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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 lovers, Garren and Ines.

The lack of mana coursing through her veins makes her incapable of using magic, but since mana is poisonous to succubi, that flaw also allows her to feed them her carnal desires without harming them. This got her into the habit of taking in exhausted succubi and nursing them to full health.

She is a stone bottom with an inclination for being pushed to her limits.

Garren

A 27-year-old human adventurer Lishe is in an open relationship with. She is often away from home because she embarks on faraway adventures, leaving Lishe in the company of her other lover, Ines.

She is a stone top and is outwardly masculine.

Ines

A succubus who became Lishe’s other lover after running away from home.

Just like every other succubus, she casts a feeding crest on her human 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.

Just like Garren, she is also a stone top, but is, by contrast, outwardly feminine with a mature, older-womanly beauty.

Matia

A succubus who can make herself and her earthen doll familiars invisible at will. She and Lishe started having a non-romantic carnal relationship after the events of the third volume.

She likes denying Lishe pleasure until she’s desperately begging for it.
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THAT NIGHT, LISHE dreamed of the past, of how her first life ended at twenty years of age. Her life of being her younger sister’s shadow, the object of her clan’s scorn, and how her attempt to defy that fate ended up endangering her home village. All she sought was a demonic contract, a desperate plea for power from a girl born with the curse of complete magic impotency. She didn’t mind if the price for such a wish was to yield her flesh to the Devil, offer him a corporeal form in place of that which the gods of old deprived him of before casting him into eternal damnation. She simply wanted to know, even if just for a while, how it felt for her village to deem her worthy of being born to a magus clan of such prestige, and perhaps to earn back her younger sister’s respect, which she had long since lost for being powerless.

That young, foolish Lishe.

For all she knew, she shouldn’t have survived the day she made the pact. The Devil should have already long since corrupted her judgment, her body by then reduced to a mere vessel for channeling his long pent-up rage for the gods. And yet here she was in her little cabin in the sacred forest almost six years past the end of that life, living a second one of utter debauchery, yes, but still a happy one, all because the heroes who showed up that day to save the village she almost destroyed chose to save her, too. Yes, both that warrior, Garren, who brought her possessed self to her knees . . . as well as the healer, Celes, who reversed all the havoc the Devil had wreaked on her body and granted her a second chance at life.

Come to think of it, they haven’t heard from Celes for almost five years now. She and Garren hailed from the same village and used to go on adventures together all the time, but Celes went off to a different mission that required years of service from healers of her caliber shortly after Garren and Lishe settled down in their new home in the middle of the sacred forest and hadn’t written back since. Perhaps she was simply too busy with that new mission of hers. And as much as Lishe would love for them to meet again, all she could do was hope that Celes would continue to be safe and well wherever she was.

Midnight had long since passed when the creaking of the bedroom window woke Lishe up in tears, alone under the blanket. Ines injured the base of her wings recently from hauling heavy loads mid-flight, so she had to sleep on her stomach on a separate bed downstairs until they healed. On a moonless night like this, Lishe couldn’t make out anyone climbing into her room from that open window, but there was no mistaking it—those careful, tiptoe-y footsteps and the near-inaudible flapping of gigantic wings just outside the window could only belong to succubi. Matia and her friends, no doubt. And so Lishe felt for her left ankle to make sure the red ribbon she tied around it last evening was still there—it was her explicit invitation for succubi to crawl into her sheets—before kicking off the blanket. She shuddered as she lit up the bedside candle lamp, well aware of her invisible guests’ exhales blanketing the unclothed skin on her nape.

“Please be patient, all of you,” she whispered as she climbed back onto the bed, shrugging the straps of her sleeveless nightdress off her shoulders and then down her hips. And would you look at that—she hadn’t even slid the fabric off her body entirely yet, but the purple swirls of succubi’s feeding crests had already emerged one after another all over her arms and bare torso. Her five—no, six—guests for tonight must have been famished, and so Lishe parted her legs right then, offering her carnal desires for them to devour without much more ado.

Her second life was that of utter debauchery, yes, but at least there were people she could help just the way she was this time around, and she could enjoy herself in the process, too.
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BUT STILL . . . EVEN her idyllic second life would have uncomfortable moments like this too, huh?

It was the third morning after Matia and her friends last visited Lishe in the dead of the night. Garren had finally returned home from her latest adventurer campaign spanning three months, and a lot happened during that time that Ines wanted to discuss, all right. She sat at one side of the living room’s low-rising table, her bat wings flared taut behind her while she dug glares at Lishe and Garren, who sat side by side across the table. “I can’t believe you’re not taking this seriously, human,” Ines spat. “This Matia person is bad news, I’m telling you.”

Garren shrugged, slinging an arm around Lishe’s shoulders. “But she’s just dropping by from time to time to replenish her strength, doesn’t she?”

“She and her friends are sneaking into the upstairs bedroom through the window long after sundown! Not to mention . . .” Ines pointed at Lishe. “She refuses to lock it every night! That’s a safety hazard!”

“Well . . .” Lishe fidgeted. “The lovely spirits only sneak in through the window at night, and I don’t want them to starve because they can’t get in.”

“It would be cruel of you not to let them in, huh?” Garren said.

Lishe nodded.

“Then I’ll fortify the wards around this cabin to compensate for that, just to be safe.”

That eased the knot from Ines’ brows. “Wards? Since when did you have them up? I never had trouble with stumbling upon this place just based on second-hand rumors among my former neighbors, though.”

“That’s because I have set up the wards to not work on succubi at all. And messenger falcons too, I guess.” Garren shifted her gaze to the open window by the door. “And even then, they’re largely illusory, all intended for nudging people away. Using offensive wards would just injure unknowing wanderers and bring unwanted attention to this area.”

“What kind of illusions are we talking about?”

“Let’s see . . . For starters, the outermost wards cast an illusion over this clearing of a littering of boulders perched over loose soil. Because of how unstable the ground looks, it wouldn’t be an appealing campsite. But on the off-chance that someone strays deeper into the clearing anyway, a phantom plump bunny would try to lure them away by scurrying into some bushes in the other direction, and then a sudden threat of thunderstorms would catch them by surprise, making them want to flee from the area before it starts raining, and . . .” Garren paused, heaving a sigh. “There’s too many of them—I couldn’t be bothered to list them all.”

“You better not tell me you’re leaving this house’s safety entirely to illusions,” Ines grumbled. “In the first place, if there happens to be another clairvoyant like you around, won’t they just see through those spells?”

“Well, in that case, the last line of defense will deter them without a doubt.”

Ines scoffed. “As if there’d be such a convenient contraption.”

“An emperor-grade immobilization ward,” Garren said with great pride. “Don’t worry—if it could stop even a dragon charging at full speed, a human would never stand a chance of breaking free from it. Even I fell for that trap myself one time, you know? It was a pain getting myself out of—”

A sudden shriek of a woman cut Garren’s words off, followed by the distant neighing of a horse.

“Speaking of which . . .”

THE THREE AT once followed the scream to the eastern edge of the clearing, where a horse and its rider were indeed rendered immobile, save for some allowance for breathing and facial movements. The ward even caught the horse mid-trot, its attempts to break its raised front leg free from the invisible bounds spurring crackles of red sparks in the air around its hoof. As for its rider . . .

Lishe’s eyes widened. It was a human woman with pure white hair despite bearing not a wrinkle on her skin. She barely even looked any older than Garren. It had been almost five years since they’d last met, but Lishe would never forget the face of the healer who saved her from near-certain death, even when her home village wanted nothing more than for her to be gone for good. “Celes. . . .”

The woman grinned upon hearing that. “Lishe! You still remember me!”

Lishe averted her eyes but nodded.

“Then, does that mean you still hate me as much as you did when we last met? Please tell me you still do! I knew what we had was special!”

Oh, right. It had been so long that Lishe almost forgot: the healer she owed her life to, whom she greatly adored . . . just so happened to have a strange fetish, too.

“Look at me right now, Lishe—I am completely unable to move! If you spit on my face, I won’t be able to wipe it off at all, so what are you waiting for? Spit on me, drench this perverted body of mine in mud, step on my face and shove your foot into this filthy mouth!”

Ines flinched upon hearing all of that, but Lishe didn’t bother explaining anything. “I was mistaken. I don’t know that person.”

“You . . .” Garren sighed. “You purposely got yourself caught in this trap just to have an excuse to utter that, didn’t you? All these, after not getting in touch for years on end . . .”

Celes gasped. “My dear friend, how could you say such a thing? The messenger falcon obviously just lost its way to this place, and that is why you do not know of my arrival! Now, Lishe, hurry! Degrade me before Garren undoes my restraints!”

Lishe stared at Celes, baffled, before breaking into chuckles. It had been so long, all right—it wouldn’t hurt to play along with her antics for a bit. “Ines and I will be preparing refreshments inside,” Lishe told Garren, “so could you please take care of that . . . disgusting creature and her mount in the meantime?”

FOR NOW, GARREN led Celes off to the shed at the back of the cabin where they cleared space for a makeshift stable, while Ines followed Lishe into the kitchen. From that far, Lishe couldn’t make out any of their conversations save for Garren’s occasional cackles, but she didn’t mind—they had a lot to catch up on, and she didn’t want to intrude on their reunion one bit. Rather, they’d surely be thirsty after getting the horse settled on its temporary home, so Lishe should brew them the best cup of tea she could. And so she poured water into the kettle, humming all the while, and only when she had nestled it securely over the flame for boiling did she notice Ines staring all along.

“Is something the matter?” Lishe asked.

“Well . . . I was just wondering why you act repulsed around this visitor of yours even though I don’t sense any animosity from you.” Ines took Lishe in for an embrace from behind, resting a palm over the spot below her navel where she cast the feeding crest. “Rather, it was all too identical—the fondness you feel towards her and that human.”

Lishe’s chest raced at that, but she pretended not to notice for now. “It’s because they both saved my life.”

“Is that all there is to it, though?”

“What do you mean?”

Ines fell silent for a moment before heaving a sigh. “Nothing. I just realized I’m sharing your heart with more people than I thought, and it’s irritating me. I don’t want to shove them out of your life, and as much as I don’t think they want to push me out either, I still can’t help but fear they’d someday do anyway. That is to say . . .” Ines paused yet again, eventually resigning to resting her forehead on Lishe’s shoulder. “No, forget what I said.”

“As if I could. Not that I wanted to in the first place.”

Ines’ lips hung open, but before she could ask anything, Lishe leaned back for a kiss over the shoulder.

“It’s about time I tell you this anyway: that I’ve fallen in love with you as well a long time ago. That’s why I won’t push you out of my life, nor will I let anybody do that.”

“I . . .” Ines’ voice grew a lot meeker now. “I already know that, idiot.”

“Good to know, then.” Lishe chuckled. “In any case, I’m just feigning animosity towards Celes because she loves it whenever I treat her like filth. That’s all there is to it. Someday, when I’m ready to talk about my past, you’ll understand why I’m fond of her and why I indulge her like this, so please leave this topic be for now.”

The kettle on the stove whistled right then—that was Lishe’s cue to shift her focus back to preparing tea. Come to think of it, Garren brought with her a new canister of black tea leaves when she arrived home this morning, and she still had half a jar of honey left in the pantry to tailor the drink to everyone’s tastes. For instance, Garren liked her black tea mildly sweet, while Ines loved having at least three tablespoons of honey in a steaming cup, regardless of how absent of bitterness the original brew was to begin with. Lishe personally loved it without any added sweeteners at all, and as for Celes . . .

A smirk traced Lishe’s lips.

“SORRY I TOOK so long,” Lishe said upon emerging from the kitchen holding a tray of steaming teacups and a jar of honey. The three were already waiting for her in the living area, with Garren and Ines sitting side by side along one of the low-rising table’s longer ends, while Celes sat across from them. Lishe served Garren and Ines their cups first, with a brief kiss on the cheek, of course, grinning at how wide and expectant Celes’ eyes were from the other side of the table. However, by then, only one teacup remained on the tray, and Lishe set it down in front of her own seat at the table’s narrower end along with the half-full jar of Laihofvian honey.

“No tea for me?” Celes asked.

Lishe scoffed. “Why should I prepare any for you? Showing up in our house unannounced . . .” Only then did she peek sideways at Celes, casting her a smirk. “But if you insist, I guess I could serve you some wriggler-infested rainwater from the outdoor puddles.”

Ines’ mouth hung open, growing even more baffled as Celes squeezed her thighs together in response, her milky skin profoundly flushed from the neck up. “Lishe is treating me like trash even though I’m her guest. . . .” Her breaths shallowed as she ran her palms up and down her arms to stifle her fidgeting before shifting her gaze to her clenched thighs. With a deep breath in, she parted them, letting the midnight blue fabric of her ankle-length skirt sag between them, hinting at her well-toned limbs underneath, her hands blatantly itching to touch herself. For all her appearance of a demure, reserved healer, she was actually this hopeless of a masochist.

Lishe crossed her legs, teasing a glimpse of her bare foot before taking a sip from her teacup. “Come to think of it, I would have loved a nice, plump footrest right about now. . . .”

Celes wasted no time getting on all fours and crawling before Lishe’s feet. “Please use my filthy back as you see fit!”

Lishe swallowed. Celes had spread her hands and knees on the floor around a shoulder’s breadth apart as if bracing herself for some impact—she was hoping to get spanked in this pose, at the very least. While Lishe enjoyed getting bullied a little bit, she was never fond of being the one to inflict physical pain, and guilt gnawed at her for not being at ease with giving Celes the spanking that she craved. But both she and Garren would be disappointed if Lishe just pressured herself to do something she didn’t want, and so she wouldn’t. “I said I wanted something plump, you sow.”

“I’m sorry!” Celes replied, turning around to present her clothed ass to Lishe instead. “Please make use of this, then—”

A gasp wrenched into Celes’ words as Lishe rested the ball of her foot on one of those cheeks, digging circles on the soft flesh. “Are you even hearing yourself? The nerve of you to barge into this house just to flaunt your grotesque ass in the living area, of all places!” She placed a little more weight onto her foot’s kneading, just enough for Celes to rest her chin on the table’s edge but not far enough to nudge Lishe’s teacup. “In the first place, are these slabs of fat even good for anything other than making yourself a walking obscenity? You travel alone, flaunting your rear meat and sagging tits like this to everyone you meet? You slut of a healer.”

“I’m sorry! Please punish me!”

Lishe’s toes grabbed the hem of Celes’ skirt and gathered its fabric over her waist, baring what little of her unblemished skin could be seen underneath her knee-length undertrousers. A wet spot had already bloomed on the fabric over her crotch, and Lishe nudged it with her toes, chuckling as it sent Celes whining. “What, don’t tell me you want my toes to make you come.”

Celes thrust her hips back needily, rubbing her clit against the top of Lishe’s foot. Now that was nostalgic; not too long ago, Lishe was in that position, begging Ines for release. Simply watching Celes desperately ride that foot spurred wetness down Lishe’s thighs—she must have looked that pathetic as well, and how she wished right then that she could do that again soon.

“It feels great . . .” Celes groaned as the grinding of her hips grew more erratic, her crotch sopping even through her undertrousers’ ruffled fabric. “Lishe’s foot is making me come . . . Lishe . . .”

Lishe smirked, withdrawing her foot at once, even as Celes spilled needy whines in response. If it weren’t for this pervert, Lishe would never have understood why Ines and Garren loved withholding stimulation from Lishe at the cusp of her orgasm. Denial simply was so much fun! Lishe could barely even withhold her grin as she reached for her teacup over Celes’ kneeling form. It had gotten lukewarm from being left alone for quite a while, but it should still be good.

“I was lying when I told you there’s no tea for you,” Lishe said, taking a sip off the cup to confirm that the liquid had cooled down far enough to be on par with bath water. “Turn around.”

Celes did as she was told, a tinge of red creeping up her cheeks as Lishe offered her own cup. “Thank you very much!”

What an easy bitch, to be capable of finding pleasure in both affection and disgust. Wouldn’t that just make masochists like her the easiest people to please, then? How enviable. Even now, Celes was blushing hard as she gulped from the cup obediently, even as her brows furrowed, her lips twisting into a grimace between each sip.

“What’s the matter?” Lishe asked, a smirk creeping up her lips. “It breaks my heart to see my guest not enjoy the tea I brewed specifically for her, you know.”

Celes’ lips trembled as she gazed up at Lishe. “It’s too bitter. . . .”

“It’s because I brewed your share the longest. I have to make my guests feel special, after all! But . . .” Lishe reached over Celes’ shoulder for the jar of honey left on the table. “I guess it’s pointless if it still makes it too difficult for my guest to feel at home, so let’s settle for a compromise like this.”

Lishe drew out the dipper from the jar, spinning it back and forth to keep the honey from spilling before letting it dribble over the toes of her outstretched leg, then up her shin to the inner side of her knee. Normally, she wouldn’t make use of honey (and other sweets and starches, for that matter) as part of any sexual play because she didn’t want to deal with thrush afterward, but this jar of honey was special. Laihofvian honey does not occur naturally—succubi apothecaries craft it with demonic magic to resemble honey in appearance, texture, and taste without the havoc it wreaks on the body afterward.

“Here,” Lishe said as she held her foot to Celes’ lips. “Say ‘ah’.”

Celes’ smile couldn’t be any wider as she closed her eyes, mouthing the toes at once and sucking on them like there was no tomorrow, her breathing heavy all throughout. She even wedged her tongue in the gaps between those toes, making sure she licked off what little honey slinked in between before following the trail up Lishe’s shin. That prompted her to scrunch her skirt up to her crotch to extend the messy trail up her lap, only for an unwary gasp to escape her lips as Celes snuck her face between Lishe’s legs, parting them, leaving teasing bites on the insides of her thighs.

“It’s delicious. . . .” Celes mumbled as she knelt up and tugged at Lishe’s spit-drenched leg—she lost her balance to the sudden jolt, barely able to keep her torso propped up with her elbow on the seat. “Lishe’s homemade meal, just for me . . .”

“You’re not even licking the part with honey on it!” Lishe spat. She was supposed to be the one taking charge here, and yet here she was, her clit throbbing all over a single hungered glower from those pale blue eyes on her soaked underwear, now in plain view. Her every instinct to submit her body to anyone who wanted to fuck her was quickly overriding her desire to bully this cunt, her breaths shallowing as a finger ran up her inner thigh to a hair’s breadth from her crotch.

“You’re right,” Celes said. “The honey is obviously far up here—”

“All right, that’s enough.”

It was Garren who spoke, but the one who yanked Celes’ wrists away just as she was about to slide Lishe’s underwear off her hips was Ines. She crept her ashen arms around Celes’ waist from behind, binding her forearms together at the small of her back before cupping her full breasts through her blouse. “You can’t just lap up all the honey you want,” Ines whispered into Celes’ ear. “Even if you’re a healer, it would still be a pain to let your teeth rot. Practice some moderation.”

Celes’ breath shuddered, pressing her back against Ines’ torso. “Y-yes. . . . I’m sorry. . . .”

“Now, now, she could still have some later. She could just wash it down with water, right? Or tea, maybe,” Garren said as she strode over behind the bench where Lishe sat. Calloused fingers cupped her face from behind, and she leaned into the touch, tilting her head up and back to meet Garren’s hungry kisses. “I’d be furious if she didn’t finish the cup of tea our woman lovingly brewed for her, after all.”

Lishe chuckled as she reached up for yet another kiss, threading her fingers through Garren’s short-cropped hair, pulling her closer. She had gotten better at giving open-mouthed kisses as of late, albeit still with the occasional clumsiness, the clashing of teeth, and the too-eager tongue motions that left no room for gasps of air. How cute of her to try this hard. If only the countless people she helped and all the warriors she bested in a fair fight only knew how adorable she truly was. Oh wait, that should be a secret—she most certainly would shrivel in embarrassment at being thought of like that. But maybe Lishe’s amusement was too blatant in her gaze as Garren held Lishe’s sleeveless dress by the straps and ripped it by the collar without much effort, baring her torso peppered with kiss marks and bites from Ines’ antics the night prior.

“It was a nice dress,” Lishe breathed as she undid her underwear’s ribbons on both sides of her hips, leaving the cloth soaked with clear, viscous strings to drape off the edge of the wooden bench.

Garren smirked. “But it’s in the way.” She slung her legs one after the other over the bench’s backrest, sitting herself on the wooden plank beside Lishe. That was her cue to crawl onto Garren’s lap, letting the two watch as her fingers slipped between Lishe’s thighs to stir the slippery wetness there before whispering, “Squeeze them tight so that they won’t let even a drop of water through.”

Lishe didn’t get why she had to but obeyed nonetheless, crossing her knees a little bit so that her clean-shaven mound formed a water-tight cradle with her lap. Garren then reached for the cup of overbrewed tea on the table, now barely warm, and poured its remaining contents into that space, chuckling as Lishe’s crotch sufficed to hold the liquid just fine.

“There you go, a drinking trough,” Garren told Celes. “Aren’t you glad? You barge in here unannounced and filthy, and you still get to be served tea. Now . . . don’t spill a drop if you two want to come.”

That was Ines’ cue to loosen Celes’ wrists, letting her crawl over and nestle her face on Lishe’s lap. How did Garren even think up scenarios like this? It riled up Lishe way too much, for someone to stoop in and slurp this noisily this close to her crotch while leaving her pussy dripping and untouched. She threaded her fingers through Celes’ hair, gripping them close to the roots, and it maddened Lishe that none of it was making Celes lap up the tea any faster. Rather, she sure was taking her damn time, gazing up at Lishe all throughout, watching her patience wear away with every languid slurp. “Hurry up. . . .” Lishe mumbled. “Please. . . .”

“I guess some help is in order then,” Ines said as her tail circled the jar of Laihofvian honey, drizzling a dipperful of it over each of Lishe’s erect nipples. She gasped upon contact with its coldness, and it was a miracle that she somehow still managed to keep her thighs pressed together as Ines stooped to one of those peaks to lick off every drop of honey slathered on it, sucking on it a couple of times, even. Celes followed suit soon after, mouthing Lishe’s other nipple, greedily lapping up every drop of honey on it, the two humming in delight as they watched her composure slowly wearing away amid the ticklish pleasure mounting on her tits.

“Don’t just forget the tea . . .” Lishe whined. Celes didn’t budge, however, her eyes still fixed on Lishe’s miserable face. Lishe gritted her teeth. “If I spill a drop of it, we both don’t get to come, so just get on with it. . . .”

Celes smirked. “Then call me terrible things, please?”

“You . . .” Lishe averted her eyes. “You worthless slut. . . .”

“Put more spite into it! You’re clearly holding back!”

Garren cackled. “That’s great and all, but I’m feeling a little left out back here, you know.” She grabbed the jar and drizzled another dipper’s worth of honey over Lishe’s nipples, spilling some on her navel too, before coaxing her jaw sideways. By then, Lishe no longer needed to be told anything—she stuck out her tongue of her own accord, letting Garren slather honey all over it, sucking on it just as hungrily, sweeping Lishe’s tongue up in a frenzy of breathy jostles and playbites. It all was maddening, their rasp inhales, the squelches of tongue against tongue, the cloying of honey, and above all, the onslaught of ticklish fuzz on her breasts. For once, Lishe wondered if she’d come from her tits alone this time. As much as she loved having her chest played with, she never had once thought that stimulation from it alone would suffice to drive her to climax. And yet it all was mounting up—every wet touch burned, every nibble a bliss, stuffing her core with far more electrifying warmth than she knew what to do with. How she yearned right then to part her legs so that she could finally get fucked silly by them three like the slut she was, barely remembering that she mustn’t spill a drop of the now-cooled black tea pooled over her mound.

But it should be fine if she yielded just a bit to this pleasure, right? Just a little whimper, just a single squirm. She returned Garren’s kisses just as fiercely and moaned into her mouth, but then it all cascaded from there—the moment Lishe entertained the slightest possibility that she might just come like this, heat exploded from her core, sending her back arching as the pleasure rippled throughout her torso all the way up to her cheeks.

Celes’ white lashes fluttered as she gazed up at Lishe, flushed as well. “Feel like hurling harsher words at me now?”

“I wonder about that.” It was Garren who spoke, her hands creeping down Lishe’s now-parted thighs—she had spilled what remained of the black tea onto Garren’s lap then down the wooden plank flooring without realizing it. “Do rewards really suit sluts like you two who couldn’t even obey a simple command?”

“I’m sorry,” Lishe breathed, her chest still pounding from having just come. Garren didn’t respond, nudging her thumb into Lishe’s mouth instead, and she lapped it up right away, no questions asked. She wanted to climax more; maybe if she did her best in showing how remorseful she was by sucking on this finger obediently, Garren would forgive her.

Ines crept her arms around Celes’ waist and whispered into her ear, “Lishe isn’t comfortable with spanking you, and I don’t trust that human over there to rein in her strength to keep things at a pleasurable level either, so I’ll be glad to do it instead, you know.” Ines’ slim leather tail slinked down Celes’ hips, taking off her skirt and undertrousers altogether but keeping her blouse on. “If you apologize nicely, that is.”

Celes’ breath shuddered. “Nicely . . .”

A devious smirk traced Ines’ lips as she bore her amber eyes straight into Lishe’s, then down her soaked lap. “For starters, why don’t you clean up your mess? There’s still bound to be some droplets of tea left there. And honey, too.”

Celes rested her hands on Lishe’s knees and gazed at her tea-drenched crotch from that up close. “It’s drooling. . . .” Celes’ thumbs parted Lishe’s pussy lips, breathing ragged huffs directly over her hole and clit. “Lishe’s juices are spilling out right in front of me. . . . It’s almost as if she’s begging for my tongue. . . .”

Lishe wouldn’t deny that.

“Exactly,” Ines said as she slid one of her hands to Celes’ crotch, casting languid circles over her clit. “Our cute gangbang slut cannot live a day without spreading her legs even to complete strangers, you know? Certainly, you can help her out.”

Celes swallowed hard and nodded. However, just as she was about to mouth Lishe’s pussy, Ines chuckled, casting her tail across Celes’ mouth instead and keeping her pinned in place just a breath away from Lishe’s crotch.

“Just kidding,” Ines whispered. “Disobedient cunts don’t get rewarded; they’re just made to watch.”

That was Garren’s cue to pry Lishe’s thighs further apart, slipping two thick, calloused fingers inside her. How Lishe missed getting her pussy claimed like this—Garren’s fingers were every bit as filling as Lishe remembered them, pressing up against her slippery flesh, their every thrust eliciting a needy whine from her lips, and Garren being in the mood to show off like this only aroused Lishe even more. She wanted Celes to see in great detail how much this pussy hungered for these fingers, how far better they could rail this slutty hole than her filthy mouth ever could, and so Lishe threaded her fingers through Celes’ hair once more, tipping her chin up, eager to see how miserable of a face she must be having right now.

And yet she was drooling . . . and flushed.

“Masochists truly are formidable,” Ines crooned as she stooped to leave ticklish kisses on Celes’ neck. “Making you watch was supposed to be a punishment, but for you to enjoy this, too . . .”

Celes nodded as she ground her hips against Ines’ fingers on her clit, making no effort in concealing her unsated hunger as she watched Lishe’s hole getting pounded just a breath away. All the control Lishe thought she had in this position was quickly unraveling under Garren’s thorough fucking, her fingers churning Lishe’s insides into a sopping mess, reminding her that she was their submissive bottom slut first and foremost. Eventually, her grip on Celes’ snow-white strands no longer was a matter of making sure she watched and steeped in longing—it had become Lishe’s means of keeping her sanity intact as the fingers inside her pumped in and out at a maddening pace, battering her front wall until she could no longer hold a coherent thought. She opened her mouth, only for nothing to spill out but her gasps and pants as she shuddered, her gaze bleary on Celes, who herself was quickly melting under Ines’ total mercy.

Only then did Lishe notice that she had been grasping Celes’ hair even harder now and that Celes was enjoying the pull, her squirming within Ines’ grasp growing more erratic. Lishe herself could barely rein in her back from arching as the pleasure just kept on mounting, and Celes’ dazed countenance as she neared climax herself from Ines’ fingers wasn’t helping one bit, either. It took Lishe a while to realize that she and Celes were muttering each other’s names over and over as they both neared the edge, only for Garren and Ines to stop their motions all of a sudden, a cruel smirk tracing their lips.

“Now, now,” Garren said as she withdrew her fingers from Lishe’s hole, “haven’t you two forgotten already? Since you failed to keep even a single droplet of tea from spilling to the floor, neither of you would get to come anymore.” With that, Garren stood up, hoisting Lishe’s weight down the chair before heading off to the kitchen.

“Come on, sluts, sex is over,” Ines said as she stood up and followed suit. “Let’s clean up and get ready for lunch.” However, just as she was about to step out of the living area, Lishe and Celes let out pathetic whines, stalling her footsteps and prompting her to turn around. “I never thought I’d hear pigs squealing in unison again, but . . . very well. I’ll give you a proper chance to tell us how sorry you are.” She turned to the kitchen to nod at Garren, who in turn headed upstairs. “Any ideas?”

Lishe stooped to whisper something into Celes’ ear. Since Ines was having a great time being a little more sadistic than usual today, this might just win her over. But then . . .

“You better not suggest anything pathetic like licking my feet or something,” Ines said as she strode back to her seat at the table. She predicted what Lishe was thinking dead on. “Oh, I know!” Ines left a few pats on the tabletop. “On all fours here, you two.”

The two looked at each other and nodded, with Celes crawling onto the table first, stripping off her blouse. It left her obscenely large tits to dangle unrestrained as she spread her knees wide, giving Ines an unhindered view of her plump ass. Lishe wanted to mouth those pink, puffy nipples, even if only to get even for being made to come from her tits earlier, but she must resist thinking of it for now—both of them should focus on winning Ines back first, show her how much they wanted to come. And so Lishe got on all fours on the table herself, raising her ass, shuddering at how wet she had gotten.

“This reminds me of that one place back home!” Ines exclaimed as she leaned down, wedging her face between their shoulders and grabbing their asses in the process. “Humans might despise demons by default, but we succubi still welcome any human who knocks on Laihofv’s doors, you know? As long as they have no mana coursing through their veins, that is.”

Ines squeezed both their cheeks, breaking into a smirk as it spurred their needy moans.

“If they ever so choose, they could work in specialty restaurants where they serve themselves on the table for succubus patrons. Had these smooth, round butts been on the menu, I’m sure any succubus would have paid prime gold to get even just a taste of them, but . . .” Ines snickered. “I have no intention of pleasuring disobedient pussies at all.”

“Wait,” Lishe whined. “We said we’re sorry. . . .”

Ines chuckled. “You mean it?”

The two readily nodded, only for Ines to slap their ass cheeks a blink later, drawing out pleasured gasps from them yet again.

“Answer properly!”

“We’re sorry!” they both cried, Lishe’s breaths spilling out in shudders as the sting sent her hole clenching. She wanted those fingers inside her so bad already. What was Garren taking so long upstairs, anyway?

Ines dealt another slap. “Then why are your pussies drooling while being punished?”

“We’re sorry!”

Lishe watched over her shoulder with bated breath, her face flushed, as Ines raised her hand yet again, only for her to slip into a smile instead, stooping down to kiss Lishe. How fickle. Lishe still melted into it, however, letting herself be pushed down on her back on the hardwood tabletop, parting her legs. Ines didn’t crawl between them, though—she used her tail to hoist Celes to the air by the waist instead, guiding her to straddle Lishe’s crotch in a similar position, their legs interlocked, their torsos leaned back and away from each other, propped up by their arms.

“I’ve always been curious about this position,” Ines said, slipping her tail underneath their thighs then up the gap between their crotches. With a snap of her fingers, her tail girthened fivefold, and she goaded the two to scoot closer to each other, making sure their engorged clits sat flush against the tail’s leather surface. “For starters, why don’t you two rub against my tail in tandem like that?”

Lishe swallowed hard. She had never tried doing things this way before. Almost all the succubi she had nursed back to health aside from Matia didn’t want mutual stimulation while feeding on her sexual energy, and with her first-ever lover being Garren, Lishe didn’t have much leeway on exploring these things outside of her succubus flings, either. And now, with her and Celes locking thighs like this, all it took for their curiosity to get the better of them was a single nod, and they heaved their hips up together, slathering their wetness along the tail’s length, their breaths shallowing fast with each desperate thrust.

Footsteps emerged from the staircase just then, and Garren strode back into the living area with a basket in tow, her eyes transfixed on Lishe as she ground her clit against Ines’ tail and Celes’ crotch. Lishe wondered right then whether she pleased her lovers with such a display, if her squirms and gasps were turning them on as much as it astonished her how much Celes’ massive tits flailed about with her every movement. How Lishe wanted to slap them and shove her toes into that filthy mouth while at it, but it was already taking her all she had just to keep up with the pace, and it didn’t help that the pleasure they were chasing from this position was vexingly elusive. Soon enough, her arms gave out, leaving her weight teetering on her elbows, then the next thing she knew, she was already sprawled on her back, her shoulders driven down to the tabletop by Celes’ surprisingly strong grip.

Somewhere along the line, Ines’ tail had disappeared between their thighs, leaving their wetness to press up against each other unhindered, with Lishe’s parted knees folded far up to her chest while Celes straddled her bare crotch. By then, Lishe’s pleasure had fallen under Celes’ total control, and she made full use of it—she ground their pussies together with every intention of wringing out a wanton cry, her grin as smug as she could make it despite the deepening flush on her face. “Call me awful names. . . .” she breathed, her eyes glazing up as her thrusts grew erratic. “Tell me how much you hate me. . . .”

As if Lishe could, when she already struggled to rein in her gasps. She could barely even keep her gaze focused on anything but those breasts dangling overhead, and without much hesitation, she grabbed them with as much strength she could muster as she arched her back and cried, the electrifying wetness engulfing her clit sending her off the edge altogether. Celes followed suit soon after, her moans an incomprehensible mess as she threw her head back, her spine taut, drenching Lishe’s crotch with her juices.

Celes sunk herself beside Lishe in the aftermath of their shared orgasm, their chests both heaving hard as they caught their breath. “Feel like insulting me now?” Celes whispered.

Hardly. Lishe chuckled. “That was amazing.”

The two of them stared at each other and blinked before breaking into chuckles. They were that incompatible. But then their gazes lingered just a moment longer than usual, and that was all it took for them to lock their tongues in a messy kiss, their hands searching each other’s bodies, teasing their nipples, their swollen pussies. While Lishe would always love getting ganged up on and thoroughly fucked the most, things like this would be nice from time to time. She wanted more of that high. This time, she should try being the one to control the pace—perhaps straddle Celes’ waist, pin her down the tabletop like she did earlier. Lishe doubted she had strength left for that given how taxing it was to her abdomen and legs to hump each other in that position a while ago, but for now, she draped herself over Celes’ form, prompting Ines to chuckle.

“Look at them, getting lost in their own little world. Maybe we shouldn’t forgive them, after all.”

“Wait,” Lishe blurted. “That’s not what—”

“Oh, come on,” Garren said, patting Ines’ shoulder. “Surely you could forgive them this time for being cute, no?” Garren reached inside the basket she brought downstairs for a cylindrical object around the length of her forearm, rounded at the tips, its translucence and luster reminiscent of an amethyst crystal, only that this one had a flesh-like bendiness. “Besides, we finally get the chance to test this out now, since neither of us wanted to use this with Lishe.”

It could only be used by two people at a time? Lishe pondered why as she watched Garren pace over behind them, only for Celes underneath to squirm all of a sudden, her lips hanging open, her eyes unfocused at the ceiling. It only made sense right then—Lishe should have already gotten a hint upon seeing its girth. Celes gasped and swallowed a couple of groans as light squelches wove into the ambiance from behind them, gradually turning more furious, with each thrust from behind spurring from her more pronounced trembles as her body rocked to and fro along her spine. She spilled desperate moans as she clung to Lishe’s shoulders, and Lishe in turn stooped for a kiss, entranced at how beautiful Celes looked while her hole was being pounded into. Lishe would have the other end of that object ramming into her pussy as well soon enough. Viscous wetness trickled out of her hole at the thought of it—in her wanton anticipation, she raised her ass higher, eager to show how much her cunt yearned to be fucked as well, and the frustration over it being utterly neglected only spurred her into kissing Celes rougher until she could no longer keep herself from moaning into Lishe’s mouth.

Garren stepped away from the table just then, heading back to the bench behind them where she left the basket to rummage for something else in that pile. In the meantime, Ines strode to the other side of the table, shoving three of her fingers into Celes’ mouth before stealing Lishe’s kiss instead. Seems like Ines got a little jealous there. Lishe would be lying if she said she didn’t find that adorable at all. As to whether she’d say it out loud, though . . .

Ines’ cheeks flared red as she broke away from the kiss. “The nerve of you to find me cute.”

Lishe chuckled. Well, with this feeding crest imprinted below her navel, she really couldn’t hide much of her emotions from Ines. But that was fine, too. She could very well fuck Lishe’s brains out every night until she could no longer bear a day without Ines’ fingers churning this pussy silly, but in return, Lishe would be the one doing all the teasing whenever they weren’t in the sheets. A smug grin swept up Lishe’s face at the thought, but not for long—Ines’ tail darted over to Garren’s direction, and a blink later, darkness engulfed Lishe’s vision under a lace-trimmed blindfold, its ends tied snugly at the back of her head. Ines’ scent then grew more and more cloying until her whisper bled through the air only a breath away from Lishe’s right ear, knocking the air off her lungs.

“We’ll have to punish you for that.”

A gasp escaped Lishe’s lips as her hole throbbed in anticipation. “Please do.”

Ines cupped Lishe’s face for another kiss when strong hands gripped her ass from behind, squeezing them, parting them, thumbs kneading her plump, drenched pussy lips. It sent her moaning into the kiss, even more so when a cold girth with a rounded tip nudged into her hole, pushing in against her wetness. How Lishe missed this kind of fullness, rigid and imposing, very much unlike the velvet feel of a tongue or the shallow, maddening thrusts of a finger—while Garren kept things of this sort in that drawer upstairs even whenever she went on months-long adventurer quests, she forbade Lishe from using it on herself, and Ines was more than willing to not touch them, either. She’d rather enjoy watching Lishe lose her patience, begging for Ines to open that drawer and beg to get fucked by something else instead, preferably while tied up by her leather tail. And it was well worth the wait! How Lishe ached to push her hips back to swallow more of that length faster, only for Garren to hold them in place, making sure Lishe’s pussy savored the object’s every ridge and knob until it had buried itself all the way up, its rounded tip nudging her womb.

“Come on now, you two,” Garren called out from behind them. “It’s too early to get excited when all I did was put it in. For instance, if I do this . . .”

She drove Lishe’s hips down, pressing her and Celes’ crotches against a knob at the object’s midpoint, the contact spurring from within it a relentless buzz. Lishe never felt anything this intense before, unforgiving and hard, thrumming mercilessly against her clit and rattling the rest of its length lodged inside her as well. There was no way for her to see what face Celes was making at the moment, only that her breaths had gotten ragged as well, her hands clawing at Lishe’s back to contain their pleasured trembles. Not that Lishe was faring any better—the churning sapped all the strength from her arms, leaving her slumped over Celes’ torso, their sweat mingling as they clung to each other skin to skin, with Ines’ tail binding their waists together to keep the pressure on their clits.

“I’m . . . close,” Celes breathed into Lishe’s ear. Lishe couldn’t respond beyond a nod as her breaths grew labored, but she was on the verge of coming, too. For some reason, she felt it the most fitting at the moment to lean down for a kiss, sloppy and slobbery as it may be, until the vibration unraveled them altogether, panting into each other’s mouth. And even then, Garren didn’t let them rest—she halted the buzzing of the object, yes, but in exchange, she pumped its unforgiving girth into their pulsating walls throughout their orgasm until they were crying in pleasure amid their pussies’ obscene squelches, driving them into yet another screaming climax.

Lishe’s thighs already gave out by the time the object slipped out of her, and she heaved her weight to her back beside Celes instead, splaying her legs open to leave her throbbing, well-fucked cunt in plain view while keeping her blindfold on. “My, look at how well-behaved these sluts have gotten after only a little bit of pussy-pounding!” Ines exclaimed in utter delight. “Have you reflected on your mistakes?”

The two nodded. “We’ll never do it again. . . . We promise. . . .”

“Very well,” Ines said, her warmth wafting in close as she gave Lishe then Celes a quick kiss on the forehead. Celes took that chance to claim Lishe’s lips again, and Ines swooped back in right after to take Lishe’s tongue captive before making way for Garren to stoop in for a kiss as well. It was all wet and confusing, especially under the blindfold, and so Lishe resigned herself to their lead right away, letting the two of them ravage her lips until she ran out of breath. Then, all of a sudden, they halted their advances, only for Celes’ voice to break the silence.

“No, wait, don’t get it wrong,” she said. “I’m not jealous or anything.” Celes sounded as if she wanted to say something more, but her words stalled the moment Garren sighed.

“To tell you the truth, I’ve always felt guilt over being the one to win Lishe over back then.” Those words came out of Garren’s lips almost a mutter. “Had you professed your love to her first, I probably wouldn’t have stood a chance. But you stepped aside . . . all because I fell in love for the first time.”

Lishe fumbled about in the dark to grab Garren’s hands upon hearing that. “What are you saying? I’ve never once thought of you as a mere second option! I meant everything I said back then—that I fell in love with you and want to spend the rest of my life by your side!”

There was a moment of silence before Garren replied. “But it wasn’t only me you fell in love with that day, right?”

Lishe didn’t know how to respond to that, and Garren let the silence be, leaning down once more for a kiss on the forehead.

“I’ll give you time to consider how you’ll take your relationship from here,” Garren said. “Just know that no matter what path you choose, you’ll always matter to me, both of you.”

“I . . .” Celes’ voice trembled. “It’s fine if I admit I love Lishe too? You won’t set your feelings aside if I do?”

Garren scoffed. “As if I would. I’ll just stand with you in the same place, dumbass. And that also goes for you, succubus—but I guess you already know that.”

“Of course I do!”

Celes fell silent before shifting her weight, draping herself over Lishe instead. “I won’t hold back from here on out, then,” Celes whispered before claiming Lishe’s lips, unraveling her blindfold in the process to lock in her gaze. “I’ll make you fall in love with me as well if you haven’t yet.”

There was no way Lishe’s heart wouldn’t even skip a beat with a gaze that earnest. How should she even respond to such words? A nod? A kiss? She couldn’t even make sense of a single thought that swarmed her mind with how much her chest raced, only for her to snap back to reality a moment later when Ines peeked at Lishe over Celes’ shoulder.

“As much as we don’t want to interrupt the moment you’re having, we’re still not yet satisfied over here.” Ines pressed her hips against Celes’ raised ass, eliciting a gasp from her.

“That’s fucking cold! Wait—is that glass?”

Glass? Lishe was about to push herself off the tabletop just to see what that was all about when Garren walked into view from the other side wearing a leather harness around her hips, attached to which was a familiar translucent length she laid over Lishe’s face. “Look, it’s your favorite glass dick!”

Lishe’s breath hitched at the sight—it had been so long since she last laid her eyes on it. Just the feel of its rigid knobs around its girth already sufficed to spur wetness to trickle down her hole anew, aching to get railed by that object to the hilt until she could no longer move the next day. “Garren,” she muttered as she wedged her fingers between her thighs. “I want it. . . . I want it, please. . . .”

Garren smirked. “Good to know you’re still far from tired. We just barely started, after all.”
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CELES STAYED OVER at the cabin for seven or so days after that. They spent most of that time having sex, all four of them, though admittedly, it was Lishe and Celes hooked on it the most, especially during the daytime. And since it didn’t rain in the evenings, Celes and Garren would climb up to the roof after dinner to chat about the adventures they each had been on during their years apart. Ines would take that chance to have Lishe all to herself in the bathroom or the sheets in the meantime, depending on which spot they preferred that day before they all ended up sleeping in the same bed. Then they would wake up at sunrise to Ines’ freshly cooked breakfast, and before they realized it, they were once again spending yet another listless day in utter debauchery.

That was how well Celes fitted into their every day in that cabin. If that were the case . . .

“Why don’t you just live with us here from now on?” Garren finally asked Celes one morning as they sat at the table for breakfast.

Celes’ mouth hung open. “Is that fine with you?”

Garren cackled. “Come on, it’s not like you have another years-long mission to disappear off to, right? It would be easier to drag you off to my party’s adventures like the good old days if we go home to the same house, and everyone here wants you around anyway.”

“But . . .” Celes shifted her gaze to Ines.

“Look,” Ines said, “I don’t see you as a nuisance at all. Rather . . . Lishe is the closest to a healer we succubi could have, but come to think of it, there’s no one around to nurse her to full health if she ever falls sick.” Ines averted her eyes. “Don’t get me wrong. I have absolutely no attachment for you or that human, but I’d rather have you around, for Lishe’s sake. That’s all.”

And with that, it was decided: Celes would be staying in this cabin for good. She rejoined Garren’s party soon after, and they went on every adventure together from that point forward. Of course, that meant they were far away from home most of the time, but Lishe didn’t mind—she was happy knowing the love of her life would get to have so many more fun adventures now that her best friend was back. Besides, Lishe wasn’t alone back home anyway. She had Ines by her side, as well as the occasional succubus traveler to nurse back to full health and the lovely spirits to welcome into her sheets late at night in the meantime.
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