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Chapter 1

“WHuAAAAAAAH!”

As Jessie fell into darkness, his whole life flashed before his eyes.

It was a rather short flash. All it did was confirm what he already knew—there was nothing to his life. No accomplishments. No respect. No family. No real friends. An adventurer still stuck in bronze tier despite fighting desperately with all his “might” for over half a decade. Was it any wonder he had no girlfriend?

Their party’s half-elf healer, Lilian, was nice enough to him. It was almost certainly because of her that he wasn’t bullied in this party nearly as much as in others. But it was painfully obvious she had the hots for Bernard—their stud-of-a-warrior party leader—and it wasn’t even funny.

He saw himself from last night—walking past a certain district where coin could be exchanged for pleasure, quietly lamenting that despite a week’s worth of desperate fighting, he had no coin to spare except for repairs and potions, just to keep himself alive.

No girlfriend, and no coin to buy a night’s company. What kind of life was this?

Was it even a flashback to last night? How many times had he walked past that district in the same situation, with the same bitter thoughts? When had he resigned himself to the fact that he would never have a girlfriend? Why was he so weak that he wasn’t even worthy of disgust or contempt? Only looks of pity from both men and women.

“I’m sure you’ll find someone just for you,” Lilian had once told him—the kind-hearted half-elf he’d been foolish enough to fall for. A girl who’d been too nice to say what she really meant: that he was too pathetic for her.

All the pretty girls wanted those tall, strong, platinum-tier adventurers with long swords and big muscles. And who could blame them? Those guys were strong, reliable, with a confident smile that said it’ll be fine as long as you’re with me. Meanwhile Jessie’s nervous, apologetic grin always said the same thing whenever he was finally accepted into a new adventuring party as a pity case—please take care of me.

He might as well have put on a dress. Would anyone even notice a difference? He’d already been mistaken for a girl more than once. He’d even stopped noticing when it was a joke about his skills as an adventurer—or an earnest question of whether he even counted as a man.

Twenty-five years old, still a virgin, falling into a hole with two other guys who were careless enough to stand close to someone dumb enough to fall for such a simple trap.

“What a joke,” he muttered as the light above him grew smaller, his arms spread as he fell, wind roaring past his ears.

No!

Some voice of defiance woke inside him. There was more to this life. It wasn’t over. Even if his current path failed him, it didn’t mean there weren’t other paths. He reached for that other path and grabbed for it—

Eh?

In a flash, Jessie felt something brush his fingertips as he fell past it in the dark. Instinct snapped his hand closed. Whatever it was, he seized it like a lifeline—an offering from that other path—and held it tight as his descent came to an abrupt end.

“Phuuh!?” The air burst from his lungs as he crashed into something soft, then bounced up, dropped, bounced again, each rebound shorter than the last, until he finally settled into something that gave beneath his weight.

“Uugh…”

“What is this?”

Two of his party members groaned nearby.

So they’re not dead either? Good, Jessie thought, but then another question hit him. How are we not dead? We must’ve fallen…

Jessie looked up and saw a glimmer of light from the hole above, no bigger than the moon in the sky. Maybe the drop hadn’t been as endless as it had felt in the dark. Even so, the impact should’ve killed all three of them without question. Which meant—

Jessie moved his fingers through the strange thing he sat on. It gave beneath his weight just enough to be noticeable in an uncomfortable way. Warm… fleshy…

With a pulse!?

Jessie jerked upright as dread washed over him.

“Paul! Light!” he called out to his fellow party member.

“Wow, you’re gonna order me around?” Paul answered from the dark, but summoned a sphere of light nonetheless. And his next stumbling words mirrored Jessie’s thoughts exactly. “What in the…”

They were all standing on a pool of flesh. Smooth and glossy, with strange, sickly-colored juices flowing over it and gathering in the dips and hollows of forever-shifting meat that moved in slow, pulsing waves like a living sea.

Jessie swallowed nervously. He’d never seen anything like it. The closest comparison he could think of was a mutator slime from the deeper dungeon floors—something he had only ever seen in a guidebook. But even that resemblance felt thin. The sheer scale of this thing eclipsed those puny creatures. If slimes could grow this disgusting and terrifying, they’d no doubt be monsters only platinum-tier adventurers would dare face. And nothing about a lifetime of fighting slimes, wolves, and lowly goblins had prepared Jessie for whatever this was.

Worse still were the things half-sunk in the flesh around them: shields, pieces of plate armor, stone statues, even the remnants of a whole wagon with its wood almost completely rotted away. A single word crept into Jessie’s mind. Leftovers. And he desperately tried to hope this wasn’t what it looked like.

He looked around for an exit and found none. Only flesh. Only the slow pulse beneath his feet. A place like this had no business existing around a bronze-tier nobody like him. His body tensed, and only then did he notice the hard object still clutched in his hand.

“Eh?”

Jessie lifted it and saw some kind of black metal chain with a talisman hanging from it. A red ruby was set into its center. A necklace? It certainly looked like some artifact worth taking with him. If he ever got out of this place.

“H-Hey, you guys…” Jared spoke up, his voice trembling as badly as the finger he raised. He was the other poor soul unfortunate enough to have been standing beside Jessie when the floor had given way.

Jessie and Paul looked where Jared pointed, and they too began to tremble. None of them were the kind of heroes who could stare down such a sight without fear.

Flesh stretched in every direction around them. And in front of them, it swelled into the shape of an awakening beast: a misshapen, shifting maw opening into darkness, countless eyes above it, all different sizes, all equally pitch-black. As it awoke, seven tentacles pushed out of the flesh beside it and drifted lazily toward the trio.

“I didn’t sign up for this!!” Paul cried, scrambling to his feet, and Jessie couldn’t agree more. He rose too, only to lose his footing on the uneven, shifting flesh and crash back down. In that instant, one of the tentacles surged past him, snatched Paul by the foot, and flung him across the dark cavern into an angled stone statue.

“Bghukh!”

Paul let out a pained gasp as the tentacle smashed him back-first against stone hard enough to drive the air from his lungs. He collapsed at the base of the statue, groaning and weakly flinching, apparently still alive while his sphere of light floated above him, dimming and flickering.

“UUUAAAARGH!!” Jared screamed as he swung his sword around, keeping two tentacles at bay. But it was nothing like the rallying cry of a proper hero. Had it been a few pitches higher, it would’ve been indistinguishable from the shriek of a terrified little girl—not that Jessie could blame him. And with Jared’s swings amounting to little more than desperate flailing, the tentacles quickly disarmed him and knocked him unconscious.

Before Jessie knew it, the creature was already dragging his two defeated party members across the fleshy surface toward that gaping maw while four more tentacles approached him.

Wait, is this it? I’m really going to die? It hit Jessie with sudden, horrible clarity. Here? Like this? Having never accomplished anything? Without ever cupping a feel of a sexy girl’s breasts? Without hearing a girl’s moan? Without knowing what it feels like to have a dick inside a pussy? Without a single real orgasm?

“NO!!!” Jessie screamed at the top of his lungs, crying out for a change in his unfulfilled existence, demanding it, as he refused the end rushing toward him with all his might. He flung out his scrawny arms as if to blast away not just the monster in front of him, but the hopeless, fruitless fate it represented.

“KHAAHN!?” Jessie screamed when a sudden shockwave knocked him off his feet with such force that he was hurled across the entire chamber and crashed into the fleshy wall behind him.

“Gghuuu…” Jessie groaned as he slowly slid down the wall and slumped to the ground. It wasn’t even the impact that did him in. He was utterly spent. Not a shred of strength left, as if he’d trekked across the mountains for three days without rest.

T-That’s weird, Jessie thought as he looked at his powerless limbs. They didn’t look anything like his. Long, slender legs in thigh-highs, the tops biting into thighs so soft they begged to be squeezed, to have trembling fingers sink into the skin swelling gently above the tight bands. And those trembling fingers didn’t look anything like his either—long and straight, with black-painted nails. Gone were his cheap shirt and patched-up leather armor. The black sleeves stretched over snow-white arms that looked far more stylish than practical.

And when he looked at his chest… at his cleavage…

What is this…? Jessie wondered as his consciousness slipped. With his vision going out of focus, he looked ahead and saw a pile of misshapen, melting flesh where the creature’s mouth had been, now engulfed in black flames tipped with purple that danced and shimmered despite their darkness.

Pretty… was Jessie’s last thought as he fell onto the fleshy surface, his eyes fixed on that sparkling violet dance.




Chapter 2

“Jessie?” Someone called. “Jessie!”

“E-eh?” Jessie groaned as he slowly opened his eyes. He recognized the voice, and the sight in front of him merely confirmed it. Sparkling gold earrings. An expensive, filigreed silver necklace resting above her full cleavage. Lilian was crouched beside him, checking him for wounds. If she’d leaned even a little closer, that supple softness would’ve brushed his arm, but—

“He’s alright,” she called to the others, leaving Jessie teased but untouched. Like all the other times.

“That’s good, I guess,” Rickard muttered, having never deemed Jessie important enough to care one way or the other.

“Still, what happened here?” Bernard asked, a finger sliding to the bridge of his thin rectangular frames in that habitual, cool way. As their leader, he had a certain reliable aura around him. He rested his longsword across one pauldron, one hand on the hilt, the other planted at his hip, as if he’d come expecting a fight and was almost disappointed he didn’t get one. “Are you seriously telling me none of you know?”

“As I said, we were unconscious!” Paul said exasperatedly.

“It was a nightmare, a nightmare,” Jared repeated quietly, huddled beneath one of the statues.

“Tsk. A nightmare,” Bernard muttered, grimacing at the lack of a straight answer. “Jessie, care to add anything productive for once?”

“I… Ah!” Jessie finally regained enough of his senses to remember. He jumped to his feet and looked around.

The monster’s flesh still sheeted the stone, but it no longer pulsed with life. The cavern wasn’t nearly as dark as it had been, either—Rickard had seen to that by lobbing a few makeshift fire bombs and setting the wagon ablaze, along with a few other things that looked like they might burn. An adventurer with wild, fiery hair and loud confidence really would’ve suited fire magic. But as a warrior strong enough to hurl a double-edged axe like it was nothing, he had to make do with whatever he could buy in the city’s shops for the moments when brute strength wasn’t enough.

Nearby, a huge, ragged opening torn through the wall spilled light from the adjoining dungeon floor and explained exactly how they’d gotten in.

As for the tentacled monstrosity that should have eaten Jessie, Paul, and Jared alive—Jessie saw only a heap of burned, melted meat and fat where the monster’s mouth had been. Nearby, bits and pieces of its tentacles lay scattered around as though a pack of hyenas had fought over the remains.

“No way…” Jessie muttered, remembering who it was that had cast a spell at that creature. Then his eyes snapped wide as he remembered something else. He dropped his gaze to himself and hurriedly patted himself down, half ready to grab at that gorgeous cleavage he remembered just to confirm. But there was no inviting female chest. No soft thighs. No painted nails.

A dream? Jessie thought. But it had felt too real to be a dream. A dream would have explained it all neatly—after all, how could such a terrifying creature reside in this low-level dungeon? It was the stuff of nightmares, the kind he had never even heard of. None of them could have defeated it, least of all him. But even if it was a relief that the nightmarish creature was no longer anything more than a pile of flesh, why did Jessie feel that strong sting of disappointment? And it wasn’t even at the loss of the power he supposedly had.

“So nothing, then?” Bernard asked.

“Sorry,” Jessie apologized, not even sure what for. For proving useless in an adventuring party again? By this point, it had to be a reflex.

“Don’t apologize,” Lilian said kindly, smiling. “That all of you even survived such a fall is a miracle.”

“What do you think this place is?” Rickard asked as he looked over the various items scattered across the meaty surface.

“The remains of a monster,” Bernard said, as if it should have been obvious. “For exceptionally rare and dangerous beasts, even their bodies can take forever to fall apart. It must have lived here decades ago, before this area was deemed safe for lower-tier adventurers.”

“To be in this shape after decades…” Rickard mumbled.

“The other explanation would be that these three defeated a platinum-tier threat and are now hiding their accomplishment,” Bernard said.

“Yeah, right,” Rickard snorted, looking at his dazed and confused party members.

“Anything here worth taking?” Lilian asked.

“Not even remotely close,” Rickard said, still walking around and eyeing the various objects that had been left to rust and rot.

“Anything valuable would be long gone by now,” Bernard said. “There’s no reason to linger here. Lilian, they’re fine, right?”

“They appear physically healthy,” Lilian said with pointed emphasis as she checked Jessie over again.

“Let’s go, then,” Bernard said, and it sounded like an order.

“Come on, get up.” Rickard hauled Jared up, who shook from his mere touch.

Jessie had no desire to stay here either, so he rose under Lilian’s watch and silently followed the others. It was only when he took the first step that he noticed something—a hard shape in his pocket. He slipped a hand inside and recognized it instantly: the cool feel of a metal chain and a certain talisman pressing against his thigh.

Can’t be! was Jessie’s first thought, reflexively clinging to the rational. And yet, while the likelier explanation was that it was just some cheap, useless relic he had happened to pick up, Jessie felt something else more clearly than doubt: relief, and… hope?

Wait, am I hoping for—

“Jessie?” Lilian spoke up when she saw him waver after taking a single step. “Are you hurt after all?”

“No, it’s—”

“GHYYAAAAH!?” Jared’s cry overwhelmed everything. Everyone looked at him and saw him practically leap into Rickard’s arms after stepping on one of the severed tentacle pieces.

“Get off me!” Rickard growled, annoyed and flustered as he dropped Jared back onto the fleshy surface, which did nothing to calm his nerves.

“Careful!” Lilian cried, rushing to them. “Do you have no compassion?” she scolded Rickard as she knelt beside Jared and cast a spell.

There’s no way this was just a dream, Jessie thought as he looked at Jared’s state while Lilian tried to calm him down with healing magic. The distraction gave him more time to toy with the necklace in his pocket and study the feeling in his chest. He hoped it wasn’t a dream. He was sure it wasn’t. He was glad it wasn’t.

The incident and Jared’s condition brought their dungeon exploration to an early end. Paul held up only marginally better. And although Lilian succeeded in calming Jared down, she had effectively reduced him to a near-sleepwalking state—hardly an asset.

“Lilian’s completely spent, so we can’t continue like this either way,” Bernard said as he guided them out of the dungeon.

“How’s it feel to not be the most useless one in the party for once?” Rickard asked Jessie with a smirk.

Jessie didn’t bother responding. He was neither evil nor petty enough to take satisfaction in being better off than someone who was barely functional. And he had more important things on his mind.

Those thighs, he thought at the memory of his own softness, before swiftly correcting himself: I-I mean that talisman.

After returning to the city, their party unceremoniously parted ways. Lilian had her hands full with Jared and, together with Bernard, escorted him home. Rickard and Paul didn’t even bother saying a word to Jessie before heading off their separate ways, and Jessie seriously doubted they’d even notice if he failed to show up next time.

This time, however, he didn’t dwell on that thought. He had a more important issue on his mind. After checking the talisman in his pocket to make sure it was still there, he decided to keep both hands buried in his pockets as he made his way through the lively streets toward home.

When was the last time Jessie had worried about thieves? Probably the last time he’d had something worth stealing, which was a long, long time ago. And since he had no skill for tracking a potential thief, nor the strength to beat anyone tougher than a child, keeping his hands in his pockets was all he could do. After what he’d experienced in the dungeon, nobody was getting that talisman unless they were willing to take his hand with it.

By the time he trudged back to his lodging and endured the little ritual at the door—his landlord’s rasping reminder that the rent was late again, and Jessie’s own automatic “Yeah, I’m on it,” offered as thoughtlessly as breathing—he was finally inside what his stomach turned at calling home. A square box with four oppressive walls, a tiny dim window, a leaking ceiling, and a lumpy wool-stuffed pad pretending to be a mattress.

Jessie tried to spend as little time here as he could. Not just to avoid the rent-grumbling. The room itself drove him away. The smell alone was punishment enough. The dungeon air felt fresher by comparison. And that only added to his scrawny, half-starved look. A look he was desperate to change.

Jessie finally took the talisman out of his pocket and stared at it in his palm. The chain slipped between his fingers, hanging freely and strangely heavy for how thin it was. Jessie toyed with it a little. Durable, he somehow knew in an instant. Even though he had no skill in metalworking or appraisal, he knew that much.

As for the talisman itself, he could not begin to comprehend the strange engravings carved across its surface. His questionable literacy aside, he had never even seen letters like those before. But one carving he did recognize—the flame etched into the center of the talisman. Even without color, he somehow knew it was the same flame he’d cast back in that cave, its dancing purple tongues teasing him, tempting him.

The power he’d felt at his fingertips was indeed something he wanted to feel again. But some deeper pull within him kept tugging at his thoughts, flashing those images over and over—the perky milky curves, sweat catching purple light as droplets rolled down that tantalizing bosom, the soft thighs squeezed by black thigh-highs, the fingers that were so much prettier than his weathered digits…

Jessie shook his head.

Power! he reminded himself. With that power, I can get out of this place. I can buy good food, good equipment, a decent place to sleep… visit that district.

But how? Jessie desperately racked his brain for what had triggered that sudden transformation. Back then, he hadn’t been thinking. He hadn’t been analyzing or self-correcting. He just wanted. Acted. What had driven him? Defiance of his fate. The desire for something else. The need for—

Jessie thrust up his hand, gripping the talisman tightly, and shouted, “Change!”

“Ah!?” Jessie gasped when his chest jerked toward the ceiling as though something had pulled him upward by an invisible string threaded through his ribs. His feet left the floor as he hovered in the air, and that wasn’t even the strangest thing.

He felt it. The change. His arms thinning. His chest taking shape. And it wasn’t fear that took hold of him. It was relief. He hadn’t imagined it. What he had experienced in the dungeon hadn’t been a dream or a nightmare. He had been right to hold on to the talisman. He had been right to seek out this feeling again.

“Ahn?” Jessie’s second gasp sounded strangely close to a moan. Not for even a moment did the transformation feel unpleasant. Rather, it was as if that very fire he had cast—the flame engraved on the talisman in his hand—now coursed through his body, warming him, heating him, feeding his change, feeding his hunger for more.

By the time Jessie’s feet touched the floor again, he barely recognized himself. Or would it be more correct to say that she recognized herself instantly?

She looked down at her feminine form, every bit as sexy as she had been in the dungeon, clad in a stylish black outfit that seemed purposefully designed to flatter her inviting figure and border on the scandalous. And with no monstrous abominations to fight, she could finally do what she had craved from the moment she first laid eyes on those thighs.

“Hhn!” Jessie let out a whimper that barely contained the excitement of a virgin finally touching a girl’s thighs for the very first time. Just a single finger sinking into that pristine flesh sent shivers up her spine. Of course, she had to squeeze.

“Amazing!” Jessie breathed out, her face already flushed as her gaze moved from her thighs to the two soft mountains which she could no longer look past. Her corset-like bodice seemed designed to push them up. And if it was meant to make those breasts look as sexy as possible—meant to make them beg for attention—then surely cupping a feel was the only decent thing to do, right? And Jessie had already touched this body’s thighs and found only agreement instead of objection.

Those delicate fingers trembled as they approached her breasts. How many nights had Jessie wondered what this would feel like? Maybe Jessie didn’t deserve this treat. But Jessica did.

Yes, nobody has a right to complain if Jessica touches her own breasts, she thought, smirking. Just to check that this lewd outfit is sitting properly. All the girls do it.

“Ahhhh…” Jessica practically purred as she let her fingers slowly sink into her own soft flesh. Her breasts instantly yielded, letting her fingers sink deeper and pressing back around them from all sides. The pressure of her own fingers against her own breasts felt so delightful that it sent pleasure spiraling through both her breasts and the fingers groping them.

It felt too good. Who in their right mind wouldn’t start moving their fingers in a situation like this? Maybe it would be frowned upon for a guy to start groping a girl out of nowhere in broad daylight, but for Jessica, in the secluded privacy of her room, no such rules applied. The more she moved her fingers, the better she felt, the bolder she grew, while an unfamiliar ache formed low in her belly.

Ah, that’s right. As if she had only now remembered that she truly was a girl, Jessica realized there was something else setting her apart from the guys besides perky breasts and soft thighs.

Her fingers stilled as she looked toward the most obvious difference—a place where her outfit was so scandalous that, if she were a guy, even the slightest manly bulge would have been clearly visible. No such bulge was there. Only the mound of heavenly delights, tantalizingly concealed beneath what was barely more than panties. And she could touch it right now if she wanted.

One of her hands left her breasts, a sacrifice that would have been unthinkable mere moments ago, but one made in service of an even greater reward. Her hand trembled like never before. Her black nails crept toward the black fabric, aiming straight for the center of that forbidden fruit long denied to the person named Jessie.

But she wasn’t Jessie. And her fingers were so close. Having come this far, she couldn’t possibly stop herself. Wasn’t this why she had cried out for a change? Wasn’t this what she had imagined when she pictured returning to the body that had captured her mind? Of course! She took that admission as fuel for her resolve as her fingers stopped trembling and moved with sudden confidence until they pressed right against a place every guy dreamed of caressing at least once in his life.

“AAAHN!!” An unmistakable cry left her lips as her entire body jolted from an unfamiliar shock that rocked her mind. It was so overwhelming that her fingers recoiled from that spot as she panted and reeled from an impact beyond anything she could have imagined.

To think girls could feel like this! Jessica stared down in sheer awe at what she felt, the aftershocks still sparking through her body in tiny jolts. And as those sparks faded, Jessica swallowed hard, already eager for another dose of that unforgettable sensation.

“HEY! KEEP IT DOWN, YOU DAMN SLUT!” someone shouted through the wall, banging on it so hard it trembled.

“Yahn!?” Jessica cried out, this time in shock and embarrassment as she remembered how easily sound traveled through the seemingly paper-thin walls of the building.

What am I doing? What am I doing? The first thing that comes to mind after turning into such a sexy girl is—?

Before Jessie knew it, he was back in his regular body, still trembling as he looked at the wall, from which specks of dust still fell while it settled back into place.

“I-I’m sorry…” Jessie muttered so quietly that not even through such thin walls would his words have reached his neighbor. And Jessie wasn’t even sure it was his neighbor he was apologizing to.

Maybe I’m lucky I didn’t blow a hole in the building when I changed, he thought as he turned his head toward the tiny window through which even bright daylight struggled to shine. Had he unleashed the same power he did back in the dungeon... Would serve the cheapskate right, but then I’d be some villain causing trouble in the city… And if I’d injured someone by accident… I need to be more careful.

Jessie looked at the talisman in his hand again. Careful or not, he wasn’t about to sit on his hands because of some loudmouthed neighbor or concern for private property. Getting his mind out of the gutter for even a second was enough to remind him that tremendous power rested right at his fingertips. All Jessie had to do was stop holding back. And that meant—

Jessie flung open his door and rushed outside so fast that his landlord didn’t even have time to yell at him. The sun was indeed shining brightly. Somehow, it looked even brighter than earlier. And even though he was hurrying toward a dark and dangerous place, the light no longer felt dimmed by it the way it usually did.

“Hah.” Jessie smiled as he listened to his heart beating loudly in his chest. When was the last time it had beaten with such excitement as he approached the dungeon? When had his footsteps ever felt so light on such uneven, rocky footing? Perhaps that very first time, all those years ago. Jessie almost laughed. In some ways, it was a first time again. Even if not for him, then for Jessica.

“Change!” Jessie yelled, letting his elated voice run free through the forested mountain foothills.

If Jessie’s footsteps were light, then Jessica’s were all but weightless. And if Jessie’s grin had been excited, Jessica’s carried a hint of danger, with a purple glint lighting her eyes as she channeled power through her arms, ready to unleash it at a moment’s notice.




Chapter 3

“Ha!” Jessica’s cry was as much a laugh as it was a war cry. She held back when she unleashed her dark fireball, and even so, it overwhelmed three hobgoblins at once, burning them to a crisp.

With another fight over, Jessica exhaled as she looked around. All that was left was to collect their monster mana crystals—little gems sparkling from the piles of ash she had left in her wake. Added to her already substantial collection, they would fetch a nice sum back at the guild. Or would it be Jessie who exchanged them? Jessica pondered, tilting her head and putting a finger to her chin as she remembered that Jessie was the one registered with the Adventurer’s Guild.

However, even if Jessie was the registered adventurer, Jessica was the one earning all the accomplishments. She had already delved two floors deeper into the dungeon alone than Jessie had ever reached with an entire party keeping him alive. It was another reason her haul was amounting to such a tidy sum, since there was no need to split it among a full group of adventurers.

And even this far down, her power was unchallenged. Jessica strolled leisurely through the dim, maze-like corridors as though she were taking a walk through summer-lit fields and not a dangerous place where many lost their lives. She had already reached the depth where running into another adventuring party had become exceedingly rare.

It wasn’t like she was trying to avoid them or seek them out. Still, she grinned at the memory of the few adventurers she had met along the way, and the glances they had thrown her way. Flushed faces. Lingering gazes when they thought she wouldn’t notice. She had never known how easy it was to spot such “stolen looks”, or how cute those hungry little stares could be.

Not that Jessica could blame them. Jessie wouldn’t have blamed them either. Such a ridiculous figure. Such a daring outfit. My ass is all but hanging out there for everyone to see. They all want to squeeze it, don’t they? And yet—Jessica reached back, grabbed her shapely behind, and gave it a squeeze—I’m the only one who gets to! She giggled mischievously.

“GROOOAAAWRGH!”

“Eh?” Jessica’s gaze snapped into focus at a roar that shook the floor beneath her feet. A giant creature stepped from the shadows, growling as if to announce its presence. Twelve feet tall at least, its boulder-shaped head nearly scraping the ceiling, tree-trunk arms long enough to brush the floor, and a hide so thick it almost looked like the surrounding stone, making the strained sound of warping leather as it moved. A troll? No, not nearly as lumbering. More importantly—

“How dare you interrupt a girl while she’s admiring herself!?” Jessica yelled, furious, as if the creature had done it on purpose.

The creature answered with another roar as it lunged straight at her, both hands thrust forward, each big enough to squash half her body to mush if she gave it the chance. Jessica backflipped away, then again, because the monster kept charging right after her.

“You’re faster than you look,” she said, dodging once more and starting to break a sweat. Although the dungeon corridors here were wide enough for a whole party of adventurers to walk shoulder to shoulder, the monster’s sheer size gave Jessica little room to evade as it kept barreling after her.

“I get that I’m sexy,” she continued, “but if you think an ugly, smelly bastard like you is getting your hands on me—”

Jessica lost her breath for a heartbeat when her back bumped into a corner wall just as the ugly, smelly bastard lunged for her. She leapt sideways and rolled as it crashed into the wall where she had been standing a moment earlier, making the floor tremble as the monster slumped to the ground and left a sizeable dent in the stonework.

“I’m putting an end to this,” Jessica said, holding up both hands as she used the moment to channel her dark magic. She knew it would take more power to slay this beast than a few simple hobgoblins, so she waited until the last possible moment.

The ugly, smelly bastard glared at her, showing cracked brown teeth as it growled and drooled all over the floor.

Nope, that mouth is getting nowhere near me! Jessica resolved, pouring even more power into her hands, the heat rising through her whole body. The bastard started crawling toward her even before it pushed itself fully upright, the need to grab her driving it onward.

Absolutely not! Jessica swore, breathing hard as heat surged through her chest and lower still through her belly. The ugly bastard planted its arms beneath itself and charged at her again like a hound from hell.

“And back to hell you go!” Jessica yelled as she unleashed the heat swelling inside her. The surge was so overwhelming that the cry torn from her throat was nearly indistinguishable from a moan, and not even the loud whoosh of the dark fire and the monster’s scream could fully hide it.

The fire engulfed the beast in full motion and turned it into a wall of black flame stretching from wall to wall, from floor to ceiling, moving too fast for a spent, sweaty girl to outrun. Jessica covered her face as it engulfed her, only to feel it tickle her heated skin as it passed over her.

Tickling? Jessica realized, blinking as she lowered her arms. The fire had already rushed past her, leaving only a trail of dark flames behind before dying out against the hard stone. As for the ugly, smelly bastard—not a trace remained, not even the mana crystal that no doubt would have been sizeable had Jessica not incinerated it.

She slowly wrapped her trembling arms around herself. Not because she was sad about destroying a valuable treasure, and not because she was relieved to be safe—

“So good…” she muttered, barely audibly, her trembling not subsiding at all. “Ahn, so good,” she moaned a little louder, clinging to herself tighter and tilting her face toward her slender shoulder.

She had almost forgotten how good her body felt. How good it felt to let her hands wander. Not just over her breasts, not just over her thighs. Every inch of her body tingled with delight as she reveled in the feel of herself. The flames she’d built up inside herself, the way they had coursed through her, the way they had kissed her as they passed over her…

“Haaah,” she breathed out again, heated and sweaty in a very different way than when she had been evading that ugly bastard’s hugs. Her thighs pressed a little closer, her knees bending inward. She looked around. There was no one in sight. The flames from her fire magic had died down completely, but the flames inside her body raged hotter than before. She spotted a passage and ran through it.

On the other side was a small room, just barely bigger than the box Jessie slept in. An opened, cracked chest and a disarmed metal trap showed that someone had passed through here before. Probably a long time ago. This room no longer held any value for an adventurer. And it was perfect for Jessica.

“Ahn!” she let her voice ring through the room as her hands rushed across her body. Before she knew it, her slender back was against the wall, one hand between her thighs and the other shamelessly fondling her breasts, feeling her hard nipples through the thin fabric.

Amazing! It felt so amazing to touch a girl’s erect nipples. Her nipples. No objections. No hesitation. Only base lust as she let her fingers slip beneath the fabric and touch those tingling nipples directly. She didn’t even try to hide her voice as she cupped her breasts, tugging at her outfit until one of them was already free for more needy groping while her other hand worked at a girl’s most treasured possession.

The first time she touched that spot, it rocked her world, and now she couldn’t get enough of it, no matter how brazen her actions became. She was already wet down there. Her pinky caught some of the juices slipping down her inner thigh. She paused just long enough to rub those drops between her fingers.

So slippery, she thought, vividly imagining her fingers slipping across there. She couldn’t wait another second. She pulled her panties aside, twitching as the fabric slid across that most sensitive spot, then swiftly pressed her fingers against it again—this time directly.

“Aaahn~!” Jessica cried out as she trembled all over and her knees gave out beneath her. She slowly slid down the wall to the floor, touching herself the entire way down, her fingers picking up speed as she freed her other breast without thinking and groped it rough and hard while pleasure took control of her hands. All Jessica could do was give in and enjoy.

“Such a lewd body,” she muttered, as if justifying her actions to the dungeon while fingering herself in the very place where other adventurers fought for their lives. She pinched at her nipples, squirming on the floor as her thighs pressed together and pinned her hand in place, and slowly, surely, she let the first finger sink deeper into her wet pussy.

“O-ohn!” she trembled again, her head thrashing as she followed the pleasure and sank that finger deeper where her body craved it. Before she knew it, her finger was already moving back and forth, thrusting inside her, sliding across her pussy lips, and thrusting again.

Each time it slid across her pussy lips, it made sure to brush her sensitive clit, spiking her pleasure so hard she bit her lip. And each time she thrust that finger back inside, a deep, heated need whispered to her to add more pressure. When she gave in, when she let a second finger join the first and stretched herself a little wider, Jessica could no longer keep herself upright.

“Haahn~” she moaned as she pushed both fingers deeper, sliding sideways until she was fully on the floor. With her face against the damp stone, made wet with her own sweat and spit, she fingered herself with abandon until even one hand was no longer enough.

Squirming on the floor, she abandoned her hard nipples to the cool air and drove her second hand down toward her aching clit.

“OOaahn!!” Her back jerked off the floor. Touching her clit while stirring up her pussy was unlike anything she had ever felt before. It also felt so much bigger than before. The sensitive spot that had first awakened her desire when she touched it just right now demanded to be played with from every angle.

Impossible to miss. Impossible to ignore. All Jessica had to do was slick her fingers with her lewd juices and move faster and faster toward the pleasure contorting her body as she writhed on the dungeon floor without a care in the world.

There it is! The thought flashed through her as Jessica zeroed in on the motions that quickened her pulse and made her breathing even more ragged than it already was. With her eyes closed, she felt every fold, every tiny bump, every slightest curve, and the waves of fuzzy bliss that rose like the sea when she moved her fingers just right.

That sea had already washed away all fear and worry, sweeping away the very world and time itself until nothing else existed but her folds, her fingers, and the pleasure she was rushing toward. Her chest rose higher, her body trembled, her breath caught in tiny, frantic gasps as her mind sparkled in all the colors of the rainbow, and she began shaking uncontrollably as hot bliss tore through her.

When time finally resumed its flow, Jessica couldn’t even begin to imagine how long she had lain there. Sweaty and drained, her bare chest still rose and fell as she relived the most heavenly pleasure in her mind. Nothing compared. Nothing could possibly ever compete. Surely.

This is the pleasure girls feel? Jessica wondered as she finally managed to peel her fingers away from her hot pussy and looked at them, glistening with the thick juices that had lubed her path to ecstasy. How do they ever stop themselves? How do they do anything else but touch themselves all day long?

More minutes passed before Jessica finally remembered where she was and reluctantly dragged herself to her feet, fixing her outfit as she staggered back toward the surface.

It took the length of an entire dungeon floor before she collected herself enough to manage a half-decent posture, and even then, her mind was still trapped in the pleasure she had discovered. She paid no attention to her surroundings or to anyone she passed.

Jessica didn’t even remember walking past a couple of adventurers who looked on with their mouths agape at the heated girl in a slutty outfit who looked like she had just been thoroughly plowed and was still basking in the afterglow.

Neither did she recall the monsters she encountered, or how she wiped them from existence with a snap of her fingers, reducing them to little more than tiny specks of dust in her fiery wake as she blew away anything that threatened to distract her from reliving her first-ever orgasm as a girl.

Only when Jessica saw the walls of the city did she finally, truly regain her senses.

I probably shouldn’t walk in like this, Jessica thought, even as the idea of the entire city lusting after her suddenly seemed far more enticing than she was ready to admit. Her lips curved into a small, mischievous smile as thoughts of hungry eyes lusting after the body capable of such heavenly delights already began stirring something low in her belly.

But still able to hold herself together, Jessica snapped her fingers and handed control back to the man who had tried to kid himself that he had rushed to the dungeon and embraced the change solely for power and victory.

The change back was as plain and forgettable as the man it left behind. Jessie looked down at his uneven fingers, which somehow managed to feel both meatier and weaker than the ones he had already grown used to. After only a few steps, he stumbled and nearly fell, his weight and body nothing like the swift, graceful figure that had moved with utter clarity of what it wanted and needed.

Still, he managed to steady himself and find his footing, his worn boots scraping against the rock, as he remembered that this was indeed what his life had been all this time. And although his mind had successfully returned to the body it had lived in for twenty-five years, Jessie couldn’t shake the feeling that this body’s steps had not been nearly so unsure when he left the city as they were now on his return. What had changed?

I’d better turn these in, Jessie thought, feeling the weight of his filled pack pulling the strap into his weak shoulder as he passed through the city gates. The last rays of sunlight no longer reached over the city walls, and if one wasn’t careful while carrying valuable loot, he could easily stumble into a rather unpleasant misadventure in some back alley. With that in mind, Jessie headed straight for the Adventurer’s Guild.

Today, like any other day, it was bustling with activity, especially in the evening, when most adventurers returned with their haul. It was one of the largest public buildings in the city and by far the most popular place in town, sometimes even surpassing the pleasure district. Those who sought pleasure needed coin, and what better way to earn it than by becoming an adventurer? While frequenting the pleasure district drew disapproving looks, there was no greater glory to be found than rising to the rank of platinum-tier adventurer.

The best adventurers had little need for pleasure districts, except perhaps for the thrill of buying themselves a plaything. The men were tall and muscular, clad in expensive armor and capable of lifting their party’s spirits with a single confident smile. And the top girls were the desire of every guy in town—be they gentle healers supporting from the back lines, swift black-lipped rogues who looked born to kill, or mages capable of blasting monsters apart from afar.

Each stirred a different kind of fantasy: the demure healers men wanted to break in and impregnate, the seductive rogues they wanted to see tearful and gagging on cock, or the destructive mages they wanted to turn into living mana vessels, recharging them by unloading torrent after torrent of seed into their wombs.

Ah, and there’s one such girl, Jessie thought when he caught a glimpse of Lilian, her golden hair flowing in waves and catching the light as she crossed the upper gallery before disappearing from sight. Though she had yet to reach the rank of gold tier adventurer, she was already popular on looks alone.

Always kind, always smiling with that innocent softness, as if she had somehow missed whatever shameless thing had just been said about her body. She was the reason Jessie had more than once thought to seek out a blonde with big tits in the pleasure district, if only he could have afforded it.

“Was?” Jessie paused at the thought, then shook it off as he admired the other gorgeous adventurer girls while slowly approaching the guild clerk.

Without a doubt, girls like them were half the reason the pleasure district never lacked for customers. Men caught one glimpse of the women they really wanted and, failing that, went looking for cheaper imitations they could at least fantasize about knocking up.

I wonder how many guys would think of me while heading to the pleasure district? Jessie thought, remembering the looks he had caught from the adventurers that day. Then he realized what he had just thought and quickly corrected himself. I meant Jessica!!

With that said, there was a market for the opposite as well. The top guys couldn’t beat girls away with a stick, so the ones who failed to catch their eye sometimes drifted toward the district instead, settling for men who made up for their lack of adventuring skill with the size of their cocks. Needless to say, no girl in existence had ever gone there because of Jessie.

“Oh my, that’s quite an impressive haul,” the guild clerk said when Jessie poured the contents of his bag into the appraisal tray. “And for a bronze-tier adventurer—no disrespect to those just starting out, of course.”

“Of course,” Jessie echoed hollowly, thinking that he had been “just starting out” for over eight years.

“You’re the leader of your party, then?” she asked.

Ah, you must be new here, Jessie thought. The question itself was innocent enough. A bronze-tier adventurer bringing in a haul like this from the dungeon? The obvious explanation was that he was turning in the loot for his entire party. Of course, if she actually knew who he was, she might have skipped straight past that and asked where he’d stolen it.

Just this once, Jessie thought as he said, “No, that’s all me.”

“Really!?” the clerk exclaimed so loudly that the clerks beside her turned their heads. One grimaced at the unprofessional outburst. She either didn’t notice, didn’t care, or was still too busy processing her surprise. “You have quite a future ahead of you, then.”

“I guess,” Jessie mumbled. Why did it feel so hollow? This wasn’t Jessie’s victory. Jessie wasn’t the one who had earned it. Jessica was. She was the impressive one. The unstoppable one. The one who turned heads.

She should have been the one to walk in here, Jessie thought, frustration building as he realized his mistake. What an impression she would have made! A first-time adventurer—sexy, powerful, and bringing in a haul like this. She would have been the talk of the guild.

Something ached inside him as he imagined that attention and realized he missed it.

“Here you go.” The clerk slid a small pouch across the oak counter on a tray.

“Thank you,” Jessie said, still annoyed at himself for coming in as, well, himself. The weight of the pouch in his hand dragged his thoughts back to the present.

Seriously? he thought, weighing it in his palm. The pouch might have been small, but it held more coin than he had ever carried before. All for half a day’s worth of dungeon exploration? No, not even that, he thought. A few hours. And that wasn’t even counting the crystals he’d turned to ash. No, Jessica did that, he corrected himself again, the line between their deeds already starting to blur in his head.

“Hey, move it, loser!” a big brute snapped as he shoved Jessie out of the line and stepped forward.

Jessie glared at him like he had never dared before. You wouldn’t act like that toward Jessica, he thought. She’d burn your arm to a crisp—and you’d still be jerking off to the thought of her body with the other hand.

The bearded musclehead either didn’t notice his glare or didn’t care.

As Jessie walked out of the guild, his frustrations only mounted. How many years of his life had he wasted like this? Laughed at, shoved aside, or going unnoticed altogether. Even now, it had been another trip to the guild that ended with him being a nobody. Another hour of his life gone. If it had been Jessica… The memory of her pleasure, of her moans—Jessie felt that ache inside him swell. He clenched the coin pouch in his hand.

With this money, Jessie could finally do what he had wanted to do for years. He had more than enough to spare. And if he had already walked into the city as Jessie, then the least he could do was claw back a little of that lost dignity by burying his frustration in some sexy slut who would spread her legs for him and moan like she loved it. Jessica’s voice flashed through his mind again, but he ignored it and stormed toward the pleasure district.




Chapter 4

The last light of sunset faded and gave way to the first stars in the darkening sky above the city by the time Jessie reached the pleasure district. Popular though it was with countless men and more than a few women, it was apparently still considered objectionable for such a place to sit too close to the main street or the Adventurer’s Guild—even though those sexy, captivating adventurers were half the reason so many people came here seeking relief in the first place.

However, even if some pent-up prudes who hadn’t gotten any action for far too long objected (that was how those “objectors” were often called here), the pleasure district itself felt no shame about what it was, and basked fully in its own proud freedom.

Jessie saw the bright lights and heard even brighter voices before he reached the district proper. Colored lanterns hung in abundance, strung between the buildings and glowing in shades of red, violet, and amber. Warm, welcoming colors of heat and passion—and in a few of those violet tones, Jessie recognized a familiar glow he had seen in someone’s flame earlier that day.

“Hot fried lizard tenders! Crispy and salted!”

“Golden bites! Boar, hare, and ridge bird!”

“Platinum-tier stamina tonics! Last all night!”

“Moonflower perfume! Catch that pretty knight’s eye before he passes!”

“Scented bath salts! Wash off the dungeon before you knock!”

Vendors big and small called out over one another, hurrying to claim what coin they could before the district’s visitors reached the real reason they had come and spent the rest down to the last copper in a haze of passion. Jessie had forgotten how lively the pleasure district truly was. Coming here empty-pocketed had only ever driven him deeper into a gray, resentful sulk over the pleasures life kept dangling just out of reach.

Between the smell of sizzling fat and scented oils, Jessie’s senses should have been overwhelmed. Instead, the district unfolded in practiced layers. Its keepers had long ago learned how to make even the air part of the lure. Some expensive bit of magework hidden in lanterns and eaves drew the smoke upward and thinned the heavier smells, letting spice, perfume, and hot sugar drift through the crowd in warm currents that stirred the body rather than turned the stomach.

Well, why not, Jessie thought, reaching for the coins in his pouch, and a minute later he was already sinking his teeth into meat so juicy it sent a shiver up his spine.

Delicious!! He would’ve said the thought aloud if his mouth hadn’t been full of lizard tenders that practically melted on his tongue. Tiny tears even welled in the corners of his eyes at the sheer rush of flavor. He had forgotten food could taste this good. It was enough to cut through even the bitterness of how long he had gone without such simple joys.

But as he walked deeper into the district, licking his fingers after satisfying his stomach, the urge to quench other frustrations returned the moment the true delights of the pleasure district came into view.

Girls. As far as the eye could see. They waited at the entrances of countless pleasure houses, or posed behind rows of glass windows with their sexy figures angled just so and their breasts put shamelessly on full display. Pierced nipples, pure nipples, pink nipples, dark nipples, light skin, dark skin, diamond-shaped pasties, heart-shaped ones, chains, nipple clamps—Jessie almost grew dizzy from the sights crowding in on him from every side.

And then his gaze found exactly what he’d come here for: a blonde with heavy breasts behind a tall display window. She sat on a cushioned sill with the demure, helpless look of a captured heroine, one hand lingering near her full lips as she gazed up at the passing customers, as if quietly wondering how the man who chose her would use his prize.

Jessie’s hungry grin faltered for a moment when another girl flashed through his mind, and suddenly he found himself wondering how Jessica would want to be treated if someone discovered her with her fingers buried in her pussy, flushed and sweating, pinching at her nipples as she fingered herself toward yet another orgasm.

Jessie shook his head again and tightened his grip on the pouch. He strode into the pleasure house before the “defeated heroine” in the window could be chosen by someone else.

Everything else blurred together: the exchange of coin, the welcoming smile of a half-naked beauty leading him through warm, perfumed halls, the nervous smile of a blonde whose name he didn’t even catch. At some point, she undressed him. Her touch was gentle. Her body was hot. Her breasts were bigger than Jessica’s, her skin just a shade darker, and her nails pink instead of black. And no matter how soft or encouraging she was, it still didn’t compare to the feel of Jessica’s thigh beneath his hand.

Huh? Jessie blinked when he finally realized he was on a bed above the woman he had so deliberately come here to fuck his frustrations into. And yet nothing was happening. True, she wasn’t quite the one he had wanted, but she was close enough—far closer than he ever would have dared hope for. So why wasn’t he hard?

At first, he thought it might simply take a moment. He had come here fully intending to fuck until he emptied out every last pent-up urge he’d been carrying for years. So why wasn’t he raging hard already? Just because she wasn’t Lilian? Nonsense. Worse still, Jessie wasn’t even sure it would have been different with Lilian either.

“It’s alright,” she said, rising toward his soft cock.

But again, for all the softness of her fingers against his rough skin, Jessie’s thoughts drifted back to another touch entirely—to the nimble black-nailed fingers that had first cupped Jessica’s breasts, then slipped lower, slick with her own juices, sliding across that aching pussy while every inch of her burned and writhed for more.

“Ah, there we go,” she smiled as she pulled back from his dick.

Jessie looked down. The first image that flashed through his mind was not the blonde’s face, but Jessica’s—lips wrapped around cock, sucking it until it turned raging hard and throbbed beyond reason, veins pulsing under the strain.

Jessie blinked, and only then did he see the blonde again. His cock was indeed hard. But not because of her. She had probably done a fine job—not that Jessie had the experience to tell a difference. And before she had even settled back beneath him, Jessie sensed that he had already made up his mind.

Even once he found himself inside her, with her rocking her hips up to meet him and draw him deeper, his mind was elsewhere. That insane thought. Utterly ludicrous. And yet the more he gave himself over to it, the more he gave in to the image of Jessica lying there instead of the blonde, moaning as she spread her legs, the harder he got.

Jessica would have writhed for cock. Her pussy was on fire. Fingers would not do. With both hands free, she could pinch at her nipples to her heart’s content while a hard cock stretched her open and made her moan. If fingers alone had already made her addicted to pleasure, cock would drive her mad. There was no doubt about it.

It would fill her, swell inside her, make her clutch at the hips of the man fucking her and beg him to keep going, beg for that hot cum to shoot deep inside her. She’d moan for the man fucking her like a brothel whore, and she wouldn’t even ask for money to feel the joy of thick, hard cock inside her.

Cum! Jessica cried. Cum inside me! she begged, climaxing just as Jessie came, his mind flooded with the image of hot seed pouring straight into Jessica’s womb.

“Haah,” Jessie rasped as he blinked and came down from his high. His dick softened fast when he saw the blonde beneath him.

“We’ve still got plenty of time,” she said with a smile.

Plenty of time for what? Jessie wondered, breathing hard. His body was hot. Sweat was beginning to bead on his skin. There had been a climax, but it hadn’t been his. Jessie wasn’t the one who had felt it. Jessie hadn’t really felt anything at all. It was her climax. The vivid aftershocks of a horny, overheated girl spreading her legs and moaning as she was fucked until someone climaxed into her.

“Ah…” Jessie rolled off the blonde and sat on the edge of the bed, holding his head. He already knew what he was going to do. He had known it even before the orgasm. Plenty of time... her words repeated in his head. There wasn’t plenty of time at all. And he had wasted too much of it already.

He jumped to his feet and reached for his clothes.

“Ah!? What are you doing?” the blonde asked. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No, nothing at all,” Jessie mumbled, dragging his shirt over his head and yanking it down. “You were great. But there’s something I need to do.”

Maybe he was overthinking it. Maybe he was still reeling from the experience of becoming something so much stronger, so much more desirable than himself. But after coming all the way here in search of relief, Jessie could not stop until he felt it for real.

Just this once, he told himself, already out the door and heading for the darkest back alley he could find. I probably won’t even like it that much, he told himself, even as his dick hardened at the thought of what he was about to do. He pulled out the talisman and spoke a single word without a shred of hesitation: “Change!”

“Aahn~!” Jessie moaned at the first warm tingle in his core, before the change had even fully taken hold. In that first flashing instant, he knew he had made the right choice. The only wrong choice had been delaying it in the first place. His arms thinned, his thighs softened, his chest blossomed, and his outfit warped completely. The fabric clung tight to the sensitive body of a girl in need, sending warm shivers through her as her nipples hardened beneath the snug constraint, eager for the pleasure that was due.

Heads turned in the pleasure district at the sight of a stunning beauty striding through the street with brisk purpose. Her smile was sharp with determination, her tightly curved figure impossible to ignore. There was hardly a man there who didn’t want to steal a firm squeeze of her ass, even if he had only just stepped out of a brothel.

More than a few girls in the surrounding display windows looked at her with bitter envy, knowing full well what kind of beauty would be in demand that night. A few were already trying to remember whether their brothel still had black wigs in that same long, straight style. A few more reassured themselves that as long as their breasts were bigger, they had nothing to fear from this sudden new arrival.

Jessica strode into a House of Hung Gallants like she belonged there. Her body ached for a particular indulgence, and after squandering too much time on unfulfilling ventures, her eyes burned with determination not to waste another second.

The men gathered at the reception lit up when such a stunning beauty walked in. A few of them wondered whether she had stepped through the wrong door by mistake, because it was hard to imagine a woman like that ever lacking for attention. But a few others hid prideful smirks: a girl like that would not settle for just any man—she needed a proper cock, and there were no subpar ones here.

Jessica barely spared them a glance as she walked straight to the one handling the transactions. Like the rest, he was handsome enough. She hardly cared. By the time payment was complete and her pouch nearly empty, she chose the one who did not stand out at all. It was not his face she wanted, and she preferred not to remember it. Apparently, the man’s name was Brander, though Jessica could not have cared less. Plenty of the men and women in this district used borrowed names, and names were not what their customers came for. All she cared about was that he properly “branded” her pussy with the heat of his big, hard meat.

By the time they were alone, she had only two words to say: “Fuck me.”

“Ahn!” she gasped when he shoved her against the same door he had locked a moment earlier, pinning her there with effortless strength as he bent to kiss her neck and quickly worked his way lower.

“A girl who knows what she wants—I like that,” he said, keeping her pinned with one hand while the other wasted no time finding her weak spots. All sorts of women walked into this place. Some looked for intimacy, for connection. And more than a few came for exactly what Jessica had asked for: a hard cock with no pretending and no attachments.

“Hhn,” Jessica moaned as he groped her, baring her breasts, teasing her stomach, and sliding lower over her hips. Every touch further reaffirmed that she had made the right choice. Such strength. She might have wielded terrifying power in magic, but this—this feeling of a man pinning her body in place and taking control—made her melt with the need to be taken.

She had already been wet before she even entered the building, but now her need turned unbearable. Neither her own fingers nor his would be enough. And he felt it the moment he touched her. Her pussy parted for his fingers so easily that it nearly swallowed them. So he gave her what she needed—he flipped her around, pressed her face and tits into the door, and pulled her hips back toward his cock.

“Oahn!” Jessica trembled all over from the mere touch. Even if he had not pulled her ass toward him, she would have done it on her own. Even now her hips moved, her back arching, rubbing her pussy against the cock it needed and wetting it so that it would finally fill that aching emptiness inside her.

With every move, the tip of his cock pushed a little deeper. With every move, she grew a little weaker. And when his tip finally slipped in, he did exactly what Jessica had been fantasizing about from the very first moment her image had taken the place of the blonde whose pussy had been around Jessie’s cock.

“O-Ooahh!!” Jessica cried out as her world split apart under the force of a man’s thrust into a needy female body. Her knees buckled, and she slid a little lower against the door, her cheek squishing even more indecently against the wood. But Brander’s strength held her upright as he dragged his cock through her trembling inner walls before thrusting again and fucking her back up into the door.

“Oh, yesss!” Jessica cried out in affirmation to herself and to the whole world. Jessie had been kidding himself when he came to this district pretending he had wanted anything other than exactly this.

Brander’s first thrust laughed at Jessie’s clumsy attempts to imitate a man’s movements into a woman’s body. Brander’s second thrust wiped away all memory of the supposed pleasures Jessie had craved or settled for on lonely nights. By the third thrust, Jessica’s buckling knees were already shaking as that deep inner ache turned to heat and swiftly spread through her whole body, forever eclipsing every pleasure that had come before this moment.

Her back arched more and more as she met Brander’s thrusts with swaying hips of her own, her voice growing louder with every breath. She held nothing back—not the cock-drunk moans spilling from her lips, not the needy look on her face as she glanced back to watch her own hips being used like those of any other whore in this district. And that sight only made her push back harder against the cock fucking her, moaning and sweating as the tingling haze climbed higher and higher until the inevitable could no longer be held back.

“Fuck me!” Jessica cried as the waves of orgasm overwhelmed her. No longer a demand, it was a plea—a plea for hard cock to fuck that orgasm into her and give her the true pleasure she had come searching for that night.

“HHn-hoaaa~~~!” Jessica moaned as the orgasm consumed her. Her whole body shook. The last pretense of strength left her, and she sagged further down onto Brander’s hot, throbbing cock, his strength the only thing keeping her from collapsing.

“Too good,” she muttered weakly, basking in the trembling of her thighs as the realization hit her: she wanted those soft, shaking, sweat-and-juice-slick thighs seized by manly hands. “Too good to stop...”

Jessica didn’t even realize she had said it out loud, too drunk on pleasure to care. But Brander heard every word.

“I couldn’t agree more,” he said, and grabbed her by the thighs.

“OOAHN!?” Jessica let out a guttural moan, her face jolting up toward the ceiling as her wish for thigh-groping was suddenly, perfectly granted. The fading aftershocks of her orgasm flared back to life for a moment, lifting her higher, high enough to make her feel as though she were floating, before she landed on the soft bed and bounced against the pink sheets, thighs and ass rippling.

Brander, having heard the plea of a needy bitch in heat, was all too willing to grant her wish—not just because he had yet to climax himself. No professional could afford to be a quick shot, no matter how tight the cunt. He had gripped Jessica by the thighs, carried her to the bed, and thrown her onto it. For a moment, he watched her supple, pleasure-hungry flesh ripple from the bounce before climbing on top of her and pressing her into the sheets, giving her exactly the rough domination she had come here seeking.

“Oohhhn~!” Jessica’s moans deepened into needy groans at being handled exactly right. She had already forgotten telling Brander not to stop, but she was grateful that he didn’t. She did not have the strength to even lift her face from the silk sheets—she saved that strength for her hips, swaying them beneath the weight of his pressing palm on her back, searching desperately for the cock she needed back inside.

Smack.

Jessica almost came again from the sharp sound of a rough palm striking her needy cheek. Her hips shifted from searching for cock to craving that disciplining hand, and were rewarded with another loud smack across the other cheek, leaving both burning red and aching sweetly for more. But instead of another hand, what met them next was the heavy slap of the pussy-juice-slick cock they had been begging for all this time.

“Ahn!” Jessica pressed her face harder into the sheets while she pushed her ass harder against that cock, wagging her non-existent tail from side to side until the shaft slipped neatly down the middle of her crack. Then she lifted her hips higher, guiding that swollen tip to her pussy.

“You’re a needy slut, aren’t you?” Brander growled, slapping her ass, grabbing it hard, and thrusting his cock inside her.

“YESSSS!” Jessica’s overjoyed cry at being thrust into so hard it shoved her forward across the bed left no doubt about her need for cock. And it also ended up affirming that a certain someone really was a hopeless slut.

“A slut for cock!” Brander grunted, slapping her ass again between rough, hard thrusts.

“Yes, I am!” Jessica didn’t deny it. Any other answer would have been a lie. She was too drunk on cock, and she knew it. Her only reply was meeting Brander’s hips with her own.

“Beg for my cock, slut!” Brander commanded.

“Please fuck me with your cock!” Jessica begged as she listened to the wet slaps of her lewd thighs against his.

“Beg for my cum!”

“Please give me your cum!” Jessica cried, and as soon as she uttered the words, something flashed inside her. A memory. Her very first, fateful vision from earlier that night—seeing herself with her legs spread, arms wrapped around a man, moaning in delight as a pulsing cock filled her with hot cum.

Jessica didn’t even know what took hold of her. She didn’t command her body. She didn’t control it. She just wanted it. Needed it. She flipped over, arms and legs flying as she turned onto her back, locked her legs behind Brander’s waist, braced her hands against his chest, and cried, “Fill me with your cum!”

“OOOHH!” Brander grunted and doubled his pace, pressing closer until he pinned Jessica beneath his weight, jackhammering her begging cunt, his manly blood boiling with the desire to fill a needy bitch in heat with his seed.

“Ohhh, yess~!” Jessica cried in blissful ecstasy, wrapping her arms around Brander’s manly shoulders as tightly as she could and pulling him closer. “Like that! Fill me like that! Fuck me like that!” she moaned deliriously, pressing herself closer to his heat, to his sweat, to his raging cock.

“Ohh yes!! Like that! Like that!” she begged, feeling that cock swell and throb inside her. He’s gonna cum! He’ll cum inside me! Cum! “Cum! Cum inside me! Fuck and cum inside me!”

“Beg for it!” Brander grunted, out of breath himself as Jessica drove him into a frenzied pace, spurring him past the point where he could control himself.

“Give me your cum!” Jessica begged. “Creampie me! Fill me up! Cum with me and fill me up with cum! Cum! Cuuuuuuuuumm!!”

They both shuddered in a tight embrace as Brander drove into Jessica with such force that it could have broken a lesser girl. But Jessica welcomed the thrust that slammed against her womb. Her orgasming pussy wrapped around that pulsing cock just like her trembling body wrapped around Brander’s heated flesh, and she gave herself over to the hot bliss of sex and cum as the first hot wave surged inside her.

“OOOooooh~~” they both groaned in maddened bliss. Her soft chest pressed against his hard pecs, letting them feel each other’s racing heartbeats as they were overtaken by the primal need to hold each other close while their bodies did what nature had designed them to do—unleash thick male seed into a craving, accepting womb.

Neither of them could have said how long they had stayed like that. But when they finally pulled apart, they did so without a word, both still caught in the aftershock of what had passed between them. Jessica did not so much as glance his way as she put herself back into some semblance of order, adjusting an outfit damp with sweat and the scent of sex.

As Jessica left, the men watched her go with open appreciation, though more than a few clearly resented not having been the ones to enjoy that ass. They watched the sway of her shapely hips, the way that scandalous outfit barely covered her cheeks. Every one of them noticed the red handprints still glowing there and wondered what it would be like to have her spread for them.

Only their high sense of professionalism—which forbade following a client—kept them civil and stopped them from fighting over the right to make her a girlfriend. Still, they were certain to corner the lucky gallant later and pry from him, in detail, what she had been like. And before long, bets were already being laid on how long she would last before coming again, and whose cock would be lucky enough to plunge into her next.




Chapter 5

“U-ugh…” Jessie groaned when he opened his eyes and found a familiar leaky ceiling above him. He put a hand to his aching head. His memories were a blurred mess. From the daylight peeking through the crack that served as his window, Jessie could tell it was probably the next day.

The next day after what? Jessie asked himself. He remembered spotting Lilian and thinking once again what a pathetic excuse for a man he had turned out to be. He’d gone to the pleasure district, determined to spend his coins and vent his frustrations on the first blonde he saw. The food... the breasts... hot naked flesh... legs spread... being taken from behind—

“AHN!?” Jessie jerked upright as it all came back to him—the frustration of that lackluster encounter, fantasizing about how Jessica would’ve felt, slipping into an alley, strolling into the den of men, being pressed against a door, fucked into a shaking orgasm, on the bed, legs spread and begging for a creampie…

Jessie clasped both hands over his mouth.

“What a slut that woman is,” he muttered, shifting the blame onto the sexy thing who always knew how to enjoy herself. She felt amazing wielding power and slaughtering monsters, and she felt even better pleasuring herself—whether with her fingers or by using men and their cocks like props.

“Does she have no shame?” he wanted to ask the woman who had begged for cum from the first cock she decided was fit for the job. He couldn’t even remember the guy’s face. That was how she wanted it, he realized. She doesn’t remember the monsters she slays, so why should she remember the guys she fucks?

Jessie was damn near envious of her. Taking what she needed without holding back or asking permission. No self-doubt. No self-loathing. She got fucked like a whore and loved every moment of it. And with a body like that, who could blame her? Jessie had no doubt that all those guys talked about Jessica after she left. He remembered the thrusts, the way her back arched, the hard spanking that made her whimper with naughty delight.

“Ah?” Jessie jolted as he realized something. He looked down and saw the blanket tented over his groin. Slowly, he lifted it to confirm the obvious, and indeed, he had a raging hard boner from recalling Jessica’s late-night adventures. It hadn’t come from thinking about the way he had fumbled through sex with a woman. He got hard when he remembered... that.

I mean... who wouldn’t get hard thinking about a sexy girl getting her back blown out while begging for more? Jessie told himself.

“A-Anyway, I already spent all the coin I earned, so I might as well go have some fun the way adventurers are supposed to,” Jessie resolved as he got out of bed.

But while getting dressed, he remembered something else—Jessica was the one who had so effortlessly cleared floor after floor of the dungeon. She was the one capable of having fun, whether alone or with company, while all he could do was desperately try to stay alive. He took the talisman, now hanging from a chain around his neck, and stared at it as he weighed his next step.

If I were to go to the dungeon as Jessie, I’d have to go with Lilian and the rest. Ah, that’s right, they might already be waiting for me! Jessie rushed toward the door, but froze just before he could grab the handle. “Waiting for me”? Who am I kidding? As if they’d be waiting for the guy who nearly got half the party wiped out single-handedly by falling for some stupid trap.

Jessie clenched the talisman in his hand. Jessica had already taken everything worth having from last night. She wasn’t even a registered adventurer. And if Jessie failed not only at sex but at adventuring too, why did “Jessie” even exist?

“Heh.” Jessie laughed under his breath. Jessica wouldn’t waste a second on thoughts this useless. He laughed even more as he once again confirmed just how badly he envied her. What was he even standing here thinking about?

He kissed the talisman, and by the time a certain someone passed the landlord, the stunned bastard could only gawk at the beauty who had somehow found herself in his building.

“And with this, you’re done,” the guild clerk said with a cheerful smile as she accepted the signed paperwork and slid the guild’s bronze badge back across the counter. She was one of the few who looked at Jessica like she was just another adventurer.

It was impossible not to notice the stares coming from every direction in the crowded guildhall. Jessica also noticed that the second-floor gallery was suddenly much more crowded, and she had little doubt it was because it offered a better angle from which to admire a cleavage that already gave plenty to look at from straight ahead.

Jessica paid them no mind as she pocketed her new badge. Everyone started at bronze, but with power like hers, she had already made quick work of the promotion requirements. One of them was a certain type of mana crystal found on the deeper dungeon floors. She fully intended to get her hands on more than a few. But before that, Jessica let her gaze drift across the guildhall.

“I see you’re just starting out,” one of the men said as he walked up to her. An armored knight, with a thick claymore on his back and a silver badge displayed proudly on his chest. He did an admirable job hiding his nervousness as he spoke to her. Admirable, but not flawless. “How about you join our party, and we can show you the ropes—”

“No.”

Jessica’s response was flat and final. The fifth one that day. Three of them she had handed out before she’d even reached the guild itself. The bluntness and sheer dismissive coldness of her replies were probably one reason she wasn’t being swarmed with invitations. The other was simpler: she looked like someone who could flatten half the would-be tagalongs in the hall with her aura alone.

Had anyone there been able to see what truly went on inside her mind, they might’ve pointed out that a certain someone was on a bit of a power trip. As it was, Jessica scanned the crowd for the group she was looking for.

If her previous outing was anything to go by, she would reach silver tier with hardly breaking a sweat. However, there was a desire within her for something a little more than the feeling of her sheer overpowering might against monsters. And when she found the ones she had been looking for, seated at a round table near the bright windows, she acted on that desire.

“Oh, she’s coming here,” Rickard whispered, elbowing Bernard, who was already watching her with obvious interest, arms crossed as he sat back in his chair.

“D-damn,” Paul swallowed hard. The blush on his face was obvious, as was the miserable effort he made to keep his eyes off Jessica’s breasts and pretend like he hadn’t been devouring her figure with his eyes the whole time.

As Jessica approached, she noticed that, surprisingly, Lilian was not the most welcoming one. Like the others, she also put on a mask to hide her true thoughts. But while most of the men’s faces concealed little more than lechery, Lilian’s held a barely veiled mix of suspicion and contempt.

“Hello there!” Lilian said brightly, smoothing her expression into something much friendlier as Jessica drew closer. “And what might someone like you want with our humble party?”

“You’re the group Jessie’s been adventuring with, correct?” Jessica asked, standing tall over the seated quartet with immaculate posture. She even lifted her chest a touch, trying to tower over them a bit more, despite the fact that both Rickard and Bernard would clearly have been taller if they stood.

“Huh, why would you care about that loser?” Rickard asked, sounding almost offended that a beauty like this would come looking for someone like Jessie instead of him.

“That ‘loser’ happens to be my little brother,” Jessica lied with a straight face, letting a little bite slip into her voice at the insult that still cut too close to home.

“For real!?” Rickard and Paul blurted in utter shock.

“Seriously?” Bernard asked, taken aback enough for his arms to uncross as his rectangular frames slipped an inch down his nose.

“No way,” Lilian said flatly, dismissing the possibility outright.

Hey, hey, weren’t you the one who was always kind to me—I mean, to Jessie? Jessica thought, a little hurt that Lilian would so utterly reject the idea that she and Jessie could share the same blood, even more than any of them realized.

“Yes, ‘for real’,” Jessica insisted. “My little brother decided to take a break after a certain event on your last trip into the dungeon, and he asked me to take his place.”

“W-What event?” Paul turned pale and looked away. “We just fell into some pit and passed out from the fall. That’s all there was to it…”

Jessica noticed the tremble in both Paul’s voice and body.

“Well, don’t mind us if we take Jessie up on his offer and thank him for sending his big sister instead!” Rickard exclaimed, jumping to his feet and offering Jessica an inviting handshake.

“You’re not the one with the final say, you curved bastard,” Lilian snapped at him, then looked to Bernard.

Jessica again found herself surprised by this side of Lilian. It wasn’t as though she and Rickard had ever been on great terms, but she had never been this openly hostile. Or had Jessie simply never noticed through the haze of his feelings for her?

“Honestly, I don’t see a downside,” Bernard said, nudging his thin frames up the bridge of his nose. “We’d hardly notice a difference in our strength whether he was here or not. The time we’ve spent waiting here would be better spent in the dungeon.”

“Besides, if you’re so fond of charity cases, Lilian,” Rickard added with a sly smile, “then there’s even less reason not to give his cute sister a chance.”

“C-cute?” Lilian looked at Rickard with an expression that was somehow both offended and revolted at the same time.

Jessica could somewhat understand her. Even she wouldn’t have described herself as cute, exactly. And it had to sting twice for a girl who usually worked so hard to maintain that “cute and pure” image. Again, it was one of the reasons Jessie had fallen for her. And now Jessica couldn’t help but wonder what he had seen in her besides the rack Lilian so obviously curated—always keeping it poised on that delicate edge of showing just a little more than necessary, yet never quite enough to flash those certain pink delights perking against the fabric.

“I thank you for the opportunity,” Jessica said with a slight bow, deciding that the best approach was to begin polite and humble, before they found out what she was capable of. “I promise not to hold you back. And I also thank you for waiting for my brother until now.”

“Aw, don’t sweat it, don’t sweat it,” Rickard beamed as he slid to her side and gave the bare strip of her lower back a few quick pats, not missing the opportunity to get handsy. “Though I have a feeling Bernard was only waiting for your little bro because he was feeling a little drowsy himself,” he added, snickering as he threw Bernard a glance.

“Ridiculous,” Bernard said, adjusting his frames again. “Either way, since he’s obviously not coming, we need to get going. We’ve already wasted enough time here as is.”

As they got up—some more reluctantly than others—Jessica realized something. “I was sure Jessie mentioned that his party had five members,” she said, noting Jared’s absence.

“Ah, we did,” Lilian said, going slightly downcast—and somehow managing to fidget her arms into a fold that lifted her chest. “Jared called it quits. He was never cut out for this, or so he told me.”

“I see,” Jessica said shortly, contemplating the feelings of a certain someone who had lived with that exact same thought for years.

“The dungeon is no place for the weak,” Bernard said coolly as he headed for the exit.

“So, how come what’s-his-face never mentioned having such a lovely big sister?” Rickard asked Jessica as he walked shoulder to shoulder with her.

Now I’ve upgraded from cute to lovely? Jessica thought, noting that Rickard would never have been caught dead in a pleasant conversation with her so-called brother. They were already at the mouth of the dungeon entrance, though Bernard’s party would still need to go several floors deeper before finding monsters worth their time.

“I suppose he’s always been a little… shy,” Jessica finally replied, all while counting yet another time Rickard “sneaked” a glance down her cleavage.

Guys really did have certain advantages, she realized, getting used to the height difference between herself and the others that made it so easy for Rickard to sneak those glances. Jessie, of course, had been the shortest of the lot, though even he could have used that same advantage if he had ever found the balls to walk this closely beside Lilian the way Rickard did with Jessica.

She looked ahead. Lilian had drifted close to Bernard again and was exchanging a few quiet words with him. Judging by her expression, she was not pleased, while Bernard brushed off whatever concern she was raising.

That outfit is something else, though, Jessica thought, watching the way Lilian’s cheeks peeked out from beneath her green fluttering skirt with every bounce. How beaten down had Jessie been not to fully register how slutty she always dressed? The vain little finery. The jewelry meant to grab attention by the throat. The outfit that was cut two sizes too small.

Had Jessie really been so entranced by Lilian’s easy smile and gentle manner that he failed to see it? But that couldn’t have been it. Obviously, Jessie had noticed something, because he’d beaten his meat more than just once or twice while thinking about Lilian’s tits and ass. The memory left Jessica faintly disgusted.

Stop lying to yourself, she thought, as if straight up telling it to Jessie. This girl’s been railed more times than your fragile image of her can handle. And could you blame her? With a figure like that?

An image from her encounter the night before flashed through her mind. Or was it the phantom throb of hard cock inside her that pulsed through her pussy? The pressure of it slamming her against the door, the sweat, her own moans, the heated look on her face as she turned back to watch the act that had flooded her brain with addictive pleasure—Jessica coughed and turned her head away from Rickard, afraid the flush had already reached her cheeks.

A sudden goblin screech snapped Jessica back to reality. She looked ahead and saw a goblin pinned to the floor by Rickard’s giant double-edged axe. The little monster was already dissolving, its broken body collapsing into sludge until only a tiny mana crystal remained.

“Don’t go sleepwalking through a dungeon, even if you’re protected by a reliable hunk like me,” Rickard said, pointing to himself with a grin before yanking his axe free from the crack it had left in the stone floor.

“R-right, thanks,” Jessica muttered, still a little dazed.

What the hell? A certain voice raged inside her. A lowly goblin nearly snuck up on me? I could’ve slaughtered a horde of them yesterday without blinking! What an embarrassing way to start my big “show off how awesome I am” dungeon run!

And that was not the only thing that surprised her. Up close, the sheer slab of heavy metal at the end of Rickard’s long haft was almost intimidating. His double-headed axe was basically a polearm built for a giant. Jessie had never fully appreciated just how easily Rickard swung the damn thing around.

“How strange, usually goblins appear a floor or two lower,” Paul said as he picked up the mana crystal and dropped it into a bag.

“You’re so reliable, as always,” Lilian told Paul with a warm smile, slipping back into her usual self.

Reliable, huh? Jessica thought. That was certainly one way to describe loot gathering. If anything, the praise should have gone to Rickard. But judging by how friendly he had gotten with Jessica, she had a feeling he would not be hearing any praise today.

Collecting the party’s loot was menial work, almost always given to the weakest member—the one most dependent on everyone else for success. Naturally, Jessie had rarely failed to qualify. Giving the job to a newcomer with untested abilities would also have made sense, and by all rights, it should have fallen to Jessica.

Her gaze flicked between Rickard and Bernard as she tried to guess which one had kept her away from the task. Lilian was out of the question—a quick glare from behind Paul made it clear she would have saddled Jessica with it in a heartbeat. As party leader, role assignment fell to Bernard, though he was not above taking the others’ input. Which left—

“Stick close to me, and you’ll have nothing to fear,” Rickard grinned, his white smile near-blinding as he wrapped an arm around Jessica and tugged her in. With his body pressed to hers, she realized he was not nearly as he might’ve appeared at first glance. There was real, hard muscle under the gear. And Jessica also realized she didn’t find the closeness nearly as offensive as she would’ve expected.

“If you keep coddling her like that, she’ll never get a chance to show whether her adventuring capabilities go beyond hogging men’s attention,” Lilian said.

Her sharp gaze made it clear to Jessica what she actually wanted to say: let’s see whether this shameless whore can do anything else besides flashing her tits and ass for attention. Of course, saying it out loud would’ve been unbecoming of the character Lilian was playing at. And if she had, Jessica would have had a few words about Lilian’s outfit in return.

“That’s right,” Bernard added, looking back at the duo. “We need to see if she’s any better than that useless brother of hers.”

“Hey, don’t talk about her useless brother like that!” Rickard said, stepping to her defense.

Jessica raised an eyebrow. Since when did Rickard even try to pretend to defend Jessie?

Lilian looked at Rickard with naked disgust.

Bernard adjusted his glasses and continued ahead.

Jessica sighed. She’s right, she thought. I’m better than this. Lilian’s feelings about my outfit aside, I should be the one obliterating the monsters with a grin on my face. That big-titted idiot just threw me off a little. Shaking her ass everywhere and then looking at me like I’m the attention-seeking one. I only thought back to last night because I know that’s how she spends every night.

Again, Jessica could only marvel at how she—she meant Jessie—ever managed to see Lilian as anything more serious than a walking sex object. Then she thought back to last night—hell, even to that very morning—and wondered how many guys saw her exactly like that. Rickard, certainly. Bernard and Paul probably too. And last night she had certainly enjoyed it to the fullest, after those lustful stares and her own fingers had left her wet and—

“Kheee.” A dying monster’s screech tore Jessica from her thoughts. By the time she blinked and focused ahead, it was already over. Two lime wolves lay at Bernard’s feet, dissolving and leaving behind their tiny mana crystals. Named for the color of their fur, they were hardly any greater threat than ordinary wolves. And Jessica should have seen them coming from a mile away.

“Tch,” she grimaced in frustration, grateful only that this time her lapse in focus seemed to have gone unnoticed.

“I think this is the perfect spot,” Bernard said as more growls sounded from up ahead. “Jessica, it’s obvious yours is an offensive class, correct?”

Jessica nodded.

“Excellent. Then we’ll get out of your way.” He, Paul, and Lilian stepped aside along the corridor, leaving Jessica front and center before several sets of glowing red eyes moving through the dark. “Show us what you can do,” Bernard added, glancing beneath his frames at Rickard to make sure he stayed back as well.

“Don’t worry, we’ll back you up if things get ugly,” Rickard said with a reassuring smile before obeying the party leader.

“If she can’t handle a pair of lime wolves on her own, it’s better she pack up and go home,” Lilian said, leaning against the wall farthest from the others and crossing her arms in a way that propped up her chest.

Didn’t I—I mean Jessie—fail against a pair of lime wolves on the first try? Jessica wanted to remind Lilian. I remember you being a lot more encouraging then, even while Rickard laughed his ass off. But with the wolves already breaking into a sprint, there was no time for that.

Alright, I obviously need a decisive victory, or this whole stunt would’ve been for nothing, Jessica thought. But wiping them out of existence would be bad, too. It’d raise a few too many questions, some of which I don’t even know the answers to myself.

And so, Jessica concentrated and stirred the heat within her body once more. She remembered how she’d done it yesterday, raised her right arm, and guided that heat into her fingertips as the lime wolves rushed her.

“Hey,” Rickard said, a note of concern creeping into his voice behind her when Jessica appeared to do nothing while the two monsters gathered themselves to leap and tear into her soft flesh.

Just kill them, she told herself, and snapped her fingers.

“Hyiii—!?”

The wolves’ sudden cries were cut short by twin bursts of flame leaping from Jessica’s fingertips and swallowing them faster than anyone could blink. By the time the burning beasts shot past her on either side, their spirit had already been extinguished mid-lunge. And when what remained touched the stone behind her, they were no longer bodies but two small drifts of ash, like soot swept from a hearth. The lingering breath of the spell scattered even that, sending the last dark specks skittering down the corridor until they vanished into the distance.

“W-Whaa…” Rickard’s jaw hung slack as he followed the specks with his eyes for as long as he could still see them. The rest of Jessica’s party had a similar reaction. Paul seemed one shock away from dropping to his knees. Lilian’s arms drifted away from her breasts, letting them settle lower by an inch before she noticed. Bernard alone kept his mouth shut, though the widening of his eyes betrayed him just as clearly.

“Seriously!? You’re amazin’, Jessica!” Rickard was the first to recover, and he wasted no time rushing up to congratulate Jessica by wrapping an arm around her and dragging her into a tight hug. “Who knew that what’s-his-face had an amazing older sister like that!”

Could you at least put a little more effort into pretending to care about someone? Jessica wanted to ask. Such as remembering their name?

“L-Lucky shot,” Lilian mumbled quietly.

“With an amazing new mage like Jessica, we can go several floors deeper straight away, right, Bernard?” Rickard suggested to their party leader as he turned toward him, pulling Jessica along without letting go.

“Yes, that is a viable course of action,” Bernard said after a pause. “Of course, there are still a few important issues to work out. We’ll continue testing the party along the way and develop a suitable formation for the deeper floors. But as things stand, there is no reason not to use this opportunity to advance ourselves as adventurers.”

“Excuse me!? Bernard!?” Lilian exclaimed. “Are you just going to ignore the fact that she erased the mana crystals along with the monsters? A rookie with such unstable powers is downright dangerous to keep around!”

“That is exactly what I meant by ‘issues.’ Pay attention, Lilian,” Bernard said, adjusting his glasses while Lilian began shaking with anger at the remark.

“I’ll be more careful in the future,” Jessica said, while thinking, I thought I was already holding back even more than yesterday. Did my powers increase? Or am I just a little rusty, casting my first spell of the day?

“Then let’s go, let’s go!” Rickard called out, pointing his giant axe ahead as he strode forward, pulling Jessica along with him.

It wasn’t like Jessica particularly cared one way or the other about Rickard being so touchy. After all, Jessie probably would have done the same himself if he had had the nerve to act so boldly, so objecting to it would almost have felt hypocritical. However, when Rickard’s thumb brushed the side of her breast, Jessica jolted and slid out of his embrace. Not because she had disliked it, but because that light brush stirred up the memories of last night all over again. And she needed to focus.

“Ironing out a few kinks” and “developing a suitable formation” both basically came down to the same thing—Jessica learning how not to reduce monsters to specks of drifting ash. Thankfully for her—and for the tears that had started to well in Paul’s eyes at all the potential loot she was incinerating—those cremations grew less frequent. They had already gone an entire floor without another incident, as the steadily growing weight of Paul’s bag made clear.

As for the “formation” part, it was hardly anything more complicated than Rickard covering the front and Bernard covering the flank, with their more vulnerable party members in the middle. As Lilian had implied, anyone—even a healer—could handle a lime wolf or two just fine. But as Bernard and Rickard eagerly pressed on—one to test their new limits, the other excited to see Jessica shine more and more—leaving their only healer exposed to tougher monsters would have been simply unwise.

Jessica still could not help wondering how much she herself would benefit from the presence of said healer. Thus far, she had not taken so much as a scratch, and judging by Lilian’s increasingly hostile glares, Jessica reasoned it was better to keep it that way than find out how helpful the woman actually felt like being.

“You’re relying on her way too much,” Lilian grumbled to Bernard at the rear of their party, just barely within Jessica’s earshot. Or rather, she was beyond the hearing of an average adventurer. But Jessica’s growing power had sharpened her senses as well.

“Weren’t you the one who kept asking me about your promotion to gold tier?” Bernard reminded her. “Besides, all that jewelry doesn’t pay for itself.”

“Well, obviously,” Lilian said, rolling her eyes a fraction, as if he’d asked whether water was wet. “But you’re the one who’s meant to be impressive here, Bernard. Not… second fiddle to some—”

Jessica sighed, not needing any sharpened senses to guess what Lilian had meant before she cut herself off. Was it only because Lilian was like this that Rickard’s overfriendliness felt less unpleasant than Jessica would have expected it to be? Sure, the attention was simple, and Rickard’s intentions were plain as glass, but being cheered on like this while she wiped out one group of monsters after another wasn’t all that bad. Who wouldn’t want to be admired as both powerful and desirable?

Before Jessica knew it, they had pushed about as deep into the dungeon as she had reached yesterday. She had never bothered counting floors either time, but the growing presence of hobgoblins and other, nastier creatures made the increasing danger obvious enough.

“I suspect we’re in for quite an afterparty with a haul like this,” Rickard said, eyeing the ever-growing weight of the bag in Paul’s hands as he added more mana crystals to the haul.

“Don’t let your guard down,” Bernard said as he and Lilian approached from the flank. “At this depth—”

“GROOAAAWRGH!”

“E-eh?” Paul dropped to the floor beside his bag as the rumble shook the stone beneath them.

“Whoa—” Lilian stumbled and fell into Bernard, cushioning herself against him with the plush warmth of her main assets.

“Bring it on!” Rickard cried with a grin as he readied his axe.

I know that roar, Jessica thought as she turned toward the giant, shadowy shape lumbering up ahead. Its hulking frame barely fit the passage. Thick arms like tree trunks reached nearly to the floor, and its head looked barely more humanoid than a giant boulder.

“What the fuck is that disgusting thing?” Lilian cried, pressing even closer to Bernard.

Ugly, smelly bastard! Jessica announced the nickname inwardly as she gathered flames in her palms.

“Boulder Troll!” Bernard barked, bringing his longsword up as he peeled Lilian off his arm. Lilian’s face twisted in instant outrage.

Jessica thought she liked her own name for it better, but she was too busy savoring that offended look to worry about monster names. I wonder how you’d react to the nightmare Paul and I fell into, she mused, realizing that she wouldn’t have minded witnessing such a sight.

“Focus!” Bernard yelled as he moved up beside Jessica and Rickard. “The mana crystal this thing drops will get us all promoted a tier.”

Ah, I’d better not incinerate it this time, then, Jessica thought. Today’s balancing act of trying not to wipe weaker creatures out of existence had already helped her get a better grip on her powers. She just needed to figure out how much was too much and how much was not enough while the ugly, smelly boulder bastard was already swinging one of its trunk-thick arms at them.

All three dodged the first blow as the troll’s thick hand crashed against the floor.

“Faster than it looks,” Rickard grinned as he leapt through the air. He sprang up, booted off the wall, and came down in a full overhead swing, aiming to sever the thick wrist while the arm was still low.

The axe struck with a heavy clang and bounced. The shock ran up the haft and rattled Rickard’s arms.

“Tougher than it looks, too,” he grimaced, his voice vibrating from the shock running through him.

“No—it’s exactly as tough as it looks,” Bernard said, nudging his glasses up as he landed and swept an enhancement over his blade. The steel lit up, radiating a hard, heated glow.

Another swipe of those trunk-arms. This one was aimed straight at the guy who thought he had time to cast enhancements. Bernard jumped back just in time as the strike smashed into the wall beside him with a rumble that shook the floor and rained grit and rubble. He didn’t waste the opening. Bernard drove his heated, rune-lit blade into the monster’s forearm.

The boulder bastard howled and snapped its arm back, flinging Bernard and his sword into the opposite wall like a toy.

My turn, Jessica grinned, eager to show them how it was done. Flames already flared to life as she raised both hands in front of her. Hold back. Just enough, she told herself, trying to rein in the heat surging through her to avoid destroying another valuable mana crystal. Otherwise, I’ll never hear the end of it.

The boulder bastard dug its fingers into the cracks it had torn through the walls and floor and vaulted at Jessica just as she unleashed her flames.

“GRHOOOOOO—”

The troll howled as purple fire swallowed it whole. In an instant, that hulking mass became a burning meteor hurtling straight at Jessica... and it didn’t disintegrate.

Shit— was all Jessica had time to think before a heavy blow to her lower back knocked her off her feet and slammed her to the ground. Before she even understood what had happened, Bernard was pressing her flat beneath his full weight while the infernal comet tore over them.

“Look out!” Jessica heard Rickard shout, followed by Lilian’s and Paul’s terrified yelps, before a deafening blast thundered through the tunnel. Heat and rubble came roaring back in a shockwave. The monster’s agonized screeches reverberated through the passage as it thrashed, howled, and smashed anything and everything within reach.

“Move!” Bernard yelled as he lifted himself off Jessica just enough to yank her up from the floor and drag her with him into a desperate leap forward while the ceiling gave way above them. The last thing Jessica saw was fire and stone and smoke and dust crashing down in a rumbling collapse, as if the whole dungeon came down on their heads, before Bernard covered her with his body again.

Then there was silence, broken only by the clatter of pebbles against stone.




Chapter 6

Jessica didn’t know how long they had remained like that. Seconds? Minutes? Hours? Had she passed out? But as her senses returned, the first thing she felt was dust caking her throat and clogging her nose.

“Cough, cough.” Jessica hacked up dust, only stirring more into the air with every pained exhale as she fought for air. Bernard’s full weight pinned her down—his own solid weight and the weight of his armor on top.

For all her fiery power, she was swiftly reminded how small she was beneath a man. Her soft thighs were nothing compared to the muscled legs pinning her down. Her thin arms felt laughably slight. And no wonder—what kind of body did it take to carry all that hard, heavy steel around all day? Its rough edges pressed into her soft flesh from every side. Into her thighs, into her back, into her—

“Hnh!?” Jessica let out a whimper when something hard nudged a place that was not ready for it at all. For one flashing instant, she recognized that pressure all too vividly, along with the whole crushing weight pinning her down, hot and helpless.

“Ghhn,” she groaned, shifting beneath that dominating weight. The poke seemed to abate for a moment. “A-Are you alive?” she finally asked the body of the man pressing her into the floor.

“Y-Yes,” Bernard groaned.

“Then get off me!” Jessica yelled and started pushing him off, surprised by how difficult the task turned out to be. She could wield such scorching magic from the tips of her painted nails and slaughter monsters with ease, and yet somehow she lacked the strength to throw a single adventurer off herself?

“You’re welcome for saving your life,” Bernard grumbled as he rolled off her and sat up.

Jessica looked up at him. He clearly had something on his mind as he adjusted his dusty glasses, nudging them up an even dustier nose. One lens was cracked, with a chip missing from the edge. For a moment, Jessica felt bad. I shouldn’t feel bad. All I did was kill the monster like they wanted. He was the one who wanted us to go deeper in the first place. If it wasn’t for me—

Jessica’s breath caught when she looked to where the boulder bastard was supposed to be. She saw nothing but a wall of rock and rubble, packed from floor to ceiling and wall to wall. It stood only a few steps from her own two delicate feet. That was when Jessica truly understood that Bernard had saved her life.

A small, defiant voice inside her tried to argue that she might have survived buried beneath all that stone, but even if that were true, she had to concede that she would have passed out and suffocated all the same. Not a single ray of light managed to shine through that wall. Even when she rose and stepped closer, she could not feel so much as the faintest breeze.

The others! Jessica thought, then shouted, “Rickard!? Paul!?” Then, more reluctantly and more quietly, “Lilian?”

“Jessica! Jessicaaa!” Rickard’s cries came through. Barely. The man was clearly shouting at the top of his lungs, yet Jessica still had to strain just to make out her own name.

“Stand back! I’m gonna carve my way through it!” Rickard shouted from the other side, though Jessica only caught every second word and had to guess the rest.

“Are you stupid!?” Lilian’s reply needed no guesswork.

“We’re not getting through this,” Bernard said calmly as he looked up at the towering wall blocking their path. “Even if we put all our strength into it, we’d be just as likely to cause another cave-in and bury ourselves for good this time.”

“Y-yeah,” was all Jessica could say, feeling deflated. She had power. But she had clearly miscalculated. Was I just lucky yesterday? It was so much easier to turn monsters to ash than to risk leaving them alive long enough to flail like madmen and cause this kind of damage. Striking the right balance—killing them on the spot without erasing them completely—was harder than she had thought, especially when every monster had a different level of strength and toughness.

“Ggrgh, annoying!” Jessica muttered, dragging a hand through her hair as frustration built inside her. She really needed to let off some steam. Let off—? Jessica blinked as an image of her heated, moaning self flashed through her mind.

“Pull yourself together,” Bernard told her sternly. “The deeper into the dungeon we get, the more maze-like the floors become. Even so, there are multiple paths leading both up toward the surface and deeper down. Reconnecting quickly would be preferable, but if all else fails, our two groups will simply have to return to the surface on their own. Not ideal, but better than wandering this deep in the dungeon, separated for hours on end. We should be fine on our own, and Lilian is a reliable healer, so they should manage too.”

Jessica had little to add to such reasoning.

With some difficulty, Bernard managed to communicate his plan to the other group through the impassable wall of rubble, and both parties agreed to proceed accordingly.

“Here you go,” Bernard said, handing Jessica a vial. “I always keep a few on me in case of a situation like this.”

“A healing potion? T-Thanks.” He’s more reliable than I gave him credit for, Jessica thought as she took it and uncorked the vial. She emptied it in a few short gulps, and for a split second thought she caught his gaze flick downward from behind those damaged frames to her throat as she swallowed.

No wonder, she thought. Guys can’t help themselves. Sooner or later, they all imagine a sexy girl swallowing something of theirs.

E-eh? Wait—

But by the time she realized what she had just thought, a certain ache was already stirring within her. No—it had been there from the moment she found herself pinned beneath Bernard. Now it had only grown harder to ignore.

“This way,” Bernard said, pointing down one branch of the crossroads, and Jessica followed without sparing a single thought for either the route or the dungeon around them. Although that was not entirely true. One thought involving both their direction and the dungeon did occur to her—she wondered whether she could somehow find an excuse to slip away into some conveniently empty room for a few minutes and take care of a certain need.

What the hell? What the hell? Jessica wrestled with herself. Mere seconds ago, it had only been an urge. Now she could no longer honestly deny the need to masturbate. The moment she imagined sneaking off, her body seemed to seize on the idea at once, as if the only remaining question was how long it would be kept waiting for that sweet release.

In fact, Jessica was no longer even sure that simply masturbating would be enough. After all, she had already tasted greater pleasures. And she felt all too keenly that it was not the touch of her own fingers her body truly craved, nor was it the memory of her fingers that had awoken her.

Back then, Jessica thought, recalling the not-so-subtle hardness that had roused her. Just the feeling of a big man on top of her, pinning her down while he poked his hard thing into her, suddenly drove her wild.

Or had it started even earlier? The heat that moved through her body and gathered in her fingertips whenever she cast those fiery spells now felt so good to remember that she wanted to press those same fingers to her clit that very second and feed that heat back into herself in an endless loop of heat and pleasure.

Her mind was already stuck circling that very same loop as she looked ahead at Bernard’s broad back.

You’d think this body would crave Rickard instead, since he’d been all over me the whole time, Jessica thought. So what—any hot body will do? But she quickly realized that wasn’t it. Rickard hardly displayed anything beyond eager, uncomplicated lust. He was bold enough to act on it, true. Enough confidence, paired with the simple brute strength of a decently capable adventurer, could go a fairly long way in a guild city.

But not long enough, Jessica concluded as both her thoughts and her gaze settled on Bernard. His attitude and mind were all tactician, better suited to the back line and supportive classes like enhancers and the like. But his body belonged just as much on the front. Broad. Solid. Built to carry steel and use it well. He handled that longsword of his with such casual ease that Jessica had already started wondering how long his other sword was.

Brains and muscles. The best of both worlds. A soft chuckle slipped out, and she clapped both hands over her mouth a moment too late.

Bernard stopped in his tracks, turned back to her, and asked, “Is anything about this situation funny to you?”

“N-No, not at all,” Jessica muttered, not daring to confess the reason for her involuntary chuckle. There was something in the way he looked down at her—in that hard, narrow-eyed glint—that she simply could not bear it and found herself looking away from his stern face.

The difference between them felt sharper by the second: a capable man taking charge of both the situation and the troublesome woman responsible for it. And instead of feeling bad about being looked down at like it was all her fault, Jessica’s mind raced with images of a man like that disciplining a misbehaving woman in all the worst ways. She flinched at how wet she had already become.

“I see not all your senses have left you,” Bernard said, continuing to watch her. Then, without taking his eyes off her for even a moment, he suddenly hurled his sword into the darkness of an intersecting passage.

A sharp yelp cut off at once, followed by the heavy thud of a body hitting stone. Jessica looked that way and saw a kobold sprawled lifeless with Bernard’s sword buried in its skull.

As Bernard retrieved his sword, Jessica realized he must have mistaken her flinch at the wetness in her panties for a reaction to the approaching monster. He was giving her too much credit. And her panties grew wetter still as she watched him swipe his sword clean of blood.

She had to do something now. Her needy mind even seriously considered jumping him that very moment. Her body yearned to press itself against that strong male frame, and she suddenly understood all too well how Lilian felt whenever she threw herself at Bernard.

No! I can’t stoop that low, she told herself. At least, not in the middle of the dungeon. Even if that feeble resolve was only held together by not wanting to be like Lilian. But that still left the problem of her urges unsolved. As they walked, Jessica kept glancing left and right, searching for anything usable while trying in vain to come up with an excuse that sounded even remotely plausible. Then she saw it.

Jessica froze in place and turned toward the entrance of a room that looked just like the one she had used yesterday. For all she knew, it might have even been the very same one. It was not as though she had kept count of how deep in the dungeon she had gone. Must be fate, then, she thought, as a lecherous grin spread across her face without her even noticing.

“What’s wrong now?” Bernard asked, turning back again when he noticed Jessica had stopped outside the entrance to a room she was so clearly eyeing.

“Would you mind going a little ahead?” Jessica asked.

“You want us to split up?” Bernard looked at her as though she were a fool. “That’s simply reckless.”

“N-no, it’s not that,” Jessica said, her voice growing quieter with every word. She wondered where her supposed confidence had gone. But the words only came out more softly as she added, “I need to… you know…”

“Bathroom? Now?” Bernard asked, his expression settling into one of complete certainty that she was a fool. “Fine. Go inside. I’ll wait here.”

“No way!” Jessica burst out. “You’ll hear! Just go ahead and clear a path for us.”

“You want me to clear the dungeon floor alone just so you can pee?” Bernard’s look shifted from treating her like a fool to looking at her like a complete moron.

“And do it very loudly!” Jessica doubled down. “Clashing steel and dying monster screeches should be enough to keep you from listening in on a girl while she does her business.”

“I see that the much likelier outcome of hearing my dying screeches does not concern you,” Bernard said.

“Just go!” Jessica said, shoving him forward.

“Urgh, fine,” Bernard groaned, giving in at last. “There’s no arguing with an idiot.”

Jessica didn’t even care that he had called her an idiot. The moment his back disappeared into the shadows ahead, she rushed into the room and had her fingers in her panties before she had even reached the nearest wall.

“Ahn!” she let the sound slip free as her other hand rose to grope at her breasts before freeing them from her outfit completely. She needed this so badly. Only now that she could finally touch her needy body did Jessica realize how badly she needed it.

Bernard had turned out to be far more of a gentleman than she had expected. I’ll reward you a little some other time, she thought, chuckling. For now, Jessica decided, his reward would be her thinking of him while she fingered herself to a quick orgasm.

And it came quickly. The more she thought about the possible length and girth of Bernard’s “sword,” the more she recalled his weight holding her down, protecting her, poking her, taking care of her needs as both an adventurer and a woman, the more those images mingled with the memories of last night, when she had pushed her hips against the cock that had redefined the meaning of pleasure.

And with such a potent cocktail stirring her mind and pussy at the same time, the heat that had already reached its boiling point as soon as she was alone finally spilled over, and waves of pleasure rolled through her in a shuddering climax.

Trembling and moaning with abandon, she kept fingering herself through it, intent on driving herself even higher toward ecstasy, desperate to relive the moment of a thick, hard cock pounding the deepest spots inside her—the spots she could not reach no matter how greedily and desperately she pushed and curled her fingers into her insatiable pussy.

Not enough.

That thought drove her onward even as the waves of her first orgasm began to subside. She turned herself around, pressed her front to the wall, and thrust her ass out behind her, slipping back into the posture she belonged in as she resumed fingerfucking herself with even more need and fervor.

Of course, it wasn’t enough. It all felt wrong. Her cheek wasn’t nearly as smushed against the wall as it would have been under a man’s heavy press. Her hard nipples tingled against the cold stone, but not nearly as sharply as they would have if a man had pinched them first, bitten them, toyed with them.

Her hips were out, rocking toward her own fingers, but the movement felt hollow without a man digging his hands into her flesh and pulling her back onto his cock like the bitch in heat that she was. Even the shameless wet squelching of her pussy as she stirred herself so desperately with her fingers was nothing compared to the memory of the obscene sounds it had made when it had been pounded into submission by a worthy cock.

And still she kept fucking herself any way she could. What other choice did she have? Her body needed what it needed, and she had to satisfy those needs with whatever she had to work with. Jessica found herself cursing the fact that she was a mage. Had she been a warrior or a knight like Bernard, she’d have a sword. And where there was a sword, there was a hilt. Not as thick as the cock from her memory, but better than nothing.

I should’ve asked to borrow his sword, Jessica thought as she tried to reach as deep into herself as she could. She imagined fucking herself with its hilt, comparing in her mind its girth to that of the real thing she needed. It took her quite a while to realize what a bad idea it would have been to leave Bernard without a weapon—armed with nothing but his dick to swing around.

If he’s the man I think he is, he’d somehow manage with just his dick as a weapon, Jessica thought with a laugh, and that laugh melted into another moan as a second orgasm began to build. She might not have the girth or the reach of the real thing, but her fantasies about Bernard, and the sheer need for more pleasure, were doing half the work for her.

She rocked her hips harder, imagining Bernard having his way with her as they both drew closer. She moaned louder as she imagined his roughness, his slaps, the way he groaned as he swelled inside her, just like the man last night. She could almost hear his voice. She could almost hear his feet scraping against the stone as her climax drew near.

“I see I was wrong about you still having your senses about you,” Bernard said, and Jessica’s eyes snapped wide open. She saw him standing right beside her, arms crossed, looking down at her trembling body from behind his frames, and the shudders of pleasure consumed her.

“Aaaahn,” Jessica cried as she came right there in front of him, right under his gaze. It was almost as if his presence itself had driven her over the edge, making her fingers hit the spot that should have been reserved for his cock.

Might as well, she thought as she embraced that pleasure with body and soul, riding its peak and moving her fingers to keep it alight for as long as possible. All the while, she bent beneath that pleasure as lewdly as her body could manage. She pushed her ass out farther, arched her back harder, blatantly showing herself off for Bernard’s pleasure and getting rewarded for it with a prolonged orgasm that turned her stupid.

She couldn’t possibly have said how long it went on like that. But even when all that remained were little jolting aftershocks of ecstasy, her lewd smile only widened as she looked up at Bernard with half-lidded, hazy eyes and a pleased little smile, almost as if asking, Did you enjoy that?

“I see your thoughts are every bit as single-minded as I remember,” Bernard said as he looked over Jessica’s arched, heated form.

“As… you remember…?” Jessica echoed through ragged breaths. She couldn’t tell whether she had just orgasmed too hard to think properly, or whether she would have failed to understand him regardless.

“Oh, please don’t tell me you don’t even remember.” Bernard shook his head. “Were you so horny you couldn’t see two feet in front of you? Or does pleasure addle your brain with each new climax?”

Bernard then took off his dusty, cracked glasses and ruffled his hair. Jessica’s pussy clenched at the sight. He certainly looked even better without the glasses and with his hair all ruffled. She’d have fucked him on the spot if he had asked. But a creeping suspicion rose inside her that there was something more. She couldn’t quite put a finger on it, yet something in her already knew the truth, even if her mind still refused to grasp it.

“Seriously?” Bernard sighed. Then he unbuckled the straps holding his armor, and after that, the belt of his pants, and said, “I’ve met all kinds of sluts over the years. Fucked more cock-addicted bitches than I care to count. But you might be on a whole different level.”

He pulled down his pants, unveiled the thick weight of his ten-inch cock, and asked, “Do you remember me now?”

Jessica’s eyes widened with both shock and horniness. She did remember. How could she ever forget the cock that had fucked her to such heights of ecstasy? Her knees buckled, and she collapsed to the floor, powerless before such a revelation.

Brander!

It was him! She’d fucked Bernard yesterday! She hadn’t recognized him without his glasses. Or had she simply been too horny to care? Or had some part of her recognized him after all, and that was why she had chosen him even while the rest of her mind blocked it out? As all those possibilities swirled through her head, as she sat there on her knees beneath a worthy man with a worthy cock like any horny female would. She couldn’t tear her eyes away from the cock she’d grown to need. Grown to love.

And when she finally managed to drag her gaze away long enough to look up at Bernard, she knew he saw her for exactly what she was. She saw it in his sharp eyes—the reflection of a needy slut who needed his cock.

“I…” Jessica’s lips trembled as she tried to speak. Every word came out shaky and needy, and yet she still said, “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

A shameless lie. They both knew it. But when she saw a grin contorting across that beautiful man’s face, Jessica knew the lie had accomplished exactly what she wanted.

Bernard grabbed her by the hair and hauled her up hard until she was back on her feet despite the weakness in her legs. Then he turned her toward the wall she had grown so familiar with, the same wall that still had her droll glistening across the surface where she had fingered herself stupid. He shoved her against it so hard the air fled her lungs in the form of an excited whimper.

“If your brain is too pleasure-addled to remember”—Bernard’s words came half whisper, half growl as he leaned to her ear while something hard pressed against her pussy—“let’s see if your slutty pussy remembers me instead!”

He thrust all ten inches of his thick girth inside her.

Jessica’s world snapped in two. A flash of blinding white was followed by a sudden gush from her stuffed core. What she felt could not even be described as pleasure or pain. It was fulfilment. All was right in the world. Her body was right. She was where she should be. Her pussy was as it should be—trembling and clamping around an orgasm-inducing cock.

By the time color returned to her world, Jessica felt a warm trickle running down her shaking thighs and heard the song of her own moans growing louder and louder. Rather, she’d been singing the song of a cumming slut from the very moment Bernard thrust his cock into her.

The fulfilment that had robbed her of her senses had only now begun slowly restoring her hearing. Like a brain that had short-circuited and needed a restart, her senses came back one by one, and apparently, her hearing had not been deemed a priority.

A pity, she thought, as she came to appreciate the sounds she made even more. The sound of her pussy getting screwed. The moans she made to the rhythm of that cock. The sound of sweaty flesh slapping together. The little harsh breaths Bernard made as he had his way with her.

Even if that orchestra of sex did not contribute to her pleasure directly, it was most certainly a pleasure to the man. Just as her tight flesh, womanly curves, and slutty outfit enticed a man’s eyes, the subtle and not-so-subtle ways her moans changed in response to his thrusts enticed his ears.

They guided his cock to hit her pleasure spots at just the right angles, at just the right pace. They guided his hands too—to be rougher at times, gentler at others. All of it fed both their pleasure higher and higher until nothing mattered except their flesh and the animalistic joys they stole from it.

Bernard grabbed her hair again and yanked her head back toward him. “I see your slutty pussy remembers my cock after all.”

It does! It does remember you!! Jessica’s entire soul screamed those words, while his roughness and low voice against her ear made shivers run up her spine. But instead of echoing the truth of her soul—

“Who knows,” Jessica giggled, licking her lips.

“So, that’s how it is,” Bernard all but snarled as he let go of her hair and let his thrusts guide her body while it bounced through the air without a care in the world.

They both knew exactly what they were doing. And they both loved it.

Bernard smacked her ass for lying, then smacked it again for giggling. He then roughly pulled out of her, flipped her around, grabbed her wet thighs, and yanked her up until they were face to face—her perky nipples against his hard chest, her dripping pussy poised over his upright cock.

For a moment, time stood still. Jessica looked at the man who fucked her. The man who lifted her up so effortlessly. This strong, competent, beautiful man. The man who looked at her like she was the lowest of sluts. For a second, she deceived herself into thinking he would kiss her. Instead, he brought her hips down onto his cock.

“OOAAAHN!!” she cried out with the realization that he had done the right thing by going for the thrust instead of some sappy kiss.

She threw her head back and gave in to those thrusts as he bounced her up and down like she was some weightless sex doll. And she was. For his pleasure, she was anything he needed her to be. A doll. A toy. A sleeve for his cock. Before she knew it, Jessica had her arms and legs wrapped around him, clinging as tightly as she could, willing herself to become his tight little sleeve if it meant this pleasure would never stop.

Suddenly, air raced past her ears, followed by the familiar feeling of a cold surface smacking against her bare back.

“GH-OoHN!” she yelped from the impact, then cried out louder when Bernard’s next thrust fucked her right back into the wall. She only clung tighter to him. And he thrust again. And again. Jessica was trapped between two hard surfaces as he fucked her against the wall with such ferocity she was sure he’d fuck a dent into it with her body. She didn’t mind.

Use me! she thought. “Fuck me!” she cried, unable to tell where one climax ended, and the next began. But when his climax drew near, it was unmistakable. That feeling of a swelling cock, throbbing as it pounded directly at her womb.

She clenched her thighs around him harder, wrapped her legs around him to pull him closer, as if she had any say in whether he’d flood her womb or not. But she wanted it flooded. She needed his seed inside her. That was the design of female pleasure—to get addicted to it until she got pregnant over and over again. And if it was with Bernard, she was already wishing to get pregnant as his cock pulsed inside her.

“Ooooohhh~” she moaned into his ear and dug her nails into his back, clinging as tightly as she could as he blasted his first wave of hot cum straight into her womb, then thrust again as he fired a second shot. Shot after shot, he flooded her womb and pussy. They stayed locked in that tight embrace as he unleashed everything he had—as she accepted all he offered—until there was no space left for another drop of a man’s cum.

And he still kept cumming.

He kept her plugged with his cock, not letting a single drop escape, and her insides had no choice but to stretch further—not just for his cock, but for his cum as well. Only after she’d taken it all, to the very last drop, did Bernard let Jessica go and let her slump to the floor.

“Haaahn,” she breathed. Her hair clung to her face and tits. Her eyes were hazy as she stared absentmindedly at nothing. Her sweaty skin sticking to the stone was the only reason her upper body remained upright while her legs lay spread at different angles, and cum poured from her creampied pussy to pool between her trembling thighs.

Even if she had had the presence of mind to look up at Bernard, she certainly didn’t have the strength. So she couldn’t have known the expression on his face as he looked down at her ruined form. Her only clue to his thoughts came when she heard him say, “You’re clearly forgetting something, aren’t you?”

Forgetting? Jessica’s thoughts were mush. She had forgotten so many things. She’d forgotten his face more than once. She’d forgotten where she was and what she was doing. She was even struggling to remember her own name. A more fitting question would have been what she could remember. And even then, she would have struggled to answer.

But as she heard the scrape of boots against stone, as she felt something looming over her, as the unmistakable scent of sex drifted nearer to her nose, Jessica began to get an inkling of what she might have forgotten.

A man’s cock… Thoughts began to form in Jessica’s pleasure-fogged brain. A cock thickly coated in potent cum and the lewd juices of a female in heat… A woman was supposed to do something with it…

Slowly, with great effort, she lifted her gaze just enough to look at it.

Bernard’s sticky, messy cock hung right above her face, staring down at her defeated body, wondering when she’d finally remember what a woman’s duty was after making her man cum.

“Ah, that was it, wasn’t it?” Jessica muttered weakly, realizing that her mouth was already watering. Bernard had given her the fucking she needed, and he had even kindly obliged in flooding her pussy with his high-tier seed. After such a service, she should’ve been on her knees sucking his cock the moment it slipped out of her used pussy. And now he had even gone out of his way to walk up to her and remind her to do what a woman was supposed to do unprompted.

“You forgot to do it last time, too,” Bernard reminded her. “Before you so unceremoniously stormed out.”

He’s right! Jessica was almost in tears at the thought that she could have done something like that the night before. She had just used his cock like a living dildo without giving it the worship it deserved. The fact that she had offered her body to be fucked like a sex doll, or that Bernard had been so captivated by her he could barely control himself, was now far beyond the reach of her pleasure-addled brain. All Jessica could think about was how grateful she was that Bernard had given her another chance with his cock.

“T-thank you!” she rasped as she forced herself up. Her legs refused to cooperate. Her arms shook as she tried to drag herself higher. She hardly weighed anything, and yet her limbs could barely manage even that. Her thighs trembled, and her feet slipped in the cum pooling from her creampied pussy, but still she kept trying.

Just a little. Just a few inches is enough, she thought. A few inches—that was all she needed to lift herself up to reach the tip of Bernard’s cock with her lips. Had it been some regular adventurer, she would have had to lift herself much higher. She didn’t have the strength for that. And a regular adventurer’s cock would hardly have been appealing anyway—it would already have gone limp and shriveled after satisfying its need.

But Bernard wasn’t a regular adventurer. His cock was bigger. And it stayed long and firm even after unloading so much cum into Jessica that her feet could barely find a steady purchase on the slippery floor. So close—

“Ahn!” Jessica whimpered when her feet slipped again, and Bernard’s tip slid out of reach just as her lips came within a hair’s breadth of kissing it. In the middle of that slip, her gaze shot upward and caught Bernard’s harsh, unyielding stare. Her whole body trembled from the sight.

Shadow fell across Bernard’s face, leaving only his eyes lit with that sharp, menacing glow. Jessica’s pussy tingled in response. It was the look of a man who was about to fuck her into the ground for taking so long. But even though she already craved exactly that, Jessica knew Bernard would give her no more fucks. Not unless she performed her woman’s duty first. And she needed to perform it now.

As if her desire to be fucked again were all that held her together, Jessica’s cock-craving spirit succeeded where her muscles had failed. She forced herself up with such determination that she overshot her mark and ended up with Bernard’s thick, sticky length pressed across her face.

“Aaaahhhhnn~” Jessica purred as she shivered all over, nearly cumming again from the sheer hot weight of it. If not for this cock, she might have surged all the way to her feet like a fool. But Bernard’s reliable cock halted her advance with its weight. It stopped her from making a fool of herself the way a proper man would stop his female. And not only did his cock stop her—it rewarded her. It let her bask in the most heavenly feeling a woman could ask for after getting creampied.

“What an amazing cock,” Jessica whispered, inhaling deeper until her lungs ached. She needed it to fill her body—that thick bouquet of sweat, wetness, and musk that a woman in heat gave off while she was being bred. She could taste it all through the scent alone: the way she had first fingered herself while thinking of Bernard’s cock, the way she had lubed herself for it, the way she had squirted from its girth, the way her pussy had come and leaked before a single drop of that manly cum had even entered her.

And what potent cum it was.

It sharpened an already potent cocktail of scents to the point that she got high on it. She didn’t dare taste the flavor for fear it would drive her mad with lust. But she also knew it was only a matter of seconds before she gave in anyway. How could she not? Had Bernard fucked and filled another woman like this, had she caught this scent from her, had Bernard told her to—she’d lap at that pussy like a starving thing and beg for seconds. Of course, she couldn’t resist.

“Ahn~” Jessica opened wide and let the thick mixture slowly pour from his cock into her mouth.

“Hhhnh~?!” Jessica trembled again from the exquisite cocktail gracing her lips. Before it even touched her tongue, she could already taste that forbidden salted nectar no female would dare admit in public that she liked, even if every single one of them secretly longed to swallow it when it came from a man worthy of such devotion.

And Bernard was worthy. She couldn’t believe she had passed this up the night before.

By the time the salty slickness touched her tongue, Jessica was already fingering her creamy pussy. As if the scent hadn’t been enough to confirm it, the taste sealed it—she’d lap up this forbidden honey any time of day or night if Bernard allowed it. From his cock, from any hole that cock had fucked—if it was his creamy honey, she’d take it. She’d savor all of it. She’d swap those juices with another heated female and fight for every drop of it.

Jessica’s mouth opened wider all on its own as she wrapped her lips around Bernard’s shaft and lost herself completely.

“Mwhnaaah,” she moaned between feverish breaths as she licked and kissed and sucked all along that slick, delicious shaft with ever-growing need. Her tongue moved faster, lapping up the coat Bernard’s cock had so generously brought for her enjoyment. She swallowed faster than she could draw more into her mouth, and all the while her fingers stirred her insatiable pussy, filling the room with her lewd sounds once more.

Unbelievable! she thought as she tried and failed to wrap her lips around Bernard’s thick cock. This big thing was inside me? I took it yesterday without thinking. I took it today like I couldn’t live without it. And yet I can’t even fit it between my lips!

Jessica paused for breath before making another attempt. She let its full weight rest across her face again, praying it would give her the strength she knew she lacked. But her prayer was interrupted when Bernard hooked a finger into the corner of her mouth.

“Like this, you silly woman,” he said as he pulled her mouth wider, drew back his own hips… and thrust his cock straight into her mouth.

“MMmhphn!?” Jessica’s eyes snapped wide open as she choked on Bernard’s thickness. His cock fucked the haze out of her eyes through her mouth. His cock made her pussy clamp around her fingers. Even though his cock had already conquered her pussy, it was as if Bernard could control it no matter where he pressed that cock into her. And yet… and yet—

Why can’t I take it deeper!? Jessica despaired. She struggled with all her might. She pushed herself down on it to meet Bernard’s thrust, but it was all in vain. No matter how she tried, she couldn’t force that insurmountable, rock-hard girth past the bend of her small mouth. She couldn’t even get it to the back of her mouth.

The difference between a man and a woman was on full display yet again. The difference between a woman and a real man, that is. Everyone else might as well have stayed behind the rope. “Must be at least this big to fuck.” Anyone who didn’t clear the mark wasn’t worthy of Jessica’s attention.

But then, if she’d found a cock worthy of her, why couldn’t she take it deeper? Jessica’s frustration boiled over. She fingered herself madly just to soothe the intolerable frustration of not being able to worship a cock the way she wanted to.

Bernard sighed before saying, “After all the trouble you caused. After you nearly got us killed. After you sent me to my potential death just so you could masturbate. You can’t even suck my cock properly to repay me a little?”

“Ahm shorry! Shorrhyyy!” Jessica apologized in slurred words, unable even to move the tongue pinned beneath the base of Bernard’s cock.

“What did you expect from a third-rate slut?” Jessica suddenly heard the one voice she did not want to hear.

With her mouth still pinned by Bernard’s cock, Jessica turned her gaze toward the entrance to the room and saw that familiar pair of tits barely contained within the green dress that was two sizes too small. And looking higher, past the overpriced necklace that seemed determined to advertise signal that these tits were for sale, Jessica saw the intolerable face of a certain blonde healer.

Lilian.




Chapter 7

“If you were that desperate for his cock, you should’ve gone to a brothel and paid for it like all the other loser sluts,” Lilian said as she stared down Jessica’s shocked, mouthful expression.

Jessica could see a glint of fury in Lilian’s eyes, as if she had caught her man in the seducing grasp of a shameless homewrecker. However, the sheer glee with which Lilian watched Jessica struggle with his cock nearly washed that fury away. And while the corners of Jessica’s lips trembled trying to contain Bernard’s thickness, the corners of Lilian’s lips trembled with barely contained laughter.

You bitch!

Both Jessica's and Lilian's glares said the same thing. And unfortunately for Jessica, they both knew who had the upper hand.

The tremble in Lilian’s lips deepened as she fought not to laugh—at Jessica’s struggle, at her frustrated failure, at the pained, combative glare she threw up at the expensive skank daring to look down on her. Worse still, the feelings churning in Jessica’s chest at how close Lilian had come to the truth about brothels and payment without even knowing it bordered on unbearable.

“You’ve finally found us,” Bernard said with the same calm he might’ve had if Lilian had walked in on him oiling the longsword at his hip rather than the one between his legs.

“You were hoping we’d head straight back to the surface so you’d have more time testing the new goods?” Lilian asked.

Jessica caught the faintest whiff of disapproval in her tone, but certainly nothing like what one would expect of a woman walking in on her man getting his cock sucked by someone they’d both met only a few hours earlier. And that was without saying anything about the cum leaking out of Jessica’s pussy. Even more telling was that Bernard didn’t bother pulling out of Jessica’s mouth, leaving her in a slightly awkward position.

“Are the others here too?” Bernard calmly asked.

“They were delayed,” Lilian said, her tone making it clear how little she cared about them when they weren’t around. “We should have just about enough time.”

Enough time for what? Jessica wanted to ask, but she feared she already knew the answer.

“I see you somehow convinced him to let it out inside you,” Lilian said as she slowly walked closer, rocking her wide hips and sneering as her eyes drifted down between Jessica’s thighs. “Was it all you hoped it would be?”

She crouched right beside Jessica, reached between her thighs, and dragged a finger through Jessica’s creampied pussy lips. Then she brought the gathered lewdness to her own lips, looked up at Bernard, and slowly, deliberately licked it clean.

For a moment, Jessica’s own thoughts flashed back to her—how she had imagined she’d happily lick clean any girl Bernard creampied. The thought that she and Lilian might share similar feelings made her feel sick.

“As delicious as ever,” Lilian said after swallowing, then flicked a glance at Jessica. “Pity the lesser female leaves such a sour aftertaste.”

Die! Jessica thought.

But Lilian seemed to revel in how toothless Jessica’s glare was, turning away with a smile as she looked back up at Bernard. Then she hooked her fingers beneath the straining front of her dress and dragged it down, freeing her breasts. Her bare pink nipples swayed into view as she smiled and slid her hands up along Bernard’s legs, ascending toward his cock.

“Why don’t you let me take care of that?” she asked as she reached his balls. She gave them a playful little brush before moving to his shaft and slowly nudging him away from Jessica. “It must be aching after such an uninspired attempt at a blowjob.”

Jessica’s rage would’ve erupted in a fiery blaze if it hadn’t been doused by the surprisingly deep hurt she felt when Bernard’s cock pulled back from her lips. Before she knew it, she was watching the tip that had creampied her—the tip she’d already grown to both love and need—move toward Lilian’s pillowy, overfull pink lips instead.

Lilian threw another lightning-quick glance at Jessica. And even in that blink-and-you’d-miss-it look, Jessica caught the sheer joy with which Lilian brought Bernard’s cock to her lips. It was almost as if taking this cock from Jessica thrilled Lilian even more than the act of sucking it. Then, refocusing all her attention on Bernard, she opened wide.

“Ahn~” Lilian let her tongue hang out as she held Bernard’s cock in her open palm and slowly guided it into her mouth. Spit rolled down her long tongue, all the way to the tip. There was no need to open her mouth that wide, no need to let her tongue hang so low, no need to let her spit run down so obscenely. It was clear to Jessica that Lilian was showing off exactly how wide her mouth could stretch.

If someone saw Lilian in the guild, smiling brightly as she welcomed a new member into the party, they never would’ve imagined her capable of making such a vulgar expression. And as she reveled in the stretch of her mouth, Lilian took more than half of Bernard’s cock before moving her lips even an inch. Only when Jessica saw Lilian’s supposedly innocent neck begin to bulge did Lilian finally wrap her lips around Bernard’s cock and swallow the rest, all the way to the base.

Jessica might even have been impressed by how anyone could take something so gigantic in one smooth swallow, and as easily as Lilian made it appear to be. But that flash of admiration drowned beneath a storm of uglier, more painful emotions. And the storm only worsened as the room filled with sounds that were no longer hers.

Ghlkukh. Gklukh. Ghlukh.

Jessica listened to Lilian move like a pro. Even if she had covered her ears, she still would’ve heard it. And even looking away proved nearly impossible—she still caught the shadow of Lilian’s head bobbing in that unmistakable rhythm no matter where she turned.

Choke on it! Jessica thought, only to be stunned when she realized a tear had begun to gather in the corner of her eye. She wiped it away at once and shoved down whatever insane emotion had caused it in the first place.

And, of course, Lilian did not choke on it. It was as if she had no gag reflex at all. The way her slender neck bulged and stretched around that thick shape was something else. Her throat looked as malleable as a slime.

Jessica seriously considered just getting up and leaving when Bernard placed both hands on the back of Lilian’s head and said in a low voice, “Since you said we have little time—”

He pushed her face hard onto his cock as he thrust forward with all his strength.

“Whoa…” was all Jessica could utter as she watched the scene unfold.

It couldn’t be called anything else other than an unapologetic, no-holds-barred facefuck. The kind every horny guy wished he could do just once to a girl he really, really wanted. No restraint. No mercy. Just using her willing throat like a sleeve in service of his cock.

Some guys wished to do it to women they hated. Others to women they loved but who weren’t theirs to fuck. Whatever the urge, the resulting fantasy ended the same way—to hear her gurgling while she looked up with teary eyes, her expression trapped somewhere between shock and absent-minded ecstasy.

Jessica didn’t even notice herself leaning closer and closer to that facefuck. At first, she could barely stand to watch Lilian sucking that cock, but now she was enraptured by the way Bernard used her.

Would he use me like that too if I could take him? Jessica wondered. Did he want to use me like that, but couldn’t because I’m so bad at this? Did he hold back because I struggled? Ah, he’s such a gentleman!

Without realizing it, Jessica had already started fingering her pussy again while she watched Lilian’s face and throat get fucked and imagined herself in her place. The fact that Bernard held back only made Jessica crave it even more.

She wanted to learn to take cock like Lilian. She wanted to prove she could do it so that the gentlemanly Bernard would not need to hold back at all and could use her exactly how he wanted. She’d even make sure to take him down her throat and bob her head just like Lilian at first, just to prove she could do it before Bernard let loose like that.

Fuck my throat! Jessica begged deliriously, vividly imagining it while her pussy tingled toward another orgasm. Use it just like that! She moved her fingers faster. Rougher! She moved them rougher. Harder! She thrust them deeper.

Jessica got off on the sloppy sounds Lilian’s throat made as if they were her own. The warm tingling spread from her creampied core. Her orgasm was within reach—

Bernard pulled out of Lilian’s mouth, grabbed Jessica by the face, and thrust deep into her mouth.

“GHUUUKH~~!!” Jessica’s eyes snapped wide as Bernard’s thick cock slammed against the back of her mouth, pulsed, and erupted down her throat.

“HHMMMMMMMM!!!!!!” Jessica climaxed in an instant. Her thighs and pussy clamped around her fingers and she shook as she started swallowing at once. Gulp after gulp, she swallowed every rope Bernard shot into her. His cock pressed hard against the entrance down her swallowing throat. It could not break through yet. It made her choke and gag as tears formed in her eyes. And she loved every second of it as it only made her orgasm that much more divine.

She couldn’t tell how long she kept cumming. Or how long he kept cumming. But she knew for certain that at some point her orgasm was fed purely by the look on Lilian’s face. A disbelief so pure her mouth hung slightly open while she stared, completely frozen, unable even to breathe despite just having her throat used more thoroughly than a lonely guy’s sock.

Some faint inkling whispered to Jessica that she hadn’t earned this joy. That it should have come only after she’d learned to deepthroat properly. She didn’t care. The pleasure-fucked grin that had already spread across her lips the moment Bernard thrust his cock into her mouth only widened when he pulled out and shot a rope of cum across her face. Then another into her mouth. Then another across her face. Then he turned to Lilian and shot parting ropes across her face too before leaving his cock hanging between both their faces.

For barely a second, both cum-faced girls stared at the cock hanging between them before they lunged for it, mouth first.

“Mhahn!” Jessica’s and Lilian’s lips collided as both cum-starved adventurers fought for Bernard’s cock and cum. Their lips met right in the middle—two eager mouths on either side were finally enough to wrap fully around the slick shaft.

First, they fought over the tip, their tongues dancing as they tried to lap up the last salty drops still leaking out. Whenever one of them lapped up a leaking drop, they both ran up the length of his cock, searching for whatever smears of cum might have gotten caught there while Bernard had shot rope after rope down Jessica’s throat. And whenever a new drop appeared, they both darted back to take that too.

Lilian and Jessica stared each other down without blinking while they let their mouths do the work for them. Perhaps it was that hungry stare that did it. Or perhaps it was the cum stains they saw on each other’s faces. Whatever it was, before either of them realized it, their hunger drove them to entwine their tongues directly as their lips pressed closer and closer over Bernard’s tip until his cock had no more cum to give. Then their lips sealed fully against each other’s, and they began scouring each other’s mouths for more.

“Haaahn!” Their kisses were sloppy and messy. Both mouths had been fucked, one rougher than the other. Both faces were smeared with that delicious cum. So they let their lips and tongues wander across one another’s faces. They licked. They slurped. And then they fought with hungry kisses over every drop they found.

Jessica didn’t mind it. More than that, she loved this. At some point, she realized that perhaps she shouldn’t have enjoyed it nearly as much as she did—but that only made her enjoy it more. After being suddenly blessed by Bernard directly, after he had chosen her mouth instead of that fucked elven slut’s throat, Jessica was on cloud nine.

No matter how much cum Lilian managed to slurp back, no matter how many kisses she stole, Jessica was the one who had gotten the first prime drops shot inside her. First into her pussy, and now down her throat.

Jessica moaned with victorious pleasure as she watched Lilian work her tongue so desperately. Every hot breath, every deep thrust of Lilian’s tongue into her mouth, only proved how valuable that salty load was when it already rested in Jessica’s belly, and Lilian was left fighting for scraps.

“Pwhaaah~”

“Haaaahn~”

By the time it was over, both girls were sweaty, flushed, and spent. They breathed equally deep and hard, as though they had both just fought through an entire dungeon on their own. A sweaty, trembling duet performed for the benefit of Bernard’s eyes.

Jessica’s grin was openly victorious. Lilian managed to mimic something similar. But there was no doubt in Jessica’s mind who had won this exchange. After all, Bernard had decided that himself before it even started.

“Pull yourselves together,” Bernard said from above them. Both girls flinched at the sound of hurried footsteps rushing toward the room.

If Jessica had been asked later, she would not have been able to say how she managed to make herself presentable in so little time. But by the time Rickard and Paul peeked into the room, all she had to do was keep a straight face, as if this had been nothing more than another check for traps or treasure.

“What the hell is wrong with you!?” Rickard bellowed.

Jessica flinched, her lips already moving soundlessly while her mind raced for an explanation. It took her a moment to realize that Rickard’s fury was aimed at Lilian.

“And you call yourself a healer!? Running off in the middle of a fight!?” he continued, yelling at her. “What kind of healer does that!? Paul nearly got his head cleaved off trying to keep the hobgoblins from planting a spear in your skanky back!”

“Who’re you calling a skank, you bow-dicked simpleton!?” Lilian snapped back. “A-Anyway, I saw Bernard and Jessica needed help. So obviously, I ran to them before it was too late. It was a life-or-death situation!”

“I… I didn’t see them… and I was right behind you,” Paul mumbled.

“That’s because I only spotted them for a moment,” Lilian said, lifting her chin and looking away as if even that much explanation were beneath her.

“Jessica, is that true?” Rickard asked, turning to Jessica. His expression flipped instantly from fury to concern.

“Well… I was in a bit of a bind…” Jessica offered weakly. She almost felt like she was covering for Lilian, though really she was covering for herself. What am I supposed to say? she justified herself to herself. ‘Sorry, we’ve been fucking, and she caught me blowing him while you guys were fighting?’ No, thank you!

“W-Where are the bodies of the monsters?” Paul asked as he looked around.

“I might’ve overdone it again and erased them,” Jessica chuckled nervously, rubbing at her jaw. Sorry, Paul. You’re asking very reasonable questions, but... I’ll try to make it up to you someday.

“Sometimes you really are more like your brother than you first seemed,” Rickard said, looking at Jessica with a slight tilt of his head.

“There you have it,” Lilian said, seizing on Jessica’s story. “The insane pyromaniac is at fault. Again. But now we’re all together. Can we go now?”

You bitch... Jessica ground her teeth.

“Yes, it’s about time we returned to the surface and got some rest,” Bernard said. “My supply of emergency potions is running low, and it will take us a while to get back up. Lilian, make sure to heal anyone who needs it before we move.”

“Yes, yes, dear leader,” Lilian sighed, looking over the party as though trying to decide whom she least resented touching. Apparently, everyone had managed to offend her today, even Bernard. Begrudgingly, she did her duty.

“You owe us for the boulder troll’s mana crystal,” she said while checking Jessica over and offering the flimsiest excuse for healing. Jessica barely even registered the faint warm pulse of green mana before it was over.

“At least she killed it,” Rickard said in Jessica’s defense. “Bernard and I barely scratched the thing. Next time we’ll get it for sure.”

“Next time?” Lilian gasped. “She’s just as likely to kill us along with it! Bernard, you don’t mean to tell me you’re taking her with us tomorrow, too?”

“She needs to put in a lot of work controlling her powers,” Bernard said. “But she has undeniable potential. It would be foolish to discard a good blade just because you accidentally cut your own hand on it.”

“B-But—”

“Enough,” Bernard cut Lilian off. “We still have a long way to go.”

With that, the party set out back toward the surface. They could have saved themselves hours with teleportation stones, instantly returning to one of the city’s bound points. But the prohibitive cost of even one such teleportation stone meant that only the deep dungeon delvers could afford to use it without wiping out their earnings.

Luckily, they had not yet gone deep enough for the return trip to be truly treacherous. And their journey out went far more smoothly than the way in. Without another boulder bastard—or anything close to that level of danger—blocking their path, the party cut back through the dungeon with ease, each floor feeling easier than the one before.

Although Jessica’s opinion of Lilian had only worsened, and her feelings about everything that had happened after Lilian barged in on her and Bernard were mixed, she kept herself in good spirits by clinging to the memory of the moment Bernard chose her mouth for his release—and the desperate way Lilian had scrambled for those pathetic leftovers.

Perhaps it was that memory that made Jessica feel almost weightless as she burned through the monsters in their path without thought or effort. Or perhaps it was the multiple orgasms Bernard had fucked into her. Either way, the flames at her fingertips obeyed with new ease, and despite all that power surging inside her, she even managed to avoid reducing most of the monsters to soot and ash. Sure, she still did it once or twice by accident, but as mana crystals started slipping from Paul’s overstuffed bag, that hardly seemed worth dwelling on.

“That’s another one!!” Lilian yelled at Jessica when soot flew past her face and peppered her wavy blond hair with dark specks.

“Sorry,” Jessica apologized, not meaning it in the slightest.

By the time the day was over, their party of five was back in the city carrying more loot than they ever had before.




Chapter 8

“Wait here,” Bernard said before he and Paul headed to the guild clerk to trade in their haul for their hard-won pay.

“Psst, you. Come over here.” Lilian tugged Jessica toward a secluded corner behind a pillar.

What now? Jessica frowned, but decided to just get it over with.

“Don’t mistake yourself for anything more than a hole for him,” Lilian said the moment they were alone.

Straight to the point, eh? Jessica thought, but said, “What are you talking about?”

“Bernard is a great catch,” Lilian continued. “Tall. Handsome. With an amazing cock. And he’ll hit platinum tier before long. Of course, he’s going to be popular with women. Even more so when he goes to have his fun at the House of Hung Gallants. So don’t flatter yourself. You’re not special. You’re just another needy cunt he can use whenever it suits him.”

“Like you, then?” Jessica said, already turning to leave.

“Ha!” Lilian laughed, loud enough to make a few heads turn in the guildhall. “Nothing like me. If you still haven’t caught on to how outclassed you are when it counts, then you’re even more hopeless than I thought.” Her smile sharpened. “Don’t mistake his pity for your worth.”

Lilian turned on her heel and hurried back toward Bernard with a little skip in her step, making her curves bounce even more shamelessly. Jessica couldn’t believe Jessie had ever found her appealing.

By the time Jessica rejoined Rickard, it must have been written all over her face that Lilian’s words had gotten under her skin. He slipped an arm around her shoulders, pulling her close. “Don’t let her get to you. Some guys take longer to notice than others, but Lilian has a bit of a twisted streak.”

Damn, was it that obvious? Jessica wondered, meaning both the sulk Lilian’s words had pulled out of her and how down bad Jessie had once been to miss Lilian for what she was all that time. Rickard’s warmth around her shoulders wasn’t bad at all.

“We’re partying tonight!” Paul practically yelled across the guildhall, jolting Jessica out of Rickard’s embrace.

She looked up to see Paul nearly glowing, as though he had cleared the whole dungeon himself. Two heavy coin pouches swung in his hands. Behind him, Lilian strolled close at Bernard’s side, clinging tightly to his arm.

“Looks like we’re partying,” Rickard echoed, and Jessica nodded.

Even split five ways, the haul still left each of them with more coin than Jessica had earned when she ventured into the dungeon on her own. It helped that she had turned far fewer monsters—and their mana crystals—to dust this time.

“We’ve still got time before the evening crowds,” Bernard said, pocketing the guild’s stamped slip. “I want us to be ready early tomorrow, so use this hour while the shops are still open. We’ll meet at the usual place. First round’s on me.”

Jessica knew their usual place. Rather, Jessie did. Though she had to wonder whether Bernard had forgotten that Jessica could hardly have known it. Oh well, I can just say my little brother told me, she thought. Then again, with how closely Rickard hovered at her side, she doubted getting lost would ever become a problem.

Their party began to drift apart into the busy street in ones and twos. Paul all but sprinted off somewhere with the bright-eyed excitement of a blessed man. Jessica could hardly believe the change in him after a single day. The healing power of coin, she thought, and felt a quiet stab of pity for Jared.

By the time she glanced around for the others, Lilian had already slipped off somewhere with Bernard. And before Jessica could even decide whether to look for them, Rickard was at her side, guiding her along with an easy hand as he drifted from stall to shop to stall like a man out on a date with his girlfriend. It didn’t even look like he needed anything. He just kept pointing things out with a grin. A charm here. A supposedly rare little trinket there. Anything to make her smile. He even tried to buy her a pair of earrings and then a necklace.

Jessica refused both offers categorically. She was not about to let herself be dragged even one step closer toward Lilian.

Besides, she already wore the finest jewel she could wish for. The talisman rested above her chest on a plain but sturdy chain. When the thought caught her, she touched it lightly. It felt warm beneath her fingers, and she held on to it for a moment longer. At some point, it struck her that the idea of ever taking it off—of ever changing back—hadn’t even crossed her mind as even the remotest possibility.

That clarity made her want to hold on to her earnings even more. An earned party was certainly a welcome thought to someone who usually had to rely on the generosity of others during such nights, when Jessie even attended them at all. He’d gotten enough bullying during dungeon runs, so any “extras” afterward were hardly appreciated. And even the few invitations at Lilian’s occasional mercy had never amounted to anything worth remembering, with Jessie left sitting in some corner lamenting that Lilian’s body was out of his reach, just like that of every other hot adventurer laughing and drinking in the crowded tavern.

Jessica, however, was determined to save enough coin to move out of the hole Jessie used to live in. Maybe just another run or two, she thought, just to be safe. But before she even realized it, her mind was already counting coins toward a little afterparty of her own in the pleasure district.

Eh? Jessica blinked. It was supposed to be nothing more than a little toy of a thought. And yet her mind seized on it at once and embraced it, as if her body had already decided that another night in the pleasure district was exactly what she needed. After all, what if “Brander” was there tonight, too?

No, get a hold of yourself, girl! Jessica told herself. Have at least a little restraint! How many times could you possibly need it?

How many times could possibly be enough? her mind asked back, and a dull ache bloomed low in Jessica’s belly as the memory of that addictive pleasure, of thick, hard cock working her open, left her eyes hazy.

“Come,” Rickard’s voice reached Jessica, snapping her out of her increasingly vivid pleasure fantasies before she could sink any deeper.

Come where? Inside me? Her thoughts nearly slipped straight back into the gutter.

Jessica gave her head a small shake and looked toward Rickard with a questioning expression, only to find him holding out a hand to her.

“It’s time,” Rickard said, extending it a little more firmly.

Time to fuck me? that needy voice in Jessica’s head asked.

“The others will be waiting for us by now.”

Oh. Right. The party.

A certain part of her grumbled, discontent at being left wanting.

She took Rickard’s hand and let him lead her, admitting to herself that he had his own appeal, too. Less reserved than Bernard, grinning like the hero of his own story, eyes bright beneath his wild red hair. She could all too easily picture herself on her back beneath him. But before that fantasy could develop further, Jessica brought back the memory of Bernard’s thick cock inside her to steady herself, using it to keep her thoughts from driving her toward fucking her way through the entire party on day one.

By the time the sun dipped and lanternlight began to bloom in the windows, all five of them regrouped in front of the agreed-upon tavern, its broad doors and brass handles already tacky from too many hands. Laughter and music spilled into the street while pleasure-hungry adventurers streamed inside.

“I hope you all had fun shopping,” Lilian said, waving them over. Her smile was as bright as ever as she clung to Bernard and added, “I know we did.”

The quick glare she flicked at Jessica was nowhere near as bright and friendly as her voice and smile suggested, but Jessica had started to expect that and ignored it as best she could. After a few exchanged words, they headed inside.

While not as openly shameless as the pleasure district, the difference was mostly superficial, in that eager cocks and hard nipples still remained somewhat covered in public. Even so, nearly every single cock that came here expected to be wetted before seeing sunlight again, and those perked-up nipples pressed eagerly through thin fabrics, pointing toward the top-tier adventurers they wanted to be tugged and pinched by.

Jessica had quickly lost count of the lecherous looks from men who would have loved to pinch her nipples too—to start with—and that certain voice inside her head kept whispering that she should let them. However, Jessica had already resolved not to expand her pool of cocks that night—if only to prove to herself that she wasn’t the kind of girl who would have loved to do exactly that. So she spent a good portion of the evening pretending to be far better behaved than her outfit suggested.

At least she wasn’t the only one pretending.

To her left, Lilian pretended she wasn’t the kind of healer who sold her attention for gifts, then clung to their party’s leader like she was ready to ride him raw right there in front of everyone—though in Jessica’s opinion, she was doing a terrible job of hiding it.

To her right, Rickard pretended he wasn’t staring at every tantalizing patch of her exposed pale skin whenever he thought he could get away with it, and that he didn’t want to sink his fingers into it properly instead of settling for the little brushes he stole across her arm and shoulder each time he pulled her into yet another friendly hug.

Across the loud, crowded tavern, pairs formed and drifted off with obvious purpose, only sometimes returning with flushed cheeks and, in the case of the ladies, ruffled hair and smeared makeup.

And at some point that evening, while Jessica stood at the serving counter waiting for a refill, she turned—and was startled to find Lilian suddenly right in front of her, brimming with friendliness.

“Here you go,” she said, wearing that usual too-pure smile of hers. Or at least, it used to be her usual smile. Jessica had not seen it once from the moment she joined their party in the guild, right up to the moment that they returned to it. Now Lilian was sharing it in abundance. More importantly, that smile came with a wrapped package in her hands. Leaning in close as if sharing a secret, she pressed it into Jessica’s palms and murmured, “For practice.”

“I thought the color would suit you,” she added as she pulled back, then turned away and drifted back to the boys.

Jessica stared down at the neat little box. It was about the size of a wand case, light, barely heavier than an average potion vial. When she gave it a careful shake, something solid shifted and rolled inside. She had a sinking suspicion she’d already guessed what it was.

She looked again at Lilian, now making herself comfortable in Bernard’s lap and practically draping herself over him, breasts squished against his chest. Jessica’s fingers tightened around her supposed gift. Then she slipped off toward the washroom to confirm what she already knew.

“Ugh...” Jessica grimaced as she unwrapped it in a stall and stared at the contents: a simple double-ended dildo, nearly a foot long.

The color was the first insult. A cheap, shouting purple so bright it tipped toward neon—the sort of color even the pleasure district had the decency not to put in its windows. It certainly did not belong on anything meant for skin. A mockery of Jessica’s beautiful dark violet fire.

The second insult was the feel. She touched it only to confirm what her eyes had already told her: waxy at the surface, gritty beneath, as if the dye had been cut with powdered filler. When she turned it in her hand, a faint smear of pigment rubbed off onto her thumb, staining her skin like cheap makeup.

“Yuck!” Jessica dropped the parcel and its contents straight onto the stall floor. The dildo bounced once, then rolled under the divider and vanished into the neighboring stall, while Jessica was already out the door.

When she returned to the main hall, she spotted her party from across the room. Lilian was busy lavishing attention on all three of her fellow party members, making sure each of them “accidentally” caught a brush of thigh or a teasing slip of sideboob at least once. Jessica tensed as she stood there and watched.

Don’t mistake his pity for your worth.

Lilian’s words replayed in Jessica’s head as she watched Bernard receive the lion’s share of the half-elf’s carefully distributed “accidents.”

Was she just a pity case after all? Jessica couldn’t manage to erase that doubt. What if Bernard really had taken pity on her and only let her feel the gift of his cock throbbing in her mouth while he pumped his top-tier load down her throat because he had no intention of ever using that mouth again? What if Lilian had told the truth? What if the gap between them was so wide that Bernard could never stay interested in a mouth that couldn’t handle his size?

Fuck you! Jessica steeled herself, clenching her fists until heat sparked in her palms. Then she straightened. She did set her mind on fiery retribution—just not the kind that burned skin. She eased her posture, flicked back her hair, and walked through the hall with the kind of effortless sway that would leave at least a dozen men thinking about her later that night with hard cocks in hand. With that same ease, she slid in beside Rickard and leaned close enough to warm his ear.

“Could you help me out with something?” she murmured.

Rickard lit up. The answer was written all over his face—yes—before he even knew what she wanted.

Jessica realized she liked that response perhaps a little more than she should have. The effect she had on men. Her voice, her shape, the things she said— so easily weaponized for whatever she wanted. Flicking a glance toward Lilian, Jessica felt like she understood the half-elf a little better. And since Lilian’s human blood robbed her of the keen hearing the pure elves enjoyed, Jessica was free to continue without any “accidental” eavesdropping.

“If you’re expecting too much, I’ll have to disappoint you right now,” Jessica murmured, leaning closer. “But... if you’re willing to settle for the feeling of my lips—”

Rickard shot to his feet faster than anyone could blink. One moment he was seated, the next he was standing straighter than an arrow, tall enough that his waist had taken the place right where his ear used to be—right in front of Jessica’s lips.

A very pleased smile formed on Jessica’s lips when she saw that it wasn’t just Rickard’s spine that had straightened. She rose as well, keeping all the softness and curve her eager counterpart lacked. After a single exchanged glance, Rickard’s nostrils flared, and he let out a hard breath that might as well have been steam. She followed him when he led her away from the rest of their group for exactly the deed she’d intended.

“VIP washroom,” Rickard said to the tavernkeeper as he slid a few coins across the counter. The man smiled knowingly as he pocketed them and, without making a show of it, passed Rickard a key in return.

Ah, right. This place does like to pretend it’s more than it is, Jessica thought as she followed Rickard down a tight corridor toward the back. The tavern’s noise dulled with each step. They took a second corner and stopped at an unassuming washroom door. Key met lock, and a moment later, they were inside.

“Do remember what I told you about expecting too—”

Rickard cut Jessica off by shoving her down to her knees.

Ah, he’s right, she thought as Rickard unbuckled his belt. After coming this far, to a place like this, there was no more need for words. If anything, she was a fool for trying to say more than what was needed. A man like Rickard had done this often enough. He knew better than to expect anything more from a girl who had just offered to suck him off in a tavern washroom.

And even if Jessica had any more words to give, she would’ve lost them too when Rickard revealed what he’d been packing inside his pants. While his cock was not as thick as Bernard’s, it was considerably longer and had a distinctively curved shape.

You curved bastard! You bow-dicked simpleton!

Lilian’s insults flashed through Jessica’s mind, and suddenly those strange remarks made perfect sense. Wait, how did she know—?

Jessica’s train of thought was derailed by that curved cock plunging through her half-parted lips and striking the back of her throat.

“Ghhhrkl-!?”

She gagged, and tears already welled in the corners of her eyes. However, as much as her body tried to pretend it didn’t like this, as much as it tried to revolt against the hard length pushing deeper down her swallowing hole that was far too large to swallow, her lower body tingled with what could only be described as relief entwined with joy.

Some slutty part of Jessica had begun to fear she might actually be serious when she told herself she would abstain from cock that night. And now that same part rewarded her brain with the fuzzy, tingling pleasure radiating from her core and spreading fast, urging her to continue no matter how overwhelming trying to swallow a curved, foot-long dick might have felt.

And she continued.

After pulling back just enough to steal a strained breath through her nose, she pushed forward again until that distinctive shape of a man’s tip hit the back of her throat once more. She tried to force it down. Her stomach jumped. She involuntarily pulled away, coughing and struggling for air as she recovered, more tears forming in her eyes while the tingling in her pussy screamed at her to continue.

“So that’s how it is after all,” Rickard said as he watched Jessica regain her strength from above. “If you’re struggling with this, then Bernard’s absurd girth was simply way too much for you, eh?”

“Wha-?” Jessica jolted, then tensed at Rickard’s words. For a moment, she didn’t even dare look up as she processed what he’d just said. Slowly, she angled her gaze back toward him and saw a glint in the warrior’s eyes not unlike Bernard’s.

“Did you think I was blind?” Rickard asked, looking at her as if he were gracing a free-use whore with the dignity of exchanging words. “That four-eyed bastard. It’s not enough for him to fuck all those horny sluts while moonlighting in a brothel. A sexy thing barely has time to say hello before his fat cock already finds its way inside her right there in the dungeon.”

Jessica swallowed hard. Rickard was exactly right, of course—about everything. They had fucked right there in the dungeon. Bernard’s girth had been too much for her mouth. She was a horny slut in a brothel. It wasn’t even as if she had tried all that hard to hide it. Looking back on it, it was simply unbelievable that Paul and Rickard hadn’t caught on to what had actually been happening in that little room while they fought for their lives.

“Can’t be helped,” Rickard said with a shrug and a laugh, as if he were complaining about the unchanging nature of an animal. “He is the party leader, after all. When a needy pussy gets the chance to be alone with his hard cock… Just like how now yet another mouth finds itself on its knees before my cock, begging for training.”

Rickard read the entire situation so flawlessly that Jessica couldn’t help but wonder how many times a similar scenario had played out in the past. And yet the only thing that truly amazed her was that she didn’t feel even a tinge of shame. Was it because everything had been laid out so plainly that denying it had become pointless? It was almost as if that revelation made it even easier.

“It’s not like I ever signed up to be your girlfriend,” Jessica said before licking the spit from her lips.

“Even after I’d been so nice to you?” Rickard said in such a sarcastic tone as if the idea of him seriously thinking of Jessica as a girlfriend were beyond laughable.

“I only promised you my lips,” Jessica said as she brought a single finger to her soft lower lip and pulled lightly at it, parting her lips.

“To train your mouth for another go at Bernard’s cock,” Rickard said with a grin. He grabbed his cock, swatted Jessica’s finger away, and brushed himself back and forth across her lips in short, taunting strokes, as if he were brushing her teeth with it.

“So I’m just your little practice toy, is that it? Something to slobber over now so you can handle the one you actually care about later?” He grinned as he spelled out the selfishness of Jessica’s proposal. Then he pushed his cock sideways into her mouth until it bulged her cheek obscenely from within. “If I’m to humor you in such an arrangement, you’ll forgive me for taking a few of my frustrations out on your untrained throat.”

He pulled out and swung his wet cock, slapping the cheek he’d just bulged out.

“I wouldn’t have it any other way,” Jessica said, smiling at the slap. Then she opened wide, letting her tongue hang out just as she’d seen in the dungeon earlier that day.

“You’re supposed to let some spit run down when you do that!” Rickard barked, grinning as he grabbed her offered face and thrust into her open mouth.

“Ghlhhk~” Jessica convulsed again as Rickard slammed against the back of her throat. Her body seemed to protest even as her curled fingers already reached for her thighs. But with over half his length still outside her mouth, Rickard was nowhere near done.

“Swallow,” he said that single word. Not an instruction. Not an ask. Not even a command. He simply stated a fact. She would swallow him. It was inevitable. He pulled back and thrust again.

Jessica started swallowing. But her swallows came only after the entrance to her throat had already involuntarily clamped shut.

Swallow. Rickard’s voice echoed through her head. So she swallowed again.

This time, she swallowed too soon. His cock fucked that swallow down her throat, but she still clamped up before she could let him follow it. But she was getting closer. Her trembling fingers slid across her naked thighs to meet at her heated center as she braced for the inevitable and tried again.

Another swallow. Another failed attempt. Her failure, not his—and she knew it. It wasn’t a man’s duty to force his way past a hole that couldn’t ready itself properly for his cock. It would only hurt. And a woman’s job was to please her man’s cock, not hurt it. That is, if she ever wanted to feel his hot semen inside her.

And Jessica did want it. Ever since that fated room in the dungeon where she got high on the mixed scent of Bernard’s cum and her own horny lewdness, she couldn’t live without it. She swallowed again and again. Her fingers had already found the damp fabric of her panties and trembled there, aching to finger her tingling pussy to the bliss of a deepthroat. Rickard thrust his cock again. It swept across Jessica’s tongue, all the way to the very back, and—

It didn’t stop.

How it happened, why it happened—Jessica didn’t know. It was probably sheer luck, her overeager swallows lining up with Rickard’s shape in just the right way at just the right moment. All she cared about was that stretching suffocation as suddenly she choked on a hot shape that pushed deeper and deeper down her throat until she was so stuffed she couldn’t budge an inch. Her fingers trembled in place—then her thighs clamped shut around them as she came in an instant.

“HHHHHHHHNNNN~~!!!” Jessica’s stuffed throat let out mangled howls as her eyes snapped wide open and she convulsed in a mind-wrecking orgasm. That convulsing came with unceasing swallows she had no control over. As if her body had just learned that swallowing equaled with mind-rearranging pleasure, her throat just kept swallowing and massaging Rickard’s dick while Jessica’s cumming brain basked in the fireworks of pleasure sparking throughout her body.

Before those fireworks could cease, she ripped her panties off and plunged her fingers inside her pussy, fingering and rubbing herself with both hands, chasing the peak of that pleasure high while her body started convulsing for a breath.

“Not bad,” Rickard said from somewhere up above. “I can see why Bernard decided to tease this mouth with his cock.”

Jessica couldn’t even see him clearly, and her brain barely had the ability to turn the coming sounds into words she could comprehend. She vaguely recognized Rickard’s words as praise. And that was enough. Praise for her mouth and throat was exactly what she had been looking for. It was what this training was for. And she rubbed her swelling clit even harder to the simple pleasure of being praised, almost cumming from that alone.

“But”—Rickard put heavy emphasis on that single word as Jessica felt movement in her throat that ushered in the beginning of something much more powerful—“you’ll need much more rigorous training than this if you hope to handle something as thick as Bernard’s.”

And with those words, Rickard pulled out of Jessica’s throat.

“GhLKhuuUUKH—!?” Jessica let out some kind of mangled gagging moan as she coughed and breathed and moaned and came all at the same time.

The throat that had been stretched out to fit something it had never been ready for had clamped tightly around Rickard’s curved shape. Nowhere did it cling more tightly than around the shape of that cock’s tip. And when that tip pulled back, its deviously designed curve gave the word massage a whole new meaning as it worked over the entire length of Jessica’s throat until it left it meek and pliant, sending such shocks of pleasure coursing through her that her pussy tightened around her fingers with ferocious strength, trying to imitate what Rickard’s cock had done to her throat.

“Pwhnaaaahn~” Jessica breathed out in a pleasure-blissed gasp, too weak to even gag. Her eyes glazed over, and her tongue hung sideways from her trembling lips as she looked up at the god who had redefined what pleasure was. She couldn’t even see his face. All she saw were pretty lights dancing around a reddish smear that was probably meant to be Rickard’s heroic hair.

“A pretty thing,” Rickard said as he caressed her cheek with his thumb, and she leaned into his hand for warmth and comfort. And when Rickard’s hand tensed as he took hold of her flushed, spit-smeared face once more, her fingered pussy tingled with excitement and joy at what was about to follow.

Rickard’s divine tip returned to her trembling lips. It brushed past her tongue that still hung sideways. It pushed deep. Deeper. Deeper—

“G-rhklhhhh~” was the last sound escaping Jessica’s throat when Rickard pushed through and plugged it shut again.

Ahh, so this is heaven, Jessica thought as she basked in the ease with which Rickard gave her what she had always needed. His curved cock was made for breaking in eager throat sluts. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t move. And yet the satisfaction of having her throat stuffed with a foot-long cock was unlike anything she could ever have experienced as a simple adventurer.

Only those who had been broken in by a man’s cock could truly understand the bliss of a fulfilled girl. The ease it brought to her mind. The sheer cleansing of thought. Stripping away everything that didn’t matter. Stripping away anything that wasn’t cock and the pleasure it brought. All she had to do was sit there, slumped and half-limp, and let a man take care of her needs.

Rickard pulled back again, dragging his cock through her warmed-up throat. Stopped right at the entrance. And thrust again. Then pulled back—and thrust again.

Ghlohk. Ghlkukh. Ghlokh.

Jessica felt like she had heard those sounds somewhere before. She hadn’t been the one making them that time. She had been so jealous, so frustrated by the fact that she couldn’t. But now she could. Now it was her throat making those debauched sounds that filled the washroom. And now all was right with the world.

Rickard picked up his pace as he fucked her throat, and Jessica’s fingers picked up their own pace while she sat there and basked in it all. Slumped on the dirty floor of a “VIP” toilet. Getting throat-fucked into a stupor while she fingered herself.

This is the life. Her smeared smile grew more pleased. The smell of stale cum grew more noticeable the more she gave herself over to being exactly the kind of slut who would let herself be used in a tavern’s “VIP” toilet. Just today alone, how many girls got their throats stuffed with cock and cum in here? How many dirty boots and wet thighs had soiled the floor where her own wet thighs now shook to the rhythm of Rickard’s cock? Jessica felt another orgasm rise in her core from that thought alone. It really was a shameless slut’s body. And Jessica couldn’t have been happier because it brought her such pleasure that every day felt like a blessing.

As Rickard’s cock swelled and throbbed while it fucked her throat, Jessica pitied the unfortunate souls who would go through life without ever knowing such soul-lifting bliss. A single day of her new life was worth more than a lifetime of pitiable fools like Jessie and his kind.

And as Rickard’s cock pulsed, as Jessica’s pussy clamped around her fingers while hot waves of pleasure ripped through her, she opened her throat and her soul to Rickard as he shot his first hot wave of cum straight into her stomach.

Jessica’s eyes rolled back as she swallowed. Pump after pump. Gulp after gulp. She didn’t hear the sounds her orgasming, convulsing body made. She didn’t see anything but pretty lights flashing over the vivid image of Rickard’s thick cum pouring down her esophagus. But she felt everything. Every tremble in her muscles. Every curl of her tense fingers. Every twitch and spasm. Every delightful pulse of a man’s cock inside a throat that was now worthy of both his cock and his cum.

By the time Rickard pulled out, Jessica was too weak to remain on her knees. She slumped sideways and ended up in some broken posture like a defeated adventurer, half-sprawled against a dirty wall with spit and cum bubbling from her slack mouth.

“Clean up and return the key after you’re done,” Rickard said after he buckled his pants and unlocked the door. “But don’t take too long. Otherwise someone else will come in and fuck a slut right over your face.”

That doesn’t sound too bad, Jessica thought as Rickard stepped out of the “VIP” washroom and left her to bask in the afterglow of ecstasy right there on the tacky floor.




Chapter 9

“U-ugh…” Jessica groaned as she came to in her own bed. Despite the strained, tired sound, the voice was undeniably feminine. And as she rolled over, the soft shift of her breasts confirmed that she was indeed Jessica.

“Ugh…” she muttered again, this time at the palpable smell rising from the bedding even with the fresh morning breeze slipping through the cracks in the outer wall. Technically, it was Jessie’s bed. Her supposed little brother’s. However, she had no desire to ever see Jessie’s face, form, or life again. Which was just one more reason to finally say goodbye to this stinking, damp, miserable little hole.

“Hm?” Jessica frowned, still too foggy to think straight, struggling even to get her eyes open. She dragged an arm closer to her face, caught a whiff, and jolted upright.

She was the one who smelled so awful.

It’s just the stench of this place sinking into my beautiful skin! Jessica told herself, refusing to believe her wonderful body could ever smell this foul as she held her throbbing head and tried to recall last night.

Slowly, it came back to her. The party. Lilian’s little “gift.” Leaning into Rickard just close enough to murmur in his ear. His curved cock reshaping her throat. The thick stream of hot cum pouring through her. The trembling of her core. Lying there on the washroom floor, basking in the mess of it. Someone walking in. More cocks. More cum. Struggling back to her feet once it was over. Her fellow adventurers already gone. The long walk home. Her landlord’s unpleasant look…

And as Jessica looked at her own hands, then down at her insatiable body, she realized something else. In all those memories, there wasn’t a trace of shame. Just like the night before, she had taken what she wanted and enjoyed life the way it was meant to be enjoyed. Her female body had certain needs, and she had simply satisfied them the way one would quench thirst or hunger when the urge arose. Why should she feel guilty for that? The real fools were the ones who held back until they were old and full of regret.

Still, there was one part of last night she decided to keep quiet about. Focusing as hard as she could, Jessica cleared enough of the haze from her mind to confirm that the cock that had found her after Rickard’s had not belonged to anyone in her party. So she decided to keep that little part of yesterday’s festivities to herself. No need to bruise any male pride before today’s delve. They would all need their spirits high and minds clear for the dungeon. But first—

“Yuck.” Jessica grimaced at the smell clinging to her skin. Her sublime body deserved better than this. She got dressed, checked the coins in her pouch and the talisman at her chest, and, without another look back, walked out of Jessie’s so-called home, never to return.

“Jessie won’t be coming back,” she told the landlord as she dropped the coins for the overdue rent and walked off with a proud sway of her hips. She smirked at the vivid image in her mind of how long he’d still be thinking about her shapely ass before he switched to caring who—or why—wouldn’t be returning.

Before meeting up with Bernard and the others, Jessica made a detour to a bathhouse. The more respectable establishments were often frequented by adventurers fresh from the dungeon (if they could afford it), but there were also bathhouses closer to the pleasure district, where morning often came with the need to wash off the sins of the night before.

And with the need for separate baths for men and women being abundantly obvious, Jessica paid for a spot and was soon letting another kind of heat wash over her. Water trickled down her smooth skin in steady, soothing lines, and the district’s many beauties of the night surrounded her on all sides. She stole a few subtle glances at their forms and found the comparison favorable.

Her smile widened, half from the simple cleansing comfort, half from the way her own body kept winning that little private contest. Had she not been in such a public spot, she might’ve fingered herself just from the thought of how undeniably desirable she was.

As it was, she simply made herself clean and presentable like any other well-behaved adventurer. Once back on the busy streets, she grabbed a still-warm honey bun and a strip of spiced lizard jerky from a nearby stall and made quick work of them under the pleasant morning sun as she headed to the guild to meet the others.

“Finally.”

That sigh was Lilian’s new form of greeting, reserved just for Jessica. Having apparently begrudgingly accepted that Jessica would be around for a little while longer, she still spared no effort in searching for ways to point out how Jessica fell short.

“You and Bernard both got here just a few minutes earlier yourselves,” Rickard pointed out to Lilian. Having arrived last and found everyone already seated at the table waiting for her, Jessica could only assume that was true.

“That’s because we had an important matter to attend to,” Lilian said, like she was proud of it. “Something only I could help him with,” she added, smirking at Jessica.

“L-Let’s try to remain focused on what’s ahead,” Paul suggested. The pecking order hardly gave him much of a voice in the party, but because it also made his survival directly dependent on how well they worked as a group, he was very interested in keeping things civil. Jessica marked him inwardly as an ally.

“Paul’s right,” Bernard said, rising from the table. “If we want to make progress and keep our earnings high, today will be even more important than yesterday. Let’s go.”

As they traveled toward the dungeon, Bernard laid out his plan. To Lilian’s annoyance, it was focused almost entirely on Jessica.

“You have tremendous power, of that there can be no doubt,” Bernard explained. “But your control is still lacking. I’d prefer to keep my record clean: no deaths under my leadership. So today, we’ll be staying on the upper floors.”

“But we won’t earn anything worth our time on the first floors!” Rickard complained, already itching for a proper fight.

“We’ll make up for it in abundance later,” Bernard said.

Today’s plan sounded so mind-numbingly easy that even Paul expected to be bored out of his mind. However, when they encountered a single green slime on the very first floor, Jessica was anything but bored when she heard Bernard’s instruction.

“Damage it without making it turn colors,” Bernard ordered.

“You can’t be serious!” Jessica exclaimed.

With the sole exception of mutator slimes, common slimes were the weakest of the weak. The only thing flimsier than their attacks was their defense. And the mana crystals they dropped were so worthless that most adventurers considered it a detriment to clog a loot bag with them.

It was bad enough that Bernard had asked Jessica not to kill it with a real attack. But to make it not even change color? Slimes shifted as they took damage. Be it green or blue or black slimes, it didn’t matter. Hit them enough, and they all blushed orange. It was one of the many reasons they were such laughable foes: even utter beginners could see at a glance whether they were doing anything and how close they were to victory.

“We’re waiting,” Lilian sing-songed in a beautiful voice that Jessica no longer found beautiful.

“Fine,” Jessica said. She pointed a single finger at the slime and began gathering heat. How little is very little? She tried to picture a single tiny ember balanced on the very tip of her black nail.

Then she released it.

“HYi—”

Of course, the green slime vaporized instantly in a blaze of purple glory, leaving not even a drop behind.

“This is gonna take forever,” Rickard groaned, leaning on his axe for moral support.

Paul chuckled nervously. Jessica understood why. It was obvious they didn’t need a whole party for this. But the last two times they’d gotten separated, he’d nearly died a gruesome death both times. Hang in there, Jessica urged him silently, making a mental note that he definitely deserved some form of reward eventually.

“Bernard, can I please go kill something that can fight back?” Rickard asked.

“All right,” Bernard agreed. “But take Lilian and Paul with you.”

“Huh?” Paul blinked.

“No!” Lilian protested.

“Why?” Rickard demanded.

“You’re on your best behavior when you’ve got someone behind you who needs protecting,” Bernard said. “And if you insist on splitting up, you’re the ones who will need a healer.”

“Fine,” Rickard groaned as if he’d just been handed babysitting duty. He threw his axe over his shoulder and told them, “Stay close.”

“R-Right,” Paul nodded, eyeing Rickard nervously.

Lilian didn’t say a word. She only shot Bernard a look full of suspicion and judgment, then went with Rickard as instructed.

This left Jessica alone with her new instructor. However, she had a sinking feeling she wouldn’t be having any fun with him this time.

It didn’t take them long to find another slime. It also didn’t take long to get the exact same result. By the time she’d vaporized the fourth one without leaving so much as its worthless mana crystal behind, Jessica let out a long, tired sigh. She was somehow getting more exhausted from killing slimes than from fighting that ugly, smelly boulder bastard.

“Again,” Bernard instructed, punctuating the word with a lazy swipe of his blade.

Something yelped and skidded across the stone. A lime wolf had tried to creep in while their attention was on the slime. Bernard didn’t even turn his head. His casual strike swatted it away like a fly. As if Jessica needed another reminder of how absurdly overpowered they were for this floor.

With a heavy heart, she pointed a finger at the next slime. Green, blue—it made no difference. She tried to tickle it with the tiniest spark and instead scorched the stone under it, drawing a faint hiss and a thin wisp of vapor from the floor.

Her fists started to shake with frustration at the futility of all her effort.

“Again.” Bernard’s command was unyielding.

Another slime. Another puff of vapor. Thinner this time, because the thing didn’t even get out half a yelp before it was erased.

“Again.”

No vapor at all. The results were getting worse, not better.

“UARRGH! This is pointless!” she finally shouted, obliterating the next slime with enough power to clear an entire room of enemies. Her frustration boiled hotter than the slimes she slaughtered. And she needed release.

“Figures,” Bernard said, shaking his head. “Your lack of control in combat is matched only by your lack of control beneath a man.”

“The fuck did you just say!?” Jessica snapped, turning on him—only to find herself shoved face-first against the wall a heartbeat later, pinned there beneath his weight.

“You heard me,” he said, his voice dropping low. “No control. Just the instincts of a wild animal.”

His gaze dipped. Jessica followed it. Only then did she realize she’d already started grinding her hips against his crotch while he spoke. When she saw that, her hips froze only for a second—then moved again, pressing even closer, shamelessly seeking out the hard bulge they needed to deal with that unbearable frustration.

“Like an animal,” Bernard pointed out.

“Fuck you, hhnah,” Jessica’s curse came out more like a moan as she pressed her aching pussy against Bernard’s hard cock beneath his pants. Now that her hips had come this far, what reason was there to hold back? He was the one pinning her like this. Yes, it was all Bernard’s fault. She could’ve just sneaked off and dealt with this on her own. But he wanted it as much as she did. No, he wanted it even more. The whole “training” thing was probably just a ruse to get her like this so he could fuck her and call it “training.”

See? You’re just as horny as I am, she told Bernard in her head while she ground her pussy against him. She didn’t dare make that argument out loud. But in her head, she was free to win any argument, no matter how deranged. So don’t pin this on me, you bastard. You’re going to fuck me stupid, and you’re going to love every second of it!

And as if Bernard had heard her innermost desire, he yanked his pants down while Jessica did the same with her panties.

“Ooohn~!” she cried, throwing back her head when her drenched pussy lips met the hard tip of his cock. She pushed against it until her lips rested directly on it. She kissed it with her pussy lips, the way she wanted to kiss it with her mouth. Then she slid down its length, kissing it, lubing its entire shaft. Other sluts might have had more experienced mouths, but Jessica knew her pussy was top-tier. After all, even Bernard couldn’t spend a full hour alone with her without his cock finding its way back to that tight, honeyed hole aching to milk him dry again.

Jessica slid back to the swollen head of Bernard’s eager cock and angled her hips ever so slightly so that when she pushed back again, her lips parted around his girth as Bernard stretched her open, sending that addictive tingling up her spine while she purred with delight.

“Oooohn~” Jessica gave herself over fully to the pleasure she needed. Bernard’s cock was only halfway inside her, and it had already swept away the frustrations tormenting her. If all that earlier trouble meant she got her dose of cock early today, it might even have been worth it. Jessica started rocking faster, eager to make sure it definitely was worth it.

“Mhhnn, haah!” Jessica’s heated breaths grew faster and needier as her rocking against Bernard’s cock more and more resembled pounding herself against a dildo stuck to a wall. She needed more. She needed it now.

Why won’t he fuck me like a slut!? Jessica finally asked herself when her desperate self-fucking began to feel insufficient. She even reached for his thighs with both hands, trying to nudge Bernard forward and make him fuck her the way she needed. But the iron wall didn’t move, and she was left doing all the work, slamming her ass against his muscled thighs, chasing relief that wouldn’t come.

“Hnnnh,” Jessica’s heated moans turned to needy whimpers as she tried to scratch that itch inside her she couldn’t quite reach. She’d gotten so used to men doing all the work while they bred her that, left on her own, her desperate slamming almost started to look pathetic.

“No control,” Bernard said again.

Jessica flinched as her hips jerked at Bernard’s harsh words. They landed like a whip across her back, and she ground to a rough halt in a posture so unnatural that Jessica suddenly realized just how numb with pleasure she had to have been not to notice the way she was tormenting her spine for that cock.

“You grind as if you care about nothing in life except getting bred,” Bernard continued. Another lash of words across Jessica’s back. “No technique. No finesse. No care for the cock you’re leaning on with all your weight. And what did you get for all that wasted energy? Drenched in sweat and no closer to the release you crave.”

“I-It’s your fault for not fucking me after getting me like this,” Jessica muttered in her defense.

“My fault?” Bernard repeated in a tone that sounded dangerously close to laughter at how ridiculous such a notion was. “Remind me what exactly is my fault—that you’re such a slut you get uncontrollably horny not even an hour into crucial training? Or that you start grinding your hips against the nearest cock the moment someone tries to rein you in and knock some sense into you?”

“…” Jessica bit her lower lip. Not because Bernard was right. She bit her lip because she knew she didn’t care that he was right. She just wanted this talk over with so she could finally get to the climax she needed.

“It looks like I’m wasting my breath on you,” Bernard sighed, again reading her like an open book. Jessica hadn’t even realized her hips had already started “subtly” moving along his cock, stealing what stimulation they could for the pleasure her body needed.

“Perhaps I overestimated you,” he said, and started to pull out.

“WAIT!!” Jessica cried. Even an inch of him dragging out of her was unbearable when there was no promise of a swift and harsh thrust back inside. “Can’t you see that I need it? I… I’ll get right back to training after this. Just one quick orgasm is all I need.”

“Straight to bargaining,” Bernard snorted. “Pathetic.”

Jessica sank only half an inch lower. She didn’t even care that he had called her pathetic. As long as she got her next female orgasm, that was all that mattered. And since his cock hadn’t pulled out another inch yet, it meant she still had a chance.

“What do you want?” she asked. Only a few seconds of silence were enough to drive her to begging. “I’ll do anything!”

“Control,” he said.

There was that annoying word again. Jessica didn’t understand it. Why did she need control? With a body like this, and with the power she had, she could kill and fuck whatever and whomever she pleased. That was the whole point, wasn’t it? No thoughts. No responsibilities. Just doing as she pleased until the end of time.

“Control” was what men were for, wasn’t it? They were the ones meant to be responsible, meant to shoulder the burdens of the world, while all she had to do was arch her back, push out her hips, and surrender to them in the way farthest from any semblance of control.

“You still don’t get it, do you?” Bernard said, reading her like an open book. He pulled another inch out of her.

“Hhn!?” Jessica wept as another inch of cock was lost to her. What didn’t she get? She didn’t understand anything.  

“Just like with the slimes, your lack of control is why you end up frustrated and with nothing to show for it,” he said. “How many girls would kill for a body like yours? How many adventurers struggle their whole lives and never achieve even half the power you now wield so carelessly?”

He leaned in closer until she could feel the heat of his body. “Do you not realize that with a cunt this tight and sensitive wrapped around a cock as thick as mine—you should’ve climaxed twice already if you moved with purpose?”

“Ah?” Jessica let out a small sound. Climax. Moving. She understood those words. And his cock was still buried deep enough inside her to make her feel secure. Safe. Did that mean he was giving her another chance?

I could’ve climaxed twice. She latched onto the thought. If she moved better, if she showed more control, she could’ve gotten more pleasure. More control equaled more pleasure? Such a strange notion. But if it meant she still had a chance to orgasm on Bernard’s cock, she wasn’t about to let the opportunity go to waste.

Fuck it. “Control,” Jessica told herself, trying to embrace the word if for no other reason than that she had nothing left to lose. She had, apparently, been given permission to use his cock, and that was all that mattered. She closed her eyes, focused all her senses on her pussy and the hard cock resting inside her—and moved.

“Hnh,” a small whimper escaped her as soon as her pussy walls made a little clinging drag as they slid an inch across Bernard’s shaft. There might be something to this, she thought, startled by how much sensation she got from such a tiny little move.

As she moved again, she tried to find the spot that felt best. A little forward. A little back. Angling her hips up. Then down. Each move rewarded her with pleasure, and every subtle difference gave her another clue, guiding her toward the spot that would bring the result she wanted.

As she experimented with the subtleties of her pussy, Jessica couldn’t help admiring Bernard more and more. What kind of control did it take to stay this rock-hard while some horny slut used your cock like a dildo as if it were her very first time? What kind of restraint did it take not to fuck her stupid until she couldn’t walk straight to punish her for all the ways she was annoying and deficient?

“Ahn!?” A loud moan escaped her throat as she trembled all over. Whatever spot had produced that sensation, she needed more of it. She hurried to replicate the move. She ground harder, trying to double and triple that pleasure. But it slipped away from her.

Control.

Bernard’s voice echoed in her head as Jessica slowed down. She took a breath and tried again. Slowly. So very slowly.

“Ohn!” Another moan tore from her at the way she pressed herself onto Bernard’s cock. As if his tip pressed against some hidden button inside her, while the swollen shape of his mushroom dragged the rest, stretching and prodding her at the same time when she angled herself just right. She arched her back a little more.

“Ohhhh~” Jessica purred as she found her mark. Bernard’s cock pressed against her lower belly, and she pressed back in response, making small circling motions while also rocking gently back and forth. Before long, she was moving in a naughty figure eight, stirring herself toward a rising pleasure that quickly consumed her world.

“Hhnh! Oahh!” Jessica moaned with abandon as she forgot all else and focused only on her new favorite number: eight. The slimes faded from memory. The dungeon dissolved. She even forgot that it was Bernard standing behind her, not a solid wall with a thick, hot dildo stuck to it.

As pleasure climbed through her body and sparked across her brain, Jessica could no longer “see” anything but that hot, swollen tip as she ground herself toward hotter and hotter waves of bliss. They climbed her belly. They made her nipples ache so badly she wanted to pinch them hard and twist them. But she held back. She dared not move more than necessary. With both hands braced against the stone, she forbade herself any needless motion and did only what was needed to feed her inner flame higher.

That inner flame climbed to her throat. It tore such shameless cries from her that any decent girl would have clapped both hands over such indecent lips. But Jessica only ground harder. She deliberately stoked that fire until its heat swept over her brain and—

“Oooooooohn~~” Jessica let out the cry she had craved all this time as her body shook in a delightful orgasm. She dug her fingers into the tiny cracks in the stone as she took in every trembling pulse of that hard-earned climax and rode it from start to finish, basking in the fruits of her controlled labor.

“Much better,” Bernard said as he pulled out of her.

“Ahn,” Jessica trembled again at the drag. Though she had shown the control he demanded, she had hoped her reward would involve something culminating with his hot cum inside her.

“On your knees,” he commanded.

“Ah!” Jessica almost sprang up with joy instead of kneeling. But she hurried onto her knees beneath Bernard like a good girl and opened wide for his cock, still slick with her orgasm juices.

“A lesson takes best when it’s reinforced,” he said. “A reward completes the loop.”

Don’t they say that about—

Jessica’s thoughts were wiped away when he shoved his thick, pussy-juice-slick cock past her lips and slammed it against the back of her mouth, gagging her instantly. The thrust was so sudden, so harsh and merciless, that Jessica came a little just from remembering how wonderfully cruel Bernard’s cock could be.

He didn’t push past the far back of her tongue. Jessica gagged, but Bernard already pulled back—and thrust in again. And again. And again. Bernard fucked her mouth the way she wanted her pussy fucked. His cock was still too thick for her. It still could only pound her tight entrance without breaking through. And still it felt every bit as wonderful as having her throat stuffed by Rickard’s curved phallus. No—it was even better. Because it was him. Nothing could top having her face fucked by the first cock that had claimed her.

Jessica took as much of him into her mouth as she could, gagging and choking on the part of him she was able to manage while rewarding Bernard with the obscene sounds of an adventurer in heat. Tears streamed down her cheeks, making her merry smile all the more depraved as she stared up at the face of a real man rewarding his female.

Bernard’s cock swelled between her lips, and one hot, throbbing pulse was followed by another as cum rushed through the length of Bernard’s cock and splashed across the insides of Jessica’s mouth, instantly clogging her throat as she started swallowing, desperate to keep up with his potent torrent.

Jessica was still swallowing when Bernard pulled out and shot a parting rope across her face to punctuate her reward. Then he left his cock hanging at her lips, letting her savor the duty of licking him clean while she looked back up at her teacher with a grateful little smile.

As Jessica got herself back in order and licked her fingers clean of the cum she had gathered from her face, she was again left impressed by Bernard and the sheer gulf in skill between them. Jessica may have had the raw power, and her pussy may have been impressively tight, but the control Bernard had displayed was truly something to behold. He stayed hard for as long as was required, yet when he wished to cum, he did so entirely at his leisure—either as fast or as slow as he chose.

Jessica sucked on her finger a little longer than necessary while she thought about how lucky she was to have such a wonderful teacher.

“Now. Again,” Bernard instructed as he pointed to the unfortunate slime that was unlucky enough to cross the hall they’d just fucked in.

“Right,” Jessica nodded and steadied her breath. Again, she pointed her finger at the slime.

Think back to your training, she reminded herself. Less is more. But after getting her dose of cock and cum, Jessica was overflowing with power. Her orgasms replenished her. By now, that was obvious even to a cock slut like her. So how was she supposed to do less with more?

Jessica tried to pull the heat away from her fingertip rather than feed more into it. Like pulling back from a cock for more pleasure instead of ramming against it until her hole was sore, Jessica closed her eyes and focused all her attention on that fingertip just as she had done on Bernard’s cock tip minutes earlier. And when she felt she had finally found a balance, she let go.

“Hyiiiiiii!”

The blue slime let out a squeak of pain when Jessica’s flame burned it enough to tint it toward orange.

“Ahh!” Jessica beamed, eyes sparkling as she looked with joy at the bouncing, orange-tinted result of her effort while the slime hopped away. True, she was supposed to burn the slime so lightly that it wouldn’t change color at all, but considering how fully replenished with power she was, and how incomparably better this result was, she wasn’t complaining.

“Not bad,” Bernard said. Jessica looked at him and saw that those weren’t just empty words—he was genuinely pleased with her result. She felt like jumping on him and kissing him right there.

“Let’s find a few more,” Bernard said. “Hammer the point in. Make sure it wasn’t just blind luck.”

Jessica let out a light sigh, but her smile didn’t waver as she followed him. Bernard was right, of course, as always. Kissing would have to wait. And what better way to earn those kisses than by showing that she was a good student?

Whether it was because of Bernard’s lessons or Jessica’s sheer desire to please him, it took her only three more slimes to accomplish what he had asked of her: a green slime hopped up and down, almost as if laughing at how weak Jessica’s tiny purple spark appeared to be.

Jessica could hardly contain her joy.

“Excellent,” Bernard congratulated her. “Remember this control. Tomorrow’s task won’t be any easier.”

“Of course,” Jessica replied. Tomorrow was tomorrow. As for today… Jessica barely held back from licking her lips as she took a step toward Bernard, eager for that kiss she had promised herself.

“Having fun tickling slimes?” A gratingly pleasant voice scraped across Jessica’s ears like claws on a chalkboard. She didn’t want to—and didn’t have to—turn to know it was Lilian.

“Wait, if that little guy is still hopping, does that mean you’ve succeeded?” Rickard asked as he approached together with Lilian and Paul.

“That’s right!” Jessica mustered a grin and a thumbs-up as she turned to him, doing her best to pretend Lilian didn’t exist. She wouldn’t let the half-elf ruin this moment.

“Congrats!” Rickard hurried over and pulled Jessica into a tight-tight hug. Jessica didn’t mind at all. It really did feel like a warm congratulations from a friend, and she gladly melted into it.

“How did it go on your end?” Bernard asked.

“Well enough,” Rickard said, easing his hold on Jessica just enough so that she wouldn’t melt into a soaking wetness too soon. “Of course, it would’ve been even better if we’d had our reliable leader and fiery mage with us”—he looked at Jessica with something a little more than mere approval of her skills—“but we made it worth our while.”

“Enough dungeon talk,” Lilian drawled as she drifted over to Bernard and folded herself into his arms, claiming his mouth in an obscene, wet kiss.

Jessica wished she could ignore it, but the sound alone made that impossible. It was also the first time she had seen the half-elf act so openly, so brazenly, even if it was obvious that far more brazen things had happened in the past in secret. A certain frustration sparked within her, and she knew exactly how she’d deal with it before the day was over.




Chapter 10

Ghlokh. Ghlokh. Ghlokh.

The wet, rhythmic sound of a working throat filled the Adventurer Guild’s washroom while Bernard, Lilian, and Paul traded in the day’s meager loot.

“That’s it, give me that look,” Rickard said with a smirk as he watched Jessica’s teary-eyed, face-fucked expression.

This was only Jessica’s second time with a cock down her throat. She could barely keep her stomach from sending up whatever contents it held. And she couldn’t keep her fingers from her pussy as she fingered herself to the music of her own gurgles.

This is the best after all, she thought, a pleasure-fucked smile spreading across her face. There was no need for “control” with Rickard. No lessons. No instructions. No demands for focus or restraint. Just rough use by a cock that was glad to plunge down a willing slut’s throat for the simple pleasure of it.

It was unfortunate that they had to be quick, but it also meant she didn’t need to wait for her reward. As soon as Rickard tensed and slammed into her so deep his balls pressed against her chin, Jessica started swallowing as she rubbed her clit into an orgasm, while more cum poured down her stomach, joining what Bernard had already pumped there.

Rickard was even kind enough to pull back and shoot a few loads into her mouth for her tongue to savor the salty taste. Though unlike Bernard, he held back from marking her face because they both needed to hurry back outside while still presentable.

It didn’t stop Jessica from taking her time with the cum in her mouth as she walked through the guildhall. A mischievous smile was plain on her face as she enjoyed the fact that none of the adventurers had any idea what she had done, or that she had yet to swallow her salty reward. Jessica even toyed with the idea of giving Lilian a kiss and a small “gift” of her own to repay yesterday’s present. But Jessica wasn’t willing to share, so she swallowed just before meeting up with the others near the guild’s exit.

“You sure you don’t want to come with us?” Rickard asked.

Jessica could safely assume he was hoping for another round later. But she had other plans.

“No, sorry,” she said with an apologetic smile. “I have some business to take care of that I’ve been putting off for too long.”

“Well, we’ll keep a spot for you if you change your mind,” Rickard said.

“Same time tomorrow,” Bernard told Jessica as he handed over her share of the earnings, and they parted ways.

Yes, she had business. Jessica smiled as she added the few meager coins to the sizeable bounty she had saved from yesterday. New accommodations worthy of her new self were in order.

She turned away from the guild and walked decisively toward the place she had marked in her mind long ago. A pretty little lodging house in one of the quieter parts of the city. Well, not little exactly. And only as quiet as any part of a busy adventurer city could be. Still, tucked away from the main street, the narrow three-story house felt almost cozy. It even had what could very generously be described as its own little yard, with a thick, lush tree spreading shade over the back and birds chirping in its branches.

The windows were clean, and they were actual straight windows, not those abhorrent things back in Jessie’s old place. The walls were straight too, with only a few chips in the plaster and no visible cracks for the wind to blow through. The roof looked sound. The front step had been swept. The front door wasn’t streaked with dried vomit. Jessie never could have afforded a room here, no matter how much he wanted one. Jessica would get a room here even if she had to suck a cock to do it.

The inside of the lodging house was even nicer than she had expected. Certainly nicer than anything she was used to. Fresh air, lively plants in pots, and plenty of bright sunlight streaming through the windows gave the small front room a welcoming warmth. A few cushioned chairs gathered around a low table silently begged her to sink her cheeks into one after a tiring day of training in the dungeon. And with no one around to stop her, Jessica decided to do just that.

“Ahh…” she purred as the softness of her top-tier cheeks met the cushioned comfort they deserved. She knew she’d be staying here the moment her skin made contact with that seat. Her gaze drifted toward a stairway rising along the far wall, and she could already picture herself climbing those steps before too long.

She pushed herself back to her feet, stepped up to the counter, and rang the little brass bell resting there.

A moment later, a man emerged through the back doorway. He looked to be well into his forties, with the growing belly of someone who had spent many years not delving into any dungeons, though a few scars across his thick, hairy forearms suggested that he once might have done just that. And when his gaze lifted to Jessica, it sharpened in a way that made it clear he hadn’t abandoned all forms of “delving.”

“Well now,” he said with the expected politeness of any man who fancied the female he was speaking to. “What can I do for you?”

“I was wondering if you had a room available,” Jessica said, returning his smile with one of her own. And though she did not consciously mean to, her body already began to arch as she leaned against the counter separating her from a man with hot blood running through his veins.

The man’s brows rose. The way Jessica curved her already tantalizing shape did not escape his notice. He barely even tried to hide it—though he did at least make a token effort not to stare too blatantly.

“As it happens,” he said, “you’re in luck. I do have one open.”

“Oh, you have an open spot? Great!” Jessica beamed, bright and genuine. But despite the happy relief of fulfilling yet another long-overdue wish, she noticed some deep part of herself almost seemed disappointed. That’s it? Just like that? it seemed to ask. Jessica ignored it as best she could.

The keeper folded his arms across his chest and leaned one shoulder lightly against the frame of the back doorway. “Though,” he said, “the price might seem a little high to a girl like you. It is my best room, after all. Top floor. Great view. I don’t just hand those keys over to anyone who’ll stay a month and miss rent the next. The price is high even before the three-month advance I require.”

“How high?” Jessica asked, lightly tilting her head and leaning lower as she looked up at him through her lashes with a look she didn’t even know she could make.

Still smiling, he said, “Well… you don’t seem like the type to go back on her word, do you?”

“Of course not,” Jessica said, that certain part of her lighting up brighter with every word.

“Then for a cutie like you, I could consider a slight discount.”

“A discount?”

That certain part of Jessica lit up with a fiery flare, instantly taking the word discount in the only way it knew how.

“Ohhh, deeper! Fuck me harder!” Jessica moaned as the lodging-house keeper took her from behind in his back room.

“Damn, you act just like you look!” he grunted, squeezing her hips tighter and ramming into her as fast as he could.

Apparently, he had decided to shy away from calling her a slut directly, being barely a minute past the moment he’d shoved his cock inside her. Jessica didn’t mind either way. Not right now. Not when it felt so good. Why wouldn’t he call her that when she had all but begged for his cock with the promise of some vague discount? She didn’t even know his name yet, and he didn’t know hers either.

“Rougher! Ahn! Rougher!” she cried, earning slaps and rough groping for her pleas. He yanked her tits free and sank his fingers into her perky treasures in a way that was the farthest from gentle or romantic. He pinched her nipples and pulled roughly at them just as he thrust so hard into her pussy that he slammed her harder against the wall.

“Oh, yes! Like that! Keep going!” Jessica moaned, getting off on the roughness of a big, strong man using sheer uncaring strength to compensate for the fact that his cock wasn’t ten inches long.

Ah, Bernard is better after all, Jessica thought, almost giggling between her moans. Some part of her realized it was probably bad to think of one man while getting fucked by another. But it also made the fucking feel even more exciting, feeding her brain with more pleasure.

And Jessica saw no reason not to think of Bernard. After all, he was the one for her. His cock was the best, and she was only doing this to confirm it. Yes, she was doing it for him. For them.

He’ll appreciate me doing this, she told herself. Just like he sleeps with countless sluts during his nights in the pleasure district, just to appreciate my tight pussy even more. Just because we don’t tell each other about these tiny experiments doesn’t make them bad. They make the next time we have sex even better. So it’s good we’re doing this. So—

“Fuck me more! Fuck me until you cum inside me!” Jessica cried, feeling the keeper’s cock tremble at her words.

“Damn, slut!” the keeper growled, no longer bothering to hide what he thought of the girl who’d let him creampie her just for a discount on a room. By now he was convinced she wasn’t doing it for any discount at all. But he decided to let her keep pretending. Why shatter her delusions when they only increased the odds of him getting to wet his cock inside her again?

“You want my cum?” he growled, slapping Jessica’s ass again.

“I do! I want it inside!” she doubled down on her demand as the sheer excitement of getting creampied by some man she didn’t even know drove her toward orgasm.

I’ll get to feel another man’s cum in my pussy. Jessica struggled to breathe as hot waves washed over her. It won’t be as good as yours, Bernard. And it’ll only make me crave your cum even more. So you understand me, right? I’m doing it for us, Bernard. I love you, Bernard.

“Cum inside me!” she cried as her thighs started shaking with the approach of her much-needed orgasm. “Please, cum inside me!”

“Take it all, then, slut!” the keeper groaned as he slammed his throbbing cock as deep into her as he could and held it there while pleasure claimed him too, and he shot his first rope straight into her trembling pussy.

“Oohhhhh~~” Jessica let out a moan straight from her soul as her back sank lower, arching into a crescent while she looked toward the ceiling and basked in the warmth of another man’s cum, all while thinking of the way Bernard would ravage her if he ever found out.

The keeper unleashed two days’ worth of cum into Jessica. He certainly hadn’t expected such a pleasant surprise when he had woken up that morning. It had only worked out this way because of all the errands he had been running over the past few days. And as the pulsing of his cock eased inside the tight, needy pussy gripping him, he was very glad his balls had ended up as full as they were when she had walked through the door.

He leaned close to her and said, “I’ll get the paperwork ready.” Then he pulled out, wiped his dick against her thighs, and went to the front room to prepare it, leaving Jessica to bask in the afterglow while thick loads poured from her trembling pussy.

By the time she got herself together and returned to the front room, the paperwork was waiting for her. She glanced it over and signed it without much thought. The price seemed reasonable, after all. Though she couldn’t quite remember whether they had even discussed the exact number before she got her discount.

The keeper’s big hand lingered on hers for a moment as he gave her the key. She gave him a polite little wave and went up the stairs, putting a little extra sway in her hips just for the fun of it.

“Ah!” she breathed in delight at the sight of her new room. Clean floor, sturdy furniture, and, most importantly, a big bed with clean sheets. A large window flooded the room with light, and she hurried over to throw it open and take in the view of the city stretching beyond the countless rooftops. There weren’t many buildings that rose above three or four stories, so from here she could even see the outer city walls more than a mile away, just as the reddening sun dipped below them.

Pleased with her choice, she plopped onto her new bed and laughed at the way it made her bounce in its softness. With her new home sorted, she couldn’t wait to reunite with everyone tomorrow and continue her training toward an even brighter future. She wondered what Bernard would put her through next.

I really shouldn’t tell him, she thought as she rested a hand over her lower belly, where the keeper’s cum had left a lingering warmth. Still, once her mind started wandering toward all the possible ways Bernard might punish her for her supposed misdeeds, it was only a matter of time before her thighs pressed together, her pussy grew wet, and she had to rub one out while thinking of his superior cock before sleep finally took her.




Chapter 11

“I’m sorry, what!?” Jessica asked, even though she had heard Bernard perfectly clearly.

“Singe a single hair on a lime wolf’s hide,” Bernard repeated, just as clearly as he had the first time.

“That’s insane!” Jessica exclaimed, staring at him.

“Well, we’re on our own today, too,” Rickard said, already ushering Paul and Lilian away and leaving teacher and student alone again.

Jessica took a few slow, deep breaths to steady herself after hearing the sheer absurdity of Bernard’s command. Yes, hair singed easily enough, especially on a weak little dungeon mutt like a lime wolf. But even the flame of a simple match was enormous compared to a single strand.

Even if she killed the thing first to keep it still, even if she made her flame as tiny as when she had tickled the slimes, she would still likely singe several hairs at once and probably scorch the skin, too. Doing that to a live wolf that would’ve loved nothing more than to bury its teeth into her delicious thighs was outright ridiculous. It would twist, its fur would shift, the heat would spread too broadly. A whisper of wind would ruin everything.

And the moment she tried, reality proved her right. Jessica barely slipped aside as the lime wolf sprang at her, driven into a frenzy after she scorched a broad patch across its back instead of a single hair.

“Tch!”

She tried again on that same wolf, and the result was even worse, so she put the beast out of its misery.

The attempts after that were only slightly less disastrous. Even when it felt like she was getting closer, the constant shifting of fur over muscle and the lightest breeze made it impossible for her to get anywhere near singeing only a handful of hairs.

“Bernaaard~… I don’t get it,” Jessica complained. But that complaint came out like a spoiled little pout from a girl who fully expected her teacher to come to the rescue with another valuable lesson.

“Are you even trying!?” Bernard growled as he knocked her down, ripped her panties off, and slammed the full length of his cock into her with a single brutal thrust.

“Hhnyaaah~!” Jessica’s cry reverberated through the dungeon as she nearly came from the viciousness that she’d been craving since yesterday.

It’s a good thing I bought a few spares this morning, she thought as she watched the torn black fabric flutter down beside her face while Bernard pounded her from behind. He hadn’t even needed to check whether she was wet before tearing her panties off. He had seen the first slickness running down her inner thighs the moment they were left alone.

Yes, punish me for being such a bad slut who let her landlord cum inside her for a discount she didn’t even need, Jessica thought, grinning at her own depravity and the pleasure that came with it. With her face and tits pressed into the cold, hard floor beneath Bernard’s rough hand on her bare back, she eagerly rocked her raised ass against his cock, even if the effort meant nothing against his sheer strength.

Under such circumstances, Jessica didn’t need to wait long for those addictive, fuzzy feelings to begin spreading from her pounded core. But just as she braced herself for what she was sure would be her first daily dose of orgasm, Bernard suddenly stopped.

“H-eh?” Jessica could only blink, stunned and confused by the interruption.

Is he alright? Does my body feel so good that it gave him a heart attack? At least finish what you started— No, it’s bad to think that way. I should make sure he’s fine. I can’t let such wonderful cock go to waste. Well, I guess I still have Rickard… But still—

“Who said you could come?” Bernard’s voice told her he was perfectly fine even before Jessica turned her head. And his tone made it clear that she was the one at fault.

“B-But the point of the lesson is to cum as quickly as I can,” Jessica muttered selfishly, knowing full well she was lying through her teeth. The last lesson had been about reaching orgasm quickly while keeping the finest control. But there was no pretending this was anything more than her craving for a fix.

“Simple control—or lack of it—isn’t enough for the deeper dungeon floors,” Bernard said. “You need precision, restraint, and outstanding finesse, even if you were to ride a wild beast.”

Before Jessica could activate enough brain cells to understand what Bernard meant, he yanked her up, flipped her around, and suddenly she was on top of him, staring down at his beautiful face with his hard cock still buried deep inside her.

“It’s so easy to read your pussy it’s almost impressive,” he said. “Ride the edge of orgasm and stay there. Do not cum. Do not step off the edge. Thread that tiny needle no matter what a wild cock does inside you.”

“Ha! Sounds great!” Jessica smirked, looking down at Bernard. What was not to like? With a permanently hard cock inside her and the promise of riding the edge of orgasmic pleasure, the only question on Jessica’s mind was why she hadn’t thought of this before. Why settle for one short orgasm if she could stretch out its edge indefinitely?

Stretch out… Jessica licked her lips at the thought as she started rocking her hips, stretching herself around Bernard’s long, thick girth while she tried various angles.

This position isn’t half bad either, she decided, quickly getting the feel for riding cock. She still thought nothing could beat being taken and bred by a frenzied hard cock, but after yesterday’s invaluable training, it didn’t take her long to find the little twists and motions that sent pleasure spiking through her and shivers racing across her thighs.

This is too easy, she thought as her smile turned into something lewder and her breaths mixed with moans while she quickly settled into a rhythm that brought her right back to the edge she had been teetering on before. She just had to not go past it, sit back, and enjoy—

“Hnhaah!?” Jessica jerked when Bernard thrust into her so hard she nearly came. She instantly eased her pace and shifted her hips, trying to spare the very spot that had almost pushed her over. But Bernard grabbed her hips and thrust straight into the spot Jessica was now actively trying to avoid pleasuring, keeping her at exactly the angle that felt so good.

“U-Ahhhn!?” Jessica couldn’t help but moan even as she held on for dear life and desperately tried to avoid cumming while Bernard fucked the pleasure into her.

So that’s how it is? she realized. It made sense. Jessica had felt this lesson was a little too easy. But this was on a whole different level. Worse still, simply avoiding orgasm wasn’t enough. Bernard had been crystal clear: she had to ride that edge. Ride it without slipping off either side. A tiny shift forward and the orgasm might ease—a tiny shift back and she’d cum on the spot.

What a diabolical lesson. As expected of the man whose cock has no rivals. Jessica stared into Bernard’s sharp eyes as he toyed with her pussy at different angles and speeds, all without losing control himself. She couldn’t help but fall for this man more and more, even as she desperately tried not to let him make her cum.

Bernard had already warned her that her pussy was too easy to read. And with how she melted every time a cock made her cum, Jessica certainly believed him. She could not simply lean back and put on fake moans like some whores in the pleasure district did. Her only choice was to ride that edge. And who knew—maybe she’d be the one to make Bernard cum with her on-the-edge pussy while she was at it.

Jessica leaned over Bernard’s chest as she accepted his challenge.

I’ll prove that I’m the best—in everything! she resolved as she met his gaze and held it. My powers are the best, my pussy is the best, my mouth is the best, and so is my throat! I’ll prove it. I’ll be number one. I’ll be your number one. I’ll be the guild’s number one. I’ll do it even if I have to kill every monster and ride every cock to do it!

Bernard did not make it easy. And he never repeated the same trick twice. Whenever she settled into a pace she found bearable, he changed the angle of his thrusts or the rhythm behind them, forcing her to adapt at a moment’s notice and keeping her constantly a breath away from that tantalizing promise of orgasm.

The pleasure was tempting. But Jessica had already resolved not to give in. Even she was surprised when it dawned on her: no matter how close she came, no matter how incredible she knew the release after such an edging session would be, the thought of impressing Bernard, the vivid image of his approval shining down on her, was even more delicious.

As they held each other’s gaze, she noticed a drop of sweat roll to the side of his forehead. Then she noticed his hair sticking to it. He wasn’t invincible. The training of her top-tier pussy, trembling and clenching in anticipation of release, had finally started taking its toll on him.

Good, she thought. I’ll make you cum. Why don’t you cum right now? Why don’t you shoot your big load right inside me, and we announce the victor? It might hurt your pride as a teacher to lose to a student, but I’m sure cumming inside a tight girl’s pussy will soothe your bruised ego. So cum! Cum for me!

“Cum for me!” Jessica moaned as she rode Bernard toward his orgasm. She felt his cock throbbing inside her, and she knew how close she was herself from the way her thighs would not stop shaking under the denial she had imposed on herself.

Another drop fell on Bernard’s glasses. Jessica realized how utterly drenched in sweat she was, too. It was all good. It was all great. She was fine with being soaked. She didn’t care if the entire dungeon heard her moans. As long as he came inside her pussy before she came around his cock, that was all that mattered.

“Cum!” she begged.

“Cum!” she demanded.

“Cum already!!” she cried out as she slammed both fists against his armor, and her eyes snapped wide open the moment she felt that blissful hot pulse.

In an instant, that pulse sent a shockwave through her. His cock had yet to release a drop of cum inside her pussy, but the sheer knowledge that he was already cumming—that his seed was surging through his meat toward her womb—collapsed all thought and will. The pulse of pleasure swelled into waves of ecstasy, and Jessica climaxed the instant Bernard’s hot seed splashed across her womb.

With her head thrown back, her spine arched, and her fingers dug into Bernard’s chest, she went on moaning and trembling even after Bernard’s pulses eased.

“That was very good,” he said while Jessica’s pussy still squeezed tight around him, milking the last drops of cum from his cock. “If you display such control in battle, you’ll be unstoppable.”

“Yes… battle…” Jessica muttered, still breathing hard as she came down from her lesson. As her eyes slowly refocused, she looked at Bernard and saw the approval in them beneath his glasses. “It’s all thanks to you,” she said, then leaned in for their first kiss.

“Hhn!” she whimpered when Bernard accepted her lips. Her whole body tingled with delight, and for a while she simply remained there—his cock still inside her, her pussy full of his cum, sharing her first kiss with him after he’d given her yet another valuable lesson in dungeon delving.

“Now, let’s hurry and find some lime wolves before the others return,” Bernard said after they both got themselves in proper order.

“Mhm,” Jessica nodded as she pulled on a fresh pair of spare panties. She was overflowing with energy—and with the desire to show off the results of her training.

Finding a lime wolf wasn’t an issue. The difficult part came when Jessica had to singe only a single strand of hair on its back.

The lime wolf growled, baring its teeth as it stared Jessica down. Jessica stared right back. The wolf didn’t attack. It waited until two more wolves slipped from the shadows behind it before all three moved at her together.

That’s fine, Jessica smiled. One wolf, three wolves—it’s all the same.

She bet it all on that one moment as she lifted her finger and aimed at the lead wolf’s back. She pulled the heat away from her fingertip, then narrowed what remained into a single line thinner than the sliver of light gleaming off her black nail.

The wolves snarled and charged. Their movements would not disrupt her. She knew their patterns, knew their speed. She had to anticipate them and adapt without disturbing her tiny flame, just as she had adapted to Bernard’s cock without ever slipping off the edge.

She saw where the lead wolf would be as it leapt. She saw the wind shifting through its fur. And when she released that single thread of violet fire, it curved through the air and kissed one lone hair on the beast’s back just as it came within feet of her.

The instant that hair charred, Jessica snapped her fingers. The other two wolves vanished into black-violet bursts, reduced to ash before they could even yelp, while the first flew past her in confused momentum. Her own fire licked harmlessly around her as she stepped aside.

The wolf landed, skidding across the stone, and turned just in time to see ashes drifting where its packmates should’ve been. It stared, not understanding.

Jessica simply looked to Bernard.

He gave her a single silent nod.

Smiling, Jessica snapped her fingers once more and turned the last lime wolf into a black speck on the floor.

By the time they reunited with the rest of the party, Jessica’s unmistakable smile made it obvious that her training had been a resounding success.

“Tomorrow we’re delving deeper and finishing what we started with the boulder troll,” Bernard told them.

“Finally!” Rickard cheered, already itching to head there right away.

Paul simply sighed with a resigned smile, choosing to place his faith in Jessica’s training—and in the confidence written plainly across her face. Lilian silently glared at Jessica, but said nothing.




Chapter 12

“So, you really burned a single hair on a lime wolf’s back?” Rickard asked Jessica as they all made their way back to the city.

Jessica lifted a finger and focused even as they walked, keeping track of the uneven ground beneath both their feet and the sway of Rickard’s fiery hair with every step. Then she let out a tiny strand of violet fire that curved through the air and kissed a single hair right above his forehead.

“Woah, damn!” Rickard exclaimed. But instead of getting angry over someone burning his hair, he broke into a wide, excited grin. “Now do Lilian next!”

“Don’t you dare!” the half-elf snarled, glaring at them like a poisonous snake promising painful death to anyone who dared touch her precious golden locks.

“How will that help us in a fight against the boulder troll?” Paul asked.

“It’s obvious,” Rickard explained. “Jessica will tickle his balls, and while it’s rolling around in laughter, we’ll clobber it to death.”

“Unfortunately, the boulder troll doesn’t have any balls,” Bernard said. “So we’ll be relying on a more standard approach. The quicker we defeat it, the less chance there is for anything to go wrong. And with Jessica’s precision, there are multiple ways to handle it depending on the situation.”

“We also need to get to that deep down and find it first,” Paul pointed out.

“Which is why it’s important that everyone gets plenty of rest,” Bernard said. “No partying or drinking or anything else that could worsen tomorrow’s performance.”

“And what if partying helps my performance?” Rickard asked.

Bernard glared at him for a moment but calmly said, “Use that time to stock up on whatever you’ll need tomorrow.”

After promptly taking care of business in the Adventurer’s Guild, they agreed on an early meeting time and parted ways. Paul was the first to go, taking his small share and hurrying off to the shops, intent on gearing himself up as well as he could for the important day. Jessica realized he was a harder worker than she gave him credit for, always doing what he could to make up for the limits of his weaker skills.

Jessica watched Lilian catch up to Bernard and fall into step beside him as they disappeared into the crowd. A little spark of frustration ran through her. It wasn’t as though she expected a single kiss to make Bernard hers alone. A man like him had eager sluts throwing themselves at him from every direction. Still…

“Rickard,” she called just as the warrior was about to head off. “You’re going toward Boar’s Gate?”

“Yeah,” Rickard nodded.

“Want to walk with me for a bit?” Jessica asked. “My new place is in the same direction.”

“Sure,” Rickard grinned, eagerly welcoming her company.

As they walked, Jessica didn’t bother counting how many people stared at her body—from the front and from behind. But as she kept catching the looks some of them gave Rickard, she did count how many clearly thought him a lucky man for walking beside such a beauty. Not as part of some adventuring party. Just the two of them.

She wondered how many tried to tell themselves that they were only friends and not about to spend the night together. They would have been almost right—neither Rickard nor Jessica had planned to spend the night together. But as they drew closer to where Rickard lived—

“Do you mind showing me your place?” Jessica asked. “I’ll show you mine next time. I want to compare.”

“Sure, I don’t mind,” Rickard said. And the spark in his bright eyes made it clear they both knew their plans had just changed.

Rickard’s room was a simple one. And it was no wonder—for a guy who cared only about girls, dungeons, and spending as much time inside both as he could, all he really needed was a comfortable bed to sleep in, preferably with company.

They didn’t even make it to the bed before Jessica was on her knees in front of him, showing off the results of her training.

“Ghloooo~” Jessica let out a long, debauched sound with her throat as she pulled back from the curved, spit-smeared length of Rickard’s cock, just to show off how easy it was for her to handle that twelve-inch length now without her stomach jumping in revolt.

“You’re improving faster than anyone I’ve seen,” Rickard said as he watched her lick along his shaft with such a needy look that there was no doubt in his mind this would not end with just some light throat stretching. And Jessica, fully intending exactly that, began guiding him toward the bed with nothing but her lips and tongue.

It wasn’t nearly as difficult as she herself would have imagined. A man’s dick was so sensitive, after all. A lick in one direction, a nudge from her lips in another, and Rickard was already halfway across the room while he stripped himself bare.

The way he looked at her, the way his cock throbbed, the way his balls swung—Jessica used it all to her advantage, moving him exactly as she desired and even reading where the first drop of sweat would fall from his forehead, just in time to catch it on her tongue. She savored his stunned expression as he landed on the edge of the bed, then licked her lips with a devilish smile before opening wide again and swallowing him all the way to his balls.

I wonder if this is enough to swallow Bernard, she thought as she bulged her throat around Rickard’s cock. Bernard would be a more difficult challenge, no doubt. But with how badly she needed to conquer that next challenge, Jessica was sure it would give her that extra push to finally swallow his girth completely.

Oops, I really shouldn’t be thinking so much about Bernard while deepthroating Rickard, Jessica caught herself and glanced up at him to make sure he hadn’t noticed. If he had, he certainly didn’t let it show. It wasn’t as if she wasn’t allowed to think of Bernard. After all, this arrangement had always been about her training for Bernard’s cock. And although Rickard had voiced a few frustrations about that, Jessica fully intended to make him forget the entire world tonight.

After all, Bernard had told them not to do anything that might worsen tomorrow’s performance. And leaving two young, healthy bodies full of pent-up need would obviously worsen their performance. So Jessica had to do this. She had to take Rickard’s cock down her throat with such ease precisely to make sure that she would never again have to wonder whether she could do the same for Bernard. Gods forbid the thought lingered in her head while she fought the boulder troll. But after this, her mind would be clear and focused.

And if she only sucked Rickard off and left him like that, then he too would spend the entire delve frustrated that he had never gotten to fuck her properly even once. That would not do at all. What if he got hurt because of it? That would mean he got hurt because of her. And that, in turn, would tarnish Bernard’s spotless, injury-free record as party leader.

Jessica couldn’t let that happen.

I’m doing it for you both, Jessica silently told Rickard and Bernard as she pushed Rickard onto the bed and crawled on top of him. The fact that her pussy was crying out for a hard cock was just a happy coincidence. And since she had earned herself a reward for doing so well in training, there was no reason not to indulge a little.

Yes, I most certainly earned it, she told herself, licking her lips again as she knelt over Rickard’s hard tip and slowly descended on it.

“Ooahn!” Jessica moaned as her lower lips swallowed Rickard’s cock as greedily as her upper lips had, and she instantly knew she had made the right choice by indulging just a little. What Rickard’s cock lacked in girth, it more than made up for with its curved shape. The lower she sank, the more it stretched her pussy. She leaned back as she tried to take it all, but even that wasn’t enough. She started rocking her hips anyway.

“O-ohn, damn!” she moaned as she moved. Even a few inches back and forth felt like trying to ride a fist. Rickard’s cock stretched her apart, bulging her abdomen while poking toward her ass at the same time. It was too much. And she picked up her pace anyway.

“Clearly this isn’t your first time riding cock,” Rickard chuckled as he watched her hips move, curving her tight body and showing off both her toned belly and the bulge his hard curve made.

It’s only my second, Jessica replied silently, knowing Rickard would never believe her anyway.

“Try turning around, it’ll really blow your mind,” he said.

“Hnh, turning around?” Jessica echoed. She had heard of such a position: reverse cowgirl. She tried to turn—

“Hnyah!?” Rickard’s shape was too much for her to twist around with him buried so deep inside her. She had no choice but to concede that his dick was no less special than Bernard’s. She lifted her hips until only his tip remained inside her, raised one leg, and slowly turned, trembling as Rickard’s cock dragged at her pussy until she was facing the other way. Then she descended—

“Oo-!?” The moment she lowered herself, Rickard’s tip pressed straight against the most sensitive spot inside her pussy. Her hips gave out instantly, and she collapsed onto his entire length.

“OOOOOooh~~!” Jessica climaxed in an instant as all twelve inches of Rickard’s curved cock slid along the front of her pussy during that sharp descent and slammed against her womb.

Jessica fell forward, collapsing into the sheets between Rickard’s legs, spasming through the self-induced, womb-smashing orgasm. It wasn’t even Rickard’s fault that the assault had been so sudden and rough. She had done it to herself because she was too weak for cock.

“I told you, it’d blow your mind,” Rickard chuckled behind her. “Want to feel even better?”

Even better? Jessica could barely believe it. Was such a thing really possible?

“Yes,” she weakly moaned the only possible reply.

“As you wish,” Rickard said as he rose.

“O-oohn!?” Jessica’s breath fled her again when Rickard lifted her entire body along with him, pushing his curved cock even harder against her womb.

“A-Amazing,” Jessica muttered, barely able to think. The way Rickard’s shape pressed into every part of her pussy at once was unlike anything she could have imagined. She loved Bernard’s cock, but could her heart find within itself room to love another?

“You ready?” Rickard asked as he began dragging his cock back through her pussy.

“Yes!” Jessica cried out her answer to both their questions. With the way his shape tugged at her trembling inner walls, Jessica knew there could be only one answer. If there was no room in her heart to love two cocks, then it would just have to grow bigger. Because even before Rickard thrust into her with his own strength for the first time, she already knew she could not live without this cock inside her too.

“Try not to lose your mind completely,” Rickard said as he thrust inside her.

“OOOOH~~!”

Rickard fucked Jessica’s moan right out of her as he sent her spiraling toward another orgasm. And without letting her recover, he pulled back and thrust again while her pussy still trembled, then again while it spasmed around him. He fucked her shuddering body, getting off on how her trembles pleasured his cock while she got off on being plowed through orgasm after orgasm.

He had asked too much of her—how could she possibly not lose her mind from such a merciless fucking? Rickard made it obvious that if his cock had been in charge of today’s training, she would have failed instantly. Her suspicions had been right after all—there was no greater joy for a female in heat than being taken and bred by a top-tier cock.

With every pull and thrust, the hard tip of Rickard’s curved cock dragged along the full length of her pussy, pressing into that sensitive spot with every cycle and sending that bulge sliding across her lower belly as if his cock were already preparing her for the stretch of pregnancy.

Is he really intent on breeding me during our first lay? she wondered, getting off on the thought as his cock struck her orgasming womb again. Even though he knows I’m saving myself for Bernard—

“Hnyahn!!” Another cry of pleasure tore through her when Rickard’s cock punished her for thinking about Bernard.

“I’m sorry!” she cried, then moaned and laughed again as she embraced this type of love too.

“What are you apologizing for?” Rickard asked, but after not getting anything but moans in reply, he grabbed Jessica by the hair, pulled her close, and asked again, “What were you apologizing for?”

“Hehe, what are you talking about?” Jessica laughed. She could vaguely remember blurting out something like an apology, but once she remembered what it had been for, she decided not to hurt his feelings by admitting she had been thinking about someone else in their party. So she turned further and kissed Rickard instead, proving to him and to herself that she loved both him and Bernard equally.

Jessica managed to catch Rickard off guard with that kiss. But he was more than willing to accept it—and to fuck her some more while they kissed, until his thrusts into her arched body grew too much for her to bear. She collapsed, hanging helplessly by her hair while Rickard kept driving into her, making her tits and arms sway to his motions.

“Ah, I get it,” Rickard said with a smirk as he thrust again into the same spot that made Jessica’s body jolt while his cock swelled through the length of her pussy. “You were apologizing for thinking just blowjobs would be enough, even though it’s obvious your pussy can’t live a day without a big cock inside it.”

“Y-Yes, ahn!” Jessica half-confessed. It was a half-truth, after all. She couldn’t live without big cocks inside her. And if they both pretended for the moment that Bernard did not exist, they could enjoy their mating even more.

“Yahn!” Jessica moaned and spasmed after another punishing thrust for thinking about Bernard again. Rickard may not have been as thick, but when his whole length swelled and throbbed with those pre-orgasmic pulses, striking every pleasure spot inside her with each thrust, Jessica’s pussy couldn’t help but wrap tightly around his cock, trembling as it squeezed it, already milking his cum out of him.

“Damn, you really want it that bad, huh?” Rickard flinched at the doubled mating pleasure as he swelled and Jessica tightened around him. “Guess there’s no need to ask where you want it, eh?”

“Inside!” Jessica cried as he let go of her hair and let her land into the sheets while he grabbed her hips and started breeding her in full. He slammed her back toward his every thrust while his throbbing cock bulged her belly more and more. He was on the verge of cumming. She was already in the throes of orgasm.

“Yes! Fuck me! Breed me! Cum inside me!” she cried into the sheets. Her tears and sweat soaked them through while one hand reached toward her belly to feel the swell of every bulge he pounded into her.

“If that’s what a girl wants, who am I to disappoint?” Rickard said as he gave himself over to the pleasure that took hold of him and thrust without restraint.

“Yes! Cum! Cum! Fill me up! Fill me uuuuuup~~!!”

When the surge of cum erupted inside her, Jessica could’ve sworn she saw it clearly in her mind. As if Rickard’s climax had burst through her brain instead of merely her pussy, she saw nothing but hot white waves of cum and the pulsing cock that unleashed them, coating her womb and her brain in his seed, soaking them thoroughly with that blinding heat while she moaned and cried and trembled in the numbing joy of being bred.

I wonder which of you will get me pregnant first? Jessica giggled through the waves of ecstasy while her womb kissed Rickard’s cock in gratitude for the cum he had poured into it.

When Jessica finally calmed down enough to notice her surroundings, she saw that it was already getting dark outside.

“I guess I should get going,” she muttered, slowly trying to push herself off the sheets.

“Hey, hey, there’s no need for that,” Rickard said as he reached for her and pulled her sweaty body into a warm embrace. “Why cross the city at night just to go straight to bed anyway? Might as well stay here and save yourself the trip. My place is closer to the guild, right?”

“Yeah…” Jessica nodded.

“Then there you have it!” Rickard said as if the matter were already settled. “Think of all the time you can save if you stay here. We both need plenty of rest for the big day tomorrow, right?”

“Right…” Jessica echoed as she moved in for another kiss. They both knew they wouldn’t be getting much sleep.




Chapter 13

The next morning, Jessica woke just as the sun edged over the rooftops, slipping from the bed before Rickard stirred. She took care not to wake him. Quietly, she eased herself free of his warmth, gathered her clothes, and dressed in the pale bluish light beginning to leak through the window.

She had two reasons for leaving so early. The first was Bernard. Jessica did not know what kind of face he would make if she and Rickard arrived together. And with that final, cock-shaped challenge still waiting—something she had already resolved to settle once their work in the dungeon was done—she did not want to risk compromising it before she had the chance to prove herself to Bernard properly, once and for all.

Her second reason led her through the market. At that hour, it was only just beginning to stir, but the merchants who cared for profit were already awake, opening shutters, dragging out crates, and laying out wares for the early-rising adventurers. Jessica made for them without hesitation. She really did not trust a certain someone, which was reason enough to do a little shopping of her own before the delve.

By the time she arrived at the guild, Jessica had fully expected to be the first of their party there. She was not. Among the handful of early risers gathering in the hall, Paul had already claimed a table by the window. He sat slouched in his chair with his gaze fixed somewhere outside, his face carrying such a weary, used-up look that she slowed a step before he even noticed her.

“You’re here early,” she said as she walked up to him, unable to decide whether that was impressive or worrying.

“Oh, hey, Jessica,” Paul said, offering her a tired little smile. “I couldn’t sleep at all.”

Yeah. Worrying.

She stepped closer to the table. “You don’t look so hot. What’s got you so on edge?”

Paul let out a quiet breath and looked back toward the window. “Are you making fun of me?”

“Of course not,” she said at once.

“Then why would you ask that when we’re about to go hunt a beast that would turn me into a bloody smear if I faced it alone?”

“It won’t,” Jessica said, putting on a bright confidence for his sake. “You think I spent all that time training with Bernard for nothing? Trust me—we’ll kill that ugly, smelly boulder troll before it can blink. It won’t be anything like the last time.”

“But even if it goes exactly the way you say,” Paul muttered, “all it will do is prove that you don’t need me at all.” He let out a bitter little laugh. “Whether I risk dying in there or not, by the end of the day you’ll all realize the same thing—that I’m dead weight.”

“That’s not true,” Jessica said, sliding into the seat beside him. “You’re an important teammate—”

“For collecting loot and carrying bags,” he cut in. “A dog could do that.”

Jessica let out a quiet sigh. No, this won’t do at all, she thought. Luckily, she knew at least one reliable way to cheer a guy up in the morning.

“Come with me,” she said, taking his hand and pulling him up from the chair. Then she led him toward a washroom tucked away in the back of the guild.

Before Paul fully grasped what was happening, Jessica had already locked the door behind him and backed him up against it. His pants hung around his thighs, and their party’s new fiery mage was kneeling at his feet, gazing up at him as her fingers slipped into the waistband of his underwear.

“Oho~” Jessica grinned as she watched the bulge beneath the white fabric swell fast, pushing hard against it. “Right here in the guild? Shame on you,” she said cheekily while her eyes stayed fixed on it as it rose higher. Then she tugged the waistband down and let his cock spring free.

“Not bad at all,” she said softly, studying the seven-inch length as it throbbed for her big, soft lips. She licked them, salivating as she could already almost taste the creamy protein breakfast waiting for her.

“L-Lilian didn’t think so,” Paul stammered.

Her again!? Jessica grimaced. Did that slut suck every cock in the party except mine—I mean Jess—bah, whatever!

She opened wide and swallowed Paul’s entire length like it was nothing.

“Khhkl—” A small gag caught in her throat as she took him to the base, but even that was more performance for Paul’s sake than any real struggle. She looked up at him with a smug little smile, hunger burning in her eyes as if to ask, Well? How do you like that?

And as if she hadn’t already blown Paul’s weary, sleep-deprived mind, she started bobbing her head, sliding his cock in and out of her throat as she deepthroated him with the kind of skill that could have earned her good coin in the pleasure district.

“W-Whaah-!” Paul clapped both hands over his mouth to try to stay quiet while sloppy throat work filled the washroom.

Jessica could tell by the way his legs started shaking and his cock started throbbing that he could not take much more of her. So she eased back, let his cock slip from her mouth, and played with the tip, kissing and licking it while she stroked her own slick throat-spit across his length.

“Looks like someone likes it a lot,” she murmured, getting off on the way she made Paul’s cock dance to her tune.

Paul could only nod in agreement, both hands still clamped over his mouth, desperate to stay quiet, desperate not to blow his load all over her face right then and there.

“It also looks like someone would love to get more of this treatment,” she said, then instantly swallowed all seven inches again and held him down her throat while she watched him nod over and over in eager agreement.

She let him go again before it became too much.

“I’m guessing someone would prefer to stay in our party if he could?” she asked teasingly, then watched him nod again while she licked the underside of his tip.

“Who’s the sexiest girl in our party?” she asked.

“Y-you are,” Paul replied instantly, parting his hands just enough from his lips to proclaim the queen who had conquered his heart.

Jessica smirked. “And don’t you forget it,” she said before she took him down her throat again and deepthroated his trembling cock until his entire body shook and his cock started pulsing hard in her throat.

Jessica grabbed his thighs and held him there, swallowing around his throbbing length as he shot his pent-up load straight into her stomach.

Only when his cock and balls had nothing more to give did she pull back. With a kiss to the tip and a slow lick of her lips, she smiled and said, “Thank you for the meal. I’m looking forward to delving with you today.”

“M-me too...” Paul breathed, still lost in the afterglow of the best blowjob of his life.

Of course it would help, Jessica thought as she rose, savoring the lingering taste of cock and cum and the warm weight of it sliding down to her stomach. Yes, it had been an important test of her throat before she dared try the same on Bernard. But there was something almost intoxicating in seeing what she could do to a man and his cock, in making him shake and throb exactly how she pleased. The thrill of that control filled her with a bold new confidence she had not known was there.

By the time the rest of their party began trickling into the guildhall, they were greeted by two adventurers so visibly eager for the day ahead that it was almost unbearable to watch. Both sat with straighter backs than anyone else in the guildhall, bright-eyed and practically radiating energy.

“You two sure look excited,” Bernard commented when he arrived third.

“Why not?” Jessica said. “Today’s the day we prove ourselves—not just to each other, but to the guild too.” She nudged Paul with her elbow. “Right?”

“Right,” Paul said at once. “I’m looking forward to doing my best and proving I deserve my spot.”

“That’s the spirit,” Jessica said with a satisfied smile.

Bernard adjusted his glasses. “A positive attitude does tend to improve performance.”

“There you are!” Lilian called the moment she came in and caught sight of Bernard. “Why didn’t you meet me at Cinthy’s Steps like we agreed?”

“I explicitly told you we would not be meeting there,” Bernard replied. “I had other matters to handle first.”

“But we had plenty of time! There’s a new shipment of cute necklaces, and I told you I wanted first pick before those whores from the pleasure district got their hands on them—”

“I already told you yesterday I wasn’t indulging that nonsense,” Bernard cut in, already done with the conversation.

Lilian blinked at him. “N-Nonsense? Since when is my—” Then her gaze snapped to Jessica, and the look she gave her turned even darker than usual.

“Oh, you’re all here already,” Rickard called as he strode over with his usual bright grin. “Gotta say, I wasn’t expecting to be the last one to arrive this morning, walking in all alone”—his gaze flicked to Jessica for just a heartbeat—“but last night was simply too good to be soured by anything.”

“Another night in the pleasure district?” Lilian asked, looking at him with open disgust.

Bernard sighed. “I was perfectly clear about today’s priorities.”

He acts all clueless and easygoing, but he’s more thoughtful than he looks, Jessica noted, appreciating that Rickard had not made an issue of her leaving early.

“Let’s not delay any longer,” Bernard said.

The five of them gathered their things and left the growing noise of the morning guildhall behind, setting out for the dungeon as other adventurers were only just beginning to arrive.




Chapter 14

“Hhyiiii—”

The final hobgoblin’s screech did not last long. Jessica’s purple fire swallowed it whole, and by the time the flames died down, it toppled to the stone and left behind a mana crystal just like the four others from their ill-fated ambush in the wider dungeon chamber.

“She’s just showing off at this point,” Lilian said, flicking her golden hair after contributing nothing at all while Jessica dispatched the monsters with a snap of her fingers—all without destroying a single crystal this entire delve.

“No, she isn’t,” Bernard rebuked her. “She’s maintaining impeccable control, which she will need to be capable of at a moment’s notice when we come across the boulder troll.”

“Tch.” Lilian grimaced.

“With that said, Jessica,” Bernard continued, turning to the mage, “you do need to leave more monsters for the others. Everyone needs to be warmed up and ready when we find the boulder troll, not just you.”

“I know,” Jessica said. “And I am.” She flicked a glance over her shoulder.

“Haaiyaa!” Paul shouted as he swung his sword and caught a hobgoblin across the chest just as it lunged from the shadows of one of the side passages. The creature dropped with a pained cry, and Paul stepped in at once to collect its mana crystal before moving on to gather the ones Jessica had left behind.

“Whoa,” Rickard said, sounding genuinely impressed as he watched Paul work. “Has anyone else noticed Paul looks more fired up than ever today?”

“He probably made a trip to the pleasure district himself,” Lilian said, brushing the compliment aside.

You’re not even going to try to put on that kindness mask today, are you? Jessica noted.

“Focus,” Bernard told them, his voice turning stern. “We’re already deep enough that coming across a boulder troll is no longer unlikely.”

As if summoned by the warning, a heavy growl rolled in from one of the passages ahead, deep enough to make the floor tremble beneath their boots.

Here it comes.

Jessica turned toward the sound, having already grown familiar with that ugly, rock-grinding voice. And sure enough, moments later, it lumbered into view, and she was staring down the twelve-foot boulder bastard they needed to bring down without destroying or burying its precious mana crystal.

“Positions!” Bernard yelled.

That’s a laugh. Jessica smirked. Her “position” was standing dead center and looking like an appetizing little snack while the beast snorted, lowered its head, and opened its salivating jaws as if already imagining them snapping shut around her delicious body.

Sorry, Jessica “apologized” silently as she focused all her senses on the heat gathering in each of her fingers. I may be starting to enjoy the effect my body has on guys, but I’m not interested in being that kind of snack for you, you disgusting, stinking bastard.

One step, two steps, the boulder troll charged at Jessica as the rest of the adventurers slipped from its sight. Thick, slimy spit flew from its open maw as it sprinted toward the foolish female standing in place without the sense to flee in the face of such overwhelming disadvantage. The boulder troll could almost feel the adventurer’s pale flesh giving way beneath its teeth as it imagined snapping its jaws around her. It imagined the juices flowing, the terrified screams of a fool who did not know any better until the pain grew too great for her to simple prey-brain to even understand it.

The boulder troll reached with both arms for the female adventurer who still had not made so much as a last-ditch effort to flee or fight. There was a good chance the creature would turn at least half her body to mush in its grip, but with so little meat and fat on her bones, the boulder troll knew it would end up swallowing the adventurer whole either way before turning to search for the others and properly sate its hunger.

The female was within reach—

The monster was confused why its prey had so easily slipped through its fingers. It was even more confused why strange violet fire danced where those fingers had been as the female sidestepped its charging momentum. Why were both its arms engulfed in fire? Fire was supposed to burn so that it knew not to touch it before this happened. But its hide was too thick to burn. So why did it have two raging flames where its arms should have been? Why did it suddenly lose its balance and fall? Why did it have only one leg and three burning infernos instead of the other three limbs? Why did it still feel no pain even as two male adventurers closed in, aiming their blades right for its head?

The boulder troll hit the stone with a heavy final thud.

“Mission accomplished!” Jessica grinned, throwing out a peace sign toward Rickard and Bernard, who stood with their blades over the boulder troll’s lifeless remains.

“Fantastic work!” Rickard gave her a thumbs-up.

“It hardly could’ve gone any better,” Bernard said, adjusting the frames of his glasses.

With Jessica executing his plan flawlessly and achieving such precise control over her flames that she was able to incinerate the boulder troll’s tough limbs without it even feeling the pain, dealing the killing blow had been all too easy. They hadn’t even needed to bring in Paul and Lilian, who had been left as backup.

“Amazing, Jessica!” Paul beamed, both overjoyed that he hadn’t needed to risk his life against a monster far too tough for him and growing increasingly infatuated with her by the moment.

“Yes, I am,” Jessica said, letting herself bask in the earned moment. Inwardly, however, she felt the toll it had taken on her reserves to exert such tight control over fire that would have liked nothing more than to spread and rage unchecked.

“Ah, there it is!” Lilian exclaimed, her sparkling eyes fixed on the mana crystal gleaming beneath the boulder troll’s crumbling remains.

It shone a vivid emerald green, shot through with tiny veins of red and black. Yet, impure though it was, it was nothing like the dull little shards left behind by wolves and goblins. Small enough to fit in a palm, it was still worth more than everything else they had gathered that day put together. Jessica recalled glimpsing similar treasures in the hands of veteran adventurers returning to the guild, and she knew at once this was the most valuable mana crystal their party had ever claimed.

Lilian hurried toward it without so much as looking at Jessica.

But just before she reached it, another, deeper growl shook the floor.

“W-whaaa!?” Paul’s grin turned to terror.

“Seriously!?” Rickard exclaimed.

No way, Jessica thought, hurrying to regain her focus after letting it slip for even a moment.

“Everyone, form—”

Bernard’s cry was swallowed by a thundering avalanche of rock and dust that engulfed their position. By sheer luck, Jessica ended up farthest from where it hit and caught a glimpse of a second beast charging through the flying debris straight at the one who had done the most damage to its fallen kin. It was larger and nastier than the first, with black-tinted hide and tiny red eyes.

“A-A Greater Boulder Troll!!” someone shouted through the deafening chaos.

Fuck control! Jessica snapped, shifting strategies and unleashing fiery fury at the charging beast.

The beast dug into the floor and heaved its giant body out of the path of the inferno rushing toward it. Only then did Jessica realize that in abandoning precision for raw destruction so abruptly, she had ruined both. The fire barely caught its left leg, with enough force to burn away only part of its foot and a couple of toes—doing more to enrage the beast than any serious damage.

It ripped loose the section of floor it had braced against and hurled it at Jessica. With some debris the size of stones and others larger than a bull, she could do nothing but dodge until one chunk finally cracked against her head and sent her reeling while more rock flew and fell all around her, her world spinning and her ears ringing.

“—caaa!!” someone screamed, followed by fiery explosions, and Jessica thought she glimpsed Rickard trading blows with the troll. She tried to get back to her feet, but her body moved all wrong, and she simply collapsed at another crooked angle.

Remembering something, her hands moved half on instinct as she fumbled for the herbs and potions she had bought, sifting through shattered glass before finally clutching an unbroken flask. Only as she downed its contents did she notice the blood trickling from the fresh cuts on her fingers.

As the spinning eased and the ringing in her ears began to lessen, Jessica saw a frantic battle in the center of the chamber that looked more like a couple of wasps harrying an enraged beast than a proper fight. Even so, the troll was not moving nearly as fast as before. The leg she had caught in her flames earlier was now mangled far worse, and Jessica could only assume that either Rickard or Bernard had managed to exploit the wound and leave the beast crippled. Crippled, but not defeated.

Jessica tried to regain control over her powers and finish what she had started. But just as a few tiny violet sparks flickered to life at her fingertips, the troll turned its head toward her.

Shit. Jessica realized she needed to move.

The troll finally struck Rickard and smashed him into a heap of rubble where the floor used to be, then limped toward Jessica.

She tried to put some distance between them, but the moment she pushed herself up from the floor, she collapsed again. As her hearing returned, so did a strange numbness in one leg. She looked down and saw it bent at an unnatural angle, with something white and broken jutting from her flesh where nothing should have been jutting out at all.

Jessica tore her gaze away from her mutilated leg and poured everything she had left into her magic, gathering all the reserves she could muster to create a fire powerful enough to wipe the greater troll away. She had already failed once. If she failed again, it was over. Her heart raced faster as she realized how little she had left within her—and how long it was taking to pull it together.

“Lilian, heal her!!” Bernard yelled as he intercepted the troll and tried to hold it back.

“D-Did you say something?” Lilian mumbled, clutching her head as she wobbled toward Rickard.

Fucking bitch! Jessica cursed the half-elf. As someone who had just been struck in the head herself, she had no doubt that Lilian’s stagger was far too deliberate. Even wobbling, the bitch was moving exactly away from Jessica and straight toward where she had last seen Rickard. Coupled with the fact that Jessica did not see a speck of blood on the dust-covered healer—and that a healer would certainly have managed to patch herself up enough to function and do her job—there was no doubt in Jessica’s mind what Lilian intended.

At least sheer rage fed what little fire Jessica still had left within her. But when the troll slammed its fist across Bernard’s plated chest so hard that it bent the armor inward and sent blood spraying from his mouth, Jessica already knew she did not have enough time to finish fully channeling the spell before the beast closed in on her. Even if she did enough damage to make it writhe in agony and eventually burn to death, if she failed to kill it outright, it would still kill her first.

Sure, come here, you ugly bastard, Jessica taunted it inwardly, unwilling to waste even a speck of energy on saying the words aloud. She resolved to keep gathering what little remained of her power until the final moment. If the monster killed her, she would drag it into fiery hell with her.

It came to Jessica with sudden clarity that ever since that fateful encounter with the flesh fiend, she had been living a second life beyond the one originally meant for Jessie. And in these last few days, she had lived more than Jessie had in his entire twenty-five years.

Still, she had so much more to do. So many adventures left. So many guys to fuck. I’m not done yet!! Jessica swore as she poured her will to live itself into the fire gathering in her hands.

“Jessicaaa!!!” Paul screamed at the top of his lungs as he leapt at the giant beast’s head with his sword in one hand and his magic light orb in the other.

“Ghrrha—”

The greater boulder troll turned toward him with the same irritation a man might spare a fly that refused to stop buzzing around his face—just as Paul drove his sword into one crimson eye and smashed the light orb against the other.

The agonized howl the beast unleashed was rivaled only by the dying screeches of the troll they had buried all those days ago. The chamber shook as if it might collapse beneath the sheer force of the sound.

Before Paul could even try to flee, the monster snatched him by the legs and slammed him into the wall so hard it was a miracle his head did not take the full impact and burst like a watermelon. Paul let out a broken gasp as his sword fell from his grip. And when the monster let go of what remained of his legs, he dropped to the floor, crumpled and useless, while the troll raised its mangled foot to crush him where he lay.

“HEY!!” Jessica shouted as loud as she could. “You ugly piece of shit, did you forget about me!?”

With Paul’s sword still thrust through one eye, the troll turned its head toward Jessica and froze. For a moment, it looked as though it had indeed forgotten about her. Then its gaze shifted to the flames raging in her hands. It growled. It charged. Jessica waited just long enough for it to put a little more distance between itself and Paul—just one more second to drive her fire further past the edge—before she unleashed violet hell upon the beast, fed by the precious seconds Paul had bought her.

The greater boulder troll let out a defiant howl as it tore into the floor and hurled more rock at Jessica and her fire. But not a single pebble reached her. Her wall of fire swallowed the rocks and the monster whole, leaving not so much as a speck of ash behind.

“Ghhaaaanh!” Jessica groaned, sweat pouring from her as she curled around the pain and forced herself even further past her limits. Taking everything she had learned about control and finesse, she gave one final desperate push and drove her violet inferno up across the ceiling, spreading it overhead so none of her party would be caught in its destructive path.

“H-haah…” Jessica let out pained gasps as her arms fell powerless at her sides. Her vision started to darken. She nearly passed out right there. But a faint groan from Paul snapped her back to the present just enough to keep her conscious. Even after all that, she couldn’t allow herself to be done.

Unable to walk, Jessica crawled toward Paul’s body, which showed only the faintest signs of life. She had crippled the first troll. With her last slivers of power, she had erased the greater one from existence. She had every right to rest and fight for her own life. But she simply couldn’t. Something inside her refused. It told her to move. She was not worse off than Paul—she could still move. And she owed him her life.

Hang on a little longer, Jessica told both Paul and herself as her body protested every painful little movement. She had no right to stop. Paul might not have even come if not for her. She had told him it would be fine. She had told him to trust her. She had gotten him excited for this day.

The closer she got to him, the better she saw the horrible state his body was in. As the thick dust started to settle, Lilian was still nowhere to be seen. The moment Jessica reached Paul, she grabbed her pack and dumped its contents onto the floor, then searched through broken glass and tiny wrapped bundles for a flask that had survived intact.

“There,” she rasped, uncorked it, and poured it into Paul’s mouth. Before he had even swallowed, she tore open the wrapping on the healing herbs she had bought and pressed them against his wounds. The only problem was that with all the blood flowing everywhere, she could barely tell where one wound ended and another began. Even though Jessica had bought plenty for herself, expecting Lilian to ignore her if it came to that, she had not expected something like this.

“You’ve got to massage his neck if you want him to swallow in his condition,” Bernard said, struggling to speak clearly as he dropped to his knees on Paul’s other side and did exactly that. Then he pulled out one of his own potions, parted Paul’s lips, and trickled it into his mouth a little at a time before taking a rough blue stone from his pocket, barely larger than a walnut.

“A teleportation stone?” Jessica gasped as Bernard hurriedly pressed it into Paul’s hand, activated it, and closed Paul’s fingers tightly around it. Bright blue light leaked through the cracks of his fist before swallowing him whole. When the light faded, Paul was gone with it.

“It’s bound to the Healer’s Hall,” Bernard said before slumping against the wall himself with pained coughs. He reached into his pack, passed one healing potion to Jessica, and drank another himself.

Jessica tried to open the flask, but it slipped from her trembling fingers, and she slumped to the floor beside it as the last scraps of strength drained from her body. Suddenly, she could only wonder what power had driven her earlier, because now there was nothing left at all. She did not even have the strength to reach for the potion lying right in front of her face. Bernard reached toward it when—

“Bernard!” Lilian’s worried cry rang through the chamber as she rushed to him with wide eyes and bouncing cleavage. Going out of her way not to spare Jessica so much as a glance, she dropped to her knees between them just before Bernard could reach the potion.

“Oh, you poor thing—hold still, I’ll take care of everything,” she cooed, tears bright in her eyes as she pressed both hands to his chest, where the armor had been bent inward, and poured healing magic into him. From where Jessica lay, all she could see was the full ass pointed straight at her face beneath that short fluttering skirt, and the tiny pink thong nearly swallowed between those cheeks.

“How about you spare some healing for Jessica before she bleeds out?” Rickard said as he limped toward them, leaning on his axe. There was very little in the glare he fixed on Lilian to make it sound like a suggestion.

“Ah?” Lilian gasped and looked over her shoulder. “Oh, sorry, I didn’t notice you behind the rubble!” she exclaimed as she turned back and finally began channeling healing into Jessica’s leg.

The brief warmth was followed by a fresh wave of pain as sensation returned to Jessica’s leg, and she winced hard.

“If it hurts, that means it’s working,” Lilian said, taking her sweet time and dragging the healing out just enough to keep Jessica in that state.

“Here,” Rickard said after kneeling beside them and lifting the dropped healing potion to Jessica’s lips.

As soon as she drank it, she felt more relief from the potion than she did from Lilian’s spell.

“There, all better,” Lilian said once her magic finally stopped feeding fresh pain through Jessica’s regenerating nerves. Then she turned back to Bernard.

But for all the pleasure Lilian might have taken in Jessica’s pain, when Jessica looked at her leg, there were no longer any bones sticking out where they shouldn’t be, and she could even move it and sit upright under her own strength.

“You did great,” Rickard told her, and from the look in his eyes, Jessica half-expected a kiss right there. But considering they were both caked in dust, sweat, and blood, it was probably for the best that he didn’t—or at least that was what she told herself when he pulled her into a gentle, warm hug.

“Let’s grab that mana crystal and get out of here,” Bernard said once they were all able to stand on their own two feet.

“You wouldn’t happen to have more of those teleportation stones?” Rickard asked while they searched through the rubble where the first troll’s mana crystal should have been.

Bernard shook his head. “I bought one for just such emergencies, but five of them would have cost a fortune.”

“Paul will have to work for months to pay you back from his share,” Lilian said while she casually looked around.

“If it wasn’t for him, I wouldn’t have been able to finish off that greater bastard,” Jessica said. “I think he earned it. Let’s just hurry and check on how he’s doing back in the city.”

“Agreed,” Bernard said, reaching to adjust his glasses out of habit before remembering they were buried somewhere on this floor.

However, missing glasses soon became the least of their worries. No matter where—or how hard—they looked, they could not find the first troll’s crystal.

“It should’ve been right here!” Rickard’s voice rose in frustration as he hurled rocks aside and dug through the rubble. “I remember that thing slamming me into the floor right next to it!”

“But it’s so small we might never find it in all this mess,” Lilian sighed. “And if we stay here too long, we might attract more monsters. I only have enough mana left for a few emergency heals, and the rest of you are spent too.”

“So what, you’re saying we should just abandon the loot we almost died for!?” Rickard snapped.

“Better than dying while searching for something that can’t be found,” Lilian shot back. “We can always kill another troll another day.”

“Tch. All that effort for nothing,” Rickard grumbled, though he kept digging.

“You’re awfully quick to give up,” Jessica said, studying Lilian.

“Who asked for your opinion?” Lilian fired back. “If you want to stay here digging until monsters swarm you, be my guest.”

“Why are you so sure we won’t find it?” Jessica asked.

Bernard stopped searching and turned toward them.

“I never said we wouldn’t find it,” Lilian said. “I said we might get killed before we do.”

“It shouldn’t be that hard to find,” Jessica said, circling Lilian as she moved toward where Rickard was digging. “After all, it was right where the three of you were standing when that greater bastard attacked. You should remember best, since you couldn’t keep your eyes off it.”

Rickard stopped digging too and looked up at Lilian.

“W-What are you suggesting?” Lilian asked. “That I took it? You lying cunt! At least make your lies believable! As if nobody would’ve seen me take it! Or do you think I had time to grab it while I was trying not to get buried alive?”

“I’m not saying you took it then,” Jessica said, giving a small shake of her head. “After all—Rickard remembers it was still here when the troll pinned him.”

“Hey…” Rickard’s expression shifted as he caught on to where this was going—and, from the look of him, he did not like it one bit.

“T-This is ridiculous!” Lilian snorted. “And this is how you repay me after I healed you? I’m done listening to these baseless accusations!”

Just as she turned to leave, Bernard caught her by the arm.

“Bernard!?” she gasped. “L-Let go! Bernard, that hurts!”

But while she protested and struggled to wrench herself free, Bernard ignored every word and frisked her with cold efficiency.

“Satisfied?” she asked when the search turned up nothing. “If you wanted it that badly, you could’ve just said so. But after this I’m not sure I’ll be in the mood today—HEY!!”

Bernard plunged his hand between the heavy swells of her bosom, and when he drew it back out, the green mana crystal was glinting in his fingers.

“Seriously!?” Rickard exclaimed, jumping to his feet. “Lilian, the fuck!?”

“That’s why she hurried to heal you first, Rickard,” Jessica said. “She used the opportunity to grab the mana crystal for herself. She meant to run.”

Bernard let Lilian go with a look of pure disgust.

“Wait, but then why didn’t she run?” Rickard asked. “She stuck around to heal us. Without her, there’s a good chance most of us would’ve died before reaching the surface. We certainly wouldn’t have had time to search for the crystal and would’ve just assumed it was lost.”

“Why settle for one expensive mana crystal when you can keep it for yourself and hold on to your cushy meal ticket, right, Lilian?” Jessica said, while Lilian’s face contorted in all sorts of unpleasant ways as she scrambled and failed to come up with an excuse.

“More than that, it would be a pretty nasty mark on the reputation of any healer to be the only one from her party to return alive,” Bernard said as he pocketed the crystal. “And the calculation got worse for her the moment I teleported Paul straight back to the city. Now there was a witness who could tell everyone exactly what happened and ruin whatever story she might have tried to invent.”

“B-Bernard,” Lilian mumbled as she shuffled toward him with a pleading look and tears in her eyes. “P-Please, I—”

With a loud smack, Bernard backhanded her across the face and sent her sprawling to the floor.

“Get out of my sight.” Bernard glared down at her, and Jessica saw just how frightening he could be.

Lilian did not move. She only curled up on the floor and started crying.

For a moment, Jessica almost felt bad for her.

“Let’s go, before her theatrics attract more monsters,” Bernard said, turning toward the path they had come through.

“W-Wait!!” Lilian cried, crawling after him. Tears and snot ran down her face as she clung to his ankles and begged, “Don’t leave me! Please! I’ll do anything!”

Bernard shook her off.

“R-Rickard!” Lilian scrambled toward him. “You’ve always taken care of us! You have such a good heart, even if you don’t let it show. Even when I was with Bernard, I struggled to fight my feelings for you—”

“What a joke!” Rickard looked at her with disgust. “Did those feelings involve offering ‘freebie’ blowjobs with promises of more for the right gifts? Get off me!”

“You don’t understand,” she said, still clutching at him desperately. “It was in case Bernard caught us. I never would’ve even suggested it if I didn’t want to be with you!”

“We… should probably escort her back,” Jessica said reluctantly.

“Ah, Jessica!” Lilian lit up and scrambled to her feet, turning to her as though Jessica were an angel. “I always knew you were a good girl at heart—”

“Save it,” Jessica cut her off. “Just like a healer’s reputation, Bernard’s spotless record would be stained by a death in his party... even if it’s someone like you.”

“Gh—” Lilian’s face twisted again as the need to be saved warred with her hatred.

“You don’t want anyone to die after all,” Rickard said, looking at Jessica. “To go so far as to give your last health potion to Paul—”

“I wouldn’t do the same for her,” Jessica cut in. Having already proposed keeping Lilian alive, she at least indulged herself by denying her in words.

“Let’s just get out of here,” Bernard said.

“After you,” Jessica said, gesturing for Lilian to move first, unwilling to turn her back on their now former healer.

With a face pulled in too many directions at once, Lilian got to her feet and followed Bernard and Rickard. However, they tolerated her presence only until they were out of the dungeon.

“Don’t follow us or walk anywhere near us,” Rickard told her. “I don’t want to breathe the same air as you.”

“B-But we’re both going in the same direction!” Lilian argued.

“Walk around, then,” Bernard said. “Or sit here and wait. If I see you—or even feel your presence—I’ll make sure everyone in the city knows what you did.”

“Hn—!?” Lilian choked on the threat and froze in place.

“Honestly, we should inform the guild anyway,” Rickard told Bernard after they had gone far enough that not even a pure-blooded elf could have overheard him. “Who knows when she might try something like this again?”

“Obviously,” Bernard said, reaching once more to adjust his glasses, only to stop again when he remembered they were gone.

“Guess that means we’ll have to find a new healer,” Rickard said, his tone and posture loosening with every step they took toward the city, slipping back toward his usual easygoing self. “Relying on herbs and potions is way too expensive. And they don’t work as well.”

“We’ll find one,” Bernard said.

“Even though all the good healers are already taken?” Rickard asked.

“If all else fails, we can just help train up an inexperienced one,” Bernard said.

Rickard grinned.

Something stirred inside Jessica at the word train. She blushed and tried to ignore it.




Chapter 15

“Hey! Still alive?” Rickard called to Paul as they walked up to his bed in one of the rooms in the Healer’s Hall.

“Keep your voice down!” one of the attendants scolded him.

“Sorry, sorry,” Rickard said with a grin.

“You guys...” Paul managed a weak but earnest smile. “Apparently I have to stay here for a couple of days. But if it weren’t for you... You even used a teleportation stone on me. Thank you—ughn!” He grimaced from the effort of moving even a little.

“Rest,” Bernard said. “I’m not taking anyone back into the dungeon who’s in pain just from talking.”

“B-Back...?” Paul muttered.

“Of course,” Bernard said. “I’d rather have someone who’s gone through hell and survived than some overconfident rookie. Come back when you’re fit again.”

“See you soon—eh?” Rickard was just about to clap Paul encouragingly on the shoulder when Bernard caught his hand and pulled it away.

“Recover quickly,” Jessica said, then leaned in close enough to whisper, “unfortunately, you’re too weak right now for me to show my gratitude. So recover quickly, and... save up.”

Jessica licked her lips as she watched Paul stare helplessly down the cleavage she had so kindly brought within reach of his eyes.

“I, I will...” Paul stammered, blushing red, then winced again from pain as something stirred between his legs.

“See you soon,” Jessica said with a smile, waving as she turned to catch up with the others and savoring the way Paul’s gaze lingered on her ass.

But as fun as it was to tease Paul, once the three of them had seen to their lingering injuries in the Healer’s Hall, Jessica had urges of her own to deal with. And she eyed Bernard for the job.

Since it’s partly because of me that he no longer has someone to keep him satisfied, I guess I’ll just have to make it up to him as an apology, she reasoned as she approached Bernard with a smile while he stood alone buying new glasses, which the Healer’s Hall surprisingly also sold.

“Hey, so... since we’re done here, are you in the mood to let off some steam after all that?” she asked, giving him the suggestive look from beneath her lashes that she was starting to get pretty good at.

“We still need to get back to the guild,” Bernard reminded her, one hand briefly settling over the mana crystal in his bag.

“That can wait~,” Jessica said in a playful voice, already tugging him toward the exit.

“Hey, you two going somewhere?” Rickard asked as he came around the corner, startling her.

“E-Erm, yes,” Jessica stammered, scrambling to think up some way to get herself and Bernard somewhere private without raising suspicion. “I... I mean, we...”

“We were thinking of stopping by your place before going to the guild,” Bernard said as he put on his new glasses.

“E-eeeeh!?” Jessica gasped, turning to him in shock. “Well, his place is on the way... We could drop off our gear there, before—”

She cut off her pathetic excuses the moment she caught Bernard’s sharp glare. She understood exactly what he meant.

“You sure you’re both fine with my place?” Rickard asked. “Obviously, I won’t be just sitting in a chair in the corner—”

“Extremely sure,” Bernard said, already fucking Jessica with his glare alone.

“I... I...”

“Did you really delude yourself, even for a moment, into thinking I didn’t know what you did with Rickard?” Bernard asked while Jessica already felt herself leaking beneath his gaze.

“I… I…” Jessica choked on words while, in her thoughts, she already choked on his cock.

“Which part did you think was subtle?” he asked. “The part where you both ‘snuck off’ to the tavern’s VIP washroom? Or when you did it again in the guild’s washroom while we traded in our loot? Or the looks you gave each other this morning after ‘last night’?”

Jessica swallowed hard—then a grin spread across her lips as she realized this made things even more convenient...

“Aaaahn, such wonderful cocks!” Jessica rasped when, minutes later, she was already on her knees before Bernard and Rickard in Rickard’s room. “And I get two of them at the same time?”

The sheer excitement of smearing her own spit across her face with their shafts made it impossible for Jessica to keep her thoughts to herself as she took turns licking, sucking, and stroking them. She’d already taken Rickard’s cock down her throat and held it there to show Bernard how far she’d come, but she still held back from taking Bernard just as deep.

Even before they stepped through the door, Jessica had already decided there was only one right moment to take that final step with Bernard if she had both their cocks to play with. And as her eyes watered and her body jolted while she held Rickard in her throat for the tenth second and counting, looking up at him in a way that made it painfully obvious where she wanted his curved cock next, Rickard smirked, grabbed the back of her head, and pushed her face harder into his groin.

“She really is completely see-through,” he said as he bobbed Jessica’s head and fucked her throat a little before easing to fulfill her choked request.

“Indeed,” Bernard said, adjusting his glasses. He had seen through her desires just as easily.

“Can’t be helped,” Rickard said as he pulled back and let Jessica gasp harshly for air while thick spit bubbled at her lips and trailed down her chin. “She was the one who defeated those ridiculous beasts. She has earned a proper reward.”

“Yes,” Bernard agreed. “We should reward her accordingly.”

“Ahhh~” Jessica let out an elated gasp as she looked up at Rickard lovingly, even as she still fought to fill her lungs. Just hearing them say such lovely words made her heart flutter and her pussy ache with the need to feel them both inside her at once. And Rickard moved around her to fulfill that needy wish.

For a moment, Jessica had already started rising to offer her hips for his cock. But she stopped herself just in time and focused her attention on Bernard’s cock instead. After all—rewarding her accordingly had to involve taking her hips forcefully without her even offering them.

She did her best to hold herself back for those few extra seconds, even as her body burned with need for Rickard’s unique shape. And to appease her body while she waited, Jessica shifted all her focus to the cock that had changed her life forever.

“Haah~!” Jessica purred and shivered as she let Bernard’s cock rest on her face, basking beneath its glorious weight. Her first cock. The cock that introduced her to the true pleasures of the world. The first cock to cum inside her pussy. The first cock to come down her throat. The cock that addicted her to the scent and taste of cum. The cock that fucked her into womanhood. The cock that taught her how to be a proper woman.

“Aaah~!” Jessica opened wide and let her tongue fall, showing off just how well she’d trained her mouth with Rickard. She made sure to let plenty of thick spit roll down to the tip of her tongue, of course—a glossy promise that she had more than enough natural female lube to take Bernard deep into the darkness at the back of her throat.

She held that debauched expression with her slutty gaze fixed solely on Bernard’s cock. And only after earning that slight throb of approval did she move forward and, keeping her jaw stretched wide and her tongue still hanging out, swallow the tip of the cock that had conquered her.

“Hhloo~!” Jessica moved along the length of the cock she belonged to until she felt the thick, swollen tip press against the back of her throat. She held it there, wrapped her lips tight around Bernard’s shaft, and let her tongue dance along its base just as Rickard yanked her hips high.

“Hhnya-hn!” Jessica trembled, the light jolt massaging Bernard’s cock while she held it exactly as it was, not letting it slip even half an inch forward or back. The finesse and control Bernard had taught her—she now put it all to use to pay him back tenfold in the only way a female adventurer could repay her benevolent teacher.

The only reason she wasn’t already gagging herself stupid on Bernard’s cock was that her trembling, wet pussy was still waiting for that other part of her reward for today’s performance.

Jessica was deeply grateful to Rickard for reading her so clearly. Truly, the two of them were perfectly in sync when it came to satisfying needs like these after a dungeon run. If there was such a thing as soulmates, Jessica had no doubt she had found herself exactly where she belonged—between her two soulmates, with one’s cock already in her mouth and the other’s steadily approaching her pussy after pulling her drenched panties aside.

Hurry! Jessica begged silently, barely restraining herself from finally taking Bernard’s thick cock down her throat the way she had dreamed of ever since he first blessed her lips with it. She did all she could to lick and suck while she waited for Rickard to thrust inside her, but she knew Bernard’s patience was not infinite. Even though it was Rickard who had not yet entered her, if Bernard had to wait too long, it would still be Jessica’s fault, and she knew it. It would mean her pussy had not done a good enough job of enticing a man to fuck her the moment she presented it.

But luckily, her pussy was good enough.

“MMhhm!!” Jessica jolted when Rickard’s shape pressed against her hot, wet pussy lips. They parted effortlessly beneath the lightest push of hard cock. And the moment Rickard’s fingers sank roughly into her hips, Jessica knew the moment had come. She drew one swift, desperate breath through her nose, and—

Rickard thrust his entire curved length into Jessica, and with the force of that womb-pounding thrust, she drove herself onto Bernard’s thick cock and swallowed hard, taking him down her throat.

“Ghlhohhkkkhhhh~!!” Jessica climaxed the very instant her brain registered two cocks fully stuffing her throat and cunt, pinning her in place from both ends. All she could do was choke and tremble, moaning through her stuffed throat as waves of ecstasy crashed through her, her pussy clamping around Rickard’s length as it slammed against her receiving womb, already trembling for more of his cum.

Cum!!!

Jessica’s thoughts were reduced to those three letters as her eyes rolled back and tears of joy ran down her pleasure-contorted face. She came. She wanted to come more. She wanted their cum inside her. She wanted them both to flood her body with cum while they fucked her stupid. And hearing that gurgling wish, both men gave her exactly that.

Bernard grabbed her face. Rickard tightened his grip on her trembling hips, they both pulled back—and then thrust in unison from both ends into her clamping holes.

The maddening stuffing Jessica received was everything she could’ve possibly hoped for. The combination of Bernard’s thick girth bulging out her delicate throat past any conceivable limit in rhythmic unison with the precise, angled assault of Rickard’s length hitting every pleasure spot across her pussy all the way to her womb that already cried to be flooded with his seed while his bulge stretched out her lower belly, was nothing short of heavenly.

Jessica could hardly believe how blessed she was as one body-spasming orgasm rolled through her after another, each one numbing her mind to pleasure-addled mush while both men rewarded their mage for her excellent performance in the dungeon.

Jessica could only hope and pray that every dungeon delve would end so wonderfully. She would gladly go adventuring every day. She would sleep in the dungeon if she had to. She would suck them dry there if they let her.

Ah, but they still needed a new healer, Jessica remembered. Bernard had mentioned something about training up an inexperienced one. A string of gurgling laughs slipped from her as she imagined what kind of training might await that new healer.

From the bottom of her heart, she hoped they would choose a healer who still needed training. She wondered whether they’d let her assist in that healer’s training. She had so many lessons to share. And she knew she would enjoy those lessons every bit as much as their new healer would.

***

Afterword

Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed this story.

Join my Discord community to chat!

https://discord.gg/SbZe2qv

More gender change adventure books

Yuuji Everyleaf author page
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Healer Girl: Male to Female Gender Transformation

They wanted a girlfriend. They needed a healer. They got both.

Alex never stood out—not as a fighter, not as a man, and certainly not as someone destiny had anything planned for.

So when his struggling party finds a healer’s staff deep in a forgotten dungeon, Alex makes a desperate choice. He respecializes—giving up the sword, the front line, and everything he was taught a man was supposed to be.

At first, it’s just mechanics. Staying back. Supporting others. Channeling gentler magic through a staff that fits his hands a little too well.

Then the magic starts changing him.

His aura softens. His voice lightens. Healing feels warm… pleasant… addictive. And the more he leans into the role, the more natural it becomes.

Because this isn’t about becoming stronger.

Or braver.

Or earning respect the hard way.

It’s about becoming a good healer girl.

[image: ]Gender Bender Futa Dungeon: Slime Surprise

Failing as an adventurer and drowning in debts, Sam was driven to desperation when he received a mysterious summon to a dungeon he had never heard of that promised a solution to all his problems.

"Gender-bending potions? Giant drooling flowers with big mouths and long, slippery tongues? Clingy, tingly, morphing slimes? What sort of a perverted dungeon is this?"
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