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Chapter One


For a few seconds after I woke up, I wondered if it might have all just been a dream.


I mean, how could it be anything else? Finding a gorgeous, naked woman in my hotel room who wanted to fuck me - that was definitely not the kind of thing that happened to an ordinary college student like me. And that's before getting into the whole 'magical succubus' thing.


I rolled over in bed, images of Erika and Megan's naked bodies flickering through my mind's eye like fragments of pleasant dreams. Squinting in the dim light, I glanced out the room's big bay window, expecting to see the first few strands of daylight peeking through the curtains.


Only it was night. Huh?


For a second I had that strange memory gap, the one you get when you fall asleep when you hadn't meant to. I couldn't remember why I'd laid down, or what I'd been doing before I fell asleep.


Then a woman's slender thigh slid against my side beneath the covers, and the memories came flooding back with a vengeance.


It wasn't a dream, I thought, oh-so-slowly peeling the covers back. Holy shit, it was real...


Erika lay beneath the covers, stretched out against me in post-coital bliss. She snoozed peacefully, her flawless breasts rising and falling in a way that drew my eye and made my cock perk up in my boxers. She was glorious. She was a goddess. She was the hottest woman I'd ever been with-


She was awake.


I jolted back with a start. Erika giggled, stretching languidly and arching her back. She let out a sigh of relief as she sat up in bed, looking me up and down.


"Did I scare you?" she purred, her eyes flashing with mischief.


"I thought you were asleep," I said, shaking my head. The fact that I had a succubus in my room, in my fucking bed, was still something that made my head spin. I couldn't believe all of this was happening to me.


Erika had no such difficulty. "Oh, I see," she said, narrowing her eyes in mock anger. "You thought I was out cold, so you could stare at me all you wanted. Maybe give me a little groping while I was out, too, is that it?"


"No!" I felt my cheeks flush with heat. "I would never! I'm not that kind of guy..."


She laughed and punched my shoulder. "Relax, stud. I like the initiative. Are you feeling better after your nap?"


My nap? It took a second for the fog in my brain to clear. You passed out, I told myself. After you banged this girl's brains out - and the waitress the two of you picked up...


"What happened to Megan?" I asked, glancing around the room.


Erika pulled a face. "She had to get back to work. Don't worry, we can go visit her if you really want to. But I already got what I needed from her." She licked her lips theatrically, like she'd just finished a delicious meal. "So much energy in that girl."


That was right. Erika hadn't just fucked Megan and I - she'd fed on us, as well. Draining human beings of their sexual energy was completely natural to a succubus like Erika - her feedings kept her young, gorgeous and filled with magical power for decades. I'd watched her body glowing with that power as she drank from Megan's writhing, orgasming body, and I was sure she'd done the same thing to me. I hadn't felt any different during the act, but the fact that I'd immediately passed out for a couple of hours after probably meant I'd been more affected than I realized.


"Yeah, she was great," I said, sitting up in bed. I could hear noises outside the window, the sound of Pike's Point tourists getting into the first night of Spring Break, and the chatter of the crowd filled me with excitement. "So what's the plan, Erika? Hit the streets, get some drinks? I don't really know how this whole feeding thing works for you."


Erika shot me a grin, then rolled with languid grace onto her stomach. "I'm definitely ready for another round," she purred, her grin widening. "But I don't think we need to go that far to find some willing pussy."


Willing pussy, I thought, shaking my head. The way Erika talked about human women was something I'd expect from the bro-iest of frat-bros, only coming out of a girl who looked like a barely-legal supermodel. The gap between her appearance and her words left me dizzy.


"What do you mean?" I asked.


She cocked her head. "You don't hear that?"


Hear what? I strained to make out something in the noise of the crowd. "Just some people getting drunk outside."


For a moment, confusion reigned on her face - then understanding settled in. "Oh yeah," she said with a giggle, "human ears. Here, let me help you..."


She leaned forward, still topless, and cupped her hands over my ears. For a moment the sound was blotted out, but all I could focus on were the banging set of tits swaying in front of me. Then Erika let out another little giggle and it felt like she'd rubbed a balloon against the side of my head. Everything tingled and crackled, and suddenly I could hear things I hadn't before.


"There we go," she said, a wicked look spreading across her face. "Tell me what you hear, stud."


I focused. Somehow, using muscles I hadn't even realized I had, I filtered out the noise of the crowd. That left something muffled coming from my left, which would have been a few rooms down the hall. A bassy thump that repeated every few seconds. As I listened, brows furrowing, the sound of a woman's moan carried over top of it.


Oh. I knew what that sound was.


"Someone's slamming a headboard against the wall," I said, watching Erika nod eagerly. "They're having sex?"


Erika scoffed and rolled her eyes. "Aren't you paying attention? Whoever that is is fucking her brains out. Just crushing that pussy."


My shock must have shown on my face, because she added: "honestly, if you're going to stay with me all week, Craig, you're going to have to learn to talk about these sluts the way I do."


"Crushing pussy," I said, shaking my head in disbelief. "Do you even think of these girls as human beings, Erika? She's someone's daughter..."


She pulled a face. "Listen to her ride that dick," she said after a moment. "Do you think that girl wants to be called a 'human being' who's 'someone's daughter?' Or does she want to get slapped around a bit and called a dirty little slut while she's fucked deep?"


She had me there.


"Besides," Erika said, her expression softening, "you're sporting one hell of a hard-on beneath those covers. I can tell you like listening."


A hot blush worked its way up my neck. "I'm sitting in bed with a topless succubus," I protested. "Of course I'm nursing a hard-on."


"Oh, Craig." She leaned forward and patted my thigh - a gesture I couldn't help but notice practically put her head in my lap. "You really have to let go some of that sexual guilt, dude. All the girls and the boys want to fuck like they've never fucked before. Is that so wrong?"


I thought about it for a moment. "No," I finally said.


"Good." Erika sprang from the bed like a dancer, landing on her heels. "Now let's get over there and add ourselves to the fun. If you're a good boy, I'll let you cum inside of my tight little pussy again. And if you're a really good boy, I might just let you fuck me in the ass..."


"Wait," I grunted.


She tumed, stark naked with the door half-open, and cocked an eyebrow. "What now?"


It wasn't the nudity that bothered me. With a girl like Erika walking around the hotel, no one would spare me a second glance. It was something else.


"There's a guy over there," I said in a whisper.


Erika gave me a sideways glance. "Yeah. They're fucking. Are you sure you can hear properly?"


I waved my hands, trying to stop her from stepping into the hall. "I don't want to do anything with a guy! I'm not into them!"


"Oh." She pouted, like she hadn't even thought of it. I don't think I realized until that very moment just how kinky a succubus could be. "Well, fine. You fuck her and I'll fuck him."


"Wait!" This time, Erika was almost completely into the hall, with only her perfect heart-shaped ass still in the room. "Seriously, stop!"


Erika reentered the room, clearly annoyed. "What!?"


"What if..." All of a sudden I started to stammer over my words as I realized what I was saying. "What if I didn't want you to fuck another guy?"


Erika crossed her arms beneath her breasts and tapped her foot against the carpet. Even as angry as she was, I couldn't help but notice the way lifting them up made her tits look even better. My cock jerked against my thigh as I pictured sliding it between those flawless tits, pushing into her mouth with every thrust...


"Let me get this straight," Erika said in a tone that dispelled my fantasy. "We can have a threesome with another girl. We can share girls, I'm supposed to help you get laid by girls, and you can fuck me whenever you want."


When she put it like that, it did sound a little one-sided. "Uh, yeah," I said sheepishly.


She arched an eyebrow. "But I can't fuck another guy?" I cleared my throat. "I'm not comfortable with that."


Erika bumped the door closed with her ass and let out a little bark of a laugh. "And you think my job is to make you comfortable?"


"Look, you've made a perfectly logical argument," I said. "And if I were a perfectly logical guy, I'd accept it. I don't know why you fucking other guys is different in my mind than you fucking other girls - it just is. And I'm not comfortable with that."


Was it my imagination, or was Erika starting to transform? "So you're a hypocrite," she said, a touch of the demonic entering her cold tone. Uh oh.


"I guess I am," I told her, puffing up my chest. I couldn't back down.


"If there were two girls in there having lesbian sex, you'd have no problem with me going down on one of them while you fucked the other." Horns began to poke from the sides of her head. Scales spread across her skin. "But since one has a penis, he's putting it in something you think you have a claim to. Making you jealous. Am I understanding you correctly?"


I am going to die, I thought. It hadn't been too long ago that Erika held a knife to my throat and accused me of being some kind of secret agent. It wouldn't take much for her to do even worse to me.


"You said I was special," I shot back. It was my last, desperate gambit. "You said there was something different about me! You said you'd give a lot to understand it!"


"I did," she grumbled, the old Erika dropping away. "Maybe I should take you apart and see how you work."


I held my ground firmly, squaring up in front of her. "If I'm worth so much, than I'm worth abstaining from other guys for a week," I said, putting all the force of command behind it I could muster. "If you can't do that for me for seven fucking days, Erika, then...then there's no point in continuing this partnership!"


The room began to darken. I could feel the air crackling with energy as the last vestiges of Erika's human form faded into succubus horror. Any moment, she was going to attack me. I probably wouldn't even feel it as she tore me limb from limb for defying her. And yet, somehow, I felt weirdly proud of myself.


She leaned forward, staring straight into my eyes. And like a storm breaking, all the energy rushed out of the room. Suddenly it was just her and me, locking gazes in a half-empty hotel room.


Erika shrugged.


"Fine," she said in a tiny, hurt voice. "Have a good Spring Break, Craig."


There was a crack like lightning striking the building. Smoke billowed around Erika's body for a moment, blinding me, and when it cleared she was gone.


I was alone.


Chapter Two


Holy shit, I thought, sitting down heavily on the bed. She's gone...


My arms and legs were shaking. Adrenaline drained from my body as the rush of having a demon right up in my face began to fade. All the fear I hadn't allowed myself to feel crashed through my body, leaving me trembling like a leaf.


"That was close," I whispered, pulling my knees underneath of me. "Jesus, that was close."


Erika had been so angry. And I'd been such a fucking idiot, puffing myself up in front of her like she was an ordinary human woman you could win an argument with. She had claws, for God's sake - and she wasn't shy about using them. I ought to be dead.


Okay. Calm down, I commanded myself, staring at my hands until they stopped shaking. It's over.


Was it? For a second I looked around the room wildly, as if expecting to find Erika hiding behind the furniture. Or under the bed. Had she really let me go, or was this another phase in her game?


"Wait," I said out loud. Realization flooded me, and I nearly laughed. "I haven't forgotten her."


I'd gotten Erika so angry, she forgot to wipe my memory. Or maybe she never had the ability to do it in the first place, and was only bluffing. Either way, I wasn't about to hang around and find out. I'd come to Pike's Point, spent a night with the most gorgeous woman I'd ever seen, and even had my first threesome. That was more than enough excitement for me. I was getting the hell out of Dodge before my new succubus friend realized her mistake and came back for my memories - or my soul.


I packed as quickly as I could and booked it downstairs. My rented car still sat in its parking space along the side of the building, so Erika either didn't Know about it or hadn't cared to slash my tires on her way out. I whispered a silent prayer that I'd make it out of all this as I pushed my suitcase into the too-small trunk and locked it.


I was halfway into the driver's seat when I stopped. "Shit," I muttered. "Forgot to check out..."


The front door of the hotel loomed like something out of a horror film. Or maybe that was just my imagination. I was seeing Erika in every shadow, behind every bush, as if she were just playing with her food and waiting to strike out at me. Did I have the balls to head back into the lion's den?


With a heavy sigh, I stared at myself in the rear-view mirror. "Stop it," I chided, willing my reflection to calm the fuck down. "She's gone. She got tired of your complaining and went off to find some homier dude to feed on. Not that there's any shortage of those at the Point this week."


When I said it like that, I almost felt a little bit sad. Erika had opened a door in my soul I hadn't even known was there - giving me a tiny glimpse into a world of sex and mayhem mere mortals like me could only dream of. I'd be lying if I said I wasn't going to miss it a bit - even as I thanked my lucky stars that I'd escaped the succubus' clutches. I mean, she was hotter than hell, even if she was completely crazy and evil.


I didn't know if the hotel was the kind of place to bring the hammer down over something as trivial as forgetting to check out, but I couldn't risk it. I'd stretched my credit card enough just booking this vacation - any fees I got hit with would be taking money out of my fund for books and food next semester. Even with a monster at my back, I had to think about my money.


"Five minutes," I told myself, making my way quickly across the parking lot. "Five minutes, and Pike's Point will be in my rear-view mirror for good. There's no way Erika can find me in five fucking minutes..."


I was right. She couldn't. But I had no way of knowing that five minutes from now, the thought of leaving Pike's Point would be the furthest thing from my mind.


Chapter Three


Ding. Ding.


I stood at the counter, tapping my foot nervously against the tile floor. Where the hell was everyone? My hand pressed down on the bell a third time, sending a pleasant chime through the room, but no one came to the desk.


At this time of the evening, the hotel lobby was practically empty. We were long past check-in time, and it felt like everyone in Pike's Point was out on the streets getting their Spring Break on. Only I was different - only I had seen the things that lurked behind the sexy exterior of alcohol and partying, waiting to feed on innocent young college students.


Okay, maybe not innocent, exactly. But still...


"Coming," a voice said. A moment later, a woman stepped out of the rear office, smiling at me as she took her place behind the counter. "What can I do for you, sug?"


To my surprise, it was the same woman who'd checked me in a few hours ago. Only she wasn't dressed the way she was when I first met her. Instead of the sedate, beige-colored hotel uniform she'd been wearing, she had on a tight little cocktail dress that showed off a generous expanse of her tanned cleavage. Her red hair was done up in ringlets down her back, like she'd been working on them when I came up to the counter, and her makeup made me do a double-take. How had I not noticed this hottie when I checked in?


Okay, she was a little bit older - more like someone's sexy mom than a co-ed looking to party. But I liked older girls - and this one had tits and ass to make a man weep. Only the name-tag still hanging from the thin fabric gave any impression that this woman worked here. The name "COURTNEY" stood out against the plastic in block font.


She must have noticed the way I stared. "Sorry," she said, tossing her long hair over one shoulder. "I'm just about to get off shift. What can I help you with?"


I cleared my throat. Focus. There's a killer succubus on the loose, and any minute she's going to realize she let you get away. "I just need to check out."


"Sure," she said with a nod. She held out her hand and took my key-card, tapping away at her computer. I couldn't help but notice the way she bent down just showed off her cleavage even more - it was a challenge not to stare like some kind of creep.


Her eyebrows knitted together. "You're not set to check out for another five days," she said, a worried expression flickering across her face as she met my gaze. "Was something wrong with your room?"


"No!" I held up a hand. "Not a thing. I just, uh, had an emergency. I've got to get out of town ASAP."


I thought that would mollify her. But she didn't stop staring at me. After a moment, I realized there was something strange about the look she was giving me. Almost like...


She's checking me out, I realized with a start. Then something Erika said flashed through my head like a firework. I'll give you part of my power...


Had I pissed off Erika so much that she'd actually forgotten to strip me of my new powers?


Courtney kept looking at me - and from the expression on her face, she liked what she saw. With a sigh, she arched her back, thrusting her ample tits practically into my face. Was that a blush on her cheeks?


Holy shit, I thought, no longer trembling with fear but excitement. She's creaming her panties just looking at me. This MILF wants me...


"I guess I'll check you out," she purred, her southern drawl becoming just the slightest bit more pronounced as she leaned over the counter. "But we do take our hospitality very seriously here...Craig. Are you sure there's nothing I could do to make you reconsider taking your business elsewhere?"


I opened my mouth to explain I wasn't going to some competing hotel - then slammed it shut again. Everything about this woman - from the look on her face to her body language - screamed I need a good hard fuck and you're just the man to give it to me. I'd be a fucking idiot if I let a chance like this pass me by.


Besides, who knew how long my powers were going to last? By the time I left Pike's Point, I might no longer be the super-seductive alpha male Erika had turned me into with her succubus magic. If that were the case, then adventures like pulling a gorgeous redheaded MILF I'd just met into the back room and fucking her brains out were going to go back to being my fantasy, instead of something I could actually experience.


Besides, even if all that weren't the case - my cock was fucking throbbing in my pants. Cum boiled in my balls, aching for release. Every curve of Courtney's body was so tempting, so luscious - she was just what I needed to feel like a real man.


"Actually," I said with a smirk, "I'd like to talk to you about something...private. Could we step into your office?"


She glanced over her shoulder, then cast her gaze around the lobby. It was completely deserted, and we obviously could have discussed whatever we wanted without being overheard. That wasn't the point - and she Knew it.


"Of course," she purred, turning around and unlocking the saloon door to the counter. "Come right back here, and you can tell me whatever you want..."


God damn, I thought as she bent over. Look at that ass. Courtney's dress was even tighter in the back than it had been in the front - it hugged her heart-shaped rear like a second skin, showing off every curve of her ass and mound.


"Were you going on a date after your shift?" I asked.


She glanced over her shoulder and giggled. "Just going down to the oyster festival," she said, stepping into her office. The room was dark, with no windows, dominated by a heavy wood desk. "It's the first night of Spring Break, after all. Lots of tourists..."


"Yeah, you look like you were trying to find a guy to hook up with," I growled, shutting the door behind me. With it closed, the room was plunged into near-total darkness. Only the outline of Courtney's curves could be seen - but those were enough to drive me wild. "Good think I found you first."


Courtney let out a little whimper as my words left no doubt as to my intentions. She turned around and I felt her hands at my belt, tugging me towards her.


"I'm so glad you did," she purred, pressing her lips against my stubble. "Fuck, you're so fucking hot, Craig..."


My hand strayed to her ass, giving it a squeeze. "Walking around here practically naked with that tight little dress on," I grunted, manhandling her in a way the old me wouldn't have dared to do with a girl I hadn't at least been dating for a while. "Showing off everything you've got. Shit, you look amazing..."


She chuckled as she unlatched my belt, pressing her curvy body against me. "You know how it is," she whispered, teasing my earlobe with her tongue. "I've got all these little college teeny-boppers to compete with. Boys need to know that even at my age, I can give them a better ride than miss sorority bitch..."


"You don't need to compete with anyone," I growled. "You're so fucking hot, Courtney. But if you insist..."


As she freed my cock from my pants, I pressed gently down on her shoulder. "Show me you can be just as dirty as any college slut on this beach."


Even in the dark, I could see her grin. "Mmmh, yes sir! Let me show you how a real woman treats a cock..."


She dropped to her knees, and a moment later I was in heaven.


Chapter Four


"Oh, fuck yeah!"


I groaned with pleasure, fingers tangled in Courtney's long red hair as she took the head of my cock into her warm, wet mouth. Her lips formed a tight, hot seal around the tip as she took me deep, whimpering with bliss as I bottomed out inside of her throat. Fuck, that felt amazing.


"Good girl," I said, applying gentle pressure on the back of her head. "Take me deep. Show me what a good little whore you are."


If Courtney took that as a challenge, there was definitely no way she was going to lose. She gagged around the head of my cock as I went hilt-deep into her, until my balls were resting against her pouty bottom lip. Her naughty tongue swirled around my shaft, adding even more pleasure to the tightness of her throat. Unconsciously I rocked my hips forward, fucking her face as I started to lose control.


Just as I felt myself working up to a peak, she pulled off me with a wet little pop. Frustration filled me, and my fingers tightened in her hair.


"What the fuck are you doing," I growled, leaning against the door. "Put that dick back in your mouth..."


In the darkness, I heard Courtney giggle - and then the rustling of fabric. She'd taken the straps of her dress and let them slide down, revealing her round, tanned breasts. I reached down and ran a thumb over her hard nipple, mauling it as I tested how hot her sexy MILF tits really were.


"You were staring at my tits the entire time I was behind the counter," she said with a naughty little smirk. "I know you were thinking about doing this..."


Before I could say a word, Courtney cupped her breasts with both hands and wrapped them around my cock. Dripping from my precum and her warm, wet mouth, it slid between her orbs and disappeared. She held her tits tight, bouncing them up and down around my hard, throbbing cock. Every so often she'd pull the tip into her mouth and swirl her tongue around it as she worked the shaft with her tits, and soon my knees were shaking with pleasure.


It felt incredible. But it didn't feel like control - so it wasn't long before I decided to make a change.


"Hold them there," I whispered, taking her wrists and showing her what to do. "I'm going to fuck the shit out of those tits, Courtney."


She tossed back her head and laughed. "I knew you liked them! Fuck, you gonna come between these big, soft puppies, Craig?"


Dimly, I could hear someone ringing the bell at the counter. It made me even hotter to know that Courtney was neglecting her duties for me - that nothing else mattered.


"Yeah," I growled, pumping my hips between her tits. "Gonna fucking paint you with my cum, whore..."


"Give it to me," she begged. "Make me pretty, sir. Make me prettier than any of those beach sluts - show me I'm hotter and more fuckable than any of them!"


That was what she wanted - and that's what I gave her. The back of my head hit the door with a groan as I lost my load, soaring right past the point of no return and erupting between her soft, heaving tits. I couldn't see myself shoot, but from the way Courtney moaned with pride there must have been a lot of it - I was painting her cleavage and her flawless, smiling face with my seed. She slowed down, milking me dry an inch at a time with an even tighter grip as I came down from my peak.


"That was so hot," Courtney said quickly, rising to her feet. "I've never done anything like this before, Craig. I normally don't even fuck on the first date!"


She was rubbing her big ass against my still-hard cock, the hem of her skirt hiked up to the small of her back. With a start, I realized she wasn't wearing any panties underneath. Bad girl.


My hand slid between her thighs. Courtney was dripping with juice, her slit soaked from the blowjob and tit-fuck she'd just given me. She might have been pleasuring herself as she sucked me, too, but if she had I couldn't see it. Not that I cared - all that mattered was that she was wet and ready for me, a perfect sheathe for my still-throbbing cock. I needed more release, and she was wound up tighter than a spring, humming with energy.


"Turn around," I said, grabbing her hip. "Bend over the desk. I'm going to fuck you from behind."


"Yes sir," Courtney whispered, her voice husky with pleasure. "I can't wait to feel you inside me. Fuck me proper, Craig - give me that young, hot cock deep in my MILF pussy!"


Fuck, this girl is dirty, I thought, guiding the head of my cock into her folds. Good thing I love it...


Both of us groaned in unison as my cock spread her walls, sliding into her cunt an inch at a time.


"Holy shit you're tight," I said, slapping her ass. "How the fuck are you so tight, girl?"


"Exercise," she panted, her hips rocking up and down on the desk. "Plus I'm not a total whore like these college sluts. I only spread for men I really like!"


"You must really like me, then," I said, grabbing a handful of her hair for more leverage. It gave me the perfect angle to drill even deeper inside of her, until every thrust rang her g-spot like a fucking bell. Soon Courtney was screaming with pleasure, fucking me back as her walls spasmed and hugged my cock in her cunt's tight, velvet embrace. It was beyond perfect, and I never wanted it to end.


But I was getting close to the edge - and even though Courtney's cunt felt so good, it was her hot little mouth that was going to send me right over.


"Fuck me harder, stud," she begged, looking over her shoulder with the most cock-thirsty expression I'd ever seen. "Show me how hard a hot young man can pound a pussy! Break me in half, Craig! Use me the way I know you want to-"


I grabbed her by the hair and pinned her down against the desk, pummeling her pussy like a rag-doll. The tenor of her moans shot into the stratosphere as she came, cunt clenching around my dick in time with her rapid heartbeat.


"Fuck! Are you trying to kill me, Craig? That's so fucking hawt!"


I brought my hand down on her ass, savoring the way it shook as I slapped it. Then I did it again, and again, savaging her as my own pleasure reached a crescendo. I couldn't hold back anymore.


"I'm gonna shoot," I growled, holding her body down with mine. "Gonna pump you full, you gorgeous slut! I'm going to make that load on your tits look like a fucking trickle...!"


The world shrank to that perfect, magma-hot point of contact between us, and I came. The world dissolved in a haze of pleasure as I pumped burst after burst of hot, sticky seed straight into Courtney's cunt. It splashed against her walls and I felt them quiver again, the feeling of my balls draining into her sending her over the edge into another screaming, sheet-clawing orgasm. Dimly, the thought of contraception flickered in the back of my head before being washed away by bliss. Wasn't that what older girls like Courtney were for, anyway?


As I came down from my peak, I pulled out and slapped her ass with the head of my cock, depositing a few streaks of thick come across her pale cheeks. With a girlish giggle, Courtney slid the hem of her dress over her rear, staining the thin fabric with my seed.


"Thank you, sir," she said, her voice thick with relief. She turned around, spreading her thighs and parking her cute butt on the edge of the desk. "God, I can't remember the last time I got used by such a hot young stud. Anything else I can do for you, baby?"


I grinned down at her, savoring my power. What could be better than this? I thought.


Then I spread Courtney's legs, pointed the head of my cock straight at her womb, and rammed myself home.


Chapter Five


An hour later, I walked out the front door of the hotel with Courtney's number on a business card in my pocket and a whole bunch of naked pictures of her glorious body on my phone. What a fucking life.


I whistled a jaunty tune as I made my way to the rental car. A light rain was falling from the now-dark sky, catching reflections of the dive bars and restaurants along the beachfront. People were drinking, partying, and getting rowdier by the minute. Spring Break was in full swing.


I slipped the key into the lock, then stopped and took a look around. Did I really, really want to leave? For a guy like me, with the powers Erika had bestowed upon me, this was basically the greatest place on Earth to be. I was like a kid in a candy store, surrounded by tasty treats ripe for the picking. Even if I didn't go nail beach bunnies in twos and threes, I had Courtney - a slamming MILF with a hot body and a love of getting cum all over her tits and face. I'd be an idiot to pass up another round with her - or several.


That key felt like it weighed about five hundred pounds. Turning it would take all my strength - not just physically, but mentally. I was giving up a lot by leaving Pike's Point. I realized that now, now that Courtney had opened my eyes to the possibilities my new powers gave me.


"Nah," I said, shaking my head. What was I thinking? I still had a succubus on my tail. And Erika had proven herself to be one crazy-ass bitch - so the idea that she might be merciful when it came to dealing with me was fucking laughable. If she swooped back into my hotel room while I was there, losing my memory was going to be the worst of my problems.


I took a final look around, nodding at the town that had already given me so much. "G'bye, Pike's Point," I said, sliding into the front seat of the car. "Thanks for a wonderful time. Maybe next year will be a little less crazy..."


The car turned over like a purring lion, the engine rumbling to life. And now that I thought about it, my stomach was rumbling, too. Maybe I'd grab a bite to eat at a drive-thru on the way out of town. Or, I thought, a tiny pin of fear in my stomach, maybe I'd better wait until I get outside of the city limits...


I turned around to make sure there were no other cars in the parking lot - and that's when I saw her.


She was just sitting in the backseat, grinning horribly. This time, there was no pretense of pretending to be human. Two petite horns poked out of the sides of her head, and even in the reflected light of the parking lot I could see the scales standing out on her pale, otherwise flawless skin. But that wasn't the worst part. The worst part wasn't even the evil glow of her red eyes from the backseat.


The worst part was that this thing in the backseat was. Not. Erika.


"Hello," the succubus said, digging razor-sharp nails into my shoulder. "Were you going somewhere, stud?"
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