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When you write as much as I do, sometimes you want to branch out, to try some different things, and generally see if you can do something you haven't done in the past. Or, you want to do something that doesn't quite fit in the rest of the body of work. And so, KayDee Sommers was born.

I've written a number of stories under that name, and it's time for them to come home and live alongside the rest of my stories. If you've never read KayDee's stories, now's your chance. If you have, these will be edited versions of the stories you read before.

I hope you enjoy them. I know I enjoyed their creation, and I am very pleased to present them to you as part of my library of writing. Happy reading!


How to Make a Succubus

Brittany crossed the campus quickly, the bag slung over her shoulder bouncing on her thin hip. Inside was the heavy biology book that made her walk with an odd loping gait. She was rarely looked at for long, and the stares she drew from her erratic motions due to the book's weight only made her noteworthy for being an oddity. Ever since she started college, Brittany had been a disappointment, and mostly to herself.

She was sure when she left high school and the hundreds of fellow classmates that looked down on her there, that would be the end of it. She would blossom like her mother always told her, become a woman finally. Lose her virginity to a strong man and find a place on his arm for the big Homecoming football game or slip her hand into his when they went to the movies on Friday nights.

Only none of that had happened. College, as it turned out, was little more than a sequel to high school. It provided the illusion of difference, but nothing changed for Brittany. Among the crowds, Brittany did not make an impression. She was a little too thin, but not so thin as to be noticeable. She had decent hair, but she wore it back in a nondescript way. Her skin was marked by a few pimples, but not so many as to be truly disgusting. When it was cold and rainy, as it often was at the Northeastern college she attended, her cheeks grew red and splotchy.

She didn't dare wear clothes that would be too revealing, as her narrow body and sharp features made her look more childlike than sexy when she tried to show off her legs or push up her diminutive breasts. She wasn't particularly good in any class, though she enjoyed the sciences. She was, to all the world, a background player moving through the scene, but with no spoken lines, no moment to push the plot forward or even deliver a laugh. She was an extra in the movie of life, Brittany thought, and one that would walk across the stage, perhaps be noticed a moment, and then disappear.

She took her lunches most days at Ray's, the deli near campus that served a warm tuna fish sandwich she liked. It helped it was the cheapest thing on the menu, too. She especially liked these lunches because on every weekday but Tuesdays and Thursdays she could watch Alan behind the counter. He was a little older, but she knew he attended the same school because she'd seen him in the hallways of the science building. When she started frequenting Ray's, Alan remembered her. Now, he had her sandwich ready every Monday, Wednesday and Friday, and would sneak an extra pickle onto her plate with a wink when she paid for her sandwich and chips.

"Enjoy," he said, time and again. Maybe there would be some variation, but that was how Brittany thought of him. The handsome-faced young man wearing a white apron over a black tee, saying "Enjoy!" with a wink. It was as close to a friend as she had at college, and the bitterness of the fact wasn't lost on her.

Her morning classes done, she pushed her way into the deli, enjoying the electronic tones announcing her entrance. There is, Brittany thought, something comforting in the familiar. She was already smiling, the crooked way she had that hid the off-kilter tooth on one side of her mouth, but that smile faded when she saw the empty space behind the counter where Alan usually stood. Her gait slowed as she approached, lifting her book bag off her shoulder and placing it at her feet. She put both hands on the glass counter, looking both ways behind the display case showing off deli meats and bowls of fruit salad and vegetable combinations. She saw no sign of her unwitting paramour or the owner, only the menu board behind the counter with the list of prices. A radio was playing some pop song from a decade before and calling it classic rock, but there was no other sound in the restaurant.

"Hello?" she called out, shuffling around the corner where the bathrooms were located, hoping for someone, anyone to appear. She couldn't shake the feeling that there was something deeply creepy about the silence in the deli.

Her head jerked back to the counter. She'd heard something, a shuffling sound. Her mind played out a crazy scenario in which Alan did appear from the darkness of the storage room, his skin gray and pallid, a deep bite mark in his neck and shoulder from where the living dead had feasted on him and made him one of their own.

Her zombie illusion was shattered by the appearance of a girl, or rather a woman. Someone like this could not be described as a mere girl. She had deep black hair framing a pale face, her ruby lips as remarkable as the black-rimmed eyes that nearly shone with the vivid green of her irises. She had her pinky finger in her mouth, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked the tip. She had a staggered way of walking that suggested she was either drunk or very tired.

"Hey there," the woman said. "And who might you be?"

"I'm, uh... just a customer. Where's Alan?"

"The cutie who works the counter? He's sleeping it off in the back. I guess we were both hungry."

The woman came out from behind the counter, and Brittany saw the short skirt she wore and the way her stocking tops were visible beneath the hem of it. The heels she was poised on were sharp and high, and her previously drunken stride was now more confident. She passed by Brittany on her way to the front door. The way the sultry woman's eyes lingered on the her made Brittany shiver. She imagined it was the same look a shark gave a seal.

"You go to school here?"

"Yes. Is Alan alright?"

"Right as rain. You can go back there and check on him if you want. Go on, I don't mind."

The woman moved to the front door of Ray's and turned the OPEN sign to CLOSED. Brittany's stomach dropped as the seductive stranger turned back to her, flipping the deadbolt of the front door. The metallic thunk as the bolt slid into place felt like a death sentence.

"I should go," Brittany said. Her voice was thin and reedy.

"No no no," the woman grinned, stalking back to the counter and the place Brittany stood. Brittany felt frozen to the spot. "You're afraid. I can smell that, you know? I get a back door into all the fears and desires of you people. And you are as mousie as they come. It's not like a narrator," she explained, her fingers dancing through the air as she thought aloud, the red tips of her nails hypnotic as she walked ever so slowly. "It's more like a slideshow. Like with you... I can see the tuna you eat and the smile on little Alan's face. You like him. Have you spoken more than a dozen words to him?"

Brittany couldn't bring herself to run. She was trembling, her lip quivering. She worried she might wet herself in fright.

"I didn't think so. You're afraid. Just like now. You don't need to be me to know that you are practically quaking right out of your boots."

She was close, close enough that Brittany could feel the heat of her breath when she leaned forward, bending almost to the crook of Brittany's neck, the way she'd always imagined a lover might. The woman inhaled deeply, her head rising, eyes closing, savoring the scent of the small girl glued to the tiles in front of the deli counter.

"Goodness," she said, the deep, honeyed voice a purr in Brittany's ear. "You're a virgin. Spoilers, your boy in the back was not. Virgins are overrated," she continued, now passing by Brittany, her heels clicking on the tiled floor.

Outside, Brittany could see men and women passing by in the sunlight, even a few glances inside the deli, where it appeared as if a mature and stunningly attractive woman was having a pleasant conversation with a scrawny girl. It seemed wrong to her that the world should be moving by in such a normal fashion while her spine jangled with every step of this seductive stranger.

"For a lady like me, however, a virgin is just about the best thing that there is. What do you think I'm going to do to you? I'm genuinely curious. Turn around, honey."

Brittany did as she was told, slowly turning to face the woman who stood a few feet away, one hand on her hip, the other loose at her side. Her green eyes were trained on Brittany, flitting to her legs, her eyes, the subtle bumps that suggested her small breasts.

"Are you going to kill me?" Brittany asked.

She laughed, deep as the ocean and possessed of a dark mirth. "Kill you? No, honey. I'm going to give you a life worth living. All I ask in return is your cherry."

"My wh- what?"

"Your cherry. Your virginity. I want to be your first time. And in return for that.. Oh, honey, what is your name, anyway?"

"B- Brittany."

"Well, B- Brittany, I promise that you'll thank me. Not that we'll ever see each other again. Best that two of us don't occupy the same space for long. Things get messy. You'll figure it out," she said with a wave of her hand. "I am Emily. And I think it's time we got acquainted. It's been a few months since I had my last virgin. And it was a he and that's way less fun if you're looking to sow some oats. But listen to me go on. Before we do this, you're going to have some weird shit happen to you. The best advice I can give you, Brit, is to roll with it. It's more fun that way. Now, let's get you out of those clothes."

"What? No!" Brittany screamed. "Help!" she cried.

Only she didn't call out. She was unbuttoning the plain brown sweater she wore, one large button at a time. Her body was heating up beneath her clothes as she looked into the piercing emerald eyes of the woman who called herself Emily. When the sweater fell to her feet, her traitorous fingers went right to work on the white top with the slight collar, each motion revealing more of her skin and the shape of her barely-needed bra inside.

"Oh, that's nice," Emily said, passing by Brittany to draw the blinds on the front windows, casting the whole restaurant into dim shadow. When she moved back, her hands roamed Brittany's ass, lifting her long skirt.

Brittany gasped. She had never been touched like that, not by a man or a woman, and the way that Emily gripped the soft flesh so firmly made her flush with heat.

"Yes, it's nice isn't it? Just you wait, sweetness. Just you wait."

Brittany felt her bra come loose at the back, and she shrugged forward to remove it, her small tits barely curves against her chest. Her nipples were achingly hard, twin sparks that promised to light something inside her at the merest touch.

Emily pushed Brittany's hands away from her sides, the older woman's fingers opening the clasp of her skirt and unzipping the side of it, splitting it and easing it down Brittany's slender bare legs. When she rose, Emily's fingers followed the length of those legs, coming around to press her fingers against Brittany's mons. She moaned, a soft sound, and one that she had never made around another soul. These sounds were reserved for her time alone, when she explored the flower nestled between her legs and prodded those damp petals until they brought her to a sweating climax. But it was Emily's hands on her now, dipping under the plain underwear she wore, following the trail of dark blonde hair to the cleft between her legs and stroking that slit, opening it to dip a finger into the dampening canal.

"That's it," Emily cooed in Brittany's ear. "That feeling is so delicious, isn't it?"

Brittany nodded, her pink tongue running over her thin lips. Emily's fingers were easing into her, making her drip with her sexual hunger. Her touch was even better than Brittany's own, surprising the smaller girl with a sudden intrusion or a coaxing caress.

"Aren't I the lucky one?" Emily asked, and Brittany was certain the question was rhetorical. The strange woman's lips found Brittany's bare shoulder, kissing and nibbling the tender skin. Whatever hesitation Brittany had was melting away. She only wanted these feelings to continue, and she groaned anew with the certainty inside her that she was going to give Emily exactly what she wanted – Brittany was going to offer up her virginity to her.

The smaller girl's hips swayed against Emily, who grinned as she felt the girl's surrender. She turned Brittany to face her, tilting her chin up to kiss the shy girl. Emily's full lips played against Brittany's, her tongue snaking into Brittany's mouth where it explored the sweet taste of her innocence. The surprise awaiting Brittany was pulsing urgently. The sensual stranger pushed Brittany back, her panty-clad ass bouncing against the counter as she fell backward, catching herself as her eyes fixed on Emily.

"The thing about me, sweetness, I get to have fun in every way..."

Emily lifted her skirt and the black fabric bunched around her waist and exposed the tops of her black stockings. Brittany was shocked to see a glistening phallus angled up, as if pointing at her. Below the base of her shaft, Brittany saw Emily's pussy. The cock emerged from it, shining under the deli's lights with lubrication that threatened to drip from the woman's pussy. It was both the most shocking thing Brittany had ever seen and, somehow, the most erotic. Seeing the thick flesh pushing out of the woman's snatch made Brittany's virginal slit throb with want. Despite her inexperience, she knew the only thing in the world she wanted was that shecock inside her.

"I know," Emily grinned, "it's something isn't it? Why don't you come say hello. Give it a kiss."

Brittany had no moment of resistance. She walked the trio of steps to where Emily stood and sank to her bare knees, the tile cool against her skin. Her hands brushed over the soft nylon of Emily's stockings, the sweetness of the fabric making her eyes go heavy-lidded as her face moved close to the wet muscle between Emily's legs. Those heavy lids drooped closed as her mouth opened and she felt the slick member move past her lips. She closed her mouth around the swollen tip of the thing, holding the curved end of it just inside her mouth as her tongue explored its contours. The first penis she ever tasted, she mused, was a woman's. But was Emily a woman? Was she something else? It really didn't matter, Brittany decided, in light of the sheer joy she felt sucking this goddess's cock.

Fingers wove into Brittany's hair, guiding her into a slow rhythm as Emily's futa cock pushed deeper into her mouth, slowly filling the girl's wet hole. Emily liked this part, when the last wall of a human's will crumbled and all that remained was the desire to service Emily in any way they could. She could see this in the way Brittany bobbed her head now, the way her hands wrapped around the back of Emily's legs, holding her close, moaning as the older woman fucked her mouth with slow thrusts.

"That's it. Drink it all up, sweetness. You're going to love what comes next."

Brittany heard, but the words didn't matter. All that mattered to her now was keeping the hot cock in her mouth until it exploded. She rocked her head in time with the roll of Emily's hips. When the grip on her hair tightened, she felt her own pussy spasm in anticipation. She didn't have long to wait. With a gasp and a chuckle, Emily held Brittany's head fast and pushed deeply into the girl's mouth. She was inexpert at blowjobs, but her eagerness made up for the lack of experience, enough that Emily came quickly, filling the girl's mouth with an engorged load of futa seed. The creamy cum filled Brittany's mouth with an explosion of thick goo, some of it swallowed down and heating her belly, some erupting from the sides of her mouth and spilling down her chin and onto her small tits. She felt the gooey warmth of it on her body, leaning back on her knees to rub the slick cream over her nipples and down her belly. She loved having it on her, sticky proof of how much she adored that shecock.

"That's it, Brittany. You feel all that lust? All the desire?"

She nodded hazily.

"Good. You did so good for your first time. But now I need you to turn over. I want to show you how good it can feel."

Brittany knew she should have been ashamed. Here she was turning over onto her hands and knees in the middle of the diner where she ate three days a week, covered in the spunk of this strange woman's shecock, and she only wanted more. More of that cock, more cum, more of everything. Her body was tingling with the promise of newer heights of erotic stimulation.

"You won't be needing these anytime soon," Emily laughed, tugging down the panties that were stained dark with Brittany's lust. When her pussy was exposed, Emily ran her hand over it from behind, petting it the way one might stroke a kitten. And, like a kitten, Brittany mewled.

Emily had experienced countless sexual encounters, but the simmering hunger of this girl was truly something special. She had intended to use her, to feed on her sexual energy the way her kind had done for centuries, but this one might be worthy of something more. This one was going to become one of them, and all Emily had to do to make it so was plant her seed deep inside the scrawny thing begging her with her squirming hips and give her that kiss, the one Emily herself had enjoyed almost five decades before.

Red claws gripped Brittany's hips. Emily allowed the veneer to fade as she relaxed into her true form. Her skin took on a reddish hue, and a spiked tail extended from her tailbone, growing two and a half feet before whipping side-to-side in an expression of the lust Emily felt. Her teeth grew long in her mouth, especially the canines, and sharp points formed at the tips. For a succubus like Emily, it was rare to show her true self when there was a chance of being seen, but she was going to savor the creation of a new minion. She had done it only twice before, but seeing this shy girl transform into something else... that would be worthy of the climax Emily felt brewing in her Hellish loins.

She lifted Brittany's hips with a rough tug, her cock now a deeper red than the rest of her, and grown longer and thicker. The patch of dark hair that surrounded the split between her legs was wet with her own lust, and the red shecock was covered in that same slick luberication. When she placed the tip of her member against Brittany's folds, the girl moaned and tossed back her head. Emily felt her need for it and curled a dark lip. With tortuous slowness, Emily eased her rod into the girl until she felt the tension of her hymen, that thin membrane the boys made so much of in steaming back seats of cars and parents' bedrooms. For Emily, it was a feast. It was innocence spoiled, and she pushed against that tension another moment before she felt it tear. Brittany cried out beneath her, the cock now pushing deeper inside, pushing at the girl's unclaimed walls. Teasingly, the futa succubus withdrew, watching the young girl gasp and moan, wordlessly begging for more of it. Then, she pushed into the girl hard and fast, sinking her demonic phallus to its root. Her own juices washed against the girl's bare ass and left a slick trail there as Emily ground against Brittany, moving her thick meat inside her, stretching her walls.

Now that she easily accepted the girth of the cock inside her, Brittany focused on meeting its assault, her hands flat on the floor, pushing back as the cock sank into her wet slit. She was lost in the sensation of being filled so completely from within, and she couldn't conceive of a world where she didn't feel this thing inside her, using her as it rammed time and again into her pussy. She imagined it impaling her completely until Emily came and her cum burst from Brittany's mouth. She existed to give that glorious shecock pleasure, and would serve happily as its sleeve if that's what Emily wanted. The powerful attack on her virginity left her spoiled, but happily so, wanting only more and more and more.

Brittany felt the speed of the thrusts increase and the claws digging into her sides press more firmly, until warm blood ran down her thighs from the punctures. She didn't mind this, either. Let Emily mark her how she wanted. She could brand Brittany with the word 'whore' on her forehead and Brittany would gladly agree if it meant she could continue to worship this shecock with her tight pussy.

"I christen thee unclean," Emily chuckled and held herself still, fit as deeply into Brittany as she could go, the virginal pussy's firm grip on her cock tightening. Emily gave a small gasp of pleasure and she released her cum, turning her head up to the ceiling as she came again. This load was bigger than the first, and Brittany thought for a moment that her imagined scenario of cum spilling out of her mouth would come true. It felt like the heat of the seed traveled into her womb, into her chest and arms and down to her feet, even as it spilled out around the cock, too, bubbling down the backs of her thighs.

She wore the futa's load inside and out, on her face and ass, on her tits, inside her belly and pussy. When Emily withdrew, Brittany turned and crawled back to her, gripping the base of the thing and licking the remaining cum from it. It tasted like salty heaven, and Brittany found herself lapping up to the dark red tip of the thing before licking down the underside and sucking at the juices collected there from the futa demoness's waiting pussy. This close, Brittany could see how the phallus grew from the hood of her folds, like a clitoris that had grown long and turgid instead of swollen into a button of nerves. She licked the spread lips, too, closing her eyes and burying her face against the combined sex of the creature, until she felt Emily's fingers on her cheeks, pulling her face upward to look into the woman's eyes.

The red hue faded from her skin, but her eyes were slitted like a cat's, still of the same striking emerald color.

"Like that, did you?"

Brittany nodded, rubbing her cheek against the cock near her face.

Emily bent, drawing the younger girl's lips to hers, only the kiss that awaited was sharp and tooth-filled, and Brittany winced as her lower lip was split by a sharp tooth, the futa's cum stinging as it dripped into the shallow wound. Emily smiled as she saw the seed gather and invade the cut, beginning its infection.

"Good. Now you're going to sleep. Remember what I told you. When the changes come, just roll with them. You'll have a wonderful time, darling. I'm glad I could be your first. You have a lot of firsts headed your way, darling."

Emily kissed the cum-splattered initiate and whispered a word in some unfamiliar language, sending Brittany's consciousness hurling toward oblivion.

She had no idea how long she was out, only that the sun was still up and her clothes were still scattered about in a loose trail that confirmed her tattered memory. She hurried to slip on her panties. Still damp, she thought, which meant it couldn't have been too long. The woman was gone, she saw, pulling her bra up over her shoulders. Brittany's body was sticky with the woman's cum. She felt it between her fingers, covering her thighs and breasts, the taste of it lingering on her lips. Her cheeks burned red with the shame of it all and she rushed to cover herself. She had only just slipped her dainty feet back into her low pumps when she heard Alan murmuring from the back. He was emerging from the shadow-shrouded storage room, rubbing the back of his neck and blinking fast, even in the dim light of the restaurant's interior.

"Hey," he said, and Brittany saw his own cum-slick face, and she pieced together the scene that must have played out in the back room of the deli. Alan on his knees, prostrate before the red-skinned goddess with her marriage of feminine and masculine, baptized by her seed just as Brittany had been. The thought of it generated heat between Brittany's legs, her now-plumbed canal wetting at the thought of it. She wondered how big Alan was, if he was bigger than the woman who had taken her virginity, and Brittany smiled at that.

The realization of where her thoughts had led her and the way her hands were running over the sharp bones of her pelvis suggested that the woman's influence was not done with her yet. She grabbed her book bag from its place by the deli counter and offered a hurried "I gotta go" to Alan, whose gaze followed her out the door with the same dumb expression and the evidence of Emily's cum surrounding his mouth.

The rush back to her dorm room was marked by the feeling that every face she passed knew she was now deflowered, that the stink of the deviant sex clung to her. When she was in her room, she closed the door behind her and locked it, throwing her back against it with enough force to rattle the door in the frame. She felt unclean and, safe inside her private room, she stripped off the soiled clothes. Leaving them in a sweaty pile, Brittany stepped into the small private bathroom adjoining the bedroom and turned the water up high, waiting for the steam to come off it before stepping into the stall.

The water burned her skin in the most wonderful way. If she could just get the spunk off of her, she could begin the process of forgetting all about the scene at the deli. True, she might never be a virgin again, but she had been helpless against the woman, or whatever she was. It was an extraordinary circumstance, something beyond her ken or control. How could she have possibly resisted such a sexual, powerful creature? Brittany ran the coarse scrubbing sponge over her shoulders and up her neck, then to her face, washing away the shadows of crusty semen that collected at the corners of her mouth. Her tongue fluttered over her lips as she recalled how she had so willingly, so hungrily, taken the cock into her mouth, how big it had felt as her tongue explored the shape of it and the tip bounced against the back of her throat.

Her nipples were standing at attention, and the scrubber pressing and scraping made each nub sing with desire. It wasn't shameful to recognize pleasure, was it? Yes, she had acted out of character, but there was something so powerful about the creature that called itself Emily. It was no surprise how wet her pussy got at the thought of her, was it?

Brittany let the rough scrubber slip out of her hand. Her fingers had other plans, teasing over her belly, moving up and over the barely-there tits and the stiff nipples decorating them, her pussy inflamed and hungry. She wondered if, now that she had a taste of it, she wouldn't be spoiled, that she needed to be fucked. Yes, that was the word for it. She didn't want to be made love to as she had fantasized about with Alan as the star of her romantic daydreams. No, she needed a thick cock jammed into her wet hole, powerful hips ramming into her.

While one hand tugged at a taut nipple, the other slid between her legs, rubbing her swollen folds until her fingers were slick with her own juices. She stroked harder, spreading her lips and plunging a finger into the pussy that had been ignored for so long, wantonly moaning as she rocked her fingers in and out. The steamy water collected in her open mouth, one finger becoming two as she rocked her slippery digits in and out, her thumb pressing against her swollen clit. She sank to her knees in the small shower stall, the sound of her groaning pleasure joined by the gurgle of the water swirling down the drain. She sucked her lower lip into her mouth, grunting and squirming as her attention changed focus from her lubricated canal to the hard nub of her button, two fingers pressing around it and then over its round surface, the bundle of nerves begging her to continue as they grew tighter and fuller.

She pressed harder, feeling the contours of her clit shift under her fingers, becoming thicker still, until she held the bundle between two fingers, pinching and tugging it until it was even larger. She could almost fit her fingers around it, the thing growing and lengthening into something like a veiny tube, swelling more until she could grip it in one hand, and she stroked the phallic extension of her clit until she couldn't breathe. It was a sudden, violent orgasm that ripped through her, so focused in that fleshy extension of her clit, her cries signaling a joyous climax. And still the stroking continued, even after the orchestral swell of her orgasm, and now she was jerking the growth faster, her grip tight around it. She never saw the moment that it opened its single eye, but she felt the rush of fluid and suddenly she was cumming like a man, squirting her seed from the tip and onto the walls of her shower.

She bent forward where she saw the thick cum moving snail-slow and mucuous-slick down the walls of her shower and she extended her tongue, lapping the cum up and swallowing down the first taste of her own fertility. She moaned anew and collapsed onto her ass, extending her legs in the shower until she was curled on her back, watching as the normally pale skin lost its reddish splotches, becoming porcelain-smooth under the hot water. The scrawny shape gained mass and she saw her calves grow more shapely and her thighs thicken until they were the slender but shapely legs of a woman, and not the awkward girl that set foot in the shower. Her arms were undergoing a similar change and she watched the misshapen mole that resided at the crook of her elbow fade into the creamy skin. A glance down told her that her barely-there tits were growing, too, pillowing out into soft mounds of milky flesh, topped by dark and pointed nipples. Beneath her, her ass rounded with well-designed deposits of fatty tissue, giving her the soft and feminine curves that had so long eluded her.

Even the mousy wet hair grew in volume, and looked rich and lustrous as gold, curling under the hot water in waves. When she rose to her feet, she could barely believe it was her body she looked upon, and her hands finally left their grip on the shecock between her legs to weigh each breast in a hand. She followed the bend of her waist and the roll of her hips, and then found a path up her slender neck into the thicket of her blonde hair.

"Whatever Emily did," she said aloud, "I approve."

Brittany took her time to towel off and even longer to emerge from the bathroom. After drying herself, savoring the pleasant jangle of her nerves as she moved the soft cloth over her sensitive new skin, she was entranced by the changes she saw in the mirror. Yes, her body had grown and become enviable by the most desirable of women, but her face rounded, too, her lips small and pouty, her eyes wide and round, nose thin and upturned. She had the face of an oversexed cherub, and running her lips over her bee-stung lips made her shrunken clit threaten to rise again into a glorious and hungry shecock. Once she had convinced herself that this face was undoubtedly hers, she then attended it with her inferior collection of eyeliners and lipsticks and blushes until she found a combination that was acceptable, if disappointing. She had never before felt such interest in looking alluring, but she was compelled to make herself as desirable as she could. Whatever she had been infected with, it contained a healthy dose of narcissism, too.

Done with her primping and pampering, she dried her hair with a towel as best she could, pleased to see even the damp curls looked perfectly lush. When she left the bathroom, her hips had a new sway to them that begged for attention, and she had to restrain herself from focusing too much on the compulsion to find the nearest man to fill the hole between her legs. maybe even the one a little beneath that. Yes, she might enjoy being fucked in the ass, she realized, grinning at the rise of her futa muscle. She squeezed her eyes tight against the idea. She had to figure out what had happened to her. Emily told her to enjoy, and Brittany found little trouble in obeying that directive, but there had been other clues, too. She had to turn her one advantage, the scholarly pursuits she had enjoyed before, to her favor.

She sat nude before the laptop at her study table, having to repeat her search request three times, erasing her first entries. Her fingers, unbidden, typed 'big fat cock' the first time and 'sweet pussy' the second. Finally, she managed to search for the term 'red skin penis and pussy.' No matter how she tried, she couldn't make her fingers type something so antiseptic as 'vagina.'

After descriptions and pictures of rashes and blisters and STDs, she finally hit upon an article that sounded closer to her situation, if insane. The story she found was from message board for what were called 'cryptids,' or modern-day monsters that defied easy explanation or identification. A man in the message board described an encounter with a beautiful woman that had mesmerized him with her charm, only to reveal to him a very thick, very real dick, which he ashamedly admitted he had enjoyed accepting into his mouth and ass. As she read, Brittany found her own shecock rising to attention and, unable to ignore it any longer, she stroked herself as she read. If the thing wouldn't go away, she might as well make friends with it, she mused.

The victim, as he described himself, not only enjoyed the unusual sexual encounter, he revealed that at the end of the escapade, just after the sexy dickgirl delivered a load into his ass, he saw her skin flash a deep red before assuming a more tan color, the human disguise Brittany had seen in Emily. Beneath the description, several other members of the message board weighed in with their conjectures and jokes, but it was one that caught Brittany's eye, two pages deep into the replies.

"You encountered a succubus," the author, gaslytr, stated. "They're not like what the DeviantArt folks think. They're both sexes and all seduction. If they want you, there's no escape. And they can recruit, too. My girlfriend met one and I saw her change. She left and I haven't seen her since, but she had just what you described - a dick coming out of her pussy and red skin. She fucked me and I couldn't help it. I wanted her to. And then she was gone."

Immediately beneath was someone telling gaslytr he was full of shit, then a counter and so on, but nothing more from the poster of the description Brittany knew all too well. She searched more from this author on the message boards and found nothing, but it gave her something to start with.

She searched more, her shecock in her hand a constant companion and looming distraction, only released when a second hand was needed to type, slowly stroking the insistent and sweet-feeling member that curved up toward her. She found a few other descriptors for what she had become - everything from shemale to futa, but the succubus stories were the closest in her experience.

So, she was infected by some futa succubus and had become one of their kind. It was insane, but there was no denying the effect on her body and her extreme lust. If she was going to heal herself, she had to move quickly. Emily said it wasn't a good idea to have more than one in the same area, suggesting she'd be moving on soon. The only thing she had to go on was geography. The last place she'd seen Emily was at Ray's with Alan staggering from the back room. She had to find out if Alan met her there. If not, maybe Brittany could track her down.

It took forever for Brittany to find an outfit. There was the initial problem that some things simply no longer fit her enhanced body. The few things that did fit were so... unsexy, it was hard to imagine leaving the dorm in them. She was forced to settle on a pair of black mules and a black dress that barely contained her new tits and left the soft skin spilling out of the scooped top. None of the bras the old Brittany had would begin to contain her, so she left the endlessly perky mounds free to jiggle, which only added to the sense of need she felt in her pussy and all-purpose clit.

Content that she'd be desired wherever she went, she paused before the mirror by the door, one of the small squares that barely shows one's full face , and bared her teeth, trying to find signs of pointy canines or a demonic hue to her skin. She was greeted only by her nymphic features, tender and luscious.

Brittany had never walked with confidence. She slinked, she skulked, she hid in the periphery. At least the old Brittany had. This new model, this oversexed, cock-fueled Brittany 2.0 moved through the world with the full knowledge that she was being watched and she not only accepted but desired those eyes on her. She wanted to make hearts beat quicker, pussies dampen and cocks stand up and take notice. She wanted panties dripping and boxers tented, mouths watering for a chance to lick her vanilla slit like a sweet scoop of ice cream. And when she moved, she let the world know that's just what she expected. Several times she saw couples pass by, and women elbow their men in the sides while catching a second furtive glance of their own. Being imbued with supernatural lust had its perks, Brittany thought, not the least of which was having a door held open for you. This was what she thought as the door to Ray's Deli was held open for her and stepped into the oasis of fluorescent light against the growing tide of darkness outside.

To her disappointment, Alan had left for the day, and now only a pimply-faced stranger stood guard behind the counter. The line of people parted for her, an unspoken agreement between all the patrons that this embodiment of sexual fulfillment would be the first to order. She wiggled her hips all the way to the register, giving the pimply kid a good look at the valley between her tits.

"Hey there, cutie, where's Alan?"

"He, uh, went home. He said he wasn't feeling good." The kid's voice cracked like puberty had just caught up with him while he was asking Mary Sue to the Homecoming Dance.

"Is that so? I was hoping I could make him feel a little better." Her voice was dripping with suggestion, and Brittany could practically smell the boner the kid was sporting behind the counter. "Why don't you jot down the address for me, huh?"

"Uh, yeah, okay," the kid said. "I need to check the board in the back."

"You do that," she said, dropping a wink. While the kid disappeared into the back room, Brittany allowed herself to enjoy the stares she received with her hands on the counter, her ass bent as she leaned forward. She wondered if they knew how ready she was, how she would mutter nary a word of protest if one of the men in the line were to come up behind her and lift her skirt, maybe smack her ass with a firm hand. Before she could go any further, maybe even show everyone at Ray's what it looked like when a futa succubus was ready for action, the pimply boy returned, stammering as he pushed a folded piece of paper toward Brittany. She leaned to his fingers and plucked the note from them with her lips, her very red lipstick staining the folded paper.

"Thanks," she grinned around the paper, then stood and removed the note from her mouth. With a final wink, she waved the lipstick outline of her lips at the boy and sashayed from the deli, grinning ear to mischievous ear.

Alan was fighting back tears. He hated himself deeply at the moment the knock came at the door. His memories of the day were hazy, but there was no denying the lingering effects of his encounter with the gorgeous woman from the deli. Ever since, he had been hard as a rock, with images of red-skinned, veiny cocks dancing in his head like Christmastime sugarplums.

"Who is it?" he asked from behind the door. His cheeks were stained red from his shame, and even now his cock strained for attention.

"Brittany," said the feminine voice from the other side. "I'm the girl who gets tuna from Ray's."

"Brittany?" he repeated, although his voice registered confusion. Why was she here? How had she found him? He was still puzzling over this when he opened the door and found the ivory-skinned goddess leaning in his doorway, one hand cocked saucily on her hip.

"That's right, stud. And I have some questions. Invite me in?" she asked, but she was already pushing past him, leaving him to follow her.

She was overwhelmed by the scent. She could smell Emily on him still, and she was both turned on by the scent and filled with a primal need to scratch and claw. 'Best that two of us don't occupy the same space for long'" she'd said. There must be some innate territoriality, Brittany thought, then shifted to, 'But look at that boy's dick.'

Alan was in a gray gym shirt with the university logo stamped on the front, but his white shorts were practically aiming at her. He was hard and eager and Brittany wondered if hers was bigger than his.

"One question, Alan. Did you know the girl who fucked you today before she fucked you?"

"What? Were you there? I don't-"

Brittany took a step toward the confused lad and wrapped her hand around his cock-shaped shorts. Given her own recent experience, she gave him just the right amount of pressure to still his tongue and nearly roll his eyes back into his skull.

"Did. You. Know. Her. Before. Today?"

She punctuated each word with a throb of her fist, draining all resistance from him. She had seen movies in the past where vampires could see the faint outline of the veins and arteries pulsing inside their victim. She was experiencing something like that, but it wasn't visual. It was a whole-body tingle, an invisible tendril that reached out and wound around Alan, pulled him close even as it seeped into his skin. She could feel his hunger, the need to cum, and she saw the glimpses of his thoughts, the flash of red-skinned cocks and dark-lipped pussies.

"N-No," he managed.

"Well, poop," Brittany said, folding her arms under her tits. Her nipples were hard and pointed at Alan. "I guess you aren't much good to me, then. At least, not for that."

Her hands moved to Alan's face and Brittany did the unthinkable. She kissed the cute boy she pined for so long ago behind the counter at Ray's. Instead of the innocent kiss, perhaps accompanied by the swell of an orchestra, she envisioned, this was a hungry and wet thing marked by flashing tongues and hollow cheeks as each was determined to draw the breath of the other inside. Brittany shoved Alan back onto the ratty sofa propped against the back wall of his living room, grinning slyly at the way his cock stood straight up toward the ceiling when he was on his back.

"I need some relief, Alan, and you look like just the right kind of horny. Get those shorts off or I'll tear them off."

"Yes, ma'am," he said quickly, pushing the white shorts down his tan, muscular legs. She nearly laughed at his formality, even as his cock bobbed on his pelvis, finally free of the shorts. It angled up toward his face, and part of Brittany wondered if she could jerk him off with enough vigor to splash his own cum on his chin, then decided she had better uses for it.

She wasted little time in removing the black dress, and revealed nothing beneath. As she stood, her shecock was still sheathed, giving Alan a view of her entirely feminine and nude body in all its pale, curvy glory. She kicked off the mules and approached with a feline languor, draping one knee over his hips as she straddled him on the couch.

"Let's see if you know how to use that thing," she purred, reaching beneath her to point the tip of his cock at her waiting, wet lips. She ran the bulbous tip up and down her slit, both spreading her lube and teasing his sensitive head.

His stiff cock and the moaning hunger for her was a tangible thing, a thick aura that surrounded Alan and soaked into her skin. His sexual energy flowed from him into her, and Brittany felt her body sing with the power of it. Her own arousal grew in proportion to his, and she found herself unable to resist any longer, releasing his shaft to impale herself upon it. She sank him as deep into her as her thick ass would allow, gripping him within her walls. She was screaming, thrashing against him, digging her fingernails into his shoulders as she rode him. Alan was looking up into her face with a dazed wonder, a stupid lust that pulled his mouth into a smile. He could have been a grunting, warm-blooded dildo for all Brittany cared. She just needed that rod of his to keep brushing against her thickening clit. She felt the climax rising inside her as her thrusting hips increased their speed. She looked down at the bucking boy and wished for him to cum, too. And, just like that, he began spasming and moaning. She was surprised by how quickly he came, how much volume there was packed away in his manhood. He pumped, five squirts, then seven, then an even ten before he collapsed onto his back, Brittany continuing to ride him.

She realized that it was her command that had made him cum like that, at that precise moment. She closed her eyes and imagined his cock even harder and fully engorged and was delighted as her boy-toy responded just as she hoped. His member swelled and grew to its full length just as it had been shrinking following his climax.

"Oh, goody!" Brittany exclaimed. "I can make you do whatever I want!"

"Atever oo want," Alan murmured beneath her.

Her hips rolled and caressed his pussy-slickened cock. His mindless obedience to her was almost as delicious as the cum he'd spilled into her. Her pussy tingled where he'd painted her inner walls with his cum, and she knew at some base level that she was absorbing it. She was actually feeding off his cum just as she was his energy. If this was what passed for a succubus snack, Brittany liked it.

Her body hummed with the energy taken from Alan. She was hornier than she'd ever been in her life, and she realized there was no more denying the growth between her legs. Nor did she want to any longer. She continued to ride the college stud while her clit pushed free of the fleshy shield, extending like a tumescent periscope, pink and slick and glistening under the light of the modest college apartment. When it had extended seven inches past her pussy's hood, she took it in hand, swirling her pelvis to twist his cock inside her while Brittany's own shecock rewarded her touch with a wave of tingling pleasure.

"Lucky you," she giggled, looking through the cleft between her enviable tits, "you get to suck two succubus cocks in one day!"

"Yessss," Alan moaned.

Brittany rose, pulling Alan up and then onto the floor, seating herself on the center cushion of the sofa while Alan moved to his knees before her, as pliant as any slave before his goddess. In a way, wasn't that what she was? Maybe not exactly Heaven-sent, but she had such power over these simple men. And women, she assumed. Even now, as she squirmed into perfect comfort in the cushioned seat and stroked her girly dick, Alan was giving her that same look of stupid worship. She could have him do anything she asked. Her current ambition didn't extend far beyond a little satisfaction at the moment, but she liked knowing that she could twist him in any shape she chose. For now, she merely guided his attention to her engorged clit, giving him the urge to adore it. Emily had laid the groundwork for that one already, Brittany assumed, for Alan showed little resistance to the idea. Before she could press him hard into her service, he was already bending over her lap and taking her futa rod into his mouth. She lacked the bulbous tip Alan possessed, instead offering something more aerodynamic. The thought made her giggle through the pleasure, that the shecock she sported would glide easily through the air.

For now, it would be enough to slide the pink tube between Alan's thin lips and wind her fingers into his short hair, guiding his mouth down on her. She could feel the build of her own orgasm, and it was a thing of raw power, curling her toes as it traveled the length of her gorgeous body. She didn't notice it at first, then she saw how dark the skin of her arms was becoming. As she rocked Alan's head on her shecock, Brittany stifled a dark laugh. Her skin was turning a bright red, and she could feel the shifting grind in her mouth as her teeth grew long. A lick along the tips confirmed that they had grown to points, and the canines had grown especially long. This further transformation heightened every sense. Not only could she feel the coarseness of Alan's taste buds when his tongue brushed over her demonic member, she could smell the curry his upstairs neighbor was cooking and hear the skittering feet of the rats that called the basement of the building home. The very air was crisp in her nostrils, like the smell of ozone after lightning struck.

"Open wide," she said, and heard a deeper, playful sound in her voice the instant before she released. She laughed and moaned in the same breath while Alan gorged himself on her cum, and Brittany delivered loads of it. He swallowed in great gulps before the stuff came dribbling down his chin and Brittany shoved him back for the finale, gripping her own shaft as she shot a cupful of her spunk onto his face and neck. It clung to him, crawled down his cheeks and stuck to his lashes. She had marked him as her territory.

"Lick up what you can, sweet pea," she grinned and shoved him back onto his heels, and Alan obeyed, using his fingers to gather the seed and spoon it into his waiting mouth.

Brittany stood and moved past him, tossing open his curtains to look out at the rain-wet street beyond. The street lights bounced up at her from the puddles and, distantly, she could smell the acrid scent of alcohol and the sound of a party kicking into gear at one of the houses on fraternity row. Past that were the classrooms, empty now, and the small apartments surrounding campus, the stadium where games were held and cheered over, the library with its musty corners and study carousels. All of it, Brittany thought, was hers.

She cast the remainder of the black dress away, standing nude before the window, smelling and tasting the nighttime air, her red-hued body bared and beautiful, her cock still stiff and pointing out at the world beyond. She grimaced for a moment as a thick tail pushed put of her tailbone and shuddered once before swinging in a lazy fashion behind her.

"Hello, world," she purred. "Let's see what kind of Hell we can raise."
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