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Chapter 1: The Edge of Hell Gate – Meeting My Match

The wind that blew across the border between Lustopia and the infernal realms carried the faint scent of brimstone mixed with something far sweeter—jasmine, musk, and raw feminine heat. I, Dickard Brieder, 28 years old, healthy, strong, and by now quite infamous among monster girl researchers, stepped off the enchanted carriage with my leather-bound notebook tucked under one arm and a satchel of specialized breeding tools slung over my shoulder. The Hell Gate loomed behind me like a jagged wound in reality: a towering arch of black obsidian and swirling violet energy that pulsed with distant, hungry moans.
 
Hell had kept its promise. In the middle of this desolate nowhere, right where the barren rocky ground gave way to a surprisingly peaceful meadow of soft silver grass and glowing moonflowers, floated a luxurious resort suite. It hovered gently a few feet above the earth, supported by unseen demonic magic. Golden pillars framed wide windows that looked out over the meadow and the Hell Gate itself. Silk banners in deep crimson and violet fluttered lazily. The air around the suite smelled of warm vanilla, sex, and expensive wine.
 
My cock already twitched in anticipation inside my trousers. I had bred dozens of monster girls in my career—lamia whose coils milked me for hours, harpies who rode me in mid-air, even a proud dragoness who nearly broke my pelvis with her enthusiasm. But a succubus? That was rare. Succubi were the ultimate temptresses of Lustopia’s underworld. They fed on lust, gave pleasure that could ruin a man for life, and almost never allowed themselves to become mothers. Their wombs were said to be sealed by infernal design. The chance to attempt a human-succubus hybrid was the kind of assignment that made my blood run hot.
 
I crossed the meadow, boots sinking slightly into the soft grass, and stepped onto the floating platform. The moment my foot touched the polished marble floor of the suite’s entrance, the grand double doors swung open on their own with a sultry sigh of air.
 
And there she was.
 
Cubia.
 
She stood in the center of the lavish receiving hall, bathed in soft golden light from floating crystal orbs. Her faint purple skin glowed with an inner, otherworldly radiance, smooth and flawless like polished amethyst kissed by moonlight. Long, silky silver hair cascaded down her back and over one shoulder like liquid moonlight, the tips brushing the dramatic swell of her hips. Those violet eyes—bright, luminous, and filled with ancient, playful hunger—locked onto mine instantly and pierced straight through to my soul.
 
My mouth went dry.
 
Her body was built for pure, unfiltered sin.
 
Massive, heavy breasts dominated her upper body, each one larger than my head, sitting high and proud on her chest with a natural, mouth-watering jiggle. Her dark purple nipples were already stiff, poking out like ripe berries begging to be sucked. Below that, her waist was impossibly slim, cinched tight as if sculpted by a lustful god, before flaring out into wide, fertile hips that screamed “breed me.” Thick, powerful thighs pressed together teasingly, the kind that could crush a man’s skull in ecstasy or wrap around him and never let go. Between them, I could just make out the smooth, puffy lips of her sex, already glistening with a faint sheen of arousal. Her ass, from what I could see in profile, was a perfect heart-shaped masterpiece—plump, round, and bouncy.
 
She looked otherworldly. Tasty. Like every wet dream I’d ever had, distilled into one delicious, demonic package.
 
A cute, flirty smile curved her full lips as she tilted her head, silver hair shifting like silk. She wore nothing but a sheer black silk robe that hung open at the front, doing absolutely nothing to hide her killer curves. The fabric clung to her stiff nipples and the wet folds of her pussy like it was painted on.
 
“So you’re the famous Dickard Brieder…” Her voice was velvet wrapped around sin—low, melodic, with a playful lilt that sent a shiver down my spine and straight to my cock. “The human who breeds monster girls for a living? I’ve heard stories. They say you’ve made lamias beg, harpies scream, and even a few proud oni cry your name. I’ve been waiting for my delicious challenge.”
 
She took one slow step forward, bare feet silent on the marble. Her massive tits swayed heavily with the movement, dark nipples tracing small circles in the air. The scent of her hit me then—warm, sweet, like spiced honey and feminine musk mixed with something darker, something addictive. My balls tightened instantly.
 
I cleared my throat, trying to keep my voice steady even as my cock hardened rapidly against my thigh. “Cubia, I presume. The succubus who agreed to this rare experiment. It’s… an honor.”
 
Her violet eyes sparkled with amusement. She let the sheer robe slip off one shoulder, exposing the full, glorious weight of one breast. The nipple was so dark and stiff it looked almost black against her purple skin. “An honor? How formal. Most researchers who come to me are already drooling by the time they see these.” She cupped her heavy tit with one delicate hand and gave it a slow, teasing squeeze, making the soft flesh overflow between her fingers. A tiny bead of something sweet and translucent appeared at the tip of her nipple before she licked her lips. “But you… you’re different. Strong. Healthy. I can smell how virile you are from here. Mmm… your seed smells potent.”
 
Heat flooded my face—and my groin. My cock was now fully hard, straining painfully against my pants. I could feel a wet spot forming where precum had already leaked out.
 
Cubia giggled, a cute, almost innocent sound that contrasted deliciously with the raw lewdness of her body. She closed the distance between us until her stiff nipples were barely an inch from my chest. Her silver hair brushed my arm, silky and cool. “We both know why you’re here, Dickard. To attempt the rare human-succubus hybrid. To put that thick human cock inside me and try to fill this succubus womb with your baby.” She placed one soft hand on my chest, her touch sending sparks of pleasure through my skin even through my shirt. “Succubi are eternal temptresses, you know. We’re women… but we’re rarely mothers. Our kind doesn’t get pregnant easily. Our wombs are greedy for pleasure, not seed. This is going to be the hardest—and most delightful—breeding you’ve ever undertaken.”
 
Her violet eyes half-lidded as she leaned in closer, her hot breath tickling my ear. “I’m going to drain you, researcher. I’m going to ride you until your legs shake. I’m going to make you drink from me, lick every drop of my nectar, and beg for more. And if we’re very, very lucky… I might just let your strong human seed take root inside me.”
 
I swallowed hard, my hands itching to grab those wide hips and pull her against my throbbing erection. The air between us felt thick with sexual tension. Her scent was making my head spin—sweet, spicy, feminine, addictive. My cock pulsed again, leaking more precum into my underwear.
 
Cubia pulled back just enough to look me in the eyes, that cute flirty smile never leaving her lips. She reached down and boldly traced one finger along the thick outline of my cock through my pants, pressing gently against the head. “Already so hard for me? Good boy. The suite is fully prepared—silk sheets, magical baths that never cool, food and wine that replenish themselves. We have all the time in the world.” Her tongue darted out, long and sinfully flexible, wetting her lower lip. “So… shall we begin the inspection, my delicious researcher? Or would you like to stare at my tits a little longer first?”
 
Her violet eyes twinkled with playful challenge. Those massive breasts rose and fell with each breath, dark nipples stiff and begging for attention. Her thick thighs shifted, and I caught another glimpse of her glistening pussy lips, already swollen and wet.
 
This was it. My match. The succubus who might finally break me.
 
And I couldn’t fucking wait.




Chapter 2: Naked Inspection – Claiming Every Hole

The heavy double doors of the receiving hall clicked shut behind us with a soft, final sound, sealing us inside the opulent suite. The air was warmer here, thick with the scent of jasmine incense, aged wine, and the unmistakable sweet musk of aroused succubus. Crystal orbs floated lazily near the vaulted ceiling, casting a golden-rose glow over everything. The centerpiece of the room was an enormous circular bed draped in black and crimson silk sheets that shimmered like liquid. Pillows the size of small boulders were scattered across it, and the faint scent of clean linen mixed with something darker—pure sex.
 
Cubia turned to face me fully, that cute, flirty smile still playing on her full lips. Her violet eyes sparkled with mischief as she let the sheer black silk robe slide from her shoulders in one slow, deliberate motion. The fabric whispered down her body like a lover’s caress and pooled at her bare feet.
 
My breath caught.
 
Her massive, heavy breasts bounced free with a heavy, hypnotic sway. Each tit was a masterpiece—full, round, and impossibly perky despite their size, the faint purple skin smooth and flawless. Her dark purple nipples stood stiff and proud, already swollen and begging for attention, the areolas wide and slightly puffy. They jiggled enticingly with every tiny movement she made, the weight of them making my mouth water.
 
Her waist was tiny, cinched like an hourglass, before exploding outward into those wide, fertile hips and thick, powerful thighs. Between her legs, her slick, puffy purple pussy lips were already glistening with her arousal, the inner folds a deeper, wetter shade of violet. A thin, silvery strand of her nectar stretched from her slit to her inner thigh, catching the light. As she shifted her weight, her perfect ass cheeks parted just enough for me to see her tight little anus winking invitingly between them—a small, puckered ring of darker purple flesh that looked impossibly snug.
 
“Like what you see, researcher?” she purred, voice velvet and sin. She cupped her huge tits from below and lifted them teasingly, letting them drop with a soft, fleshy slap. The impact sent ripples through the heavy globes. “These have made stronger men than you forget their own names.”
 
I swallowed hard, my cock already straining painfully against my trousers, throbbing with need. “Standard protocol, Cubia. Full naked inspection before any breeding attempt. I need to… assess every inch of you.”
 
She giggled, the sound cute and playful, completely at odds with how lewdly her body was on display. “Mmm, I love a thorough man. Inspect away. Touch, taste, smell… whatever you need.” She climbed onto the massive silk-covered bed on all fours first, giving me a perfect view of her ass and dripping pussy from behind. Her silver hair spilled over one shoulder as she looked back at me, violet eyes half-lidded. “But don’t be too gentle. I want to feel those strong human hands claiming every hole.”
 
My hands were shaking slightly with restraint as I stripped off my own clothes, tossing my shirt and trousers aside. My cock sprang free, thick and heavy, already leaking a steady stream of precum from the swollen head. Cubia’s eyes locked onto it immediately, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.
 
“Big boy,” she cooed approvingly. “That’s going to feel so good stretching me open later.”
 
I joined her on the bed. The silk was cool and slippery against my skin. I started with her breasts because I simply couldn’t resist any longer. I cupped one massive tit in both hands, amazed at how heavy and warm it felt. The flesh overflowed my palms, soft yet firm, the dark nipple pressing insistently against my thumb. I squeezed gently, then harder, watching the soft purple skin dimple under my fingers. A tiny bead of sweet-smelling fluid welled up at the tip of her nipple. I leaned down and dragged my tongue across it, tasting her—warm, slightly spicy, with a honeyed sweetness that made my cock twitch violently.
 
Cubia moaned softly, arching her back to push more of her breast into my mouth. “That’s it… suck on them if you want. They’re all yours for inspection.”
 
I latched onto the stiff nipple and sucked hard, drawing the swollen bud deep into my mouth. Her milk-like fluid tasted divine, coating my tongue. I switched to the other breast, kneading and licking, covering both heavy globes in saliva until they glistened.
 
But protocol demanded I be thorough.
 
I gently pushed her onto her back. Cubia spread her thick thighs wide for me without hesitation, hooking her hands behind her knees and pulling her legs open until her knees nearly touched the silk sheets beside her head. The position shamelessly exposed everything. Her slick, puffy purple pussy lips parted naturally, revealing the glistening pinkish-violet inner folds and the tight little entrance that was already drooling clear nectar. Above it, her clit peeked out, swollen and shiny. And just below her dripping cunt, her tight little anus winked at me again—small, perfect, and inviting.
 
“Fuck…” I breathed, voice rough.
 
I started with her pussy. Using two fingers, I spread her outer lips wider, admiring how her slick folds clung wetly to my skin. The heat radiating from her core was intense, like a furnace. Her scent was overwhelming up close—sweet, musky, feminine, with that addictive spicy undertone that made my head spin. I dragged my fingers through her slit, collecting her nectar. It was thick, slippery, and slightly warmer than human arousal. When I pulled my fingers apart, long strings of her juice stretched between them.
 
Cubia watched me with those luminous violet eyes, biting her lower lip cutely. “Go on… put them inside. Inspect how tight I am.”
 
I pressed two fingers against her entrance and pushed slowly. Her pussy was impossibly tight. The velvety-soft walls resisted at first, then yielded with a wet squelch, sucking my fingers inward like a hungry mouth. Scorching heat enveloped me—hotter than any woman I’d ever felt. Inside, her inner walls were plush and rippling, gently massaging and squeezing my digits as if trying to pull them deeper and milk them dry. I curled my fingers, stroking along the upper wall, and felt a textured, slightly ridged spot that made her hips jerk and a cute little moan escape her throat.
 
“So tight… so fucking hot,” I groaned, pumping my fingers slowly in and out. Wet, obscene sounds filled the room as her nectar coated my hand and dripped down toward her ass. “Your cunt feels custom-made for cock. It’s sucking on me like it never wants to let go.”
 
“Mmm~ Yes… keep inspecting, Dickard,” she purred, her voice breathy. Her massive breasts rose and fell rapidly, nipples still shiny from my saliva.
 
I added a third finger, stretching her further. Her pussy accommodated me greedily, the velvety channel pulsing around my intrusion. More of her sweet nectar gushed out, soaking the silk beneath her ass. I leaned down and inhaled deeply, letting her scent flood my lungs, then dragged my tongue flat across her clit. She tasted even better than she smelled—rich, sweet, addictive. I could have eaten her for hours.
 
But I still had one more hole to inspect.
 
I slid my now-soaked fingers out of her cunt with a wet pop. Strings of her arousal connected my fingers to her gaping, twitching entrance. I moved lower, circling her tight little anus with one slick fingertip. The puckered ring was even snugger than her pussy—hot, silky, and incredibly responsive. It winked and fluttered under my touch.
 
Cubia let out a cute, needy whimper. “That one’s even greedier… be careful, or it might swallow your fingers whole.”
 
I pressed one finger against the center and pushed. Her anus resisted for a moment, then the tight ring of muscle gave way with a delicious pop. Scorching heat and sinful softness enveloped my finger immediately. It was tighter than anything I’d ever felt— a perfect, velvety vice that clenched and rippled around me in rhythmic waves. I worked the finger deeper, feeling the smooth, gripping walls massage me from every side. Her ass was even hotter than her pussy, the texture somehow smoother and more sinful.
 
“Gods… your asshole is exquisite,” I growled, adding a second finger. The stretch made her anus bloom open slightly, the tight ring gripping me like a cock ring made of living silk. I scissored my fingers gently, opening her up, listening to the wet, squelching sounds and her adorable little gasps. Both of her holes felt absolutely custom-made for endless pleasure—tight enough to strangle a cock, hot enough to melt it, and soft enough to make any man lose his mind.
 
My own cock was throbbing painfully now, the head purple and angry, veins bulging, precum dripping in a steady stream onto the sheets. Every pulse sent a jolt of need through me. I realized with a dizzying wave of lust that this succubus pussy and ass were going to ruin me for every other monster girl I’d ever breed. Nothing—no lamia coil, no harpy ride, no dragoness heat—could possibly compare to the scorching, velvety perfection of Cubia’s holes.
 
I kept my fingers buried deep in both her dripping cunt and her greedy anus for a long moment, feeling them pulse and squeeze around me independently. Cubia watched me with heavy-lidded violet eyes, her cute flirty smile replaced by raw, hungry desire.
 
“Thorough enough for you, researcher?” she whispered, voice husky. “Or do you need to taste them next…?”




Chapter 3: Deep Makeout and Double Hole Fingering

The inspection had left me burning. My fingers were still slick with Cubia’s warm nectar, and my cock ached so fiercely it felt like it might split open. I couldn’t hold back any longer.
 
I lunged forward on the silk-covered bed and crashed into her with raw hunger. Our mouths met in a deep, sloppy, desperate makeout session that instantly turned filthy. Cubia’s full lips were soft and plush, tasting faintly of sweet berries and sin. The moment our tongues touched, I realized just how inhuman she truly was. Her tongue was longer than any human’s—thicker, more flexible, almost serpentine in the way it moved. It wrapped around my tongue like a living ribbon of wet velvet, coiling sinfully tight and stroking every inch of me with wicked skill.
 
She moaned cutely into my mouth, the sound high-pitched and adorable, vibrating straight down my throat. “Mmmph~” The little whimper sent a fresh surge of blood rushing to my already throbbing cock.
 
I kissed her harder, devouring her, our saliva mixing in messy strings that dripped down our chins. Her longer tongue slithered deeper, exploring the roof of my mouth, curling around my own tongue and sucking on it like she was trying to milk it. The sensation was obscene—wet, hot, and far too skilled. Every twist and stroke made my balls tighten. I could feel her smiling against my lips even as we kissed, that playful, flirty energy never leaving her even in the middle of this sloppy feast.
 
My hands roamed greedily over her killer body. I filled my palms with those massive, heavy breasts, squeezing the soft, warm flesh hard enough that it bulged between my fingers. Her dark purple nipples were rock-hard little pebbles against my palms. I pinched and rolled them, tugging gently, then harder, drawing another cute moan from deep in her throat. The heavy globes jiggled and bounced with every rough squeeze, the weight of them intoxicating. I could have spent hours just playing with her tits, but my need was too urgent.
 
I broke the kiss just long enough to growl against her lips, “You’re fucking perfect.”
 
Cubia giggled breathlessly, violet eyes sparkling with lust. “Then claim me properly, researcher.”
 
My right hand slid down her toned stomach and between her thick thighs. Her pussy was drenched—hot, slick, and swollen. I didn’t tease. I plunged two thick fingers straight into her dripping cunt in one smooth thrust. The velvety walls parted with a wet squelch, instantly sucking me deeper into that scorching, rippling heat. Her inner muscles clenched and massaged my fingers greedily, as if her pussy itself was alive and starving for more.
 
At the same time, my left hand moved lower. I pressed two more fingers against her tight little anus. The puckered ring was still slightly relaxed from the earlier inspection, but it was still sinfully snug. I pushed forward, and both fingers sank into her greedy ass with a delicious, tight pop. Her anus gripped me like a velvet vice—hotter and tighter than her cunt, the smooth walls rippling and fluttering around my intrusion in rhythmic waves.
 
Cubia’s eyes fluttered half-closed and she let out a long, adorable moan right into my mouth. “Ahhn~! Both holes at once… you’re so greedy, Dickard…”
 
I didn’t answer with words. I kissed her again, deeper, messier. Our tongues tangled wildly—hers wrapping around mine, stroking, sucking, while mine fought back with equal hunger. Saliva spilled from the corners of our joined mouths, dripping onto her massive tits and making her dark nipples glisten.
 
My fingers moved in tandem. Two buried deep in her scorching cunt, curling and stroking that ridged sweet spot inside her. Two more pumping steadily into her impossibly tight anus, stretching the snug ring with every thrust. The sensations were overwhelming—her pussy was plush and velvety, constantly rippling and sucking like it wanted to pull my fingers straight to her womb. Her ass was a sinful furnace, tighter and smoother, the walls clenching down so hard it felt like she was trying to trap my hand inside her forever.
 
Cubia started riding my fingers shamelessly. Her wide hips rolled and bucked, thick thighs flexing as she fucked herself on my digits. Every downward grind pushed my fingers deeper into both her holes at once. Wet, obscene squelching sounds filled the luxurious suite—schlick-schlick-schlick—mixed with her cute, flirty giggles and breathy moans.
 
“Mmm~ Yes… just like that,” she purred between kisses, her voice husky yet still adorably playful. “Finger-fuck your succubus properly. Stretch both my naughty holes…”
 
I could feel her nectar gushing around my fingers in her cunt, hot and slippery, coating my entire hand and dripping down to where my other fingers violated her ass. The dual penetration made her body tremble. Her massive breasts bounced heavily with every roll of her hips, the dark nipples tracing lewd circles in the air.
 
I kept kissing her the entire time—deep, sloppy, tongue-twisting kisses that left us both gasping. Her longer, flexible tongue did wicked things: wrapping around mine, sliding along the underside, then darting deep to lick the back of my throat. Every moan she made vibrated into my mouth, sweet and needy.
 
After several long minutes of this filthy double-fingering, I finally pulled my hands free with wet, sucking pops. Both sets of fingers were absolutely coated—shiny, dripping with thick strands of her sweet, addictive succubus nectar. The scent was intoxicating: warm honey, spice, and pure feminine lust. Long, glossy strings of her juices stretched between my fingers and her twitching holes.
 
I brought both hands up between us, right in front of her face, showing her how thoroughly I’d claimed her. Then, without breaking eye contact, I slid my fingers into my mouth and licked them clean. The taste exploded across my tongue—heavenly, slightly spicy, rich and sweet like the finest forbidden fruit. I sucked greedily, savoring every drop, groaning deeply as her nectar coated my throat.
 
Cubia watched with hungry violet eyes, her lips parted, chest heaving so that her massive tits rose and fell dramatically. She bit her lower lip cutely, a flush of deeper purple coloring her cheeks.
 
“Mmm, good boy…” she whispered, voice dripping with approval and fresh arousal. “Taste all of me. Drink every drop of your succubus. There’s so much more where that came from…”
 
Her eyes never left mine as I continued licking my fingers clean, savoring the delicious, addictive flavor of both her dripping cunt and her tight, sinful anus. The taste of her was already burning itself into my memory—something I knew I would crave for the rest of my life.
 
And we had only just begun.




Chapter 4: Facesitting Feast – Pussy Eating, Ass Licking, and Golden Shower

The taste of Cubia’s nectar still coated my tongue like liquid sin, making my head spin and my cock throb painfully against my stomach. I needed more. I needed to drown in her.
 
I lay back on the massive silk-covered bed, the cool sheets sticking slightly to my sweat-damp skin. My cock stood straight up, thick and veined, leaking a steady stream of precum that pooled on my abs. Before I could say a word, Cubia moved with graceful, predatory elegance. She swung one thick, powerful thigh over my head and straddled my face, lowering herself slowly, teasingly, until her dripping purple pussy hovered just inches above my mouth.
 
Her scent hit me like a drug—rich, sweet, musky, with that addictive spicy undertone that made my mouth water uncontrollably. Her thick thighs clamped around my head like warm, velvet vices, the soft yet powerful muscles pressing against my ears and trapping me in perfect, suffocating heaven. The weight of her body settled onto me, and I was completely at her mercy.
 
From this angle, everything was on obscene display. Her slick, puffy pussy lips were swollen and glistening, the inner folds a deeper, wetter violet that parted invitingly to reveal her tight entrance still drooling fresh nectar. Just above it, her swollen clit peeked out like a shiny pearl. And right below her cunt, her tight little anus winked at me again—small, puckered, and still slightly relaxed from my earlier fingering, the dark purple ring glistening with traces of her juices.
 
“Ready to feast, my eager little researcher?” Cubia purred, looking down at me between the heavy, swaying globes of her massive breasts. Her violet eyes were half-lidded with lust, that cute flirty smile playing on her lips. She reached down and spread her pussy lips wider with two delicate fingers, giving me an even better view of her soaked hole. “Eat me. Lick every inch. I want your tongue deep inside both my holes.”
 
I didn’t need any more invitation.
 
I dove in with relentless hunger. My tongue dragged flat and slow through her soaked folds, from the bottom of her slit all the way up to her swollen clit. Her taste exploded across my tongue—sweet, slightly tangy, warm honey mixed with that delicious spicy succubus flavor. I groaned loudly into her pussy, the sound muffled by her thick thighs. I licked again, longer and sloppier, coating my entire tongue in her nectar. Juices flooded my mouth instantly, thick and slippery, dripping down my chin and cheeks.
 
Cubia moaned adorably, a high-pitched little “Ahhn~!” that made my cock twitch violently. She started grinding slowly against my face, rolling her wide hips in lazy circles, smearing her soaked pussy all over my mouth and nose. Her juices were everywhere—coating my lips, filling my nostrils, running down my throat as I swallowed greedily.
 
I focused on her clit next, sucking the swollen little nub into my mouth and flicking it rapidly with the tip of my tongue. Her thighs tightened around my head, powerful muscles flexing as pleasure shot through her. “Yes… right there… suck my clit, Dickard… mmm~!”
 
Her nectar flowed more freely now, a constant warm flood that I drank down like a man dying of thirst. I alternated between long, sloppy licks through her folds and tight, focused suction on her clit, my lips and chin becoming absolutely soaked.
 
But I wasn’t done. I wanted every part of her.
 
I slid my tongue lower, dragging it over her perineum until I reached her tight little anus. The puckered ring was hot and silky against my tongue. I circled it slowly at first, teasing the sensitive rim with wet, filthy strokes. Then I pointed my tongue and pushed forward, sliding deep into her ass with one smooth thrust. Her anus parted around me, the tight ring gripping my tongue like a velvet glove. Inside, she was scorching hot and incredibly smooth, the walls rippling gently as I rimmed her with filthy enthusiasm.
 
Cubia let out a cute, surprised squeak that quickly turned into a long, throaty moan. “Oh gods… your tongue in my ass… that’s so dirty… don’t stop!”
 
I didn’t. I tongue-fucked her tight anus with deep, probing strokes, swirling and thrusting, savoring the slightly different, more concentrated flavor of her backdoor—richer, earthier, still sweet and addictive. I alternated relentlessly: long licks through her dripping pussy, hard suction on her clit, then deep, sloppy tongue dives into her greedy little asshole. Every time I switched holes, fresh waves of her nectar flooded my mouth, mixed with the slickness from her ass.
 
She was grinding harder now, riding my face shamelessly. Her thick thighs clamped tighter around my head, nearly smothering me in the best possible way. Her massive breasts bounced heavily above me as she rocked back and forth, one hand braced on the headboard while the other reached down to tangle in my hair, pulling my face even deeper into her soaked sex.
 
Her moans grew louder, cuter, more desperate—adorable little whimpers and giggles mixed with raw lust. “Mmm~! You’re so good at this… eating both my holes like a starving man… ahhn~! I’m getting close…”
 
I could feel the pleasure building in her body. Her pussy and ass pulsed around my tongue in rhythmic waves. Her juices were flowing faster, thicker, coating my entire face in a shiny layer of succubus nectar. I doubled my efforts—sucking her clit hard while simultaneously thrusting my tongue as deep as I could into her tight anus, swirling it inside her.
 
Then she couldn’t hold back any longer.
 
With a cute, embarrassed squeal—“Kyaa~!”—Cubia’s body tensed. Her thighs locked around my head like iron. Her hips jerked forward, pressing her pussy directly over my open mouth.
 
A hot, powerful stream of piss erupted straight from her urethra into my waiting mouth.
 
It was heavenly.
 
The taste was delicious—warm, slightly sweet, with that same addictive spicy succubus undertone, like lightly sweetened nectar with a hint of musk. It flooded my mouth in a steady, forceful jet, filling me instantly. I gulped it down greedily, swallowing every drop like the finest wine. The heat of it sliding down my throat made my cock throb so hard I nearly came untouched. I kept my mouth wide open, letting her piss straight onto my tongue, drinking her golden shower with shameless enthusiasm while she shivered and moaned above me.
 
“Ohhh~! You’re really drinking it… my eager little researcher… good boy… drink all of Mommy’s piss…”
 
She shivered through a powerful orgasm as she pissed. Her pussy clenched and squirted fresh nectar mixed with her hot urine, flooding my mouth even more. Her anus fluttered and winked against my chin. Her massive tits bounced wildly as her body shook with pleasure, silver hair sticking to her sweat-glistened purple skin.
 
I drank every single drop she gave me, swallowing rhythmically, savoring the warm, sweet, delicious flavor until the stream finally slowed to a trickle. I licked her clean afterward—long, gentle strokes through her pussy and over her twitching anus, collecting every last bead of piss and nectar.
 
Cubia stayed seated on my face for a long moment, panting cutely, her thick thighs still trembling around my head. She looked down at me with heavy-lidded violet eyes, a mix of satisfaction and fresh hunger on her beautiful face.
 
“Mmm… you drank it all… every drop. Such a good, thirsty researcher…”
 
Her voice was soft, affectionate, and still dripping with playful lust.
 
I lay there beneath her, face soaked, mouth filled with the heavenly aftertaste of her piss and juices, cock aching desperately for more.
 
And we still had so much left to explore.




Chapter 5: Vaginal Penetration – The Best Pussy in Existence

The taste of Cubia’s warm piss and sweet nectar still lingered on my tongue, thick and addictive, making my head spin with raw, animal need. My cock was painfully hard, throbbing angrily against my stomach, the swollen head slick with a constant flow of precum. I couldn’t wait another second.
 
With a low, guttural growl, I grabbed Cubia by her wide hips and flipped her onto her back on the silk-covered bed. She let out a cute, surprised giggle that quickly melted into a husky moan as I shoved her thick, powerful thighs wide apart. Her knees bent and spread obscenely, exposing her glistening purple pussy completely. The puffy outer lips were swollen and parted, inner folds shiny and dripping with a fresh mix of her juices and the remnants of her golden shower. Her tight little entrance twitched invitingly, still flushed from the facesitting feast.
 
I knelt between her spread legs, gripping my rock-hard cock at the base. The thick shaft pulsed in my fist, veins bulging, the head an angry purple and glistening. I rubbed the fat tip up and down her soaked slit, coating myself in her slippery nectar, teasing her clit with every pass. Cubia arched her back, pushing her massive breasts upward, dark nipples stiff and begging.
 
“Fuck me, Dickard,” she purred, violet eyes locked on mine with seductive hunger. “Put that thick human cock inside me. Stretch your succubus pussy.”
 
I couldn’t hold back.
 
I lined up and thrust forward hard.
 
The moment the head of my cock breached her entrance, I knew I was ruined.
 
Holy fuck—it was perfect.
 
Her succubus pussy was impossibly tight, scorching hot, and velvety-soft all at once. The outer lips stretched wide around my girth with a wet, obscene squelch as I sank deeper. Inside, her walls were plush, rippling, alive. Inner muscles clenched and massaged every inch of me like a living, breathing sleeve specifically designed to drain men dry. The heat was intense—almost feverish—wrapping my cock in a silky furnace that made my eyes roll back.
 
“Fuuuuck…” I groaned through gritted teeth, pushing deeper with one long, powerful stroke until my balls pressed against her ass. I bottomed out inside her, the head of my cock kissing the entrance to her womb. Her pussy rippled around me in rhythmic waves, squeezing and milking me from base to tip, sucking greedily as if it never wanted to let me go.
 
It felt better than anything I had ever experienced. Tighter than any lamia coil, hotter than any dragoness, softer and more perfect than any monster girl I’d ever bred. This was hands-down the greatest pussy in existence.
 
I pulled back slowly, savoring the way her velvety walls clung to every vein, then slammed back in with a rough, bestial thrust. The impact made her massive breasts bounce wildly, heavy globes jiggling and slapping together. Her dark nipples traced lewd circles in the air.
 
Cubia moaned loudly, the sound cute yet dripping with lust. “Ahhn~! So big… you’re stretching me so good…”
 
I lost control.
 
I started pounding her deep and hard, hips snapping forward with rough, animalistic force. Each thrust drove my thick cock balls-deep into her perfect succubus cunt, the wet, filthy sounds of flesh slapping flesh echoing through the opulent suite—schlap-schlap-schlap. Her juices squirted out around my shaft with every brutal plunge, soaking my balls and the silk sheets beneath us.
 
Her inner muscles worked me mercilessly. They rippled and undulated along my length, massaging the sensitive underside, squeezing the head when I bottomed out, then relaxing just enough to let me pull back before clamping down again. It felt like her pussy was actively sucking me off while I fucked her— a living, hungry sleeve that knew exactly how to pleasure a man.
 
I braced my hands on the bed beside her head and fucked her harder, putting my full strength into every thrust. The bed creaked beneath us. Her thick thighs quivered with each impact. I leaned down and captured one of her bouncing tits in my mouth, sucking hard on the dark nipple while I railed her pussy raw.
 
Cubia wrapped her powerful legs around my waist, locking her ankles behind my back and pulling me even deeper. Her heels dug into my ass as she urged me on. She was flirty and seductive even while getting brutally fucked, her violet eyes half-lidded with pleasure, silver hair fanned out across the pillow like liquid moonlight.
 
“Mmm~ Yes, just like that… pound my succubus pussy,” she whispered hotly against my ear, her longer tongue flicking out to lick my neck. “Fuck me deeper. Ruin me with that thick cock. This hole was made for you… made to milk every drop from your heavy balls.”
 
Her filthy encouragement drove me wild. I growled and slammed into her even harder, the angle letting me grind against her swollen clit with every thrust. Her massive breasts were crushed between our bodies now, soft and warm, her stiff nipples dragging against my chest with every brutal stroke.
 
I could feel her pussy getting wetter, hotter, tighter. The velvety walls fluttered and clenched around me in rhythmic spasms, massaging my cock with expert precision. Every time I pulled back, her cunt sucked me back in, refusing to let even an inch escape. The pleasure was overwhelming—intense, mind-melting, bestial. I fucked her like an animal, hips pistoning relentlessly, sweat dripping down my back as I chased the perfect friction of her divine pussy.
 
“Gods… this is the best pussy I’ve ever felt,” I groaned, voice rough and broken. “So tight… so fucking hot… velvety… it’s milking me… fuck, Cubia, you’re going to ruin me for every other girl…”
 
She giggled breathlessly, the sound turning into a cute moan as I hit a particularly deep spot. “Then don’t stop… lose yourself in me, researcher. Fill this greedy succubus cunt. Let it drain you dry…”
 
I pounded her without mercy, the wet slapping sounds growing louder and filthier. Her juices coated my entire groin, dripping down to my balls. Her thick thighs squeezed me tighter, her legs locked around me like she never wanted to let go. Every thrust bottomed out, the head of my cock battering against the entrance to her womb, her inner walls rippling and sucking in response.
 
I was completely lost in her. Nothing else existed—just the scorching, velvety perfection of Cubia’s succubus pussy wrapped around my cock, the heavy bounce of her massive tits, the cute, seductive moans spilling from her lips, and the sinful way her body welcomed every rough, bestial thrust.
 
This was heaven.
 
This was ruin.
 
And I never wanted it to end.




Chapter 6: Anal Penetration – Sinful Backdoor Bliss

I was still buried balls-deep in Cubia’s perfect succubus pussy, my cock pulsing violently as the last powerful spurts of my first load flooded her womb. Her velvety walls rippled and squeezed around me, milking every drop with greedy, rhythmic contractions. Her thick thighs were locked tight around my waist, her massive breasts heaving beneath me as she moaned cutely through the aftershocks of her own orgasm.
 
But I wasn’t done.
 
The need to claim her other hole—the even more exquisite one—burned through me like infernal fire. With a low, bestial growl, I pulled my thick, cum-smeared cock out of her dripping cunt. A heavy glob of my seed followed, leaking from her stretched pussy lips and running down toward her ass. The sight made my spent shaft twitch back to full, angry hardness almost instantly.
 
Cubia’s violet eyes sparkled with playful hunger as she watched me. She didn’t need words. She simply spread her thick, powerful thighs even wider, hooked her hands behind her knees, and pulled her legs up and open, shamelessly presenting both her freshly-fucked pussy and her tight little anus to me.
 
Her anus was a perfect, puckered ring of darker purple flesh, still slightly glistening from my earlier tongue and fingers. It winked invitingly, looking impossibly small compared to the thick girth of my cock.
 
I gripped my slick shaft and aimed the swollen head directly at that sinful backdoor. “I need your ass now,” I growled, voice rough with lust.
 
“Take it,” she purred, biting her lip cutely. “Claim every hole, researcher.”
 
I pressed forward.
 
The moment the fat head of my cock kissed her tight anus, pleasure exploded through me. Her ass was tighter—much tighter—than her cunt. Hotter. And somehow even more velvety. The puckered ring resisted for a heartbeat, then slowly stretched open around my girth with a delicious, wet pop. I pushed harder, feeling the scorching, silky walls of her bowels part for me inch by inch. The heat was insane, like sliding into molten silk. The smooth, rippling texture gripped every vein and ridge of my cock with perfect, sinful pressure.
 
“Fuuuuck…” I groaned through clenched teeth as I sank deeper.
 
Her anus was exquisite. Tighter than anything I had ever felt, yet impossibly soft and velvety inside. The inner walls massaged me with rhythmic, undulating squeezes, milking my shaft from base to tip as if her ass itself was alive and starving for my cum. It was hotter than her pussy, the friction smoother, more intense, more overwhelming.
 
I didn’t stop until I was balls-deep, my heavy sack pressed firmly against her ass cheeks. Her tight ring clenched around the base of my cock like a velvet cock-ring, pulsing and fluttering.
 
The pleasure hit me like a lightning bolt.
 
I tried to hold back. I really did. I wanted to savor it, to fuck her ass properly, to pound her until she screamed. But her sinful hole was too perfect. The moment I was fully sheathed inside her scorching, velvety bowels, her inner muscles went to work—rippling, squeezing, massaging every sensitive inch of me in waves of pure ecstasy.
 
My hips jerked involuntarily. I pulled back just a little, then slammed forward again, the thrust rough and bestial. The wet, filthy sound of my cock plunging into her tight ass filled the room. Her massive breasts bounced wildly with the impact, dark nipples tracing frantic circles.
 
“Oh gods… your ass… it’s even better than your pussy,” I snarled, losing control completely.
 
I started fucking her with raw, animalistic force. My hips pistoned hard and fast, driving my thick cock deep into her bowels again and again. Each brutal thrust made her tight anus stretch wide around my girth, the dark purple ring gripping me obscenely on every withdrawal. The heat was overwhelming, the velvety smoothness making every stroke feel like pure bliss wrapped around my cock.
 
Cubia moaned adorably beneath me, her violet eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “Mmm~! So deep in my ass… you’re so rough… I love it…”
 
I grabbed her thick thighs for leverage and railed her harder, the bed creaking violently under us. Sweat dripped from my body onto her glowing purple skin. Her massive tits jiggled and slapped together with every savage thrust. I could feel her anus clenching and rippling around me in perfect rhythm, milking me with expert, sinful precision. It felt like her ass was actively sucking the cum out of my balls.
 
I tried to slow down. I tried to last longer.
 
I failed.
 
The pleasure built too fast, too intensely. Her velvety bowels squeezed me so perfectly, the heat so scorching, the tightness so exquisite that my orgasm crashed over me without warning.
 
“Fuck— I’m cumming!” I roared.
 
Pleasure exploded through every nerve in my body. My cock swelled inside her tight anus and erupted. Thick, heavy ropes of cum pumped uncontrollably into her bowels. Rope after thick rope, more than I thought possible after already filling her pussy. I kept thrusting through it, bestial and rough, slamming deep as I flooded her ass with load after load. Her sinful hole milked me relentlessly, drawing out every spurt, squeezing and rippling as if determined to drain me completely dry.
 
I came so hard my vision blurred. Pulse after pulse, hot and powerful, painting her insides white with my seed.
 
When the last weak spurt finally left me, I stayed buried balls-deep in her ass, panting heavily, my cock still twitching inside her velvety grip.
 
Cubia looked up at me with a playful, cute pout on her beautiful face. Her silver hair was messy, her violet eyes sparkling with mischief even as her own body trembled from the rough fucking. She giggled softly, the sound light and flirty.
 
“Aww, already wasting all that precious cum in my ass?” she scolded teasingly, her voice sweet and adorable despite the filthy words. “Naughty researcher… you should be filling my womb instead.”
 
She gave her hips a little wiggle, making her tight anus clench deliberately around my still-buried cock. A small trickle of my cum leaked out around my shaft where her stretched ring gripped me.
 
She bit her lip cutely and added with a seductive little smile, “But don’t worry… we have plenty of time. I’ll make sure you put every drop where it belongs… eventually.”
 
My cock gave another involuntary twitch inside her sinful, cum-filled ass.
 
She was right.
 
We were only getting started.




Chapter 7: Nonstop Breeding Weeks – Every Position, Every Kink

The days and nights blurred together into one endless, feverish haze of raw breeding sex. Time lost all meaning inside the luxurious floating suite at the edge of Hell Gate. The magical rooms kept the air warm and scented with sex and jasmine, the silk sheets always clean no matter how much we soaked them, and the table in the corner magically replenished with fresh food, wine, fruits, and rich meats whenever we paused long enough to eat. We barely did. Hunger for each other overpowered everything else.
 
We fucked constantly.
 
In the massive circular bed, I took Cubia in deep missionary, her thick thighs spread wide and pinned back against her shoulders while I slammed my cock into her scorching pussy. Her massive breasts bounced heavily with every brutal thrust, dark nipples stiff and shiny with sweat. She wrapped her legs around me, pulling me deeper, whispering filthy encouragement between cute moans. “Harder… breed me deeper… fill this succubus womb…”
 
I pounded her until her pussy clenched and milked another load from me, flooding her with thick cum that leaked out around my shaft.
 
Then I flipped her over for doggy style. Her wide, fertile hips and fat, perfect ass rose high as she arched her back. I gripped her silver hair like reins and railed her from behind with bestial force, my hips slapping loudly against her plump cheeks. The wet, obscene sounds of my cock plunging into her dripping cunt filled the room. I spanked her fat ass red, leaving bright handprints on the purple skin that made her squeal adorably and push back against me harder. Her anus winked at me with every thrust, still slightly puffy from earlier use.
 
“Spank me more… mark your succubus,” she giggled breathlessly, then moaned as another hard slap landed.
 
I did. I reddened both cheeks until they glowed, then pulled out and shoved my cock straight into her even tighter anus, fucking her ass with rough, savage strokes while she cried out in pleasure.
 
Cowgirl was pure heaven. Cubia straddled me, her thick thighs flexing as she rode my cock like a woman possessed. Her massive tits bounced wildly in my face while she slammed her hips down, taking me to the hilt in her velvety pussy or her sinful ass. I gripped her wide hips and thrust up to meet her, the bed creaking violently. She leaned forward so her heavy breasts smothered my face and I sucked hard on her dark nipples while she ground her clit against my pelvis.
 
Standing against the walls, I lifted her easily, her powerful legs wrapped around my waist as I pinned her in place and fucked her senseless. Her back pressed to the cool marble, her silver hair sticking to her sweat-glistened skin, massive tits crushed between us. I railed her pussy and ass in turns, switching holes whenever the urge struck, filling both with load after load of hot cum.
 
The luxurious bath became another playground. We spent hours in the deep, steaming pool that never cooled. I sat on the wide marble edge while Cubia knelt between my legs, but more often I had her bent over the side, water splashing everywhere as I took her from behind. In the bath I drank her piss almost daily. She would stand over me in the shallow end, thick thighs parted, and release a hot, sweet golden stream directly into my open mouth while I gulped it down greedily. The warm, slightly sweet taste mixed with the bathwater made my cock throb even harder. I licked her clean afterward, tongue delving deep into both her dripping cunt and twitching anus.
 
I became obsessed with licking every inch of her body. I spent long, worshipful sessions dragging my tongue over her purple skin—along the curve of her massive breasts, down her slim waist, across her thick thighs, and especially between her legs. I rimmed her ass for what felt like hours, tongue-fucking the tight ring with filthy enthusiasm while she moaned and pushed back against my face. Her pussy I devoured like a starving man, sucking her swollen clit and drinking her nectar until she squirted across my tongue.
 
Cubia returned the favor with the most heavenly, sinful rimjobs I had ever experienced.
 
One night she pushed me onto my back, spread my legs, and dove between them. Her long, agile, demonic tongue was pure sin. She licked around my hole teasingly at first, then pushed inside me—deep, swirling, exploring with wicked skill. The flexible length of her tongue curled and stroked places no human tongue could reach, sending electric jolts of pleasure straight to my cock. While she rimmed me she stroked my throbbing shaft with both hands, occasionally sucking the head into her warm mouth. The combination made me see stars. Her tongue felt alive inside me, massaging my prostate, twisting and thrusting until I was moaning like an animal and shooting thick ropes of cum across my own chest and stomach.
 
We explored every kink that struck us.
 
Light bondage: I tied her wrists to the headboard with soft silk ropes and fucked her mercilessly while she was helpless, her massive tits bouncing as I railed her pussy and ass in turn. She loved it, giggling and moaning, begging me to use her harder.
 
Spanking became routine. I loved turning her fat, perfect ass bright red with my hand or a soft leather crop the suite provided. Each sharp smack made her squeal cutely and clench around my cock.
 
Titfucking those massive breasts was addictive. I straddled her chest, sliding my thick, cum-slick cock between the heavy, soft globes while she pressed them together and looked up at me with hungry violet eyes. I fucked her tits roughly, the head of my cock bumping against her lips and tongue with every thrust until I painted her face, neck, and breasts with another thick load.
 
Constant creampies were our obsession. I filled her pussy and ass repeatedly, sometimes pulling out just to watch my cum leak from her stretched holes before shoving back in. I made her push it out so I could watch it drip, then licked it up and fed it back to her in sloppy, cum-filled kisses.
 
We fucked against every surface—the walls, the floating balcony overlooking the meadow, even on the dining table while food magically appeared around us. We ate and drank between rounds, feeding each other fruit and wine, only to use the sweetness on our tongues for more filthy kisses before diving back into sex.
 
Every day I drank her piss like it was the finest nectar—sometimes straight from the source while she facesat me, sometimes while she stood over me in the bath, hot and sweet and warm. She loved watching me swallow every drop, calling me her “thirsty, eager researcher” with that cute, flirty smile.
 
The weeks melted together in a nonstop symphony of moans, wet slapping flesh, bestial growls, and adorable giggles. Rough, savage fucking mixed with tender, worshipful licking. Her body became my entire world—those massive bouncing breasts, wide fertile hips, thick thighs, tight velvety pussy, and even tighter sinful ass. Her long silver hair tangled in my fists, her violet eyes locked on mine as she rode me or took me deep.
 
The suite never ran out of food or wine, and we never ran out of lust.
 
It was pure, endless breeding.
 
And still, despite all the cum I pumped into her, Cubia’s womb remained unconquered.
 
But we had time.
 
So much delicious time.




Chapter 8: The Demonic Law and Eternal Loyalty Ritual

Despite the nonstop breeding that had consumed us for weeks—endless creampies pumped deep into Cubia’s velvety pussy and sinful ass, her body writhing beneath me in every position imaginable—her womb remained stubbornly empty. No matter how many thick loads I flooded her with, no matter how roughly I bred her or how greedily her holes milked me, there was no conception. The frustration only made our fucking more bestial, more desperate. I would rail her for hours, slamming into her dripping cunt until her massive tits bounced wildly and her cute moans turned into screams, only to pull out and flood her tight anus instead, watching my cum leak from both holes as she pouted playfully.
 
Then, one evening as we lay tangled and sweaty on the silk sheets, a heavy ancient tome materialized in the center of the room with a low, ominous pulse of violet energy. The Book of Demonic Law had arrived.
 
It was massive, bound in black leather that felt warm to the touch, its pages edged in glowing crimson script. When I opened it, the text rearranged itself before my eyes, revealing the truth in elegant, infernal lettering.
 
Succubi were designed by the very laws of Hell never to become pregnant. Their wombs were sealed by infernal design, craving pleasure and seed but never life—except through one rare exception. The succubus had to swear eternal loyalty to her chosen master, binding her essence to him completely. Only then could her body open and accept his seed as fertile ground.
 
The book detailed the precise ritual required.
 
Demon minions appeared shortly after—shadowy, horned figures that moved with eerie silence. They swiftly constructed a ritual shrine in the center of the suite’s main chamber: a raised platform of dark stone etched with glowing runes. At its heart was a hard but strangely warm stone altar, smooth and contoured perfectly for a body to lie upon. The air grew thicker, charged with raw demonic power.
 
I stripped naked and lay down on the altar as instructed. The stone was surprisingly comfortable, radiating gentle heat into my back and ass. My cock rested heavy and half-hard against my thigh, still sticky from our earlier rounds.
 
Cubia stood above me, completely naked, her faint purple skin glowing softly in the ritual light. Her massive breasts rose and fell with each breath, dark nipples stiff. Her silver hair cascaded like liquid moonlight down her back. She looked at me with those luminous violet eyes, a mix of playful hunger and something deeper already stirring.
 
Following the book’s first command, she stepped over me, straddling my body with her thick thighs. She positioned her slick, puffy pussy directly above my chest and face. Without a word, she relaxed.
 
A long, warm golden shower of her delicious piss began to soak my entire body.
 
The stream was powerful and steady, hot and slightly sweet, spraying across my chest, my stomach, my cock and balls, then up to my neck and face. I opened my mouth wide, catching the heavenly flow directly on my tongue. The taste exploded across my senses—warm, sweet, with that addictive spicy succubus undertone I had come to crave. I gulped it down greedily, swallowing mouthful after mouthful while the rest cascaded over me, drenching my skin in her scent and essence. It ran in rivulets down my sides, pooling beneath me on the warm stone.
 
Cubia moaned cutely as she pissed all over me, her violet eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “Drink me… mark yourself with my scent…”
 
When the stream finally slowed to a trickle, I surged up and buried my face between her thighs. I licked her cunt and anus completely clean with long, eager strokes. My tongue delved deep into her dripping pussy, scooping out the last drops of piss mixed with her sweet nectar, then moved to her tight little anus, rimming and probing the puckered ring thoroughly. I licked every inch of her inner thighs too, savoring the warm, salty-sweet flavor until her purple skin glistened only with my saliva.
 
Then it was her turn to mark me.
 
Cubia lowered herself and began covering me in long, sensual licks. Her longer, flexible tongue dragged slowly over my piss-soaked chest, circling my nipples, then down my abs. She licked my cock and balls thoroughly, cleaning every drop of her own golden shower from my skin while making my shaft harden to full, throbbing readiness. She even licked my armpits, my neck, my face—long, slow, worshipful strokes that left trails of her saliva mixing with the remnants of her piss. The process felt deeply intimate, primal. She was marking me as hers, claiming me with her tongue and scent just as thoroughly as I had claimed her holes.
 
The air hummed with ritual energy as the marking completed.
 
Now came the precise cum offerings demanded by the Book of Demonic Law.
 
I rose from the altar, my body still glistening, cock rock-hard and leaking. Cubia knelt before me first, but we followed the exact sequence.
 
One load deep in her pussy: I pushed her onto her back on the warm stone, spread her thick thighs wide, and slammed into her scorching, velvety cunt with one rough thrust. I fucked her hard and bestial, pounding deep until her massive breasts bounced wildly. Her inner walls rippled and milked me perfectly. I roared as I unloaded the first thick load straight into her womb, flooding her with rope after heavy rope.
 
One in her anus: I pulled out, still pulsing, and aimed for her tighter hole. Her ass welcomed me with that exquisite, scorching velvet grip. I railed her roughly from behind, spanking her fat ass red as I drove deep. The second load erupted uncontrollably into her bowels, pumping her full until cum leaked around my shaft.
 
One down her throat: Cubia eagerly took me into her mouth. Her long, sinful tongue wrapped around my cock as she sucked with expert skill, deepthroating me until her lips kissed my base. I gripped her silver hair and face-fucked her roughly until I exploded down her throat, forcing her to swallow every drop.
 
Two loads in each armpit: She pressed her massive breasts together and raised her arms. I slid my slick cock into the warm, soft hollow of one armpit, fucking the tight space while she licked the head on every thrust. I came hard, painting the soft skin and the side of her breast white. Then I repeated it on the other side, adding a second thick load to each armpit until they glistened with my seed.
 
One load in each hand: Cubia cupped her hands together, forming warm, soft sleeves. I fucked her right hand first, then her left, watching her delicate fingers stroke me until I spurted heavy ropes across her palms and wrists.
 
One between her perfect feet: She sat back and presented her soft, purple soles, pressing them together around my cock. I tit-fucked her feet roughly, the smooth skin and arches creating delicious friction until I unloaded between them, thick cum coating her toes and arches.
 
Finally, one thick load smeared across her delicious breasts: I straddled her chest and slid my cock between the massive, heavy globes. Cubia pressed them tightly together, looking up at me with hungry violet eyes as I fucked her tits hard. I roared and erupted, smearing rope after rope of thick, white cum across her breasts, neck, and chin until the heavy globes were glazed and dripping.
 
The ritual was complete.
 
A wave of dark, crimson energy pulsed through the shrine. Something fundamental shifted in Cubia.
 
Her playful, naturally seductive demeanor softened. The constant flirty giggle faded into something deeper—more vulnerable, more earnest, more devoted. Her violet eyes, still luminous, now held a quiet intensity as she looked at me. The ancient temptress had become truly mine. She was no longer just a succubus looking for pleasure. She was my woman.
 
We didn’t speak. We simply came together again immediately.
 
I pushed her down onto the warm stone altar and slid my still-hard cock back into her pussy. This time it felt different—hotter, wetter, more welcoming. Her walls rippled with new purpose, drawing me in as if her womb had finally opened. I fucked her with rough, bestial intensity, hips slamming against her thick thighs, her massive cum-smeared breasts bouncing between us.
 
When I came, it was harder than any load before. I unloaded deep into her now-fertile womb, flooding her with powerful, heavy spurts. We both felt it—the moment my seed took root, the subtle spark of new life beginning inside her.
 
Cubia gasped softly, her hands clutching my back as her body trembled. Her voice was quieter now, earnest and full of emotion. “I feel it… I’m ready, Dickard. I’m ready to become a mother… your woman.”
 
I stayed buried deep inside her, our bodies pressed together, the ritual’s power still humming around us. The playful seductress had given way to something far more profound.
 
She was truly mine.




Chapter 9: Pregnant Succubus Bliss – Hornier, Wetter, and Constantly Leaking

The ritual changed everything.
 
Within days, Cubia’s belly began to swell with our child. The faint purple skin over her womb stretched smoothly, rounding into a beautiful, fertile curve that only made her look more devastatingly erotic. Her massive breasts grew even heavier, the dark nipples darkening further and becoming hypersensitive. But the pregnancy affected her in two overwhelming ways: it made her insanely hornier, and her bladder far weaker.
 
She was constantly dripping.
 
Her pussy leaked sweet nectar almost nonstop, a thin, silvery trail often running down her thick thighs. And her bladder had no restraint anymore. The slightest pressure or arousal triggered an urgent, desperate need to piss. She would blush cutely, bite her lip, and whisper, “Dickard… I need to go again… please let me give it to you…”
 
I never refused.
 
Our days and nights dissolved into pure pregnant succubus bliss.
 
We fucked endlessly, her swollen belly and heavier breasts adding a new, intoxicating layer of lewdness to every position. In the mornings I would wake to find her already straddling me, her pregnant pussy sliding down my morning wood with a wet squelch, riding me slowly while her belly rested against my abs. Her moans were sweeter now, more vulnerable, mixed with soft giggles as she rocked her hips.
 
During the day we took our pleasure outside.
 
The peaceful meadow surrounding the floating suite, right at the edge of the Hell Gate, became our playground. The silver grass felt cool and soft under our naked bodies. One bright afternoon I bent her over a smooth boulder, her pregnant belly hanging heavily as I railed her from behind. I gripped her wide hips and pounded her dripping cunt with rough, bestial thrusts, her heavy tits swinging beneath her. The barren landscape around us only heightened the thrill—here, so close to infernal realms, we fucked like animals in the open air. When she couldn’t hold it any longer, she cried out adorably and released a hot, powerful stream of piss while I was still buried inside her. The warm liquid sprayed against my balls and down my thighs. I pulled out, dropped to my knees, and drank directly from her leaking pussy, gulping the sweet, slightly musky golden flow while she shivered and moaned.
 
Public fucking became routine. I would press her against one of the golden pillars of the suite’s balcony, lift one thick thigh, and slide into her velvety pregnant pussy while the meadow stretched out before us. She wrapped her arms around my neck, whispering earnest, loving filth: “Breed me… fill your pregnant wife…” Her voice had lost some of its playful teasing, replaced by raw devotion that made my cock throb even harder.
 
The luxurious bath turned into slippery, piss-soaked orgies almost every evening.
 
We would sink into the deep, steaming pool together. Her pregnant body looked divine in the water—belly glistening, massive tits floating buoyantly. I would sit on the submerged marble bench and pull her onto my lap, impaling her on my cock. She rode me slowly at first, then faster, her swollen belly pressing against me as water sloshed around us. When the urge hit her, she didn’t fight it. She simply relaxed and let her warm piss flow freely into the bath while I was still inside her, the hot stream mixing with the water and bathing my balls. I loved it. I would lift her off, lay her back on the wide edge of the pool, spread her thighs, and drink straight from her pregnant pussy as she released long, delicious golden showers directly into my mouth. The taste was richer now—sweeter, warmer, more concentrated with her pregnancy. I swallowed every drop greedily, then devoured her soaked cunt and tight anus, licking and sucking until she came hard, squirting nectar mixed with piss across my face.
 
But the most intimate, heavenly moments happened every single night.
 
We would retire to the massive circular bed after bathing and eating. Cubia, glowing with pregnancy and devotion, would crawl over me into a perfect 69 position. Her swollen belly rested comfortably on my chest as she lowered her dripping pussy and ass directly onto my face. At the same time, she took my thick, throbbing cock into her warm mouth.
 
The position was pure bliss.
 
Her long, agile tongue wrapped around my shaft as she sucked me deeply, draining me with slow, sensual bobs of her head. Her throat constricted around me, milking my cock with expert skill while her heavy breasts pressed against my stomach. Meanwhile, I wrapped my arms around her thick thighs and buried my face between her legs.
 
I drank her warm piss straight from the source almost every night.
 
As soon as she settled, her bladder would release. A hot, steady stream of delicious golden piss flowed directly into my open mouth. It was heavenly—warm, slightly sweet, with that addictive spicy succubus flavor intensified by her pregnancy. I gulped it down eagerly, swallowing rhythmically while she moaned around my cock. The taste coated my tongue and throat, making my head spin with pleasure. When the flow slowed, I didn’t stop. I licked her pregnant pussy thoroughly, dragging my tongue through her soaked folds, sucking gently on her swollen clit, then moving lower to rim her tight anus with long, filthy strokes.
 
Cubia purred and whimpered adorably as I worshipped her holes. “Mmm… drink me… eat your pregnant wife’s pussy and ass…” Her voice was softer now, more earnest and loving, the playful seductress replaced by a devoted woman who craved this intimacy as much as the rough fucking.
 
I alternated between gentle, worshipful licking and rougher, bestial devouring. Sometimes I would suck hard on her clit while pushing two fingers into her dripping cunt and two more into her ass, fingering both holes while drinking the last drops of her piss. She would grind her pregnant pussy against my face, smothering me in her wetness, her thick thighs trembling around my head.
 
At the same time, her sinful mouth worked my cock relentlessly. Her longer tongue swirled around the head, then slid down the shaft, licking my balls before she deepthroated me again. She sucked with devoted hunger, draining me until I exploded down her throat. I came hard, pumping thick ropes of cum straight into her belly while I continued licking and drinking from her.
 
We stayed locked in 69 for hours some nights, trading orgasms, piss, and cum in a slow, sensual rhythm. The sounds were obscene yet sweet—wet slurping, swallowing gulps, soft moans, and the occasional cute giggle when she released another small spurt of piss onto my tongue.
 
Outside, the barren meadow and the distant, pulsing Hell Gate should have felt desolate. Instead, with Cubia in my arms—her pregnant belly pressed against me, her silver hair tangled with mine, her violet eyes soft with devotion—the entire world felt like pure heaven.
 
She was no longer just my succubus research subject.
 
She was my woman. My pregnant wife. My perfect, leaking, horny, devoted partner.
 
And every day, every night, she gave herself to me completely—body, piss, pleasure, and growing love.
 
The suite at the edge of Hell had become our private paradise.




Chapter 10: Birth, Farewell, and the New Bloodline

Nine months had passed in a haze of pregnant bliss, endless breeding, and intimate golden showers. Cubia’s belly had grown round and heavy, her massive breasts even fuller, dark nipples constantly leaking tiny beads of sweet milk. Her violet eyes had softened with maternal devotion, yet her hunger for me never faded. She remained insanely horny, constantly dripping, and desperate to piss for my pleasure right up until the final day.
 
The birth began suddenly one quiet evening.
 
We were tangled together on the silk-covered bed when Cubia gasped sharply, her hands flying to her swollen belly. “It’s time… ahhn~! Dickard… our son is coming…”
 
Her body glistened with sudden sweat, faint purple skin shining under the golden light of the floating orbs. She was breathtaking even in labor—beautiful, powerful, and intensely erotic. I helped her into position on the warm stone altar that still remained from the ritual, propping her back against soft pillows while she spread her thick thighs wide. Her pregnant pussy was puffy and slick, already leaking a mix of nectar and amniotic fluid.
 
The contractions hit hard. Cubia moaned deeply, a mix of pain and raw pleasure, her massive breasts heaving as she pushed. Sweat rolled down her silver hair and between her heavy tits. Her belly tightened visibly with each powerful contraction.
 
“Push… that’s it, my love,” I encouraged, kneeling between her legs, my hands supporting her thighs.
 
She pushed with all her strength, face flushed deep purple, cute moans turning into guttural groans. The effort made her body clench involuntarily. A hot, forceful stream of piss suddenly sprayed from her urethra, splashing across the stone and over my hands and chest. It was warm, sweet, and delicious even now—her pregnant golden nectar mixed with the intensity of labor. I leaned in without hesitation and drank from her leaking pussy, gulping down every spurt while she pushed again.
 
“Ahhn~! I’m pissing… can’t hold it… mmmph!” she cried out adorably, embarrassed yet aroused, her violet eyes glassy with exertion and lingering lust.
 
Another hard push, and she let out a cute, involuntary fart from the strain—soft, warm, and musky—followed by another gush of piss that I eagerly licked up, my tongue dragging through her folds and over her twitching anus. Her body was glistening, sweat-slick and beautiful, massive breasts bouncing with every labored breath, belly contracting as she worked to bring our child into the world.
 
The crowning was intensely lewd and erotic. Her pussy lips stretched wide around the emerging head, glistening and puffy. Cubia moaned loudly, pushing harder, her anus fluttering and releasing another small fart as her body strained. I watched in awe as our son slowly emerged—first the head, then shoulders, sliding out in a rush of fluids. Cubia gave one final, powerful push with a beautiful, throaty cry, and Cuvon was born.
 
He was perfect.
 
A handsome human-succubus hybrid incubus with faint purple-tinged skin, tiny silver wisps of hair, and small budding horns. His violet eyes opened briefly, looking up at us with ancient intelligence mixed with newborn innocence. He was strong and healthy, already radiating a subtle aura of power. I caught him gently and placed him on Cubia’s chest. She cradled him immediately, tears of joy and exhaustion in her eyes, her massive breasts heaving as she caught her breath.
 
“Our son… Cuvon,” she whispered tenderly, kissing his tiny forehead. “He’s beautiful… just like his father.”
 
The moment Cuvon was born, my research assignment in this suite at the edge of Hell Gate officially ended. Hell’s magic worked swiftly. Cubia’s body healed rapidly before my eyes. The stretched, well-used pussy that had just given birth tightened and freshened instantly, returning to that impossibly tight, velvety, delicious succubus state—puffy lips glistening, inner walls once again custom-made to milk and ruin any cock that entered. Her belly flattened smoothly, though her breasts remained heavy with milk. She was no longer just a succubus temptress. She was a mother now. My devoted wife.
 
Hell’s minions appeared silently to offer their utmost care. The humble floating resort suite would be transformed into a legendary castle ground, a sanctuary where this rare new bloodline—the first powerful human-succubus hybrid incubus line—would be raised with every infernal resource. Cuvon would grow strong here, under his mother’s loving watch.
 
But the time had come for me to leave.
 
We hated parting.
 
Cubia’s violet eyes filled with tears as she held our sleeping son in her arms, wrapped in soft crimson silk. “I don’t want you to go… my master… my husband…” Her voice was earnest and vulnerable, the playful seductress long gone, replaced by a woman who had sworn eternal loyalty.
 
“I know,” I whispered, pulling her close for one last embrace. “But my work continues. There are more monster girls waiting. This bloodline… our bloodline… will be legendary because of you.”
 
Before I left, we shared one final fuck—brutal, bestial, and perfect.
 
We crashed together on the silk bed with raw desperation. I flipped her onto all fours, her heavy milk-filled breasts hanging and leaking as I slammed my rock-hard cock into her freshly-tightened succubus pussy. It was divine—scorching hot, velvety, and rippling with those familiar milking muscles. I railed her savagely, hips slapping loudly against her fat ass, one hand fisting her silver hair while the other spanked her cheeks red.
 
“Take it… one last time,” I growled, pounding her deep and rough.
 
Cubia pushed back against me just as hard, moaning sweetly yet bestially. “Yes… fuck your wife… breed me one more time… ahhn~!”
 
I switched holes, shoving into her tight anus with bestial force, the exquisite velvet grip making me groan. We fucked like animals—rough, sweaty, intense—switching between her pussy and ass, her massive tits bouncing wildly, milk dripping from her nipples onto the sheets. I drank from her one final time, making her piss into my mouth while I fingered both holes, then licked her clean with obsessive hunger.
 
The final orgasm was explosive. I buried myself deep in her fertile-feeling pussy and unloaded with a roar, pumping thick, powerful ropes of cum straight into her womb one last time. Cubia came hard around me, her walls squeezing and milking every drop as she cried out my name.
 
We collapsed together, panting, kissing deeply—sweet, loving, yet still dripping with raw lust.
 
Then it was time.
 
I dressed slowly, heart heavy. Cubia stood in the grand doorway of the suite, cradling our sleeping son Cuvon in her arms. She looked radiant—silver hair glowing, body healed and perfect, violet eyes shining with tears and a loving, devoted smile. She raised one hand in farewell, the other gently supporting our child.
 
I looked back one last time as I stepped onto the meadow path. The humble resort suite behind her would soon become the birthplace of a powerful new incubus-succubus bloodline—my bloodline. Strong, virile, legendary.
 
“Goodbye, my love,” I called softly. “Raise him well. I’ll carry you both in my heart.”
 
“Until we meet again, Dickard… my researcher… my husband,” she replied, voice trembling with emotion but full of quiet strength.
 
I turned and walked away, the Hell Gate pulsing behind me, the peaceful meadow stretching ahead.
 
On to the next monster girl.
 




About The Author

Benjamin Koo
 
Follow my Amazon Author Page to be updated on future releases!




Books By This Author

All My Works (Amazon Author Page)
 



images/calibre_cover.jpg





