting spots even deeper than before, his cock head pressing against my cervix. My tits swayed beneath me, bouncing with each impact, unfamiliar weight that had become integral to my experience. When he reached around to cup one, rolling my stiff nipple between his fingers, pinching just hard enough to hurt, I moaned louder than I meant to.

“You’re so responsive,” he said, voice rough with effort. “Every touch makes you react. Your pussy is squeezing me so tight. I could spend hours learning your body.”

“Less talking,” I managed. “More fucking. Harder.”

He laughed and obliged, increasing his pace, his hips slapping against my ass with each thrust. The sound of our bodies coming together filled the room, wet and obscene and perfect—the slap of skin on skin, the squelch of my soaking pussy, his grunts of effort. I pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, wanting more, wanting everything.

“That’s it—take my cock—fuck, you’re so tight—”

My second orgasm crested faster than the first.

“Finn… I’m going to…”

“Come for me. Come on my cock. I want to feel your pussy squeeze me.”

I shattered, crying out his name, my whole body convulsing. My pussy clamped down on his cock in rhythmic pulses, gripping him tight. My wings manifested without my permission, spreading wide and knocking a stack of books off the nightstand. My tail wrapped around his thigh, pulling him impossibly deeper. The pleasure was overwhelming, transcendent, waves of ecstasy crashing through me as my pussy spasmed around his thick shaft.

“Oh god—oh god—FINN—”

He slowed again as I came down, still hard inside my twitching pussy, still wanting.

“One more?” he asked.

“God, yes.”

He pulled out—another whimper at the loss—and lay back on the bed. “Your turn. On top.”

I straddled him, looking down at his face, at his cock standing at attention between us, slick with my arousal. This position put all the control in my hands. I could set the pace, the depth, the angle.

I reached down and gripped his cock, positioning him at my entrance. Then I lowered myself onto him slowly, savoring the stretch as my pussy swallowed him inch by inch. From this angle, I could feel every ridge of his entry, the way my walls parted around him, could watch his face as he watched me sink down on his cock.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “Watching you take me like that…”

His hands found my hips but didn’t guide, just held, letting me take what I wanted.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” he breathed. “Watching you like this… your tits, your face, my cock disappearing inside you… I’ve thought about this. Fantasized about it. But the reality is so much better.”

I began to move, finding my rhythm, lifting myself up and dropping back down, fucking myself on his cock. The position let me control everything, experiment with angles until I found the one that ground his cock against my g-spot and made me gasp. My tits bounced with each movement, jiggling heavily, and Finn’s eyes were riveted to them, hypnotized.

“Touch me,” I ordered. “Play with my tits.”

His hands came up to cup my breasts, squeezing the soft flesh, thumbs brushing over my stiff nipples before pinching them, rolling them between his fingers. The dual sensation—his cock stretching my pussy, his hands on my tits—was almost too much. I moved faster, chasing the pleasure that was building again, riding him harder, feeling wild and powerful and completely myself.

“I’m close,” he warned, his hips starting to thrust up to meet me. “Where do you want…?”

“Inside. Come inside me. I want to feel you fill me up.”

The words seemed to break something in him. His hips bucked up, meeting my rhythm, driving into me with new urgency, his cock slamming deep. His fingers tightened on my hips, pulling me down hard onto every thrust, our bodies slapping together.

“Fuck—gonna come—gonna come inside you—”

The third orgasm hit me like a thunderbolt.

I came with a scream, my whole body seizing, my pussy clamping down on his cock in violent spasms. My eyes blazed so bright they were probably visible through the walls. My wings spread to their full span. My tail went rigid. Every muscle in my body clenched around him, milking his cock, and I felt the moment he followed me over the edge.

He came inside me, his cock pulsing, hot jets of cum flooding my pussy in rhythmic spurts. I could feel each spurt filling me, the warmth spreading inside, his cock twitching and throbbing as he emptied himself deep in my core. His face twisted in pleasure, his fingers digging into my hips, a guttural groan tearing from his throat.

“Lilith—fuck—LILITH—”

The knowledge that I had done this to him, that his cum was filling me, that we were sharing this moment of pure pleasure—it sent another wave of ecstasy through me, my pussy squeezing him through his orgasm.

When it was finally over, I collapsed onto his chest, completely spent, his softening cock still buried inside me.

We lay there in silence, breathing hard, bodies tangled together. His cock softened inside me, and eventually slipped free, but neither of us moved. His arms wrapped around me, one hand tracing lazy patterns on my back.

“So,” he said eventually. “How was your first time with a man?”

I laughed despite myself. “Life-changing. Reality-altering. I understand so many things now that I didn’t understand before.”

“Such as?”

“Such as why this is something people obsess over.” I lifted my head to look at him, feeling satisfied and warm and closer to him than I’d ever been. “Such as why having someone inside you feels like connection on a level words can’t describe. Such as why I kept noticing you for weeks even when I didn’t understand why.”

“And? What’s the verdict?”

“I like this.” I pressed a kiss to his chest. “I like you. And I want to do this again. Many times.”

“That can be arranged.” He pulled me closer, and I felt his heartbeat against my cheek. “For the record, this was pretty life-changing for me too.”

“How so?”

“I’ve been with a lot of people. That’s not bragging, it’s just true. But none of them were like this. None of them trusted me enough to let me be their first experience with something so fundamental.” He tilted my chin up to meet his eyes. “You gave me something precious tonight, Lilith. I don’t take that lightly.”

The sincerity in his voice made my heart ache. This was the Finn beneath the charm, the one I’d suspected existed but rarely saw. The one who genuinely cared, who felt things deeply even if he hid it behind jokes and swagger.

“Thank you,” I said. “For being patient. For waiting until I was ready. For making this feel safe and good and right.”

“Always.” He kissed my forehead. “Now sleep. You’ve had quite the evening.”

I closed my eyes, still sprawled across his chest, feeling his warmth beneath me. The system notifications were probably going crazy in my peripheral vision, but I ignored them. They could wait until morning.

Right now, I just wanted to be here, in this moment, with this man who had shown me something new about myself.

When I finally fell asleep, I was smiling.
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The dreams that followed were warm and colorful, full of Finn’s eyes and hands and voice.

And when I woke in the morning, still tangled in his arms, I knew something fundamental had shifted.

I wasn’t just learning to live as Lilith anymore.

I was becoming her.

Completely.

Joyfully.

Without reservation.

And that, more than anything else, felt like finally coming home.


Chapter 16: The Choice

The message came while I was eating breakfast.

A system-wide notification, the kind that forced itself to the front of everyone’s vision regardless of what they were doing. I was mid-bite of one of Sage’s honey cakes when the text materialized in front of my face.

[SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT - BOUND PLAYER UPDATE]
The development team is pleased to announce significant progress in resolving the Avatar Lock phenomenon. We have successfully restored logout functionality for 47% of affected accounts in controlled testing.

Phase 2 trials will begin in 30 days. All Bound players are encouraged to register their interest in participation.

For those who wish to return to their original forms, this may be your opportunity. For those who have found peace in their current state, participation is entirely optional.

We apologize for the delay and thank you for your patience.

- Elysium Online Development Team

The message faded, but its weight lingered.

I looked around the table. Sage had gone very still, her amber eyes fixed on the space where the notification had been. Finn’s usual grin had disappeared entirely. Mira was already pulling out a notebook, presumably to analyze the implications. And Kira…

Kira was watching me.

“Well,” I said, because someone had to say something. “That’s news.”

“Is it good news?” Mira asked, pen hovering over paper. “Statistically, a 47% success rate is promising but not definitive. We’d need to know the failure parameters, whether ‘failure’ means return to Bound state or something worse…”

“Mira.” Sage’s voice was gentle. “Not everything needs analysis right now.”

“Right. Sorry. I cope with uncertainty through data collection.” She put down the pen anyway. “Lilith? How do you feel?”

How did I feel?

I set down my fork and tried to sort through the chaos in my head. Three weeks ago, this news would have been the answer to every desperate prayer. A way back. A return to normal. No more horns, no more tail, no more navigating the complicated landscape of being a woman in a body I’d never asked for.

Three weeks ago, I would have registered immediately.

But now…

“I need to think,” I said. “I need to take a walk. Clear my head.”

“Want company?” Finn asked.

“I think… I think I need to be alone for a bit. If that’s okay.”

No one argued. Sage squeezed my hand as I passed, silent support. Kira gave me a nod that somehow conveyed both understanding and a promise to be there when I needed her.

I walked.

The streets of Hearthstone City were familiar now in ways I hadn’t expected. I knew which vendor stalls had the best produce, which alleyways were shortcuts, which benches offered the best people-watching opportunities. My feet carried me through the market quarter on autopilot while my mind spun in circles.

Could I go back?

The question was simple. The answer was anything but.

Being Ryan had meant a studio apartment with walls that felt like they were closing in. It had meant a dead-end job fixing other people’s computers while my own life remained broken. It had meant going home to an empty space and filling the silence with games because actual human connection felt impossible.

Being Lilith meant…

I passed Old Bertram’s bakery, and the elderly man looked up from his work with that warm, grandfatherly smile. “The usual, dear?”

“Please.”

He handed over a fresh cinnamon roll, still warm from the oven. “You look troubled. Anything I can help with?”

“Just thinking.” I took a bite, the sweetness temporarily grounding me. “Big decisions.”

“Big decisions are best made slowly,” he said. “And on a full stomach. Take another. On the house.”

I accepted the second roll with thanks and continued walking, turning the gift over in my hands. Small kindnesses. Simple connections. Things Ryan had never experienced because he’d been too busy convincing himself he didn’t need them.

My next stop was Tessa Threadwell’s shop, though I hadn’t consciously decided to go there. The half-elf tailor looked up from her sewing machine as I entered, one eyebrow rising.

“Back already? I just finished your formal outfit yesterday.”

“I know. I just…” I trailed off, not sure how to explain.

“The announcement.” Tessa nodded, understanding crossing her sharp features. “I’ve seen six Bound players today, all wandering around looking shell-shocked. You’re handling it better than most.”

“Am I?”

“You’re upright. You made it to my shop. That’s something.” She set down her work and studied me with those appraising tailor’s eyes. “Let me guess. You’re trying to figure out if you want to go back.”

“Is it that obvious?”

“It’s the question, isn’t it? For all of you.” She gestured to a chair, and I sat. “I’ve been in this business for forty years. Dressed a lot of Bound players in that time. Want to know what I’ve noticed?”

“Please.”

“The ones who are desperate to leave, they never look comfortable in their own skin. Always adjusting, fidgeting, wearing their new bodies like ill-fitting clothes.” She leaned forward. “But you? You move like someone who belongs in that body. You carry yourself like Lilith, not like someone pretending to be her.”

“I’ve only been like this for three weeks.”

“Three weeks is enough. The body knows before the mind catches up.” She returned to her sewing. “But that’s just my observation. You’re the one who has to live with the choice.”

I left her shop with more questions than answers, but something she’d said stuck with me.

You carry yourself like Lilith.

Did I? When had that happened? When had I stopped fighting my reflection and started seeing myself?

The city park appeared on my left, and I ducked inside, seeking a quiet bench away from the main paths. The afternoon light filtered through the trees, dappled and peaceful. Birds sang somewhere overhead. A fountain burbled in the distance.

I sat and ate my cinnamon rolls and tried to figure out who I wanted to be.

“Complicated thoughts?”

I looked up to find Vera Ashwood settling onto the bench beside me. The elf ranger I’d met on my first day at the Wayward Inn, the one who’d been Bound six months before me. She looked comfortable in a way I was only beginning to understand, her elven features relaxed, her body language easy.

“You saw the announcement,” I said.

“Hard to miss.” She stretched out her legs, crossing them at the ankle. “I’ve been wandering around all morning too. Seemed like the thing to do.”

“Are you… are you going to register? For the trials?”

Vera was quiet for a long moment. When she spoke, her voice was thoughtful rather than certain.

“I was a software developer before. Back in the real world. Forty-three years old, recently divorced, mortgage payments I could barely make. I spent sixty hours a week in an office and came home to an empty condo and reheated leftovers.” She smiled, but there was something complicated in it. “Now I’m an elf ranger who spends her days in forests, has friends who actually show up for her, and looks twenty-five even if I still feel forty-three inside.”

“That sounds like a reason to stay.”

“It is. But it’s also a reason to feel guilty about staying.” She turned to face me more fully. “I had a life out there. A real life. People who knew me. A career I’d built. Am I betraying all of that if I choose this instead?”

“Are you?”

“I don’t know.” She laughed softly. “That’s the honest answer. I don’t know. Maybe I’m a coward who’s running from my problems. Maybe I’m a woman who finally found where she belongs. Maybe I’m both.”

We sat in silence for a while, watching the park’s visitors come and go. Families with children. Couples holding hands. A group of adventurers comparing gear. Life continuing around us while we contemplated our place in it.

“What about you?” Vera asked eventually. “What’s your complicated thought?”

I took a breath and tried to articulate what I was feeling.

“I have people here,” I said slowly. “Real connections. A found family that accepts me completely. Relationships that feel more genuine than anything I had as Ryan.” I watched my tail curl around my own leg, a comfort gesture that had become automatic. “But going back would mean going back to that life. That apartment. That loneliness.”

“Not necessarily. You could change things. Make different choices.”

“Could I, though?” I turned to her. “Ryan spent twenty-seven years being Ryan. Building habits. Constructing walls. How long would it take before I fell back into the same patterns? Before the loneliness crept back in because I didn’t know how to connect with people?”

“And Lilith knows how to connect?”

“Lilith has to.” I gestured at myself. “This body requires connection. My class literally runs on pleasure and intimacy. I couldn’t be isolated even if I wanted to be.” I paused, processing what I was saying. “Maybe that’s cheating. Maybe finding connection because your survival depends on it isn’t the same as choosing connection.”

“Or maybe it’s just a different path to the same place.” Vera’s voice was gentle. “Some people find love through romance novels. Some find it through arranged marriages. Some find it because a game glitch made them into succubi who literally can’t function without intimacy.” She smiled. “The path doesn’t matter if you end up somewhere good.”

“Do you think I’m somewhere good?”

“I think you’re glowing, honestly. The whole time I’ve known you, you’ve been getting… brighter, somehow. More comfortable. More yourself.” She stood, stretching. “But I’m just an elf ranger who used to write code. What do I know?”

She left me with a wave, disappearing into the park’s winding paths. I stayed on the bench as the afternoon light shifted toward evening, watching the shadows lengthen, wrestling with questions that had no easy answers.

Could I go back?

Yes. Probably. The technology existed or would exist soon.

Would I go back?

That was the question that kept circling, never quite landing on an answer.

I thought about my apartment in the real world. The flickering monitor. The duct-taped gaming chair. The frozen dinners in the freezer. I tried to remember the last time I’d felt genuinely happy there and came up empty.

Then I thought about the Party House. Sage’s honey cakes. Finn’s jokes. Mira’s enthusiastic rambling about magical theory. Kira’s rare smiles. The way my tail wrapped around Mira’s ankle during dinner. The warmth of Finn’s arms around me when I woke that morning.

The choice should have been obvious.

But it wasn’t. Because choosing to stay meant choosing to let go of Ryan forever. Choosing to accept that the person I’d been for twenty-seven years was just a prelude to the person I was becoming. Choosing to believe that Lilith wasn’t a punishment or an accident, but maybe, possibly, exactly who I was meant to be all along.

I walked home as the sun set, painting the city in shades of gold and pink.

Hearthstone City had become home. I knew that now with certainty. The streets felt like mine. The vendors knew my face. The Party House waited with light in the windows and warmth behind the door.

But was that enough? Was comfort enough?

Or did I owe something to the life I’d left behind? To the Ryan who had struggled through twenty-seven years and never given up, even when giving up seemed like the only option?

I didn’t have answers.

But for the first time since the announcement, I didn’t feel panicked about that.

The answers would come. Or they wouldn’t. Either way, I had time. Thirty days before the trials even began. Plenty of time to think. To feel. To figure out what I really wanted.

When I opened the door to the Party House, everyone was gathered in the common room. Not waiting, exactly, but clearly hoping I’d return.

Sage looked up first, amber eyes searching my face. “Better?”

“Different.” I settled onto the couch between Mira and Finn, my usual spot. “I still don’t know what I’m going to do. But I’m not spiraling anymore.”

“That’s something.” Finn’s arm came around my shoulders, casual and warm.

“Sage made soup,” Mira offered. “It has that herb thing you like. The one that tastes like rosemary but isn’t.”

“It’s silvermint,” Sage said. “And there’s fresh bread too.”

The evening unfolded like so many before it. Dinner around the common room table. Card games that Finn definitely cheated at. Mira reading aloud from a book about ancient magical catastrophes while the rest of us pretended to follow. Kira by the fire, sharpening her sword, occasionally contributing dry observations that made everyone laugh.

Normal. Comfortable. Home.

And somewhere in the midst of all that warmth, a thought crystallized in my mind.

I didn’t want to lose this.

Not the body, though I’d grown to appreciate it.

Not the abilities, though they’d become part of who I was.

This. These people. This life we’d built together.

If going back meant losing them, then going back wasn’t really an option at all.

I fell asleep that night surrounded by my found family, my head on Sage’s lap while she played with my hair, my tail wrapped around Mira’s wrist, Finn’s hand warm on my ankle.

The choice wasn’t made yet.

But I was starting to understand which way I was leaning.

And for the first time since the announcement, that felt less like giving up and more like growing into who I was meant to be.
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The numbers were just numbers.

The people around me were everything.

And maybe that was the only answer that actually mattered.


Chapter 17: Conversations

The next few days passed in a blur of meaningful moments.

Everyone seemed to understand that I was processing something important. They gave me space when I needed it and closeness when I sought it. And one by one, they found their way to conversations that I didn’t know I needed until they were happening.

Sage found me in the Moonpetal Gardens on the second morning.

The gardens were quiet at this hour, most students still sleeping off the previous night’s practical exercises. I’d come here without really deciding to, drawn by the memory of what we’d learned together in these pavilions. The Energy Kiss training. The 69 that had changed everything. The way the glowing flowers caught the early light. The gentle sound of the fountains.

“I thought I might find you here.” Sage settled onto the bench beside me, her silver-green hair loose around her shoulders. Those magnificent tits strained against her morning robe in a way that still made my breath catch, even now. “This place seems to call to you.”

“It’s peaceful.” I watched a flower pulse through shades of violet. “And it reminds me of who I’m becoming. Not just the skills, but… the rest of it. The acceptance.”

“The femininity.”

“Yeah.” I turned to face her. “The announcement. The choice. It’s been weighing on me.”

“I know.” She took my hand, her touch warm and grounding. “I want to tell you something, and I want you to know that it comes with no expectations. No pressure. Just… my truth.”

“Okay.”

“I want you to stay.” Her amber eyes met mine, fierce with sincerity. “Not because I need you to, not because staying would make my life easier, but because I believe staying is what’s best for you. I’ve watched you grow into yourself these past weeks, Lilith. Watched you discover joy and connection and pleasure without shame. I don’t think going back would serve who you’ve become.”

“But what if staying is the easy choice? What if I’m just running from my problems?”

“Are you?” Sage’s voice was gentle. “Is choosing happiness over misery really running? Or is it finally walking toward something instead of away from everything?”

I didn’t have an answer for that.

“Whatever you decide,” she continued, “I’ll support you. If you want to go back, I’ll help you prepare. I’ll make sure you don’t lose touch with everyone here. I’ll love you from whatever distance separates us.” She squeezed my hand. “But I hope you stay. Because the world is better with Lilith in it. And because I’m not ready to let you go.”

The tears came before I could stop them. Not sad tears. Something more complicated. Gratitude and fear and love all tangled together.

Sage held me while I cried, stroking my hair, murmuring soft words that I couldn’t quite make out. When the tears finally slowed, I felt emptied in a good way. Lighter.

“Thank you,” I managed.

“For what?”

“For seeing me. For loving me. For not pretending this is easy.”

“Nothing worth having is ever easy.” She kissed my forehead. “But some things are worth the effort.”

Finn found me that evening.

I was on the Party House rooftop, watching the sunset paint the sky in shades of orange and purple, when he climbed up through the garden access and settled onto the cushioned bench beside me. Close enough that our shoulders touched. Close enough that I could smell that particular scent of sandalwood and night air that I’d come to associate with him. The city spread out below us, warm lights beginning to flicker on in windows, and the dying sun cast everything in gold.

“Penny for your thoughts?”

“They’re worth at least a gold piece.”

He smiled, but there was something serious beneath the charm. “I’ve been wanting to talk to you. About the choice. About what it means.”

“I figured.”

“The thing is…” He ran a hand through his artfully messy hair, a nervous gesture I’d rarely seen from him. “I’ve never been good at serious conversations. I joke and I flirt and I deflect because that’s easier than being honest about what I feel. But this is too important for deflection.”

“Then be honest.”

“I love you.”

The words hung between us, simple and profound.

“I know it’s probably too soon to say that. I know we’ve only been… whatever we are… for a few days. But I’ve been falling for you since the first time you made me laugh with one of your sarcastic observations. Since you stood up to Conrad despite having nothing to prove. Since you trusted me enough to be your first experience with a man.” He met my eyes, and there was no performance there. Just truth. “I love you. Not the body, though it’s spectacular. Not the succubus, though she’s fun. You. Lilith. The person you are right now, in this moment.”

“What about Ryan?”

“I never knew Ryan. And honestly? From what you’ve told me about him, I’m not sure I would have liked Ryan much. Too closed off. Too afraid.” Finn shook his head. “But Lilith? She’s brave and funny and kind. She cares about people. She’s learning how to be happy, and watching that is one of the most beautiful things I’ve ever seen.”

“If I go back…”

“Then you go back, and I’ll miss you every day. But that’s not really the question, is it?” He took my hand. “The question is whether you want to. Whether you’re considering going back because some part of you thinks you should, or because you actually want to.”

“I don’t know.”

“That’s okay. You don’t have to know right now.” He brought my hand to his lips, kissing my knuckles gently. “But whatever you decide, know that I’m here. That I care about you. That I fell for YOU, Lilith. The person you are now. And that person is worth staying for.”

I kissed him then, because words felt inadequate. The kiss was soft and sweet and full of things I couldn’t articulate. When we parted, I felt something settle in my chest.

Not a decision. Not yet.

But a confirmation that whatever I chose, I wouldn’t be alone.

Kira found me at the training grounds as the sun was setting.

I hadn’t sought her out deliberately. I’d come here to think, to move my body while my mind spun in circles. But when I saw her silhouette against the orange sky, I stopped mid-stride.

“We haven’t talked,” she said without preamble. “About what happened. Before Finn interrupted.”

“No. We haven’t.”

“I’ve been avoiding you.” She moved closer, and I could see the conflict in her face. The warrior’s mask she usually wore was cracked, revealing something vulnerable beneath. “I didn’t know how to face you after… that.”

“The grinding?”

“All of it.” She stopped an arm’s length away, close enough to touch if either of us reached out. “The way I feel about you. The way I’ve been fighting it. The way I keep almost telling you something important and then losing my nerve.”

“What’s the something important?”

A long pause. The sunset painted her golden hair in shades of amber and rose. Her eyes, usually so guarded, were raw with emotion I’d never seen in them.

“I can’t lose you.”

The words came out rough, like she’d had to drag them from somewhere deep.

“Kira…”

“I know that’s not fair. I know you have to make your own choice. But if you go back…” She swallowed hard. “I lost my last party. Every single one of them. I watched them die because I wasn’t fast enough, wasn’t strong enough, wasn’t enough. And I swore I’d never get close to anyone again because the losing would kill me.”

“And then I came along.”

“And then you came along.” A ghost of a smile crossed her face. “With your horns and your tail and your sarcastic commentary. And you weren’t scared of me. Weren’t intimidated. You just… saw me. The real me, under the armor.”

I stepped closer. She didn’t back away.

“I see you,” I confirmed. “I’ve always seen you.”

“I know.” Her hand came up, trembling slightly, to touch my cheek. “That’s what terrifies me. Because seeing me means knowing me. And knowing me means I can lose you in a way that matters.”

“You’re not going to lose me.”

“You can’t promise that.”

“I can promise I don’t want to go anywhere.” I leaned into her touch. “The choice isn’t made yet. But Kira… the idea of a life without you in it, without any of you in it… that’s not a life I want.”

Something shifted in her expression. The walls I’d watched crumble and rebuild themselves so many times finally stayed down.

“I’ve wanted to do something for a while,” she said, voice barely above a whisper. “But I was afraid. Afraid of what it would mean. Afraid of losing someone else I—” She stopped. Couldn’t say the word. But I knew what word it was.

“Do it now,” I said. “Whatever it is. I’m right here.”

She kissed me.

It was nothing like the frantic almost-kiss from training. This was deliberate. Careful. Her lips moved against mine with surprising gentleness, her battle-roughened hands cradling my face like I was something precious. The warrior who could crush steel was kissing me like I might break.

My tail wrapped around her waist without my permission, pulling her closer. She made a small sound against my mouth, surprise and pleasure mixed. Her arms went around me, and suddenly we were pressed together, bodies aligned, her heart beating fast against my chest.

The kiss deepened. Her tongue traced my lower lip, and I opened for her, tasting her for the first time. Clean and strong and something like hope. Her fingers tangled in my hair, careful of my horns. My hands found her waist, feeling the solid muscle beneath her training clothes.

When we finally parted, we were both breathing hard.

“I can’t say the word yet,” she admitted, forehead resting against mine. “It’s too soon. Too dangerous.”

“I know.”

“But I want you. I want this. Whatever this is.”

“Then you have it.” I kissed her once more, brief and sweet. “You have me, Kira. For as long as you want me.”

Something in her face transformed. Not quite a smile, but close. A softening of everything hard about her. An opening.

“Stay,” she whispered. “Please. Stay.”

I didn’t answer. Couldn’t, yet.

But something in my chest was making the decision for me, even if my mind hadn’t caught up.

Mira found me that night.

I was in my room at the Party House, sitting on my bed and staring at nothing, when a soft knock came at the door. When I opened it, Mira was standing there with an expression I’d never seen on her face.

Her copper hair was down. Not escaping from a bun, but deliberately loose, falling around her shoulders in waves that caught the candlelight from the hall. Her glasses were in her hand rather than on her face, held loosely at her side.

“Can I come in?” she asked, and her voice was different too. Lower. More confident.

“Of course.”

She stepped inside and closed the door behind her. The room suddenly felt much smaller.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said, moving closer. “About the choice you’re facing. About what I want to say to you.”

“Everyone’s been wanting to say things to me today.”

“I imagine they have.” She smiled, but it wasn’t her usual nervous smile. This was something else. Something knowing. “The difference is, I’ve been practicing what I want to say. And do. For hours.”

“Practicing?”

She set her glasses on my nightstand, a deliberate gesture that sent a shiver down my spine. I knew what that meant now. Glasses off meant surrender. Meant Mira wasn’t thinking anymore, she was feeling.

But this was different. She’d taken them off first, before anything happened. Like she’d made a decision and was executing a plan.

“You taught me something, Lilith.” She stopped directly in front of me, close enough that I could smell her signature scent of old books and cinnamon. “In the library. You showed me that I could want things. That I could ask for things. That being smart didn’t mean being passive.”

“I remember.”

“I’ve been processing that experience. Analyzing what I felt. And I’ve reached some conclusions.”

Despite everything, I almost laughed. “You’re about to seduce me using academic methodology, aren’t you?”

“Absolutely.” She pushed me gently onto the bed, and I went, too surprised to resist. “My hypothesis is that I am capable of taking charge in intimate situations. My research question is whether you’d enjoy that. And my methodology…” She climbed onto the bed, straddling my hips. “Is hands-on experimentation.”

“Mira…”

“Shh.” She leaned down and kissed me, and it was nothing like our first time. No nervousness, no stammering, no hesitation. She kissed me like she knew exactly what she wanted and intended to take it.

When she pulled back, her blue eyes were dark with desire.

“Lie back,” she instructed. “Arms above your head.”

I obeyed, my heart pounding. This was a Mira I’d never met before. The shy bookworm was gone, replaced by someone who’d done extensive research on exactly how to make me fall apart.

She undressed me slowly, removing each piece of clothing with deliberate care, kissing each new patch of skin as it was revealed. By the time I was naked, I was trembling with anticipation.

“Mira, please…”

“Not yet.” She sat back on her heels, studying me. “I want to look at you first. The way you looked at me.”

“You’re beautiful,” I managed. “Your body…”

“Yes. The body you discovered. The ass you were so surprised by.” She smiled, and it was almost predatory. “Tonight, you’re going to worship it properly. But first…”

She pulled her own sweater over her head, revealing the figure I now knew was hidden beneath those baggy clothes. The small perky breasts with their pink nipples already hard. The narrow waist that flared into those incredible hips. The thick thighs that had no business belonging to someone so petite.

And that ass. Even from the front, I could see the curve of it, the way it defied expectations and physics and everything sensible.

“I want to try something,” Mira said, and the confidence in her voice made my core clench with anticipation. “Something I read about. Research purposes.”

“Whatever you want.”

Her smile widened. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

She moved up my body, straddling my stomach first—I could feel the wet heat of her arousal leaving a slick trail on my skin—then my chest. I realized what was happening a moment before it did.

She positioned herself over my face.

That magnificent ass descended toward me, those thick thighs bracketing my head, spreading wide to give me access. From this angle, I could see everything. The perfect round curves of her cheeks, far fuller than her petite frame suggested. The glistening pink of her pussy, already dripping with arousal, her outer lips puffy and flushed. The swollen bud of her clit peeking out, begging for attention. The freckles scattered across her inner thighs like a constellation.

“This is called face-sitting,” she informed me, and I would have laughed if I hadn’t been so overwhelmed by the view. “The statistical satisfaction rates are very high.”

Then she lowered herself onto my mouth, her wet pussy pressing against my lips, and there was no more room for laughter.

I ate her like my life depended on it.

She was already soaking, her arousal flooding my mouth the moment we made contact. I licked through her folds, tasting her sweetness, seeking her clit, feeling her shudder above me when I found the swollen bud. Her hands found my horns, gripping them hard for balance, using them to angle her hips for better pressure, to grind her pussy against my face exactly how she wanted.

“Fuck.” Her voice cracked on the word, all academic composure abandoned. “That’s so good. Lick my pussy. Keep going.”

I kept going. My tongue lashed her clit while she ground against my face, riding my mouth, taking what she wanted without shame. The Mira from the library had been responsive but shy. This Mira was demanding, vocal, using my mouth for her pleasure without hesitation, her thick thighs flexing on either side of my head as she fucked my face.

“Harder,” she gasped. “More. I need more. Suck my clit.”

I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked hard while sliding two fingers inside her soaking pussy from below. She was so wet I slid in easily, her walls immediately gripping my fingers, and her whole body jerked. She rode my face with increasing urgency, those thick thighs tightening around my head, her hands pulling at my horns in ways that sent sparks of pleasure down my spine.

“Yes—just like that—fuck my pussy with your fingers—”

“I’m close.” Her voice was getting ragged, desperate. “I’m so close, don’t stop, please don’t stop…”

I doubled down, my tongue working her clit relentlessly, sucking and licking, while my fingers curled inside her, stroking her g-spot, seeking that spot that made her scream in the library. When I found it—that slightly textured patch of flesh—her back arched violently.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, I’m going to—I’m coming—”

She came with a scream, her pussy clamping down on my fingers in violent spasms, clenching and releasing, her clit throbbing against my tongue, her thighs trembling on either side of my face.

And then something unexpected happened.

She squirted.

A rush of fluid gushed from her, hitting my chin, flooding my mouth, soaking my face and the pillow beneath my head. Mira cried out in shock, her orgasm extending as the release continued, wave after wave of it spraying from her convulsing pussy, her whole body shaking with the force of it.

“Oh my god—oh fuck—I’m—I can’t stop—”

When it finally ended, she collapsed sideways, gasping, looking thoroughly scandalized, her thighs still twitching with aftershocks.

“I didn’t… that’s never…” She stared at me with wide eyes. “That was not in any of the research.”

I laughed, wiping my soaked chin, tasting her on my lips. “Are you okay?”

“I’m amazing. I’m terrified. I just… I didn’t know I could do that.” She reached out and touched my wet face, wonder mixing with embarrassment. “You made me do that. You made me squirt.”

“You made yourself do that. I just helped.”

She kissed me, tasting herself on my lips, and something shifted in her expression. That new confidence hadn’t vanished. If anything, it had intensified.

“I want more,” she said. “Is that okay? I know I just… but I want more.”

“God, yes.”

We spent the next hour exploring each other. Mira’s transformation from shy to demanding was complete. She told me exactly what she wanted, guided my hands and mouth to the places that made her gasp. When she came the second time, she didn’t squirt, but she was loud enough that I was sure everyone in the Party House heard.

And when we finally collapsed together, sweaty and satisfied and thoroughly debauched, she looked at me with those brilliant blue eyes and said the words I needed to hear.

“Stay, Lilith. Please stay. There’s so much more I want to learn with you.”

I held her close, her head on my chest, her thick thighs tangled with mine.

“I’m starting to think I don’t have any other choice,” I admitted.

“You always have a choice. That’s the point.” She traced patterns on my stomach. “But I hope you choose to stay. Because this is where you belong.”

This is where you belong.

The words echoed in my head as we drifted toward sleep.

Sage’s hope. Finn’s love. Kira’s breakthrough. Mira’s transformation.

They’d all told me, in their different ways, the same thing.

Stay. Be ours. Be Lilith.

And lying there in the dark, surrounded by the warmth of connection and the satisfaction of genuine intimacy, I finally felt something click into place.

Not just what I wanted.

But who I was.
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Tomorrow, I would make my choice official.

Tonight, I slept better than I had since the announcement.

Because for the first time, I wasn’t afraid of the answer.


Chapter 18: Embracing Lilith

I woke before dawn, nerves jangling with anticipation for what the day would bring. For a long moment I just lay there, watching the ceiling shift from gray to pearl as the first hints of morning crept through my curtains.

Today I would tell them. Today I would make it real.

But first—routine.

I slipped out of bed and padded to my vanity, that piece of furniture I’d barely understood how to use three weeks ago. The mirror reflected back a woman who still surprised me sometimes: violet eyes, small elegant horns, black hair with those purple highlights that caught the light.

I picked up my hairbrush—my hairbrush now, not borrowed from Mama Rose or Sage—and began working through the tangles from sleep. The motion was automatic. Pull from the ends first, work upward, don’t yank at the roots. I remembered Mama Rose showing me this those first few days, her patient hands guiding mine while I made frustrated sounds about how my hair had become a “full-time job.”

Now it wasn’t a job. It was just… morning.

I sectioned the hair and began a simple braid, fingers moving with confidence I hadn’t earned through any System skill—just practice. The muscle memory of doing this every day for weeks. Sage had taught me this style, her gentle voice explaining that the key was tension and consistency. I’d been terrible at it at first, producing lopsided monstrosities that made everyone very carefully not laugh.

The braid came out even. Clean. Good enough to hold for the day.

I opened my small collection of products—another thing I’d accumulated without really noticing. The light moisturizer Sage recommended for my skin type. The subtle setting powder Mira had convinced me to try. A soft coral lip tint, similar to Mira’s secret stash, that I’d picked out myself at the market last week.

As I applied each item, I caught myself smiling.

Three weeks ago, I didn’t know what conditioner was for. I’d stood in Mama Rose’s kitchen with tangled disaster-hair while she patiently explained that you couldn’t just “not brush it.” I’d fumbled with bra hooks like they were designed by sadists. I’d stared at the skincare shelf at Tessa’s shop in genuine bewilderment, wondering why anyone needed more than bar soap.

Now I had a routine. Products I preferred. Opinions about undertones and color seasons and whether my hair worked better in braids or loose waves for different occasions.

When had this become normal? When had I stopped thinking about being female and just… been?

I selected my outfit with similar ease—a soft violet top that brought out my eyes, practical pants that didn’t fight with my tail, undergarments that actually fit properly because I’d learned what fit meant. Getting dressed took ten minutes, not the hour-long comedy of errors from my first weeks.

I stood before the full-length mirror and took myself in.

This was me. Not just the body I’d been trapped in, but the person I’d grown into. The hair I’d learned to manage. The makeup I’d learned to appreciate. The clothes I’d learned to choose. The woman I’d learned to be.

The Femininity meter in my head—I could almost feel it, that strange System awareness—sat comfortably in the “Embracing” range. And for the first time, I understood why. It wasn’t about wearing dresses or liking pink or any of the superficial markers. It was about integration. About this body feeling like home instead of costume.

“Okay,” I said to my reflection. “Let’s do this.”

The morning sun streamed through the windows of the Party House common room, casting everything in shades of gold and warmth. I’d asked everyone to gather here after breakfast. Told them I had something important to say.

They were all watching me now. Sage with her gentle amber eyes. Finn with his carefully casual posture that couldn’t hide his tension. Mira with her glasses firmly in place, notebook in hand as always. Kira with her warrior’s stillness, eyes revealing nothing.

My found family. My people.

I took a breath and let it out slowly.

“I’ve made my decision.”

No one spoke. Even Mira’s pen stopped moving.

“For the past few days, I’ve been asking myself who I am. Whether I’m Ryan, the person I used to be. Whether I’m Lilith, the person I’m becoming. Whether going back would be the right thing or just the expected thing.” I paused, gathering my thoughts. “And I’ve realized something. The question is wrong.”

“Wrong how?” Sage asked softly.

“I’ve been treating this like a choice between two identities. Like I have to pick one and abandon the other. But that’s not how identity works. Ryan isn’t gone. He’s part of me. All those years of loneliness and struggle and hoping for something better. They made me who I am.”

I looked at each of them in turn.

“But Lilith is who I’m becoming. Not because a glitch forced me into this body, but because this body let me be someone I couldn’t be before. Someone who connects. Someone who feels things without shame. Someone who’s part of something bigger than herself.”

“So…” Finn’s voice was carefully neutral. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying I’m staying.” The words came out clear and strong, surprising even me. “Not because I’m running from my old life, but because I’m running toward this one. Toward all of you. Toward the person I want to be.”

The silence stretched for a single heartbeat.

Then Mira launched herself at me.

She hit me hard enough to knock me back a step, arms wrapping around me, glasses pressing awkwardly into my collarbone. Then Sage was there, softer but no less fierce, her arms joining Mira’s. Then Finn, his embrace warm and solid and accompanied by a laugh of pure relief.

And finally Kira, who didn’t hug so much as press close, her hand finding mine and squeezing hard enough to hurt.

“Thank god,” Finn murmured into my hair. “I had a speech prepared for if you decided to leave, and it was really terrible.”

“I’m sure it was charming.”

“Devastatingly charming. Possibly tearful. You’re sparing everyone a lot of embarrassment.”

We stood there in a tangle of limbs and warmth, my tail somehow wrapping around multiple people at once, my heart so full I thought it might burst.

“So,” Mira said eventually, pulling back just enough to adjust her glasses. “What now?”

“Now we celebrate.” Sage’s voice held a warmth I’d never heard before. “Properly.”

“Properly?” I asked.

“She means together.” Finn’s grin was wolfish. “All of us.”

I looked around the group, seeing my question reflected in their faces. We’d paired off in various combinations over the past weeks. But never all together. Never all at once.

“Is that… is everyone okay with that?”

Sage nodded. Mira’s face went red, but she nodded too. Finn was already nodding. And Kira…

“Yes,” Kira said simply. “I want this. All of it.”

The bedroom we chose was the largest in the Party House, equipped with a bed big enough for four and then some. Soft curtains filtered the afternoon light into something romantic. Candles materialized from somewhere, casting flickering shadows across the walls.

“So,” I said, suddenly nervous in a way I hadn’t been with any of them individually. “How do we start?”

“We start with you,” Sage said, and her voice had slipped into that teaching tone I remembered from our first lessons. “You’re the center, Lilith. You’re what brings us together.”

She guided me to the bed, positioning me on my back, and the others arranged themselves around me. Sage to my left, Finn to my right, Mira and Kira at the foot of the bed watching with hungry eyes.

“Relax,” Sage murmured, and then her mouth was on my neck, kissing and licking while Finn’s hand found my breast through my shirt.

My eyes fluttered closed.

They undressed me together, hands everywhere, multiple points of sensation overwhelming my ability to track who was touching where. When my shirt came off, Sage’s mouth found my nipple immediately, sucking hard while Finn’s hand cupped my other breast, squeezing, rolling my stiff peak between his fingers. When my pants slid down, fingers traced my inner thighs from both sides, teasing, making me spread my legs wider.

By the time I was naked, I was already soaking wet, my pussy dripping with arousal, already desperate, my tail lashing behind me with need I couldn’t contain.

“I have an idea,” Mira said, and her voice had that confident edge from last night. “A chain. Everyone gives and receives at the same time.”

“An oral train,” Finn translated, his cock already visibly hard. “I like it.”

The arrangement took some negotiation, some shifting, some laughter when limbs got tangled. But eventually we found a position that worked.

Sage lay at one end, her magnificent tits heaving with anticipation, her thighs spread wide to reveal her glistening pink pussy. I positioned myself between her thighs, face inches from her wet sex, already able to smell her sweet arousal. Mira settled behind me, her breath hot against my dripping core. And Finn knelt behind Mira, his thick cock standing at attention, already leaking precum.

A chain of pleasure, each of us giving and receiving.

“Ready?” Sage asked.

“Yes,” we all said together.

Then we began.

I buried my face between Sage’s thighs, my tongue sliding through her slick folds, tasting the familiar honey-sweetness of her arousal, feeling her gasp above me. At the same time, Mira’s tongue found my clit, licking me with eager strokes, and I moaned into Sage’s pussy at the sensation.

The chain came alive.

Each pleasure cascaded forward, each moan triggering the next. When I sucked Sage’s clit between my lips, she cried out. When Mira worked my clit with those quick, clever strokes she’d learned, her tongue lashing my swollen bud, I pressed harder into Sage, fucking her with my tongue. When Finn pushed his cock into Mira from behind—I could hear the wet sound of her pussy stretching around him—she gasped against my sex, the vibration sending shockwaves through my body.

Connected. All of us. A loop of pleasure that fed itself endlessly.

Sage’s fingers found my horns, gripping them hard as her hips rocked against my face, grinding her pussy against my mouth. Her massive tits bounced with each movement, the heavy flesh jiggling, and when I glanced up past them, I could see her watching me with those amber eyes dark with lust.

“Good girl,” she breathed. “Eat my pussy just like that. You’ve learned so well.”

I pushed two fingers inside her while my mouth worked her clit, feeling her walls grip me, hearing the wet squelch of her arousal.

Behind me, Mira was worshipping me with the same intensity she brought to her research. Her tongue was relentless on my clit, cataloging my responses, adjusting her technique with each moan I made. When her fingers slid inside my soaked pussy, stretching me, I nearly lost focus on what I was doing.

And beyond her, I could hear Finn’s groans as he thrust into her, the wet slap of his hips against her ass, the obscene squelch of his cock pumping into her pussy, Mira’s muffled cries against my sex every time he pushed deep into her.

“Fuck—Mira—your pussy is so tight—”

The pleasure built exponentially.

Every sensation was amplified by knowing what was happening behind me, what was happening in front of me. We weren’t just four people having sex. We were a single organism of pleasure, each part essential to the whole, connected by tongues and cocks and pussies in an unbroken chain.

Sage came first, her thighs clamping around my head, her back arching off the bed, her massive tits bouncing. Her pussy pulsed around my fingers, clenching in rhythmic waves, her juices flooding my mouth. She cried out loud enough to echo off the walls, her hands pulling my horns as she rode my face through wave after wave.

“Lilith! Oh god, Lilith, yes! I’m coming—I’m coming on your tongue—”

Her orgasm seemed to trigger a cascade. Mira moaned louder against my pussy, her own pleasure building, her tongue working my clit faster. Finn’s thrusts became more urgent, his cock pounding into Mira harder. And the feedback from all of it—the sounds and sensations and knowledge of what was happening—pushed me toward my own edge.

“I’m close,” I gasped into Sage’s still-trembling flesh, my voice muffled by her pussy. “So close…”

Mira doubled down, her tongue attacking my clit relentlessly while her fingers curled inside me, stroking my g-spot. At the same time, Sage recovered enough to lean down past my horns and capture my nipple in her mouth, sucking hard, her massive tits pressing against my face.

I shattered.

The orgasm crashed through me like a tidal wave. My pussy clamped down on Mira’s fingers, spasming in violent pulses, wetness gushing around her hand. My eyes pulsed violet, bright enough to cast colored shadows across the ceiling. My wings manifested in a rush, spreading wide above the tangle of bodies. My tail went rigid, wrapping around the nearest limb, which happened to be Kira’s ankle. She’d moved closer to watch, and now she was caught in my grip as pleasure consumed me.

“Fuck!” The word tore out of me. “Fuck, yes, oh god—I’m coming—I’m coming so hard—”

The Energy Kiss activated without my conscious decision.

Suddenly the feedback loop wasn’t just sensation. It was energy. Pure pleasure flowing between all of us, Sage’s satisfaction mixing with Mira’s building climax mixing with Finn’s desperate need mixing with my overwhelming release. I could feel all of them—every pulse of pleasure, every spasm of ecstasy.

And Kira, connected through my tail, pulled in despite only watching, her own arousal spiking through the bond.

Mira came next, squirting hard against Finn’s cock, her whole body convulsing, her scream muffled by my pussy. I felt her orgasm through the energy connection—the overwhelming pleasure of his cock stretching her while her pussy clenched around him. Finn followed seconds later, burying himself balls-deep inside her with a guttural groan, his cock pulsing as he pumped his cum into her spasming pussy.

“Lilith—fuck—LILITH—”

And through all of it, the energy flowed—a circuit of pure pleasure connecting all of us, each orgasm feeding the others.

Four orgasms became one. Five people connected by magic and pleasure and something that felt a lot like love.

The system went absolutely insane.

[XP +600]
[XP +200 (Group Bonus)]
[XP +200 (Energy Kiss Shared)]
[XP +100 (Simultaneous Climax)]
[Level Up! -> Lv 10]
[EVOLUTION THRESHOLD REACHED]

The notifications piled on top of each other, but I couldn’t focus on them. Pleasure was still rolling through me, aftershocks that seemed to go on forever.

Then something changed.

A warmth spread through my body, different from orgasm. Deeper. More fundamental. I felt my wings flex and grow slightly larger. My horns tingled. My tail pulsed with new sensitivity.

[SYSTEM - CLASS EVOLUTION]
[Congratulations, Lilith]
[Lesser Succubus achieved]
[New abilities unlocked: Glamour, Seductive Whisper]
[Ardor capacity increased: 100 -> 200]
[Your true form awakens]

When the glow faded, I was different. Not dramatically. But I could feel the changes. More power. More control. More… me.

“Holy shit,” Finn breathed. He’d pulled out of Mira and was staring at me with wide eyes. “You’re glowing.”

“I evolved.” The words came out wondering. “I hit Level 10 and I evolved.”

“You evolved mid-orgasm,” Mira corrected, ever precise despite her thoroughly debauched state. “That’s statistically improbable. The energy requirements alone…”

“Mira.” Sage’s voice was fond. “Not the time for analysis.”

“Right. Sorry.” But she was smiling. “That was incredible.”

We lay there in a pile of sweaty, satisfied bodies, too wrung out to move. Someone’s hand was on my hip. Someone else’s leg was draped across mine. My wings had settled but were still manifested, apparently content to stay now that they’d fully awakened.

“So,” Finn said eventually. “This is our life now.”

“This is our life now,” I confirmed.

“I could get used to this.”

“Good.” I shifted enough to look at all of them, my found family, my lovers, my home. “Because I’m not going anywhere.”

The afternoon stretched into evening. We ordered food to the room. We cleaned up enough to be comfortable. We talked and laughed and touched each other with the casual intimacy of people who had nothing left to hide.

Mira fell asleep first, curled into my side with her glasses on the nightstand and her spectacular ass on display. Finn followed, his arm draped across Mira’s waist, his breathing evening into soft snores.

Sage pressed a kiss to my forehead before settling on my other side, her massive tits serving as a pillow for my head. Her eyes closed, and soon she too was dreaming.

But I couldn’t sleep yet.

Carefully, I extracted myself from the pile of bodies and made my way to the rooftop access. The night air was cool against my flushed skin. The city spread out below, lights twinkling like earthbound stars.

I heard soft footsteps behind me.

Kira.

She’d stayed at the edge of our celebration, watching more than participating. Part of that was her nature. But part of it, I suspected, was the same thing that had made her take so long to kiss me.

“Couldn’t sleep either?” I asked.

“I wanted to talk to you. Alone.”

She came to stand beside me at the rooftop’s edge, close enough that our shoulders touched. In the darkness, her golden hair looked silver, her warrior’s face softened by moonlight.

“I’m sorry I didn’t join in more,” she said. “Downstairs. It’s not that I didn’t want to.”

“I know. You weren’t ready. That’s okay.”

“No, it’s…” She struggled for words. Kira, who never struggled for words when it came to combat or tactics, lost when it came to feelings. “I’ve been alone for a long time. Building walls. Keeping everyone at arm’s length because getting close meant risking loss.”

“And now?”

“Now I’m terrified.” She turned to face me fully. “Because I’ve already lost. The walls are down and you’re inside them, and if something happened to you, I don’t think I’d survive it.”

“Kira…”

“But I’m also…” She paused, searching. “Happy? Is that the word? When I’m with you, there’s this feeling in my chest that I don’t have a name for. Like something that was empty is finally full.”

“Love,” I said softly. “The word is love.”

“Maybe.” She didn’t deny it this time. Didn’t deflect. “Whatever it is, I want more of it. I want to be brave like you. I want to stop running from what I feel.”

“Then stop running.”

She kissed me.

Different from our first kiss at the training grounds. This was deeper, more certain. Her hands framed my face. Her body pressed against mine. And when she pulled back, her eyes were wet with tears she’d never admit to.

“I love you,” she said. “That’s the word. I love you, Lilith. I didn’t know I could feel this way about anyone again. But you walked through every wall I built like they weren’t even there.”

“I love you too.” I smiled, feeling tears prick at my own eyes. “All of you. The warrior and the woman underneath. The protector and the person who needs protecting sometimes.”

“I don’t need protecting.”

“Everyone needs protecting. Even the tanks.” I took her hand. “Stay with me. Be part of this. Not just watching from the edge, but really part of it.”

She was quiet for a long moment. Then, slowly, she nodded.

“Okay. I’ll try.”

We stood there together, watching the night sky shift toward dawn. The first hints of pink were appearing on the eastern horizon. A new day beginning. A new life.

“You know,” I said eventually, “three weeks ago I was Ryan Tanaka. Burnt-out IT guy with no life and no hope and no idea that everything was about to change.”

“And now?”

“Now I’m Lilith. Succubus. Lover. Member of a found family that actually chose me.” I stretched, feeling my new wings flex with the movement. “I have magical powers fueled by pleasure, people who love me, and a purpose I never had before.”

“Sounds like an upgrade.”

“The boobs alone are an upgrade, honestly.”

Kira laughed, actually laughed, a sound I’d heard from her maybe twice before. “I can’t argue with that.”

We watched the sun rise together, painting the sky in shades of gold and rose and violet. The city woke up below us, vendors setting up their stalls, early risers beginning their days. Life continuing, as it always did, indifferent to the transformations happening in individual hearts.

“What happens now?” Kira asked.

“Adventures. Dungeons. More leveling, more learning, more growing.” I leaned into her, feeling her arm come around my shoulders. “And probably a lot more sex. I am a succubus, after all.”

“Somehow I don’t think anyone will complain about that part.”

“No. I don’t think they will.”

Behind us, I heard the rooftop access open. Sage appeared, wrapped in a blanket, two steaming mugs in her hands. Finn followed, rumpled and yawning, with two more mugs. Mira brought up the rear, already talking about something magical she’d researched while half-asleep.

My family. My home.

They gathered around us, settling onto the rooftop with mugs of coffee and tea. The sunrise painted all of us in warm light. Somewhere in the distance, birds were singing.

“So,” Finn said, handing me a mug. “Day one of the rest of your life as Lesser Succubus. What’s the plan?”

I looked at the faces around me. At Sage’s gentle wisdom. Finn’s playful charm. Mira’s brilliant curiosity. Kira’s protective strength. All of them choosing me, choosing this, choosing to build something together.

“I have no idea,” I admitted. “But I know I want to find out with all of you.”

“Good enough for me,” Sage said.

“Me too,” Mira added.

Finn raised his mug. “To Lilith. To the strangest, best, most unexpectedly wonderful thing that’s ever happened to any of us.”

“To Lilith,” the others echoed.

I raised my own mug, feeling my tail curl contentedly around Kira’s wrist, feeling Sage’s warmth on one side and Mira’s on the other, feeling Finn’s eyes on me with that particular intensity that still made my heart flutter.

“To us,” I corrected. “To all of us. To whatever comes next.”

We drank as the sun climbed higher. Below us, Hearthstone City hummed with life. Somewhere in the system, a mystery about the Glitch remained unsolved, a story for another day. Somewhere in my memories, Ryan Tanaka still existed, not gone but transformed, integrated into who I was becoming.

But right now, in this moment, all that mattered was the warmth of family and the promise of a new day.

I used to think being trapped was the worst thing that could happen.

Turns out, sometimes getting lost is how you find yourself.

And sometimes, finding yourself means finding the people who make you want to be better.

I finished my coffee, watched the sunrise, and felt, for the first time I could remember, absolutely complete.

[System - Final Status Update]
[Lilith - Lesser Succubus (Level 10)]
[XP: 0/1500]
[STR 8 | DEX 14 | INT 16 | WIS 12 | CHA 26 | LUCK 17]
[Ardor: 45/200]
[Femininity: 67% (Embracing)]

[Skills:]
[Allure Aura] Lv 3 - Enhanced passive charm
[Pleasure Touch] Lv 2 - Sensation manipulation
[Energy Kiss] Lv 2 - Pleasure energy sharing
[Glamour] Lv 1 - Hide demonic features (NEW)
[Seductive Whisper] Lv 1 - Suggestion ability (NEW)

[Bonds:]
Sage Whisperwind: Devoted (5)
Finn Blackwood: Close (4)
Mira Sunstone: Close (4)
Kira Ashford: Close (4)

[Title Earned: "The Unlikely Succubus"]

[Welcome to your new life, Lilith.]
[We're glad you stayed.]

The system was right.

I was glad I stayed too.


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Michael L Carver. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few simple ways you can keep the energy going:

	Leave a rating or review
Even a few words, or just tapping a star rating, makes a big difference. Reviews help other readers discover the book, and ratings are completely anonymous. Both are deeply appreciated.

	Follow on Amazon
By following Michael L Carver on Amazon, you’ll get notified whenever a new book is published. No emails, no spam, just a quiet alert for the next release.

	Explore more stories
If you’re curious what else might be waiting, more books from Michael L Carver are just a search away. Kindle Unlimited reader? Every page you read helps support more wild ideas becoming real stories.



Thanks again for spending your time in this world. It means more than you know.
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