

    
      
          
            
  
Cast of Characters


	Annika Kessler
	Master of the Berg’s Keep Whores Guild; tried to keep Ariel out of the guild because she was immortal; eventually grew to accept her, and after her initiation, is Ariel’s official trainer.



	Ariel
	First immortal initiated into the Whores Guild; played by David.



	Bruce Craggs
	Master whore; head trainer for Ariel’s class.



	David
	Ariel’s player; experienced gamer.



	Florence Esslinger
	Artisan whore and one of the trainers in charge of Ariel’s class.



	Fyrefang3
	Immortal; lover of Lathandré; fan of Ariel.



	Gloria Greenway
	Weaver’s daughter; withdrew from Ariel’s class when she realized what was involved.



	Goody Brown
	Hulda’s mother; retired from the Whores Guild; Ariel’s confidant.



	Hulda Brown
	Ariel’s lover and confidant; works at the Roasted Pig.



	Jonathan
	Presumably a master whore, although never acknowledged as such; strong mage in charge of initiations; works membership desk at the guild.



	Lathandré
	Ephemeral girlfriend of Fyrefang3.



	Marvin Strawski (Marv)
	Ariel’s marketing representative at Phoenix Rising; junior member of the marketing team highly motivated by the Ariel account.



	Nathan Ledford
	Artisan mage and member of Ariel’s trainee class; Ariel’s sentinel at her initiation.



	Nora Smith
	Artisan smith and outspoken member of Ariel’s trainee class; big and strong, inaccurately perceived as stupid.



	Princess Aubrielle Berman
	Princess second in line for Berg’s Keep,  fifth in line for the Throne in the Hills; trainee in Ariel’s class; humiliated by the idea of taking commoners as clients.



	Samantha Oliver
	Orphan; member of Ariel’s trainee class; hopes the Whores Guild will give her an opportunity to better her station.



	Susan Lawler
	Member of Ariel’s trainee class; comes from a long-line of whores who own Lawler Inn.



	Xavier Coggins
	Merchant’s son; member of Ariel’s trainee class; angry about how immortals are disrupting the world.








            

          

      

      

    

  

    
      
          
            
  
Chapter 1

Ariel drifted on the high of her accomplishment, not yet ready to move, not ready for the next step.
She had done it!
Ariel was the first player—the first immortal as the game called them—to be initiated into the Whores Guild.
And if someone asked her player, David, to rank his all time gaming accomplishments, playing Ariel and getting her into the guild would be at the top.
David was not an inexperienced player.  He  had played warriors three times Ariel’s level.  Sure the thrill of  organizing large raids, and organizing a party strong enough to approach the city-level quests had been amazing.
But that was just a game.
Ariel touched his life in ways no previous gaming had.
Her quests were about desires and emotions and they affected Ariel and David as much as the people she helped.

She smiled thinking back to her first quest—-well before she admitted
to herself she wanted to be a Whore.  She had hired the tavern wench Hulda Brown to
see what Phoenix Rising’s adult content was all about.
Hiring a whore hadn’t felt tawdry.  Instead, Hulda helped Ariel feel confident.  She showed Ariel she didn’t need to feel shame about any of her fantasies.

Of course getting Hulda to actually help her fulfill her fantasy had
been an entirely different matter.  It became a quest to see how far
Ariel was willing to push herself: what would she do to make fantasy a
reality?  Oh, she got to explore her cream pie fetish all right.
Along the way she overcame the fear of asking for what she wanted.  By
the time Hulda was done with her, she was no longer that timid girl
who had barely managed to squeak out her desire to hire a whore.
No one could ever take away that feeling of joy, her reward for facing down her inner doubts and trying something new.

Whores in Phoenix Rising were nothing like prostitutes in the
immortal world.  The emotional connection they had to their clients
was as important as any sexual connection they might have.  Whores helped their clients grow emotionally.
Ariel had realized she wanted to do that work; she wanted to be a Whore like Hulda.

She had made a complete fool of herself.  Everyone greeted the idea of an immortal playing a Whore with skepticism.
Rather than figuring out why, she had taken her case directly to the group of AIs that had created the world of Phoenix Rising using their spare capacity.
Eventually, they gave her permission to try.
Only  then did she figure out the dirty Secret of the Whores Guild’s creation.
Phoenix Rising promised immortals could explore any aspect of the world, no matter how unsavory.
The ephemeral NPCs had banded together to  form a Whores Guild so they could choose under what terms they offered their bodies—so they had the power to say no to a world of immortal players with no concern for the ephemerals.

What a naive little prick she had been  barging in demanding to be able to join the whores club because she was an immortal and immortals ought to be able to do anything.  Rather than greeting her with the derision she deserved, the whores decided that if she were willing to face some of the vulnerability they did, she could give it a try.
After intense weeks of training, she had finally succeeded: she was initiated into the Whores Guild, its magic written into the soul of her character.
David’s life had been shaken too.
It wasn’t just that her play had gone viral and he was making enough money that he could play full-time.  Constantly, he found himself affected by what Ariel did.  The AIs had warned that while players might be isolated from the physical challenges they faced, they experienced everything that happened to their characters.  Yes, shaken was a good word for that: rewarding but never easy.



Artisan Florence Eslinger met Ariel when she emerged from the mage’s workroom where she was initiated.
“How are you feeling after your initiation?” she asked.

“I can’t believe I finally did it.  Thank you for believing in me.”

“You earned it.  A lot of people find initiation a harrowing experience though.”

“I can see why: that’s crazy powerful magic.  I had no control at all.  But Nathan was a good sentinel and Jonathan was considerate, so I am doing fine.”
Nathan had been a natural choice for Ariel as her sentinel, responsible for her emotional and magical safety during the initiation.  He was only another trainee, but he had already reached artisan rank as a fire mage.

Florence smiled.  “If you are up for it, we have a bit of a celebration planned.”

“Of course!”
Ariel understood why an ephemeral might need some time to regroup after an experience that intense.  As an immortal, she had some distance, and after completing a quest like that she was definitely going to celebrate.

“Do you want to invite the guild master?” Florence asked.

Ariel had to consider.  Master Kessler and Ariel had gotten off to a bad start.  The guild master was the one most affected by her naive entrance into the guild.
But recently, Master Kessler had been making an effort to work with Ariel.  She was going to be Ariel’s trainer going forward, so it was time for Ariel to reciprocate.
“I think that’s a good idea,” Ariel said.

Florence led Ariel and Nathan Ledford through the back halls of the guild hall.

Eventually, she turned into the working corridors  of one of the brothel areas.
“And through here”—she opened an ornate door—”is the formal dining room of First Front.”
It was opulent.  Three chandeliers would cast light from above at night.  At this time of day, sun streamed through stained glass windows at the front.

But before Ariel could take in the full room, her attention was drawn by a table of familiar faces.
Her entire whore training class was there with the exception of Xavier Coggins.  Given his discomfort with immortals, Ariel understood why he had not attended.

Princess Aubrielle Berman swept toward Ariel.
“They said I shouldn’t expect too much from you after your initiation.  But I knew that if anyone could come through an initiation ready for a party, it would be you.”  The princess’s voice fell, “although I made sure we were ready to help you out if you needed someone to talk to or a shoulder to cry on.”

“You put this all together?” Ariel asked as she looked around the room.
Master Kessler had joined her classmates.

“Yes, after all you have done for me, I wanted to thank you.”

“When did you have time?”  Ariel realized there was only one option.  “After we got together in the training brothel the other day?”

Aubrielle nodded.
“I was so happy.  It’s more than just what we did.  As a Whore it’s so different than the rest of my life: less politics, for one thing.

“Here I am judged on how good I am in bed, and on how well I take care of my friends—-” she paused.  “It’s true. you are all my friends, not because you want something from me, but because of what we did together during training and how we’ve helped each other.”  Her smile filled her face.  “So I wanted to celebrate with you, and take care of you if that were necessary.”

Ariel hugged Aubrielle.  “Thank you.”

A waiter in a charcoal jacket and matching pants arrived to escort Ariel over to the table.  He seated the princess and then Ariel.
Other staff assisted the other guests.

Samantha Oliver sat at one end of the table. Samantha had come a long way from the barefoot orphan at that first training class.
She was dressed in a corset and bodice under a tight-fitting gown.
Susan Lawler sat between Samantha and Nora Smith.

Ariel was surprised there was an empty chair.  The setting was fancy enough she expected that every place would have been accounted.
Then she saw a waiter escorting Hulda Brown toward the group.

Ariel stood to hug her friend.  “Hulda!  I’m so happy you are here.”
Hulda took her seat next to Ariel.  “Ya right fine after initiation?”

Ariel smiled.  “Yes.”

“Ah, good, an I see ya had a right lusty time.”
Ariel had forgotten Hulda would be able to tell.  She was humiliated, and all the initiates plus the princess could tell.  She reacted to their reaction, and that only made things worse.

Nora could tell something was going on, but not what.  Direct as she was, she asked.  Ariel blushed bright red and began to stammer.  Florence took pity and explained.
“Ariel just came back from initiation.  As you can imagine, Whorecraft that powerful is sexually intense.  Those of us around the table with Smell of Sex can’t help but notice.  Hulda’s reaction made Ariel acutely aware of that.”

“If I had thought it through, I would have asked to bathe before joining you.”
Bathing was more common in Phoenix Rising than it had been historically, but by no means common.  Most immortals didn’t need to think about that: the game had a wide variety of realism settings, and unless your lover literally had just come out of a battle, covered in blood and viscera, most immortals would not  notice the smell.
However when the AIs permitted Ariel to play Whore, they decided the class would require many of the realism settings to be locked at high levels.
Given her cream pie fetish, actually smelling her lovers hadn’t bothered Ariel much.  Then she got the skill Smell of Sex.  Smells were more intense even at her current level.  At higher levels, her nose might be as sensitive as a bloodhound.
But she wouldn’t mind because the skill turned all those animal smells—even the ones that might have otherwise been too intense—into things that stoked her lust.
Sometimes, like now, Smell of Sex made her too horny.
That was a small price to pay  to avoid having the realism of the world get in the way.
Of course she hadn’t actually gotten the skill for that reason.
Many of the high level whores had made it clear they could tell who she had slept with recently, even when they weren’t around.
When the skill became available to her, she jumped ath the chance.
It would be fun, and incredibly useful if she became involved in political intrigue.

The guild master chuckled.  “You have nothing to worry about, Ariel.  We’ve all been there.  I’d tell you to relax, but with your proclivities and skills, it’s probably more accurate to suggest that you squirm and enjoy it.  No one will fault you especially at your initiation.”
Ariel turned the conversation away from her humiliation.
“Hulda, it is wonderful that you are here, but how did you get away at lunch rush?”
The Roasted Pig, the Browns’ tavern needed the entire family at lunch.

“We got friends who will help out, we give em notice.  But that ain’t what’s happening.

“Her highness came by  last night to invite me personal like.  Ya should have seen the stir that caused with ma and the goodman.  She told me she’d have it all taken care of an I ain’t gotta worry.

“An just like her highness said, it’s taken care of right well.  This palace servant arrives an hour ago to take my shift.  He listens all proper as we explain how it’s done, an picks up quick like he’s been workin small inns all his life.  Ya wouldn’t believe it.”

“Aubrielle, helping Hulda get here really means a lot.  I’m impressed that you handled all the little details.”

The princess blushed.  “You have Samantha to thank for most of that.  I asked her what I was forgetting and she reminded me that the Browns would need someone to help out if Hulda was not going to be there.”

Ariel was impressed.  The princess had come a long way since the start of her training.  That first day when everyone had to talk about their challenges being a whore, she had talked about how she looked down on commoners.
Now, thanks in large part to work Ariel had done, she was asking her fellow trainees for advice, regardless of class.
That was another quest where sex work led to improvements in the rest of someone’s life.  Ariel imagined that by the time the princess was comfortable throwing herself at a common farmer, dirt still on his boots from the field, stooping to asking for advice wasn’t hard at all.
She was apparently responsible for both: she had been there egging the princess on with the farmer, and Aubrielle’s desire to take care of Ariel was enough to overcome any hesitation working with an orphan like Samantha.

“I needed to ask someone,” Aubrielle said, “and after yesterday it felt natural to ask her.”

“What happened yesterday?”

“That is not my story to tell.”

“Ah, ya can if ya likes,” Samantha said.

“I think it is your story to start.”

Samantha was nervous.  “Jonathan said I gotta have someone to help me out for my initiation.  Didn’t right know who.  The leaders at the creche were more like my ma; ain’t gonna do that with them.  An the other orphans, nay not sure I’m like to take them as clients, even if their money were good, which o’course it’s not like to be.

“Then I thought of her highness: how she help me out telling me what to call her, how she’s been workin so hard at getting comfortable.  An Ariel, ya’s wonderful, but I reckon her highness’s got a better handle on powerful magic than ya do.”

Nathan grinned.  “You would be right about that, Goody Oliver.”

“Aubrielle, you agreed to be Samantha’s sentinel?” Ariel asked.

“Master Craggs agreed to send a message to the keep; it found me there.  I was in yet another meeting about  the gnolls and their goddess.  I didn’t get the message until late.

“I didn’t think I was the best choice, but I wanted to talk to her about it in person.  By the time I could get back, she was already asleep.  I wasn’t going to wake her up the night before her initiation.

“So there I am, trusted by a commoner to help her through what might be the biggest magical ritual of her life.”

“An ya done great your highness,” Samantha said.  “That was right frightening.  Ain’t gonna be soon I’m comfortable around Jonathan.  But Princess Aubrielle had me all taken care of.  She said ain’t nothing wrong with letting go an flowin with the lust.”

Samantha looked at Ariel.  “Ariel, did ya do okay?”

“Yeah, Nathan was a real help.  He helped me see that it was going to be a very big magical effect before I got swept away.”

“Ha!”  Nathan pointed at Ariel.  “She turned the whole ritual upside down.  She found some immortal trick to let us know that we can just relax and let the lust build.  It was much easier for Jonathan and me because we knew she was going to be okay when things were done.”

Everyone looked at Ariel astonished.
“You will have to tell us more,” Florence said.

The waiter came by to pass out menus.
Master Kessler chose a couple of sparkling whites for the table.  The princess approved her suggestions.

Ariel wasn’t quite ready to discuss initiation, so she asked the princess what she could say about the gnolls.

The princess sighed.  “There are tensions on both sides.  Most recently one of our villages managed to offend the gnoll goddess.
We need to find a way to balance that in the next month or the village may run into trouble.  That kind of trouble would certainly lead to an escalation.  With gods involved already, that would be ugly.”

Just then, a servant came up and tapped Ariel on the shoulder.  “Ma’am, this booking is irregular.  Are you available, or is there an exception?”

Florence was embarrassed.  “Oh, I didn’t think.  She really shouldn’t be.  Master Kessler, would you approve an exception?”

“I don’t understand what’s going on,” Ariel said.
Florence explained.  “This is a working area.  Normally when we’re on the floor we are available for clients.  We prefer not to have a bunch of whores using the facility without being available.  It requires an exception from the guild master.  Which in a situation like this is often granted.”

The servant shook his head.  “It’s just that she’s been specifically requested.  We wish to let clients know immediately when someone they can clearly see is unavailable.”

“It is my fault as much as anyone else,” Master Kessler said.  “I should have noticed that no one asked for an exception.  It looks bad, but we all make mistakes.”

“Or I could go and see what the client wants,” Ariel said.  “Perhaps set up something later.”

“We hate to intrude on your celebration.”

“I’m a whore; this is what we do.”

Master Kessler nodded.  “Thank you.  Place an order, and we can hold the food until you return.  Don’t take all day, but if it’s something you can handle within an hour, do that.”

Florence looked around.  “I don’t have Cure Disease or Remove Pregnancy handy.  All my training supplies are over in the training brothel.”
Soon enough Ariel would learn to cast those spells herself.  Prior to initiation, trainees used crystalized versions of the spell.  They were responsible for making sure neither they nor their clients had any disease and offering to cast Remove Pregnancy on request.

Master Kessler frowned.
Nora looked through her bag. “I got a couple of Cure Disease I ain’t used yet.”

“What gender is Ariel’s client?” Master Kessler asked.

“Male, Guild Master,” the servant responded.

Master Kessler nodded at Nora.  “Ariel can take one of your crystals.  Ariel, I’ll cast Remove Pregnancy on you when you return.  We’ll assume he won’t be in any danger of needing it himself.”

Ariel made a selection from the menu and followed the servant to meet her client.



As the servant led her out of the  formal dining room, Ariel’s curiosity grew.  Her client was not simply someone who caught sight of her at another table and wondered if she might be had.

“Your client is in one of the small parlors,” the servant said as  they turned down a corridor.  “You have not been briefed on this brothel.  You are welcome to treat the parlor as a pleasure room once the door is closed.  If you need other facilities, ask at the manager’s desk.”

He motioned Ariel ahead of him into a cozy room.  An immortal sat on a divan, leaning against the wall.

He was a tall, well-muscled fighter class of some kind.  The boots alone spoke to a level in the mid to late twenties.  They were enchanted but not stealthy enough for a rogue class.  The muscular build, broad shoulders, and bulky body confirmed that her potential client leaned toward warrior.  His name was Oryst Darkblade.

“I can’t believe I lucked out and found you,” he said.  “I mean you were initiated what? Earlier today?”

He continued without waiting for a reply, “I walked in and asked the front desk when I might hire Ariel.  The girl at the desk said she thought you’d recently come on shift for the first time.  There was confusion but here you are!”

“There was confusion all around.  I didn’t realize that unless I take special steps coming into the working area of the brothel, I become available.  I was actually celebrating my initiation with some friends when you requested me.”

Darkblade’s face fell.  “I’m sorry, I got carried away with my good luck.  I don’t want to interrupt anything.”

“It’s fine.  I’d be happy to set up something more extended later.”  She slid in beside him, her hand resting on his thigh.  “Although I’d also be available for something quick now.”

“I gotta ask.  How many clients have you had since your initiation?”

“You would be my first.”

“O man!  This is so cool.  I mean yes to both now and later.  How much for now?”

“Did they quote you a price at the desk?”

“No.”

Ariel had no idea how whores were priced at the main brothel.  Hulda had been 90 coppers  that first night, but she was more experienced, that was a lower-priced location, and Ariel certainly hoped to get back to her friends quickly.  She didn’t know how to balance those factors.  She decided to wing it.  “I’m still getting set up and I don’t know what I’m supposed to charge.  How about fifty coppers for something quick with the understanding that it’s a one-time price.  You’ll have to pay my going rate later—perhaps higher, perhaps lower.”

“Oh, yeah, totally.”  Money changed hands and Ariel went to close the door.

“So, what are you hoping for now?”

“Can I see you naked?  I mean if it’s not too forward or sudden.”

“We can take things slower later.  But yeah, naked is pretty standard for a whore.  You want to undress me, or shall I get naked for you?”

“Oh, can I?”

“Sure.”  With very little fumbling, Oryst  removed her clothes.  She placed the Cure Disease crystal on the table next to the divan.

“Is there something specific you want?”

“Um, yeah, can you get me off … like with your hand?”

Ariel smiled.  Only a week ago immortal world time, she was that nervous asking for what she wanted.  “Sure, let’s get you out of those pants and boots.”  Oryst had to dismiss his boots from the inventory: their enchantment resisted anyone else trying to remove them.
With his help, Ariel had Oryst’s  clothes removed.

“I think the divan will be fine,” Ariel said, “if we put some pillows against the wall.  You can lean back against them.”  Once the pillows were placed, Ariel knelt between Oryst’s legs.  The warmth of his cock was in her hand.

“Do you use lube?”

“A little.”

She slicked his cock with lube, palming the cure disease crystal against him as she worked.  She began to stroke; his head emerged from his foreskin and he began to harden in her hand.

Darkblade’s hands clutched at the divan.  It was as if he were trying to avoid reaching out.

“You know, you can touch,” Ariel said.

“You don’t mind?”

“No.  You can pet me, play with my breasts, whatever.”
He grabbed her shoulders as she continued to play with him.

“I was wondering …”

“Yes?”  Now he was hard enough to fill her entire hand.

“This is embarrassing, but … can I come on you?”

Ariel lost her rhythm.  There should be  no reason he couldn’t.  But with Nathan’s cum still dried on her chest from earlier this morning, saying yes was harder than she would have thought.  That had been so powerful: the culmination of weeks worth of work in game.  And this … just wouldn’t be anything like that.  But it was certainly something clients would want to do.  “Would you like that?”  Once she got over her momentary shock, she continued jacking him.

“Yeah.  I’ve always wanted to, but it’s never …” he trailed off.

She smiled.  “So were you thinking face shot?”

“No, a bit lower.”

“All over my tits?”

He blushed.  “Uh huh.”

This was going to be another reminder that the significance of sex was all in the context.  Her time with Nathan and Jonathan was special not because she had a deep personal connection to either of them.  Although, this morning was likely to lead things in that direction.  But rather it was special because of how big of a milestone it had been in Ariel’s short life.

Nathan coming on her tits hadn’t even been a huge part of that.  Although of course she was still constantly reminded it had happened.  But it had been a part of that bigger whole.

In contrast, even though the act was the same, this would be very different.  Perhaps for Darkblade it would be special: opening a door of enacting his fantasies.  For her, it would be something else: another reminder that she was a whore, working to help her clients.  That was different than this morning, but something she believed in.  She could do this.
“I don’t see why not.”
She stroked faster as his excitement grew.

“It feels really powerful to do that—to come all over someone, doesn’t it?” she asked.

“Yeah, I bet.”

Ariel bet too.  How was she ever going to come up with commentary for this experience?  Because yes, it was going to be powerful, but she knew that all from the guy’s side.  David had a couple of lovers who let him come on them—one who requested it.

In those relationships, it had been hugely powerful.  Because it was dominant and could easily be demeaning.  Instead, it had been a gift of trust.  Well, and for Sasha, submission.

So she had an idea what it could be like for Oryst Darkblade.  But what would it be like for Ariel?  How could she give him something like what David had found?  They didn’t have months of connection to fall back on.  She had to figure this out quickly: he was panting and his grip on her shoulders was tighter.

No, they didn’t have months.  But she was a whore, and there was no reason she couldn’t wear her lover’s cum with pride.  This is something she was freely offering.

She locked eyes with him.  “Are you ready?”

“Yes,” he said panting.

“I’ll aim.  There’s ample target area.” she grinned.  “Your job is to come hard and paint me good.”

He screamed, guttural and low, as he came.  A thick stringy mess of his cum coated her hands and chest.

“Oh, fuck yeah!”

She grinned and began making a show of licking her hand clean.

“Can I play with the mess I made?”

“Uh huh.”

He reached for her.  He was finger painting his cum across the canvas of her breasts.

“Oh, yeah, that’s hot,” she said.  And it was true.  It was hot to see his nervousness turn to lust.  It was hot to be so shameless with her body.  And of course his smell on her was turning her on.

How was she ever going to come up with commentary for this?  Her empathy for his joy—for the primal lust of marking your lover—was essential to understanding this.  She didn’t think she could fake that well from the girl’s perspective.  Yes, this had been powerful for Ariel, but only in the context of a past she could not share.

Ariel licked her lips.  “So, more later this evening?”

“Can that be in another day?  I’ve got a raid this evening.”

“Sure.”

Ariel began to get dressed.

“So are you just going back to your lunch?”

“Yes.”

“Aren’t you worried they’ll notice?  Shouldn’t you clean up a bit?”

“Oh, I think even in the real world someone might notice.  Here, I’m going to lunch with a bunch of whores with noses attuned to what happens in bed.

“I’m sure they’ll notice and know exactly what I did.  If I could
clean up thoroughly enough, I probably would.  I don’t have time.

“So I’ll go and they will notice, and that’ll humiliate me.  And yes, they’ll notice that turns me on too.”

She grinned as she turned to leave.  “I look forward to being your whore again.”




From the Video Blog of Ariel, the First Immortal Whore

I arrive to join my friends.  The servers are good: our food is brought out just as I sit down.

Nora examines me carefully.  “What ya do?  Arrange to meet later?”

“Yes, we are getting together later.”

“She must have done more than that to get his cream all over her
tits.”  Master Kessler looks around nervously gauging our reaction to her statement.

I laugh.  “That from a guild master no less.  It is true: we had a little fun.  He was someone who has been following me from the immortal world, and just happened to check in because he knew I was being initiated today.”

“Guild masters cannot be formal all the time.”  She is smiling.  “Between cunt slops, and Nora and Susan’s conversation while you were gone, I was just trying to fit in.”
I wince; thanks to Nora, now even the guild master is calling it cunt slops.

I look at Nora.  “You and Susan?”

But it is Susan that responds.  “Aye, us.  Nora asks if I’ve got any stories of what ya’s like to find goin on in an inn.  An I tell, and she asks for details blunt as ya please.”

“I could see how that might give Master Kessler a certain impression of us.”

“Annika is fine at this table; no need for Master Kessler,” the guild master says.

Nora asks, “Is everyone like to get Smell of Sex an go round sniffing what everyone’s up to?”

“Not everyone,” Florence responds.  “You will have the opportunity if you like.  It’s convenient knowing how excited your lover is, certainly, but there are costs.”

“That’d be mighty nice,” Nora says.  “Ain’t holdin my nose up at how turned on it gets you all neither.”

Annika nods.  “That’s all true.  But it gets you in everyone else’s business.  As the skill increases, your sense of smell, at least for stuff related to feelings, sex and bodies will be as strong as any animal.  Knowing who is interested in you all the time can be distracting.

“Also, remember that when you notice excitement, or notice what people have done, your reaction will tend toward physical excitement.  It’s uncomfortable to notice someone you find odious interested in you only to have that turn you on.  That’s more of an issue when the skill is used actively.”

I’ve realized there is another downside to the skill.  “Lots of people around the table know what I’ve done.  They even know I reacted.  They know Jonathan fucked me; they know I really enjoyed it.  But that experience was not about physical lust.  It was about trust and a huge transformative connection.  Having that reduced to the smell of my body and his strips away something important.”

Susan asks, “So are ya good with them all being able to smell that?”

I take a couple of bites of pasta while I think.  I opted for the elegant simplicity of fresh pesto on top of hand made Fettuccine.  The chef for the formal dining room did not disappoint.

But Susan is waiting.  “Around this table, no.  It turns me on.  Some of that is me noticing how others who have the skill react.  But most of that is being open in front of everyone.  Yes, I’m only sharing the physical aspects.  But we have enough connection that being vulnerable and slightly humiliated in front of you feels good.”

“But if it were just anyone?”

A note of harshness sneaks into my chuckle.  “If only! in the immortal world, almost everything I do is available for anyone to view.  At least with that, I try to explain the context.  But I have no doubt plenty of people ignore that and just focus on the physical aspects.  It’s so much bigger than people getting the wrong idea from Smell of Sex.”  I take another bite.  “Although you’re right that I’d clean up if I were approaching someone who had the skill I didn’t trust.  Even a couple of days ago  I wouldn’t be caught dead like this in Master … Annika’s office.”

“I’m sorry I let that happen,” Annika says.

Susan doesn’t give me time to process Annika’s statement before she continues.  “Thanks Ariel. I got another question for those of you who’ve gone to an initiation.  Ya say it’s right scary.  Why’s that?”

Samantha motions to me.  I shake my head.  She sighs and collects her thoughts.  “Jonathan’s the scariest man ya will ever know.  I mean magic so powerful he waves his hand an ya’d do anything just to get his notice.

“But it ain’t scary at the time.  When he wants ya, it’s the best sex ever.  Pleasing him’s better than love, better than safety.  He takes his pleasure in ya an lets you come … ya die then, an your life’d be perfect.”  She shudders.  “I reckon that’s what he wanted, an you would die, carried away on a come so big your heart couldn’t take it.  An ya’d never notice anything was wrong.”
I notice Annika’s slight nod.  I glance at Aubrielle; she noticed too.

Samantha continues, “After though, when ya think back … that ain’t so good.”

“But he tried so hard to make sure I was okay,” I say.

“Aye, true enough.  Mayhap that’s good enough.  Mayhap he stumbles on something ya ain’t liking later.  For me, it was control.  Orphans’re like to get told what to do all day.  Ya ain’t got no space or time of your own in the creche.

“For me, whoring is being my own woman.  I get to say no!  An he could’ve took that away.”  She smiles at Aubrielle.  “But her highness done brought it back.  Don’t know how she knew.  But she’s there talkin about how I’m gonna do this cause it’s the first step to being respected like I want.  She reminds me I chose this.”

“I didn’t know,” Aubrielle says.  “And it’s Aubrielle, Samantha.  I just knew it was hard—it’s going to be hard for me.  I tried to reassure you thinking about things I remember you said you wanted.”

“An ya done great!”

“Initiation may be one area where immortals have it easier,” I say.  “For me it was a way to practice trusting.  When you mess with an immortal’s mind, we can step aside and watch ourselves as if we were another person.  I stepped aside from Ariel and remembered that I wanted to be initiated.  I saw that Nathan and Jonathan were taking care of me, and it was okay.  And so I trusted them and had fun.”

“I’d  like that.  Doin something brave an trusting someone to take care o’ me.”

“But you did: Princess Aubrielle did take care of you.  And you trusted her a lot.  The princess from the  first day of class wouldn’t have been a good choice to take care of a commoner.”

“Aye!  Right certain she did.  But I was too busy bein scared to see it that way.”

Aubrielle smiles.  “You thought I did a good job of taking care of you?”

Samantha nods.  “Aye your highness.”

“I’m glad.  Who would have thought I’d be proud to take care of a commoner—even that I would have tried.  But it does make me really happy to  be able to do that for you—to take care of a friend.”

“Aubrielle,” I say, “isn’t taking care of the whole kingdom or keep or whatever what princesses do?  Isn’t that taking care of a lot of commoners?”

“Yes, but that’s different.  It’s at a distance … it’s not like the individual people—”  She starts again.  “Oh, no it isn’t different, is it?  I mean not in the ways that I was thinking of.  There are lots of people like Samantha out there who could really care when we do a good job.  And when we don’t … lots of commoners who get hurt … who it really matters to.  You must think I’m horribly stuck up … that I’m just realizing this.”  Her face falls as she looks around the table and realizes the truth of her words.

I grab her hand.  “But you are our stuck up princess.  And you are growing.  What you did for Samantha—what you are doing for me—they matter.  We know you are there for us.  We’ll be there for you.”

“It’s just … well, I’ve got a lot to think about.”

I nod.
We all eat in companionable silence for a few minutes.

“Ariel, do you think there’s a way we could have that kind of trust experience you did?” Nathan asks.

“I ain’t going through initiation again,” Samantha says.

“No, I didn’t mean that.  Although Ariel was talking earlier about making it better for people being initiated.  I’m more thinking of deciding to trust someone and just letting go.”

He gave me an idea.  “In the immortal world, there’s something called a trust fall.  You just let go and fall and depend on your friends to catch you.  It’s a trust building exercise.

“I’d imagine that whatever whores do would be more intense.  But perhaps we could think of something like that to trust each other.”

“Like after our training?” Susan asks.

“As a sort of celebration/culmination?” I ask.

She nods.

“Yeah, let’s think about that.”  Aubrielle says she will help.  Everyone seems interested in the idea.

“Sure wouldn’t mind if ya’d work on making initiation easier,” Susan says.

“Perhaps this conversation will help all on its own,” I say.  “You have a better idea about what happens.  You can consider who you need as a sentinel and  what to warn them about.  And I guess more importantly, what they should keep reminding you of while it goes on.”

“It’s helped me,” Aubrielle says.  “Hearing how what I did helped and listening to what Ariel did has given me good ideas for tomorrow.”

“You are up tomorrow?”

Florence nods.  “She is.”

“So, what ya gonna do?” Nora asks.

Aubrielle’s face falls.  “It’s something that only works for me.  I know some high level mages.  I might be able to do something like Ariel’s stepping aside, if it wouldn’t interrupt the ritual.”

“We can talk after lunch,” Annika says.

“If I don’t freak after, an I just open my legs wide an have a good time, am I gonna be okay?” Nora asks.

“Even if you do freak, you’ll be fine.  We will help you out.  Just find someone to remind you that you are smart and are going to be a great whore,” I say.

“Nathan, would ya do it again?”

“If you spend some time with me helping me understand how to make you feel great, sure.”

Nora licks her lips.  “Ya ain’t had any trouble with that when we got together before.”

Nathan blushes.  “No, not how to get you off.  I am talking about what to say to reassure you—to help you feel strong.  Ariel’s right: that’s the most important bit.”

“Right enough.  But we’re gonna fuck too.”

“Okay.”

“This has been good,” Annika says.  “You’ve given us interesting ideas to consider  for initiation.  I think the trainers and I need to move on with our day.  Ariel, thank you for having me.  Aubrielle, thank you for putting this together.”

We all thank Aubrielle.  I am glad that Master Kessler came and that we interacted better than we have in the past.
We did cover interesting ground.  I am thinking both about the trust fall celebration and about improving initiations.


Quest

Trust Fall Quest: Find a way of capturing the joy of surrendering to lust while trusting in others for safety.  Help others in your group work through any lingering trauma from their initiation into the guild.

Reward: Experience, a good time, and Culmination of your Training in the Berg’s Keep Whores Guild



My skill at Smell of Sex reached Beginner 7 and Masturbation reached Beginner 5.

I cornered Aubrielle as she was leaving.  “May I have a private word, your highness?”

“Of course.”

“How are we going to help Samantha, or I guess I should say Goody Oliver, to reach her goal of being a courtesan?  I’d imagine she has a lot to learn in terms of deportment, speech and the like.”

Aubrielle is horrified.  “Goody Oliver a courtesan?  You can’t—”  She shakes her head.  “You are serious aren’t you?”

“I could become a courtesan, why couldn’t she?”

“Even you would have much to learn.  But you are an immortal.  She  … a common orphan.”

Aubrielle looks down.  “I’m doing it again: judging her as a commoner … not taking care of my friend.”

I nod.

“No, you are right.  We should help her.”  Aubrielle begins to pace.

“I don’t know if it can be accomplished in one lifetime.  But then if we never try, it certainly will not be.  Speech and deportment are a start.  Valuable well-trained servants have become courtesans, even nobility.  And orphans can become servants.  And of course servants can rise through the ranks.”

She is talking to her self now, considering options.  “Who would be a good teacher?  Someone who would take payment in her charms, who would have patience, who could be seen to work with an orphan …”  Aubrielle gazes off into space.  “I shall see what can be done.”

“Please consult Samantha too.  I do not think she would enjoy having you just organize her life for her.”

“That is also worth considering.”

“Thank you, your highness.”

“Are you off to find the guild master?” I ask.

“Yes.”

“I have a quick question for her.  Shall we see if we can find her office?”

We are turned around, lost in the working area of the brothel.  We cannot find our way back into the members hall until we run across the runner lad from my first day at the guild.
He shows us to the guild master’s office.

Master Kessler is not in.  I should have expected that: she mentioned an engagement as she departed lunch.
I don’t have long to wait though.
Aubrielle enters her office first.  They spend a few minutes and the princess exits relieved.

Master Kessler motions me to one of her chairs.

Fyrefang3 and I have been messaging about a liaison.  “Guild Master, there’s an immortal and ephemeral who want to hire me together.  Am I at a point where they can?”

“They could have hired you yesterday in the training brothel.  If you can learn Remove Pregnancy and Cure Disease soon, I’d rather wait for that.  We can avoid needing crystallized spells.”

“How long does it take?”

“If your Whorecraft skill started relatively high, say above Beginner 5, you should be able to learn them in a day.”

“Then let’s wait for me to learn those spells.”

“Sounds good.”

“Thanks.  I’ll tell the clients.  I was wondering … is there any way I could work with them in the Roasted Pig?  It would be good for what we want to do.”

She shakes her head.  “The Browns have offered you much.  Do not repay them so poorly.”

“I don’t understand.”

“They don’t have a lot of money.  Goodwench Brown brings home what she earns.  Asking them to let another whore compete with Hulda in their own place is not fair.”

I hadn’t thought of that at all.  I’m disappointed, but glad I asked before doing something rude like that.  “So we should meet in the main brothel?”

“Yes.  I’m glad you understand.”

I thank the guild master and head back to the training brothel.





            

          

      

      

    

  

    
      
          
            
  
Chapter 2

David needed some time away from game.  He had flexibility with his job, but he had pushed that to the limit.

Also, he needed time to take stock of where he was.  The past day had
been a whirlwind of activity.  One real-world day ago, Ariel had started to
work with real clients in the training brothel.  Now, she was an
initiate of the Whores Guild soon to be an apprentice.

Even the David of three weeks ago would not recognize his life.  The idea that it would feel natural to take a break from lunch to give someone a quick hand job … no, David of three-weeks-past wouldn’t understand that at all.  Of course that David had never met Hulda.  His dreams and fantasies of sexual liberation were just that: dreams, mixed with shame, to be dragged out under cover of dark.

He needed to take some time to appreciate how different things were.  Was he sure this was what he wanted?

If he continued to steer the current course, Ariel would become his life.  Rather than working a normal job, he would fuck people in a virtual world.  That … didn’t bother him as much as it seemed like it should.

Perhaps there would be more: helping other people realize their dreams was something he could get behind.  Some of the fan chat comments had hinted at how Ariel’s boldness had helped people in the real world.  What job would that be?  A kind of sex educator?  He didn’t know if there was a word for that aspect of Ariel’s effect on the real world.  If he were honest, he didn’t even know if she would succeed in doing much of that work.  Sure, there were the comments, but how much could a game affect things in people’s real-world lives?

If his life became playing Ariel, what of David?  In game it didn’t matter.  Out here though … he didn’t want to be eclipsed by his virtual persona.  And yet if he valued his privacy—valued protecting his real-world identity—Ariel might well eclipse him.

That wasn’t right.  What he was doing was hard too.  Or perhaps, his perspective added additional dimensions to why the work he was doing as Ariel was hard work.  He wanted recognition for that work.  But he saw no way to get that recognition while protecting himself in the real world.

Speaking of protecting himself, he wasn’t sure what to think of a note he had received on that front:
Celebrex Security had written detailing their success at protecting the biggest stars in Phoenix Rising,.  The note had been forwarded by the company to preserve his identity.  He’d asked to hear about it, or at least as his confidant, Hulda had suggested he look into real-world security.  He gave her permission to send a discreet inquiry.
David felt a knot of panic as he thought about his identity becoming public.  Even so, it felt unreal to be thinking of hiring security because of something he did in a game.

If he did need security, Celebrex might be a good option.
They focused on protecting their clients with minimal disruption.  They started with small steps like making sure residential security systems were up to date and rapidly filing privacy letters with anyone who attempted to leak the locations of their clients.  When necessary, they provided more intrusive services like package screening, security drones, and even guards.  But as much as possible they tried to let their clients continue without disruption to their life.

The cost structure was also interesting.  They did have a time and materials option.  But they had a deal with  Phoenix Rising called the assurance option.  You paid a percentage of your game income and any external sponsorships.  To get service, your income needed to be high enough, at least initially.  After you bought in, though, you were given protection even if your income fell.  Current stars ended up paying to keep past stars safe.

David laughed at one part of the note:


We get a lot of interesting requests, but this is the most unusual yet.  We were asked to describe our services and tentatively offer protection with no knowledge of who you are in game or in the real world.  We’ve done our best, but as you can see some of it is guesses.

You must be someone who has a lot of views, and who is stirring things up in game and outside enough to be really paranoid.  So probably LordOfDisorder or Emperia Angelicus.  At least based on people who’ve recently made enough of a stir in the real world that they would be looking at protection now.  But hey, destroying a city or overthrowing an elven dynasty will get people excited in game, and of course some of that carries to the real world.  We’ve based our tentative projections on that sort of controversy.

But we could be wrong.  For all we know you’re some entirely new face like Ariel (an unknown player who opened up the whore class).  You probably aren’t actually Ariel; we can’t find any reason for her to be this paranoid about her real-world identity.  But as you can see, even with very little information, we can
do good guess work.  And we have excellent knowledge of who’s who
in the Phoenix Rising world.

When you are ready to give us more information about your needs,
we look forward to a consultation.




Some day, he might have to follow up with Celebrex.
For now, no one was trying to figure out who played Ariel.



As he did ordinary things—working on his job, eating in the real
world, cleaning his residence—he reveled in the slow, relaxing pace.
The last days had been so hectic.  It was exhilarating: it brought the
best of the thrill of gaming.  But because the content was
emotional, it wore David down over time.  Out here in the real world
without time compression, that was catching up with him.

He was glad that in-game looked to be slowing down too.  The next few days would be filled with learning about Whorecraft.  It sounded like a combination of working to master a new modality for casting magic and learning a bunch of rules for the guild.
That couldn’t possibly be as intense as the last week in game.

After a few hours, David finished up his work and prepared to enter game.


From the Video Blog of Ariel, the First Immortal Whore

Florence is knocking on my door.  I answer.  She proposes that Samantha and I get together with her and Bruce to start learning basic Whorecraft.  “It looks like you are in demand,” she says.  “I don’t want to be embarrassed like that in front of the guild master again, you called to a client and me without a way for you to cast Cure Disease.  Simplest solution is for you to learn the spells.”

“Sounds great.  Master Kessler said I should learn that all in one lesson.”

“We’ll see.  We’ll certainly make a start.  Come along.”

We’re working in a room I’ve never seen before in the training brothel.  “Soon enough, you’ll leave this building behind,” Florence says.

“I will?”

“Now that you are initiated, most of your training will take place in the brothel where you are stationed: the main guild hall in your case.”

“Well, perhaps.”  Bruce walks in in time to hear Florence’s explanation.  “Florence, we’ll still be working with the trainees that have not been initiated for a few days yet.  So, she might be back over here to work with us.”

Florence nods.  Samantha joins us.

We are settled and ready to start.
Bruce begins.  “Once you feel your magic, the basic spells should be easy.  It’s just a matter of shaping your intent.”

He continues, “But it’s tricky to know what to look for at first.  We’ll try casting and you can work to detect the spell we cast.  That ought to give you a feel; we’ll use that to go to the next step.”

Bruce wants to work with me, but Florence convinces him otherwise.  “I had to sit with her all lunch yesterday.   Avoiding jumping someone smelling of their initiation that long is asking a lot.”

Bruce smiles.  “If you insist, you’re welcome to have your turn with Ariel.”

I’m on a bed.  Samantha is on the next bed over.  Florence is between my legs, gently stroking me.  Here’s to lessons in the Whores Guild, where we learn on our backs with a sexy girl between our legs.

“So do you always have to finger someone to cast these spells?” I ask.

“No, any sexual connection that is strong enough will work.  How strong you need depends on the level and skill of those involved.  I’m fingering because  it’s harder to talk while I’m licking you.  I could cast with my own orgasm especially if I were touching you and you were turned on, but that would be harder for you to feel.

“When you are turned on, Bruce could probably cast just touching you.  I bet I could have  done that yesterday when you came back from initiation, but normally that little connection would require more skill than I have.

“It’s easiest and cheapest if you bring your target to orgasm, but it doesn’t matter how you do that.”

Her fingers have been at work.  She’s starting to get past the clinical nature of the experience. Under her hands my excitement builds.

“Just as you start to come down, I’m going to cast.  It would be easiest to cast  as you peak, but I want you to try and pay attention.  The day after your initiation, you’re gonna peak hard.”

My climax sweeps through me.  As I begin to come down, I feel her
energy.  It flows through my body cleansing.

“I got it.”

“Good.  Now you work on me.  When I come, try and push energy along the channel you’ve created.”  She pauses.  “Please don’t try to do anything with that energy, just see if you can pass along mana.”

“Okay.  You can swing around into a sixty-nine and I’ll get to work.”
The height difference means it is a bit awkward for me, but we manage.

It is easy to get carried away by her taste, realizing how I’ve been turning her on.  She humps my face as she gets closer.  I succeed in focusing, and as she comes, I reach for her.  Not with a hand, but instead, I can feel her there when I think about it.  I extend myself toward her in that place where we are close.  She’s coming again and it feels so good.

“Uh huh.  You can—oh fuck!—yeah, you can stop.”
I pull away.

“That’s got it.”  She laughs.  “Although we might need to work a bit on control.”

“What was wrong?”

“I was hoping for a little energy.  Not a flood.”

“Ah.  It was my first time, and I wanted to make sure it worked.  I think I could send less.”

Samantha is screaming her joy next to us.
It takes her a couple of tries to feel what Bruce is doing.  But once she does, she too is able to push energy to Bruce.

“Now we try and teach you spells,” Bruce says.  “One of you will be the target and the other will be trying to learn the spell.  Samantha, as I cast, try and feel what I’m doing with the energy; in a while you will try to replicate it.

“Ariel, you are the first target.  You should follow along too.  It’s possible to learn as the target, but don’t expect to do it your first time.  The practice helps, but this round is mostly for Samantha.”

“So, what are you casting?”

“I’m going to cast Remove Pregnancy on you.  Samantha will try to follow along.  She will need a connection to both of us.”  As I’m sure you guessed, the last means I’m eating Samantha’s cunt slops.  Bruce fingers me.  I can smell his lust, but I don’t need to: his cock bobs where I can see it once Samantha slides off my face.

I feel both of them in that special place.  Bruce reaches out.  A light blossoms in my womb.  But there’s also a package of something; I reach for it.


Notification

You have 70% comprehension of the sex magic spell Remove Pregnancy.  At 75% comprehension you can attempt to cast the spell.  Casting a spell you have not fully comprehended can reduce its effectiveness and may introduce negative consequences for the caster and target.



“Ah!  I’m right close.  I got 85%,” Samantha says. “Can I go an try it?”

“Perhaps on Florence,” Bruce says.

“Isn’t that dangerous?” I ask.

“At 85% given that we’re sure she’s not actually pregnant?  It might hurt a bit, and I wouldn’t ask a student to risk that, but it’s something we face when learning new spells.”

“Then I’m  good with her trying on me.  I got some—not enough to cast though—and I’d like to try getting more.  I am okay if it hurts.”

“Samantha, you may proceed.”

“Aye, give me a little come an we’re right down to business.”
It doesn’t take long and I reach another  little aftershock.  The spell comes crashing through my core, cramping like nothing I’ve ever felt before.  I’m almost too distracted to follow, but I do see her push toward my womb and the ball of light blossom.  It’s jagged where Bruce’s was smooth.  There’s not a package of information to reach for, but I think I understand the difference between the two spells.  The game agrees: I have 90% mastery.

“Oof!  That hurt.  But I have 90%.  I’m going to try.”  I flick the spell out into the special place.  But I am still disoriented from cramping and don’t pay much attention to where I cast.
Bruce doubles over and screams.  I’m up to 95% mastery though.

“Ouch!  That’s not a spell … never cast that unless your target has a womb.”

“I’m really sorry.  You were both there in my lust and I didn’t think.”

Bruce rubs his lower abdomen.  “Well, your spell was near perfect, it’s just not a good fit for guys.  Or for that matter anyone who is missing a womb for any reason.”

“If Jonathan couldn’t cast Remove Pregnancy on himself, shouldn’t he have asked me about casting it during my initiation?”

“You weren’t in any position to answer that while he was seducing you.  He could have checked to make sure you weren’t pregnant before and maintained that.  But he probably did something else.

“There are contraceptive spells at higher levels for cases when you need a lasting effect.  The female version is relatively simple at most points in a woman’s cycle.  The male version is more complex, but obviously something Jonathan could handle for himself.”  He points at me.  “Don’t get the genders messed up on those either.”

“Perhaps we should make sure Ariel can tell the difference between men and women before we go teaching her the complicated spells,” Florence says.

“Hey!  That’s not fair.”

“We’ll see what Bruce thinks.”

“Let’s go over the compendary for Remove Pregnancy before moving on to anything else.”  We spend a while going over the implications and counter indications of the spell.  As you might imagine our obligations are serious.  Failing to manage contraception is an offense under guild law.  So is needlessly endangering the unborn child of a desiring mother.  Messing up in the heat of passion is no excuse.

“The law is even more complicated if you are hiding being a whore.  You can’t even take advantage of those provisions until you reach artisan rank, so we’ll skip that for now.”

“Why’d ya hide being a whore?” Samantha asks.

“Aubrielle hires you to spend a few months seducing an enemy general or a goblin lord or something like that.  If they find out you are a whore, your cover is potentially blown.”

“Ah, cool!  Yeah I see.”

“So, now let’s try Cure Disease.  Ariel, you try to follow while I cast on Samantha.”
Bruce fucks her from behind while she eats my snatch.  It doesn’t take long.  With a grunt, he comes and casts.
It’s the same cleansing energy that Florence used on me.  Except there is information for me to grab.


Notification

You have comprehended the sex magic spell Cure Disease.



Well, that was efficient.  “I got it.”

“What percentage?”

“It doesn’t say.  Just says I comprehended the spell.”

“An I only got 50%,” Samantha says.

“That’s not bad, Samantha.”

“But Ariel done got the whole thing in one shot.”

“We’ll see.  Ariel, can you demonstrate on Florence?”

She’s already on the other bed with her legs spread.  I dive in and cast.  “Oh!  Fuck, that hurts!”  My head is throbbing, my heart pounding, and I’ve managed to expend 95% of my mana.

Bruce is angry.  “What did you think you were doing?”

“Casting the spell?”

“You actually need a sexual connection.  You can’t just lick once and cast.  There’s no way that will work at your level.”

“It almost did,” Florence says.  “The spell was well formed, just way under powered.  I’d guess 5 to 10 percent of what’s needed.”

The two of them look at each other.  “I’m tempted to  make you demonstrate on me.  If it hurts as much as casting on Florence appears to have, negative reinforcement might be good for you.”

“I’m not going to forget.  Besides I have almost no mana left.”

Bruce looks at Florence questioningly.  “What did her Whorecraft come in at?”

“I don’t think she or Jonathan said.”

“Beginner 8.”  Reluctantly I continue, “But it could have been Artisan 1 on points.  I didn’t have the necessary experience, so it is effectively limited.”

Bruce’s eyebrows climb.  “Well, that’s different.”

Samantha looks dejected.  Florence rubs her shoulders.  “Immortals learn stuff fast.  It comes from the curse and the way they rush headlong into everything, throwing their lives away.”

“But how can I hope to keep up?”

“Staying close to her will help.  Companions of immortals tend to keep up with their immortals.”

“Part of it is that I helped Jonathan with my initiation,” I say.  “You know how I was able to help him know I was okay?  That made his power go up to 120% efficient instead of 80% efficient.”

“Wow.  I just wanna make it big for once.  An there ya are an I’m competing with ya an her highness an all.”

“You are not competing.  We’re helping you out.  After lunch Aubrielle and I were talking about if she can get you training so that you might be a courtesan some day.”

“Ya’d do that?  I want that so bad, but I ain’t seeing how I’m gonna ever do that.”

“I hope so.  Aubrielle will talk to you when she has a plan.”

“An you asked her to help?”

I nod.  She tackles me to the bed and wraps me in a hug.  “Thank ya ever so much!”

Bruce works with Samantha, and in a couple of attempts she comprehends Cure Disease.

My mana is recovered.  This time I take the time to get Florence off and cast a flawless Cure Disease.

Now that both of us know the spell, we focus on the compendary.  It’s relatively simple.  As Bruce puts it: “If they are your client, you make sure they walk away without any disease.  You make sure you never have one yourself.”

Of course, not quite that simple.  There are counter indications, or at least diseases so powerful that this spell cannot cure them.  Most of them don’t seem to be sexually transmitted.  We can’t cure cancer with a quick fuck for example, at least not if it has taken hold.  But Nathan’s right: Whorecraft Cure Disease is massively powerful, almost over-powered for its cost.

“Since Ariel is close to artisan rank, Should we go through the hiding your Whorecraft compendary addendum?” Florence asks.

Bruce looks at us.  “You both are considering  covert  quests?” We nod.  “Then Florence might be right.  Ariel might be an artisan whore sooner than we expected.”

So we spend a while understanding the complex rules around hiding your identity as a whore.

Later, in three tries I am able to learn the male version of the contraceptive magic spell.  It’s expensive to cast because I’m not a man.  But I can  make a man infertile for a couple of weeks with willing consent.  I doubt I have the mana to do it without consent, but that’s okay because I shouldn’t need to.

The female version is supposedly easier than the male version.  Well, at least if you have received midwife training.  Without that, it’s horribly complicated.  So we defer that until later.

The next few days are going to be like this: I will be spending a lot of time in classrooms, learning rules and practicing sex magic.  Sex will be about building sufficient energy for the magic, not as much about pleasure.  It’s harder for me to do that, but skills like Seduction help.  Even my Fucking and Oral Sex skills are high enough level that it’s easier than I expect to build energy for magic.



This afternoon I have brothel training at the main brothel, followed by my first shift.
I arrive a few minutes early.
That’s good because when Jonathan sees me, he tells me that Master Kessler wants me.

“Do you know what it is about?”

“No, madam, I would not presume to speak for the guild master.”

The runner lad shows me to her office.  I’ve got to find time to learn this building.
Hulda is there.  The guild master asks me to close the door.

“Now that Ariel is here, can we begin?”  Master Kessler asks.

“What’s this about?”

“Goodwench Brown showed up as















































































































































            

          

      

      

    

  

    
      
          
            
  
Afterword

I’d appreciate it if you would take a few moments to leave a review on the site where you purchased this book.
That feedback is the most important thing you can do to help me out as an author and to show you’d be interested in continuing to read work like this.

I have a Patreon where you can support my content, learn the latest news, and gain access to exclusive content and discussions. All the Immortality Curse resources are collected at immortalitycurse.com including access to our Discord server.
Please join us.  Writing is more enjoyable with a community of fans to share it with.

So much of romance and erotica focuses on sex as the reward for connection.  It’s that hot thing that lubricates the relationship or that rewards us for fighting through the conflict standing in the way of romance.

In the real world, sex and intimacy are so much more than that.  I
think there are more people who grow through their struggles as lovers
than there are who grow through their martial prowess.  I want to
tell that story.  I want to talk about how intimacy and sexuality challenge us to grow.  I want to tell about the struggle to be open.  I want to tell about all the different things that sex can mean, and about how we struggle to line those up in our relationships.

That journey starts as we  explore ourselves and find out who we are as lovers.
Yes, in the world of Phoenix Rising, the intimate aspects of that journey are emphasized just as the heroic aspects of our struggles are emphasized in any fantasy work.
Make no mistake though: stories of self exploration, vulnerability, and openness are lived every day in our world.

Thank you for joining me in this second and last installment of the Immortality Curse series.
The series is drawing to a close, but Ariel’s adventures are not.  They continue in The Desires Within (Ariel’s Pride Book 1).
The new series will give us a chance to shift tone as the focus shifts from Ariel’s training to how she builds a life within Phoenix Rising and a community in the immortal world.
At the back of this book are the first two chapters of The Desires Within.
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