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Synopsis



Book 3 of 3 - As Evan falls for the sweet and innocent 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 succubus harem of Evan's wildest fantasies… or condemn his soul for eternity.

18+ only.


Chapter 1



"I have my ways."

I stood there in stunned silence, my eyes darting between Karina and Angela. What the hell was going on? Angela's blank stare was frightening. She looked drugged or hypnotized. How did she get here? But what made my blood run cold was Karina's arm casually draped around Angela's shoulders.

It was not a friendly gesture.

It was a threat.

"Angela? Are you okay?" I asked, taking a step towards them.

Angela didn't respond, didn't even blink. Karina let out a low chuckle.

"Oh darling, there's no use trying to talk to her. Angela's mind is far, far away right now."

"What did you do to her, Karina?" I demanded, my fists clenching at my sides.

Karina's green eyes glittered unnaturally beneath the sickly fluorescent lights. "Be calm, Evan. I haven't done anything to harm your precious Angela. I bear her no ill will. In fact, I find her quite charming."

She ran a finger along Angela's jawline. I had to fight the urge to lunge at her. Karina smiled, clearly enjoying my reaction.

"Such a pretty little thing, isn't she? Those big brown eyes, that luscious black hair," Karina purred, her gaze roaming over Angela's body. "And let's not forget these."

Karina drew her finger down Angela's chest, her nail dragging between Angela's large breasts. Angela didn't react at all, just continued staring blankly ahead.

"Get your fucking hands off her," I warned, taking another step forward.

But Karina just laughed again, releasing Angela and holding up her hands in mock surrender.

"My my, so protective!" she giggled. "But I can see why you're so attracted to her, Evan. Truly, I do. She is quite the tasty little thing. I'd love to eat her up!"

"How can you even touch her? You couldn’t touch me?”

"She's a woman, in case you haven't noticed," Karina said. "Men are off limits, women are not. In fact, I enjoy touching women quite a lot. I'd love to spend time with una chica."

"What do you want, Karina? Why are you doing this?"

Karina's smile turned predatory. She glided over to me, her heels clacking sharply on the bare floor.

"What I want, darling, is you. And as for why?" She leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear. "I'm starving for your cum. Don't make me wait any longer, Evan. I need to feed."

Despite my anger, the presence of Karina so close had made me instantly hard. The effect she had on me was different than Sera or Mara. With them, it was a natural lust. With Karina, it was raw and savage, beyond my control. A huge part of me wanted to bind Karina right now and fuck her again and again until my lust was satisfied.

I clenched my eyes shut and drew in a steadying breath. Now was not the time to lust for Karina.

“Release Angela from whatever shit you have her under. Now."

Karina's face contorted with outrage. "How dare you presume to order me around, Evan Fosster! Need I remind you that you have not yet bound me? I am not yours to command!"

I watched in horror as Karina's beautiful features twisted into something dark and demonic. She bared her teeth in a vicious snarl.

"It would be so easy for me to slash una chica’s throat right now," Karina said casually, tracing a sharp nail along Angela's jugular. "To leave her bleeding out on this dirty motel floor…”

"Don't hurt her," I said, trying to keep my voice steady. "Please, Karina. Don't harm Angela."

Karina smirked, her demonic features melting back into her usual stunning beauty. "Relax, darling. I already promised not to hurt your precious little taco girl. Remember?"

I swallowed hard, trying to think straight. "How… how did you even get Angela here?"

"Oh, I have my ways,” she laughed. “Perhaps you should check your cellular phone.”

Frowning, I pulled out my mobile phone and unlocked the screen. I was shocked to see a series of text messages from me to Angela. Playful messages asking her to meet me at this motel for an important meeting.

"She came running without a moment's hesitation," Karina said. "Poor little taco girl must really have it bad for you, hmm?"

I glared at Karina, my jaw clenched tight. "Why did you bring Angela here?”

Karina shrugged, a coy smile playing on her lips. "I was simply curious about the girl that has so preoccupied your thoughts, darling. You've been thinking about her quite a lot lately, haven't you?"

"How do you know what I'm thinking?"

"Oh Evan, I have my ways. But really, why are you even bothering with this mortal girl? You have bound two succubi who can fulfill any sexual desire you can imagine, with anyone you can imagine. What more could you possibly want? Besides me, of course. Your cock is rock hard for me, isn’t it? You want to fuck me so bad, don’t you? So why are you so concerned about this little perra?”

I looked at Angela's blank face, feeling a stab of guilt and longing. I barely knew her. Why was she so important to me?

The answer was simple.

"Angela is a flesh and blood human,” I said slowly. “A living, breathing person. You and the other succubi? You're demons. It's not the same. It can never be the same.”

I saw a flicker of hurt cross Karina's beautiful face. She quickly masked it with a dismissive sneer.

"Did you know that your precious Angela is a virgin, Evan? Untouched by any man?"

I nodded slowly. "Yes, I know."

"Both Sera and Mara were virgins when they were turned into succubi. Innocence corrupted, purity defiled. It's quite intoxicating, isn't it?"

“I wouldn’t know.”

“Liar.” She leaned in close, her voice dropping to a whisper. "A Binder can only have three succubi under his command, Evan. If you wanted to turn Angela, you would have to release one of us. Isn’t that what you want? To make her like us?"

"No!" I snapped, recoiling from Karina in disgust. “I’m not turning Angela into a goddamned succubus. I would never do that to her!”

"Even if she wanted it?"

I opened my mouth but no words would come. Karina saw my reaction and pressed closer.

"Even if she begged, my darling? Begged for eternal beauty and infernal power? Would you deny her free choice?"

"I don't know.”

“But to release one of us is to banish us to the Shadows," Karina said quietly. “You’ve passed through there, you know it's a fate worse than death. Could you do that to one of us, Evan?"

"I don't know!" I shouted. "I don't know what I am becoming. I don't know what rules I have to follow!"

"I can answer all your questions," Karina promised. "Bind me and I will be yours, Evan. I have all the answers you crave.”

I looked over Karina, feeling her dark allure. There was something ancient and primal about Karina, a raw desire that both terrified and excited me. I understood just how different she was from her succubus sisters.

"Karina, please revive Angela," I asked again, my voice strained. "Once she is safely on her way back home, we can talk more."

Karina considered me for a long moment, her green eyes burning into mine. Finally, she nodded.

"Very well, darling."

She leaned in and kissed Angela's cheek softly. Angela blinked rapidly, life and awareness flooding back into her face. She looked around in confusion, her gaze settling on me.

"Evan? What… when did…?”

I stepped forward and gave her a reassuring smile. "Hey Angela. It’s good to see you.”

“We were just talking about my plans for the motel,” Karina said.

"Oh right, the swap meet idea!” Angela said brightly. “I think it's great, having vendors come on the weekends could really help revive this place."

"I'm so glad you agree,” Karina said, smiling warmly at Angela. “I was just telling Evan about it before you arrived. It would mean so much to have the support of the community."

"Definitely, it's a fantastic idea,” I nodded, playing my part in this charade. “I’m sure it will be a big hit with the locals and tourists alike."

Angela and Karina continued chatting excitedly about the swap meet plans. I watched them carefully. Angela seemed completely unaware that anything strange had happened, her earlier trance apparently wiped from her memory.

"Hey, it's getting pretty late,” I interrupted. “Why don't I give you a ride back to your taco truck so you can finish up for the night?"

"Oh shit, you're right!” Angela's eyes widened as she glanced at her phone. “I completely lost track of time. I need to get back and clean up before my friend comes to pick me up."

"I could always call another taxi for you, dear. Like the one I sent to bring you here."

"That won't be necessary," I said. "I'm happy to drive Angela back to the worksite myself."

Angela hesitated for a moment, glancing between me and Karina. But then she nodded, giving me a grateful smile.

"Thanks Evan, I really appreciate it."

I saw the warning look Karina shot me as I led Angela towards the door. Her eyes promised that she would be waiting for me to return.

Angela and I stepped out into the warm evening air. The sun had just dipped below the skyline, painting the city in vivid streaks of orange and pink. I walked Angela over to my truck and opened the passenger side door for her. She climbed inside and I shut the door carefully behind her before making my way around to the driver's side. As I slid into my seat and started the engine, I glanced back towards the motel office.

Karina stood framed in the window, her red hair glowing in the fading light. Even from a distance, I could feel the intensity of her gaze boring into me. I shifted uncomfortably and tore my eyes away, pulling out of the parking lot and onto the main road.

Angela let out a heavy sigh, sinking back into her seat.

"Man, what a weird day," she muttered, rubbing her temples. "I feel like I'm forgetting something important, but I can't quite put my finger on it."

I gripped the steering wheel tighter, keeping my eyes fixed on the road ahead.

"I'm sure it'll come to you," I said, trying to keep my tone light. "In the meantime, let's get you back to your truck so you can finish up for the night."

As we drove through the darkening streets, Angela chattered excitedly about Karina's idea for the weekend swap meet at the motel.

"I think it's such a great plan, Evan!" she gushed. "I bet a bunch of other food trucks would totally be down to show up. It could be like a big food truck gathering, you know? We could put up signs and make posts about it on social media.”

"Yeah, that does sound pretty cool,” I nodded, smiling at her enthusiasm. “I’m sure it would draw in a lot of people."

“I’ll need to get my truck fixed up in time to be there," Angela said, determination filling her voice. "I've been saving up, and I think I'm close to having enough for the repairs."

"That's great, Angela. I know how much you want to get mobile again. I'm sure you'll make it happen."

Angela beamed at me, and I felt a warmth spread through my chest. But then her expression turned shy, and she bit her lip.

"Karina is really beautiful, isn't she?"

“Uh, yeah I guess she is," I replied absently, my mind preoccupied with thoughts of the succubus waiting for me to return.

"Are you two like dating or something?" Angela blurted out, her cheeks flushing.

I nearly swerved off the road in surprise. "What? No, no way!"

I had to stifle a laugh. The idea of "dating" a demon like Karina was so absurd, I couldn't help but chuckle.

Angela stared at me curiously, her head tilted. "What's so funny?"

I shook my head, getting my laughter under control. "Nothing, sorry. It's just… no, Karina and I are definitely not dating. Trust me."

A pleased smile spread across Angela's face at my words.

"Oh. Okay, cool," she said, trying and failing to sound nonchalant.

We pulled into the worksite parking lot. The other food trucks were shutting down for the night. I stopped my truck next to Angela's taco truck. Angela unbuckled her seatbelt and turned to me, her eyes soft.

"Thanks for the ride, Evan. And for introducing me to Karina. I'm really excited about this swap meet idea."

"No problem, Angela. I'm glad I could help.”

"And don't forget, you're still coming over for dinner at my place tomorrow night, right?" she reminded me, her cheeks turning pink again.

"Wouldn't miss it," I assured her.

Then in a move that surprised us both, Angela leaned over and placed a quick, shy kiss on my cheek.

"See you tomorrow," she whispered before rushing out of the truck and hurrying towards her food truck.

I sat there for a moment stunned, my skin tingling where her lips had brushed against my cheek. A goofy grin spread across my face as I watched her go.

As I drove away from the worksite, I couldn't stop smiling. The simple kiss of a woman felt so different from the hungry, desperate kisses of the succubi. It was innocent and pure.

It was real.


Chapter 2



"I've been waiting for you"

I started back to the motel, but then changed my mind. Instead, I pulled into a parking garage. I headed for the back, where the shadows were deepest and the overhead lights flickered dimly. There were no other cars back here, just empty spaces and silence.

I put the truck in park and killed the engine. For a moment, I just sat there staring out into the gloom. All the shit that had gone down this day was swirling in my mind. The tidal pull of the supernatural had swept me into a different world.

How the fuck did this happen? All I wanted was a cheap place to sleep for the night.

Karina was waiting for me back at the Mirage Motel, but I wasn’t ready to face her, not yet. I needed a moment to myself to try and make sense of it all.

Reaching over to the passenger seat, I grabbed the composition notebook that contained the Ritual of Release.

I began to read, my eyes scanning over the strange, alien alphabet that somehow made perfect sense to me now. The Scribe's translation unlocked something in my mind, giving me the ability to understand the arcane text.

As I read, images began to form in my head, accompanied by feelings and sensations that went beyond words. The Ritual of Release required objects that I could sense but not put into words. It was like trying to describe color to someone born blind. The meaning was clear, but putting it into language was impossible.

The ritual itself was starting to take shape in my mind. I couldn't describe the specifics, but I understood what needed to be done.

I closed the notebook and leaned back in my seat, exhaling slowly. The dim quiet of the garage was soothing, a brief escape from the chaos that had become my life. But I knew I couldn't hide here forever.

Sooner or later, I would have to face Karina again. And when I did, I would be armed with the knowledge of the Ritual of Release. I don’t know why I needed it, I just knew I did.

I closed my eyes, the weight of the Ritual of Release settling heavily on me. The first item I needed was no small task, and I had no idea how I was going to obtain it.

My phone buzzed in my pocket, the vibration startling me out of my thoughts. I sighed, irritated by the interruption, but I pulled it out anyway.

The score of the basketball game flashed on the screen. For a moment, I was transported back to simpler times. Times when my biggest worry was whether or not my team was going to make the playoffs and if I could afford the latest smartphone. I stared at my phone, my mind churning, and then it hit me. I could use the phone to my advantage.

I glanced around, making sure I was still alone in the back of the parking garage. The shadows clung to the walls, and the only sound was the distant hum of traffic. I was as alone as I was going to get.

I unzipped my pants and took out my new pornstar cock, the heavy weight of it in my hand comforting. My dick was always half-erect, a constant reminder of the supernatural forces that had taken over my life.

Now, my arousal would pay off in another way.

I closed my eyes and began to stroke myself, my mind drifting back to Fari Alasander. The way her skin felt beneath my fingers, the way her tongue worked my cock, the way her pussy gripped me as I thrust into her.

It wasn't long before I was fully erect, a drop of precum oozing down my shaft. I took a picture, the flash of the camera momentarily blinding me, and then I typed out a message. I hit send, a sense of anticipation washing over me.

Like throwing out a lure and hoping a fish would bite.

I tucked myself back into my pants and pulled up the map on my phone. The University's Botanical Museum was about 20 miles away. A little out of the way, but it was my best bet. I put the truck in gear and headed out of the parking garage.

I pulled into the University Botanical Museum’s parking lot half an hour later. The place was deserted, not a soul in sight at this hour. I admired the building as I approached. It was a stunning piece of 1920s architecture with intricate stonework and large, arched windows. I could almost feel the history emanating from its walls.

Inside, the museum was just as impressive. Three floors of botanical displays stretched out before me. Glass cases housed rare specimens and historical artifacts, while informational placards provided context and background. The air was heavy with the scent of dust and floor polish. The hush that filled the building was very soothing.

But I wasn't here to admire the exhibits. I had a job to do. I glanced at the building map on my phone as I made my way through the museum, my footsteps echoing in the empty halls until I found the door marked "Archival Access Only". It was locked, of course. I took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing pulse.

I placed my hand against the door, remembering the gift Sera had given me. I concentrated hard, picturing the way I had passed through the walls of the Space Station like a ghost. I pushed against the door, but it remained solid and unyielding.

I opened my eyes and glanced around, making sure I was still alone. There were no security cameras and I was grateful for that. I'd put on my movie star face to hide my identity, but it wasn't enough. The last thing I wanted was to be caught on camera using supernatural powers, but I didn’t have much choice.

I closed my eyes and tried again, focusing all my energy on the door. Suddenly, I felt it. The door seemed to grow soft and pliable beneath my hand, like the rubbery insulation foam I used to wrap pipes with. I concentrated harder, pouring all my will into it, and then, miraculously, I felt my hand pass through the door. I almost cried out in shock, but I managed to keep my composure.

Taking a deep breath, I walked forward, passing through the door like it was nothing more than a beaded curtain. I found myself in a dimly lit stairwell, leading down into the lower levels of the museum. The air was cooler down here. I shivered slightly as I started to descend the stairs.

At the bottom of the stairs, I found myself in a large, dimly lit basement. It was a far cry from the elegant exhibits upstairs. Down here, it was all concrete floors and exposed pipes. I fumbled for a light switch and finally found one, flooding the room with harsh fluorescent light.

The basement was filled with rows of steel archival cabinets, each one labeled with a small placard. I walked down the aisle, scanning the labels. I had no idea what I was looking for, but somehow, I knew I would know it when I saw it.

And then, there it was. A cabinet labeled "Brugmansia (Extinct)". I pulled out the narrow drawer, my hands shaking slightly. Inside, several dried and pressed flowers were carefully arranged on tissue paper.

"The dead petal of an angel's trumpet," I murmured to myself, the words coming to me unbidden.

I didn't fully understand what they meant, but I knew with a certainty that this was what the Ritual required.

I could have easily grabbed a petal from one of the ornamental angel's trumpet plants in the museum's garden upstairs. But something told me that wouldn't work. It had to be a petal from one of the wild Brugmansia, a species that no longer existed outside of gardens.

Holding my breath, I carefully plucked one of the dry petals from the pressed flower. It was so light, I could barely feel it between my fingers. I placed it gently in my pocket and slid the drawer closed.

I shut off the lights and climbed the stairs back up to the door. My heart was pounding from the adrenaline rush of sneaking into the basement and finding the extinct angel's trumpet petal. I unlocked the door, grateful that I didn't have to try to pass through it again like some kind of ghost. That had been a weird experience, to say the least.

I opened the door just a crack and peeked through, making sure no one was outside. The coast was clear. I stepped out and closed the door gently behind me, the click of the latch sounding unnaturally loud in the quiet museum.

As I walked back through the exhibits, I tried to keep my pace casual, like I was just another visitor admiring the displays.

The old man at the front desk gave me a pleasant smile as I passed.

"Find everything you were looking for?" he asked.

I forced a smile in return. "Yes, thanks. This place is amazing."

As I pushed through the front doors and stepped out into the night air, I caught a glimpse of myself in the plate glass windows. I had to admit, I was wearing the movie star's face well. It was a good disguise, even if it was just an illusion.

But as I walked to my truck, a thought occurred to me. What Mara could do— actually inhabiting someone's form, being in their head— that was on a whole different level. I wasn't sure if I would ever want that kind of power. The idea of being inside someone else's mind, seeing their thoughts and memories? It was both fascinating and terrifying. Would you lose yourself if you spent too much time in the mind of someone else?

I shook my head, trying to clear my thoughts. I had enough to worry about without adding these kind of questions to the mix.

I climbed into my truck, the dried angel's trumpet petal still safely tucked away in my pocket. I changed back into my own face, checking my reflection in the rearview mirror. The movie star's chiseled features melted away, replaced by the familiar lines and angles of my own face. It was a relief to see myself again, even if the face staring back at me was tired and worn.

I glanced nervously over my shoulder, half expecting to see the Skpplyt lurking in the shadows. But the back of my truck was empty and I let out a breath I didn't realize I'd been holding.

Just as I was about to start the truck, my phone buzzed in my pocket, making me jump. I pulled it out and saw a new message notification. When I opened it, I couldn't help but smile. It was exactly what I'd been hoping for.

I put the phone away and turned the key in the ignition, the truck's engine rumbling to life. As I pulled out of the parking lot, I noticed the sun had set, dusk settling over the quiet University avenues. The streetlamps flickered on one by one, illuminating my path as I drove.

Twenty minutes later, I found myself in a different part of the city, pulling into the parking garage of a tall apartment building. I buzzed in and took the elevator up to the 24th floor. I walked down a carpeted hallway, searching for apartment 2415.

When I found it, I took a deep breath and knocked on the door. A moment later, it swung open to reveal a middle-aged woman. She was pretty, with delicate features and soft curves, but there was a hardness in her eyes.

"Tabitha?" I asked, my voice sounding more confident than I felt.

She nodded, her gaze traveling up and down my body appreciatively. A small smile played at the corners of her mouth.

“You must be Evan.”

“That’s me.”

"Come on in," she said, stepping aside to let me enter. "I've been waiting for you."


Chapter 3



"The tool of my revenge."

I stepped into Tabitha's apartment, my eyes taking in the sleek, modern decor. From the leather furniture to the massive glass dining table and the abstract art on the walls, everything looked expensive and immaculate. It was a far cry from my windowless room at The Mirage Motel.

Yeah, this apartment is awesome, but I doubt it's a portal to magical realms.

Tabitha shut the door behind us and led me into the living room. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered an impressive view of the city skyline. I could even make out the distant outline of my current worksite.

"You got an amazing view from up here," I remarked, trying to break the ice.

"Fuck the view," she said, waving her hand dismissively. "I didn't invite you over to admire the scenery. I found your post on the cuck and bull subreddit, so we both know what you're here for."

"I guess we do," I agreed. "I appreciate you being so straightforward."

"I see no need for small talk for an encounter like this, do you?"

"I don't."

"Excellent. Now show me your cock."

I gave her a grin. "Right to the point, eh?"

"I want to make sure you really have what you showed in that picture you posted."

I shrugged, feeling self-conscious. Tabitha was pretty enough, if a little emotionally raw. The faster we did this, the faster we both got what we needed. That didn't mean we couldn't enjoy each other.

I unbuckled my belt and let my pants fall open. Reaching in, I pulled out my cock and let it flop out in front of me.

Tabitha's eyes widened and she let out a low, appreciative whistle.

"Holy fuck," she murmured, stepping closer. "Looks like you weren't exaggerating."

She reached out a tentative finger and ran it along my length, her touch light but eager.

"You know," she said wistfully, almost to herself, "I could have been enjoying monster cocks like yours all these years. Instead, I wasted my time married to a pathetic excuse for a man."

There was a deep sadness in her voice, mingled with bitterness and regret. I felt a bit of sympathy for her. Despite her surroundings, money clearly hadn't brought her happiness.

"In your reply you mentioned we'd be alone. So how is your cuck husband going to know about this little encounter of ours? Is he hiding in a closet or some shit? Or are you just going to tell him?"

Tabitha let out a harsh, bitter laugh. "Oh, he'll see it. I guarantee that. He's going to watch every second of you using that huge thing on me."

Tabitha showed me her mobile phone, the camera app already set to record.

As I stood there with my dick hanging out, I got curious about what this upper-class woman was doing searching for men like me online.

"What's your story, Tabitha?" I asked. "Why did you contact me?"

"I want an enormous cock to wreck me tonight. Isn't that enough?"

"Just curious why."

Tabitha ran a hand through her hair. I was no expert, but I was certain she had paid hundreds of dollars to get her hair so perfectly cut and styled. I'd never paid more than $40 for a haircut in my life.

"Men are fucking pigs," Tabitha spat. "I found out the bastard has been banging the barely legal interns at his office. Can you believe that? Screwing girls half his age behind my back?"

She started pacing, her heels clicking sharply on the hardwood floor. "When I confronted him, he just laughed in my face. Fucking laughed! Then he had the nerve to move out to his secret bachelor pad to keep fucking his little whores."

Tabitha stopped and turned to me, a harsh gleam in her eye. "We're getting divorced, but that's not enough. I want to utterly destroy him. And you, with that huge tool between your legs, are going to be the tool of my revenge."

She held up her phone again and wiggled it suggestively. "I hope you're not shy about being on camera. Because I plan to document every goddamned inch of you fucking me in every hole I've got."

I grinned, my cock twitching at the intensity in her voice despite the slightly unhinged vibe she was giving off. This was some next-level scorned woman shit.

"I'm willing to do this, Tabitha. But remember the terms we agreed to. It's a simple exchange. I'm not looking for any complications or entanglements beyond this."

Tabitha rolled her eyes. "Yes, yes, I know. Quid pro quo. I'll pay your price, no problem. I want this."

I glanced at my watch. "Well then, we should probably get started, don't you think?"

Suddenly, Tabitha's demeanor shifted. She bit her lip, a flicker of uncertainty crossing her face. Her eyes went to my cock again, but this time there was uncertainty in her expression. It was as if the full weight of what we were about to do had just hit her. I could sense her wavering, her nerve faltering.

Tabitha was angry and scorned, but the tough girl act was not her true nature. I knew I needed to act fast, to reassure her before she lost her nerve completely.

I reached out and grasped her wrist gently but firmly.

"Hey," I said, looking into her eyes. "You're not going to bitch out and let your husband win, are you?"

"Fuck no," she snarled.

"Good. So? We doing this right here in the living room?"

My touch seemed to jolt her back to the present. Tabitha blinked and shook her head.

"No," she said, her voice steady again. "I want to do it in the bed I shared with that bastard for twenty-two miserable years."

I smiled, pleased by her response. "Lead the way then."

As we walked down the hall, Tabitha glanced over her shoulder at me.

"You know, you really are very handsome," she remarked, almost as an afterthought.

I chuckled. "I've been told I clean up alright."

Tabitha's bedroom was spacious and elegantly furnished, with a king-sized bed as the centerpiece. Twenty-two years of marriage? I could see why she'd chosen this bed as the stage for her revenge.

I sat down on the end of the bed and positioned Tabitha in front of me. I looked up at her, my expression stern and commanding.

"Strip," I ordered. "Make me hard."

Tabitha's eyes widened at my sudden change in demeanor. But I could see the excitement building in her. I could sense she needed some rough handling, that she craved a hard ride. I was willing to give that to her.

Slowly, she reached for the zipper of her dress. Tabitha's fingers trembled as she pulled it down, the sound of metal teeth parting loud in the room's silence. The dress fell, the fabric pooling at her feet, revealing her lacy lingerie and the toned body beneath. Tabitha had obviously invested in herself. Years of regular gym visits had kept her in shape, but there were still signs of age. A sag here, a wrinkle there, some stretch marks not yet treated by the surgeon's laser.

"You look good," I told her. "For a woman your age."

Tabitha flinched, but then smiled warmly. She babbled nervously about her exercise routine, her voice a high-pitched contrast to the heavy tension in the air.

"I-I do Pilates three times a week, and then there's the spin class on Fridays."

I couldn't help but chuckle at her attempt to fill the silence. "Tabitha? I don't need a fucking play-by-play of your workout schedule."

Her eyes narrowed, and she snapped her mouth shut, standing shyly before me in nothing but her underwear. I could sense her uncertainty, her need for guidance. I stood up, towering over her.

"Take off my clothes," I told her.

Tabitha's hands moved with more confidence this time, pulling my shirt over my head and tossing it aside. Her fingers traced the muscles of my chest, a look of hunger in her eyes. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of my pants and pulled them down.

"Good lord," she breathed, eyeing my hardening dick. "I've never been with a guy as big as you."

I smirked, kicking off my shoes and stepping out of my pants. "You poor thing. Deprived of big cock for so many years? That's no way for a girl to live. We need to make up for lost time."

"Yes. Please."

"Fuck yeah. Now, get on your knees."

Tabitha obeyed, sinking to the floor in front of me. I breathed in the scent of her perfume, something musky and expensive smelling. I grabbed a handful of her hair and guided her mouth to my cock. She opened wide and took me in, the feeling of her wet, warm lips around my cockhead sending a jolt through me.

"Yeah, that's good," I groaned, my hand tightening in her hair. "Give me your phone."

Tabitha handed me her mobile phone and I turned on the camera app.

"Video or stills?" I asked.

"Video."

"Get to sucking," I said as I focused the camera on her face and started recording.

Tabitha hummed in agreement, her tongue lapping around the head of my cock as she took me deeper. I could see the effort in her eyes, the way they watered as she struggled to take all of me. But she didn't back down, her determination to perform for the camera only making me harder.

"You suck cock like a fucking pro, Tabby!" I laughed. "Can't understand why your husband would abandon such a good little cocksucker like you."

"He could never satisfy me," Tabitha gurgled around my cock.

"Shut up and keep sucking," I ordered her.

I let her suck me for a few more minutes, the sound of her wet, sloppy blowjob filling the room as I recorded. It would have been nice to finish all over that pretty face and ruin her makeup with my load, but that wasn't our agreement.

I pulled her away, my cock popping out of her mouth with a wet sound.

"Enough of that shit," I said, my voice rough. "Let's get down for real."

Tabitha looked up at me, her lips sticky and wet, her eyes watery. I imagined her husband watching this recording and seeing me use his wife like this. Would he be sick with shame and anger? Or would he enjoy it?

I didn't really care one way or the other. I was here for my own reasons.

I pushed Tabitha onto the bed, her body bouncing softly on the mattress. I grabbed her legs, spreading them wide, and positioned myself between them. I roughly pulled her panties to the side, exposing her glistening pussy. Seeing her slit so ready for me made my cock throb.

I made sure her phone was angled over us, capturing the moment perfectly. With one hard thrust, I buried my cock balls deep inside this scorned and angry wife, stretching her cunt and making her my slut.

Tabitha's scream was strangled, a sound of surprise and pleasure mixed together. She wasn't lying when she said she'd never taken a cock like mine before. Her body tensed, trying to pull away from the sudden intrusion, but I wasn't having it.

I gripped her hip with my free hand, pulling her back towards me, my cock sliding even deeper inside her. I could feel her wetness, her heat, the way her pussy stretched to accommodate me. Having such a big cock was a feeling like no other, one made possible by my succubus lover Mara.

"Does your husband's tiny dick ever fill you up like this, Tabby?" I asked, leering down at her.

"He could never make me cum," she panted, her voice thick with desire. "He's fucking those inexperienced interns because they don't know what good sex is."

I laughed, the sound low and dark. I could smell the scent of sex in the air, hear her gasping breath. I lay over her and fisted her hair as I began pounding between her spread legs, my cock sliding in and out of her tight fuckhole in a steady, relentless rhythm.

"You're gonna cum for me, Tabby," I growled, my hand tightening on her head. "You're gonna cum harder than you ever have before."

I picked up the pace, my cock pounding into her with a force that made the bed shake and her moans echo in the room.

The stress of her divorce, the excitement of a stranger fucking her, the struggle to handle a big dick punishing her pussy— I could tell it was all so overwhelming for Tabitha. She climaxed hard, her body convulsing beneath me as she rode the waves of her orgasm, her nails digging into my back and her screams of pleasure echoing in my ears. I could feel her pussy tightening around my cock, milking me for all I was worth.

But I wasn't ready to cum yet. I had other plans for Tabitha.

I pulled out of her, my cock slick and glistening with her juices. I flipped her over and got her on her knees, ass up for me as I pushed her face into the mattress. Positioning myself behind her, I gripped her ass and spread her cheeks wide. I could see her tight, puckered asshole, a hole that was quivering in anticipation.

"Your husband ever fucked you here, Tabby?" I asked as I circled my thumb across her dark ring.

Tabitha shook her head, her voice muffled by the pillow she was desperately clutching. "I never let him. But I want you to, Evan. I want to feel your huge cock in my poophole."

I chuckled at her choice of words, but I didn't waste any time. My cock was wet, but I spat on it anyway, making it drip. I pressed the head of my cock against her hole, feeling the resistance as I pushed forward.

Tabitha's screams filled the room, a sound of pain and pleasure. But I didn't stop, not until I was buried deep inside her.

I could feel her body tense and squirming beneath me as I began to fuck her ass. Tabitha's hand snaked down between her legs, her fingers working her clit as I fucked her. I checked the phone to make sure it was capturing every second of me plundering her ass.

"Does this feel good, Tabby?" I asked, my voice rough. "Does it feel good to have a real man up your ass?"

Tabitha's screams had turned into sobs, her body shaking as she whimpered in pain and pleasure.

"Yes, Evan. Yes, it feels so good. I never knew it could feel like this. He could never ever do this for me."

I could feel the tension building in my body, the pleasure coiling and tightening in my gut. But I wasn't ready to cum yet. We had an agreement and I was going to fulfill my end of it.

I pulled out of her, my cock slick and glistening with her ass juices. I pulled Tabitha upright, positioning her in front of the camera and handing her the phone.

"Record this, Tabby," I sneered. "I want your bitch ass husband to see what a real man looks like, what a real man thinks of his fucking slut wife."

I took Tabitha's left hand, the hand with the ring her husband had given her, and began to stroke my cock. I could feel the pressure building, but it was the look on Tabitha's face that pushed me over the edge. In her eyes was a mix of pleasure and pain, a mixture described in the composition notebook, a necessary ingredient for the Ritual of Release.

With a desperate grunt, I came on Tabitha's hand, my cum spurting out in thick, white ropes and covering her wedding ring.

Tabitha's voice was breathless as she spoke to the camera.

"This is what a real man looks like, you pathetic excuse for a husband. This is what I think of twenty-two years of marriage to a worm like you. I hope you enjoyed the show because this is the last time you'll ever see me wearing this fucking ring."

Tabitha recorded her hand covered in my sperm, globs of it dripping down her forearm and onto the silk sheets of her bed. She finally turned off the camera, her body shaking with adrenaline and pleasure. I could see the look of satisfaction in her eyes, the look of a woman who had finally gotten her revenge.

"Perfect," she sighed.

"I did my part," I said, my voice firm. "Now it's time for you to pay up."

"Gladly, Evan. My god, I've never been fucked like that before. You're some kind of magician or damned sex demon."

I grinned. "You have no idea."


Chapter 4



"Magic always comes with a price."

I shifted uncomfortably in the driver's seat of my truck, my dick still semi-erect and straining against my pants. Even after fucking Tabitha, I could still feel the need for release building inside me like a coiled spring.

Maybe women will never be enough for me anymore? Maybe only a succubus can truly drain me?

The thought disturbed me, but I didn't have time to consider it now. I reached into my pocket and pulled out Tabitha's wedding ring, turning it over in my fingers. She had handed it to me without a second thought, wiping my cum off the metal band with a laugh before dropping it into my palm.

"Can I see you again, Evan?" she had asked, her voice still ragged from her screaming.

"Maybe," I said with a shrug.

I was trying to let her down easy. The truth was that I had no desire to see Tabitha again. She had served her purpose, giving me what I needed for the ritual. Anything more would just be a distraction.

Besides, how could some middle-aged divorcee compare to Sera or Mara or Karina? Or Angela?

I turned the small, inexpensive wedding ring over in my hands, studying it more closely. It was a plain gold band, slightly tarnished with age. The metal felt thin and flimsy between my fingers, like it could bend or break with the slightest pressure.

This ring didn't fit with the upper-class lifestyle Tabitha clearly enjoyed now with the designer clothes, the luxury car, the high-rise apartment. As I handled the cheap piece of jewelry, a strange sense of insight washed through me like I was glimpsing snapshots of Tabitha's past.

I saw her and her husband as young newlyweds, sitting on a checkered blanket in the park, laughing as they ate sandwiches from a picnic basket. They couldn't afford a fancy restaurant meal, but they didn't care. They only had eyes for each other.

The scene shifted and I watched Tabitha's face light up with pure joy as her husband slid this very ring onto her finger. She beamed at him, her smile radiant and full of love. The ring might have been inexpensive, but to her, it was priceless. A perfect symbol of their unbreakable bond.

But then, like a camera lens zooming out, I sensed an overview of how things had changed for Tabitha and her husband over the years. As their bank accounts grew, their connection withered. Resentments festered, grudges hardened into scars. Tabitha's husband began to stray, perhaps feeling that his wife's love could be bought with expensive gifts instead of nurtured with time. Tabitha could sense she was losing her husband, but with each day she cared less and less.

Until finally, it had come to this. A grimy revenge fuck with a stranger in her marriage bed. Tabitha using me to humiliate her husband, just as he had humiliated her with his own infidelities. Love broken, a marriage defiled.

The ring felt heavier in my palm now, weighed with the loss it contained.

Which is exactly why I needed it. The ritual required a token of broken love, a symbol of betrayal. The words of the Ritual conveyed more of a feeling than exact directions. I suspected it was worded that way on purpose. As if the translation weren't enough, the vagueness of the instructions was another challenge. It was obvious that only a man who had bound Sera and Mara could access the hidden meanings of the ritual.

I slipped the ring into my pocket with a sigh, feeling a twinge of sadness. What a damn waste all of it was.

I started the truck and pulled out of the garage, my mind already turning ahead to the next item on my list. I had the petal from the botanical museum and now I had Tabitha's soiled wedding ring. But there were still two more components I needed to gather before I could perform the ritual.

The minutes passed in a blur of city lights streaming past my windshield. As I got closer to The Mirage Motel, my anxiety grew stronger. I knew Karina was waiting for me to bind her. Her impatience was different from Sera or Mara. They were both eager to feed on me and share their pleasures with a man.

Karina? Her motives were more hidden.

I pulled into the parking lot of The Mirage Motel, my mind still churning with thoughts of the ritual and what lay ahead. As I stepped out of the truck, I was relieved to see that the Main Office appeared to be empty.

"Just one more thing," I muttered.

I opened the glove box and rooted around inside it until I found an old bottle of eye drops. I twisted off the cap and emptied the bottle out the window. Screwing the cap back on, I tucked the small bottle into my pocket.

I got out of my truck and hurried towards the entry, eager to get to my room and regroup. But as soon as I pushed open the door, a familiar scent hit my nostrils, part musky animal, part sulfur.

The Skpplyt was sitting behind the front desk, watching me with those eerie, intelligent eyes. She was in her full demonic form, her black fur bristling and her long horns almost scraping the ceiling. I gritted my teeth, trying to tamp down the instinctive fear that rose up in me at the sight of her.

"Did you drive off Karina?" I asked, my voice sounding steadier than I felt.

The Skpplyt just stared at me, unblinking.

I pressed on, emboldened by her silence. "She seems terrified of you. Why is that?"

Again, no response. The Skpplyt's gaze remained fixed on me, inscrutable.

I tried a different approach. "Who sent you to visit me? Are you… are you my friend?"

The Skpplyt's ears twitched slightly, but she still didn't make a sound. I sighed, realizing that I wasn't going to get any answers out of her.

"Look, I'm going to my room," I said, edging towards the hallway. "I'd appreciate it if you could watch my back, okay?"

The Skpplyt's eyes followed me as I moved, but she remained motionless behind the desk. I couldn't tell if she understood me or not. The demon dog remained a mystery for now.

I hurried down the hall towards my room, the Skpplyt's unsettling presence still prickling at the back of my neck. I slid the brass key into the lock and turned it, the tumblers clicking into place with a satisfying sound.

As I stepped into my room, I was once again struck by how clean and tidy everything was. The bed was made with crisp, fresh sheets, the carpet looked recently vacuumed, and even the bathroom sparkled like it had just been scrubbed.

It was a question that had been nagging at me since I first checked in. Who kept the rooms at The Mirage Motel in such immaculate condition? I had never seen any cleaning staff around, just Karina and the other succubi. They didn't seem like the cleaning types. The Skpplyt? It would sooner eat me than scrub a toilet.

I shook my head, pushing these thoughts aside. There were far bigger mysteries to unravel right now.

I walked over to the desk and picked up the small shoe box that contained the lancet. Next to the notepad. I flipped to the third part, the section that dealt with Karina.

I stared at it for a long time, but the words remained unreadable. It was like they were blurred out, obscured by some unseen force. I squinted and held the paper closer to my face, but it made no difference. The instructions remained stubbornly illegible.

I considered the implications. Someone or something was actively preventing me from binding Karina. The thought was both unnerving and strangely reassuring. It felt like an unseen hand had been guiding me along a path this whole time. The Skpplyt, the notepad, the Scribe— there was an order and an intelligence pushing me to a specific outcome. And as much as I wanted to unravel the secrets of being a Binder, I had no intention of getting tangled up with Karina before I was ready.

No, my focus needed to be on the Ritual of Release. On freeing the trapped soul that Karina had imprisoned over the years. I set the notepad back down on the desk, my resolve hardening.

I stepped outside the room and took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves as I closed the door behind me. The lancet was plain and ordinary in my hand, a strange reminder of the blood magic that had already bound me to this otherworldly place.

With a quick motion, I pricked my finger, wincing slightly at the sharp sting. A bead of crimson welled up on my skin, and I quickly pressed it against the door, tracing out an intricate yet familiar ideograph.

As soon as I finished the last stroke, the blood vanished into the wood, absorbed like water into a sponge. A loud, metallic clacking sound echoed through the hallway. I knew without a doubt that my boring little motel room had disappeared, replaced by something far more exciting.

I reinserted the key into the lock and the door swung open, revealing a yawning void of darkness that seemed to stretch on forever.

I took a tentative step forward, but then froze, my heart pounding in my chest. The memory of the monster in the darkness came rushing back to me, filling me with a primal, gut-wrenching terror.

I recalled how helpless I had felt as I fought the creature in the Shadows, how its claws had raked against my skin and its rotten breath had filled my nostrils. Betrayer! it had hissed. If it hadn't been for Karina's intervention, I would have surely died in that hellish place.

Now, as I stood on the threshold of the darkness once again, I wondered if the monster was waiting for me. Would it grab me as soon as I stepped into the Shadows, dragging me down into its nightmarish realm? And if it did, could I count on Karina to come to my aid a second time?

The fear threatened to overwhelm me. It would be so easy to shut the door and flee the motel. But I knew that wasn't an option. As a Binder of demons, I had to conquer my fear. I had to make the darkness my ally instead of my enemy.

I clenched my fists, steeling myself for whatever lay ahead. I stepped forward into the blackness, feeling the familiar icy chill wash over me. My heart pounded in my chest as I braced myself for the monster's attack, my muscles tensing in anticipation of its claws and putrid breath.

But to my relief, the darkness faded almost as quickly as it had engulfed me. Warmth returned to my limbs and the comforting scent of the ocean filled my nostrils. I blinked in the sudden brightness, my eyes adjusting to the sunlight streaming through the windows of Sera's beachside apartment.

I heard a soft rustling sound and turned to see Sera emerging from the bedroom, wearing a sheer dress that accentuated her slim body. Despite the lingering unease from my trip through the shadows, I felt my cock twitch and harden at the sight of her youthful beauty on display.

Sera started to rush towards me, her face bright with joy, but then she stopped short. Her expression shifted to one of concern, frowning as she looked me up and down.

"What's wrong?" I asked, my voice sounding oddly raspy to my own ears.

Without a word, Sera gently turned me to face a full-length mirror hanging on the wall. I hissed in shock at the reflection staring back at me.

My face was gaunt and haggard, the skin sagging and wrinkled like I had aged two decades overnight. I ran a trembling hand over my head, feeling the wispy strands of hair that barely covered my scalp.

"What… what's happening to me?" I croaked, my eyes wide with horror.

"You must have been using your power in the real world," she said softly. "Magic always comes with a price, my love."

I stared at my withered reflection, a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. What had I done to myself? And more importantly, was there any way to undo it?


Chapter 5



"Anything for you."

I stared at my haggard reflection in the mirror, fighting a rising sense of panic.

"Why is this happening to me? Why am I aging like this?"

Sera gently took my hand, leading me over to the plush couch. We sat down together. She looked into my eyes with a serious expression.

"When you're here with me in my cell, you're ageless, my love," Sera explained softly. "But every time you use your powers in the outside world, it drains you. The more time you spend with us succubi, the more you'll be drained by using your powers in the real world."

"Is that why Binders don't just take over the world?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Sera nodded gravely. "Binders must be very careful about how much they use their powers or they'll die prematurely. It's a delicate balance, Evan."

"Can… can this aging be reversed?" I asked, almost afraid to hear the answer.

To my immense relief, Sera gave me a reassuring smile and kissed my cheek.

"Since you've just bound me and Mara recently, the effects of using your power will be reversed easily with time spent with us," she said, gently squeezing my hand. "But I must warn you, my love. The longer you spend with us, the more reluctant you must be to ever use your powers in the outside world."

I nodded slowly, trying to process everything she had told me. It was a lot to take in. The implications were frightening and I understood the dangers of the path I had chosen.

"I understand," I said. "I'll be careful, I promise. I won't let temptation control me."

"I know you won't, my love," she murmured. "We'll face this together. And with time, you'll grow stronger and so much more resilient. The power will become a part of you, rather than something that burdens you."

I felt a surge of warmth and affection for Sera. She was the gentlest of the three succubi, the one with the warmest heart. I pulled her into my arms, holding her close. She was a comfort to me, one I desperately needed right now.

We kissed and I again saw the hunger in Sera's eyes as she gazed at me longingly. She pressed her body against mine, her voice taking on a pleading tone.

"Evan, my love, I've missed you so much," she breathed, trailing her fingers down my chest. "I know this is a shock to you and I promise to guide you through your recovery. But… I'm starving. I need to feed. Please, let me taste you."

Her request was no surprise. My dick was hard and ready. It seemed like these days I was in a constant state of arousal. It was worrying me more and more.

"Sera, I'm constantly on edge lately," I confessed. "My cock is always hard, my balls are always aching to cum. Is this going to become permanent? Will it keep increasing?"

"I don't know for sure," she admitted. "But I have heard stories of Binders who become so consumed by their need for release that they abandon the real world entirely, spending their whole lives with us succubi, feeding us. We are greedy. We would devour you for eternity if we could."

"Even you?"

"Even me, my love."

My mind flashed to the image of Desire, the withered old man sitting alone in his room, trapped between life and death. A chill ran through me as I turned back to Sera.

"Have you ever heard of a man who tried to bind Karina, but was consumed by her instead?" I asked, my voice low. "He's forgotten his own name, and now he just calls himself Desire."

"I don't know him personally, but if he tried to bind Karina without being a true Binder like you, then it's no surprise that she consumed him," she said. "Karina is the most powerful and dangerous of us all. Only a true Binder could hope to control her."

I nodded slowly, the weight of her words sinking in. I knew I had to be careful, to not let my desires and the succubi's hunger consume me entirely. But with Sera pressed against me, her need so strong, I couldn't think straight.

I felt my resolve weakening as Sera pressed her body against me, her eyes filled with desperate hunger.

"Please, my love," she begged, her voice barely above a whisper. "I need you so badly. Let me taste you, let me feed on your essence."

My balls ached for release, the constant state of arousal becoming almost unbearable. But I knew I had to stay focused, to not let myself get lost in the succubi's insatiable hunger while I had a task to perform.

"Sera, I need your help with something first. Can you do that for me?"

"Anything for you, Evan," she breathed. "Just tell me what you need."

I took a deep breath, focusing on what I'd read in the composition notebook.

"I want you to take us somewhere," I said. "Somewhere where we can see the Northern Lights illuminating the sky. Can you do that?"

A smile spread across Sera's face, and she nodded excitedly. "I know the perfect place. Hold on tight, my love."

Before I could even blink, the room around us dissolved, the walls and furniture fading away into nothingness. I felt a strange sensation of weightlessness, as if I were floating in a vast, empty space.

And then, just as suddenly as it had begun, the sensation stopped. I found myself standing on a rocky hill overlooking a barren landscape of broken stone and ice. It was night, but the sky above us was alive with the most incredible display of lights I had ever seen.

The Northern Lights danced and swirled across the sky, painting the heavens in shades of green, blue, and purple. The colors shifted and changed, pulsing and undulating like some otherworldly ocean waves. It was like watching a dance, the wash of lights swaying to music we could not hear.

I stood there, transfixed by the beauty of it all, feeling a sense of awe and wonder that I had never experienced before. Sera stood beside me, her hand intertwined with mine. I could feel the warmth of her skin against my own.

"Please, my love," she begged, her voice barely above a whisper. "Let me feed."

I nodded, unable to tear my gaze away from the sky. Sera pulled me gently towards a nearby mound of snow. She sat and pulled me toward her. The snow was soft and cool beneath me as I lay down, Sera climbing on top of me. She pulled off my pants, my cock springing free, already hard and ready.

Sera's eyes flickered with hunger as she lowered herself onto me, her wet pussy enveloping my cock. She began to ride me, her small breasts bouncing in her dress, her face filling my vision.

The colors from the Northern Lights washed over her features, making her seem like a vision of another world. I could feel myself getting closer, my balls tightening.

"Can I cum, my love?" Sera gasped, her body shuddering.

"Yes," I said, and with a cry, she came, her pussy clenching around my cock.

I was close, too.

"Feed," I grunted, and Sera quickly climbed off of me, stuffing my hardness into her mouth just as the first pulse of cum spurted from my cock.

She swallowed eagerly, her throat clenching around the head of my cock as I came. The pleasure was intense, and I found myself smiling, looking up at the Northern Lights as I listened to the wet, joyful sounds of Sera swallowing my load.

After a few moments, she climbed back onto me, her body pressed against mine.

"Thank you, my love," she whispered, and I could feel her contentment, her love for her Binder.

I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close. Together, we watched the Northern Lights, our bodies warm and content. It was a beautiful moment… one that could not last.

I look into Sera's eyes, seeing them shining with devotion. I took a deep breath, my heart heavy with what was about to do.

"Sera, I need something else from you," I said, sitting up.

"Anything, my love. I'll give you anything."

I saw the hope in her eyes, the anticipation. I knew she thought I was going to ask for something sexual, something to pleasure me. But that's not what I needed.

I kissed her forehead. "This is the last time I'll see you, Sera."

She laughed, the sound light and airy. "Oh, Evan. You're always teasing me."

I didn't return her smile. I held her gaze, my voice firm.

"I'm serious, Sera. After tonight, I'll never summon you again."

Her laughter died, her smile faded. Fear crept into her eyes, her body tensing.

"Why, Evan? Why are you doing this?"

I shrugged, my voice nonchalant. "I have all I need sexually with Mara. She can give me whatever fantasy I want. She can be anyone who dreams and can make the impossible happen. And once I bind Karina, she and Mara will be all I need."

"Evan, please!" Sera cried out, her voice rough with panic. "I can be better. I can please you more. I can-"

"Enough, Sera."

"No, my love! I can give you the world. My power⁠—"

I cut her off, my voice harsh. "Power? You're fucking useless, Sera. A goddamned child compared to Mara and especially Karina. You can't even change your form. You're stuck like this, forever."

Her face crumpled, tears welling up in her eyes. "No, my love. Please!"

"Stop clutching at me! And don't cry, Sera. It's fucking gross."

But she couldn't stop, her body shaking with sobs. I sighed in irritation, pulling the small empty bottle of eye drops from my pocket. I held it to her face, my voice cold.

"At least your tears will be useful."

I collected some of her tears, my heart aching. I knew I was hurting her, but I couldn't stop. Not until I had her tears. Not until I had the third ingredient for The Ritual of Release.

My hands shaking, I screw the cap back on the bottle, locking in the precious tears of my succubus lover.

"Come to me, Sera."

I pulled Sera into my arms, holding her tight as she sobbed against my chest. My heart ached with guilt and remorse, knowing that I had caused her this pain. I stroked her hair, murmuring apologies into her ear.

"Sera, my love, I'm so sorry," I whispered, my voice thick with emotion. "Everything I said, it was all a lie. A horrible, cruel trick to make you cry. I didn't mean any of it, I swear."

Sera looked up at me, her blue eyes shimmering with tears. "But why, Evan? Why would you do something so awful?"

I took a deep breath, knowing that I owed her the truth. "I needed your tears, Sera. For the Ritual of Release."

She frowned, confusion etched on her face. "The Ritual of Release? What is that?"

I grimaced, running a hand through my hair. "Do you remember the old man I told you about? The one who calls himself Desire, trapped in the last room of The Mirage Motel?"

"Karina drained him, didn't she? And then she just discarded him?"

I nodded grimly. "Yes. And I promised him that I would release him from his torment. I found the Ritual of Release, and I've been gathering the elements needed to perform it."

I reached into my pocket, pulling out the small bottle containing Sera's tears.

"I already have the first two elements. A petal from an extinct angel's trumpet flower, and a wedding ring from a broken marriage. And now, your tears."

I trailed off, unable to put into words the things I had read in the spell. The cruelty required to get a genuine tear from a succubus was unavoidable.

"I'm so sorry, Sera. I knew that I needed a real, heartfelt tear from you. And the only way to get that was to be so horrible to you. To play on your deepest fear of being alone. Forgive me?"

Sera looked at me, her eyes filled with a mix of hurt and understanding.

"I forgive you, Evan," she said softly, reaching up to cup my face in her hands. "I know you didn't mean those things. And I'm just so relieved that you still want me, that you're not going to abandon me."

"I wouldn't do that."

She pressed her forehead against mine, her voice barely above a whisper. "I couldn't bear to be alone again, Evan. Not without you. You're everything to me."

I held her close, feeling the warmth of her body against mine.

"I'm not going anywhere, Sera," I promised. "I'll always be here for you, no matter what. You'll never be alone again, I swear it."


Chapter 6



"Dreams of a young girl."

I awoke with a start, my heart pounding in my chest. For a moment, I was disoriented, unsure of where I was. The bland, beige walls of the motel room slowly came into focus, and I let out a sigh. I was back in the real world, back in my life.

The past several days with Sera had been a whirlwind of sex and adventure. We had traveled the world together, exploring far-off lands and fucking in exotic locations. I smiled as I recalled the deserted beach in Tahiti, the way the sand had felt beneath my knees as I pounded Sera doggy style while we watched the sun setting over the ocean. I made a mental note to take Sera back there soon.

Sera had told me that I needed this time with her to recover from using my powers. Changing my form, sneaking into the Museum's archives, even viewing the history of Tabitha and her husband had all taken a toll on me, both physically and emotionally.

But by the end of my time with Sera, I was feeling like myself again. My skin had lost its sickly pallor, and the dark circles under my eyes had faded. Even my hair had returned, much to my relief.

Sera had assured me that time passed differently when I was with her. That even though it felt like we had been gone for days, in reality, it had only been a matter of hours. I wasn't sure how that worked, but I was grateful for it. I couldn't afford to be gone from the real world for too long.

I stretched, feeling the satisfying pop of my joints as I moved. I knew I needed to get back to work, to continue my preparations to carry out the Ritual of Release and eventually bind Karina. But for now, I allowed myself a moment to bask in the memories of my time with Sera.

I thought back to the way she had looked at me, her blue eyes shining with love and devotion. The way her body had felt against mine, soft and yielding. The way she had whispered my name, her voice filled with genuine desire.

I knew I was falling for her, that I was in danger of losing my heart to a demon. I didn't care. All that mattered was the way she made me feel, the way she filled the empty parts inside of me.

I needed to be careful, though. I couldn't let my feelings for Sera distract me from the tasks ahead. But for now, I allowed myself to indulge in the pleasure my succubus lover offered me.

How much time has passed out here?

I glanced around the motel room, irritated at the lack of windows. The place felt like a tomb, sealed off from the outside world. I had no idea what time it was or how long I had been gone.

Fumbling for my phone, I pressed the button to light up the screen. Early evening on Saturday. I let out a low exhalation of amazement. Somehow, I had spent a week with Sera, exploring the world and losing myself in her embrace, and yet less than a day had passed in the real world.

As I scrolled through my notifications, a message from Angela caught my eye. "Looking forward to seeing you for dinner tonight!" it read, followed by a string of emojis. My heart sank as I realized I had completely forgotten about our plans.

I checked the time on the message and felt a jolt of panic. I had just an hour to get to Angela's house, and I was a mess. My clothes were rumpled, my hair was a tangled mess, and I smelled like sex and sweat.

"Shit," I muttered under my breath, leaping to my feet.

I grabbed my duffel bag and started rummaging through it, looking for a clean shirt and a pair of jeans before heading to the bathroom.

I stood in front of the bathroom mirror, staring at my reflection. For a moment, I was tempted to use my powers to make myself presentable. It would be so easy to snap my fingers and have my hair styled, my clothes pressed, and my skin clean and scented.

But I knew that the price of using my powers carelessly was too high. I couldn't afford to waste my energy on something as trivial as my appearance.

With a sigh, I turned on the shower and stepped under the hot spray. The water felt good against my skin, washing away the sweat and grime of the past few days. I lathered up with soap, scrubbing every inch of my body until I felt clean and refreshed.

After my shower, I quickly shaved and brushed my teeth. I threw on a clean pair of jeans and a button-down shirt, hoping that Angela wouldn't notice the wrinkles. I grabbed my keys and dashed out of my room, praying that I wouldn't run into the Skpplyt or Karina on my way out.

To my relief, the parking lot was empty. I jumped into my truck and peeled out of the lot, my tires squealing against the asphalt. I glanced at the clock on my dashboard and cursed under my breath. I was already running late, and I didn't want to keep Angela waiting any longer than necessary.

Half an hour later, I pulled up in front of Angela's house. She was sitting on the porch, looking beautiful in a sundress and sandals. When she saw me, she stood up and waved, a smile spreading across her face.

I parked my truck and got out, feeling a sudden rush of nerves. Despite my sexual adventures with Sera, there was something different about being with a real woman.

Maybe it's because Angela has her own will and freedom. She is not bound to you, not like Sera and Mara. Angela is her own person. You gotta earn her affection.

I walked up the path to her porch and Angela came to meet me. She threw her arms around me, hugging me tightly. I buried my face in her hair, breathing in the scent of her shampoo. Angela was warm and soft and real, and holding her in my arms felt like coming home.

For a moment, I forgot about the succubi and the Ritual of Release and all the craziness of the past few days. All that mattered was the feeling of Angela's body against mine, the warmth of her skin, and the beat of her heart.

"You're late, dude."

"I know. Sorry."

Angela ran her hand through my damp hair. "You come here straight from the shower?"

"Had to clean myself up," I said. "I was grimy from some adventures."

"Anything you want to share with me?"

"Not right now. Maybe someday."

"Ooh, all mysterious. I like that."

Angela led me into the house, her hand warm in mine. Everything was as I remembered it from my first Dreamland visit here with Mara. The living room was small but cozy, with colorful blankets draped over the furniture and family photos hanging on the walls.

In a corner by the TV, an elderly woman sat in a recliner, her legs covered by a crocheted afghan.

"Mamá, this is Evan," Angela said, switching to Spanish. "The man I told you about, who saved me from those pendejos the other night."

Mrs. Garcia looked me up and down, her dark eyes sharp and assessing.

"Ay, mija, he's very handsome for a man his age," she replied in Spanish, a sly smile on her face. "If I were a few years younger, I might try to steal him away from you."

Angela laughed, her cheeks flushing pink.

"Mamá, behave yourself!" she chided, but I could tell she was pleased by her mother's approval.

I kept my face carefully neutral, pretending not to understand their conversation. But thanks to Mara's gift, I could understand every word. It was strange, having this secret knowledge that no one else was aware of. I felt like a spy with information I wasn't supposed to have.

Mrs. Garcia turned to me, her expression growing serious.

"Evan, I want to thank you for what you did for my daughter," she said in heavily accented English. "Angela, she is a good girl. She has given up so much to take care of me and her brother, Julio. I don't know what I would do without her."

I nodded, feeling a lump form in my throat. "It was nothing, Mrs. Garcia. I'm just glad I was there to help."

Mrs. Garcia reached into the pocket of her housecoat and pulled out a small object. It was a rosary, the beads worn smooth from years of use.

"Take this," she said, pressing it into my hand. "It's from my hometown in Mexico. It will protect you."

I closed my fingers around the rosary, feeling the weight of it in my palm. "Thank you, Mrs. Garcia. I'll keep it close."

"I haven't been back to Mexico in a long time, but I still dream of it," Mrs. Garcia said. "Dreams of a young girl. You know? Happy times. I hope this gives you good dreams too."

I met Mrs. Garcia's gaze. "It will. And I promise, Mrs. Garcia, you'll have good dreams tonight. Dreams of your childhood home. The best dreams you've ever had."

Mrs. Garcia smiled, her eyes crinkling at the corners. "I hope so."

"I promise," I assured her.

Mrs. Garcia turned to Angela and spoke in rapid Spanish. "He's a good man, mija. Take care of him."

"I will."

Mrs. Garcia excused herself, saying she was going to rest and watch her telenovelas. Angela took my hand and led me through the small house, out the back door to the tiny backyard.

Her brother Julio sat in a lawn chair, his eyes glued to a small TV perched on a rickety card table. The mouthwatering smell of sausages sizzling on a small charcoal grill filled the air.

Angela pulled over another chair for me and I sank into it gratefully, suddenly realizing how hungry I was.

"Julio, say hi to Evan," Angela prodded gently, handing me a paper plate piled with chips.

Julio glanced over and gave me a shy smile. "Hi Evan. You like Futbol?"

"I don't know much about it," I admitted, squirting ketchup on my hot dog bun. "But I'm always up for learning something new."

That was all the encouragement Julio needed. As we ate, he provided an enthusiastic play-by-play, peppering it with stories about his favorite players. I tried to follow along, but I kept getting distracted by the feel of Angela's hand in mine, her thumb gently caressing my palm.

All too soon, the game ended and it was time for me to head out. Angela walked me around the side of the house to my truck. In the shadowy twilight, she turned to face me, her eyes bright in the fading light.

"I had a really nice time tonight," she said softly, reaching up to straighten the collar of my shirt.

"Me too," I replied, my voice husky. "Your family is wonderful."

"What was all that about my mom having good dreams tonight?"

I shrugged. "I just kinda know these things. And I promise she will have good dreams. Julio, too."

Angela cocked an eyebrow at me. "You're a very different kind of man, Evan. Who are you really?"

"Just a guy who loves your tacos, Angela."

Angela smiled, then stretched up on her tiptoes and pressed her lips to mine. The kiss started off gentle but quickly turned heated. I wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her tight against me as I deepened the kiss, loving the feel of her pillowy breasts pressed against my chest. Her mouth opened under mine and I lost myself in the sweet taste of her.

After a long moment, Angela pulled back, her cheeks flushed and her breathing ragged.

"Goodnight, Evan," she whispered.

Angela turned and dashed back into the house, leaving me standing there, my head spinning and my pulse pounding.

"Good night, Angela."


Chapter 7



"Only for my Binder."

I drove back to The Mirage Motel in a daze, the city lights blurring together as I sped down the dark streets. My mind kept replaying the kiss with Angela, the way her soft lips had molded to mine, the sweet taste of her mouth. I could still feel the warmth of her body pressed against me, the silky strands of her black hair tangled in my fingers.

My erection strained against my jeans as I pulled into the parking lot, urgent lust throbbing through me. I adjusted myself as I got out of the truck, trying to tamper down my hardness. But it was no use. The memory of Angela's kiss, the reality of her, had touched on something inside me.

I took a deep breath as I walked towards the Main Office, steeling myself to face Karina. I'd avoided her for too long. I knew the oldest demon would sense the change in me, would smell Angela's scent on my skin. And I knew she wouldn't be happy about it. Karina had made it clear that she didn't like to share her toys.

But when I pushed open the door, Karina was nowhere to be seen. Instead, the Skpplyt sat in front of the closet door that led to Karina's room, her black fur gleaming in the dim light. She lifted her massive head as I entered, her eyes glowing an eerie red.

"Keeping Karina on a tight leash, eh?" I asked, eyeing the Skpplyt warily.

The demon hound glared back at me, her red eyes smoldering with barely contained menace, but I couldn't help the grin that spread across my face. The euphoria from kissing Angela still buzzed through my veins, making me feel invincible. Reckless, even.

"I think I'm going to pet you," I declared, taking a step towards the Skpplyt. "What do you think about that, girl?"

A deep, rumbling growl emanated from her throat as she rose to her full height, her horns nearly scraping the ceiling. The air crackled with dark energy, the scent of musk and sulfur filling my nostrils.

But I wasn't afraid. Not anymore.

"Cut the act," I said, my voice steady. "I know you're here to help me. To guide me. To protect me."

I reached out my hand, my fingers trembling slightly. The Skpplyt bared her teeth, her eyes flashing with warning. But I didn't back down.

Gently, I stroked the soft fur of her neck, marveling at the silky texture. For a moment, the Skpplyt remained tense, her muscles coiled and ready to strike.

But then, something shifted. The demon hound shrank back to her normal size, her horns disappearing as if they had never been there at all. She leaned into my touch, a soft whine escaping her throat as she licked my hand.

"That's right," I murmured, scratching behind her ears. "We're going to be great friends, you and me."

A kiss from Angela and a lick from the demon hound. Things are going my way.

With a last pat, I turned and headed down the hallway towards my room, leaving the Skpplyt behind. My mind was already racing ahead to the next task required of me.

I went into my room and grabbed the lancet and notepad, flipping through the pages one last time. My eyes skimmed over the passages on Mara and Sera, but when I got to Karina's section, the words remained an incomprehensible jumble. Someone or something was still keeping me from binding the powerful succubus. I appreciated the effort to guide me.

With a deep breath, I stepped out of the room and closed the door behind me. I pricked my finger with the lancet, wincing slightly at the sharp sting, and carefully drew the intricate ideograph on the wooden surface. The moment I finished, I heard a familiar metallic clang as the door unlocked itself.

I took a deep breath and turned the handle, stepping into the frigid blackness beyond. For a brief moment, fear gripped me as I remembered the monster that had attacked me before. But the feeling quickly passed as I crossed the threshold into Mara's luxurious apartment.

The first thing I noticed was the view. Through the large picture window, I could see the glittering skyline of Manhattan, the city lights twinkling like stars against the inky black sky. It was a breathtaking sight. Soft jazz floated through the vanilla-scented air.

I was so absorbed by the view that I didn't hear Mara approach me until she was right beside me. She was dressed in a gauzy, see-through nightgown, her blonde hair tumbling over her shoulders in soft curls.

"Welcome back, beloved," she purred, leaning in to kiss my cheek.

But even as her lips brushed against my skin, all I could think about was Angela. The memory of our kiss, the feel of her body against mine, blotted out any other thoughts.

Without a word, I pushed Mara to her knees in front of me. She looked up at me with wide, surprised eyes, but I could see the hunger lurking behind them.

"Feed," I commanded, my voice rough with desire.

Mara hurriedly opened my pants and pulled out my rigid tool. Her hungry mouth enveloped my cock, her tongue working the head as she sucked me deep into her throat. I groaned, my fingers tangling in her blonde hair as I stared out the window at the glittering Manhattan skyline.

Angela's face flashed in my mind, the memory of our kiss still fresh on my lips. I tried to focus on Mara, on the sensation of her mouth on me, but I couldn't turn away from thinking about Angela.

Mara seemed to sense my hesitation and she redoubled her efforts, her head bobbing up and down, sucking me harder and faster until I was gasping for breath. I could feel the familiar tension building in my balls, the pressure growing until I thought I might burst.

And then I was there, my cock spurting cum into Mara's greedy mouth as she moaned with pleasure. She swallowed every drop, licking her lips as she looked up at me with a satisfied smile.

But I wasn't done yet. My cock was still hard, still throbbing with the need for release. I pushed her head back onto my dripping cock.

"More," I ordered her, and Mara was happy to oblige.

She sucked me again and again, her mouth and tongue working in perfect harmony as she brought me to orgasm over and over. I could feel myself getting lightheaded, my vision swimming as I struggled to stay upright, my unending cum gushing down the beautiful demon's throat.

Finally, I couldn't take it anymore. I pushed Mara away, my cock slipping out of her mouth with a sodden slurp. A few drops of cum splattered on the floor and Mara eagerly lapped them up, her tongue darting out like a snake's.

"You've had your fill?" I said, my voice hoarse.

"For now, beloved," she purred.

I pulled Mara to her feet, my hands gripping her slender arms as I looked into her eyes. She gazed back at me, her expression a mixture of contentment and curiosity.

"I have a question for you," I said.

Mara smiled, her lips and chin still glistening with my semen.

"Anything for you, my Binder," she said, her tongue darting out to lick a stray drop of cum from the corner of her mouth.

"Why can't I see your reflection?" I asked. "In the mirror, in windows, in anything?"

Mara's smile faltered, her eyes growing distant. "Reflections require a soul. And we succubi no longer have one."

"But you know what you look like, don't you?" I asked, my fingers brushing against her cheek. "You know how beautiful you are?"

Mara leaned into my touch, her eyes fluttering closed. "I know from the reactions of men. That is enough for me."

I hesitated, a thought nagging at the back of my mind as I looked over her gorgeous face.

"Have you always been beautiful?"

Mara's eyes snapped open, a flash of panic crossing her face. She tried to pull away, a forced laugh escaping her lips.

"What a question," she said, her voice too bright. "Why would you ask such a thing?"

But I held her fast, my grip tightening on her arms.

"You kissed the iron ring," I reminded her, my voice firm. "You are bound to me, and you must tell me the truth. Were you always beautiful?"

Mara's shoulders slumped, a pained look crossing her face. She was silent for a long moment, her eyes searching mine as if looking for a way out. But there was none.

"No," she whispered finally, her voice barely audible. "I was not always beautiful."

I nodded, my suspicions confirmed. "When you described the suitors who came to marry you, you were so sure they were not interested in you. Was it because you knew you were not attractive?"

Mara's eyes filled with tears, her lower lip trembling.

"Yes," she admitted, her voice breaking. "I was ugly, Evan. So ugly that no man would have me."

I looked into Mara's tear-filled eyes, my heart aching for her. But I knew what I had to do.

"Show me," I said softly, my voice firm but gentle. "Show me what you looked like before you were turned."

Mara's eyes widened in horror, a desperate plea forming on her lips.

"Please, Evan," she begged, her voice trembling. "Please don't make me do this. I can't bear for you to see me like that."

"There can be no secrets between us, Mara," I said. "You must show me your true face before you were turned. I need to see all of you, not just the beautiful parts."

Mara closed her eyes, tears slipping down her cheek. "You don't know what you're asking of me."

"I do."

"Will you reconsider, beloved? Please?"

"No."

Mara nodded, defeat written across her lovely face.

"I would never do this for any man," she whispered. "Only for my Binder."

"I know," I said softly, my hand cupping her cheek. "And that's why I'm asking it of you."

Mara took a deep, shuddering breath, and then she turned away from me. I watched in fascination as her body changed, shrinking down until she was barely 4'10" tall. Her blonde hair darkened and became greasy, hanging in limp strands around her face. Her back hunched, and her body grew fat, her curves disappearing into rolls of flesh.

"Turn around," I said gently, my voice barely above a whisper.

Slowly, Mara turned to face me, her head lowered in shame. I reached out and took her chin in my hand, lifting her face up to meet my gaze.

I couldn't help the sharp intake of breath as I took in her appearance. Her brow was thick and jutting, her eyes different sizes and set too close together. Her nose was huge and bulbous, her skin marked with pox scars and acne. Her teeth were crooked and yellow, her jaw heavy and manly, her scabby chin dotted with coarse hairs.

But it was the look in Mara's eyes that broke my heart. They were filled with such pain and vulnerability, such fear of rejection.

"I can see the disgust in your eyes," Mara said softly, another tear slipping down her scarred cheek.

But there was no disgust in my heart, only a deep sense of empathy and understanding. I reached out and plucked a single strand of her greasy black hair, placing it carefully in my pocket.

"Thank you," I said softly, my voice filled with genuine gratitude. "Thank you for showing me your true face and for helping me obtain the element I needed."

Mara looked up at me in surprise, her eyes searching mine for any sign of revulsion or rejection. But there was none to be found.

I pulled Mara close, wrapping my arms around her tightly. Her body felt soft and vulnerable in my embrace, so different from the confident succubus I was used to.

"I'm sorry," I murmured into her hair. "I'm sorry I made you show me your true face. But I had to obtain one of your hairs for the Ritual of Release."

Mara looked up at me, her mismatched eyes searching my face.

"Why?" she asked, her raspy voice barely above a whisper.

"There's an old man, trapped in a room at the motel," I said slowly. "He wants nothing more than to be in the world again. And I can free him with this ritual."

Mara's brow furrowed in confusion. "But how did you know you needed my hair?"

"I can't put it into words," I admitted. "The notebook told me that I needed a kind of 'thread of shame' from my succubus. And somehow, I was able to understand what that meant."

I leaned down and pressed a gentle kiss to Mara's forehead. "Thank you for trusting me enough to show me your true self."

Mara was quiet for a moment, her eyes distant. Then she looked up at me, a hesitant hope in her gaze.

"Can I go back to how I was?" she asked, her voice small and uncertain.

I smiled, brushing a strand of greasy hair from her face. "You can look however you want, Mara."

Mara closed her eyes, and I watched in awe as her body changed once more. Her skin smoothed and cleared, her hair lightening to its usual golden blonde. Her curves returned, her body lengthening and slimming until she was the stunning beauty I had come to know.

When she opened her eyes, they were narrowed with mischief.

"If you truly want to make amends," she said, her voice low and seductive, "you will fuck me."

"It would be my pleasure," I murmured. "After we're done, we need to visit some friends. I promised them good dreams."

"And it will be my pleasure," Mara said.

Mara took me by the hand and led me to the bedroom, her hips swaying with each step. I followed eagerly, my dick once again throbbing with anticipation.


Chapter 8



"My beloved bride is waiting for me."

I sat in my truck parked at the worksite, the composition notebook open on my lap. The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the empty lot as I flipped through the pages, going over the Ritual of Release one more time.

I needed to focus, to prepare myself for what was to come. I couldn't afford any distractions or temptations, and I especially didn't want any interference from Karina. That's why I chose to review the ritual here, away from the motel and the succubi's influence.

I mentally went over the elements I had gathered. The petal of the extinct wild angels' trumpet flower, a delicate thing that had been preserved for decades in the University Botanical Museum. A wedding ring from a broken marriage, the metal still infused with Tabitha's grief and betrayal. The pained tears Sera shed in a moment of vulnerability and loneliness. And a hair from the true form of Mara, a symbol of her deepest shame and insecurity.

With these four objects, I would add my own contribution to the ritual. The book showed me what I needed to do, the words I needed to say. It was a heavy responsibility, but one I was determined to see through.

The Ritual of Release would free the old man who called himself Desire, trapped in that room at The Mirage Motel for far too long. I couldn't imagine the torment he must have endured, the endless years of isolation and despair.

But I could do something about it. I could give him the freedom he so desperately craved, the chance to walk in the world again. It was a dangerous task, but one I knew I had to get done.

I closed the composition notebook and took a deep breath, steeling myself for what was to come. It was time to return to the motel and perform the ritual.

I started the truck and pulled out of the lot, my mind focused on the task ahead. When I pulled into the parking lot of The Mirage Motel, the sun had set, casting the place in an eerie darkness that seemed to swallow the light. I noticed the Main Office was empty, no sign of Karina or the Skpplyt. It was just me and the crumpled paper bag in my hand, holding the hard-won elements for the Ritual of Release.

I made my way to the last room at the end of the motel, my footsteps echoing in the silence. The window was dark, and I couldn't see inside. I took out the brass key, the metal cold against my skin, and unlocked the door.

I stepped into the room and shut the door behind me, the click of the latch sounding impossibly loud in the stillness. When I turned around, I saw him— the old man who called himself Desire, sitting in his chair by the bed. He looked exactly as I remembered, withered and frail, his suit from another era.

"Who are you?" he asked, his voice thin and gasping.

"I'm Evan. I'm here to release you."

Desire's eyes widened, and a flicker of recognition passed over his face.

"I remember you," he said slowly. "But it seems like years since you first visited. I thought it was all a dream."

"It's no dream," I assured him. "I'm really here, and I have everything I need to set you free."

I held up the paper bag. Desire's bleary gaze locked onto it, a mixture of hope and fear in his eyes.

"You're really going to do it?" he whispered. "You're going to release me from this prison?"

"I am," I replied firmly. "I made a promise and I intend to keep it."

I reached into the paper bag and pulled out the small metal bowl I had bought from a local dollar store. It was plain and unadorned, but it would serve its purpose.

I laid the bowl on the bed. Reaching into the bag again, I placed the delicate petal of the extinct wild angel's trumpet flower into the bowl, the fragile thing seeming to glow in the dim light.

"Brllkyt luz Mur," I intoned, the words feeling strange on my tongue.

Next, I took out Tabitha's wedding ring and placed it in the bowl beside the petal. The thin gold band rattled against the metal bowl.

"Kopplyth luz Mur," I said, my voice growing stronger.

I retrieved the small bottle containing Sera's tears, shaking the precious drops into the bowl.

"Assumyt luz Mur," I said, feeling a sting of emotion as I remembered the panic in Sera's eyes.

I carefully placed the hair from Mara's true form into the bowl, the strand seeming to writhe and twist of its own accord.

"Tryythy luz Mur," I said, my voice ringing out in the stillness.

I took a deep breath and pulled out the lancet, pricking my finger and letting my blood drip into the bowl.

"Vazzca luz Mur," I intoned, feeling a strange power building in the room.

Now comes the ugly part.

With a grimace, I took out my erect penis and masturbated into the bowl. For the first time in a long time, I felt absolutely no arousal. Summoning thoughts of Sera or Mara left me cold. Desire watched me frantically stroking my softening penis, his withered face blank.

Come on, come on!

It was Angela who rescued me. Remembering her face, her lips, her body was enough. I got hard again, my balls tightening. With a grunt, I finished, splashing the bowl with my semen.

"Drawttyz luz Mur," I said, my face flushed with embarrassment and arousal.

I quickly put my penis away and glanced at Desire, who was watching me with a mixture of hope and fear. I held the bowl over his head, my hands shivering.

"HOSSAYYD LUZ MUR!" I shouted, my voice echoing in the small room.

Desire let out a groan, his eyes widening in shock and disbelief. For a moment, he seemed to flicker and fade, his form becoming translucent. Then, with a last gasp, he vanished entirely, leaving only an empty chair behind.

I stumbled back, the bowl tumbling from my numb fingers, my eyes wide with shock as I stared at the empty chair where Desire had been just moments before. I had expected him to manifest in the real world, to become flesh and blood again. I had even come up with a plan to drop the old man off at a nearby hospital so he could get the medical attention he desperately needed.

But instead, he had simply vanished, leaving no trace behind. Where did he go? What happened to him?

"Desire is dead," a male voice said from behind me, startling me out of my thoughts. "He died a long time ago."

I spun around, my heart pounding in my chest as a tall man stepped out of the shadows. He had long black hair and a handsome face that looked exhausted, as if he had been carrying a heavy burden for a long time.

"Desire is finally free," the man continued, his eyes locking with mine. "And so am I."

I took a step back, my hand instinctively reaching for my pocket knife.

"Who are you?" I demanded.

The man smiled, a weary expression that didn't quite reach his eyes.

"I have many names," he replied, his voice low and smooth. "But I am best known as Caius, the False Star of the East. It is good to finally meet you, Evan."

My eyes widened in surprise as he greeted me by name. "How do you know who I am?"

Caius took a step closer, his gaze never leaving mine. "I was the one who brought you to the motel. I sent the Skpplyt to guide you."

"You?" I accused, my voice rising. "You're the one behind all this? Why? What do you want from me?"

Caius's expression turned serious, his eyes boring into mine with an intensity that made me want to look away. The air seemed to crackle around him.

"I am the true Binder of the succubi," he said, his words heavy with meaning. "And now, Evan, you will take my place."

Suddenly looking exhausted, Caius sat on the chair where Desire had been. Warily, I sat on the bed opposite Caius, my mind churning with questions. Caius looked spent, his face lined with weariness and his eyes haunted by some unseen burden.

"Why me?" I asked, my voice sounding small in the room's stillness. "Why did you choose me to replace you?"

Caius shook his head, his shoulders slumping as if the weight of the world was pressing down on him.

"I am tired, Evan," he said. "I have been bound to the succubi for centuries, and I yearn for the simple pleasures of mortal life."

"Is that why you disappeared?"

He paused for a moment, his eyes distant as if lost in some bittersweet memory.

"I fell in love," he said, a wistful smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "A beautiful girl, a waitress at a diner. She was kind and gentle, with a laugh that could light up the darkest room."

I leaned forward, drawn in by the raw emotion in his voice. "What happened?"

Caius's face darkened, his eyes filling with a deep sadness.

"She became pregnant," he said, his voice heavy with regret. "And I knew then that I had to free myself from the succubi, to live out the rest of my life with my new bride and child."

His lips twisted into a bitter smile. "But Karina would not allow it. She would not be unbound and untethered to this world. So she tricked me with her powers, enslaving me in the Shadows as her prisoner. I was helpless to resist her, to break free from her hold on me. She is so strong, Evan. Stronger than you could ever know."

"You've been trapped all this time?" I asked. "Like the old man?"

"Yes. But I still had some strength. And I had my beloved Skpplyt. Together we waited until a true Binder came to release me and take my place. That true Binder is you, Evan. I have guided you as best I could from my prison. I even tried to contact you in the Shadows. I tried to warn you of Karina, warn you that she was the Betrayer! But you were too scared to listen."

My eyes widened in shock as the realization hit me like a ton of bricks. "It was you! You were the one who grabbed me in the Shadows, not some monster."

Caius nodded, his expression grim. "I am no monster, Evan. Karina was not doing you a favor when she chased me away. She was protecting her own interests, as she always does."

"But why me?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. "Why did you choose me to be your successor?"

Caius laughed, a bitter sound that held no mirth. "Have you not figured it out yet, Evan? Why can you bind more than one succubus? Why could you open the safe with your blood?"

"I… I don't know," I admitted, feeling a sense of unease growing in the pit of my stomach.

Caius's expression softened, and he leaned forward in his chair. "I impregnated my beautiful bride forty-five years ago. And then I was imprisoned by Karina."

He paused for a moment, his eyes searching mine.

"How old are you, Evan?" he asked softly.

I sputtered, my eyes widening in shock as the truth hit me like a punch to the gut.

"Forty-four," I choked out.

"And who raised you?"

"I was raised by the Schmidt family," I said. "The Schmidts eventually adopted me. They were my true parents."

Caius shook his head, a sad smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "You bear your father's name, Evan. Fosster. The False Star. You are my son."

I stared at Caius in shock, my mind reeling as I took in his features. The shape of his nose, the curve of his jaw, the way his eyes crinkled at the corners when he smiled? They were all so familiar, so much like my own.

The truth settled into my bones, a heavy weight that I couldn't shrug off. Caius was my father, the man who gave me life and then disappeared before I even had a chance to know him.

Caius saw the recognition in my face and nodded grimly, his eyes filled with sadness and regret.

"What happened to my mother?" I asked.

"She died of a broken heart," he said softly, his voice thick with emotion. "She never recovered from losing me, from raising our son alone."

Suddenly, Caius shivered and groaned, his face contorting in pain.

"I don't have much time left," he said, his voice strained. "When you freed Desire, the bonds holding me prisoner also dissolved."

I felt a surge of panic, my heart pounding in my chest.

"Where are you going?" I asked, my voice rising in desperation.

Caius smiled sadly, his eyes distant. "I will finally cross to the other side. Where my beloved bride is waiting for me."

"No! You can't leave now! I just met you!"

"I have a final gift for you," he said, his voice fading. "It's in the notepad, written in the last pages dealing with Karina. You can read them now. They will tell you how to deal with her. I have set all things in motion for you. You are my heir."

"Wait! Caius, wait!"

"Be careful with Karina," he whispered. "Once you bind all three, do not get lost in their pleasures. Always stay connected to the real world."

"I still have so much to ask you," I said, my voice cracking.

"I know, but I must go now. But know this, Evan. You grew up to be a fine man."

He reached out and placed a hand on my shoulder, his touch warm and comforting.

"Goodbye, son."

And then he was gone, vanishing as if he had never been there at all.

I sat in stunned silence, alone once again.


Chapter 9



"Make me a woman, papi."

I sat on the edge of my bed in the dimly lit motel room, the notepad clutched tightly in my hands. As I flipped through the pages, I found myself able to decipher the final part of my father's writing, the part that dealt with Karina. My heart raced as I read about the powers of a Binder and the dangers of binding three succubi.

Caius' words were a warning, urging me to stay connected to the real world even as I walked through the Shadows, the Dreamlands, and the Aether Sea. The Aether Sea intrigued me the most, though I still didn't fully understand what it was. All I knew was that Karina held the key to entering it.

I set the notepad down on the bed beside me and rubbed my face, feeling the stubble that had returned after shaving for dinner with Angela. That seemed like ages ago. My mind was still struggling with the knowledge that Caius had imparted to me, the secrets of the Binder and the succubi that he had learned during his own time ruling over Karina and Mara and Sera.

A glance at my phone showed it was already 11 in the morning. After leaving Desire and Caius, I holed up in my room, poring over the notepad and trying to make sense of everything that had happened. I couldn't believe that I had met my father only to lose him so quickly, but the notepad he had left behind was a gift, a guide that answered many of the questions that had been swirling in my mind.

As I sat there, I realized Caius had been guiding me all along, even before I knew who he was. The notepad, the ritual, the succubi— it had all been part of his plan to help me become the Binder that I was meant to be.

There was just one more thing to do before I could bind Karina and take my place as a true Binder. I held my phone tightly, waiting for the message to arrive.

My phone buzzed, startling me out of my thoughts. I glanced at the screen and saw Angela's name. I answered quickly, my heart racing.

"Evan, you won't believe what happened!" Angela said, her voice filled with excitement and wonder. "My mother had the most amazing dream. She was a little girl again, back in her small Mexican village. She woke up in tears. At first, I was scared. But then I realized they were tears of joy!"

I listened intently, a smile spreading across my face as Angela continued. "She thinks it's a message from God, Evan. A message reassuring her that despite her illness, a better life awaits her. She says she no longer fears death and that her disability no longer makes her sad. How did you know she would have such a powerful dream, Evan?"

"I just could sense it," I said, hoping she would accept my vague explanation. "How about Julio?"

"Julio also had an amazing dream! He was captain of his favorite Futbol team. He can't stop talking about it!"

I had given Mrs. Garcia and Julio their dreams when I was with Mara. It was a small thing, but it filled me with joy to know that I could use my powers to help someone, to bring a little light into their life.

"Evan, who are you really?" Angela asked, her voice turning serious.

"I'm just a guy who loves your tacos," I repeated, hoping to make her laugh.

But Angela wasn't in a joking mood. "My mother and brother are at a church gathering. I didn't go with them. I want to see you, Evan. I have to see you."

"I'm kind of tied up right now, but I'll send a car for you," I said without hesitation. "I want to see you too, Angela."

I made the arrangements and then quickly showered and dressed. I headed out to meet Angela in the motel parking lot. The sun was high in the sky, casting a warm glow over the asphalt. As I approached my truck, I wasn't surprised to see the Skpplyt sitting beside it. She was in her earthly form, looking like a big black dog with a gleaming coat.

I leaned against the truck next to her, feeling the warmth of the metal against my back.

"You know, it's strange to be beside you like this," I said, glancing at the Skpplyt. "At first, I felt sorry for you. Then I was terrified of you. But now, I'm happy to have you around."

The Skpplyt looked up at me with her intelligent eyes, her tail thumping against the ground. I reached down and scratched behind her ears, feeling the softness of her fur.

"I know Caius sent you to fetch me from work to save Angela," I continued, my voice growing serious. "He truly was a powerful Binder. And now, his efforts are about to pay off."

As if on cue, a car pulled into the parking lot. I saw Angela sitting in the passenger seat. My heart skipped a beat at the sight of her. I pushed myself off the truck, ready to greet her.

The Skpplyt stood up beside me, her presence a comforting reminder of the strange journey that had brought me to this moment. I took a deep breath, feeling a sense of anticipation and excitement as I walked towards the car, ready to see Angela again.

I smiled as Angela stepped out of the car, looking radiant in the warm sunlight. Her dark hair gleamed and her eyes sparkled with joy as she rushed over to hug me tightly. I wrapped my arms around her, breathing in her sweet scent, feeling the softness of her body pressed against mine.

As the car pulled away, I started to make a joke about the shabby motel parking lot, but Angela silenced me with a passionate kiss. Her lips were soft and insistent, her tongue teasing mine as our mouths moved together. I returned her passion, my hands roaming over her back, pulling her closer.

When we finally broke apart, both of us were breathless.

"Would you like to go get some lunch somewhere?" I asked, my voice slightly hoarse. "I found a good Thai place online."

But Angela shook her head, biting her lower lip in a way that made my heart race.

"Actually, I was hoping you could show me your room," she said shyly, looking up at me through her lashes. "I mean, you've seen my house, so it's only fair that I get to see where you live, right?"

I grinned, taking her hand in mine. "Of course, follow me."

As we walked towards the motel, the Skpplyt padded along beside us, but Angela gave no hint that she could see the otherworldly hound.

Curious about how the Mirage Motel hid itself from the outside world, I asked, "What do you see when you look around, Angela?"

"It's a pretty run-down motel," she said, describing the peeling paint and cracked concrete accurately. "But there's something about it that feels… I don't know, almost magical."

I let out a sigh of relief, happy that we were seeing the same thing. It was a small comfort after all the strangeness that had become my life.

I led Angela through the main office and down the hallway to my room, our hands still tightly clasped together. As we walked, I kept expecting her to comment on the strange layout of the motel, but she remained silent, her grip on my hand never wavering.

When we reached my room, I opened the door and ushered her inside, feeling a wave of relief wash over me as the Skpplyt settled down in front of the door. With the demon dog standing guard, I knew that Angela and I would not be interrupted.

"Well, this is it," I said, gesturing around the room with a shy smile. "I apologize for it not being very interesting."

Angela looked around. "It's cozy. Although the lack of windows is a bit strange."

She sat down on the edge of the bed, her hands clasped in her lap, and looked up at me, biting her lower lip. It was then that I noticed she was shaking.

Concerned, I sat down beside her and wrapped my arm around her shoulders, pulling her close.

"What's wrong?" I asked gently.

Angela laid her head against my chest, her voice barely above a whisper as she spoke. "Evan, please be honest with me. How did you know my mother would have such a powerful dream?"

I hesitated for a moment, unsure of how much to reveal.

"I might have helped her have a good dream," I admitted, my voice low.

She lifted her head, her eyes searching mine. "How?"

"It's a secret," I said, hoping that she would understand.

Angela nodded, accepting my non-answer.

"I'm not surprised that you have secrets, Evan," she said softly. "From the first moment I saw you standing in line at my taco truck, I was drawn to your mysterious nature. And then, when you saved me from those attackers, I knew you were even more special."

She looked up at me, her eyes shining with emotion. "And now, with what you've done for my mother, helping her have such a happy dream? I know that you're different from other men, Evan."

I held her close as she trembled in my arms, giving her the time and space to find her words. After a moment, Angela spoke again, her voice barely above a whisper.

"I had a dream about you, Evan. A naughty dream."

"Tell me about it," I encouraged her gently.

But Angela blushed, shaking her head. "I'm too shy. Does that surprise you?"

"A little."

"I know how I come across," she admitted. "But all that flirting and showing off my boobs at the taco truck… it's just to make money for my family. In reality, I have no experience with men."

I pretended to be surprised by her revelation, not wanting to make her feel uncomfortable. "That's okay, Angela. There's no rush."

She looked up at me, her eyes wide and staring. "But I'm ready now, Evan. And… I want you to be my first."

I searched her face, trying to gauge the sincerity of her words. "Are you sure?"

Angela nodded, her gaze never wavering from mine. "Yes, I'm sure."

Before I could reply, she pressed her lips to mine. Angela was trembling, but I could feel the desire in her kiss.

"Make me a woman, papi. I'm ready."

"I will," I assured her.

I gently pulled away and undressed her, my fingers brushing against her soft skin. Naked, her body was just as beautiful as when Mara had shown it to me, but so much better now that it was really Angela.

Her breasts were huge and firm, her nipples dark and hardening under my fingers. Her waist was slim, curving out to hips that begged to be gripped. Her skin was smooth and warm. I couldn't resist leaning down to press a kiss on her soft stomach.

"Now me," I told her gently.

Angela's hands were shaking as she undressed me, her eyes widening when she saw my cock, fully erect and ready for her.

"Have you seen a man's penis before?" I asked.

"Only in porn," she whispered, blushing furiously. "Oh my god, it's so big."

"I won't hurt you. I promise."

I took her hand in mine, guiding her to touch me. She sighed at the feel of me in her hand, and I couldn't help but groan. I was desperate to be inside her, but I knew I had to take things slow.

I laid her down on the bed, my body hovering over hers. I kissed her deeply, my tongue sliding against hers. I could taste the sweetness of her lip gloss, feel the heat of her body beneath mine. I trailed kisses down her neck, my lips worshipping every inch of her.

When I reached her breasts, I took my time, licking and sucking at her nipples until they were wet and swollen. Angela was panting, her hands gripping the sheets. I could hear our heavy breathing, the rustle of fabric as we moved against each other.

I kissed my way down her stomach, my tongue dipping into her belly button. I could smell the musky scent of her arousal, and it was driving me wild. I spread her legs, my eyes taking in the sight of her glistening pussy. I licked her lips, eager to taste her.

"Eso se siente tan bien, papi!" Angela whimpered.

I didn't waste any time, my mouth descending on her pussy. I licked and sucked at her clit. Angela was bucking against me, her moans filling the room. I could feel her body tensing, her thigh straining, trying to clamp shut.

"Evan, I think I'm going to cum," she gasped, her hands tangling in my hair.

I didn't let up, my mouth working on her clit relentlessly. I could feel her orgasm building, her body shaking beneath mine. When she finally came, it was beautiful. Her back arched off the bed, her body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her.

Her body still shaking with aftershocks, I helped Angela off the bed and onto her knees.

"Do you want to suck my cock?"

She nodded eagerly and I guided her head towards my throbbing tool.

Her mouth stretched to accommodate my girth, and I could tell she was struggling to keep up. But I didn't mind. In fact, I found her clumsiness endearing. I stroked her hair gently, encouraging her as she bobbed her head up and down.

"You're doing so good, Angela. That feels amazing."

After a few minutes, I pulled her to her feet and laid her down on the bed. She spread her legs for me, and I could see the glistening wetness between her thighs. I rubbed my cock up and down her slit, teasing her.

"¿Estás lista para comenzar?" I asked. "Are you ready to start?"

"Sí, papi!" Angela moaned, not even noticing that I was speaking Spanish.

She gasped as I pushed into her, and I could tell she was scared. But I didn't want to hurt her. I wanted to make her feel good. So I moved slowly, letting her body adjust to mine.

"¿Se siente bien?" I asked. "Does it feel good?"

"Sí, papi!"

I moved faster, thrusting in and out of her with abandon. Angela moaned and writhed beneath me, and I could tell she was enjoying herself. I flipped her over onto her hands and knees, and she let out a scream of pleasure as I entered her from behind.

I gently thrust into her pussy, my body colliding with hers in a rhythmic smack of flesh on flesh. The sound of our bodies slapping together echoed through the room, a drumbeat that drove me to move faster, to thrust harder. I could feel the sweat beading on my forehead and trickling down my back as I poured all of my energy into pleasing this beautiful virgin girl, making her a woman, making her mine.

We moved together until Angela orgasmed, her moans driving me to my own finish. I lashed her pussy with my cum, pumping my load into her wet tightness, filling her until my cum overflowed and dripped down her thighs.

Cursing happily, Angela collapsed onto the bed, panting and sweaty. I lay down beside her, my arm draped over her waist. We didn't speak for a long time, just enjoying the afterglow of our lovemaking.

Angela rolled into my arms and I held her close as we lay together on the bed, our sweaty bodies entwined. She nuzzled her face into my neck, her breath warm against my skin.

"Thank you, Evan," she whispered, her voice trembling with emotion. "Thank you for being my first."

I stroked her hair gently, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead. "It was my pleasure, Angela. You are so incredibly beautiful, inside and out."

As I spoke, I felt Angela's body begin to shake, and I realized she was crying. Tears streamed down her face, but they were tears of joy, of relief. I held her tighter, letting her weep in my arms, enjoying this shared happiness between us.

She does not know how much she has given me.

As I comforted Angela, my mind drifted to Caius, my father, the man who had set all of this in motion. I silently thanked him for bringing this incredible woman into my life, for giving me the chance to experience a connection I had never known before.

Holding Angela close and feeling the warmth of her body against mine, I knew I was truly ready. Ready to face Karina, to take my place as a true Binder, to embrace the destiny that had been laid out before me.

I closed my eyes, savoring the feeling of the girl in my arms.

Everything is falling into place.


Chapter 10



"Darling."

I waved goodbye to Angela as she got into her ride. The Skpplyt sat beside me, her tongue lolling out of her mouth as she watched the car drive away. I reached down and stroked her head, enjoying the softness of her fur against my fingers.

As I walked back through the empty Main Office and down the hallway to my room, the Skpplyt followed close behind. When we reached the door, I turned to her and said, "You can leave now. I don't need to be guarded anymore."

The Skpplyt looked up at me with her big, dark eyes, then leaned forward and licked my hand. I smiled, feeling a rush of affection for the strange creature. With a final wag of her tail, she trotted away down the hallway.

I closed the door behind me and sat down on the bed, still rumpled from my time with Angela. The smell of our sex hung heavy in the air, a tangy mixture of sweat and pussy and cum.

"Angela," I whispered, enjoying the taste of her name on my lips.

I picked up the notepad from the bedside table and flipped through it one more time, my eyes scanning the pages as I tried to concentrate. I'd practically memorized the contents. Looking it over again was not helping, it was just delaying.

"It's time," I told myself.

Standing up, I smoothed out the bedcovers, making the bed as neat as I could. Then, taking a deep breath, I pulled out the lancet from my pocket. I pricked my finger deeply, wincing at the sharp pain, and watched as the blood welled up from the wound.

Instead of going outside to summon Karina, I turned to the front door and smeared my blood across the wood, carefully drawing the ideograph I had learned from the notepad. The taste of my blood filled my mouth as I sucked on my finger, the coppery taste becoming familiar ever since arriving at the Mirage Motel.

With the summoning complete, I sat down on the bed and waited, my heart pounding in my chest as I wondered what would happen next.

I didn't have to wait long. A knock rapped impatiently on the door.

"Come in," I said, my voice sounding strange to my own ears.

The door swung open and Karina stepped inside. My breath caught in my throat as I took in the sight of her. She was completely naked, her pale skin almost glowing in the dim light of the room. Her red hair hung down her back, the color of flames against the snow-white of her flesh.

As she moved closer, I could see every perfect curve of her body, from the swell of her breasts to the flare of her hips. The scent of her filled the room, a heady mixture of musk and spice and a tinge of sulfur that made my head spin. I felt my lust growing, a powerful and primal urge that was different from anything I had experienced with Sera or Mara.

But I had been expecting this. My father, Caius, had prepared me well with his final gift.

"Darling. I'm so happy you're finally completing your task of binding all three of us."

"Yes. I'm done waiting."

She snapped her fingers and my clothes disappeared, leaving me completely naked before her. I watched as her eyes raked over my body, lingering on my erect penis with a hunger that made me quiver.

A dark lust threatened to overwhelm me as Karina approached, her hips rolling with each step, her breasts swaying. I wanted nothing more than to take her in my arms and lose myself in the pleasure she offered.

But I resisted, summoning every ounce of willpower I possessed. When Karina sank to her knees before me, I held up a hand to stop her.

"Stand up," I commanded.

Karina hesitated for a moment, a flicker of surprise crossing her face. But then she rose to her feet, reluctance showing in every line of her body.

I stood up from the bed. "I have questions for you."

Karina smirked. "Hasn't your father Caius already spoken to you, darling?"

I felt a jolt of shock at her words. I opened my mouth but couldn't find any words to say.

"Oh, don't look so surprised, Evan. I know what you've done." She stepped closer, her eyes glittering. "The old man who called himself Desire was no great loss, but setting Caius free? That was very naughty of you."

I licked my lips, my mouth suddenly dry. Karina was still smiling, but I could see the anger burning in her beautiful eyes. It was a terrifying sight, like staring into the heart of a raging wildfire.

Feeling ridiculous standing there naked with my cock bobbing comically between my legs, I tried to summon some sense of dignity. But Karina just chuckled, her gaze crawling over my body with undisguised hunger.

"Bind me, darling," she urged. "Let me touch you and relieve you of all that delicious cum I can smell inside your balls."

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

Karina rolled her eyes, but she leaned forward and pressed her lips to the cool metal.

"Muah!" she said theatrically, smacking her full lips. "What do you want to know, darling? My origin, perhaps? I'm sure that notepad of yours has already told you everything you need to know."

I nodded, remembering the cryptic words my father had left for me. "'Rescued me from death, 1192, Battle of Jaffa, Kingdom of Jerusalem. Eidos and origin. The ocean in a single drop. Eternal ecstasy for a price,'" I quoted, my voice steady despite the fear churning in my gut.

Karina threw her head back and laughed. "Caius always was a man of few words. But yes, it's all true. I did rescue him from death all those centuries ago."

"But how? And why?"

Karina stepped closer, her body so close to mine in a way that made my skin tingle. "Caius was a powerful necromancer, even then. I knew that by becoming his servant, I could make him even more powerful than he already was."

"But I thought he turned you into a succubus like the others," I said, feeling foolish even as the words left my mouth.

"Oh, darling. I'm older than you can possibly imagine. Caius didn't turn me into anything. I was already a demon when I found him on that battlefield, his life bleeding out into the sand."

She reached up and ran a finger along her breasts, drawing my eyes to her hard nipples.

"Is there anything else you want to know?" she asked. "Like how I imprisoned Caius after he fell in love with that foolish mortal girl and got her pregnant? Or perhaps you'd like to hear about how I chased him off when he tried to warn you in the Shadows?"

I shook my head, trying to clear the fog of lust and confusion that threatened to overwhelm me. "What is the Aether Sea?"

Karina's face lit up with glee, her eyes sparkling with a manic energy. "Oh, darling! The Aether Sea is a boundless ocean of possibility, a place where anything that can happen, does happen."

"I don't understand."

"In the Aether Sea, there are a billion Evans leading a billion different lives," she explained, her voice dripping with false sweetness. "In one world, you're the most famous movie actor on the planet, with a harem of young starlets at your estate. In another, you're a dictator of a small country, torturing your people and bathing in their blood."

"I've seen movies about this."

Karina sneered. "Shallow fantasies for children! They don't even come close to the true reality. The Aether Sea would destroy the sanity of every godforsaken writer in that godforsaken industry."

"But the idea is the same."

"Yes, at the most superficial level," Karina grudgingly admitted. "Every second, a new you springs into existence in an infinite sea of possible worlds."

I felt nauseous at the thought of all those different versions of myself, living lives I could barely imagine.

"So many different Evans."

Karina nodded happily. "Embrace it, darling. My gift is that I can let you live these entire lives whenever you wish. Not just your alternates, but the lives of anyone anywhere in the Aether Sea."

"Eternal ecstasy. In a single night, a billion lifetimes to enjoy or suffer."

I felt both terror and lust at the thought of what Karina was offering. To be able to choose to live any life imaginable really was a kind of immortality, a way to escape the reality of this limited existence.

But then a thought occurred to me, and I pulled back to look Karina in the eye. "Is this eternal ecstasy how you trapped Caius?"

Karina threw her head back and laughed. "You're a very smart man, Evan. And a worthy Binder."

I looked at Karina, her naked body glowing in the dim light of the room. I could see how any man could fall under her sway. The promise of living a life from birth to death, over and over again in infinite combinations of joy or pain? It would be so easy to lose yourself in the eternal ecstasy she offered.

But I had to know more. "The other succubi give me powers in the outside world. What power will you give me?"

Karina licked her lips seductively. "The power to make people obey you. The Aether Sea compels people into infinite possibilities. When commanding a person to do something against their will, there is a world somewhere where they did as you said, and so they must act the same in this world."

I frowned, trying to wrap my mind around the concept.

"Is it like when you commanded me to eat a spider?" I asked, remembering the way she had held out the dead spider for me like some demented treat.

"Yes, exactly. Somewhere in the Aether Sea, a version of you ate the spider, so I expected you to do the same. But you resisted. That's when I knew you were different. I never expected you to be the blood of Caius. But that is what you are and that is why you can be a true Binder. It's your destiny."

I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself as I faced Karina. She was right, of course. My cock was rock hard and dripping with pre-cum, the sight of her naked body threatening to break my resolve.

"Please, darling," Karina whispered, her eyes fixed on my throbbing erection. "Bind me. Let me taste your seed. You're wasting it."

I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to gather my thoughts. It was time, I knew. Time to complete the ritual and bind Karina to me, just as I had bound Sera and Mara.

Without saying a word, I pulled out the lancet and pricked my finger, wincing at the sharp pain. Karina's eyes widened with anticipation as she stuck out her tongue, waiting for me to give her what she craved.

"Once I do this, there's no going back, is there?"

"You would never want to go back," Karina promised me. "Eternal ecstasy. All for you, darling."

I swiped my blood across her tongue, watching as she closed her eyes and moaned like an animal in heat.

"Blood to bind," she whispered.

"And seed to feed," I finished.

Karina wrapped herself around me, finally touching me, her firm body warm against my skin. I could feel the heat of her desire, the way her nipples hardened against my chest. She ground her hips against me, rubbing her smooth belly against my aching cock.

"Feed me, darling," she begged, her lips brushing against my ear. "Let me feast on your cum."

But I pushed her back, my pulse racing with the knowledge of what I had to do next.

"Hold out your hand," I commanded, raising the lancet.

Karina looked confused for a moment, but then comprehension dawned on her face. She threw her head back and laughed again, her giggles breathless and mocking.

"Old magic, darling?" she asked, her voice dripping with amusement. "It won't work, you know."

"Do it anyway," I said.

Karina held out her hand, and I pricked her finger with the lancet. Blood welled up from the tiny wound, and I leaned forward to lick it, swallowing the coppery taste of her essence.

Pain and pleasure wracked my body, the sensations so intense that I stumbled. Karina caught me, her strength surprising me as she held me upright.

"Get in the bed," I ordered.

The succubus climbed on the bed, her red hair spread out around her like a fiery halo. She looked up at me with those green eyes, hungry and desperate.

"I can take you somewhere much nicer, darling," she offered, her voice like a siren's song. "The Aether Sea, if you wish. Infinite worlds and pleasures beyond your wildest dreams."

But I was not swayed by her promises. I had a task to complete, and I would not be distracted.

"We'll stay right here."

"I'm so hungry, darling," she whispered. "It's been so long since I had a proper feeding."

I took my cock in hand and smeared her lips with my precum, giving her a taste of what was to come. She greedily licked her lips, her eyes never leaving mine.

"Spread your legs."

She did so without hesitation. I climbed between them and sat on my haunches, rubbing my cockhead up and down her slit. Karina groaned with frustration, trying to push her hips forward, but I pulled away, teasing her.

"Kluthyzzt luz Kar, Playytz hal Trezzw," I commanded, my voice unyielding. "Say it."

She groaned in exasperation, her body writhing. "The old magic will not work, darling."

But I would not be deterred. "Say it!"

"Kluthyzzt luz Kar, Playytz hal Trezzw!" she shouted, her voice clear and strong as she spoke the words.

As she finished, I thrust my cock into her, feeling her tighten around me as she moaned loudly. I pinned her down and fucked her hard and fast, my body slamming against hers as I claimed her, bound her to me with my blood and my seed.

The power that surged through me was unlike anything I had ever felt before. It was primal and raw, a force that threatened to burn through me if I did not hold on tight. But I welcomed it, embraced it, let it fill me until I was close to bursting.

"Feed!" I growled.

Karina mewled like an animal as I came, my seed pumping into her. My orgasm prolonged, her greedy cunt milking me dry, feeding on every drop I had to give.

"More," Karina begged. "Feed me more!"

"I will," I promised her, staring down at my beautiful succubus. "But first you should bark like a dog."

Karina yapped like a small dog, her face twisted in confusion and shock. I felt a surge of relief wash over me.

It had worked. The old magic was real.

"What did you do?" Karina demanded, her voice tinged with fear and anger.

I smiled, relishing the power I now held over her even as my cock was still buried in her pussy.

"The old magic only works if consummated on a bed where a virgin girl willingly gave herself to the Binder," I explained. "I lay with Angela before you arrived. And now that we've had our first coupling on the same bed, you're truly bound to me, Karina. You can never do to me what you did to my father, Caius. You're mine to command, forever."

"No, that can't be true," she whispered, her voice trembling. "The old magic doesn't work anymore."

But I could see the realization dawning on her face. She knew I was right.

"Look inside yourself, Karina," I urged. "Feel the command that I wield over you."

Karina closed her eyes, her body shuddering as she searched within herself. When she opened them again, they were filled with a mixture of fear and resignation.

"Darling…" she gasped.

I reached out and stroked her red hair, feeling the silky strands slip through my fingers. "Being truly bound to me is your proper place, Karina. Power twisted you over the centuries, it made you bitter and fearful. But now you've completely surrendered to me. You'll never be alone again. You'll always have me to guide you, to control you, to love you."

Karina's eyes glistened with unshed tears, but she nodded slowly, accepting her fate. "Yes, my Binder. I am yours, now and forever."

I rolled off of her and stood up. Karina watched me in confusion.

"What are you doing, darling?" she asked.

"Embracing my fate."

I extended my arm and began drawing an ideograph in the air. One and then another. Karina gasped aloud as Sera and Mara materialized from the shadows, their eyes wide as they stared at each other.

"After almost fifty years apart, the three of you are now together again," I said. "Under your true Binder's command."

The succubi looked at each other, shock and disbelief written on their faces. I could sense how disoriented they were, but now was not the time for questions.

Now was the time for something greater, something that would bind us together even more completely.

I guided Sera and Mara to the bed where Karina was waiting. The three of them looked up at me, their eyes filled with hunger and desire. I could feel the power that they possessed, the gifts that they offered me. Love and knowledge, sex and power, the ability to guide me through infinite worlds and alternate destinies.

"Now, our lives together can begin," I said, a smile spreading across my face.

I held my rigid cock out, already dripping with anticipation.

"FEED," I commanded.

The succubi obeyed, their mouths and hands working in unison. I could feel the pleasure building up inside of me, the sensation of their touch and their worship almost too much to bear. I closed my eyes, my body tensing up as I let out a low groan.

As I opened my eyes, I could see the succubi looking at me, their faces flushed and their eyes bright. I shot my seed into their mouths, one after the other, giving each their fair share. I could sense their satisfaction, their happiness at being able to please me.

As they swallowed my offering and begged for more, I knew we were now truly bound together, our lives and our destinies intertwined forever.


Epilogue



One Year Later

As I walked Paula out of the fancy restaurant, I marveled at how amazing my ex-wife looked. She had lost weight and her eyes were bright with a newfound happiness that I hadn't seen in years. Her laughter rang out into the night air as we approached the waiting taxi.

"Evan, that wine I had with my meal was the best thing I've ever tasted," Paula said, her voice light and carefree.

"I'll make sure to have a case sent to you, then. Consider it a gift from me."

When we reached the taxi, Paula turned to me, her expression growing serious. "It was so good to see you again, Evan. And to know that you're doing so well for yourself."

"I'm just glad to see you so happy, Paula. You deserve it."

She smiled softly. "You know, I had a dream about you. It's what motivated me to finally change my life."

I raised an eyebrow, curious. "Oh? What kind of dream?"

Paula looked down for a moment before meeting my gaze again. "In the dream, you gave me the courage to leave my abusive boyfriend. Despite our divorce, you were still looking out for me, even in my subconscious."

I felt warmth spread through me at her words. I was pleased I made such an impact on her life. Paula leaned in and pressed a gentle kiss to my cheek.

"Thank you, Evan. For everything."

With that, she climbed into the taxi and shut the door. I watched as the car pulled away from the curb and disappeared into the night. I was content knowing that I had helped Paula, even after all the struggles we had faced during our marriage.

I heard the purr of an engine behind me. A sleek, black town car pulled up to the curb, its windows tinted dark. The driver's window rolled down with a soft whir, revealing Sera's grinning face.

"Mr. Fosster, your car has arrived," she teased.

I chuckled and shook my head, amused by her antics. I opened the passenger door and slid into the plush leather seat beside her.

"You really love driving, don't you?" I asked as Sera pulled away from the curb and merged into traffic.

She nodded enthusiastically, her brown hair bouncing. "It's everything I imagined it would be. The freedom, the control. It's exhilarating."

We drove through the city, the lights of the buildings blurring together as we passed. I leaned forward, pointing to a street up ahead.

"Take a left here," I instructed. "Let's go to The Mirage Motel."

Sera glanced at me, curiosity in her eyes, but she followed my directions without question.

Twenty minutes later, we pulled up to the motel. It was shuttered and abandoned, the parking lot encircled by a chain-link fence topped with barbed wire. The once vibrant neon sign was dark and lifeless, the letters faded and peeling.

I stared at the motel, memories flooding back. "I can't believe how much has happened in the course of a year."

Sera reached over and patted my thigh, her touch comforting. "You've changed the lives of so many people, Evan. Myself included."

"Mine most of all."

"For the better, my love." She looked at me shyly, her cheeks flushing. "Speaking of which… would it be alright if I fed? It's been a while."

I chuckled, amused by her hesitance. "Go ahead, Sera. You know you don't have to ask."

She eagerly reached for my pants, her fingers deftly undoing the zipper. She pulled out my cock and took me into her mouth as I absently stroked her soft brown hair, my gaze drifting back to the motel where everything had started.

The Mirage Motel. A fitting name for a place that had once seemed so real, but now felt like nothing more than a distant dream.

Sera gurgled with joy as I flooded her mouth with my cum. Feeding my succubus lovers was a pleasure I never tired of.

We left the motel and city behind and returned to our home. I gazed out the window as Sera pulled the car onto the grounds of The Caius Estate. Even after living here for months, I was still in awe of the sprawling compound nestled on the shores of the lake. The manicured lawns and meticulously landscaped gardens were my favorite part of the estate I'd named after my father.

As we drove up the winding driveway, Sera glanced over at me. "You're needed in the guest house, Evan."

I nodded, my curiosity aroused. We parked in front of the large, two-story brick house near the shore of the lake. I could see the lights glowing in the windows of the main house, a beautiful mansion perched on the slope about a hundred yards away.

I stepped out of the car and made my way up the stone path to the guest house. As I entered, Mara greeted me with a kiss on the cheek. Her blonde hair shimmered in the soft light of the foyer.

"Beloved, there have been developments with our assignment," she told me.

I followed her into the luxurious library where Karina was waiting for us. The redhead rose from her leather armchair and sauntered over to me, her hips swaying seductively, as always. She pulled me into a deep kiss, her tongue teasing mine.

When we finally parted, Karina led me over to one of the armchairs. I settled down, the rich leather creaking beneath me. Mara and Karina took their seats across from me, their faces serious.

"So, what's this about developments with our assignments?" I asked, leaning forward.

"Beloved, I'm afraid we can no longer enter the Russian President's dreams. He's now using his own succubi to protect his mind from outside attack."

I frowned, a sense of unease settling in my gut. "Our contacts in the CIA won't be pleased about this development. They were counting on us to gather intel."

A sly smile spread across Mara's face. "While the President's dreams may be guarded, his mistresses' dreams are not. A 22-year-old gymnast installed at a compound twenty kilometers outside of Moscow. You know how much powerful men love to confide in their young lovers."

I couldn't help but chuckle, shaking my head in admiration. "Mara, you never cease to amaze me with your cleverness. It's brilliant."

She preened under my praise, her cheeks flushing with pleasure. I turned my attention to Karina, who had been sitting quietly, observing our exchange.

"And what about your project, Karina? Any progress?"

The redhead nodded, her expression thoughtful. "I've visited over a hundred different realities, darling. But I finally found a world where the peace plan was successfully implemented."

"That's fantastic news. Are you preparing a report for me to give to the White House in the morning?"

"Of course, Evan. It will be on your desk before dawn."

I sat back in my chair, a sense of satisfaction washing over me. "Excellent work, both of you. Your efforts never fail to impress me."

As I looked at the two succubi, I could see the delight in their eyes at my approval. They lived for my praise and I was happy to give it to them. But beneath that, I could also see the hunger lurking, the insatiable desire that was always present.

Mara leaned forward, her lips parting slightly as she ran her tongue along her bottom lip.

"Evan, it's been a while since we've fed. Perhaps we could indulge ourselves?"

I felt a familiar stirring in my loins at her suggestion, my body responding to the promise in her voice. I glanced at Karina, who was watching me with a predatory gaze, her eyes smoldering with barely contained lust.

As always, I was ready to satisfy them. It's what a true Binder did.

Standing up, I unzipped my pants and took out my already hard cock.

"Here's your reward, ladies. Take it."

Mara and Karina didn't need to be told twice. They immediately dropped to their knees in front of me, their mouths eagerly seeking me out. I let out a sigh of contentment as their skilled tongues and lips worked their magic.

"Share," I reminded them. "There's plenty of seed to feed you both."

And so they did, taking turns pleasuring me as I stood there, reveling in the feel of their greedy mouths working me. After I finished spurting thick ropes of cum into both of their hungry mouths, I left my succubus lovers to their own devices. Mara and Karina were passionately kissing, swapping my seed back and forth between them as I left the library.

The walk from the guest house to the manor was invigorating. I breathed in the fresh night air, looking up at the stars hanging above me in a cloudless sky.

As I entered the manor, I was once again struck by the sheer opulence of my new home. The beautifully furnished rooms with their antique furniture and priceless works of art were a huge change from the modest apartment I had shared with Paula during our marriage or my motel room at the Mirage.

I made my way through the spacious living room, my footsteps muffled by the plush carpet, and climbed the grand staircase leading to the second floor. The master bedroom awaited me, my sanctuary from the outside world.

Pushing open the double doors, I stepped into the room, taking in the sight before me. A massive four-poster bed dominated the space, its rich mahogany frame draped with sheer curtains that billowed gently in the breeze from the open windows. The bed was piled high with silky sheets and plump pillows, inviting me to sink into their softness.

"Hey girl," I whispered.

The Skpplyt lay curled at the foot of the bed, her tail thumping against the floor as she saw me.

"Shh," I told the demon hound. "Don't wake her up."

I approached the bed, my eyes falling on the figure lying on her side, her back to me. Angela's pregnant belly was clearly visible beneath the thin fabric of her nightgown, the new life growing inside her making her even more beautiful.

Carefully, I slid into bed behind her, molding my body to hers. Angela stirred, her eyes fluttering open as she turned her head to look back at me.

"Hey, papi," she murmured sleepily, a soft smile on her face.

I pressed a gentle kiss to her shoulder. "Sorry, I didn't mean to wake you."

Angela shook her head, her dark hair fanning out across the pillow. "It's okay. I was just resting my eyes."

She shifted, snuggling back against me. "How was your dinner with Paula?"

"It went well. Paula seems to be doing much better. She's lost weight and has a new lease on life."

Angela reached back, finding my hand and bringing it to her lips. She pressed a tender kiss to my knuckles.

"You're a good man, Evan. Helping your ex-wife like that? Not many men would do that."

"I just want her to be happy. She deserves it, after everything she's been through."

"Speaking of dreams, Evan, do you think you could ask Mara to give my mother and brother pleasant dreams tonight? Nothing too exciting, just something nice to help them sleep."

"Of course, love. I'll make sure to pass along the message."

"Thanks, papi."

I brushed a loose strand of hair from Angela's face, tucking it behind her ear. "How are you feeling today?"

She took my hand and guided it to her belly and the roundness of her pregnancy. "I'm so happy, Evan. I can't believe we're having a baby. Even if I feel like a beached whale most of the time."

I leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to the nape of her neck. "You're stunning, Angela. Pregnancy suits you."

She looked over her shoulder, her dark eyes meeting mine. A smile played on her lips as she reached back, her hand finding the growing bulge in my pants.

"You know, I'm still a little sore from last night," she murmured, her voice low and husky. "Think you could make things a bit shorter tonight?"

"Anything for you, love."

I focused, feeling the familiar surge of power as I willed my cock to shorten. Angela's hand tightened around me, her grip firm but gentle.

"That's the perfect size, Evan," she whispered. "Now, I want you to make love to me. Slowly, gently."

I cupped her heavy, milk-filled breasts, marveling at the changes her body had undergone as it prepared to bring new life into the world. I slid my other hand down, my fingers brushing against her wetness. She moaned softly, her hips bucking against my touch.

Positioning myself behind her, I slowly entered her, feeling her tightness stretch to accommodate me. She sighed with pleasure and I pushed into her, my thrusts slow and measured as we spooned together.

Making love to Angela, I felt a deeper sense of contentment wash over me. This was what I had been searching for, what I had been missing. The love of a good woman, the promise of a child, the power and responsibility of being a true Binder.

I leaned down, pressing a trail of kisses along Angela's shoulder as I continued to move inside her. She reached back, her hand finding mine, our fingers intertwining as we moved together, lost in our own world of pleasure and connection.

This was my destiny. And there was so much more ahead.

"I love you, papi," Angela whispered.

"I love you too," I told her.

Outside, the moon rose over the waters of the lake. Dawn would soon come and a new day would begin. Until then, I had all the pleasures the night could offer.

THE END


About the Author


Hi, I'm Chase. I write harem adventures and slice-of-life romances. Please check out my other harem series:

DIRT ROAD DEBUTANTES

DADDY’S HAREM

HOTEL HAREM

BEACH HOUSE HAREM

GIVE HER SHELTER

For more sexy adventures, visit my Author Page on Amazon. Follow me to get updates on new releases.

If you can, please leave a rating and review. They really help.

Most of all, thank you for reading my work!

OEBPS/image_rsrc19U.jpg





cover.jpeg
ECSTASYS

SUCCUBUS HAREM, BOOK 3





OEBPS/font_rsrc19S.ttf


