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Synopsis



Book 2 of 3 - Evan descends even deeper into a world of demonic desires and forbidden pleasures. Guided by the succubus Mara, Evan enters the Dreamlands, a realm where his most twisted fantasies come to life. But even as he revels in Mara's infernal delights, Evan finds himself increasingly drawn to Angela, an innocent young woman with a pure heart and a body made for sin.

As Evan explores his new powers, dark secrets surface about a hidden enemy plotting his eternal damnation. Evan must unravel the mystery before it's too late or risk losing both his lovers and his immortal soul.
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Chapter 1



"Everything here is perfect."

When I was a kid, I used to be terrified of the monster that lived under my bed. I knew it was there, hidden in the dark. My foster parents would shine a flashlight under my bed and show me it was just a dusty space beneath my bed frame, that there was no monster. They made jokes and tried their best to assure me, but it didn't matter. At night, just before I drifted off to sleep, I could hear the monster giggling beneath me, scratching the bottom of my mattress and promising it would get me.

Now those whispered promises had finally come true. The monster had me in its arms. We were in a dark place where no one could see us, where no one could hear me calling for help. The monster was going to do awful things to me, just like it said it would.

But I wouldn't go down without a fight. I pounded my fists against the monster's cold, slimy skin. It was futile, like punching a heavy bag and expecting it to surrender, but I kept going. What else could I do? I fought and gagged from the terrible smell of rot that came from it. My lungs were on fire. I needed air, but each breath only brought in more of the monster's rotting stench.

"Betrayer!" the monster hissed in my ear, its putrid breath icy cold against my neck.

I reached up, groping for its face, ready to dig out its eyes and escape its hold. My fingers scraped across a rough, scaly surface and a thick beard. I went higher, but there were no eyes to gouge, only empty holes where they should have been.

Fear ripped through me, terror driving me to thrash and fight harder, to do whatever I could to escape the monster.

It wasn't working.

With each passing moment, I felt my strength dwindling, the life and warmth being sucked out of me. My mind was in a frenzy as I imagined being left in this freezing void for eternity, a husk drained of all life. The idea was too much to handle. I could feel my sanity unraveling.

"Betrayer!" The monster's lips brushed my ear. "Betrayer!"

I no longer had the strength to recoil from the monster. I braced for the inevitable and hoped it would be a quick death, one that ended me completely. In the dark, my sightless eyes welled with tears.

I should have turned away from The Mirage Motel. I should have left it all behind me. The succubi were true demons. I was tempted by their beauty, I surrendered to their lust. Now I'm going to pay the price.

But just as I was about to accept my fate, a familiar voice cut through the darkness.

"Masszyter sur! Lyypkrt gzu!"

Even in the void's darkness, I recognized Karina's commanding voice. I understood what she was saying— Filthy beast! Let him go!

To my shock, the monster's hold on me loosened. I slumped like a rag doll as it released me. I sensed the monster fleeing into the abyss.

Relief flooded through me as I found myself in Karina's warm, soothing arms. I could see nothing in the dark, but it didn't matter. Karina held me tight, her warmth driving off the cold inside me.

"You're safe now, darling."

"You… you can touch me?"

"We're not in the world," Karina said. "We are in the Shadows."

I wanted to ask her what she meant, what the Shadows were, but I couldn't muster the energy. Instead, I started trembling uncontrollably as the horror of what had happened flooded through me. I clung to Karina like a child, my mind reeling. The world spun and darkness closed in.

Secure in Karina's arms, I let the dark take me.

I drifted in deep, blissful rest. After a long time, my senses slowly returned to me. I awoke gradually, my body warm and cradled in softness. Comfort flowed through me as I stretched out, the caress of silk sheets soothing my bare skin.

I opened my eyes and blinked in confusion. I was lying in an enormous bed in a luxurious bedroom. The ceiling was high and the furnishings around me were elegant and understated. One wall had floor-to-ceiling windows that revealed a breathtaking view of the Manhattan skyline glittering under the afternoon sun.

Where am I? How did I get here?

Like an avalanche, the horrific memory of being trapped in that freezing void slammed into me. I remembered the monster's putrid breath on my neck, the life being drained out of me, the gut-wrenching terror that my existence would end in that dark place.

A violent shudder wracked my body. My mouth went dry and I felt like puking.

"Be at ease, papi."

I whipped my head around at the familiar sound of a woman's playful, seductive voice.

"What the hell?" I croaked.

I couldn't believe what I was seeing. Angela stood in the doorway looking absolutely gorgeous. Her long black hair was draped over her shoulder like a velvet scarf. She had on a tight red dress that clung to her curves, the front cut low to show off her deep cleavage. The dress sparkled as she moved like it was made of liquid rubies.

"Angela?" I sputtered, my voice rough with surprise. "What are you doing here? How'd you find me?"

She walked across the room, her hips moving in a way that made me dizzy. The sound of Angela's high heels clicking on the floor was hypnotic. She carried a glass of what looked like red wine in one hand.

"Shhh," Angela said, putting a finger on my lips. "I'm here to comfort you, papi. Just like you comforted me when you saved me from those attackers at my taco truck."

She sat down next to me on the bed, making the mattress sink under her. I could feel the heat coming off Angela's luscious body. She held the glass to my parched lips. I wasn't much of a wine drinker, but the scent from the glass was delicious.

"This is not wine," I said.

"No, it's nectar. Much better than any wine."

I drank deeply, letting the sweet liquid quench my thirst. Angela watched me swallowing, a smile on her full lips. Up close, I could see light brown freckles scattered across the bridge of her nose. Her tongue poked out of the corner of her mouth, gleaming wetly.

I lay back, sighing contentedly. "That was the best thing I've ever tasted."

"Of course it was, papi."

"No alcohol?"

"Not a drop. You don't need alcohol when you're with me. Everything here is perfect. And it's all for you."

She set the glass down on the nightstand. I was not surprised to see the glass was still full, as if I had never drunk from it.

"I don't understand," I said as I looked over the beautiful Latina. "What are you doing in this place?"

"Waiting for you."

"But I just dropped you off at your house. I saw you go inside with your brother, Julio."

"Yes, that is what you saw."

"It wasn't real?"

"It was, in a way," Angela smiled, her fingers tracing down my cheek.

I took her hand and held it to my face. "Please stop talking in riddles. Just tell me what the fuck is going on."

Angela smiled, a sexy curve of her full lips. "Shall I give you my confession? Or have you figured it out yet?"

"I haven't figured out shit, Angela."

She giggled, her laughter low and throaty. "Well then, I will just tell you. Yes, I am a succubus just like Sera and Karina. Guilty as charged! I have been watching you since you arrived at our home."

"Why?"

"To see if you were worthy of my devotion, of course!"

"And what have you decided?"

She leaned in close, her breath hot against my ear. "You'll do, Evan. You will do very well indeed."

I frowned, leaning back from her. "So the tacos, the flirting, even the attackers were just…?"

"Just a test for you. And you passed with flying colors! You're perfect to be my Binder. I want to serve you, papi."

Before I could say anything, Angela kissed me. Her mouth was sweet and wet, like ripe fruit. I got lost in the taste of her, in the feel of her soft lips on mine.

"Evan," she moaned, her hand massaging my chest. "Feed me, papi."

I sank into her warm embrace, stroking her thick black hair as her hand drifted down my torso. I'd been attracted to Angela from the moment I saw her at the taco truck. Her brazen sexuality combined with her devotion to her family made the girl irresistible. I was thrilled that she wanted me as much as I wanted her.

I cupped Angela's face and traced a finger across her plump lips. The thought of feeding her hunger made me ache for release.

But then I saw it. A quick flash of red in Angela's warm brown eyes. A hint of something false and dangerous.

Like an echo in my mind, the words from the notepad returned to me.

DO NOT BELIEVE THEIR LIES.

I pulled away from the kiss, my heart pounding. Angela tilted her head, confusion clouding her gorgeous face.

I held out my hand, the iron ring shining on my finger.

"Kiss the ring," I said, my voice shaking. "Prove to me that you're not lying."

Angela laughed. "Oh, Evan. I already did while you were sleeping!"

"Do it again."

"Don't you trust me?" she pouted.

"I want to trust you."

"But you don't?"

"I guess not."

"Smart boy," Angela smirked.

She took my hand and kissed the iron ring. There was a shift in the light, just a flicker.

Angela vanished.

In her place was a sultry blonde. Her heart-shaped face was framed by lush golden curls. Green eyes sparkled with delight as she looked at me. Her tongue slowly licked her red lips, making them glisten.

I could feel my lust rising at the sight of her. I wanted to feel those lips against mine again. I wanted to strip off her dress and caress her tanned skin.

"Who are you?" I asked.

"Don't you know?" she teased. "You summoned me, Evan."

"Mara," I sighed, remembering the ideograph I drew on the door in my blood.

She shivered. "It's been so long since a man spoke my name. I'd almost forgotten what it felt like."

Mara looked completely different from the other succubi. Where Karina was athletic and statuesque and Sera petite and delicate, Mara was like a model who had stepped from the pages of a girlie magazine. Soft and feminine, her full breasts were barely contained inside her red dress, jiggling with each breath she took. Her waist was tiny and her hips broad, her ass and thighs thick and firm. She smelled amazing, too. Like a mix of honey and fresh roses.

"Why did you appear as Angela?" I asked.

"I only wanted to make you happy," she answered, her voice soft and appealing. "I know you like her so I wore her form. It's part of my gift. I can transform into anyone you desire. Most men like me the way I am, though."

I got her point. It was hard not to be overwhelmed by Mara's beauty.

Despite this, I could not focus on her. I was still gripped by the chill from the void. The horror of the monster would not leave me. My insides felt cold, like I'd swallowed broken ice.

"Karina…" I muttered.

"Karina?" Mara frowned. "You want me to wear her form?"

I shook my head. "In the Shadows. Karina rescued me from an attack by a monster. It was a dead thing. It had no eyes! I thought I was going to die, but Karina came and saved me. Do you know that monster? The one in the Shadows?"

"No. I don't know of any monster."

"Where is Karina? I have to speak with her."

Mara seemed puzzled. "I haven't seen Karina in decades. The three of us can't be together unless we're bound to the same man. I'm here for you, right now. Talk to me, Evan."

But Mara was not the one who had pulled me from the grasp of the monster. Mara was not the one who saved my life.

I shook my head, not speaking. Mara took my chin in her hand and gently turned my face to hers.

"Most men are thrilled to see me," she said, her eyes filled with humor. "Don't you like how I look?"

"You're stunning," I admitted, almost whispering.

"Then why are you so upset?" she asked, her voice gentle. "I don't have any answers about what happened in the Shadows. But I can help you feel better. Let me please you."

I looked at Mara, torn between wanting her and fearing the darkness I'd barely escaped. Mara was breathtaking, a sight that made my pulse race. But I was still scared.

"You need to bind me to you now," she suggested. "Isn't that why you summoned me? Bind me so I can make you feel good. I have so many pleasures to offer, Evan. Let me give them to you."

I hesitated, my mind filled with jumbled thoughts. I wanted Mara, craved for her desperately. But I was still shaken, unsure of what was happening.

"Do you trust me?" she questioned, looking straight into my eyes.

I looked back, seeing the longing and passion in her gaze. And I realized I did trust her. Despite her initial deception, some instinct deep inside me told me that Mara was being true to me.

"I trust you," I said.

Mara smiled, a slow, tempting smile. "Blood to bind, seed to feed. Yes?"

"Yes."

She leaned in and kissed me, her lips warm and gentle against mine. I felt a surge of energy, a wave of pleasure that filled my whole body, driving out the last of the void's chill.

Mara pressed the lancet into my hand.

"Bind me," she begged.


Chapter 2



"Do I please thee?"

I took the lancet from Mara, turning it over in my fingers. It was such a small, ordinary thing. Hard to believe that this tube of plastic and metal was about to play a key role in an occult succubus ritual.

I shook my head as I imagined the journey this thing had been on. It was probably assembled in some grimy factory in China by underpaid workers, destined to end up forgotten in the back of some elderly diabetic's medicine cabinet. But instead, here it was— about to help me bind a sexual demon to do my bidding.

I let out a laugh and Mara laughed along with me, seeming to understand the humor of this crazy situation. She gracefully rose from the bed and offered me her hand to help me up. I felt the inhuman strength of her grip. There was no doubt in my mind that this beautiful blonde could crush me like a bug if she wanted to. Being naked in front of her just made me feel more vulnerable and aroused. A mix of fear and lust churned in my gut.

I was starting to get used to this unsettling combination of emotions. It had been with me ever since I stumbled upon The Mirage Motel and got myself mixed up with Karina, Sera, and now Mara. Being around these alluring but dangerous succubi was like walking a tightrope over a yawning canyon. Terrifying, but also thrilling in a way that made my head spin and my dick hard.

Speaking of hard dicks, Mara had released my hand and taken me by my rigid cock. I let out a sigh of pleasure as Mara guided me to the center of the room. I gripped the lancet in my hand, still marveling at the way such an ordinary object had become the key to unlocking such irresistible and unnatural pleasures. Whatever The Mirage Motel really was, the lines between the natural and the supernatural were thin and blurred.

"Here, my beloved."

Mara stopped and turned to face me, her eyes shiny and eager. She licked her lips again as I cocked the lancet.

I held the device over my finger… and just held it there. I stared into Mara's green eyes, enjoying the increasing desperation there as she waited for me to prick myself.

She messed with me before. Now it's my turn. If I'm going to be her Binder, Mara needs to learn who has the power in this relationship.

Mara's breathing was growing heavy. Her lips trembled as her gaze darted from my eyes to the lancet and back again. I held the lancet still, staring her down.

"Please," she whimpered. "Please, my beloved."

"Do you promise never to deceive me again?" I demanded.

"I have kissed the iron ring!"

"I don't give a fuck about that," I grinned. "I want to hear you say it."

"Yes," she whispered. "I will never deceive you again, my beloved."

Again, that gut feeling was back. There was no doubt in my mind that Mara would keep her word.

"That's all I wanted to hear."

The lancet pricked my finger. I barely felt it. I was too lost in the creature in front of me, lost in her beauty, her power, and the promises in her green eyes as she hungrily watched my blood well up from the tiny wound.

Mara tilted her head back and opened her mouth. Her tongue slipped out from between her perfect white teeth. I couldn't resist kissing her tongue, savoring the taste of it on my lips.

"I bind thee to my service, demon!" I declared theatrically, like some shitty actor in a direct-to-streaming movie.

Mara's eyes squeezed shut as I smeared my blood down her wet tongue. She drew her tongue in and I followed, letting the blonde suck greedily on my finger. My dick ached as Mara sucked and swallowed my blood, soft moans escaping her lips.

I finally pulled my finger from her mouth and smeared her spit over her lips, making them shine.

"Are you bound to me?" I asked.

"Yes," she replied. "Blood to bind…"

"And seed to feed," I finished.

I kissed her again, our eyes open as our tongues caressed. Then I took her by the shoulders and pushed her to her knees. My cock bobbed obscenely before Mara's beautiful face, a drop of precum oozing from my swollen tip.

"Feed," I commanded her.

I groaned as Mara's lips wrapped around my cock, her tongue slurping wetly around the tip. She looked up at me with those green eyes, a playful grin on her face. I could feel her hot breath on my skin, making me twitch with pleasure.

"That's right," I told her, my hands gripping her blonde hair. "Suck it just like that."

She winked in response. I closed my eyes, savoring the sensation of her mouth on me. I could still taste the sweetness of her mouth on my tongue as her scent filled my nostrils.

Mara's hands roamed my body, her fingers digging into my hips as she took me deeper into her throat. I could feel the back of her throat constricting around my cock in a way no human woman could do, the sensation almost too much to bear. Her forceful sucking soon had me ready to explode.

"I'm gonna cum," I warned her, my voice strained.

She pulled back, her lips still wrapped around the tip of my cock.

"Yes, feed me, my beloved," she begged.

Shoving my cock back into her mouth, I exploded into her, my semen flooding her throat. Mara swallowed it down eagerly, her eyes never leaving mine as she quivered excitedly.

"More," she whimpered as the last drops drained from my balls. "Feed me more, my beloved."

"You're insatiable," I laughed, still catching my breath. "You're going to have to give me an hour or two."

But Mara stayed on her knees, grinning up at me, her lips still smeared with my cum.

"In this place, you can feed me as much as you want," she said.

Mara bent her head back to my cock. Like with Sera, my ability to perform again was astonishing. I was still hard, still ready to go. I fucked Mara's mouth until I hit another wrenching orgasm. Mara hungrily swallowed every drop, gulp after gulp as I spewed my load down her throat. I was amazed at how much cum I fed her, but Mara seemed to relish every bit of it.

When it was over, she licked the globs of sperm from her lips, a satisfied smile on her face.

"Delicious, my beloved. Thank you."

I laughed, still in awe of this beautiful succubus. My legs were shaking and my eyes were blurred. I needed to recharge.

"Alright, demon," I said with mock sternness. "I've fed you plenty. Now it's time for you to feed me. Give me a meal. I'm hungry!"

Mara gave my softening dick one last lick before rising gracefully to her feet.

"Of course, my beloved. Follow me."

"First, take off that damned dress," I said. "Let me see you."

With a smirk, Mara shrugged the dress from her shoulders, letting the fabric slither down her body and pool around her feet. Her body was a work of art, her large breasts tipped with pert pink nipples. Her waist was narrow, curving into broad hips that flared out in a classic hourglass shape. In the crease between her thighs, wispy blonde peach fuzz covered her mound.

Mara did a slow turn, displaying herself for me. Her ass was round and firm, with that tantalizing gap beneath her cheeks demanding my attention. I could see the faint outline of her pussy lips, glistening with wetness. She turned to face me, running her fingers through her blonde bush.

"Do I please thee, my beloved?" she purred, her voice teasing.

"I am pleased," I nodded.

She took my hand and led me from the bedroom. I admired her body as she walked ahead of me, already imagining all the ways I would enjoy her.

We entered an opulent dining room dominated by a long, polished table. The table was set for one at the near end, a silver platter with a domed lid sitting before the chair.

Mara pulled the chair out for me and I sat, feeling like royalty. The rough fabric of the chair's seat against my bare ass felt good. I shifted back and forth, making myself comfortable.

"Dinner is served," Mara announced with a smile, standing attentively beside me.

I reached for the lid of the platter, then paused.

"What is for dinner anyway?" I asked.

"Whatever you want, my beloved."

I thought about it, then closed my eyes and imagined my perfect meal. The tantalizing scent of Italian spices, garlic, and fresh baked bread filled my nostrils. My mouth watered.

I opened my eyes and lifted the silver dome. Just as I had visualized, a plate of sausage lasagna steamed before me, the cheese melted and bubbling. Beside it was a crisp garden salad and a basket with two thick slices of garlic bread. A glass of the nectar Mara had served me finished the setting.

"Wow," I said appreciatively. "You weren't kidding."

Mara draped her bare breasts over my shoulder and kissed my cheek. "You provide for me, and I for you."

I turned my head and met her lips, tasting myself on her tongue.

"You certainly do," I murmured.

I dug into the lasagna, groaning with satisfaction as the rich flavors exploded on my tongue. It was the best damn lasagna I'd ever tasted. The bread was warm and crusty, the salad fresh and crisp. The nectar was as good as when I first tasted it. I drained the glass and wiped my lips, sighing with satisfaction. When I set the glass down, I saw it was still full.

Maybe I died inside that void, killed by the monster. Maybe this is heaven.

I chuckled to myself. As I ate, Mara stood behind me, her hands roaming my chest and shoulders as her tits brushed over my back. Her touch sent tingles through my body. I was getting hard again and I knew that once dinner was done, I'd be ready to fill Mara's mouth again.

And maybe some of her other juicy holes as well.

A slice of tiramisu magically appeared to polish off my feast. When I was done eating, I leaned back in my chair, savoring sips of the nectar. Mara stood beside me, her warm breasts resting on my arm.

"I have more dessert for you," she whispered.

Mara took my hand and ran it between her legs. Her pussy was dripping wet. She brought my hand to her lips and licked my fingers, watching me as she savored her own pussy juices.

"Fuck me, beloved," she whispered.

My cock was fully erect and already dripping with precum. I was getting used to being constantly available to feed my succubi. When I was with them, I was always ready.

But something else was nagging at me. As I glanced over at Mara's beautiful face, a question formed in my mind.

"Sera told me about how she became a succubus," I said. "How she fled into the woods after being accused of witchcraft. Then her original Binder found her and turned her."

Mara nodded, a hint of sadness in her green eyes. "Yes, Sera is the youngest and most innocent of us three. Despite the centuries, she still carries that purity within her."

I chuckled. "Well, 1693 was a hell of a long time ago. I'm not sure how 'innocent' anyone could be after all those years as a sex demon."

"Perhaps," Mara allowed with a small smile. "But Sera is different. She feels trapped, confined to her cell in this place. More than anything, she yearns to be free to explore the human world."

I raised an eyebrow. "And what about you, Mara? Do you feel trapped here too?"

She shook her head, her blonde hair swaying. "No, my beloved. I am quite content to remain here, as long as I have a devoted Binder like you to feed and sustain me."

Her hand stroked my chest suggestively, teasing my nipple.

"Is that so?" I took her hand and brought it to my lips, kissing her knuckles. "Well, I'm happy to provide. But now you've got me curious. What's your story, Mara? How did you end up as a succubus?"

Mara's smile turned mysterious as she gazed at me with those amazing green eyes.

"My story is a sad one. Are you sure you wish to hear it, beloved?"

I turned in my chair to face her fully, the food and drink forgotten. I pulled her into my lap, my hands roaming her silky skin.

"I want to know everything about you, Mara. Every detail."

She draped her arms around my neck, her lips hovering inches from mine. "Very well, my beloved. I shall tell you the story of how I became the succubus you now hold in your arms."

I cupped her heavy breast, stroking her stiff nipple. "I'm listening."


Chapter 3



"Everyone is naked in the Dreamlands."

Mara gazed off into the distance as she told her story, her voice soft and sad.

"I was born in the kingdom of Castile in 1473, the only child of a wealthy landowner. My mother died when I was young, so it was just my father and I growing up on our estate near Medina del Campo. Those were happy times. My father doted on me, giving me everything a young girl could want. Pretty dresses, jewels, the finest tutors. I grew up educated and privileged."

Her expression darkened.

"When I was 20, my father fell ill with fever. He wasted away before my eyes. And then… he was gone. Suddenly I was alone, the mistress of a sprawling estate with acres of vineyards and farmland. I had wealth and property, but no husband or male relative to protect me."

Mara's lip curled in disgust.

"The vultures began to circle immediately. Men from all around, noblemen and merchants alike, sought my hand in marriage. They spoke of love, but I knew what they really wanted— ownership of my father's land and gold."

She tossed her hair, her eyes fiery.

"I turned them all away. I was young, but I wasn't foolish. I had no intention of letting some grasping man take control of my rightful inheritance. One of my most persistent suitors was an old widower from a neighboring estate. Bitter and wrinkled, with foul breath. When I refused his offer of marriage, he flew into a rage."

She paused, lost in her memories.

"To take revenge, the disgusting man started a rumor. He told the local priests that I had taken a secret lover. A Jewish lover. He claimed that I was funneling money to hidden Jewish families to undermine the authority of the Church."

I winced. "An accusation like that was a serious threat, wasn't it?"

Mara nodded grimly. "In the España of 1493, it was a deadly accusation. All of it was a lie, of course. I had no lover, Jewish or otherwise. I'd never been touched by a man. But the rumor spread like wildfire. The eyes of the Inquisition turned upon me."

She looked at me, a haunted expression on her beautiful face.

"They came for me in the dead of night. Soldiers dragged me from my bed, still in my nightgown, and took me to the Castillo de La Mota. There they threw me into a cramped, dark cell deep within the bowels of the castle. The room was barely large enough to turn around in, with a low ceiling that forced me to stoop."

Mara shuddered, hugging her arms around herself.

"The only furnishing was a narrow cot, little more than splintered boards with a thin layer of moldy straw on top. It was cold and dark and the stench was unbearable— the reek of piss and shit from the overflowing chamber pots mixed with the mustiness of the damp stone walls."

I reached out and took her hand, stroking my thumb over her fingers. Mara gripped me tightly as she went on.

"The heavy iron door slammed shut with a harsh clang, the sound of the locks and bolts sliding home echoing through the tiny space. I was trapped, caged like an animal. The only light came from a single sputtering lamp in the corridor outside, its flickering glow filtering in through the small barred window set high in the door. In the distance, I could hear screaming— agonized wails and pleas for mercy that went on and on until, suddenly, they cut off. The silence was almost as bad as the screaming."

She shook her head as if to banish the memory.

"I huddled on the cot, knees drawn up to my chest, shaking from cold and fear. I knew what fate awaited me. I had heard whispers of what the Inquisition did to those accused of heresy or collusion with Jews. Torture. Painful death."

"Eventually, I was visited by the Inquisitor. He took me from my cell and showed me the instruments of torture first, explaining each one with a kind of detached fascination that made my skin crawl."

"First was El Strappado. It was a cruel contraption of ropes and pulleys designed to wrench the victim's arms from their sockets as they were hoisted into the air. Then there was the Iron Maiden. A tall, narrow casket lined with vicious spikes. He told me how they would place the condemned inside and slowly close the door, impaling them as the spikes pierced flesh and bone. The Inquisitor spoke of the infernal device almost lovingly, like a cherished pet."

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. I couldn't imagine the terror Mara must have felt, a young woman barely out of girlhood facing such horrors.

"He turned to me then, his eyes cold and pitiless in that pale, gaunt face," Mara continued. "Ever so gently, he asked me to reconsider. To sign the confession and denounce my supposed Jewish lover. As if confessing to a lie would somehow make the nightmare end."

She looked at me, green eyes haunted.

"I knew that if I confessed, my life would be spared. But my soul? My self-respect? Those would be forfeit. And for what? To satisfy the greed of a spiteful old man and the self-righteous cruelty of the Church?"

Mara's jaw clenched with stubborn determination.

"I refused! I would not bear false witness against myself or condemn an innocent man, even if he was only a figment of a rumor. I spat in the Inquisitor's face and told him to do his worst. Better to die with my integrity intact than live as a coward and a liar."

"You were very brave."

"I was foolish," Mara said. "The Inquisitor led me back to my cell and told me to take the night to reconsider. The torture would begin at dawn. He smiled at me before he left. He knew… he knew I would break."

"Did you?"

"Yes," Mara nodded. "A moment's bravery is nothing compared to the agonies of the flesh. I could not face the instruments I had just seen. I knew I would confess in the morning."

"I'm sorry, Mara. Anyone would do the same."

"I realized then that my fate was sealed," Mara continued, her voice hollow. "I would be forced to marry that vile old man. He would take control of my family's estate and wealth, everything I had fought so hard to protect. I would be little more than a prisoner in what had once been my home. Alone in my cell, I considered ending my life. I thought perhaps I could cheat them of their victory, die with some shred of dignity and choice. But I was afraid of death."

Mara paused, her eyes searching mine.

"As I sat there, contemplating the ruin of my life, I heard a knock at the door of my cell. I thought at first I was imagining it. Who would be knocking? But then it came again, more insistently. The door swung open and there stood a tall man in the most outlandish clothing, like nothing I had ever seen. He looked at me and asked if I wanted to leave the cell and flee my fate."

Mara let out a short, bitter laugh.

"I told him there was no point. Even if I could escape the cell, they would hunt me down. I would be captured again and my punishment would be even worse. And they would still take my home and inheritance in the end."

"But then this stranger asked me something that changed everything. He asked if I wanted the power to keep my wealth and take revenge on those who had wronged me. The priests, the Inquisitor? That miserable old man who had put his lust for land and gold over my life? I could destroy them all."

Mara grinned fiercely.

"I said yes. Oh Evan, you cannot imagine how quickly and eagerly I agreed. I stepped out of that cell and into my new life as a succubus without a second thought. And now centuries have passed. My tormentors are dust and I am here."

"Do you regret it?" I asked. "Choosing this life?"

Mara laughed, shaking her head. "Never. I love being what I am. Never to fear any man again? The chance to take my pleasure and my revenge? I would make the same choice a thousand times over."

Mara kissed my neck and whispered in my ear, her breath hot against my skin.

"And now I have a true Binder again. It's been too long."

"Sera said it's been fifty years since your original Binder disappeared."

"Forty-three years," Mara said. "Sera was never good at counting."

"I'm forty-four. So it was around when I was born."

"Time means little with us."

"Where did he go? Your original Binder?"

"We don't know," Mara sighed. "Karina has some ideas, but she's just guessing."

"I wish I could speak to Karina again. For some reason, the Skpplyt is keeping her from me."

Mara stiffened in my arms. "The Skpplyt? You've seen her?"

"She brought me to The Mirage Motel."

Mara bit her lip. "Strange. The Skpplyt left us many years ago, long before our Binder disappeared. Why has she returned now?"

"That's what I'd like to know."

"Once you bind all three of us, you will control the Skpplyt as well. Then you can find your answers."

"Once I bind all of you, Sera says you will be free to leave these cells."

"I suppose," Mara said with a shrug. "Unlike Sera, I have no desire to leave this place. It is large enough for me. And now that I have a true Binder again, I can share my gift with a man once more."

Mara kissed me, then slid off my lap to kneel before me. She pushed my legs apart, her eyes fixed on my cock. I could see her licking her lips, ready to feed again.

But I still had questions. Taking her chin in my hand, I lifted her face to mine. Her eyes reluctantly left my cock as she smiled up at me.

"What is your gift?" I asked. "Sera mentioned each succubus has one. Hers was Knowledge. Yours?"

"Power, beloved. My gift is Power."

"Power? What kind of power?"

"I can enter the dreams of anyone on Earth. Slip into their sleeping mind and experience their deepest fantasies and darkest nightmares right alongside them."

The words from the notepad returned to me.

Joyful lust always in bloom.

The dream dancer who cannot dream.

Guides the lost to her ends.

I studied Mara's face. "That's a neat trick, I guess. But I'm not seeing how it translates to Power."

"What do you think dreams are?" Mara asked.

"Dreams? Dreams are just mental garbage our brains flush out while we're unconscious. They don't mean anything."

Mara laughed, shaking her head, her blonde curls swaying. "Oh Evan, you have so much to learn. Dreams are not 'mental garbage' that fade upon waking. They are windows into the Dreamlands."

"The Dreamlands?" I asked. "What the hell is that?"

"A realm shaped by the collective unconscious of every dreaming creature," Mara explained patiently. "Every time someone dreams, they add to and reshape this world. It's a place of infinite possibility, where imagination reigns supreme. And it's as real and enduring as the waking world. So long as even one creature still dreams, the Dreamlands endure."

I tried to wrap my head around the concept. "So it's like a shared dream that everyone is having at once?"

Mara shook her head. "Think of the Dreamlands as a foam. Each bubble in that foam is the dream life of a living creature. Not just humans! Anything that can dream."

"And you can go there?"

Mara nodded, her smile widening. "And I can bring you with me. Together we can swim through an ocean of dreams."

"But I still don't understand your gift," I said slowly. "So we can go sightseeing in this Dreamland. How does any of this give you power?"

Mara stood, holding out her hand to me. "Come with me, beloved. Let me show you the power that dreams can hold. The things that can be done in that place."

I hesitated for a moment, then took her hand and let her pull me to my feet.

"We're both still naked," I pointed out.

"Everyone is naked in the Dreamlands," she whispered.


Chapter 4



"Dreams are power."

The room around us dissolved. I gripped Mara's hand tightly as the cell was replaced by an endless void filled with flickering motes of light. They drifted and swirled around us, reminding me of the fireflies I used to chase on warm summer nights as a boy.

"Welcome to the Dreamlands," Mara said.

"It's beautiful," I whispered.

I reached out and some of the glimmering flecks landed on my hand like they were living things, like little glowing bugs perching on my fingers. They made my skin tingle with a soft pulsation.

"What are they?" I asked.

"The dream life of a living creature," Mara explained as she took my hand. "That one is a person and that one is a dog and that one is the dream life of an octopus."

"An octopus can dream?"

"Vividly! If you enter into his dreams, you can experience the mind of an octopus. It's very interesting. But I recommend you not go into non-human dreams just yet. The shock of a non-human mind can be disturbing. Especially that octopus. He's very grumpy."

"His dreams? How do you know it is a male octopus?"

"The longer you spend in the Dreamlands, the more you recognize the lights."

I looked around, turning in a slow circle. The glowing motes stretched out as far as I could see in every direction— above, below, and all around us. Thousands, millions, billions. Countless dream worlds, all part of a larger whole. The enormity of it took my breath away.

"You can enter any of them?"

Mara nodded. "Any dream world I choose. And now that you've bound me, so can you."

The sheer size of it all was hard for me to wrap my head around, just like standing outside the Space Station. It felt like Mara and I were floating in a vast sea that glowed with living light. Every tidal shift around us was a million dreams caressing.

"The Dreamlands," I said. "All these years alone? You must have escaped here quite often."

"This realm is my playground. And my salvation. I find my true self in the dreams of others."

"What about your dreams?" I asked. "Have you found your dream world here?"

"I don't dream," Mara admitted. "I am not alive. Only living things can dream."

I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her close. Mara's body was soft and warm against mine. Her breasts flattened against my chest, her ass firm in my hands.

"You feel alive to me," I said, grinding my dick against her mound.

"You give me life, beloved," she sighed. "And this is our place now. The Dreamlands are our playground."

"And your gift is Power?"

"Dreams are power."

"Show me," I demanded.

Mara plucked a glowing mote from the sea of dream worlds around us. She cupped it in her hands and blew on it gently, like she was trying to fan a flame to life.

The Dreamlands faded, the endless expanse of light replaced by a hazy sky. I was sitting in a canoe in the middle of a lake. Mist rose off the surface of the water and swirled around me. It was early morning and the sun was just beginning to peek over the horizon. The only sound was the gentle lapping of water against the hull of the canoe.

I looked around, trying to get my bearings when I noticed a man sitting across from me. He was middle-aged, with a weathered face and a salt-and-pepper beard. He flicked his wrist, casting a fishing line out into the water with a soft plop. There was something familiar about him, but I couldn't quite place him in my mind.

"His name is Dennis," Mara said from behind me.

I hadn't even noticed her there. She lay with her back nestled in the canoe, one leg hanging over the side and trailing in the water. I grinned at the sight of her legs spread wide for me, her pink pussy lips slightly parted. Mara chuckled as I leered at her, my dick twitching.

"Dennis Brown," Mara said.

"Name doesn't mean anything to me," I said, still eyeing her slit.

"You knew him as Smackson in grade school."

I recoiled.

Smackson?

The name hit me like a punch to the gut. Memories came flooding back.

Smackson pushing me off the jungle gym.

Smackson holding me down and taking my lunch money.

Smackson twisting my ears in the locker room until I cried.

Smackson calling me a "fatherless bastard" because I was adopted.

Smackson and his gang of bullies had made my childhood a living hell. I rubbed my knee absently, feeling the old scar there from one of Smackson's violent "pranks".

"He's a successful banker now," Mara continued. "He's rich. He has two healthy sons from his first marriage. He has a beautiful second wife who is half his age."

"Figures," I said bitterly, scowling at the man across from me. "Shitbags always prosper. Karma is a fucking lie."

"Yes, but there are trade-offs. He's under a lot of stress. His bank is not doing well. He made some investments that have gone sour. His life is not as easy as you might imagine."

"Boo hoo," I sneered.

"This is his favorite dream," Mara continued. "A peaceful fishing trip where he can escape from it all. At the lake where his father used to take him."

I watched Smackson as he reeled in his line, checked the lure and cast it out again. He looked content, at peace in a way I'd never pictured him before.

"Would you like to pay him back for that scar?" Mara asked, a glint in her eye.

I hesitated for a moment, old anger warring with my better nature. I knew I should let go of the past.

I opened my mouth to tell Mara I wasn't interested in revenge. But those words would not come. Instead, I nodded.

"Yes. Fuck him up."

As soon as the words left my lips, the water beneath the canoe exploded. A massive bear lunged out, its jaws clamping down on Smackson's arm. He screamed as the bear dragged him over the side of the canoe and into the water. There was a thrash, a splash, and then nothing. The lake was calm once more, as if nothing had happened.

I stared at the spot where Smackson had disappeared, my heart pounding.

"What… what did you just do?"

"I gave him the worst nightmare of his life," Mara snorted gleefully. "Isn't it delicious?"

I tried to laugh, but it came out as more of a nervous chuckle. As satisfying as it had been to see Smackson get his due, a part of me felt guilty.

"I can give him this dream for as many nights as you wish," Mara said. "A nightmare to ruin his sleep."

"He deserves it."

"Of course he does. And with his sleep disturbed with such terrors, Smackson's health will suffer too. He already has a diseased heart. The stress of constant nightmares could cause him serious problems."

"Hey, hold up," I said slowly. "I'm not sure I like the idea of tormenting someone like that. Especially if it hurts him in real life."

Mara shrugged, unconcerned. "You might change your mind with the right dreamer."

"What do you mean by that?"

"Dreams are power."

"You keep saying that, but I still don't understand."

"It's easier to show you than explain."

"Then do so."

The canoe and lake blurred away, colors running together until a new scene formed around me.

I found myself sitting on a park bench, bright sunshine on my face and the sound of laughter in the air. Several Asian girls lounged on blankets nearby. They wore bikinis and were drinking wine coolers. They took turns taking selfies with each other and giggling together. It was a pleasant scene, like something out of a Kpop music video.

I turned to speak with Mara. Instead of my succubus lover, there was a young man sitting beside me. It took me a moment, but I recognized him. It was the Supervisor from my work site, the one with the engineering degree. He was watching the Asian girls with a dreamy look on his face, a slight smile playing on his lips.

"He dreams of this every night," Mara said from my other side, making me jump. "Watching these young women. Fantasizing about them."

I frowned, feeling uncomfortable. "So what? It's not a crime."

"Isn't it?"

"I'm not interested in some dude's fantasies," I said, standing up.

"Look closer," Mara said, her voice insistent.

I glanced back at the Supervisor and felt my blood run cold. He was holding a bundle of zip ties in one hand and a large hunting knife in the other. The dreamy smile on his face had taken on a sinister edge.

"His dreams always end the same way," Mara continued, her voice low. "In his basement, with one of those girls chained up in a dog kennel."

"Jesus Christ," I mumbled.

"It's the screams that truly excite him. The screams make him hard. The screams… and the blood. Linger in his dreams and you will see."

I felt sick to my stomach. "Has he… has he done anything? In the real world?"

Mara shook her head. "Not yet. But he will. Unless someone stops him. Someone with power."

"How?" I asked, already dreading the answer.

"You could give him nightmares," Mara suggested. "Not like Smackson's bear. No, something much worse. Unending, horrific nightmares that make sleep impossible. Ten days without sleep and he dies. Snuffed out, like a candle flame. You have the power, beloved. It would be easy."

I shook my head. "I can't do that. Kill him? It would make me as bad as him. Isn't there something gentle I could do instead? Something to help him?"

Mara shrugged, looking bored. "Dreams can be used to help as well as hurt. You have a kind heart, beloved. It's up to you."

I looked back at the Supervisor, at the zip ties and the knife. He was sick, twisted. But maybe he could be saved? Maybe I could use this power for healing?

"Show me," I insisted. "Show me how I can do good."

"As you wish. But not with him. He is beyond redemption."

The park bench vanished and suddenly I found myself in the middle of a nightclub, surrounded by a mass of gyrating bodies. The music pounded, the bass so loud I could feel it vibrating in my chest. Strobe lights flashed and swirled, streaking the dancers in throbbing colors.

Mara grabbed my hand, a wicked grin on her face.

"Come on, beloved! Let's dance!"

She pulled me into the throng and we joined the heaving mass of people. The energy of the crowd was infectious. I was still naked, my cock flopping around comically, but it didn't matter. Soon I found myself laughing and dancing with abandon. It was exhilarating, freeing in a way I hadn't felt in years.

But then, through the flashing lights and the sea of bodies, I caught a glimpse of a familiar face and my joy vanished.

It was Paula, my ex-wife, standing at the edge of the dance floor. She was crying, her mascara leaving dark trails down her cheeks.

"Paula!" I shouted.

She didn't see me. I pushed my way through the crowd. Mara followed close behind me.

As I got closer, I saw that a man was holding Paula's arm tightly, his face twisted into an angry scowl. Paula seemed to shrink under his grip, her shoulders hunched and her eyes downcast.

"Who is he?" I asked Mara, my voice tight.

"Her boyfriend," Mara replied. "He's holding her back."

"Back from what?"

"Everything."

I watched as Paula took a tentative step towards the dance floor, her eyes longing. But her boyfriend yanked her back, his fingers digging into her arm. She winced, but didn't resist.

Mara leaned in close, her breath hot against my ear.

"She wants to be free, but she's too scared to break his grip. You could help her, beloved. Take his hand off her arm. Give her a dream of freedom. All she needs is a little push to change her life for the better."

I hesitated, torn. A part of me wanted to rush in, to rip that bastard's hand off Paula and pull her to safety. But another part of me held back. Did I have the right to alter Paula's choices, even if I thought they were the wrong ones?

"I don't know," I muttered.

"Didn't you want to use your power to help someone?" Mara asked. "Here is your chance."

"I need to think about it."

Mara shrugged, looking unconcerned. "As you wish. Your ex-wife will have this dream over and over again. Maybe for the rest of her life."

I took one last look at Paula, at the tears on her face and the desperation in her eyes. Then I turned away.

"Enough," I said to Mara. "I want to leave the Dreamlands. For now."


Chapter 5



"I've known you for a long time."

I felt unsteady as Mara and I returned to her apartment. The visions of Paula, of her pain and desperation, still troubled me.

I went to the window and stared out at the Manhattan skyline. The city stretched out before me, the towering buildings lit up against the dark square of Central Park. As beautiful as it was, I felt unsatisfied.

"Is this real?" I asked, not turning around. "This apartment? The city?"

"It's real," Mara assured me. "It's just the dream version of Manhattan."

I looked at the glass, trying to catch Mara's reflection. Just like my first night with Karina, I couldn't see Mara in the window. A shiver ran through me.

"What's the difference?" I asked. "Between the dream version and reality?"

"The weight of a whisper," Mara said, her voice different, huskier. "The thickness of a lie."

I turned around and my jaw dropped. Mara was gone. In her place stood Angela again, completely naked. Her huge breasts and thick ass were on full display, the dark hair between her legs coarse and inviting. She looked at me with a hungry gaze.

"I'm the dream version of Angela," she purred. "The same in every way. Down to the pores in my skin and the hairs in my eyebrows. I have the same desires as the real Angela. I even make the same noises when I cum, papi."

My cock twitched despite myself, but this wasn't right. I didn't want to see Angela like this.

"Change back," I said, my voice strained. "Change back to Mara."

Angela pouted, but in a blink, Mara was back. She shrugged, looking amused at my discomfort.

"It would have been boring with Angela anyway," Mara said. "She's a virgin. No sexual experience at all."

"What? How do you know that?"

"Your lovely Angela hasn't had time for boyfriends or dating," Mara explained. "She's too busy working and taking care of her disabled mother and brother."

I felt a rush of sympathy for Angela. It felt strange knowing so much about her while she just knew me as a middle-aged construction worker she sold tacos to.

She is attracted to you, though. You didn't imagine the way Angela looked at you.

"Angela's dreamed of you," Mara added with a sly smile, almost as if reading my mind. "It was a very sexy dream. Shall I show you? We could act it out."

I glared at her, irritation flaring.

"Don't do that," I snapped. "Don't share her private thoughts and dreams. Not with me, not with anyone. Understand?"

Mara held up her hands in mock surrender. "As you wish, beloved. Perhaps you'd prefer someone else?"

My eyes widened as Mara transformed into Kyra Rawlyns, the famous actress from my favorite action movie franchise. Kyra's long black hair was tied in a thick braid, her bright blue eyes glittering. She ran her hands over her perfect breasts, down to her toned stomach, and finally to her smooth pussy, licking her lips seductively.

"You like what you see, Evan?" Kyra purred, her husky voice instantly familiar.

I couldn't deny it. Kyra was everything I imagined. My cock ached at the thought of sliding into her pussy.

"I made my way to the top by sucking every agent's and executive's dick that came my way," Kyra bragged, a mocking smile playing on her lips. "I got the franchise by fucking the director and the male lead, often at the same time. My co-star enjoys a dick up his ass as much as I do! Shh, it's a secret. Anyway, I fucked my way to the top, darling. And I loved every second of it."

Kyra wrapped herself around me. She smelled of her signature perfume, the one she sold online.

I stroked Kyra's hair as she talked about how much she loved getting stretched out by huge toys while being face fucked in front of an audience, her voice growing more excited with each word.

Suddenly, I realized we weren't alone. A dozen gorgeous women sat around us, giggling and whispering to each other as they watched Kyra and me. I recognized several famous actresses and singers. Was this Kyra's dream, or something she'd actually experienced?

"Would you like to do me, beloved?" Kyra asked. "You could face fuck me while I squat on a baseball bat and stretch my cunt out. The girls would love it."

Our audience cheered, several offering to hold the bat for Kyra.

My cock strained against my pants. The offer was tempting, but something held me back.

This wasn't the real Kyra. This was Mara performing for me.

"No," I said, my voice firm. "I don't want to play with you anymore."

Kyra pouted. In a flash, Mara was back. She shrugged, looking unbothered by my rejection.

"Your choice, beloved," she said, a smirk playing on her lips. "Don't worry, there are plenty of other wonders to enjoy."

I blinked in confusion as Mara's apartment suddenly disappeared. The world shifted around me and I found myself standing in a living room that felt oddly familiar. The carpet was a garish burnt orange, the furniture upholstered in a scratchy-looking brown fabric.

It took me a moment to place it, but then it hit me— I was on the set of "The Harmony Street House", my favorite sitcom. Even though the show was from the 70s, I used to watch reruns obsessively, loving the escape into a world of laugh tracks and neatly solved problems. The colors around me were washed out and the lighting was flat, just like on the show. Nostalgia washed over me in a bittersweet wave.

Then I saw her. Fari Alasander, the actress who played the sassy maid on the show, also named Fari. She'd been my first real crush, the star of my first sexual fantasies. And now here she was, wearing nothing but her trademark blue apron.

I inhaled sharply, my heart pounding. Her dark skin was smooth and flawless, her large breasts overflowing the apron, her jutting nipples like black licorice gumdrops.

Fari sauntered over to me, a seductive smile on her lips.

"Hello, sugar," she purred. "What have you gotten into now?"

Sugar? What have you gotten into now? Those were her catchphrases. She said them in every show.

"Fari?" I stammered, my mouth dry. "How is this possible?"

"Anything is possible in dreams, sugar," she said, trailing a finger down my chest. "The real Fari is still alive, you know. She's in a retirement home in Michigan. She's so lonely. No one ever visits her."

A pang of sadness shot through me. After the show ended, Fari had disappeared. Occasionally, there were reports she was living a quiet life outside Hollywood. It hurt to think of her alone and forgotten.

"At night, I dream of being young and beautiful again," Fari continued, her voice soft. "Of being desired by men. And right now, in this moment, my dream is to be with you, Evan. To fuck you right here, on the set where I was happiest."

Fari pressed her body against mine, her bare breasts soft and warm against my chest. I could feel my cock aching, my breath coming faster.

"Stroke my hair," she urged. "I know you always wanted to. The way your fingers brushed against the glass television screen, aching to touch it."

I reached out and ran my hand over her afro. She'd been one of the first black actresses to have an afro on TV.

"And my ass," she whispered. "The producers always made me wear that short skirt to show off my ass. You wanted to feel it, didn't ya sugar? Well, now you can. I want you to."

Still staring into her brown eyes, I let my hand slip down to her ass, cupping her cheek in my palm, kneading the heavy muscle with my fingers.

"Just like you fantasized?" she asked.

"Yes," I murmured.

"It would be the sweetest dream for me," Fari whispered, her lips brushing my ear. "Will you fuck me, Evan? Will you make an old woman's dream come true? I'm so goddamn lonely. I want to be beautiful again, even just in a dream. And I want to fuck. I want to fuck the way I used to fuck when I was young."

I couldn't resist the temptation any longer. Fari was my first fantasy and here she was, offering herself to me.

I leaned in and kissed her deeply, tasting the sweetness of her full lips. I pulled off her apron, drinking in her naked body in all its glory. She cradled her big breasts, sucking on her own nipples for me.

"You like what you see, sugar?"

"Hell yes," I replied, my voice hoarse.

Fari guided me down to the floor, laying on her back and spreading her legs wide. I could see her glistening pussy, her lips dark, her inner pussy pink and wet.

I couldn't wait to taste her. I nestled my face between her thighs and licked her slowly, savoring the taste of her pussy juices. Fari moaned loudly, bucking her hips against my face.

I slipped a finger inside her, feeling her tightness around me.

"Oh Evan," Fari gasped. "That feels so good. Can I cum? I need your permission."

I worked her pussy with my finger and tongue, slurping and sucking her feverishly until Fari came in my mouth.

Panting heavily, Fari pulled me up and pushed me onto the famous family couch. She got on her knees and wedged herself between my legs and sucked my dick, taking me deep down her throat.

I stroked her hair and bucked up into her mouth, feeling myself getting closer to the edge. She sucked me harder, her head bobbing up and down.

Seeing her like that blew my mind. Fari Alasander was sucking me off on the couch of my favorite sitcom? I was in heaven.

"I'm in heaven," I sighed.

"Not yet," Fari said, her mouth full of my cock. "But I will get you there."

Fari climbed onto the couch, getting on her hands and knees. She looked back at me over her shoulder, her eyes filled with lust.

"Fuck me, sugar," she said. "I want to feel you inside me."

I eagerly got behind her and gripped her big ass. Pulling her cheeks open, I leveled my cock to her pussy and thrust inside her, feeling her tightness envelop me. I gripped her wide hips, pulling her against me as I hammered into her. The couch rocked back and forth as we fucked, Fari's moans filling the room.

"Can I cum, sugar?" Fari begged, her voice breathless.

"Yes," I grunted. "Cum for me."

Fari howled as she came, her pussy clenching around my cock. I could feel myself getting closer.

"I'm gonna cum," I warned her.

Fari wheeled around, her mouth open wide. Gripping her afro in my fists, I came hard, shooting ropes of cum down her throat. She hummed with joy, swallowing every drop and suckling my cockhead to get out everything I had.

I collapsed onto the couch, spent. Fari curled up next to me, her head on my chest.

"Thank you, sugar," she said. "That was the best dream I've had in a long time."

I smiled, feeling content. It may have been a dream, but it was a dream she wouldn't soon forget. Neither would I.

"Fari Alasander," I muttered, giving her a kiss.

My eyes fluttered and my vision blurred. Exhausted, I slipped into a deep sleep.

I woke up from my nap with a start, my heart pounding in my chest. I was back in Mara's bed, the Manhattan skyline glittering outside her apartment window. Mara was crouched beside me, her tongue gently running along the length of my soft cock.

"What are you doing?" I asked, my voice thick with sleep.

"I love having your dick in my mouth, beloved. I'm glad you're awake. I have so much more to show you."

I felt myself getting hard again, my cock twitching under her touch. There was a strange heaviness in my dick. Something felt weird about the way it lay against my body. Mara's eyes flicked down to it, and she laughed.

"What's so funny?" I asked.

"Look at it, beloved," she said, gesturing to my crotch. "My gift to you!"

I looked down and let out a shocked laugh. My cock was massive, hanging down past my knee and thicker than my bicep. It was like something out of a Japanese cartoon porno.

"Did you do that?"

"Of course. You can do anything in dreams."

I hefted my gigantic cock in my hand. It was like handling a floppy pool noodle made of dick. I had to laugh again at how silly it was.

"I don't have enough blood to fill this thing!"

"Of course you do."

As she said it, I felt a rush in my groin. Suddenly, my enormous cock was jutting straight up in the air. It was 18 inches long, my cockhead the size of my clenched fist. Precum trickled down its veiny shaft in a clear stream.

"Do you want to fuck me with that monster cock, beloved?" Mara asked, her voice husky. "Or are you afraid it'll split me in half?"

"I don't want to hurt you," I chuckled.

Mara laughed with me, her body suddenly growing taller and taller until she was looming over me, a towering giantess at least 10 feet tall.

"I can handle anything, beloved," she said, her voice booming. "Do you want to fuck a giant?"

I stared up at her in shock, my mind struggling to grasp what was happening.

"I can get even bigger, beloved," Mara continued, her body expanding even more until she was stooped with her back against the ceiling, leaning over me with her hands planted on the floor to either side of me. "You could crawl inside my cunt and sleep there, if you want to."

"Uh…"

Just as I was trying to wrap my head around the idea, Mara suddenly shrank down to two feet tall, her voice high and squeaky.

"Or I can be your fuck doll, beloved," she said, batting her eyelashes at me. "You can stretch me out with that giant cock of yours. My cunt can handle that monster, I promise. Even if the tip comes poking out of my mouth."

I blinked in disbelief as Mara giggled. This was too much, too crazy. But at the same time, there was something irresistible about it.

Anything was possible, after all.

In a blink, Mara was standing beside the bed. Only now she had fur and the head of a cow. Her huge teats dripped milk and a big brass ring pierced her nose. But it was the sight of red lipstick smeared across her huge, rubbery lips that made me wheeze with laughter.

"Wanna fuck a Minotaur?" Mara asked me.

I waved my hands, trying to catch my breath.

"Change back," I begged, gasping for air. "Change back!"

In an instant, Mara was back in all her golden beauty. We laughed together, delighted by the insanity of the moment. The possibilities were endless. For now, though, all I wanted was to fuck this blonde beauty.

"Make my cock normal again," I ordered her. "Well… maybe a little bigger."

With a knowing smirk, Mara bent over and kissed my dick. When she lifted her head, my cock was no longer cartoonishly huge. Instead, I was equipped with a porn star's dick— 9 inches long and as thick as my wrist.

"That's perfect," I told Mara.

Without another word, Mara straddled me and sunk my cock into her wet pussy. Being bigger felt different as I stretched out her fuckhole. Mara seemed to enjoy the change as well. I bucked up into her slick depths, appreciating my new toy.

"Feed me, beloved," Mara urged as I got closer to my orgasm.

I rolled on top of her and began pounding away, loving the feel of her legs wrapped around me.

"I'll pull out when I'm ready," I grunted. "Get that sweet mouth ready."

"No need to pull out."

Mara's pussy suddenly felt different. It felt like it was… licking me?

I sat up and looked between Mara's wet thighs. Her pussy had transformed into her mouth, greedily sucking my cock as I fucked it. My shock deepened when I looked up and saw Mara's mouth was now her pussy.

Mara pulled me in, pressing my face to hers and stifling my insane laughter. I ate out the pussy on her face as I pumped my cum into the mouth between her legs, unable to comprehend how that mouth was swallowing my load.

I grunted and licked Mara's pussy as my ejaculation continued on and on, a minute then longer, a prolonged orgasm as my cock continued to gush cum into Mara, feeding her until her belly was sloshing with my hot seed.

When I was finally emptied, I rolled on my back and stared up at the ceiling. I was sweaty and exhausted and could not speak.

Mara cuddled against me, her beautiful mouth now back on her face where it belonged. Globs of my sperm still glistened on her lips.

"I love you, Evan Fosster."

"You just met me," I panted.

"No," Mara insisted. "I've known you for a long time."

"How?" I scoffed.

"From your dreams, beloved. I have watched your dreams since you were young."

"What? Why did you do that?"

"Something about you was fascinating."

"There are billions of men on this planet. Why me?"

Mara shrugged. "I don't know. I just did."

The succubus snuggled her face against my chest. I stroked her blonde hair, puzzling over what she'd told me.

Why would Mara be drawn to me before I even came to The Mirage Motel? Did we share some sort of connection?

The more I learned, the more questions I had.


Chapter 6



"Any time, any place."

I woke up in my motel room, the memories of my night with Mara still fresh in my mind. I threw back the covers and looked down at my crotch and laughed. Sure enough, I still had the huge porn star dick Mara had gifted me. It looked ridiculous on my dad bod, but I wasn't complaining.

A frosty protein shake and a glass of freshly squeezed orange juice sat on the desk. After a night with Mara, I needed to replenish my fluids. I chugged both down, smacking my lips contentedly. It was exactly what I wanted this morning. My succubus lovers always knew how to please me.

I went to the bathroom to take a piss and wash up. As I stood in front of the mirror, Mara's parting words ran through my head.

"Now that you have bound Sera and I, your powers in the real world will grow."

I thought back to the fight at Angela's taco truck and how I'd suddenly had enhanced strength. My voice had been demonic and scary as well. Could I alter my form like Mara had?

There was only one way to find out.

Leaning into the mirror, I studied my reflection. The stubble on my chin had a lot of gray in it, a blunt reminder that I wasn't getting any younger. I closed my eyes and concentrated, picturing myself with darker stubble.

When I opened my eyes again, the gray was gone. I looked ten years younger.

Grinning, I decided to see how much further I could push myself. I focused on my body, imagining the flab melting away. In the mirror, I watched in satisfied amazement as my gut disappeared and my muscles became more defined. Within seconds, I had the lean, toned physique of a man half my age.

"Fuck yeah," I said, giving my reflection a wink.

As I got dressed, I thought about how I would spend my day off from work. The possibilities seemed endless now that I had these powers. I was eager to test them out.

Forty minutes later, I pulled into the parking lot of a nearby health club. It was the kind of trendy place I usually avoided, but the online listing said it had a large indoor pool area. I loved swimming and I figured it was time to see what my new body could do.

The locker room was empty as I changed into my swimming briefs. I wasn't usually self-obsessed, but I couldn't help but admire my reflection in the mirrored wall. My muscles rippled under tanned skin and my junk looked massive in my tight spandex briefs. Everything I had was on display.

I felt like a fucking superhero.

Grabbing a towel, I headed out to the pool. As I walked past the front desk, the cute receptionist did a double take, her eyes widening as she took in my physique. I shot her a wink and she blushed.

The pool area was crowded with a large group of middle-aged women who had just finished water aerobics. They were clustered together, chatting and laughing.

I had to pass them to get to the lap lanes. As I walked by, I could feel their eyes on me like lasers. Conversations stopped mid-sentence. Jaws dropped. A few elbowed each other and whispered behind their hands.

"Oh my god!" one of them gasped loudly, openly gawking at my crotch.

Fighting back a smirk, I gave them a friendly wave. "Morning, ladies."

Giggles and murmurs broke out as I continued on my way, making sure to add a little extra swagger to my stride. I wasn't normally one to peacock, but their blatant admiration was a major ego boost.

Reaching the edge of the pool, I set my towel down on a chair. I could still feel the women's eyes burning into my back as I dove into the clear blue water.

The cool water was invigorating. I surfaced and pushed my hair back, letting out a contented sigh. Swimming was one of life's greatest joys. As I began my laps, I couldn't keep the grin off my face.

Damn, it feels good to be me.

I powered down my lane, my newly firm muscles making the swimming almost effortless. The water flowed over my body with no resistance. I felt strong, invincible.

As I reached the end of the lane and flipped to turn, I noticed two women slip into the lanes on either side of me. It struck me as odd, given that most of the other lanes were empty.

When we passed each other in the middle of the pool, I could feel their eyes on me through their goggles, checking me out. I smirked to myself, picking up my pace a little to give them a show.

As I swam, my mind returned to the events of last night. The things Mara had shown me, the powers she'd granted me, it all still seemed unbelievable.

And she was just one piece of the puzzle. Between her and Sera, the crazy possibilities for pleasure were almost too much to comprehend. Was I really about to spend the rest of my life in constant sexual bliss with my two demon lovers?

And then there was Karina, the third and final succubus I had yet to bind. Mara had warned me I needed to complete the ritual with all three of them, or I'd be in danger.

I was both eager and scared about what binding Karina would involve. Mara and Sera had both painted her as the most powerful and demanding of the bunch. But another part of me was excited to discover what gifts the sultry redhead had in store for me.

As I reached the wall and paused to catch my breath, I let my mind turn to more practical matters. With the knowledge Sera had imparted to me and the power of Mara, I wondered if there was a way I could use it to my economic advantage.

I enjoyed working as an insulator and I was damned good at it. The money was good, but the work was hard on the body. Trades always took it out of a man. At forty-four, I wasn't getting any younger. If there was a way I could make money using my new abilities, I'd jump at the chance.

But how? I doubted ancient succubi would have any insight into the modern economy. Maybe I could do some research on the internet, see if any ideas sparked my interest?

Maybe I could post it as a hypothetical on r/AskReddit and see what people came up with? It might work.

It was a weird scenario, but the commenters on Reddit always had creative ideas for this kind of shit.

Pushing off the wall, I started another lap, my worries fading away with each powerful stroke. For now, I'd just enjoy my swim and the attention of my admiring audience. The rest could wait until later.

Thirty laps passed smoothly. I stepped out of the pool feeling energized, my muscles pleasantly fatigued from the workout.

As I entered the locker room, I noticed a group of guys changing into matching rash guards and shorts. They looked to be in their late 20s, all fit and athletic.

"You ready for the tournament next week?" one of them asked, pulling on his rash guard.

"Hell yeah," another replied, flexing his biceps. "I've been training my ass off. I'm going to dominate my weight class."

I realized they must be preparing for an upcoming grappling competition. Listening to their banter, I felt a twinge of envy. It had been years since I'd competed in any kind of sport. Work and marriage had dominated my life for the last two and a half decades.

Grabbing my toiletry bag, I headed for the showers. I stripped and stepped into the stall. The hot water felt amazing on my skin as I lathered up, washing away the chlorine. Lost in my own thoughts, it wasn't until I turned off the shower that I realized I'd forgotten to grab a towel.

"Shit," I muttered under my breath.

It would be stupid to put my swimming briefs back on. I'd just gotten the chlorine off and was freshly bathed.

Fuck it. No need to be modest here.

My locker was on the other side of the room, past the group of grapplers. Taking a deep breath, I squared my shoulders and strode out of the showers, water droplets still dripping down my naked body.

As I passed the group of men, their conversations stuttered to a halt. I could feel their eyes on me, taking in my chiseled physique and the huge cock swinging between my legs.

I fought the urge to smirk as I reached my locker, their envious stares burning into my back.

"Jesus, did you see the size of that guy's dick?" I heard one of them whisper.

Another let out a low whistle. "I don't peek the meat. But did you see those abs? I thought I was in shape, but damn..."

Biting the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing, I slowly pulled on my clothes, taking my time. It was petty, but I couldn't resist showing off a bit. Being the biggest swinging dick in the room really did command the respect of other men.

As I finished getting dressed, my stomach let out a loud growl. I checked my watch and grinned. It was almost lunchtime. I was hungry and I knew exactly where I wanted to go for lunch.

Slinging my gym bag over my shoulder, I headed for the exit, a spring in my step. The little voice in the back of my head told me I should feel guilty for showing off like that, but I quickly shut it down. I was a Binder with two succubi at my command. I deserved to enjoy my new powers.

I stepped out of the gym into the late morning sunshine. The air was still crisp, but the cold felt good against my skin. As I walked down the street, I decided to treat myself to a drink at a nearby coffee shop.

On the way there, I passed by a movie theater. A poster caught my eye. It was for the latest action flick starring Kyra Rawlyns.

I remembered how Mara had transformed into my favorite actress last night. Those luscious tits and inviting pussy had been a delight to see. The memory sent a hard pulse through my dick.

Suddenly, an idea popped into my head. Kyra's regular co-star was considered one of the hottest men in film. Kyra had talked about fucking him on set, along with her director. What if…?

I closed my eyes and concentrated, picturing the actor's chiseled features and muscular build. When I opened my eyes again, I caught my reflection in a shop window and let out a bark of laughter.

Staring back at me was the spitting image of Kyra's co-star, right down to the dimpled chin and piercing blue eyes. I shook my head in amazement.

These succubus powers are something else. Maybe I should try becoming Kyra Rawlyns. Rub that beautiful pussy and find out what it feels like to cum as a woman? That kind of insight would make me unstoppable in bed. No woman would stand a chance against me! Not that it matters anymore now that I have Sera and Mara.

Still chuckling to myself, I stepped into the coffee shop. The place was packed, but luckily there was no line at the counter. I approached the barista, a cute girl with a perky smile and a name tag that read "Lana."

Lana looked up from the counter and her eyes widened in recognition. She opened her mouth to say something, but I quickly held a finger to my lips and leaned in close.

"Hey there, Lana," I said in a low voice, flashing her a charming smile. "I know this is probably a surprise, but do you think you could keep it on the down low? I'm just trying to grab a quick coffee without causing a scene."

Lana nodded eagerly, her cheeks flushing pink.

"Of course, of course," she whispered, clearly star struck. "What can I get for you?"

I ordered an Americano and paid with cash, making sure to leave a generous tip. As Lana poured my drink, I could feel her eyes darting towards me, sneaking glances every few seconds.

I looked around the coffee shop, taking in the crowd. It was wild to think that with my new abilities from Mara, I could become any of them with just a thought.

Lana returned with my drink, her hands shaking slightly as she passed me the cup and a napkin. I winked at her and flashed another movie star smile.

"Thanks for being so cool about this," I said quietly. "I really appreciate it, Lana."

"Of course! My pleasure!"

I stepped out of the coffee shop and headed back to my truck. As I walked, I glanced down at the napkin Lana had given me and let out a laugh.

Scrawled across it in loopy handwriting was her phone number, along with the message "Any time, any place, any hole." A cute hand-drawn happy face rounded out the note.

"I could get used to this," I chuckled as I pocketed the napkin.


Chapter 7



"Bad things happen, right?"

I got in line at Angela's taco truck just as the lunch rush was winding down. There were only a couple of people ahead of me, so I knew I wouldn't have to wait long.

Angela looked up from the grill and spotted me, her face lighting up with a bright smile. She waved excitedly, but then her expression shifted to one of confusion.

I panicked for a moment. I'd gone back to my own form, but I realized that my gray stubble was missing. Quickly, I focused my thoughts and put my appearance back to the way it was, though I kept the lean body I'd conjured up. My clothes were a little baggy, but Angela wouldn't notice the sudden change.

When I reached the front of the line, Angela leaned out of the truck's window, frowning with mock concern.

"Evan! I was starting to worry you weren't going to show up today."

I grinned and shook my head. "Nah, I just had the day off. Couldn't miss out on your excellent tacos, though, could I?"

Angela's cheeks flushed at the compliment. She busied herself preparing my order, piling the plate high with an enormous amount of food.

"So, how are you feeling?" I asked casually, trying not to stare too obviously at her cleavage as she bent over. "After last night?"

"A little sore. A little bruised. But okay."

She handed me the overflowing plate with a wink. I couldn't help but laugh at the massive portion.

"This is way too much! You trying to make me fat?" I teased.

"It's on the house," Angela said, waving off my protests as I tried to hand her my debit card. "Call it a thank you for last night."

I hesitated, then nodded. "Alright. Like I said, I'll accept it this once. But don't go making a habit of giving me free meals. I'm happy to pay."

"Yeah, yeah. Now go eat before it gets cold!"

I carried my tray over to my usual spot. As I dug into the delicious food, I kept sneaking glances at Angela while she served the other customers. Our eyes met more than once, making both of us smile.

You're like a damn teenager again with her. And she's barely out of her teens!

I mentally shrugged. My life had taken an insane swerve. Flirting with a girl young enough to be my daughter would be the least interesting thing that happened to me in the last few days.

As I savored Angela's tacos, my mind again returned to the possibilities my newfound powers presented. How could I use them?

With Sera's gift of Knowledge, I could become the world's greatest investigative reporter. I imagined myself invisibly sitting in on closed-door corporate meetings, uncovering insider trading schemes and blowing the whistle on corruption.

I could see the headlines now— "Evan Fosster Exposes Billionaire's Fraud!" I'd be drowning in cash from all the stories I could sell to the press.

But why stop there? With my abilities, I could easily make a killing in corporate espionage. Governments and businesses would pay top dollar for the secrets I could uncover.

An even simpler idea crossed my mind— I could spy on some scumbag celebrity or politician, catch them in the act of something heinous, and then blackmail them for all they're worth. It would be so easy to ruin their lives, to drive them to the brink of despair with just a few threatening emails.

I chuckled darkly to myself, imagining the power I could wield over anyone who dared to cross me. They would be nothing more than puppets dancing to my tune, their reputations and livelihoods mine to destroy at a whim.

Suddenly, I froze, my taco halfway to my mouth.

Where the hell are these thoughts coming from? This isn't me. I'm not some blackmailing scumbag or corporate spy. I'm just a regular guy trying to make an honest living.

I sat back in my chair, my appetite suddenly gone. I went over the dark thoughts that had crept into my mind. Was this the price of the powers the succubi had granted me? A slow corruption of my soul, twisting me into something monstrous?

I thought back to last night, when Mara had urged me to help my ex-wife Paula escape her abusive boyfriend. I had hesitated at the idea of invading someone's dreams like that, even with good intentions. It felt wrong, like a violation of their privacy and free will.

But now, as I considered the possibilities of Mara's gift, I began to see things in a different light. What if I could use this power to help people? To guide them through their fears and traumas, like a therapist working within the realm of dreams?

I imagined myself sitting across from a patient, listening as they described their crippling arachnophobia. Then, with a thought, I could alter their dreamscape, filling it with spiders that wore sunglasses and tap danced, turning their terror into something silly and harmless. Night after night, I could work to rewire their subconscious until the sight of a spider no longer sent them into a panic.

And why stop there? I could help anyone, even the scumbags and bullies of the world. Like my asshole Supervisor at work— he may not have hurt anyone yet, but I'd seen the darkness in him, the potential for cruelty and evil. Maybe I could save him from himself, steer him down a better path before it was too late?

Mara had seemed skeptical when I brought it up last night, but I was convinced I could do it. And if I failed? Well, there were always other options. Like Mara had told me, I could give my Supervisor nightmares, night after night, until the lack of sleep drove him insane.

I grinned at the thought of all the shitty people I could punish, the bullies and abusers I could torture with an endless barrage of nightmares.

Even Smackson, the asshole who used to torment me back in school? He deserved to die horribly, torn apart by a swarm of his worst fears made real in his dreams. I could almost hear his screams, see the terror in his eyes as he⁠—

I choked, the taco falling from my suddenly numb fingers.

What the fuck am I thinking? This isn't me, these aren't my thoughts. I'm not some kind of dream vigilante, handing out punishment and torture as I see fit.

But even as I tried to push the dark fantasies aside, I could feel them lingering in the back of my mind, like an infection slowly spreading through my thoughts. Was this the true cost of the succubi's gifts? Was I becoming a demon myself, my humanity slowly eroded by the power they had granted me?

I was startled out of my dark thoughts by the sound of footsteps approaching. I looked up to see Angela walking towards me, a bottle of soda in her hand.

"Here, try this," she said, handing me the drink as she sat down beside me. "It's made with real cane sugar."

I took the bottle, noticing the colorful label proclaiming it to be a Mexican brand.

"Thanks. But shouldn't you be manning the taco truck?"

"Lunch hour's over and I can always go back if a customer shows up." She studied my face for a moment, her brow furrowing. "You okay? You look a little worn out."

I shook my head, forcing a smile. "Just tired, that's all."

"Okay," she said skeptically.

"What about you?" I asked, eager to change the subject. "You feeling alright after last night?"

Angela shrugged, a hint of a blush coloring her cheeks. "Like I said, a little bruised, but I'm fine. Bad things happen, right? I forgot to give you something, by the way."

Before I could ask what she meant, Angela leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to my cheek. I blinked in surprise, a grin spreading across my face as I saw the blush deepen on hers.

"Thanks again for saving me," she said softly.

I had to remind myself that despite her flirtatious personality and stacked body, Angela was still a virgin. I nodded, trying to keep my expression neutral.

"I'm just glad I was there to help. So, uh… any plans for the weekend?"

She cleared her throat, suddenly looking shy. "Actually, my mother wants to thank you herself. For saving me, I mean. Would you like to come over for dinner tomorrow?"

I felt a genuine smile tugging at my lips. "I'd love to."

"Give me your phone number."

We traded numbers and then just sat there for a moment, grinning at each other like a couple of love-struck teenagers. Then Angela's eyes narrowed playfully.

"You know, I give you so much food. But it looks like you've lost weight."

She reached out and poked my stomach, her eyes widening as she felt the hard, defined muscles beneath my shirt.

"Guess your cooking just keeps me in shape," I said.

Angela laughed, shaking her head. "You're a smooth one, papi."

A customer appeared at the truck and Angela left me to serve him. I wrapped my food to save for later. Angela gave me a wave as I headed out of the work site.

I climbed into my truck. As I turned the key in the ignition, I rubbed my cheek, the memory of Angela's soft lips still lingering on my skin.

Pulling onto the street, I tried to focus on the coming night. I needed to get back to the motel and take a nap before summoning Karina, the final succubus. I wanted to be at my best when I faced her, knowing that she was the oldest and most powerful of the three demons.

As I drove, I shifted in my seat, suddenly aware of the massive bulge straining against my work pants. I groaned, realizing that my insane sex drive was rearing up again. This was another effect caused by my connection with the succubi. It seemed that the more I fed them, the more I needed to release my seed.

Despite my enhanced stamina and massive loads of cum, I still felt uneasy at the thought of satisfying all three demons once I had bound them all. Would I be able to keep up with their demands? Would they drain me dry, leaving me a husk of a man?

And then there was the mystery of what Sera had said, about how I could bring all three succubi together for the first time in 50 years. What did that mean? What would happen when they were all together, their powers combined?

My mind turned to the other men who had tried to bind the succubi before me. What had happened to them? Had they been consumed by the succubi's insatiable hunger, devoured in a frenzy of lust and blood?

I exhaled slowly, trying to push the dark thoughts aside. I had so many questions, but it seemed like Karina was the only one who could answer them. She had been a succubus for the longest. Her knowledge of the supernatural world must hold the answers.

As I pulled into the motel parking lot, I took another deep breath, steeling myself for what was to come. I knew that summoning Karina would be a challenge, but I was determined to see this through, to unravel the mysteries that surrounded the succubi and take control of my fate.

A deep unease settled over me as I took in the eerie stillness of The Mirage Motel. It sat in the middle of the industrial area of the city surrounded by empty lots, yet there was never a single guest in sight.

I climbed out of the truck and paused, looking over the motel. Who cleaned the rooms? Did they have a contract with a cleaning service? And how did they pay the taxes and utilities with no apparent income?

I straightened my back, determined to get answers from Karina. If anyone could shed light on the mysteries of The Mirage Motel, it would be her.

My footsteps echoed loudly in the empty lot as I made my way towards the main office. As I approached the front door, a sudden movement caught my eye.

I froze, my heart racing as the Skpplyt appeared before me, blocking my path.

The demon was in her giant form, her face at eye level with me over her massive, muscular body. Her horns jutted from her head, gleaming in the afternoon sun.

The Skpplyt bared her teeth, a low growl rumbling from her chest as she fixed me with her glowing red eyes. It was clear I would not be allowed to go to my room just yet.

I took a step back, remembering that the Skpplyt had guided me to the motel and then taken me to save Angela. Despite her frightening appearance, she seemed to want to help me.

"Hey there, girl," I said, trying to keep my voice steady. "What's going on? Why won't you let me through?"

The Skpplyt's only response was another low growl, her eyes never leaving mine. I could feel the power emanating from the creature, a dark energy that reminded me of the coldness of the Shadows.

Mara promised that once I had bound all three succubi, the Skpplyt would be mine to command. For now, though, the demon hound had her own agenda.

"Alright," I said. "Show me what you want."


Chapter 8



"I was not a good man."

The Skpplyt stared past me, her gaze fixed on the row of motel rooms behind me. I stepped aside, allowing her to pass. She looked over her shoulder at me expectantly. With a sinking feeling in my gut, I understood the Skpplyt wanted me to follow. Again.

Reluctantly, I trailed behind the demon as it led me to the end of the motel. I'd never actually gone down the long row of rooms. As we passed each one, I curiously glanced into the windows. Every single one was dark and empty. It was as if the entire motel was abandoned, save for the succubi and myself.

The motel was L-shaped. As we reached the end of the main row, the Skpplyt turned left, heading towards the last five rooms. It stopped at the very end, sitting down and facing the door.

"You want me to go in there, don't you?"

The Skpplyt glowered at me. I was getting to know her looks well. This one told me all I needed to know.

"Shit," I muttered.

I gingerly passed by the hound, trying not to wince at the pungent odor that emanated from her body. I tried the door, but it was locked. Peering through the window, I saw that the room was identical to all the others I had passed.

I turned to the Skpplyt and said, "I'll need to go back to the Main Office and get Karina to open the door."

But the Skpplyt bared her teeth, her eyes narrowing with a warning.

"Fine," I grumbled. "But you need to learn to communicate better. All this snarling and shit is rude as hell!"

I angrily pulled out the brass key from my pocket. I held it near the doorknob, but there was no keyhole. Just as I was about to give up, I heard a strange metallic sound, like the one I had heard when I opened the doors to Sera and Mara's cells.

The door was unlocked. I pushed it open, peering into the empty motel room. Still muttering to myself, I stepped inside. The door slammed shut behind me, making me jump. I pulled on the handle, but the door was firmly locked again.

Should have expected that.

A low whisper sounded behind me. I spun around, my eyes widening in shock as I saw a frail old man sitting in a chair beside the bed. He looked ancient, with wispy white hair and a face lined with deep wrinkles. His eyes were dull and sunken.

I shrank away from the old man, disturbed by his appearance. He was wearing an old-fashioned double-breasted polyester suit that was much too large for his frail frame. It looked like he had deflated inside his own clothes.

"Who are you?"

"You can see me?" the old man rasped, his voice weak and scratchy.

"Of course I can see you."

"It's been so long…"

"Who are you?" I asked again, my voice trembling slightly.

The old man rubbed his face. "I've forgotten my name a long time ago. Call me what I am. Desire."

I narrowed my eyes, suddenly suspicious.

DO NOT BELIEVE THEIR LIES.

"Kiss the iron ring," I demanded, holding out my hand.

Desire shook his head. "I am no demon."

"I don't know what you are. Kiss the ring!"

I thrust my hand towards him. With a heavy sigh, Desire leaned forward and pressed his dry, cracked lips against the cool metal of my ring. The feel of his skin against mine made my flesh crawl. I had to resist the urge to yank my hand away.

"What are you doing here?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

"This is my home," Desire replied.

"How long have you been here?"

The old man closed his eyes, as if trying to remember. "I don't know. But Reagan was President."

"That was over 40 years ago," I said softly.

Desire clenched his eyes shut. I saw a tear roll down his wrinkled cheek. As I watched him, I felt my initial disgust fade, replaced by a deep sense of pity for this old man.

I sat down on the bed across from Desire, the mattress creaking under my weight.

"How did you come to be trapped in this motel room?"

"Motel room?" Desire's brow furrowed in confusion. He glanced around, his eyes darting from the walls to the ceiling. "This is no motel room. It's an attic in an old house, with nothing outside but fog."

"Is that what you see?"

"I can barely see anything. Staring at these same walls for so long, my eyes have grown weak."

I leaned forward, intrigued. "What do you know about The Mirage Motel?"

Desire shook his head. "I've never heard of it."

"That's where we are right now."

"No. What you see as a motel is just an illusion the succubi spin to hide themselves."

"It's not real?"

"No."

"That explains things," I said. "I wondered how the motel kept in business. I'll have to ask Karina how all this works."

At the mention of Karina's name, Desire's eyes widened in fear. He lunged forward, grabbing my arm with a surprising strength, despite his frail appearance.

"No! You must not see Karina!" he hissed, his voice urgent. "Run away, as fast as you can!"

I pulled my arm back, alarmed by his sudden intensity. "Why? What's wrong with Karina?"

Desire's face twisted in anguish. "It was Karina who imprisoned me here in this cell. She's the most powerful and dangerous of them all. If you value your life, stay away from her!"

"But I've already bound Sera and Mara," I said, trying to keep my voice steady. "They're under my control now."

Desire's face twisted into an ugly sneer, his eyes narrowing with contempt.

"Impossible," he spat. "No one can bind more than one succubus at a time. Only the original Binder who turned them into demons has that kind of power."

I stood and took a step back, alarmed by the sudden change in Desire's demeanor. He struggled to his feet, his hands curled into claws as he advanced on me.

"You're nothing but a pretender," he growled, his voice dripping with venom. "A liar and a phony Binder."

I raised my fists, ready to fight him if necessary. But just as suddenly as he had risen, Desire collapsed back into his chair, his body shaking with sobs. I watched him warily, unsure of what to do.

"Why are you crying?" I asked.

Desire looked up at me, his eyes red and swollen. "I was a fool to try and bind Karina. She was too strong, too smart for me. I thought I could use her to control Sera and Mara, but I was so stupid."

He shook his head, his face twisted with anguish.

"Karina toyed with me like a cat plays with a mouse. She drained me almost to death, then let me recover before draining me again. For years, she used me like a battery to recharge herself. And when I could no longer provide for her, she stuck me here to waste away, unable to live and unable to die."

I felt an icy chill tear through me at Desire's words. The thought of being trapped in this limbo was too horrifying to consider.

"Is there anything I can do to help you?" I asked.

Desire shook his head, his eyes filled with a deep, aching sadness.

"No, there's nothing you can do. I'm trapped here until Karina mercifully gives me death."

He sighed, his gaze distant.

"The worst part is remembering how she drained me. The feel of her lips on my skin, the way she made me feed her again and again…"

Despite his suffering, a small smile played at the corners of Desire's mouth.

"It was agony, but a beautiful agony. Pleasure like no man could ever experience with a woman."

"You almost make it sound like it was worth it," I said.

Desire chuckled, a dry, humorless sound. "Sometimes I wonder if I would do it all over again, knowing I would end up trapped here. And the truth is… I don't know the answer."

He wept again, his frail body shaking with sobs. I felt a terrible sadness for the old man. But then I remembered how Sera had offered me the instruments of torture, saying that other men had wanted them.

A sudden sickening thought occurred to me.

"Were you one of those men?" I asked, my voice hard. "One who wanted to enslave the succubi and torture them for sick thrills?"

Desire looked up at me, his eyes wide with shock. He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out.

I felt my heart harden against him, my sympathy evaporating. If Desire had sought to use the succubi for his own twisted pleasures, then maybe he deserved this fate.

"I was not a good man," Desire admitted. "I was greedy for the pleasures they offered."

"That's all you have to say?"

"That's all I can say."

"Is there a way for you to get free?" I asked, my voice cold.

"Only Karina or the Ritual of Release can free me," he whispered, his voice barely audible.

"What is this Ritual of Release?" I asked.

Desire shook his head, his face twisted with frustration. "I don't know. I only read a few hints in obscure books and heard rumors whispered in dark corners."

He looked up at me, his eyes filled with a deep sadness.

"There are so many men who seek any clue to find the succubi. But they would reconsider if they knew the truth of them."

I steered the conversation back to the ritual. If this Ritual of Release could help me in my dealings with Karina, I had to find it.

"Where can I find this Ritual of Release?" I asked, my voice urgent.

"The knowledge of the ritual torments me. I can see where it is hidden, but I can never get to it."

Desire pointed a gnarled finger towards the corner of the room.

"The words of the ritual are locked away in that infernal chest," he said.

I followed his gaze and saw a small, dusty safe tucked away in the corner, the kind motels provide for guests to store their valuables. I walked over to it. The safe had a keypad and a keyhole, both covered in a thick layer of dust.

I pulled out the brass key from my pocket and held it against the keyhole, but nothing happened. I inserted the key and tried turning it, but the lock wouldn't budge.

"Your efforts are useless," the old man said, his voice tinged with bitterness. "Only the original Binder can open that chest."

I fiddled with the safe, pressing random buttons. The more I struggled with the safe, the more convinced I became I needed to know this Ritual of Release before I tried to bind Karina. Seeing the wreck of a man that Desire had become, I wanted to have every tool at my disposal before attempting to bring the most powerful succubus into my service.

As I ran my fingers over the surface of the safe, I noticed a small latch hidden beneath the keypad. Curious, I pulled on it. The cover with the buttons came off in my hand, revealing a hidden panel beneath it. Centered in the panel was a round hole with a tiny needle protruding from the center.

I stared at it for a moment, my mind racing. The needle looked just like the lancet I used to summon the succubi, the fine point designed to barely pierce the skin enough to draw blood.

Acting on instinct, I pressed my index finger into the hole, wincing as I felt the needle prick my skin. When I pulled my finger out, I saw a smear of blood across the tip, glistening in the dim light of the motel room.

Suddenly, a grating sound of metal on metal emanated from the safe and the door unlocked with a loud creak. I stared at it in disbelief, hardly able to believe that I had unlocked it with my blood.

From behind me, Desire let out a shocked wail of disbelief, his voice cracking with emotion.

"Impossible!" he cried, his eyes wide with astonishment. "Only the original Binder could open that safe!"

My hands shook slightly as I reached for the safe door. I had no idea what I would find, but it seemed like I was about to cross another threshold.

Gritting my teeth, I pulled open the door.


Chapter 9



"Vík í Mýrdal."

"What the hell?"

I reached into the safe and pulled out an old-fashioned composition notebook, the kind with the black and white speckled cover. I had expected something more mystical, like an ancient scroll or a leather-bound tome. Instead, I found myself holding a simple notebook.

Flipping through the pages, I saw writing in a foreign language that I didn't recognize. The script was different from the writing in my notepad, the one I used to bind the succubi. I stared at the writing, trying to make sense of the strange symbols and characters.

Behind me, Desire spoke up, his voice trembling with curiosity. "What does it say?"

I shook my head, feeling a sense of frustration wash over me.

"I don't know," I admitted, my eyes still scanning the pages. "I can't read it."

"Will you free me?"

I hesitated, remembering the torture instruments that Sera had shown me. The thought of what Desire might have done with those tools made my stomach turn.

"Do you deserve to be set free?" I asked.

"I was a wicked man," he admitted, shrinking back into his chair. "But now, I don't know if I'm a man at all. All that has been drained from me. Desire has fled. I am empty."

I opened my mouth to respond, but before I could speak, the front door to the room creaked open. I turned to see the Skpplyt standing in the doorway, her eyes fixed on me.

I glanced back at Desire, expecting to see a look of terror on his face. Instead, he stared blankly at the door as if he couldn't see the demon dog at all.

I stood up, understanding that it was time for me to go. I tucked the notebook under my arm and turned back to Desire.

"I'll free you if I can," I promised. "But I need to go now."

"Please," he whispered.

I left the motel room, glancing back at the pitiful figure of the old man slumped in his chair. The door closed on its own with a soft click, and I heard the lock engage. Curious, I peered through the window into the room. As I expected, the room was now empty. Desire had vanished without a trace.

I looked down at the composition notebook in my hand. I figured I would study it in my room. The notepad was there. Maybe if I compared the writing side by side, something would click in my brain.

Turning to head back to the Main Office, I found my path again blocked by the Skpplyt. I sighed, feeling a mix of exasperation and resignation wash over me.

"Where do you want me to go now?" I asked.

The Skpplyt turned and headed towards the end of the motel, her tail swishing behind her. I followed.

The demon dog guided me around to the back of the motel where the asphalt was cracked and full of weeds. The pavement ended abruptly at the edge of an empty lot. Standing in the middle of the overgrown grass was a tool shed.

The shed was small and shabby. Its wooden walls were weathered and its roof was sagging. It looked like it hadn't been used in years. The Skpplyt stood by the front door. I hesitated, wondering what was inside the shed and why the demon dog had brought me here.

The Skpplyt growled.

"Cut the shit," I warned it.

I approached the shed cautiously, my hand hesitating on the splintery wooden door. The Skpplyt waited, its body tense. I took a deep breath and pushed the door open, peering inside.

I was relieved to find the interior of the shed was normal. Broken mops and other discarded items leaned against the walls, covered in a thick layer of dust. In one corner, a wasp nest buzzed menacingly. I quickly shut the door, not wanting to disturb the insects.

"There's nothing in there," I said to the Skpplyt. "Just some old junk and a wasp nest. I can't go inside."

But the demon dog wouldn't budge. It continued to stare at the door, as if expecting me to go inside despite the lack of anything interesting or useful.

Suddenly, I heard a loud metallic click.

Should have expected that, too.

I tried to open the door again, but it wouldn't budge. It was locked. That's when I noticed the keyhole. It hadn't been there before, I was sure of it. But there it was, gleaming in the sunlight.

I reached into my pocket and pulled out the brass key that I had found earlier. Unsurprisingly, it fit the lock perfectly. The sound of metal clattering filled the air as the lock disengaged. I pushed the door open once more, expecting to see the same broken tools and wasp nest.

Instead, I stared into a large, empty room. It was illuminated by a single naked light bulb hanging from the ceiling, casting a weak glow over the space. I felt a weird vertigo wash over me as I realized that the inside of the shed was much larger than the outside.

Behind me, the Skpplyt grunted, urging me forward. Despite my anxiety, I stepped inside, my footsteps echoing in the empty space.

The door slammed shut behind me. I turned around and reached for the door handle, but there was no handle on the inside. I was locked in.

Claustrophobia suddenly gripped me. I pounded on the door, my fists slamming against the unyielding wood.

"Hey!" I shouted, my voice echoing in the empty room. "Skpplyt! Open the fucking door!"

But there was no reply. No sound of the demon dog's claws clicking against the floor, no growl or whine to show that she was even there. I'd left the brass key in the lock on the other side of the door. Not that it would have helped me in here.

I was alone, trapped in this strange room that shouldn't exist.

Fear crept through me as I turned to look over my surroundings once more. The single light bulb did little to illuminate the room. I took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heartbeat.

I noticed something on the floor, a piece of paper that hadn't been there before. I walked to the center of the room and picked it up.

It was a postcard. The front of the card depicted an old stone cabin with a plank roof covered in moss. It sat at the edge of a cliff, overlooking a black sand beach far below. The ocean looked stormy, and for a moment, I could have sworn I saw the waves crashing against the shore.

I turned the postcard over, my eyes scanning the words written there. "Vík í Mýrdal," I read aloud, the foreign words feeling strange on my tongue. I had no idea what they meant.

I took the card to the door and pounded on it once more.

"I found the card!" I shouted, hoping that the Skpplyt could hear me. "I should be let out now!"

But there was no reply. No sound of the door unlocking, no sign that anyone was even listening. I felt a sense of desperation grip me as I realized I was truly trapped.

"What should I do?" I asked aloud, my voice sounding small and afraid in the empty room.

There was no reply. No guidance, no hint of what I was supposed to do next. I stared at the postcard in my hand, the image of the old stone cabin seeming to mock me. I knew I had to figure this out on my own, but I had no idea where to even begin.

I took out my cell phone, figuring I could call someone to come let me out. I cursed in frustration when I saw my phone was completely dead, not even powering on. I knew for a fact that it had about 30% charge left when I arrived at the motel.

The phone isn't dead, it just doesn't work in this fucking place.

The postcard was my only clue. I walked to the center of the room and stood directly beneath the single light bulb, hoping that its illumination would reveal something about the postcard that I had missed.

I held the card up to the light, squinting as I examined every detail. But no matter how hard I looked, I couldn't see anything unusual about it. It was just an old postcard with a picture of a stone cabin on a cliff.

The silence in the room was deafening. It was so quiet that I could hear the beat of my pulse in my ears and the high-pitched thrum of my nerves in idle. I knew that if this were a normal shed, I would be able to hear the noises from outside through the thin walls— the rustling of leaves in the wind, the chirping of birds, the distant sound of traffic.

But this was not a normal shed, and this was not a normal room. It was like I had stepped into another dimension entirely.

I thought of Desire trapped in that motel room, unable to leave or escape. The fear churned in my guts, and I felt a cold sweat break out on my forehead.

To keep from slipping into a full-blown panic, I started pacing around the perimeter of the room, counting my steps as I went. One lap, then ten, then fifty. But no matter how many times I circled the room, nothing changed. No new ideas came to me, no sudden insights or flashes of inspiration.

I did not know how much time had passed since I had entered this strange place. It could have been minutes, or hours, or even days. Time seemed to have no meaning here. The light bulb never flickered or dimmed, and there was no way to tell if it was day or night outside. For all I knew, I could be trapped in this room forever, doomed to pace endlessly until I finally gave in to madness or despair.

Not knowing what else to do, I finally sat down on the floor beneath the light bulb, the postcard still clutched in my hand. I stared at it, willing it to give me some kind of clue or hint about what I was supposed to do next. But the image remained stubbornly silent, offering no answers or guidance.

I turned the postcard over in my hands, staring at the words printed on the back.

"Vík í Mýrdal," I murmured, my brow furrowing in concentration.

Was it a name? Vik sounded like it could be a male name, perhaps one of the men who had tried to bind the succubi in the past? Or maybe it wasn't a name at all, but some kind of clue, a hint of what I was supposed to do next?

I repeated the words softly, over and over again, letting them roll off my tongue. The more I said them, the more familiar they seemed, like a long-forgotten memory stirring in the back of my mind. I closed my eyes, focusing all of my attention on the strange phrase.

As I concentrated, I heard something, a faint sound that seemed to come from far away. I focused harder, repeating Vík í Mýrdal like a chant. Gradually, the sound grew louder, and I recognized it as the rhythmic beat of waves crashing against a shore.

The scent of salt water filled my nostrils. I felt an icy wind blowing across my face, carrying with it the salty tang of the ocean. I hesitated for a moment, afraid to open my eyes, unsure of what I might see.

But curiosity got the better of me, and I slowly lifted my eyelids. To my shock, I found myself sitting on bare rock, the rough surface digging into my skin. It was night, and I was perched on the edge of a cliff overlooking a beach far below. A full moon hung overhead, casting a pale, silvery light over the landscape.

I stood up slowly, my legs shaking slightly as I turned around. There, just a few yards away, was the stone cabin from the postcard. Its weathered walls and moss-covered roof looked exactly as they had in the picture. Light spilled from a single window and smoke rose from the stone chimney, curling into the night sky.

I reached into my pocket, pulling out my phone, but the screen remained stubbornly dark. It was still dead, just as it had been in the strange room.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself as I realized what had happened. Somehow, I had used Sera's power to teleport, just as she had shown me. But this time, I wasn't a ghostly presence. I was actually here, physically present in this strange place, with no idea what I was supposed to do next.

All I knew was that I couldn't just stand there forever. Unlike my trips with Sera, the weather here was affecting me. Taking another deep breath, I squared my shoulders and walked towards the cabin, my footsteps crunching on the rocky ground.


Chapter 10



"We've been waiting for you, darling."

The faint strains of classical music drifted through the night air as I approached the weathered stone cabin. The melancholy notes blended with the low sigh of the wind.

I paused at the door, my hand raised to knock. Before my knuckles touched the rough wood, a female voice called out from inside.

"The door is open," the voice said, sounding at once inviting and vaguely unsettling.

I reached out, grasping the cold metal handle and pushing the door open. The interior of the cabin was warm and inviting against the chill of the night outside. A fire crackled in the hearth, casting a soft, flickering light over the cozy furnishings.

In a rocking chair by the fireplace sat a middle-aged woman with short brown hair, wearing a flannel nightgown and a shawl around her shoulders. She turned her face to me, her eyes dull in the firelight. The woman was obviously blind, but she seemed well aware of her surroundings.

"Enter of your own free will," she urged me.

I hesitated again, glancing around at the cabin's interior. Everything looked so real, from the rough wooden beams overhead to the colorful rug on the floor.

The woman seemed to sense my uncertainty.

"Either enter or leave," she said, her voice taking on a slightly impatient edge. "But shut the door. You're letting the cold air in."

I warily stepped into the cabin, pulling the door closed behind me. The latch clicked shut without the metallic clang I expected. That was a relief after all that had happened so far.

"I'm looking for the Scribe," I said, my voice sounding loud in the cabin's quiet.

"You have found her," she said with a smile. "I am Flora, the Scribe. And you are?"

"Evan Fosster," I replied, taking a step closer to her.

Flora tilted her head, as if considering my name. "Are you a true Binder, Evan Fosster?"

I hesitated, unsure how to answer. She waited patiently, a faint smile on her lips.

"I don't know," I admitted.

Flora chuckled softly. "If you found your way to my cabin, you must have bound Sera. Only her power could bring you here."

"Are we in the Dreamlands?" I asked.

Flora laughed, a rich, throaty sound. "No, dear boy. We are in a small village in Iceland called Vík í Mýrdal. You may have bound Mara, but this is not the Dreamlands, I assure you."

"I see."

"I rarely get visitors. My cabin is invisible to the people who live around me. Why have you come, Evan Fosster?""

I reached into my jacket and pulled out the composition notebook."I need to have some notes translated."

Flora cocked her head, listening intently.

"I can tell by the sound of the notebook in your hand that you want to learn the Ritual of Release," she said.

I nodded, then remembered she couldn't see me. "Yes. Can you do it?"

"I can," Flora replied. "But how can I, when I am blind?"

I frowned, confused. "I don't understand."

Flora leaned forward in her chair. "You must give me eyes, Evan Fosster. I will translate only for a true Binder. You will prove your worth by giving me eyes to see."

"How can I do that?" I asked.

"You've bound Mara to you," Flora said. "Yes?"

"I have."

Flora smiled, a slow, knowing smile. "Then prove it. Give me eyes to see."

I studied Flora's face. It was easy to see the beautiful girl she had once been. Though her beauty had faded with the years, I could still see traces of it in the delicate lines around her eyes and the gentle curve of her mouth. As I looked at her, I was reminded of my own aging. I was probably only a decade younger than Flora, and time was catching up with me, too.

But I pushed those thoughts aside, focusing instead on the task at hand. How could I give Flora eyes to see? I knew I couldn't restore her physical vision, but then I thought of Mara and the powers she had given me.

Flora may not have eyes, but she could still see in her dreams.

"Flora," I said softly. "Would you like me to enter your dreams? To let you see again, even if only for a little while?"

"It has been a long time since anyone visited me in my dreams," she said. "I would welcome the chance to see again, even if it is only a fleeting glimpse."

I remembered how Mara had taken my hand the night before, guiding me into the realm of dreams. Now, I reached out and took Flora's hand in mine. Her skin was cool and dry, but I could feel her trembling slightly. She was so excited at the prospect of seeing again, even if only in her dreams.

I took a deep breath, closing my eyes and focusing my mind on the hand I held. I reached out with my thoughts, trying to find the connection that would allow me to enter Flora's dreams.

For a moment, nothing happened. But then, suddenly, I heard Flora gasp.

I opened my eyes and saw Flora looking directly at me, her eyes clear and bright. A joyful smile spread across her face and tears glistened in her eyes.

"I can see you," she whispered, her voice filled with wonder. "I can really see you."

I took Flora's arm gently as she rose from her rocking chair, helping to steady her on her feet. She looked around the cabin with wide, wonder-filled eyes, taking in every detail of her surroundings as if seeing them for the very first time. A girlish giggle escaped her lips, the sound surprisingly youthful coming from the middle-aged woman.

"Evan, would you take me outside?" Flora asked. "I want to see the sea beneath the moonlight."

I nodded and guided her to the door, my hand resting lightly on the small of her back as we stepped out into the cool night air. Flora was shaking, though whether from the chill or from emotion, I couldn't tell. She gazed out over the moonlit sea, her hair blowing gently in the salty breeze.

"You know, since this is a dream, you can make it whatever you choose," Flora said softly, turning to look at me. "Could you make it daytime, Evan? I want to see the ocean in the sunlight."

I focused my mind, imagining the warm glow of the sun rising over the horizon. In an instant, the scene shifted. We were standing in the bright light of day, the sun glinting off the waves as they crashed against the rocky shore. Flora sighed, tears streaming down her cheeks as she took in the breathtaking view.

"Have I proven myself to be a true Binder?" I asked.

Flora nodded, wiping at her tears with the back of her hand. "Only a true Binder could come here and let me see again in my dreams. You have proven yourself true."

"Then will you translate the Ritual of Release for me?"

"You have proven yourself, Evan," she said softly. "But there is still a price to be paid."

I felt a flicker of anxiety in my gut, wondering what terrible price she would demand. Would she ask for my soul? My firstborn child? My eternal servitude?

But Flora's request caught me off guard.

"I want to be beautiful and young again," she said. "And I want you to become my former lover, Lyle, and make love to me."

I gazed at Flora, her eyes filled with such yearning and hope that it made my heart ache.

"Alright," I said softly, reaching out to stroke her weathered cheek. "Close your eyes and think of Lyle."

Flora's eyelids fluttered shut. Images filled my mind, images of a young man with thick black hair and a full beard, bright blue eyes glittering in the sunlight.

When Flora opened her eyes again, they were filled with pure delight.

"Lyle," she whispered.

"Yes."

"Am I beautiful?" she asked, her voice trembling.

I nodded, a smile spreading across my face as I produced a hand mirror and held it out to her. Flora took it and gazed at her reflection. Gone were the lines and wrinkles of age, replaced by the smooth, flawless skin of a twenty-year-old. Her hair was long and lustrous, her eyes bright and clear.

Flora sobbed happily as she touched her face, her fingers tracing her youthful features. She turned the mirror towards me and I saw my reflection staring back at me. I looked like a young man in his early twenties, with a firm jaw and an impish grin.

"Are you pleased to see me, Flora?" I asked, my voice slightly higher and tinged with an Irish accent.

Flora nodded, setting the mirror aside and leaning in to press her lips against mine. I kissed her back, feeling the softness of her skin and the warmth of her breath. For a moment, I forgot about the Ritual of Release and the succubi waiting for me back in the real world. All that mattered was this moment, this dream, and the beautiful woman in my arms.

I dropped the mirror, letting it break into pieces as I kissed Flora. We settled on the grass, the blades cushioning our bodies. The sun's warmth and the ocean's scent surrounded us.

I caressed Flora's smooth skin, feeling her softness. She sighed as I kissed her ear, her breath hot on my neck. I could taste the salt on her skin and hear the waves crashing far below.

Flora pulled me closer, wrapping her legs around my waist. I felt her warmth. I reached into her dress and stroked her breasts, making her gasp.

I kissed Flora's neck, moving to her cleavage. Flora eagerly unbuttoned the front, letting her breasts spill free. I teased her nipple with my tongue as she arched her back, digging her fingers into my shoulders. Her body trembled beneath me.

With a quick tug, I freed my cock from my pants. Flora guided me into her slick pussy, gasping as my cock stretched her out and filled her up. I moved inside her, feeling her warmth. She cried out, her nails scratching my back. We stared into each other's eyes as I thrust into her.

Flora's body tightened around me, and I knew she was close. I moved deeper, feeling my orgasm build. She shuddered beneath me, her body convulsing with pleasure. I followed her, pumping my load into her and then collapsing on top of her.

We caught our breath, wrapped in each other's arms. The sun set on the far horizon, casting a warm glow over the ocean. I pulled Flora closer, watching the sky change colors.

"Thank you, Evan," Flora whispered. "That was… incredible."

"It was my pleasure," I said. "But now, it's time for you to keep your promise."

Flora snapped her fingers and smiled at me. "The translation is done. You should go now, Evan. But I hope you'll see me again."

I hesitated, wanting to ask the questions that burned in my mind. But Flora held up a hand to stop me.

"I'm tired," she said. "I just want to enjoy watching the ocean again. You can ask your questions next time."

"How long will this dream last after I go?" I asked, feeling a pang of guilt for leaving her.

"I'll eventually have to wake up. But for now, I'll enjoy the dream you've given me." She leaned in and kissed my cheek. "Promise you'll see me again?"

"I promise. But you have to promise to answer my questions."

Flora smiled. "I promise."

I pulled on my clothes and grabbed the composition notebook. We kissed again, and then Flora turned away from me, facing the ocean. I took a moment to admire the vision of this beautiful woman standing at the edge of the cliff, her hair blowing in the breeze. Then I closed my eyes and exhaled.

When I opened my eyes, I was back in the empty room of the shed. To my relief, the door was open and the Skpplyt was gone. Afternoon sunlight flowed into the room and I could hear the sounds of the city from outside.

I flipped through the notebook, excited to see that I could read the words now. The Scribe had kept her word.

I headed out the door, eager to get back to my room to study the notebook. I checked the last motel room as I passed, but it was still dark and empty. I wondered what Desire was thinking as he sat alone in his prison. Did he have hope that I would free him? Or had he already forgotten me as if I were nothing but a dream?

I hurried on, heading straight for the Main Office. The bell above the door jangled as I pushed my way in, reminding me of the night I'd first come to The Mirage Motel. It seemed like ages ago.

I stepped into the office and froze in my tracks, the door handle still in my hand.

"Hello, Evan."

Karina leaned against the front desk, her arm draped casually around the shoulders of Angela. Angela stared at me blankly, her eyes glassy and unseeing.

Karina smiled, tracing her finger across Angela's lips.

"We've been waiting for you, darling."


Coming Soon



As Evan falls for the sweet and sassy Angela, the seductive pull of the succubi grows even stronger. With Mara and Sera bound to him, only the dangerous Karina remains. Her dark secrets could be the key to building the harem of Evan's wildest fantasies… or damn his soul for eternity.
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