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TL;DR Note on Characters

(for when you just want to jump in mid-series or if you need a refresher)

Lishe

A 25-year-old human woman living in a cabin in the thick of the sacred forest with her lover, Garren.

. . . or at least, it was supposed to be that way, but because Garren is an adventurer who often goes off to far-away quests for months at a time, Lishe often ends up alone in the cabin.

The lack of mana coursing through her veins makes her incapable of using magic, but since mana is poisonous to succubi, that very same flaw also allows her to feed them her carnal desires without harming them.

Garren

A 27-year-old human adventurer. A woman Lishe is in an open relationship with. She was absent during the majority of the events of the first volume, showing up only at the end after over a month of absence.

Ines

A succubus who stumbles upon Lishe’s home in poor health from severe mana fatigue while in the middle of a pilgrimage through the sacred forest. She has been relentlessly feeding off Lishe’s carnal desires for over ten days now but doesn’t seem to be getting any better. And it seems Lishe is slowly getting attached to her . . . ?


1

LISHE’S EYES DARTED to her right then to the opposite side of the dining table as she sipped from her teacup, her shoulders small, withdrawn. Beside her, Garren was savoring her brimming bowl of false dragon stew, perking her brows every now and then as she paired every mouthful with a heap of rice. Her jet-black hair had gotten longer since she embarked on her latest adventurer quest—the longest of them were midway down her nape now, with some draping messily down her temples, framing her strong jaw. Maybe Lishe could give them some much-needed trimming later. “I could hardly believe you’re a succubus with how well you could cook these guys. Should have taken you up on your offer to cook more servings. A shame, a shame.”

Ines chuckled from the other side of the table. She was the only one seated there with nothing on her plate, having already fed off Lishe’s carnal desires plenty last night. “I’m honored you liked my cooking. I did my fair share of taking care of humans in the not-so-distant past, you see?”

Garren hummed. “Adventurers?”

“Soldiers. Injured ones.”

“Hah!” Garren chomped on another mouthful. “You were wasting your culinary skills on them—their healers would only allow them porridge anyway! I say you open up a tavern or inn in some major city, and patrons will swarm you in no time.”

“Not as a demon, I’m afraid.” Ines’ cast her gaze down. “Not every human has the heart to see our kind in equal standing as them. At worst, they fear us, but more often than not . . .”

“Sounds like a request for an endorsement from a reputable adventurer,” Garren said, highly amused. “Well, just tell me if you ever follow through with that. I’ll be the first to drag my party members over for a hearty lunch. Don’t worry—we all eat like famished beasts every single day, and we always pay at full price. What do you say to that?”

They . . . They were getting along quite well. Lishe took a careful sip off her cup. Maybe she was just a little paranoid about them getting into a quarrel, considering that some of the succubi Lishe nursed to full health were hostile towards Garren the whole time. Well, Garren never had any qualms about Lishe sleeping with her guests, but Ines, on the other hand . . .

“So, did my woman replenish your strength reserves well?”

Lishe almost spat out her drink.

“Very much!” Ines chuckled. “I could have died from mana poisoning had I not stumbled upon your dwelling in the thick of the sacred forest in time.”

Lishe drove her gaze down to her lap as her face burned all the way to her ears. She still couldn’t brush off Ines’ leer from the periphery despite that, though, especially when the unmistakable texture of her tail coiled up Lishe’s left thigh, the one farther from Garren.

“Lishe has been especially attentive to my needs for the past eleven days I’ve been here. I could only imagine how lucky of a woman you must be to have a wife as caring as her.”

Garren’s thunderous cackle sent Lishe’s heart fluttering. “Wife? No, no, no. Who could possibly be out here in the middle of nowhere to bear witness to our union and legitimize it? Off with your titles that reek of city dwellers, succubus—we don’t do that in these parts. Though . . .” She scooted her chair closer to Lishe, resting a hand over her other thigh. “. . . I love her every bit as though she were, all right.”

That was the first time Ines welcomed a tinge of sharpness in her tone. “Is that why you leave her alone in this cabin while you go off on your own adventures for months at a time?” Her tail crept further up Lishe’s thigh, burrowing under her skirt, its tip stopping just short of snagging the lace holding her undergarment up at the hip. The tingles got her fidgeting in her seat, especially as a slippery substance—succubus brew, as Garren called it—oozed in minute amounts from the tail’s pores, just enough for it to glide across her skin without so much a rustle. “If you keep that up, I wouldn’t be surprised if someone swoops in and snatches her away while you aren’t home, you know.”

Lishe gasped as the tail undid the lace altogether, first the one on her left hip, then the one on her right, leaving her undergarment scrunched uselessly between her thighs. She looked beside her to see that Garren had noticed something was off, her brows perked up in mild amusement. It was Lishe’s chest, no doubt—she didn’t need to look down to know their tips had gotten stiff just from a slight teasing, poking hard through her dress’ fabric. Today was the first warm morning in a while, so she put on her flimsiest dress, shamelessly thin in its weave that one could easily make out the bare skin it was supposed to clothe. Garren had always liked it whenever Lishe wore such dresses, and . . . She looked across the table and found Ines’ eyes heavy on them as well. They were both ogling her vulgar form with such ravenous gazes, the thought alone working her up as well.

“By ‘someone’, you meant . . . you, for instance?” Garren slipped into a lopsided grin as her hand on Lishe’s thigh crept inwards, and Lishe allowed it, parting them just enough to wedge Garren’s fingers between them. “It would make sense why you would stick around pretending to be ill for ten or so days if that were the case, then.”

Ines’ ashen skin flared red, but she still averted her eyes, feigning composure. “I really was drained.”

“You couldn’t fool a clairvoyant, succubus.” Only then did Lishe notice Garren’s usual dark brown irises were gleaming a faint blue. She was using a clairvoyance spell. “Your vitality has been at its peak for eight days now, at the very least. You’ve even been stocking up quite the reserves on top of it, too.”

Garren paused, waiting for a reply. Nothing. She turned to Lishe.

“I can’t believe you bought into that excuse. There was no way she would have remained drained for that long when she was feeding off your carnal desires day and night.”

“That was careless of me. I’m sorry,” Lishe said.

“Wait, Lishe!” Ines’ face grew profusely red, her tail slipping off Lishe’s thigh altogether in utter alarm. “I can explain!”

Garren chuckled. “There’s no point in flimsy excuses, is there? I wouldn’t punish you for admitting you were seducing my woman. I would have done the same thing myself.”

By then, her hand had already edged up Lishe’s crotch, and embarrassment flushed over her as she parted her thighs a little more out of habit, forgetting for a moment that Ines was right there.

“Rather,” Garren added, rubbing her pinky against Lishe’s crotch, “I would even believe you if you said she seduced you first. My woman could get quite greedy, after all.” Garren repeated the motion a few more times, feather-light touches, all deliberate, before laying her fingers flat on the chair instead, prompting Lishe to grind her clit over them, her spine taut. “What do you have to say for yourself?”

“I . . .” A gasp stalled Lishe’s words as she failed to stop herself from rocking her hips to and fro across the seat, desperate to chase that friction against those fingers, even as her undone panties grew soaked. “I did seduce her. . . .”

“By doing what?”

“By noisily masturbating upstairs while she was resting . . .”

“And?”

“Keeping my bedroom door open while I slept naked after fucking myself . . .”

“What else?”

“Putting nothing but an apron on in front of her . . .”

“That skimpy apron? You really like wearing that thing that much?”

Lishe nodded, reining in another gasp as fingers started kneading her clit in slow, heavy circles.

“And let me guess, she fucked you on this table right after?”

“Yes . . .” Lishe clamped her eyes shut as she spread her legs wider. “It was my idea. . . .”

Garren pushed her chair back and dragged Lishe to her lap, coaxing her legs wide open, letting her underwear slip off her underside altogether. “As expected of a slut like you,” Garren whispered into Lishe’s ear before coaxing her face sideways for a kiss over the shoulder. Lishe never liked false dragon meat—it was too gamey for her, no matter the cut—but she could tolerate it better if she were tasting only lingerings of it from Garren’s cracked, rough lips. Lishe ran her tongue over them, greedily nibbling the bottom one and slipping her tongue past it, tangling up with Garren’s own. Lishe took pride in how it sent Garren’s breath hitching, as if she was begging for her tongue to be taken captive and sucked on.

Garren’s flush was apparent even through her sunned complexion when Lishe broke away. “I’m guessing your succubus guest taught you that?”

Lishe turned to straddle Garren’s lap, facing her instead, clinging onto her shoulders. “She did . . . as she kept me company while you were gone.” Only then did Lishe let her sulk slip with a pout. “I was lonely the whole time, just so you know.”

Guilt seeped into Garren’s downcast gaze. “I’m sorry.”

Those were the only words Lishe needed to hear to slip back into a grin. “As long as you understand.” She tucked a few strands framing Garren’s right cheek back behind her ear, caressing her lower lip. But just as Lishe was about to kiss Garren once more, Ines cleared her throat, strode over to the opposite side of the dining table, and laid her hand over Lishe’s mouth.

“You’re forgiving her too easily,” Ines grumbled. “I have marked you with my crest—you cannot hide your emotions from me. I know you’re still upset.”

Lishe was about to free her mouth to protest when Garren cackled. “Interesting. As expected of an energy demon! I really needed that help, especially since my woman has problems with bottling her grudges up.” She rested her palms on Lishe’s ass cheeks and squeezed them hard, the stretch on her holes sending her spilling a few needy sighs. “Even though I already told her she doesn’t need to hide anything from me . . .”

Lishe drove her gaze down without saying a word.

“I like you, succubus,” Garren continued. “Why don’t you become my woman’s lover as well?”

That wrung a gasp from Ines. “What idiotic things are you spouting all of a sudden, human? As if I would just agree to be Lishe’s second when I’m certain you’re not worthy of being her first—”

“So you really were aiming for my woman.” Garren smirked. “I don’t believe for a moment that you’re a pilgrim, succubus. Your suspiciously long stay aside . . .” Her eyes gleamed blue as they narrowed. “You do not have a god’s blessing. What drove you to traverse a terrain that is actively detrimental to your health couldn’t possibly be a religious obligation. So? What really brings you here?”

Ines hesitated for a moment before heaving a sigh. “I’ve heard rumors of a kind-hearted human living in a lone cabin in the southern depths of Leiten Dobh. She takes in and feeds weary succubi travelers without any hint of contempt, or so they say.” She embraced Lishe’s waist from behind and leaned on her shoulder. “I ran away from home, and I don’t know where to go, so I thought I could find that human. She will surely take me in. But then I feared she would hate me if I imposed on her too much this early, so I ended up deceiving her instead. I’m sorry.”

Lishe reached for Ines’ hands. “I would have let you in even if you told the truth right from the start, you know.”

“Exactly,” Garren chimed in. “And I have no qualms about it, too. You can stay in this house as long as you promise to keep my woman company—”

“No.” Ines pointed at Garren defiantly. “I will snatch Lishe away from you and have her all to myself, human. Lishe, choose me.”

Lishe’s heart skipped a beat. “You loved me all along?”

“Of course not. We just met, dumbass.”

Lishe was about to retort to that, but she lost all the will to when she turned around to see that Ines was being serious.

“I have admired you long before we met. That’s why, when I marked you with my crest and found out how lonely you are . . . all because you have a lover who puts you second to her adventures . . . I couldn’t bear to watch you continue being with her.” Ines took Lishe’s hand and kissed it. “I don’t love you yet, but I know that if it’s you, it’s only a matter of time. And so, Lishe, please . . . Leave this human. I will love you better in her stead.”

“You still don’t get it.” Lishe said. “You’re right—I really am still hurt over Garren being away from home quite often and leaving me alone for months on end. If I were the only person who gets to decide, I would have made her quit adventuring altogether so she could spend her every day with me in this cabin and live a boring life for eternity.”

She reached for Garren’s hand and clasped it as well.

“But I love how Garren comes home from her adventuring campaigns with a big smile on her face. I love listening to her bragging the entire afternoon about the beasts she had slain, the people she had aided, the ruins she had explored, and every single thing she did with her party. I couldn’t see myself doing any of those since I am unfathomably weak and incapable of using magic, but just hearing her speak of all those adventures with twinkles in her eyes makes them so much fun for me to hear, too. Garren is the strongest adventurer!” Lishe slipped into a grin right then. “I love a happy Garren the best. That’s why I’m fine with a little bit of loneliness here and there. I won’t leave her for someone else.”

“But you also deserve to not be lonely!”

Garren shrugged. “This entire discussion is stupid. You don’t need to choose between me and a person who could clearly treasure you as much.” She nibbled on Lishe’s ear, whispering the rest of her words. “I also love a happy Lishe the best.”

“A happy me . . .”

“Safe, healthy, well-loved . . .” Garren smiled as her fingertip circled Lishe’s navel, where the piercing that halts menstruation and pregnancy sat. “. . . and well-fucked, too.” That finger trailed further down to her crotch, teasing her clit once more. “Admit it, you like three-ways the best, don’t you? You love it when two people take turns fucking you for entire days at a time. Or do you prefer to have two at once instead? I could barely tell because you end up shuddering and screaming either way.”

Lishe’s face burned upon hearing that, but before she could utter a response, Garren leaned down for a kiss. Ines gasped and yanked Lishe off to kiss her herself, and Garren chuckled, taking to peppering Lishe’s neck with nibbles instead. Ines undid the ribbons holding Lishe’s dress up by the shoulders, and Garren slid the fabric off Lishe’s chest entirely, baring her pert breasts, one of which Garren held while the other, Ines fondled. Garren’s hand ran up Lishe’s thigh and under her dress, and that sent a trickle of viscous wetness down her inner thighs, and before she knew it, she was already hauled back into the upstairs bedroom, her naked form sprawled on the sheets.

“Just so you know,” Ines said as she crawled onto the bed beside Lishe, “I’m only tolerating you because Lishe loves you.”

Garren cackled as she rummaged through a certain drawer in the corner of the room. “There’s no point in competing when there’s space for both of us.” Lishe could already hear them: glass, metal, all sorts of fabrics—all the things she was forbidden from touching, Garren was gathering in her hands. “Could you put this over her eyes?” Garren threw something across the room, which Ines caught with her tail. She examined the length of black cloth, utterly opaque and trimmed with lace, then raised an eyebrow at Lishe.

“Should have known you liked things like this, too, given how hopeless of a slut you are.”

Lishe swallowed, trying to rein in her jitters. She would be ganged up on, blindfolded, and no doubt bound too, knowing Ines. Lishe couldn’t even trust herself to resist the urge to masturbate at the thought of her being put under the total mercy of these two, so she pushed herself off the cushion and straddled Ines’ lap instead. “Tie me down while you blindfold me.”

Ines coiled her tail around Lishe’s wrists at once, binding them behind her, before laying the cloth over her eyes. “Tell me if it’s too tight.” Ines’ movements were already careful enough as they were, though—she made sure the cloth didn’t dig into the skin nor snag even a strand as she tied its narrower ends just over Lishe’s nape, under the bulk of her wavy hair. And when all of that was done, Ines grabbed hold of the back of Lishe’s head and kissed her, fierce and interspersed with withdrawn chuckles. “Look at how impatient you are, grinding down on my thigh. Oh right, you can’t.”

Lishe’s face burned just imagining how desperate she must have looked right then, but she couldn’t bring her hips to stop moving. “Ines . . . Kiss me more. . . .”

“If you beg like that, I might just think you’re starting to fall in love with me.”

Lishe found herself not wanting to deny that. “Just kiss me already—”

Another weight prompted a creak on the bed, and a stronger arm grabbed Lishe by her jaw, stealing her kiss instead. “Open your mouth more,” Garren whispered before shoving her tongue past Lishe’s lips. Now, that was rare. Lishe didn’t complain, though—she welcomed all of Garren’s clumsiness, knowing that rough kisses weren’t exactly her thing, but she was trying for Lishe nonetheless.

“I love you,” Lishe breathed as Garren broke away. “I missed you so much.”

Garren spilled a light chuckle before claiming Lishe’s lips again, and a soft bite kept her right ear captive, Ines’ pout showing only in how possessively she clung to Lishe’s waist from behind.

“Now,” Garren whispered, “stop making your succubus guest jealous.”

Ines scoffed. “As if I need your pity, human. Just so you know—”

Garren nudged Lishe’s lips over Ines’ gently but firmly before she could utter another word, much to the surprise of them both.

“Human! The nerve!” Ines exclaimed as she pushed Lishe’s shoulders away, inadvertently freeing her arms.

Garren cackled. “My bad. It was an accident, I promise.” She grabbed Lishe’s right arm to guide her into sitting on her lap. This was getting too familiar. “As an apology, here.” Garren gripped Lishe’s thighs from under the knees, spreading them apart. “Why don’t you eat out my woman as a peace offering?”

Ines gasped but stopped herself short of answering. Lishe was about to take her blindfold off just to see what face Ines was making at the moment, but her tail bound Lishe’s wrists together right in the nick of time, clasping them in front of her torso before leaning in to kiss her.

“Interesting,” Garren said as she cupped Lishe’s breasts. “So you like doing it that way better.”

Lishe didn’t get what that meant whatsoever—she could barely keep her thoughts straight like this, blindfolded, bound, and wedged between their imposing frames while her tongue got incessantly played with. Ines tilted Lishe’s jaw up and left bite-kisses down her neck then her abdomen, and Garren didn’t waste that chance to suck on Lishe’s tongue until she struggled to heave another breath.

“You should have told me your tongue was sensitive from the start,” Garren said as her calloused fingers flicked Lishe’s nipples at the same time, the tingles eliciting an unwary gasp from her lips.

“I’m sorry. . . .”

Garren chuckled softly. “I guess I can’t help but forgive you since you’re so cute. Look at you, feeling good from your tits like that. . . .”

“It’s because you touch them all the time. . . .”

“It’s my fault now, really?” Garren shifted her antics to firm, slow squeezes, palming Lishe’s stiff nipples all the while. “Then, if I do this more, maybe I can train you to come by fondling your tits alone.” Garren pressed Lishe’s breasts together, humming in delight as it elicited pleasured sighs from her, only for them to give way into unwary gasps as a plump, wet warmth engulfed her clit all of a sudden.

“Ines—!”

“That’s your punishment for ignoring your succubus guest,” Garren said, spilling a chuckle. Lishe squirmed between the ticklish pleasures on her chest and the slick, burning fuzz between her thighs, neither of which she could thwart with how firmly her arms were bound in front of her. She gasped as two fingers entered her all while that devious tongue toyed with her clit, her blindfolded self completely at Garren and Ines’ mercy. Lishe wondered right then what she looked like, if the sight of her bound, helpless, and wanton pleased them. She pressed her back on Garren’s torso and took in her warmth, reaching up to where her face should be beyond the blindfold.

“I want a kiss. . . .” Lishe whined as her breaths staggered from the onslaught of pleasure. “Please, Garren . . .”

“You’re making your succubus guest jealous again.” Garren still tipped Lishe’s jaw up, though, kissing her from above, this time even rougher than usual. And even then, Garren didn’t let up on toying with Lishe’s nipples—she flicked them and kneaded on them all while Ines ate Lishe out through all her squirming.

“Wait, Ines. . . . I’m coming. . . .”

Ines refused to slow down, though—she plunged her tongue inside instead, girthening and lengthening it with a spell, pressing it up Lishe’s front wall in and out even as her hole clamped tight around it. Getting fucked by a succubus’ tongue simply is the best. Lishe eventually resigned to its relentless pounding, unable to do anything else but scream and shudder as she came, her trembling legs slung around Ines’ shoulders.

“That was loud. Aren’t you grateful we don’t have neighbors here?” Garren crept her fingers to Lishe’s still-throbbing clit and chuckled as the touch got her squirming away, the heat unbearable in the aftermath of her climax. “Though I bet you would have loved being heard by them just the same. You’d probably even lure them into screwing this needy pussy of yours while I’m away, being the slut you are.”

Lishe was about to retort when thick, rough fingers parted her engorged pussy lips, thoroughly drenched with viscous juices and spit.

“My, look at how your succubus guest abused this pussy of yours. She has been doing this for over ten days now, huh? Using your body as she pleases just to feed off your carnal desires?”

“Wait,” Ines blurted. “I wasn’t that cold.”

Garren didn’t respond, undoing Lishe’s blindfold instead, taking in her spent form with a forgiving smile. “But don’t worry—I’m here now, Lishe. You can ask me to comfort you in any way you like.”

How unfair Garren was to say such things, leaving Lishe fumbling for words with how much they got her chest racing. She blinked off the remnants of blurs from her vision as she splayed her legs further, guiding Garren’s fingertips into nudging her drenched hole. “Then, right here . . .”

“Does it hurt?”

Lishe shook her head. “But there’s definitely something wrong with it. . . . It’s always aching to be churned and made a mess of. . . . I want you to heal it. . . . Please . . .”

Garren smiled. “Then, show it to me.”

Lishe obediently sprawled on her back on the bed cushion, letting every single bit of her nakedness be devoured right then by Garren’s discerning gaze. But it wasn’t enough, and so Lishe parted her legs, spreading her plump, well-shaved lips, too. Garren hovered her face over them, her breaths engulfing Lishe’s underside in its damp warmth, and she couldn’t hold back a moan when Garren stuck her tongue in, tasting all she could of Lishe’s crevices, her naughty juices.

“The appearance and taste don’t seem off in any way, though? Are you sure you’re not making things up?”

“I’m not,” Lishe breathed, half-whining. “Search it more thoroughly, please. . . .”

Garren smirked as she crawled further up, wedging her torso between Lishe’s legs. That form of Garren’s screamed brawn more than anything, her robust musculature a testament to her physical prowess that could stand toe-to-toe with men, even without the aid of magic. It was a body made for utter domination, and Lishe would always be more than willing to submit to it, no questions asked. And so when Garren held her right hand to Lishe’s lips, she no longer needed to be told anything—she clasped Garren’s rough palms with both hands just as she taught it all those years ago and licked her middle and fourth fingers from the base all the way to the tip before mouthing them both to the knuckles.

Lishe kept her eyes open the whole time. Garren would never allow herself to be pleasured during sex, but she would let Lishe do things like this, at least. Of course she wouldn’t pass up on watching Garren’s cheeks betray just a hint of flush. Just the thought of getting her all worked up spurred Lishe into letting her breaths come out in sharp, damp puffs, her tongue lapping up everything she could taste of Garren down to the grooves of her nails trimmed to the beds and the gaps between her fingers, the tiny skin folds there, her palmar sweat. Sweat and hardened ridges, her sword’s fault, no doubt. All these, all only for Lishe to lick and bury inside her.

“I’m putting them in.” Garren didn’t even need to say that—she already knew that she could do whatever she pleased. She plunged both fingers at once, twiddling and searching, scouring Lishe’s front wall until they brushed a spot that drew out a gasp. “Did your succubus guest make this sore?”

“I don’t know. . . . She just made it feel all sorts of strange there. . . .”

Garren curled her fingertips, smirking as it sent Lishe’s thighs twitching. “Seems that way.”

And of course, Garren did that again, her brows perking in utter delight as Lishe arched her back, her hands clinging to whatever she could on the sheets as her legs squirmed about. She could barely keep her gaze focused on Ines as she sought her help, but the succubus only smirked, using her tail to pin Lishe’s legs by the knees into the sheets instead. Ines pressed a hand over the crest she had placed over Lishe’s womb, grinning as the weight intensified all of Garren’s touches inside until Lishe could no longer hold back her pleasured whines.

“Come on,” Garren said. “You wanted me to heal your slutty hole, but I can’t do anything if all you ever do is moan and squirm, you know?”

Lishe’s breaths shuddered as she buried her face into the cushion. “It’s too much. . . . I’m comi—”

“Come again?” Garren leaned in closer, her smile mocking. “I can’t understand you if you can’t even mouth your words properly.”

Ines ravaged Lishe’s lips before she could reply, however, muffling all her cries as an electrifying warmth engulfed her body yet again, drenching Garren’s hand and the sheets below.

Garren cackled. “A lot came out, huh? Just when we hadn’t laid out towels underneath, too.”

Lishe couldn’t care less about that right now—not when she had already been unraveled this far. Her legs were still weak from her convulsions, so she left them parted and folded on the cushion, her holes quivering in plain view. “You haven’t inspected it thoroughly yet,” she whined, catching her breath. “Put your dick in and search the farthest depths of my pussy, too.”

Garren chuckled as she crawled off the bed and shrugged her pants off her hips, the sight of her strained thighs spurring heat up Lishe’s womb anew. She had been so used to seeing Ines’ wide, supple thighs for the past few days that she had forgotten how breathtaking Garren’s were, every bulging flexor stretching her skin taut. Lishe didn’t even notice since when she had been simmering in her daydreams of wedging her face between those thighs as she ate out Garren—not that she would ever agree to those offers, being the pleasure-averse person she was. But then she slid her panties off her hips, her face betraying only a moment of bashfulness as her neatly trimmed pubes sprang free. She wasted no time buckling her phallic harness onto her hips and around her thighs before approaching the bed, eyeing Lishe with marked hunger all throughout.

Garren shifted her gaze to Ines. “What, succubus? Don’t tell me you’ve never seen one like this before.”

Ines scoffed. “Of course I have. Just what do you think I am? Besides, you seem to not know this, but elder succubi—”

“Grow dicks of their own, yes. Those who have lived for at least a few centuries, that is.” Garren smirked. “You don’t strike me as particularly old, though.”

Ines crossed her arms. “Me being just a mere six decades old is none of your business.”

Lishe never would have guessed. For all she knew, they appeared to be of the same age with just different builds. Now she felt bad for addressing Ines so casually when she was already old enough to be Lishe’s—

“I’m not a grandma,” Ines grumbled. “Demons have far longer lifespans than humans, you know.”

“True, and it’s such a shame.” Garren sighed. “To think that Lishe and I wouldn’t live long enough to see you grow a dick—”

Ines threw a pillow at Garren’s face, but she caught it with one hand, much to the succubus’ annoyance.

“I can lend you one of these if you like,” Garren said.

“I don’t need it!”

“If you say so.” Garren reached for the bedside drawer for a bottle of unused succubus brew, its purple translucence vivid in a clear glass, dribbling a fair amount over the tip of her dick and slathering it all over that transparent girth. Lishe could barely stop herself from touching her own clit at the sight—it was the first one Garren ever fucked Lishe with, a phallic attachment crafted from durability-enchanted glass, knobbed and beaded along its length. Its size might look unassuming in Garren’s large hands, but the moment she rams it into Lishe . . .

“Are you sure you don’t want it, succubus?” Garren pointed at Lishe. Only then did she realize she had already wedged her hand between her thighs anyway. That object was kept in the drawer at the corner of their bedroom the whole time, but Lishe refrained from using it on herself while she was left alone here because she was an obedient slut who always listened to Garren’s commands. And here Lishe’s soaked pussy was, drooling at the anticipation of being rewarded. She was already steeped in a daze just imagining how good that glass dick would feel inside of her—there was no way she could stop from masturbating to it now. “Our bitch is already touching herself at the thought of being railed by this. Are you sure it doesn’t make you curious in the slightest?”

Lishe barely even noticed that something nimble was darting toward her before it yanked her hands off, binding them together behind her again.

“You know what? That’s a great idea,” Garren said, guiding Lishe to straddle Ines’ lap as the succubus lay on her back on the cushion. “Keep her hands bound—don’t ever let her touch herself. If she wants to come, she would have to beg for it hard.” Garren slapped Lishe’s ass, and she raised it needily in response, sinking her face between Ines’ plump tits. Garren draped herself over Lishe’s back, kissing her temple before nibbling her ear. “Got anything to say?”

“Please jam your thick glass cock into my pussy. . . .” Lishe muttered.

Garren chuckled. “A little weak.”

Lishe spilled a breathy whine as she tried to move her arms in vain. “But I’ve been an obedient slut the entire time. . . .”

“How so?”

“I settled for pleasuring myself with just my fingers while you were gone. . . .”

Garren reached around Lishe’s hip, kneading her clit. “Even if you have guests around? Weren’t you spreading your legs to every succubus you welcomed into this home?”

“I’m sorry. . . .” Lishe gasped as the glass tip circled her hole. “I was getting my pussy senselessly pounded into just as you wanted while waiting for you to come home. . . . I wanted you to find me getting railed by total strangers so you would claim me back. . . .”

Garren nudged the tip inside, chuckling as Lishe failed to suppress a moan. “Claim you how?”

“By punishing this greedy pussy and teaching it all over again who it belongs to . . .” Lishe’s breathing shallowed as she pushed her hips back, trying to gobble up more of the glass’ length. “Garren, please . . . I want it so bad. . . .”

That was all it took to convince Garren to pull Lishe’s torso up by her shoulders, getting her to kneel instead, before plunging that entire length into her in one thrust. She failed to hold back her moans as the unforgiving hardness of cold glass stretched her walls open, its knobs and beads, slick with succubus brew, gliding over her still-sensitive walls over and over until Garren had buried it to the hilt. The sudden contact of the smooth tip with Lishe’s womb overwhelmed her with lightheadedness—it wrung from her a startled gasp, she realized now, when Ines propped her torso off the cushion, eyeing Lishe with concern.

“Did that hurt?” Garren asked.

Lishe grinned. “It just surprised me.” She leaned back to kiss Garren, sending Ines a weak smile. That got Garren chuckling, but her grip on Lishe’s waist was all-telling—Garren was itching to let loose her possessiveness for once, and Lishe wanted Garren to be as unhinged with it as she pleased.

“I’m moving.”

That was all the warning Garren gave before she withdrew her hips, sliding the glass dick out of Lishe’s pussy save for its bulging tip, before ramming it in once more, but not as far in as the last time. Garren was being considerate. That brought a smile to Lishe’s lips as she slung her head over Garren’s shoulder, feeling the tips of her short-cropped hair, nudging her into pressing more of her ripped torso over Lishe’s back. She wanted to reach for a kiss right then, but she must hold back for now. She knew what Garren loved the most during times like this—for Lishe to refuse every urge to stifle her gasps and breathy moans, for her to spill Garren’s name over and over from her lips while her hole was being pounded into senseless by this rigid girth. Lishe kept eye contact with Ines the entire time from where she lay, her lap half-straddled, the thrashing against her tail intense as Lishe fought to keep her sanity intact somehow as the glass churned her insides. She was being claimed back by her long-absent lover, and she wanted Ines to watch it all, to hammer into her how impossible it would be to convince Lishe into abandoning Garren for someone else.

Lishe choked back her sobs as her tits flailed about with Garren’s every thrust. “I’m coming . . . again. . . . Ines is watching my slutty hole get disciplined by Garren’s glass cock. . . .”

Garren rubbed Lishe’s clit senseless right then while pounding into her faster, the squelches of every thrust dilating Ines’ amber eyes. She was still being fed Lishe’s sexual energy even if it was Garren fucking her senseless, and she was making immense amounts of it even before orgasm. A real beast. By then, she no longer bothered stifling her ragged breaths either as she slammed her hips against Lishe’s ass at a maddening pace, as if intent to render her incapable of moving tomorrow. Not that Lishe minded—she would even beg for Garren to spoil her sore cunt the next day if it came down to that. Rather, she was already wishing for it, begging for it, the anticipation, along with all these tingles and jolts pooling into heat in her core, pushing Lishe nearer and nearer to her climax, only for Garren to stop all of a sudden.

“Wait. . . .” Lishe tried to sink the object back inside her, but she couldn’t move her hips under Garren’s iron grip. “You’re unfair. . . .”

“Am I now?” Garren hummed as one of her hands left Lishe’s hips, coaxing her mouth open with three of its fingers instead, which Lishe enveloped in her tongue’s wetness without being told to. “You wanted to come with a glass dick shoved inside you?”

Lishe fervently nodded as tears beaded her eyes, her tongue’s movements growing needier around Garren’s fingers.

“Then . . .” Garren’s voice grew chilling as she lowered it to a gravelly whisper. “I’ll let you if you take two in at the same time.”

“Two . . . I will be Garren and Ines’ cocksleeve at once. . . .”

Garren smirked. “A befitting role for a slut like you, don’t you think?” She shifted Lishe’s jaw to have her look at Ines, whose ashen skin had been flushed the entire time, her hands antsy, her thighs squeezed close. “Look at how much you worked up your succubus guest with your screams while getting impaled by my cock. I’m sure she’s itching to have a dick of her own to shove into your pussy as well.” Garren reached down and circled Lishe’s stuffed hole, slathering a finger with her fluids before slipping it in alongside the glass phallus, adding another one right after. “Besides, you said you’re an obedient slut. You wouldn’t shy away from being trained by two people now, right?”

Lishe pondered in silence before clinging onto Ines’ dress sleeve with bound, trembling hands. “Ines . . . Please . . . I want your dick as well. . . .”

Ines swallowed hard and nodded. She released Lishe’s arm bindings right then, crawling off the bed and returning a moment later with a spare leather harness in hand. She refused to make eye contact as she peeled her white sleep dress off her shoulders first, then down her hips, unveiling her panties that had been soaked the entire time. Lishe’s breath hitched at the sight, and Garren sensed it, sinking Lishe’s hips down to remind her of the glass length buried to the hilt inside of her.

“Use the flesh-like one,” Garren said, and Ines begrudgingly nodded, shielding her naked form with her wings before buckling up the harness around her hips and thighs. When she withdrew her wings again, the first thing to spring up was the beige phallic attachment on her red leather harness, one that was far girthier than what was stuffed into Lishe’s hole right now but was malleable to pressure. She didn’t exactly understand what the material was—all Garren said was that it was yet another enchanted tool she had asked to be made specifically for Lishe’s hole.

Lishe met Ines’ gaze right then, and a cold smile traced the succubus’ lips as she stood on the cushion, right in front of where Lishe sat on Garren’s lap. “You do not need to be told what to do, do you?”

Lishe nodded, her hand circling the girth of Ines’ cock. It didn’t matter that it wasn’t real. But if it were . . . she would love having Lishe’s hot, damp breaths envelop it, right? The thought alone got her heaving far warmer exhales than normal as she stuck her tongue out to lick the entire length of its underside, gazing up at Ines all throughout. Ines shouldn’t have felt anything, and yet it still left her cheeks profusely flushed, somehow. Perhaps the sight was turning her on? If that were the case . . . Lishe started fondling her chest as well, making sure she lightly squeezed them inwards and up—it wouldn’t hurt to show the cleavage of the tits Ines loved fondling that much. Lishe stuck her tongue out even further, circling the phallus’ tip before taking in what she could of its length down her throat. By then, she could barely keep her thoughts straight as Ines’ womanly scent grew thicker from beyond the harness. If only Lishe could peel off those leather straps for a moment and lay her tongue on the wetness beyond, too . . .

“You can’t,” Ines grumbled. “Just . . . don’t. I don’t like it.”

Garren cackled. “A kindred spirit, I see! No wonder my woman is drawn to you as well.” She rested her chin on Lishe’s shoulder and held her jaw, coaxing her mouth to open further. “Come on, give your succubus guest a better show.”

Lishe did as she was told, locking in Ines’ gaze while taking in her fullness, sucking on it, enveloping it in the warm wetness of lips and tongue and spit. Just the thought of being impaled with such girth from both ends like this spurred Lishe into rocking her hips, only for them to be gripped firmly in place once more, her hands bound in front of her yet again by Ines’ tail before she could even think of touching her clit. They were adamant to remain in full control of Lishe’s pleasure—her womb throbbed at the thought of it, and all her longing for when she would finally get thoroughly fucked by both these cocks spurred her into spilling her moans even with her mouth stuffed, her eyes dazed and on the brink of tears.

Garren rolled her hips from underneath Lishe just then, stirring her insides anew, while Ines’ fingers threaded through Lishe’s hair by the roots, guiding her head up and down the length of the cock down her throat. And as if impaling her from both ends wasn’t enough, Garren just had to fiddle with Lishe’s clit yet again, even as she squirmed within their grasps, her legs quivering in utter overwhelm.

But then, “Stop,” Ines said all of a sudden, and Garren heeded that with a smirk, ignoring Lishe’s needy whines over being denied an orgasm yet again.

“Man, that was close! Good call, succubus.”

That was the first time Ines didn’t throw a hostile gaze back at Garren. “It’s just something energy demons do well. It’s nothing special.”

“Now, now, don’t be like that!” Garren said. “You wouldn’t be that keen on the nuances of my woman’s feelings if you did not care for her beyond that of a monster’s regard for its prey. You really should stay—I approve of you.”

Ines averted her gaze. “Even if you say that . . .”

“You already know taking my woman away from me is futile, don’t you? She won’t leave me even though she has already gotten attached to you as well.”

Lishe perked up as their attention shifted to her all of a sudden.

“I . . .” Lishe stammered into silence as her chest raced. And it didn’t help that Ines released the bindings on Lishe’s arms just then, clasping her hands tenderly before kneeling down the cushion to kiss her.

When Lishe’s eyes fluttered open again, what greeted her first were Ines’ amber gaze, tender even in their inhumanness. Neither of them spoke of their feelings then, but they got lost in their own world as they kissed again, far more passionate than all they’ve ever shared these past few days, until it took Lishe all she had to withstand the pounding of her chest.

Lishe wouldn’t admit it right now. She couldn’t just profess her love to someone she met less than a month ago, especially in front of the love of her life. These things need time to simmer. She only stared, dazed, as Ines wrapped her tail around her cock, letting her own succubus brew seep through its pores and slather the object in purple viscous wetness, its glisten tantalizing. Forget all these messy feelings for now—she shouldn’t think about anything at the moment except how great it would feel to pound that thing inside her over and over alongside Garren’s glass dick.

“Ines . . . Garren . . .” Lishe could barely mouth her words as she shuddered just imagining the maddening stretch. “I want to come. . . . I’ll continue being obedient, so please . . . shove your girthy cocks inside me. . . .”

Garren chuckled. “You want both that much?”

“Yes . . .” Lishe ground down harder against the glass length inside of her, watching all semblance of reason escape her in her wanton desperation. “I’m a slut who can’t live without two dicks pummeling her greedy pussy until she’s a coming, spasming mess, so please . . . stuff me up already. . . . I can’t stand not being your shared cocksleeve any longer. . . .”

“Well said.” With that, Garren kissed Lishe on the cheek before heaving her entire weight up by the knees, sliding the glass phallus out from underneath her. Lishe spilled wanton sobs from the sudden emptiness, but then Garren knelt up, carrying Lishe along, splaying her legs apart with those strong arms and spreading her throbbing hole wide open for Ines. “You heard what the slut said, succubus.”

Ines’ amusement was thoroughly blatant in her smile as she knelt in front of them both, lining up two rounded tips by Lishe’s entrance. “We’re going in.”

Lishe only got out a nod before their combined girth entered her tightness, knocking the breath off her lungs. The rigid coldness of Garren’s at the back, the flesh-like softness of Ines’ in front—the contrast of both was astounding, pressing hard on Lishe’s walls just the same, filling her up, wrenching her open tantalizingly slow, reducing her to trembles and moans as she clung onto Ines’ shoulders for dear life. She could barely even think of anything else past how immense the stretch on her walls was, the glacial intrusion of their combined girth, the pounding of their chests against her torso, the melding of their sweat and breaths. She didn’t even know whose name she had been calling or if any word spilling from her mouth between pants made any sense as heat seethed from deep within her core, engulfing her flesh in flames as they drove her to a screaming climax, squirting hard on Ines’ dress.

And even then, they only gave Lishe a moment to ride out her trembles before they heaved their hips, slow and deliberate at first, delighting in how loudly she moaned as her pussy quivered around their cocks. As to which of them ravaged her tongue until she could no longer breathe and who left possessive bites on her shoulders, she no longer remembered. Either could already overwhelm her well enough on their own, so all Lishe could do as they gang up on her was to submit to their thorough fucking like the slut she was, regardless of whether they were kneeling on the cushion or standing on the cold floor, or whether they were lying sideways on the sheets, panting and flushed. They were greatly rewarding her for being their obedient slut for so long. Yes, their slut. Garren was right—Lishe didn’t even need to choose between the two of them. Her greedy pussy was clearly meant to be Ines and Garren’s shared cocksleeve all along.

For how long the two of them ravaged Lishe with their dicks after that, she no longer remembered. They commanded her to bend over the edge of the bed where she got her spent hole pummeled into by Garren’s unforgiving hips, then Ines had her way with Lishe immediately afterward, binding her wrists to the headboard while she lay on her back on the sheets, blindfolded, her sopping pussy churned silly while her tits were being fondled by Garren’s rough fingertips all throughout. Lishe had been on her hands and knees on the floor at one point, lapping up her fluids from Garren’s glass dick while Ines was unraveling her from behind, squeezing her ass cheeks closer to drive in the pressure of that flesh-like cock on all her walls.

Lishe was naked under her apron as she prepared the meals in the kitchen later that morning too, and the entire time she stood in front of the counter, three of Garren’s heavy fingers were viciously pounding into her. Come lunch time, they had Lishe sit on Ines’ lap and bounce on her cock while she begged to be fed by Garren by the spoonful before ganging up on her the entire afternoon as well. Be it in the living area’s wooden bench or the porch’s clammy floor, in the bathtub, while they soaked, or even on the staircase, with her hands bound on the rails, they were relentless in fucking her, regardless of whether they used their phallic harnesses or their fingers or even their tongues. Had it not been for their obscene overuse of succubus brew, Lishe’s skin and holes would have gotten sore for the following days. But Garren and Ines were both deliberate to a maddening degree, and they made it clear that they were intent on engulfing her slutty body in pleasure for many days more—at least, until Garren sets off for yet another far-away adventurer quest.
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THE MESSENGER FALCON came for Garren one afternoon, around a month into her stay back home. A call for clairvoyants and combat-oriented adventurers to aid in fending off a false dragon rampage far south of the sacred forest. Lishe’s chest ached at the thought of having to part with Garren for who knows how long again, but she would come back home safe—Lishe was sure of that. Garren was the strongest adventurer, after all. And so all she needed was a fervent goodbye-for-now kiss as she stood at the front door with her travel pack.

“I’ll see you in a little while, Lishe.”

Lishe grinned the widest she could. “I love you. Remember that every day, even if you’re far away.” She then turned around and sought Ines, who stood not too far behind with her arms crossed in a sulk.

“Just so you know, I still haven’t given up on keeping Lishe all to myself.” Ines furrowed her brows, averting her eyes. “If you don’t want to lose her to me, better come back here alive in a month or so, got it?”

Garren cackled, walking past Lishe to give Ines a few hearty pats on the back. “I won’t be around for a while to help you crank out sustenance from this bitch, so do your best feeding off her alone, will you?”

Ines’ cheeks flared red at that, even more so when Garren gave her pats on the head too. “How dare you patronize me like this, human! Need I remind you that I am far older than—”

“Got it, granny. I’ll be off, so keep my woman company in the meantime. I’m counting on you.”

And just like that, Garren waved them both off and disappeared into the thick of the forest. It was a sunny day back then—Lishe had already been sweating long before noon, even if all she wore at the moment was that skimpy apron. She was itching for a cold wash right then, but the moment the familiar feel of a succubus tail coiled around her left knee and up her thighs, she knew she wouldn’t have the chance for that until far later into the afternoon.

Lishe chuckled as she was pushed onto the floor where she stood with the door wide open right beside her. “Not even carrying me to the bed or at least the table?” she asked, splaying her legs open, feeling a viscous droplet trickle down her underside as Ines crawled between them. “You’ve really gotten lax with table manners recently, huh?”

“You have that human to thank for that.” Ines didn’t wait before stooping down to leave hungry kisses on Lishe’s jaw down to her chest. But then, just as Ines was about to undo the apron’s ribbon behind Lishe’s nape, a set of approaching trudges across the loam around the corner interrupted them.

“Help . . . me. . . .”

It was a woman’s voice, barely a mutter, followed shortly after by the unmistakable thud of a humanoid weight on the dry soil. That spurred Lishe and Ines to scamper out of the cabin at once and into the vegetable garden where the voice came from.

Bat-like, human-sized wings, ashen skin, and cropped, fiery red hair. Another succubus. Her face was contorted in agony, her graying lips cracked, and it took her a great deal of effort to open her eyes from where she lay prone on the soil.

“Human . . . Just a cup of . . . water . . . would do. . . .”

Lishe slipped into a smile as she and Ines both worked to carry the succubus’ limp body into the cabin. “No need to settle for just a cup of water, weary traveler. You can quench your thirst as much as you’d like in my abode. Besides . . .” Lishe’s breath shuddered—she just had gotten wet again. “I happen to be quite adept at nursing succubi like you back to full health, so you’re in safe hands.”
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