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LISHE’S LATE AFTERNOONS sure took a turn for the boring ever since Garren embarked on a far-away adventurer quest over a month ago. She used to come home to their secluded cabin at least every five days, stocking the pantry with meat preserves and making love to Lishe all the way until morning. Thanks to that, all Lishe ever concerned herself with to survive in the middle of the sacred forest was menial housework and tending to her vegetable garden, and well, it was thoughtful of Garren to stock up the pantry with two months’ worth of rations before setting off on her quest too, but . . .

A sigh escaped Lishe’s lips as she watched the endless stretch of trees outside her second-floor bedroom window amid the pouring rain. If only Garren could preserve two months’ worth of those afternoons they were skin to skin on the sheets as well, the obscene noises of their lovemaking gobbled up by the late afternoon showers and the rustling of thousands of forest leaves. Garren’s rasp, sultry whispers and the deliberate strokes of her calloused, nimble fingers, her amused exhales and teasing ear nibbles . . . Recollections of them spurred a carnal rush of heat that Lishe barely contained with a squeeze of her thighs. And so she dug up the closet for Garren’s favorite nightdress, laid on the bed, and draped the fabric over her torso—it could never measure up to the real thing, but it would do for now. Lishe scrunched the dress collar over her nose and took in what little scent of her lover lingered in it, giving way to a few withdrawn whines as she simmered in the fuzz of her sensual reminiscences.

As much as she didn’t want to endure months of solitude like this, Garren had been an adventurer long before they met—it would be unfair to demand her to forsake her earlier way of life all to appease Lishe. And while Garren did try to pull Lishe into the world of adventuring, she knew better than to agree. She didn’t have any discernible combat and survival abilities, and unlike most humans, she possessed absolutely no affinity for magic. The likes of her were never cut out for fun adventures out in the wilderness, slaying dragons for loot and what-have-you. They were meant to live uneventful lives all the way to their twilight years in some village or city, or, for the likes of recluses like Lishe, in a tiny, secluded cabin like this.

No, that wasn’t entirely accurate. While Garren indeed built this cabin in the thick of the sacred forest, keeping it over a day away from well-frequented routes and campsites for human and demon travelers alike, the mana concentration in the terrain had been shifting drastically over the past few years. Demonkind—succubi, in particular—had been especially susceptible to disorientation due to fluctuations in the ambient mana, often causing them to stray from their supposed route for their eastward pilgrimage.

A staggered trudging across the downstairs loam snapped Lishe out of her longing trance, and she leaned over the bedside windowsill just in time to catch the unmistakable sheen of limp leather wings before the humanoid figure it was shielding collapsed onto the drenched soil. At once, Lishe unlatched her raincoat from the doorside rack and raced down the stairs to the front porch. She barely even remembered to slip into her gardening boots before wadding across the garden mud to its far corner where that figure slumped face down—an ashen-skinned woman, black-winged, with a slender, heart-tipped tail poking from underneath her hiked travel skirt.

A succubus.

This would be the fourth one to stumble exhausted into Lishe’s backyard this month alone. As much as she itched to know why this had been happening at an increasing frequency lately, there was no point in doing that now—she must first drag the unconscious woman into the cabin, to the guest room just a few steps past the living area, to keep her from dying from the cold.

Yes, the likes of Lishe weren’t meant for adventure; they should be content living simple lives in cabins like this in the middle of nowhere, and a succubus in the middle of a pilgrimage might just wander into their gardens unprompted, if they were lucky.

The rain pelted the cabin for the rest of the afternoon and well into the sunset. Monsoons like this make Lishe grateful that Garren took the time to make the roof as devoid of leakage as it could be, and with an indoor kitchen downstairs, too—that way, even the strongest rains couldn’t be a deterrent to a steaming cup of tea, and more importantly, a warm, cozy bed bath for an unconscious guest. And with a full basin of warm water now ready, Lishe wasted no time wiping the grime off the succubus’ body, paying close attention to the folds and crevices where dirt could have slinked into when she fell face down in the mud.

To Lishe’s relief, the succubus didn’t seem to have any injuries save for a few scrapes, so all she needed was thorough wiping down and a change of clothing before Lishe tucked her in for the night. Garren said that cases like this are caused by mana fatigue, and all the afflicted succubus needs to prevent it from escalating to mana poisoning are warmth, rest, and sustenance. Lishe’s groin throbbed at the thought, but she heaved a sigh right after—an average succubus would need an entire night’s worth of rest to recover from cases like this. She shouldn’t get excited over the prospect of feeding a succubus just yet, or she might end up not sleeping a wink all night yet again.

And yet, all Lishe could ever fixate on as she washed herself up later that evening was the succubus sleeping in that guest room just across the hallway from the bath. Lishe struggled to heave the succubus to her bed a while ago because of her height; she must have been around as tall as Garren, though their physiques couldn’t be any more different. While they both shared toned calves and shapely thighs, a common characteristic among travelers and pilgrims, the succubus’ breasts were far plumper. The mere thought of burying her face into them spurred tingles in Lishe’s crotch, and the stark contrast between the succubus’ strong jaw and her otherwise soft facial features wasn’t helping with these racing thoughts, either. Those full lips were particularly provoking. Lishe imagined them circling her nipples, or even better yet, her throbbing clit. How would they differ from Garren’s? Lishe wished she didn’t have to wait for that answer tomorrow morning. She could barely even focus on wiping off her body properly after her last rinse with all these dirty thoughts flooding her mind, and she didn’t bother grabbing a towel to hide her nakedness as she opened the bathroom door, hoping somehow that the succubus was standing in wait on the other side.

She wasn’t, of course. Lishe shuddered as she stepped barefoot off the damp warmth of the bathroom, her nipples stiffening as her bare skin met the dank evening air. She resisted the urge to walk fast up the stairs to her bedroom, looking back every now and then, a candle lamp in hand, wondering what she would do if the guest door creaked open and the succubus caught her freshly bathed body clothless. The anticipation sent a viscous wetness trickling down her inner thigh as she walked, and by the time she reached her bedroom, she could no longer hold herself back from lying face down on the bed, her ass raised, her legs parted, two fingers knuckle-deep inside herself as she took in the scent of Garren’s nightdress.

This was all Garren and the succubus’ fault—that was why Lishe didn’t bother closing the door. She was still certain that the succubus wouldn’t wake up until tomorrow, but on the off chance that she regained her share of rest before sunrise, she would most certainly catch a whiff of Lishe’s naughty scent and find her all the way here. She wanted to be found and fucked right on the spot—just the thought of the succubus walking in at any moment spurred Lishe into pounding her own pussy faster, engulfing the cabin’s halls with maddening squelches until she could take no more of her own thrusts, her walls pulsating against her drenched fingers.

Lishe’s gaze fell on the drawer on the other side of the room as she caught her breath. She and Garren were a perfect match for each other—Garren loved to exert total control in bed, and Lishe loved to be utterly dominated, bound and made to come over and over until all she could fathom was the pleasure of being fucked silly. And there in that drawer were all the tools Garren used to do just that. As much as Lishe wanted to rummage through them and pleasure herself the way Garren had always done, she mustn’t. Garren would most certainly know—she had spells cast on that drawer to help with that—and she had expressly forbidden it.

Make do with your fingers.

It was cruel of Garren, but Lishe loved that part of her, too. From time to time, Garren would have Lishe sit herself on the downstairs dining table with nothing but her apron on and splay her legs wide open to give Garren a full view of her underside. Garren would then make herself comfortable in her seat and command Lishe to masturbate on that table with nothing but her fingers until her pussy grew plump and flushed from coming too much, her clit sensitive from getting thoroughly toyed with. If Garren were to say that as she sat at the foot of the bed . . . Lishe leaned her bare back against the headboard and spread her legs wide at the thought, her sopping pussy in plain view from the open door. Garren at the foot of the bed, the succubus right around the door frame—might as well add in a spectator through the windows and another peeping in the closet. Lishe just wanted to have someone watch her make a mess out of herself and use her naughty holes as they pleased right after. The bed creaked as she squirmed under her own touches, her strokes getting more erratic as her back arched, unable to stifle her own jolts. She barely even noticed that she was muttering “I’m coming” over and over, and she refused to hold back her pleasured cries as she came, spilling her wetness on the pile of towels she had laid underneath.

Lishe at least remembered to wipe herself down and kick the drenched towels off the sheets, but she no longer had the energy to do anything else after that. She didn’t even bother putting anything on or even pulling a blanket over her—she merely draped Garren’s nightdress over her spent, naked form, and all the warmth she sought to fall asleep that rainy night, she had already gotten.
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THIS WOULDN’T DO. The sun had long since risen by the time Lishe woke up, and a pair of footsteps were already shuffling about downstairs. She hurriedly poured out some water from the nearby pitcher to its accompanying basin to dampen her washcloth—she could go for a proper bath later, but for now, she must freshen up with a morning wipe, at least, to give a nice first impression.

Lishe rummaged through her closet for her favorite apron right after, a white one with frills for hems, and laid it over her bare torso. She had sewn it to Garren’s liking to the last detail, from the length of the strap over her nape, pulling the cloth up just a finger’s breadth over her nipples, to the sparse flankings teasing her pert breasts from the side, the ribbons cinching the waist, etching her navel and its menstruation-halting ring on the flimsy fabric, and the generous wrapping of the skirt around her hips half-concealing her ass but still was only a breeze or a shift of her legs away from betraying a glimpse of her clean-shaven crotch. She heaved a few deep breaths to quell the racing of her chest, put on a pair of slippers, and pulled off her brightest smile. “You’re awake already?” she called out as she sauntered down the stairs. “You should still be low on strength. Stay put, and I’ll do—”

Her words trailed off as she laid her eyes on the succubus, who was dusting off the living room’s book shelves at the moment. Her frame was even more startling upon standing toe to toe with her, even though her build was softer than Garren’s. Perhaps those pitch-black wings were to blame. They were tucked neatly behind her so that they spanned less than her body’s girth, arched from her shoulder blades, passing the crown of her head before falling back down to her shins. It was the first time Lishe had ever seen succubus wings that majestic before. But what captivated her the most, by far, were the succubus’ eyes—they bore a vivid shade of yellow, almost bordering orange, with piercing, cat-like slits. Lishe couldn’t help but shamelessly stare at them, prompting the succubus to avert her gaze, her brows in a slight furrow.

“You’re the one who saved me?”

Lishe skittered over into the succubus’ sight and grinned. “That’s right! I often take care of succubi who faint in the middle of their pilgrimage back to full health, so rest assured that you’re in safe hands. Now . . .” Lishe took the succubus’ hand in an attempt to lead her to the kitchen. “. . . don’t bother with cleaning—just let me nurse you.”

The succubus did not budge from where she stood, however, her gaze shifted off in a completely different direction yet again. “You have my thanks.” Lishe was about to chase the succubus’ line of vision again when the succubus closed her eyes and sighed. “If I may be rude,” she said with marked hesitation, “could you please put on more clothes?”

“Is my attire not to your liking, perhaps?”

The succubus swallowed, a tinge of red cast across the otherwise deathly pallor of her face. “No, it’s just that I struggle to figure out where to look at you.”

Lishe chuckled. “Why not my eyes, for starters?” She didn’t need to look down to know her nipples had gotten erect—they had been rubbing against the flimsy fabric with her every movement the entire time, and her excitement over being ogled by such a breath-taking demon certainly wasn’t helping. Lishe crossed her arms, pressing her breasts together, and she slipped into a smirk as the succubus’ eyes strayed towards them for a blink. “I did want you to look at my body, though. I wanted you to strip me naked with your eyes and wring your head off any thought other than fucking me senseless.”

The succubus’ mouth hung open. “You really are as perverted as rumored. . . .”

Lishe nodded. “I couldn’t use magic at all, you see? I was pretty dejected over it for a long time, until I found out one day that having absolutely no mana coursing through my veins also meant I could feed succubi my sexual energy without poisoning them.” She paused, shifting her weight as she grew aware of a warm trickle down her thigh. “So, did I succeed, Miss Succubus?”

The succubus eased her brows and followed Lishe without complaint into the kitchen. There in the middle stood an empty dining table, which Garren crafted from pinewood herself—it was sanded down to utter smoothness and thoroughly varnished but otherwise unadorned, able to seat two people on each long side and one on each shorter end but with ample elbow room. Lishe drew out a stool from one of the shorter sides for her guest to sit on, and the succubus did as she was told, albeit with a baffled stare. “I thought you were going to feed me.”

“And humans serve their guests’ meals on the table.” Lishe hoisted herself onto the tabletop in front of the succubus, grinning as she crossed her legs, letting slip just a brief glance of her unclothed underside. “Call me Lishe.”

The succubus hesitated considerably before muttering, “Ines.”

“That’s quite the wonderful name!” Lishe exclaimed. “Well then, Ines . . .” She could barely ride out her jitters as she scooted herself further into the table center, just enough to rest both her soles on the wooden edge. The unmistakable hunger on succubi faces would never get old, especially the way their pupils dilate the moment Lishe parts her legs. “Please have your fill.”

One moment, Lishe was propping her torso off the table with her forearms, then a blink later, she was lying sprawled on the tabletop. Ines crawled onto the table shortly after, wedging her torso between Lishe’s legs, the succubus’ tail pinning her wrists above her head on the wooden surface. With a snap of her fingers, Ines summoned a blinding purple spark at the tip of her index, with which she traced inscriptions over Lishe’s bare abdomen below her navel, and when the gleam dissipated a blink later, it left behind only birthmark-like swirls. A succubus’ crest. That was how they fed on their prey’s sexual pleasure.

Was this even the same person reluctant to look her in the eye a while ago? All of Ines’ timidness from earlier vanished from her face, in place of which was a cold, piercing gaze that softened ever so slightly in amusement as she pressed her clothed midriff against Lishe’s clit, spurring an unwary gasp. Ines mouthed Lishe’s left nipple through the apron, giving it a couple wicked flicks that sent her breaths hitching, her cheeks burning up to the tips of her ears.

“Now, now, aren’t you feeling this too much?” Ines’ clammy fingertips traced languid circles around Lishe’s other nipple tenting the apron’s fabric. “I barely played with your tits, human.”

Lishe gritted her teeth as she gazed at the unlit lamp dangling over her. It was about everything she could do to keep her gasps from spilling out. No matter how many times she gets fucked by a succubus, she can never get used to the sweet scent they exude through their pores. Ines’ was particularly cloying—it clung to each of her pitch-black curls tickling Lishe’s skin, fueling her desire to touch herself even more with every breath she took. How badly she cursed the restraints on her wrists right then, and she wrapped her legs around Ines’ thigh out of spite, riding up its length instead.

“How impatient.” Ines allowed it, though—she pressed her knee against the swell of Lishe’s clit, snickering as her breathing staggered, then stooped to lick her neck, a wet strip from her collarbone to the base of her jaw. “Look at you rubbing your pussy against a stranger’s thigh,” Ines whispered, leaning in dangerously close. “It must have been tough for a bitch in heat like you to be left alone in the middle of nowhere, huh? This lewd body of yours is made to be thoroughly fucked every single day.”

Ines ground her knee against Lishe’s crotch even harder, delighting as she arched her back in response—the succubus took that chance to resume mouthing one of Lishe’s nipples while mercilessly flicking the other, engulfing her in that sweet scent while keeping her wrists captive the entire time. But just as all the teasing nudged Lishe into the throes of orgasm, Ines withdrew her knee with a smirk, pushing herself up to sit.

“Why?” Lishe whined as the tail around her wrists loosened.

“If you want to come, beg for it.”

Now Ines was even making Lishe beg, just like Garren. The frigidness of that voice spurred Lishe into obedience out of habit, and she laid her drenched holes bare, desperate to be devoured. “Please make a mess of my pussy. . . .” Her breathing shallowed as she reached under her thighs and parted her folds, eliciting an obscene squelch. “I beg you. . . .”

That brought a satisfied smirk to Ines’ face as she crouched at the edge of the table, nestling her face between Lishe’s inner thighs, keeping her eyes captive while lapping up her wetness excruciatingly slow. Lishe clamped her eyes shut as she shuddered, unable to take any more of that gaze’s sheer hunger, and how she hated that doing so only made the wet warmth of Ines’ mouth and the ever-fickle caresses of her tongue salient, the pleasure mounting harder and harder until it drove Lishe to orgasm, her back arching on the wooden tabletop.

And yet Ines didn’t stop there—she dug her fingers into Lishe’s hips, holding it captive mid-air, and kept on sucking at her clit even as she came, even as the pleasure grew too searing to bear. Lishe struggled to reach for Ines’ head, and cling to them by the roots she did with what little strength she could muster as her toes curled up to rein in her trembles. “Put your tongue in,” she begged between pants. “Ines . . . Please . . . Ines—”

But then Ines stopped without warning, feigning obliviousness as she brushed her fingertips across her face where it glistened with Lishe’s sticky fluids, locking her gaze in while mouthing one finger after the other. How Lishe wanted to be messed up by that tongue more: tickled and caressed, bullied, toyed with, and thoroughly subjugated. She didn’t mind having to beg—she would even put a collar around her neck and hand Ines the leash unprompted. A breathy whine escaped Lishe’s lips as she sought the succubus’ gaze. Just as she was about to utter a word, however, Ines crawled back up the tabletop and locked their lips together.

Someone other than Garren was kissing Lishe, and she was melting into it, much to her surprise. She could barely even breathe as her tongue got jostled in ways she never thought possible before—all the kisses she ever knew were Garren’s, slow and tender even in the midst of back-breaking sex. Lishe wanted more of this, of her tongue being sucked on and held captive, of being left with no choice but to entrust her breath entirely to another person. It engulfed her in a strange warmth that set her skin alight, much more so those Ines brushed, caressed, and, for fuck’s sake, if only she could stop kneading on Lishe’s ass and stretching her entrances open—

“I’ve only rested very little, just so you know,” Ines whispered as she shifted their weights, draping Lishe on top of her instead. “Do you know how difficult it was to stay asleep while some horny bitch was fucking herself noisily upstairs?”

Lishe’s breath seized as fingers circled her hole. “I’m sorry. . . .”

“You better be! And for you to keep your bedroom door ajar the entire night . . . You knew your lewd scent would work up any succubus in the vicinity, you slut!”

Lishe gasped as Ines slipped in two fingers at once.

“You knew it would be agonizing for me to see you sleep with your tits bare and your legs spread wide on the sheets like that!”

“I’m sorry!” It took Lishe all she had to speak as those wicked fingers pounded into her hole knuckle-deep. But it wasn’t enough—she ached to be churned by the familiar girth and nimbleness of a succubus’ tongue. “Please punish my greedy pussy with your mouth! This slut couldn’t take it any longer—”

Her words stalled as the tail hoisted her body up in the air all of a sudden, her forearms bound together at the small of her back as she was made to straddle Ines’ face. She didn’t even notice when the string holding her apron up at her nape had come undone, leaving the fabric to hang uselessly on her frame by the ribbon around her waist. Her bare tits, her sweat-drenched torso, her needy whines—Ines took them all in from below with a ravenous gaze as she dug her nails into Lishe’s thighs.

Lishe could barely hold back her cries as electrifying caresses engulfed her clit, peppered in with light suction just the way she liked it, turning all her limbs to mush. She ached to ride Ines’ face harder, get her to fuck even faster, only to be held back by her bruising grip. And how Lishe shuddered at the tightness around her wrists, how the rest of the tail circled her torso as well, leaving a slight viscous trail that rendered her nipples rock-stiff, only for the sudden intrusion of the succubus’ tongue into her tightness to drive her into a screaming climax yet again.

But, of course, Ines left no room for rest. She kept on thrusting her tongue into Lishe’s depths even as her hole clamped up and pulsated in utter pleasure, lapping up the honey from her naughtiest crevices. She blinked off the tears blurring her vision and found Ines’ slitted eyes dilated, dazed, a tinge of red salient on her face once more. She was getting worked up, too. A few taps of her fingertips against Lishe’s skin and the tongue inside her grew even girthier—it pressed up against all her walls, and she couldn’t suppress a wanton moan as the tail binding her spurred her into arching her back, flinging her erect nipples out in the open. Held up like that, she had no choice but to let her sweet spot bear the brunt of the tongue’s maddening thrusts inside her until she came undone yet again, spilling her nectar on Ines’ face.

Lishe rode out the last of her spasms as she lay on her back on the tabletop with nothing but the apron uselessly scrunched across her waist. “Was the breakfast I served to your liking?” she asked, making sure Ines saw in full view how flushed and swollen the pussy she just abused had gotten.

Ines averted her eyes and nodded—only then did she regain all her earlier timidity. “Thank you for the meal.”

“You’re welcome. But I still haven’t nursed you back to full health, right?” Lishe squeezed her thighs as a viscous warmth trickled down her hole anew. “It was my fault for not providing an environment conducive to your recovery last night, so I don’t mind serving you lunch and dinner as well.”
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WELL, LISHE DID say that, but . . .

“I’m coming! I’m already coming, please!” she cried, clinging onto the edge of the wooden bathtub as three fingers pumped mercilessly into her from behind. That would mark her fifth orgasm for this morning alone—it sapped all the strength from her legs, and she would have collapsed onto the bathroom floor had she not been caught by Ines’ tail by the waist and taken into her embrace.

Yes, Lishe had gravely underestimated how voracious this succubus’ appetite was.

Ten days had passed since Ines strayed into Lishe’s backyard. Save for a little bit of sunshine in the early to mid-morning, they were just as fraught with rain showers as that day, stirring a head-throbbing clamminess in the evening air. Perhaps that was the reason Ines still hadn’t regained her full strength, the worst case of mana fatigue Lishe had witnessed in a succubus thus far. But of course, she was more than willing to let Ines stay for as long as she needed in the cabin while she recovered. Lishe had barely anything else to do anyway.

. . . or so her line of reasoning went back then, until she realized she wasn’t fully prepared for nursing a succubus of Ines’ caliber back to full health.

Ines left a trail of ticklish kisses on Lishe’s neck before nibbling the shell of her right ear. “I’m putting in four next.”

“No more. . . . Let me rest for a while. . . .” Lishe panted, riding out the last of her pussy’s contractions as she pressed her back against Ines’ torso. Any more of this and Lishe might just go crazy.

Ines heaved a subtle huff—that was how she sulked, apparently—before coaxing Lishe’s jaw sideways for a messy kiss over the shoulder. This was the first time she ever encountered a succubus who liked kissing this much, not that she minded it. Rather, she might have already gotten addicted to this, especially to how that tail would coil around her waist, holding her captive skin-to-skin while her mouth gets ravished until she could no longer think straight.

Lishe spilled a moan as fingertips kneaded her inner thighs, edging up her engorged clit. “Now, now,” Ines whispered, “you were the one begging for a bit of rest, so why are you grinding down on my fingers as if your life depended on it?”

“That’s not—”

All the words left Lishe’s mouth as she gazed down at her naked form in disbelief. Her hips really were moving on their own, rocking against Ines’ touch, wanton and needy. Well, considering fucking was all they ever did this past ten days, be it in the kitchen counter or the dining table, the living area or the bedroom—heck, Ines was even fondling Lishe’s tits through her gardening jumper the entire time she was tending to her crops in between bouts of rain—submitting to Ines’ touches might have just become a new habit. Lishe’s womb throbbed at the thought of being pleasure-trained by a mere guest; it left her aching to be made more of a mess, but then Ines withdrew her touches entirely all of a sudden.

“It must have been taxing to feed your sexual energy to a succubus for ten days straight. I should have thought about how difficult it is from your end, too. My bad.”

The abrupt sincerity in Ines’ tone caught Lishe off-guard. “Wait, I didn’t say that—”

“Even if you didn’t, it’s common sense.” Ines chuckled. “I already owe a lot to you for saving me from mana fatigue, so I shouldn’t be this imposing on top of that. I’ll hold back from feeding off you for a day. Recoup your strength in the meantime, okay?”

Lishe wanted to protest further, but she couldn’t find the urge now that Ines had shifted back to being reserved. She led Lishe by the hand into the bathtub and cradled her as they soaked up the water’s warmth to their necks, but other than that, they did nothing else. Ines didn’t sneak up behind Lishe to feel her up under her apron as she stood in front of the kitchen counter to prepare her breakfast later that morning, either. And when Lishe headed outside after lunch to cut a few oregano leaves for her late afternoon tea, Ines didn’t follow suit—she busied herself with washing the dishes instead, even though she didn’t contribute to the pile aside for a teacup or two.

It felt lonely somehow. Lishe sighed as she snipped an oregano leaf off the plant and placed it into her herb basket. Maybe she was a little too stringent.

No—well, she might have been, but Garren had always insisted that Lishe should be upfront if she didn’t like something, especially during sex, be it with her or with someone else. Lishe shouldn’t feel bad about asserting that.

It would have been nice if Ines hadn’t swung all the way back to being reserved, though. Lishe didn’t even notice since when she had been staring off into the distance, crouched on the loam, preoccupied with remembering how chilling Ines’ whispers were as her hands wandered under the rigid fabric of this gardening jumper here in the open. Lishe gazed down at her chest, and . . . Yeah, her nipples have gotten stiff, being the hopeless pervert that she was.

Well, it wasn’t like she had any other chore lined up for the time being anyway, so she nestled her little herb basket on her lap and took off her soiled gloves. She might have been a little curious as to whether touching herself outdoors would spell a different flavor of embarrassment than being touched. However, just as she was about to creep her fingers over her own chest, a dark, lustrous line darted into her vision from her periphery.

The next thing she knew, she was hoisted off the ground entirely with her wrists bound above her, the herb basket lying bottom up on the wet soil. This leathery texture . . . Lishe didn’t even know why she was surprised at this point that succubus tails could lengthen this much. Her eyes sought the direction of the cabin’s front door, and sure enough, Ines was standing there on the porch, her arms crossed, her calculating gaze softening a blink later under a smile.

“Sorry. You were acting strange crouched on the ground like that, so I thought you’d been stung by a snake or some insect.”

Lishe averted her eyes—how she hated that she grew acutely aware of how her nipples had been pressing against her jumper’s tough fabric right then. She couldn’t help but squeeze her legs together as the succubus’ tail elongated further, circling her waist as well, before carrying her all the way to within a hair’s breadth of Ines’ face.

“You look like you have something to say,” she said.

“Well . . .” Heat crept up Lishe’s face. “I’ve already rested plenty, and I might have just gotten a little horny again, so I was thinking—”

Ines smirked. “I already told you a while ago, right? You should rest for a day as well.” She released Lishe from her bindings and strode back inside the cabin, but not before casting her a sharp, knowing glance. “I guess I’ll consider it tomorrow morning if you want it that much.”

That was when the realization struck: it wasn’t that Ines had reverted all the way back to being timid and reserved—she was just deliberately withholding what Lishe wanted. Then that sudden binding from earlier . . . It must have been because Ines didn’t want Lishe to touch herself. Her chest raced at the thought, and how her panties had gotten soaked at the mere anticipation of their antics for the rest of the day.

Two could play this game.

Heavy rains engulfed that late afternoon, as usual. Lishe blew a few short puffs over her steaming cup of oregano tea before taking a sip, her gaze locked on Ines from across the low-rising table in the living room the entire time. She had now taken to reading one of Garren’s books, which she said was written in a language prevalent far north of here called Akanfeian. Not that Lishe would know, though—she had never heard of such a language given that she hailed from the completely opposite direction, and she never learned how to read anything beyond the basics of her mother tongue anyway. That got her wondering if she should try learning the language as well, but then she realized that would entail imposing even more on Garren, and . . .

“So, this lover of yours,” Ines said all of a sudden without peeling her eyes off the book, “Garren, was it? I know she’s been neglectful of your needs with how often she goes off on adventures without you, but aren’t you being unfair to her as well? Cheating on her with succubi and what have you . . .”

Lishe shrugged. “It’s not cheating if she’s the one who encourages it in the first place.”

That perked Ines’ brows, and she cast a glance over the book at Lishe. She took that as a cue to head over to Ines’ bench and cozy up beside her, using one of her wings as a blanket. It hadn’t even been an entire day, and yet Lishe had already missed being enveloped in this cloying warmth.

“Rather, my first time with a succubus was a three-way with Garren.” Lishe’s grin crept up as she undid one of the ribbons holding her dress up by the shoulders, sagging its neckline just enough to give a glimpse of her left breast short of her erect nipple. “Her idea.”

Ines snapped the book shut and laid it on the table in front of her. Finally. Lishe crawled onto Ines’ lap, and the succubus let it—in this position, Lishe could comfortably rest her head on Ines’ shoulder, leaning back on her plump chest. It was very much like Garren’s lap, just with added wings enclosing Lishe in this sweet, intoxicating warmth. She could get used to this.

“Come to think of it, Garren was holding me like this too back then.”

“Back when?”

Lishe chuckled. “As I said, when Garren and I had a three-way with the first succubus I slept with.” She parted her thighs, resting her heels on the bench’s edge on both sides of Ines’ lap. “Garren kept my legs apart like this, and the succubus ate me out while it rained the entire morning. Then they took turns churning up my pussy with their unforgiving fingers all the way until sundown, until I could no longer move.”

By then, Lishe couldn’t ignore how damp her panties had gotten any longer—she slid them off her hips and rolled the fabric up her knees instead, shuddering as the wet string it partly soaked clung to her left inner thigh on the way. Might as well see if Ines would stop Lishe from touching herself again.

Ines didn’t. Lishe grinned as she slid a hand to her crotch, gliding her index and middle fingers front and back over her clit. Ines’ breathing hitched as the motion elicited tiny squelches, and Lishe took that chance to rest her free hand on the succubus’ thigh, gently kneading on it, edging upwards. Succubi absorb the bulk of their sustenance when their prey orgasms, but the buildup to that still yields a trickle of sexual energy. Lishe wouldn’t let Ines insist on not having her fill for the rest of the day that easily.

And yet, this warmth really was much like Garren’s, so much so that Lishe’s heart ached. In her twenty-five years of being alive, she had to learn the hard way that her loneliness was not anyone’s responsibility. But Garren said it herself: Lishe should acknowledge that she was human. If so, it should be fine to admit that she was lonely, right? For her to let herself simmer in her longing, to allow her heart to ache. The truth was, she did want to hold Garren back when she left through the front door with her pack for yet another months-long quest, to whine for her to stay with Lishe in the cabin during rainy days like this. She wanted to kiss and cuddle, maybe prepare a nice dinner and fall asleep a little while later, perhaps after going for an evening soak together. Lishe gasped as arms circled her waist and mourned them for not belonging to the woman she loves. It didn’t even need to be about sex. She just wanted to—

All of Lishe’s thoughts stalled when Ines stole a kiss over the shoulder—a gentle one, very much like Garren’s. “How do I put it?” Ines muttered. “I have cast a crest on you so that I could consume your sexual pleasure, but that doesn’t mean that’s the only emotion you could feed me.” Ines fell silent for a moment, and when she spoke again, it was barely a whisper. “You were serving me rotten food just now, you know.”

Only then did Lishe notice that tears had been beading her eyes, and she blinked them away at once. “I’m sorry.”

Ines didn’t reply—she locked her lips with Lishe’s without a word, nibbling her ears then showering her jaw with light kisses right after, spilling them down her neck. “Stick your tongue out,” Ines whispered, and Lishe obliged, welcoming the fuzz of her tongue being sucked on. Ines’ amber eyes cast Lishe into a daze as a hand clasped hers, the one laid over her crotch, guiding it to stroke her own clit until she struggled to contain the twitches of her splayed legs under the warmth of Ines’ wings. That was when Ines undid the other ribbon still holding up Lishe’s dress by the shoulder, leaving it to pool around her waist, before retracting the wings altogether, leaving her unraveled form bare against the damp air.

Ines snapped her fingers, and a puddle of shimmery blob emerged in mid-air, condensing into a body-length mirage showing a half-naked woman with her legs spread, the flimsy silken cloth around her waist barely covering her own dripping crotch she couldn’t stop touching. Her hair fell in waves to her ringed navel, the dark locks the only thing keeping her tits from being fully bare. She was wantonly touching herself while sitting on another woman’s lap, this one winged, ashen-skinned, amber-eyed. Ines. Lishe was staring at a reflection of herself, their soaked crotches almost touching, the mirage dissipating in thin air around where it met her parted knees.

Ines chuckled, her gaze sharp on Lishe through the mirror. “You like what you’re seeing that much?”

“Not . . .” Lishe’s face burned. “Not really . . .”

“Then tell me why your twitches have gotten wilder just now.” Ines could barely contain her smile as she drew Lishe’s gaze down her hand, which was now rubbing desperately against her own clit. Lishe shut her eyes—she couldn’t let that embarrassing sight of herself burrow further into her mind. “This Garren person sees this every time she’s fucking you, but she still could bear going off on her own little adventures and leaving you alone for months at a time? How heartless of her.” Ines chuckled. “Good thing you’re good at soothing your own unloved pussy with your fingers. You don’t even really need succubi to help you out with that, do you? You just let us screw you as we please because you’re a hopeless slut.”

Lishe wanted to retort, but she couldn’t spit out a word. As much as she hated the thought, she really was getting off on her own perverted reflection, fueled by her longing for Garren and frustration over Ines’ games. If Lishe could take consolation in anything, it was that she at least managed to sway Ines into not holding off until tomorrow to have sex. It filled Lishe’s chest with satisfaction, her pleasured twitches giving way to something bigger, stronger, her lips unknowingly spilling Ines’ name over and over until . . .

“You can’t.” Ines’ tail circled Lishe’s wrist and yanked it off just as she was about to drive herself to climax. She blinked the tears off her eyes, and there her almost-unraveled reflection lay just a breath away, flushed, weak, wanton. Over her right shoulder peeked Ines, locking their gazes through the mirror. “Though, if you wanted to come that much, I guess I’ll consider letting you tomorrow.”

A feeble whine escaped Lishe’s lips, which Ines stifled with another gentle kiss. It set alight a new wave of tingles, especially as Ines wrapped her arms around Lishe’s waist and held her hands too, intertwining their fingers. When Ines broke away from the kiss, her eyes fluttered open to a moment of softness, her pupils dilated, before her usual smirk crept in.

“If you impatiently squirm like that, you look like you’re grinding your crotch against your reflection’s.”

Lishe’s clit throbbed as she took a peek before clamping her eyes shut. But then Ines’ tail hoisted Lishe up by the waist onto the low-rise table on all fours, shifting the mirage further back to give her a frontal view of herself and her tits dangling unrestrained beyond her dark waves. Ines crawled onto the table as well, draping her torso over Lishe’s back, planting nibbles from her jaw to her neck then shoulders. The feather-light kisses crept down her spine painfully slow, spurring her into thrusting her needy hips higher until Ines laid a hand on each cheek, her thumbs stretching Lishe’s hole.

“Still, letting all these juices drip onto the floor . . . I guess it’s just wasting food at this point.” Lishe’s core burned as hot puffs of air brushed her underside, giving way to a shudder as Ines laid her tongue over it, the tip circling Lishe’s clit before giving it a few subtle sucks. The pleasure sent her elbows buckling until she couldn’t prop her face off the table any longer, unable to think of anything else but how grateful she was to be capable of feeding a succubus like this. But then Ines stopped just as the pleasure in Lishe’s groin mounted yet again, leaving her unable to climax once more.

“You’re unfair. . . .” Lishe breathed, mustering all the strength she had to part her own sloppy hole the same way Ines did earlier. “Just finish your meal already. . . .”

All Ines returned was a mere shrug before helping Lishe to her feet, even as her knees threatened to wobble. “More importantly . . .” Ines pointed to the window outside. “. . . the sun will set soon. Don’t you think it’s about time you prepare dinner for yourself?” Her tail darted to Lishe’s apron hanging on the wall on the opposite side of the living area, near the kitchen, and laid it over her flushed, sweat-drenched torso. Lishe reached over her shoulder to kiss Ines, but that did nothing to pull her back into the mood—the best she did was caress the underside of Lishe’s breasts before tying the waist ribbon over the small of her back, giving her ass a slap afterward. “Off you go to the counter,” Ines said. “Don’t starve on me now.”

Lishe didn’t understand why such a simple command sent her chest racing. She just obeyed without much thought, though she held a grudge over being denied an orgasm yet again.

And perhaps she had wanted another kiss as well.

Lishe shoved all those thoughts off her mind as she sliced a few cucumber into discs, with freshly washed tomatoes and carrots in queue. She could ignore Ines for now. But then, “Raw vegetables again?” Ines asked all of a sudden, peeking over Lishe’s shoulder. “You really should look into raising chickens in your backyard. You could use a few eggs in your diet, and succubi could eat them too.”

First time Lishe heard that. “I thought your kind feeds off sexual energy?”

“Pre-natal energy,” Ines corrected. “That encompasses both sexual energy and fetal vitality.” She snickered. “That includes eggs and unborn young too, just so you know.”

Lishe’s mouth fell open. Only then was she reminded that succubi were demons as well. “Then . . . Then you . . . Don’t tell me you cause miscarriages as well?”

“Just because we could doesn’t mean we would.” Ines shrugged. “Humans are already poisonous enough as it is, and even if they aren’t, most of us still find it repulsive to devour the unborn young of another humanoid creature.” She rested her chin on Lishe’s shoulder and left a few playful taps beneath her navel. “Don’t worry. If I ever impregnate you, I’ll see to it that you deliver our baby safely and even raise it together.”

Lishe sighed in relief but pinched Ines’ cheek upon realizing something. “As if you’d get me pregnant!”

Ines’ smile spurred a strange warmth in Lishe’s chest that she didn’t bother naming. There was no point in doing so for a passing pilgrim anyway. She simply continued preparing her meal, humming to the beat of her knife’s dull thud against the wooden chopping board as she welcomed Ines’ warmth from behind. Ines picked up a cucumber slice from the chopping block and held it to Lishe’s mouth, and she allowed herself to be fed, as embarrassing as it was, but not without mouthing Ines’ fingers as well, locking her gaze in all throughout.

Lishe couldn’t just admit to herself that she was already getting used to this, so much so that she wished Ines would never fully regain her strength and jump back into her pilgrimage.
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THAT NIGHT, FOOTSTEPS emerged from downstairs just as Lishe was about to drift off to sleep. Then peeked Ines behind the door, which was left ajar, her gaze tinged with worry for only a moment before she forced out a sneer. “It seems you really couldn’t sleep without being fucked beforehand, as I suspected.”

“I was already about to fall asleep, just so you know.” Lishe turned to her side, pulling up a blanket to her brows to block out Ines’ face from the periphery. “Besides, it’s not like we’re having sex or anything, right? Just let me—”

The approaching clacks of Ines’ wooden slippers caught Lishe off-guard, and the next thing she knew, overhead, locking her on all fours, was Ines, her wings draping on each side to the sheets, enclosing them both in its cloying sweetness. Her amber eyes reflected what little it could from the bedside candle, a chilling gleam in the dim. “Yes, we’re not having sex,” she whispered before leaning down for a kiss.

They wouldn’t be having sex, but Ines devoured Lishe’s lips intent on unraveling her anyway, and Lishe welcomed all of it knowing she would be denied a climax yet again. She wrapped her legs around Ines’ waist as her fingers ran through Lishe’s hair while spilling kisses to her neck then her chest. And when Ines unbuttoned Lishe’s sleepwear from the collar all the way down to her navel then her hips, she made no effort to hide how she didn’t wear any panties to sleep that night, too.

“You really are a bitch in heat,” Ines said, her gaze taking on a hint of smugness as she pushed herself to sit up. 

“And this bitch in heat wants to be tied up and made to come over and over until she passes out.” Lishe let slip a coy smile as she crossed her arms above her head. “My hands are right here.”

Ines scoffed. “And if I refuse?”

Lishe reached for Garren’s nightdress on the other side of the bed and mouthed its collar, letting the rest of its fabric drape over her bare torso down to the navel. She didn’t break eye contact as she parted her legs, sliding a hand to her crotch, but just as she was about to lay a finger over her clit, her wrist was pried off once more by Ines’ tail.

Lishe won.

“You won’t get to rest this time around,” Ines grumbled.

“Fine by me.”

That was all Ines allowed Lishe to say before flipping her over on the cushion, driving her face down the sheets, binding her forearms behind her. “Raise your ass,” Ines demanded, and Lishe complied—she made sure to spread her legs, her gut churning as a viscous drop trickled down her hole to her clit. “Who gave you permission to be dripping this early?”

Lishe chuckled. “I’m sorry. Why don’t you punish me with your tongue and train this pussy as you please—”

A sudden flick of Ines’ finger against Lishe’s clit wiped the smug grin off her face. “You don’t get to choose how I punish you, slut,” Ines hissed, reducing Lishe’s breaths to shudders as her chest raced.

“I’m sorry. . . .”

The tail hoisted Lishe to kneel on the floor by the edge of the bed, and Ines followed right after, sitting in front of her, arms crossed. “A bitch in heat like you wouldn’t mind using anything to get off, right?” A cruel smirk crept across her face as she crossed her legs, sticking out one of her feet just short of brushing Lishe’s crotch. “Make do with this.”

Lishe struggled to prop her body up with her hands held up over her head, and a moan escaped her lips as she straddled the top of Ines’ foot. Ines was touching Lishe again—she couldn’t be any happier.

“Ines . . . Ines . . . I love this. . . .” Even Lishe surprised herself with how desperate she rocked her hips against Ines’ foot, slathering it with pussy juices all the way up to the middle of her shin. All Lishe cared about at that moment was chasing the pressure on her clit, giving way to shudders and moans she could barely recognize as hers. “Press it up harder,” she whined, tears beading her eyes as her movements grew erratic. “Ines, please . . . I’m close. . . .”

“Oh my, why didn’t you tell me sooner?” Mischief crept into Ines’ grin as she eased her foot off Lishe’s crotch just a little bit, prompting her to press against it harder to chase back the pleasure.

“Please . . .” Lishe was sobbing now. “Let me come. . . . I want to come so bad, Ines. . . . I don’t want to wait until tomorrow. . . .”

Ines sighed. “I guess I have to indulge you since you’re begging this nicely.” And yet she still withdrew her leg anyway, only for her to bend Lishe over the edge of the bed, her hips thrust up, her wrists now held down over her lower back by one of Ines’ hands. “Be grateful, Lishe,” she whispered as her other hand’s fingers circled Lishe’s hole. “You’ll be getting your brains fucked out of you tonight, as you wanted.”

Lishe gasped as two fingers entered her all of a sudden, squirming as every thrust pressed down on her front wall. She couldn’t believe Ines had gotten this good in hitting that spot the first time around in such a short period of time—even Garren struggled to find it every now and then, not that Lishe minded that much. Still, for her body to be known this well this easily . . . As expected of a sex demon. Lishe could barely hold a coherent thought as those fingers pounded into her relentlessly, her eyes in a daze, her lips hung open. All that spilled from her lips were incomprehensible garbles as Ines hastened her pace even further, far faster than any hip thrusts could match, the obscene squelches in the still night air wrenched into only by Lishe’s pleasured cries as she came.

The next thing she knew, the ceiling was engulfing all her vision as her legs gave away altogether, her clit a fuzz of slippery warmth under the workings of Ines’ mouth. Nothing could escape that tongue of hers—Lishe’s walls and crevices, her farthest, naughtiest depths, and all those spots she never even knew could make her squirm helplessly in the sheets with the slightest of touches. It was as if her body was made solely for Ines to mess up and feed sexual energy off of all along. Lishe gazed at the crest below her navel and grinned through her panting, and she held onto Garren’s nightdress for dear life as she was driven to orgasm once more. How she pitied all the mages of the world right then. None of them could feed succubi the way she could, bound helpless in her own dwelling, fucked silly even through her orgasms until all she could ever think of was sex.

Lishe no longer remembered how many times more she came after that, nor when she fell asleep. She was certain she passed out a few times in utter bliss beforehand, though. By the time she woke up again, the bedside window had already been open to the morning breeze, letting in the sunshine unfiltered by clouds for once. It might just not rain later in the afternoon for the first time this month. She could already hear the sizzling of the pan in the downstairs kitchen—it was Ines cooking breakfast for Lishe, no doubt—and yet she still was somehow enclosed in someone’s embrace under the blanket.

Well-toned arms, a chiseled torso. Lishe’s eyes widened, unwilling to meet the gaze of the person whose chest she had been pressing her face against the entire time, just in case she was dreaming yet again. But then the sizzling in the downstairs kitchen ceased, and footsteps climbed the stairs, stopping just short of the bedroom door. “Breakfast is ready,” Ines said. “Are you sure you won’t be asking for extra servings? You must have been exhausted from the trip.”

But the response was indeed that familiar voice, gravely even in its chuckles. “I don’t mind, I don’t mind! The hunt left us with more game than my party knew what to do with, so we’ve been feasting on steaks and what-have-you the entire time on the way back. I appreciate the thought, though.”

Only then did Lishe dare to look up, and she was met with Garren’s bright, crooked smile she dearly missed.

“You’re finally awake.” Garren stooped to plant a kiss on Lishe’s forehead. “I’m back, Lishe.”
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