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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 often embarks on far-away adventurer quests for months at a time, Lishe often ends up alone in the cabin before Ines came along.

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. This realization is what got her into the habit of taking in exhausted succubi and nursing them to full health long before she met Ines.

She has gotten attached to Ines after the events of the first volume but doesn’t want to admit it yet.

Garren

A 27-year-old human adventurer Lishe is in an open relationship with. She is often away from home because she embarks on far-away adventures, leaving Lishe at home with Ines. She approves of Ines being Lishe’s other lover and was the one who suggested their three-way arrangement during the events of the second volume.

Ines

A succubus who recently started living with Lishe in the sacred forest after running away from home. She heard of Lishe’s good deeds towards her fellow succubi long before they met and developed an admiration for her because of it.

Just like every other succubus, she casts a feeding crest on her host to consume their carnal desires. However, that crest also allows her to sense her host’s entire range of emotions, which makes her particularly attuned to Lishe’s feelings, sometimes even more than Garren.

She initially declared herself as Garren’s rival for Lishe’s affection but has since opened up to the idea of sharing a common lover. And it seems she’s starting to care for Garren’s well-being as well . . .?
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RATHER THAN BEAUTIFUL, Lishe found the word handsome far more apt at describing her succubus guest of the day. Handsome . . . and elegant. The succubus draped her gigantic bat-like wings to her sides as she sat on the wooden bench on the opposite side of the living room table, her slim legs crossed, her effortless pinching of the teacup by the handle drawing attention to her well-maintained nails that were, above all, trimmed short. One wouldn’t even suspect that Matia—that was the succubus’ name—collapsed from thirst in Lishe’s backyard just a little less than half a day ago with how at ease she was sipping from her cup like that.

“This blend is fantastic, Miss Lishe,” Matia said, peeking at Lishe over the teacup rim. “For us to stumble into your abode by happenstance and be served such a delightful cup of tea . . . This could only be the Goddess Halsamekh’s blessing in disguise.”

Lishe returned a bashful nod, hoping her face wasn’t as flushed as she thought. Nobody ever addressed her that way before. “I’m glad you liked it.” Never had she been this conscious about her appearance either, so much so that she changed out of the skimpy attire she had been sweating in the entire morning into a modest, shin-length dress, undergarmented and bodiced, too.

“Um . . . us?” Ines asked from her seat beside Lishe. “What a strange way to refer to yourself. Are you perhaps from the Laihofvian royalty?”

Matia chuckled softly, spurring crinkles at the corners of her eyes. “You jest, Miss Ines.”

Even her laughter was handsome! Lishe fidgeted in her seat as she drove her gaze down her lap—she already had Garren and Ines, and yet here she was, crushing on yet another stranger. For now, Lishe took another peek at Matia, only to find her staring all along with an amused smile, her lashes as fiery red as her short-cropped hair fluttering over those tantalizing gray irises. Lishe wasn’t used to that intense of a gaze before, much less from someone that attractive, and so she wound up refusing eye contact right after, anyway.

“That aside, Matia . . .” She squeezed her thighs close upon sensing how damp it had gotten between them. She actually hadn’t fed Matia her carnal desires yet, even though it was already this late into the afternoon. “I think you should be taking in some proper sustenance as soon as possible. Settling for tea couldn’t have been anywhere near sating.”

“We appreciate your concern, Miss Lishe, but we believe energy feeding must be done properly—that is, at night and in closed chambers. You deserve as much privacy in return for your hospitality.” Hunger darkened Matia’s gaze for a blink. “Such things could get pretty messy quite quickly, after all. It’s better if nobody else were to witness it than the ones in direct involvement themselves.”

Messy? Lishe swallowed hard. Matia couldn’t just say that without expounding any further—otherwise, she’d just get Lishe’s mind racing for the rest of the day. Well, considering Matia’s penchant for primness, Lishe doubted a night with her would entail anything particularly outrageous, especially compared to Garren and Ines combined, but Lishe still couldn’t help but wonder anyway. And here she sat, her stare lingering on Matia as she pursed her lips to take another sip off the cup, only for them to curl into a bewitching smile instead upon noticing the eyes on her.

“Miss Lishe, is something the matter?”

Lishe’s heart leaped off her chest, and she shook her head vehemently, averting her eyes. She couldn’t just admit to a stranger that she was already secretly bemoaning how she still had to wait until sundown to replenish a succubus’ strength. Granted, she wouldn’t be waiting for long, but still, with how restless she had already gotten just imagining how those lips would ravish her later behind closed doors . . . Not to mention how the more Lishe met Matia’s every gaze, the more apparent it grew that beyond her eased glances and mildly amused smiles lurked a demon’s unsated lust, and that it had locked in on Lishe as its prey. It was piercing through her bodice and peeling off her dress underneath, tasting her skin and perhaps marking it as well. It got Lishe all worked up, and she threw a glance beside her at Ines, wondering how much of it she could sense.

A smirk traced Ines’ lips as she leered down on Lishe’s heaving chest. “Your guest is asking you if there’s something bothering you, you know.”

“No, everything’s all right! I just think it’s a little too warm for this attire, after all.”

Lishe fumbled her hand around her navel and tugged at the ribbon keeping her bodice snug around her waist, unlacing it eyelet by eyelet from the bottom up. She couldn’t hold back a sigh the moment she finally freed her torso, a grin creeping up her face as it drew the two succubi’s attention to her collarbones. She had worn an off-shoulder dress underneath the bodice, and without that tightness, the sleeves were free to pull down her collar just enough to tease a slip off her chest. Of course, the fabric didn’t really slide down that far beyond hinting at the cleft between her breasts, but that didn’t stop their eyes from widening anyway as she leaned forward and stood up, heading for the kitchen.

Lishe just couldn’t get enough of riling up succubi, so much so that she wondered if there was something profoundly wrong with her.

“I’ll be preparing my dinner for now,” she said, looking over her shoulder to smile at Matia. “Please wait for me to knock into the guest room after sundown.”
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LISHE WAS OFF to prepare dinner for herself . . . or so that was the idea. And yet, the moment Matia retired to the guest room with a couple of Garren’s books in hand, there Lishe went, bending herself over the kitchen counter, her tits bare on the unused chopping board. She had her legs parted and her skirt scrunched up her waist as one of the cucumbers she was supposed to slice was pounding into her hole instead, drowning the kitchen in her wanton moans and her pussy’s squelches. “Modest attire, my ass,” Ines grumbled into Lishe’s ear. “Your tits were stiff through your bodice the entire time, and you just had to remove that too.”

“I’m sorry,” Lishe gasped amid slow, maddening pumps. “I was getting impatient. . . .”

Ines chuckled, picking up the speed of her thrusts. “You’ve been flooding my senses with your infatuation over her for quite a while now. It was irritating, you know? I get that Matia reminds you of Garren a little bit, but still . . .”

Lishe looked over her shoulder at Ines. “Then, by any chance, do you not want me to have sex with her tonight?”

“Well . . .” Ines halted her motions as she slipped into a pout. “I guess I’m a little jealous, but I would hate it even more if you turned away other succubi in dire need of help because of me. Have you already forgotten why I came to like you in the first place?”

Lishe merely hummed in response, trying to ignore the heat creeping up her face, when Ines started drawing circles over the feeding crest she cast over Lishe’s womb. The motion summoned a gleam from beneath them both, and when the light dissipated, the birthmark-like swirls were gone. “I’ll resume feeding on you tomorrow. It’s only fair for your guest as well—I’d be leeching on the spoils of her hard work otherwise.” Only then did Ines resume ramming the cucumber into Lishe’s pussy again, driving it down her front wall mercilessly.

“Wait!” A gasp wrenched into Lishe’s words as she squirmed. “What’s the point of . . . making me come . . . if you already took away the feeding crest . . .?”

Ines didn’t ease the pace one bit, even as Lishe’s hole started clamping around the cucumber’s girth. “You’re misunderstanding something—wringing out your sexual energy for sustenance and thoroughly reminding you of whose slut you are are completely different things. Now . . .” Ines ran her fingers through Lishe’s hair and pulled her face close. “Touch yourself while I’m pounding into you, slut. And don’t hold your voice back.”

Lishe’s hands trembled, but she still did as she was told. Matia could no doubt hear all of it with the guest room just around the corner, and frankly, Lishe didn’t mind—all she cared about at that moment was pleasing Ines, even if it meant spilling such embarrassing sounds and trembling half-naked on the counter top, rubbing her own clit senseless while being fucked with a vegetable, of all things. Lishe gritted her teeth as the pleasure on both her clit and pussy grew too much to bear, rippling through every fiber of her body and drenching the insides of her thighs.

“You did well,” Ines whispered, coaxing Lishe’s face sideways for a kiss over the shoulder, and she melted into it, surrendering her breath entirely to Ines. Lishe spilled yet another moan as teeth sank into her shoulder, just enough to leave light bite marks. “If you want to feed me that much, present yourself as my tomorrow’s breakfast and I’ll consider it. Now, off you go to the dining table—I’ll prepare your dinner for you.”

Lishe would be lying if she said that didn’t get her weak at the knees one bit. For Ines to take away her crest just to replace it with something else to mark her territory with, only to go about doing the sweetest thing she could do at the moment right after . . . That gentle possessiveness got Lishe all worked up again, but she didn’t bother acting on it beyond doing just what Ines said. “Then, I’ll spoil you as much as you like tomorrow morning.”

Lishe wouldn’t say ‘I love you’ just yet. Things like this take time to simmer. She would be lying if she said that none of the words they just exchanged tempted her a great deal nonetheless, though.
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THE SUN HAD already set by the time Lishe finished supper, but she must go to the bathroom for a quick wash first. It certainly wouldn’t do to show up in Matia’s bedchambers sweaty and disheveled. Lishe did her best to make it quick, though—her ever-patient guest in need of sustenance should be waiting just across the hallway from the bath. She ran her fingers through her wavy hair to untangle as much of it before patting it dry, her gaze fixed on the rise and fall of her chest and what she could glimpse of her taut abdomen beyond them. She just got fucked in the kitchen a little while ago, but simply imagining Matia’s piercing gaze taking in all of Lishe’s nakedness filled her with the urge to touch herself right then, and it took her all she had to focus on toweling herself off before stepping out of the bathroom with nothing on.

The chill of the evening air stiffened her nipples as she stood naked in front of the guest room door. “Matia? May I come in?”

The door opened before Lishe even received a response. And there Matia sat at the edge of the bed on the opposite side of the room, her legs crossed and her eyes locked on a book she held up with one hand, her form utterly ethereal under the candle lamp. Succubi skin are humanlike in texture but otherwise ashen, and Matia’s was particularly rich and blemishless, otherworldly in this glow. Lishe didn’t even realize she had been staring until the door creaked shut behind her—she had been too stupefied that she even failed to notice Matia’s tail moving at all. Only when the door latched shut did the succubus peel her eyes off the book and take in Lishe’s naked, freshly bathed form with an amused smile.

“Miss Lishe . . .” Matia held out her hand. “Please.” She watched with great interest as Lishe bashfully walked over and plopped herself onto the bed cushion beside Matia, pressing against her torso. Matia shifted her attention back to the open book right after, but her free hand circled Lishe’s waist, leaving ticklish caresses along her torso then down her hips and thighs. “We apologize, but we’d like to finish this chapter beforehand, if you don’t mind. I’m thoroughly impressed with your penchant for thought-provoking books.”

Heat flooded Lishe’s cheeks. “That’s Garren’s, not mine,” she muttered. “I can’t read that language.”

“Is that so? My apologies.” Matia reached for Lishe’s further hand and kissed it. “I didn’t mean to belittle you, my dear.” The familiar texture of a succubus’ tail coiled around Lishe’s waist just then, hoisting her weight off the bed, but when she gazed down, she saw nothing wrapped around her torso save for slight indents on her skin resembling what a succubus tail would have left. Matia uncrossed her legs and welcomed Lishe onto her lap, chuckling upon noticing her baffled stare. “Is this the first time you’ve witnessed invisibility magic at work firsthand?”

Lishe nodded, struck speechless.

“Miss Lishe, do you know why demons worship gods? Why we put our health on the line for pilgrimages across terrains as cruel as the sacred forest just to prove our devotion to them?”

Matia stooped to the shoulder Ines bit and traced the grooves of the teeth marks with the tip of her tongue. Lishe didn’t even see the usual spark that accompanied the emergence of a succubus’ crest, but there Matia’s bloomed, somehow, tempestuous purple swirls cast over Lishe’s warmish complexion, concealing Ines’ bite marks in their entirety.

“It’s because we want to regain the gods’ favor,” Matia continued. “Their favor, that is, the blessing of demonic magic.”

Lishe shuddered as an invisible warmth swaddled her body, webbed and leather-like, engulfing her in the scent of honey. It had to be Matia’s wings—no wonder Lishe hadn’t glimpsed it a while ago. Her nipples lightly rubbed across them with her every inhale, and she found herself wanting to lean into their tickles more. “Regain . . . So there used to be a time when succubi could . . .”

“Make themselves invisible, yes,” Matia whispered. She wrapped her free arm around Lishe’s waist and drew languid circles over the right side of her torso, stopping just short of brushing the underside of her breast. “A long time ago, before the gods came to favor humans over demonkind, we succubi could devour humans’ carnal desires as we please without even having to show our true forms. For all the fair maidens of ages past knew, if they kept their windows open at night and tied a red ribbon around their left ankles as an explicit invitation, lovely spirits might just crawl between their legs before they fall asleep and send them squirming in utter bliss in the sheets while everyone else is off to their dreams. The lovely spirits might just bind their wrists over their pillows and kiss the insides of their thighs, and perhaps engulf their nipples and throbbing clits in the supple warmth of a woman’s lips. Don’t you think things are better that way?”

Lishe nodded, and she squeezed her thighs as she slowly grew aware of the thick wetness pooling her underside and Matia’s dress.

“It had been quite the headache for the gods at one point, you know?” Matia continued. “It’s a tall order for a fair maiden to settle for the meager pleasure a human could give after being acquainted with the sublime bliss of a succubus’ tongue filling her up to the womb. It has gotten to the point when almost half of the fertile women refuse to commit themselves to marriage for this very reason. Why would they go that far in exchange for pleasure anyway when the lovely spirits could give them so much more without the burden of childbirth?”

Matia paused, her free hand traveling down Lishe’s navel, only to stop it short of encroaching into her crotch.

“We’re surprised you still haven’t abandoned this human lover of yours upon knowing all the pleasures a succubus could give you in exchange, Miss Lishe. Miss Ines is quite fixated on you, isn’t she? We’re sure she could please you far better than this Miss Garren you speak of.”

Lishe absentmindedly twirled a lock of damp hair around her finger. “I might not have chosen one over the other at all.” She didn’t even realize she had been lost in thought just remembering how the two of them ganged up on her for days, especially the overwhelming stretch of their strapped-on dicks slamming into her at the same time, until Matia spilled a chuckle.

“So you really are just our type of woman, Miss Lishe,” she whispered, her every word rasp and ravenous. “If it’s you, we don’t need to hold back, then.”

Matia said that, and yet, for some reason, she shifted her gaze back to the book once more without doing anything else. Was the book really that interesting to hold her entire attention even with her provider of sustenance already dripping wet on her lap? Lishe allowed herself to pout a little at the thought. But well, if Matia had already marked her host with a crest anyway, it no longer mattered who was bringing about the pleasure; the sexual energy would flow to her just the same. And she had been holding back on proper feeding since this morning despite her blatant exhaustion, too. It would be inhumane of Lishe to leave such a person on the brink of starvation if she had the power to change that, and so she spread her legs wide, resting her soles on the edge of the bed, and wedged her clit between her fingertips. However, before she could even start moving them, the invisible tail pried her wrists off all of a sudden, binding them together above her and slinging them over Matia’s nape.

“By the way, Miss Lishe . . . You think of us as strange, don’t you? With how we address ourselves . . .”

“Well . . .” Lishe averted her eyes. “I mean, yes, but this is the first time I’ve ever met a royal succubus, so I’m just not used to how you refer to yourself, that’s all.” She chuckled. “Had I not known better, I’d think you actually have someone I can’t see with you.”

Matia hummed. “We’re not royalty, though.”

“Then . . .”

Lishe stirred when an invisible tail circled her left ankle too, crawling up her leg tantalizingly slow. Even though Matia’s tail should have been preoccupied with binding Lishe’s hands already . . . And just when she thought it was already strange enough, another tail took her right foot captive as well, parting her thighs even further, rendering her drenched crotch in plain view.

It couldn’t have belonged to only one succubus.

“It seems you’ve already caught up, Miss Lishe.” Matia tasted Lishe’s skin from the base of her neck then up her jaw, nibbling on her ear afterward. “You didn’t welcome just one lovely spirit into your abode tonight.”

The unseen spirits Matia spoke of . . . They were present in the room all along. Lishe’s stomach churned. “How many came along with you?”

Matia chuckled. “Two, my dear.”

Two of them, plus Matia. They’d crawl between Lishe’s legs, tie her down on the sheets and gang up on her, and she’d be completely overwhelmed, just as she wanted. She gazed at the invisible bindings around her wrists and ankles, at how vulgar it was to be stuck in this position, her back taut and her erect nipples flung out, unable to even figure out from which angle these spirits were seeing her from. Were they privy to how profuse her juices have been trickling out of her hole just then? All because they were there? They must know how much she yearned for them to fuck her, and in her desperation, she started thrusting her hips up, only to be held down on the navel by a pair of invisible hands.

Warm puffs of air brushed against the inside of her left ankle all of a sudden, followed by the unmistakable plumpness of skin. No . . . Lips? One moment, they were puckered, then next they were parted, leaving wet nibbles on her calf then up the fold behind her knee. At first, it was only on the left leg, but then tingles set her skin alight on her right as well, along with the unmistakable wetness and turgor of a succubus’ tongue. Lishe heaved ragged exhales as she looked up at Matia, whose nonchalant expression gave way to a sweet smile upon meeting Lishe’s gaze. “Is something the matter, Miss Lishe?”

Lishe gasped as invisible hands started kneading and caressing everything they could of her thighs between kisses, two hands on each. The kneading eventually grew more fervent, edging up but not quite reaching her crotch.

“Do you want the lovely spirits between your legs to go away?”

Lishe shook her head even as she struggled to keep her gaze focused. “Please let them stay. . . . I want them. . . .”

“Very well. And worry not—the lovely spirits wouldn’t do something as unthinkable as hurting you. All you need to do is spread your legs wide and feed them all your womanly lust.” Matia flipped a page over. “But of course, you can always ask them to stop any time you want. All you need to say is ‘stop’, my dear.”

Lishe leaned back against Matia’s torso and watched her eyelashes flutter with every blink, wondering what could be going on in the head of such a handsome creature with a bitch in heat bound on her lap. She held the book she was reading in the same hand whose arm was wrapped around Lishe’s waist now—her ample tits must have been obstructing the bottom part of the pages, but Matia didn’t seem to be bothered by it in the slightest. The bindings around Lishe’s ankles crept up her knees instead, pulling her thighs apart even further, the stretch on her soaked pussy lips eliciting a breathy moan.

Firm fingertips crept up her crotch just then, smearing her fluids across her holes, circling her clit then deliberately missing it altogether. It elicited a needy whine from her lips, the teasing maddening her so much that she unknowingly tried to reach for her clit, only for the restraints to keep her wrists in place.

Matia let out a soft laugh. “We’re certain to have already told you that all you need to do is to spread your legs wide and let the lovely spirits in, Miss Lishe—you certainly don’t need your hands for anything.”

“But . . .” Lishe gasped as a wet warmth started tracing lines from her crotch back away to her knees. “I want to come. . . .”

“Deciding when someone takes a bite of their meal is nobody else’s prerogative.” That was the first time Matia’s tone welcomed the slightest tinge of strictness, and did it make Lishe’s clit throb. Well, she would be upset too if someone were to shove food into her mouth against her will. She was overstepping her succubus guest’s bounds by trying to touch herself.

And so, “I’m sorry,” Lishe muttered between breathy exhales as Matia’s honey scent engulfed her. “Please take your time. . . .”

Matia smiled. “We knew you’d understand, Miss Lishe. But we also see that the pace we are going could be a little upsetting, so let’s compromise with this.”

She shoved her free thumb to the corner of Lishe’s mouth.

Lishe didn’t need to be told anything else—she took that thumb into her mouth like the submissive slut she was, enveloping it in her spit and jostling it around with her tongue. Her chest fluttered as she received a satisfied hum in response, but her reward only went that far. Matia had once again diverted her attention back to the book, leaving Lishe shuddering once more at the mercy of the spirits.

And they continued neglecting Lishe’s dripping crotch in favor of spoiling her everywhere else with playful nibbles and kisses, from her ankles to her navel, from the sides of her torso to even her armpits and the sensitive, oft-untouched skin trailing it to the elbows. One moment, they were splaying their phantom hands all over her midriff as their tongues enveloped her stiff nipples, and the next, they were huddling their faces between her thighs, their exhales damp on her clit. Lishe kept track of their every movement with bated breath, waiting for them to finally touch her unloved pussy, and yet time and time again, they treated it with utter disregard, kneading her ass and inner thighs instead. The frustration of it all was building up on her, and she could only wonder how much more she could endure as she mouthed Matia’s thumb while watching her flip one page after the other for what seemed like an eternity already.

But then, Matia withdrew her thumb from Lishe’s mouth all of a sudden. “Our apologies, Miss Lishe—your arms must have already gotten tired of being held up for that long. We’d love to free your wrists from their restraints, but we’re afraid we can’t trust you to not touch yourself without our permission.”

Lishe jolted as the spirits’ hot breaths engulfed her crotch. “I’ll . . . try not to. . . .”

Matia didn’t seem convinced, but she loosened her tail around Lishe’s wrists anyway, watching her rest her hands on the sheets below. As much as she badly wanted to touch herself, she wanted to make good on her word, and so she resolved to endure the spirits’ teasing one flip of the page after another instead. Matia slipped her free thumb back into Lishe’s mouth, and she hungrily mouthed it, moaning around it, keeping herself sane by scrunching what she could of the sheets below until her knuckles turned white.

And then, she saw it: Matia turning the next page over, to a page with writings plastered only on the upper half. The end of the chapter! Lishe’s patience would finally bear fruit. Her legs strained against their phantom restraints in anticipation of finally being paid attention to, the excitement rendering her more sensitive to the spirits’ teasing. Matia would finish reading any moment now. Lishe only needed to be a patient slut for a little while longer, and . . .

Matia flipped a page over again.

“We apologize, Miss Lishe, but we must read the next chapter as well. We couldn’t bear leaving off at such a crucial point of the book, you see?”

“But you said—”

Lishe’s words trailed off as three fingers nudged her mouth, and she obediently lapped it up out of habit, though not without a little whine.

“Now, now, we said we’re sorry, my dear,” Matia said with a chuckle. “In exchange, here.” Her tail, no longer invisible, darted in from the periphery and coiled around Lishe’s waist before creeping up between her tits. She watched with bated breath as its heart tip slathered a generous dripping of succubus brew along its path up her collarbone then to the side of her left breast, its purple tinge gathering into thick drops before they oozed off her chest’s ample plumpness to her areola. She shuddered at the contact with the slippery fluid, especially as the tail circled her stiff nipple shortly after, squeezing it, flicking it, the sublime pleasure of it engulfing her in this ticklish heat that got her spilling wanton sighs while the fingers inside her mouth jostled her tongue.

Well, Lishe just needed to wait for Matia to finish another chapter. She could endure this. And so all of Lishe’s urges to whine, she channeled into sucking the fingers in her mouth instead, trying her best to not get riled up by all the teasing of the lovely spirits between her legs. And she was doing well—her freed hands didn’t even dare leave her sides where they had been clinging onto the sheets, and neither did she bitch for Matia to read faster so she could finally get around to fucking Lishe. She could endure this, even as—

Lishe inadvertently bit down on the fingers taking her tongue captive as the fickle wetness of a succubus’ tongue circled her clit all of a sudden, knocking the book off Matia’s hand. “I’m sorry,” Lishe blurted the moment Matia withdrew her fingers.

Matia only chuckled in response, keeping her hand splayed open as the book stopped falling mid-air and returned where it had been perched without her even lifting a finger. “It’s not your fault, my dear,” she whispered, planting a kiss on Lishe’s temple. “The lovely spirits surprised you, that’s all.”

Heat crept up Lishe’s cheeks as she took the fingers into her mouth yet again, only for her to squirm and gasp as that tongue resumed jostling her clit. This time, it focused only on its right side, tracing up and down the cusp between her crotch and thigh before a pair of phantom hands pressed her left thigh further back. Another tongue started lapping up her clit on that side as well, alternating directions with the one on the left at a maddening pace. Lishe couldn’t keep up with this—they couldn’t just focus on her clit at the same time now after their relentless teasing for so long, and the sudden onslaught of pleasure sent her back arching, her gaze blurry at her pathetic form. For her to straddle the lap of a disinterested woman reading a book, her bare, clean-shaven pussy throbbing and dripping despite there being no apparent entity between her legs . . . If Ines and Garren were to walk into this room right now, how would they react? Deny her sex for days on end, even if she begged? Get horny on the spot and fuck her silly right in front of her guest? Rail her with the combined girth of their strapped-on dicks to remind her of whose cocksleeve she was? Frankly, either punishment was fine, or rather, Lishe yearned for it all. The thought pushed her over the edge, whimpering against the fingers inside her mouth, her wide-spread, quivering legs propped off the edge of the bed on trembling toes.

Lishe could barely keep her eyes focused on Matia as she withdrew her spit-drenched fingers, her smile sharp and cold.

“It wasn’t me. . . .” Lishe muttered, panting. “The spirits made me come. . . .”

“We understand, Miss Lishe. You couldn’t help it. However . . .” Matia’s own tail heaved Lishe by the waist, getting her to kneel in front of Matia’s bare feet. “. . . we can’t just have you spilling your naughty juices on my lap, either.”

Lishe’s face burned as she watched Matia lift the hem of her murky white sleep dress just above her knees.

“Look, Miss Lishe. You had my lap utterly soaked. I can’t possibly sleep in this attire now, could I?”

“Then please take off your dress,” Lishe said as she got on all fours. “I’ll clean you up.”

Matia scoffed. “We’re sure you just wanted to see me naked, though.” She still slid the dress up her torso and off her arms, however, her smirk growing more blatant as Lishe’s jaw hung open upon laying eyes on Matia’s bare chest.

They weren’t large, by any means—they were smaller than Lishe’s, even—but it was still difficult to look away from them, somehow. Perhaps it was because of their firm roundness, or how small the dark rings around their stiff nipples were. Not to mention, to have such pronounced collarbones and a lean, taut abdomen . . . For such a graceful torso to be attached to the most handsome face Lishe ever saw in her life—isn’t that just too unfair? Lishe already had Garren and Ines, and even she still felt utterly compelled to subject her pussy to this woman’s every mercy, not minding if she had to fall in line with the other hundreds of bitches lusting over this fine of a succubus specimen.

Matia’s chuckle snapped Lishe out of her trance. “So? You said you’d clean me up, but how, exactly?”

Lishe rested her palms on Matia’s knees and started licking the damp patches of skin on her lap. It was a dumb excuse, they both knew that, but they still played along with it, nonetheless—the sight amused Matia enough to keep her attention off the book for now, and Lishe delighted in it, spurring her into licking faster, eager to show how much of a submissive slut she was. She gently nudged at Matia’s knees, who parted her legs in turn, letting Lishe crawl into that warm, damp space where that womanly succubus scent was far stronger. Wetness trickled from Lishe’s hole anew at the first whiff of it, overcoming her at once with the desire to bury her face between those thighs. However, before she could even act out on it, a pair of invisible hands tugged her away by the shoulders, a phantom hand tipping up her chin to force her to look at Matia.

“Miss Lishe . . .” Matia’s gaze grew frigid. “We are disappointed. We never believed you would stoop so low as to be deceitful about your intentions.”

. . .

Lishe was being scolded.

. . .

She was being scolded, and yet all she could ever wonder right then was how great it would be to get railed by Matia and the spirits while they all steeped in cold anger like that. Or even better yet, if Ines were to wake up somehow and find her bite mark overlaid entirely by another succubus’ crest, riling her up as well . . . Lishe could barely keep her hands off her crotch at the thought of the four of them punishing her for being such a naughty slut. “I’m sorry,” she muttered, her breath coming out in shudders.

Matia eased back to a smile. “We forgive you, Miss Lishe. We just wish you were honest right from the start.” She slid her underwear off her legs entirely, showing just a glimpse of a clear, stringy fluid it hadn’t yet completely soaked. “Come over, my dear,” she said, parting her thighs, baring a tuft of neatly trimmed red hair a tinge darker than those on her head. “Pleasure me with your mouth.”

Lishe’s eyes widened at that, only for Matia’s lips to curl up into a cruel smirk.

“If you can, that is.”

An invisible hand coaxed Lishe’s face sideways for a kiss before she even had the chance to ponder what that meant. The lovely spirit—a succubus she had yet to know the name of—was kissing her, prying her tongue off her mouth and sucking on it, and she was yielding to it, eager to be made more of a mess. The other one emerged from her other side, yanking her away from the first, not even giving her time to catch her breath before ravishing her mouth just as fervently. Lishe could only let out a breathy moan as the two fought for control over her lips until she resigned to closing her eyes and sticking her tongue out, letting the two take turns sucking on it and drenching it with their own slobber, drowning her mouth in electrifying tingles.

Matia chuckled. “My, how adorable, letting yourself drown in pleasure like that. But weren’t you planning on eating me out, Miss Lishe?” She rested a heel on the edge of the bed, giving a better glimpse of her soaked pussy. “Come, I’m waiting right here.”

Easier said than done, now that the spirits had taken to ravishing Lishe’s torso instead. They savored the sweat from her armpits and licked the underside of her breasts, mouthing her nipples and smothering them in ticklish fuzz. It took Lishe all she had just to rest her palms on Matia’s knees, but that only spurred the spirits into becoming more relentless, squeezing her ass hard and stretching her holes, their hands all antsy on her tits and clit and slathering them in succubus brew until all the air she could breathe teemed with the scent of honey seeping from their pores.

“What’s the matter, Miss Lishe? We’re starting to think you really can’t pleasure me.”

“That’s not the case at all—”

The sudden damp warmth of lips engulfing her underside cut Lishe’s words off. She could barely even keep track of the hands and tails that circled her waist, caressed her torso, and heaved her weight to and fro—the next thing she knew, she was straddling the face of one of the spirits, her clit taken captive by their plump lips, a pair of strong but slender hands driving her weight down by the waist, locking her in place. Matia watched in utter amusement as the other spirit fondled Lishe’s breasts from behind, guiding her to lean backwards to ravish her with kisses along the side of her neck. The spirits wouldn’t let her reach Matia at all. Lishe couldn’t stifle her moans as the spirit underneath her sucked on her clit like there was no tomorrow, the iron grip on her waist not even allowing a squirm all while the spirit behind her jostled her tongue relentlessly until she was a coming, shuddering mess in their grasps, staring, dazed, at the ceiling.

“Matia . . . I’m . . . I just . . .” Lishe propped her torso off the floor with trembling hands, her breaths jagged in the aftermath of her orgasm. “Matia . . .”

“My dear, you’re not making any sense.” Matia set the book down for now, wedging a strip of ribbon on the page where she left off. “You still haven’t gotten around to pleasuring me, even though you promised.”

“But . . . But the spirits are . . .”

Matia sighed. “How pitiful, Miss Lishe, to blame the spirits for your shortcomings like that. If I were you, I would have just admitted that I’m good at nothing except spreading my legs right from the start.” Matia’s foot tipped Lishe’s face up by the chin. “Why not just accept that your body was made to be utterly dominated and toyed with? That’s all you could do anyway, so just submit to us and feed us all your carnal desires, Miss Lishe. Don’t try to complicate this any further.”

Matia crawled onto the bed and leaned on the headboard, legs crossed, and gestured for the spirits to haul Lishe in front of her on all fours.

“Besides, if you keep on blaming the spirits for your inability to pleasure me, you might just chase them away, you know?” Matia cranked the book open once more, peeking over the pages as she eased the squeeze on her legs. “Nobody likes being treated as a nuisance.”

The spirits giggled softly from behind Lishe as they started kneading her ass and thighs with their unforgiving fingers yet again. She just came moments ago, and yet she had already missed their teasing, the way they stretched her holes over and over and did nothing else, even as her pussy juices profusely dribbled into the sheets, even as her elbows buckled in pleasure, leaving her to moan helplessly into the cushion. She didn’t even realize she was thrusting her needy hips back against them, spilling incoherent whines which Matia took utter delight in.

Matia was right—Lishe indeed wanted nothing more than to be utterly toyed with. If that were the case, there should be nothing wrong with admitting it, right? Besides, she’d hate it if she made the lovely spirits think they were bothering her. She wanted them as much as she wanted Matia. And so, “I’m sorry,” Lishe said, clinging to Matia’s legs. “Please don’t tell the spirits to go away. . . . I won’t do such underhanded things again. . . .”

Matia chuckled. “Very well. In exchange, here.” She splayed her legs, beckoning Lishe to crawl between them. “I’ll cradle you in my arms while the spirits have their fun with you.”

Lishe didn’t even think twice about obeying—she rested her face on Matia’s chest, taking comfort in her tender smiles and headpats, not even minding that she shifted her attention back to the book right after. She would pay attention to Lishe after finishing that chapter. All Lishe needed to do until then was to keep her ass patiently raised and let the spirits play their games in the meantime.

And they loved playing their games, all right. One moment, they were snickering to themselves as they teased Lishe relentlessly until all she could do was swallow her whines and leave her pussy dripping, and the next, they were taking turns pleasuring her clit, enveloping it in the firm wetness of their tongues, and rubbing it senseless with their fingers until she was a trembling, whimpering mess in Matia’s arms. “Are you doing well, Miss Lishe?” Matia would then ask between page flips, and Lishe would force out a nod amid her desperate pants, her grip on the sheets the only way she could quell her squirms so that she wouldn’t get in the way of Matia’s reading enjoyment.

Lishe could endure this. That chapter should be ending soon. Matia would close the book any time, and—

“Oh, by the way, Miss Lishe, we have decided we will read the rest of this book, after all,” Matia said as she flipped to another page. A smirk traced her lips as she nudged three fingers into Lishe’s mouth, humming in delight when she still mouthed them, willing to play along. They smothered her whines as the spirits took to toying with her pussy this time, stretching her open with two, three, then four fingers, the vulgar squelches of their thrusts the only sound filling the room save for the occasional turning of the pages and her withdrawn whimpers. Here she slumped on a stranger’s torso for who knows how long at this point, reduced to these spirits’ fuck toy until she was at the brink of orgasm once more, and Matia didn’t care one bit. Tears pricked Lishe’s eyes at the thought, and she kept on sucking the fingers inside her mouth as she came, not even realizing that Matia had already closed the book and was beholding Lishe with a baffled stare.

“My . . .” Matia withdrew her fingers from Lishe’s mouth. “We didn’t expect you to cry. Were we really that cruel?”

Lishe sniffled. “I just wanted you to pay attention to me. . . .”

That struck Matia dumbfounded for a moment before she chuckled. “We apologize. We went too far.” She finally set the book down on the bedside table, at the corner farthest from the candle lamp, before pushing herself off the headboard to let Lishe straddle her lap. Matia threaded her fingers through Lishe’s hair and pulled her in for a kiss, and that stifled her sobs, somehow. “What a piece of work you are, Miss Lishe. Good thing there’s three of us here, no?”

The spirits embraced Lishe’s waist from behind, resting their chins on each of her shoulders, only this time, they weren’t invisible at all. Ashen skin, fiery red hair that fell straight down their waists, and above all, limbs just as slender and graceful as Matia’s. The two succubi spilled soft giggles that tickled Lishe’s ear, whispering their names right after.

“Aria.”

“Sana.”

Matia chuckled as the one to Lishe’s left—the one who called herself Aria—took to leaving soft kisses on her jaw and neck. “What do you think of my familiars, Miss Lishe? Pretty convincing, aren’t they?”

“Familiars?”

“They’re earthen dolls I imbued with a part of my soul, an extension of me. So may I offer a correction to what you said a while ago, Miss Lishe: I’ve actually been paying attention to you the whole time.” Matia smiled as she traced languid circles over Lishe’s thighs. “And it’s all thanks to the Goddess Halsamekh for blessing this humble worshiper with invisibility and familiars. Don’t you think undying faith pays off well? These blessings are the envy of much of my succubus sistren, Miss Lishe, and you get indulged by them all tonight.”

Matia wedged her fingers between Lishe’s thighs and kneaded her clit, delighting in how she could only nod in response amid the sudden onslaught of pleasure. The two familiars behind her smothered her squirms as Matia slipped a finger inside Lishe next, mouthing her left nipple all throughout.

“It’s such a shame that you already have two lovers, Miss Lishe—we would have taken you for ourselves had that not been the case. Still, it’s extremely rare for us to chance upon a human whose carnal desires we could devour to our heart’s content without fear of death, and we plan on taking full advantage of it.” Matia plunged another one of her slender fingers inside, curling them in, wringing out pleasured gasps from Lishe, her hole still sensitive from having just come. “My familiars and I will ravish you thoroughly, but please do your best to not fall for us, okay?”

Lishe could only respond with a nod before the familiar to her left locked her in for a kiss while the one on the right took to fondling her breasts. Their tails bound her arms at the small of her back, and Matia relished in the sight, in how Lishe depended on the three of them entirely for balance as she got fingered rough and fast.

“Scream for us, Miss Lishe,” Matia demanded, and it took Lishe all she had to shake her head. The last thing she wanted to do was wake Ines up when it was already this deep into the night. How Lishe wanted to have fingers stuff her mouth right then, and in her desperation, she bit her lips instead, her head thrown back, opening her neck up for the ticklish fuzz of the familiars’ feather-light kisses. Matia took that as a challenge—she pressed the base of her hand between Lishe’s crotch against her clit as well, grinding down on it, grinning as it got her spilling sighs, then gasps, then whines, until she climaxed in violent shudders in their grasps, barely able to throttle her pleasured moans with gritted teeth.

Matia looked her familiars in the eye, and they all nodded before pushing Lishe’s back down the bed, leaving her legs sprawled while they held her down by her arms and shoulders. They lay on their sides, flanking her, pressing their breasts against her face as they both wedged her arms between their thighs, flush against their crotches’ wetness.

“Now, Miss Lishe, don’t be shy,” Matia said. “You can suck on my familiars’ tits all you like while they go about their own business, you know?”

Lishe forgot to breathe altogether when the familiars started riding their hips up and down her arms, the friction eliciting soft moans from their lips. She never had an experience like this before, and it was too much for her to handle—she could barely keep a coherent thought with the two of them spilling such dirty moans while slathering her skin with their pussy juices, especially with their breasts rubbing against her cheeks, their erect peaks begging to be sucked on. Lishe closed her eyes and stuck her tongue out, her face uncomfortably hot, and jitters flooded her chest the moment the two thrust their nipples into her mouth. Were they really even earthen dolls? They felt very much alive with how supple and warm their touches were. And they smelled very much of Matia too, of honey, so much so that Lishe couldn’t stop herself from lapping up their stiffness and keeping them captive with her lips, relishing in their withdrawn sighs as their thrusts against her arms grew even more desperate.

Matia chuckled as she nestled her face between Lishe’s parted thighs. “It must be a lot of work, huh? Keeping your crotch shaved clean like this every single day. Or . . .” Matia’s thumbs kneaded on Lishe’s engorged pussy lips before pulling them apart. “Perhaps you used some sort of spell on this? Indeed, you humans could get crafty with your magic and whatnot—no wonder the gods eventually favored your kind over us.”

“Garren was the one who bought that strange concoction,” Lishe breathed, trying in vain to steer her attention away from the obscene squelches engulfing her from both directions. “I just slathered it once and nothing grew back there again. . . .”

“My, how convenient!” Matia stuck out her tongue and lapped up Lishe’s wetness before circling her clit. “We’re sure any lovely spirit sneaking into your bedroom window at night would love being served such a surprise upon crawling between your legs. I wonder if these legs would let them in for the following nights as well, though. . . .”

“They would. . . .”

“Even though you already have two lovers to pound this sweet cunt of yours into climax? Aren’t you a little too greedy?”

“I am. . . .” Lishe spread her thighs further, slinging her legs over Matia’s shoulders. “This pussy loves feeding weary succubus travelers even though it is already Ines and Garren’s shared cocksleeve. . . .”

Matia chuckled. “Then, maybe the lovely spirits will stumble upon your cabin by accident in the future again.”

Lishe drowned in the pounding of her chest as the familiars sat up instead, straddling her arms, their heads rolled back as they desperately humped against her bare skin. “Please do. . . . Please tell the lovely spirits that they can sate as much of their hunger as they want with this greedy pussy any time they wish. . . .”

“Even if they come in droves?” Matia slipped two fingers inside Lishe, driving them up her front wall in slow, deliberate thrusts. “Can this greedy hole even orgasm enough times to feed everyone who happens to show up?”

“I’ll . . . I’ll try my best. . . .”

“Saying it like that doesn’t inspire confidence, Miss Lishe.” Matia’s familiars spilled withdrawn, high-pitched whimpers right then, their slender bodies quivering in the aftermath of their orgasm. It seemed they channeled all those sensations into Matia too as she stopped her motions all of a sudden, her cheeks flushed, her slitted gray eyes dilated, her breathing heavy as she shifted her attention back to Lishe. “But don’t worry, we will see for ourselves if you really could back your words.”

That was all the warning Matia gave before she resumed pleasuring Lishe’s clit and pussy at the same time. The familiars gazed down at her with mischievous smiles as their tails held her knees down the sheets, forcing her thighs open, and Lishe closing her eyes only spurred them into stooping down and nibbling on the shells of her ears, filling her head with close-up squelches. And they were giggling, their hands wandering all over her torso, whispering, “Come, come,” over and over until it all sent Lishe over the edge yet again, this time unable to hold back her moans. And even then, none of them let up—the familiars took turns ravishing Lishe’s mouth, stifling her whines while they squeezed her tits far harder than Garren or Ines ever did. Matia sped up the pumping of her fingers, even as Lishe’s hole clenched around it, adding in even a third, then a fourth. “Do you like it, Miss Lishe?” Matia asked. “Your hole is throbbing so tightly around my fingers that they might just fall off.”

It was overwhelming, and she feared any more of this would drive her crazy, and yet, “Yes. . . . I love it so much. . . .” she said anyway.

“Then have some manners, forest slut.” The spite with which Matia hissed that got Lishe’s hole clamping even harder. “Where’s your thank you for being given exactly what you want?”

“Thank you . . .!” Lishe blinked off her tears as her back arched—the pleasure was mounting in her core fast, threatening to engulf her yet again. “Please keep fucking me while I’m coming . . .!”

Matia bared a devious grin unfettered for once as she hastened her fingers’ thrusts up Lishe’s front wall, this time driving her into a screaming, squirting climax, Ines’ peaceful sleep be damned. By then, Lishe’s breaths had gotten far too ragged, her limbs utterly spent; as much as she wanted to feed Matia and her familiars more sexual energy, Lishe had already reached her limit. She gazed at the feeding crest on her shoulder and was astounded at how stark its gleam had gotten. She did well, if she said so herself. And so, with what little strength she could muster in that state, she reached for Matia’s hands and clasped them.

“Let’s stop here, please. . . .” Lishe begged, panting. “I don’t want to come anymore. . . .”

The familiars eased their grip on Lishe at once before easing her onto Matia’s lap, straddling her. “There, there, my dear,” Matia said, patting Lishe’s back. “You did well.”

That sent a smile to Lishe’s face, and she nuzzled her face to Matia’s neck, taking in her warmth.

“You didn’t happen to fall in love with us, did you, Miss Lishe?”

“Of course not,” Lishe muttered. “Though . . . I’ll just have you know that I won’t be locking my windows at night from now on. And I’ll be wearing a red ribbon around my left ankle too.”

Matia perked up at that, much to Lishe’s amusement.

“I’ll train this slutty pussy to feed as many succubi as I could welcome into this abode, so please tell the lovely spirits they can crawl between my legs before I fall asleep.”
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THE FIRST THING Lishe knew of when she next awoke was the late-morning swelter. And this ceiling . . . She had been hauled to the upstairs bedroom while she slept, by Ines, no doubt. That realization drowned Lishe’s chest in jitters and fuzz that she nearly jumped when she realized Ines had been lying right next to her on the bed all along.

“Has . . .” Lishe averted her eyes as she struggled to quell the racing of her chest. “Has Matia gone already?”

Ines chuckled as she peeled the blanket off their naked bodies, draping it over the foot of the bed. “Kicked her out at first light. She’s already fully recovered anyway. That aside . . .” Her tail gathered Lishe’s wrists and pinned them over her head. “You promised you’d spoil me for breakfast.”

“Wait, at least let me take a bath—”

“I’ve already wiped you down thoroughly last night.” Ines’ gaze grew chilling as she wedged her knee between Lishe’s thighs, nudging up her crotch. “You’ve already worked me up plenty just making me hear your wanton moans well past midnight. I wouldn’t let that woman’s scent seep into you for far longer.” Ines stooped to whisper the rest of her words. “Spread your legs to any succubus as you please, but I’ll have you remember right after whose bitch you are—this is how I’ll deal with falling in love with a hopeless slut like you.”

Lishe’s breath shuddered as that spurred wetness between her thighs, and she pondered for a moment whether she should say that Matia placed her feeding crest on the shoulder Ines left a bite mark on. “Yes . . . I’ll continue being every weary succubus traveler’s sustenance slut, so please never tire of punishing this pussy come the morning, okay?”
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