
        
            
                
            
        

    
 
    Summoning A Sissy Devil 
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    Jake sat square on his bed, arms crossed and brow furrowed. On his laptop screen was the recipe for a ‘Succubus Summoning Spell’. Laughable. Couldn’t possibly be real.  
 
    But maybe…? 
 
    Jake hadn’t intended to end up being a twenty-four-year-old virgin with no job prospects. It sort of just happened.  
 
    Between his mom’s three divorces, multiple family breakups, having to move thanks to losing a house in a hurricane and overall being an awkward nerd, he never really had time to settle down and find a girl to build a connection with. And fuck if he’s going to jump into bars again now.  
 
    Years spent stuttering his way through conversations, trying and failing at every turn to gain something resembling confidence. Between his overly curly hair and massive glasses, girls hardly paid him any mind.  
 
    He’s doomed to die all alone in his shitty, half broken down apartment. Dead without a girlfriend, a good life or a single thing to his name besides the laptop that sat in front of him promising him companionship through a spell. 
 
    He scrolled through the ingredients and requirements for a summoning.  
 
    Utterly ridiculous.  
 
    A vial of your own cum?  
 
    Written by some childish 5chan troll, trying to trick guys into doing ridiculous shit, obviously. The site itself was shady enough; some black and red Satanic early 2000’s aesthetic that only appealed to edge-lords.  
 
    Could he ignore this opportunity? The instructions didn’t say to shove the vial up your ass and post it somewhere. No permanent consequences, So why not? Why not try it out?  
 
    Jake took down a list of the needed items and instructions for the ritual and gathered them in less than an hour. The vial of cum was easy; an old science kit from school and a quick mechanical, emotionless wank was enough. Everything else was trickier, but not undoable.  
 
    The clock read one in the morning when he reached the end of the list. The last item was a vial of rose oil. Impossible to come by now. It was too late in the night for any perfume shops to be open and getting it delivered would take at least two days.  
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Jake scrambled through every drawer in the house. He didn’t have some rose oil stashed somewhere? Why was this place such a fucking mess if he didn’t at least have an absurd amount of stuff he wasn’t using?  
 
    “Fucking shit.” Jake snatched a finger sized bottle of lavender oil. Good enough. It’s not like this would work anyway. 
 
    Next was finding a place to hold the summoning ritual.  
 
    First step was drawing a salt pentagram. Living room had plenty of space, but he sure as shit is not cleaning the salt out of the carpet. Vinyl kitchen floor would do much better.  
 
    Media and trope knowledge said that dark rituals with hell smell like sulfur and brimstone, so he slunk into an orange t-shirt and some jeans. He hated both pieces; the shirt felt too tight and the jeans too loose, but if the ritual made them smell foul he could toss them away guiltlessly.  
 
    Dead silence overtook the apartment. The tiny street side window of his kitchen showed a pitch black night. If this didn’t work then oh well? Perhaps he’d give a club one more shot. He couldn’t imagine it though; him in his nicest dweeb-plaid shirt and jeans in a club, trying to talk to women who were already more wealthy than him, let alone attractive.  
 
    He poured out the salt pentagram, which took way more salt and time than he thought. Took him five minutes to reposition everything. Painstaking nonsense. No wonder no one does this shit for real. Then he positioned the items. Two lumps of stone, a handful of strawberries, a vial of his own cum, another of his spit and the lavender vial as a replacement for the rose one.  
 
    The instructions never called for chanting or anything. So he stood there like an awkward idiot. Should he have gone back and taken another look at the site?  
 
    After two solid minutes, Jake called the whole thing a waste of his time and moved to collect the items — he reached down to grab one vial and clean up the mess. His hand hovered over the circle. The room flooded with hot-red light and Jake stepped back. Black smoke oozed from the circle’s center, first in little puffs that didn’t mean much and then all at once. A burst of smoke hit the ceiling and in it was a shadow.  
 
    A small one with beautiful curves that showed through the blackened fog like an enticing mirage. Over the next several minutes, the smoke dissipated without a trace and Jake noticed it.  
 
    The succubus had a cock, small and bound up in the leather of a thong, but still a cock. With a flat chest at that, hidden by a thin strip of matching cloth only enough to hide the nipple. Pink flickers of areola were still there.  
 
    When Jake imagined a succubus, he thought of full hips and lips and fat breasts begging for smacking and toying with.  
 
    He fucked up the recipe, did he really have the right to be so picky?  
 
    “Hi?” 
 
    Underneath a mess of cloud-like black hair, the demon’s sea-blue eyes blinked twice. He looked sleepy, like Jake had woken him up from a really nice nap. His horns were about the length of Jake’s hands, with little red swirls breaking up the hellfire burned bone. He was only up to Jake’s shoulders, though.  
 
    Cute. 
 
    Jake waved his hand in front of its face. It blinked, turned left and right before those pretty eyes went wide.  
 
    “Oh, it summoned me.” He pulled a face and stuck out a tiny catlike tongue. “Sorry, napping.”  
 
    “Hi. I’m uh—wow. I’m sorry for waking you.” 
 
    It worked.  
 
    Unless the horniness finally got to him and he was hallucinating.  
 
    “It’s fine, I nap too much anyway.” He shrugged and rolled his eyes. “I’m Ciel.” He held forward a black leather gloved hand.  
 
    Jake shook it and smiled. “Jake.”  
 
    “Good evening, Jake.” Ciel said with a voice that was so sweet. It pulled Jake in ever so slightly. “If you couldn’t tell, I’m here to please you.” He drew a hand down his flat chest, his smooth milky stomach and then rolled his hand against the front of his struggling thong.  
 
    Jake licked his lips. “Yeah, yeah, I summoned you cause I—uh—I’m still a virgin so…” He wanted to say that he didn’t know what to do in this situation, but wouldn’t that be a dumb thing to say?  
 
    Who really knows what to say when confronted by a demon of lust?  
 
    “Well, we’ll take care of that won’t we?” Ciel said. His smile was devious. 
 
    Jake followed Ciel as he walked out of the kitchen. Perhaps the oil change was better—he couldn’t quite drag his eyes away from those milky thick thighs, that tiny waist or how that thong’s string was barely invisible, how it struggled to hide Ciel’s constantly hard sissy cock. 
 
    Ciel on the other hand, focused on other things. “Where’s the bedroom?” 
 
    “That way.” Jake pointed down the hallway.  
 
    Ciel wondered why a guy like him would summon a sissy. Jake wasn’t too bad looking.  
 
    Sure, he wasn’t six feet tall, maybe five foot four, but he wasn’t fat. He wasn’t hideously unattractive. He was tan, splotches of freckles across his face. There was just no way that a virgin this cute had summoned him for a fucking. Had beauty standards changed that much on Earth that this one couldn’t get laid? 
 
    Ciel opened the door to his bedroom. Two side tables by a purple sheeted bed and a window about the size of a computer screen. He’d seen bigger closets to fuck in, but he wasn’t about to complain.  
 
    “Bed?” Jake asked.  
 
    “Bed.” 
 
    Jake sat against the headboard of his bed. Ciel looked more and more delicious by the minute. He was so thin and tone those hips had a V-dip and were calling out to him. Jake watched the sissy devil follow him and climb into his lap.  
 
    Ciel’s fingers dipped between Jake’s lower stomach and the rim of his pants. His eyes flickered from the prominent bulge and to Jake’s face. The human bit his lip. A shiver travelled through him. How adorable.  
 
    “You excited, Jake?”  
 
    Jake swallowed and nodded. Ciel chuckled and motioned for Jake to rise enough to slide those pants down. Jake’s fat cock flopped free. Ciel’s jaw dropped. He was going commando and God; he had a lot to give.  
 
    How is he not getting laid? “You’re not secretly an angel, right?” Ciel said. Jake shook his head and Ciel took off his gloves. He needed to feel his cock sliding in and out of his hand. And in and out of other places. But he would get to that. 
 
    Jake wanted to pin Ciel down and fuck his cock into the back of his throat, blow a heated load and watch his cock flop free. Soft hands and devilish pink lips wrapped around him and killed all chance of thought.  
 
    Ciel’s mouth worked magic on his cock and his curious cat tongue moved so eagerly it drove him wild. Fuck. Jake’s head hit the pillow. His eyes squeezed shut. He spent years with his hand on his dick imaging what it might feel like to have a woman’s mouth work his dick to orgasm. Within seconds, he was going to cum the hardest he ever had in his life to a demon.  
 
    The redhead bobbed up and down. His pointed tail waggled happily behind him as he watched his summoner and master’s eyes roll back and go thin. He was going to blow. Ciel was going to collect another fat load and his own sissy cock ached against the tight black leather thong.  
 
    Jake grabbed the sides of Ciel’s head and shoved him down far, so far that Ciel didn’t even get to taste the sweet nectar of a human male’s release. It shot straight down his throat. Somehow that felt even better. The raw power and desire of him. Ciel wanted that, he wanted more and more of that. Jake’s groans reverberated off the wall as his orgasm ended and he all but collapsed back on the bed.  
 
    Ciel rose and admired his handiwork. Jake’s thrown one arm over his face. His chest rose and fell less and less sharply as he cooled down. A pretty sight to be sure… 
 
    But not while he’s here. 
 
    Ciel waited, cross-legged on the bed. His little caged cock was pressing painfully against the front of his thong. This wasn’t enough.  
 
    “Jake?” He poked him and cocked his head to the side.  
 
    Jake bolted up with a start. He looked at Ciel, that cute flushed face and swollen lips. Holy shit. He wasn’t dreaming. He summoned a demon who could suck cock like a fucking goddess.  
 
    “Damn.” Jake curled his fingers through his black hair and sat upright, smiling.  
 
    “Hehe, glad you liked it.” Ciel smiled and gave him a once over. “You know, I could always…” He gestured to Jake’s cock.  
 
    “Oh, shit yeah you can—” 
 
    Ciel held up a hand, his lips turned to a straight line. “There’s something I really need from you before we begin though.” 
 
    Jake sat there, dumbfounded, then realized with a sweeping chill. 
 
    “…You want my soul.” 
 
    Ciel giggled and shrugged. “That’s the cost, yeah.”  
 
    Holy fuck, he completely forgot about that.  
 
    The thought branched out in different directions. Did he really care about his soul? Hell, now that he’s summoned a devil he can’t really deny the existence of an afterlife. Should he send Ciel away—? 
 
    “You’re thinking about it too hard.”  
 
    One of Ciel’s leather gloved hands traveled underneath the horrendous orange shirt and the other hand rubbed his sensitive cock. Jake’s breath shuddered as he took them. He swore he could feel everything Ciel was offering down to his core.  
 
    “Do you think you’ll only get fucked once, Jake? No, no, daddy. I’ve got plans for what I want to do with a cock that big. Me and all my friends from down in hell bouncing on that fat dick of yours, squeezing all the cum out. I can make my ass into a vice that you wouldn’t believe. I can make you fucking shake.”  
 
    It couldn’t possibly be worth it. 
 
    Ciel crawled off of his lap. The bed dipped as he moved in front of him, got on his knees and bent over until his ass, parted by the thin strap of his thong, was in the air. Jake felt his cock jump as Ciel bit into both of his gloves and slowly removed them with his teeth. Every part of Ciel was built to be dangerous, and the evil little demon was showing it off. Enticing him with that all that soft, almost pink skin that he drew his fingers over, made circles in.  
 
    Ciel’s hands dipped in and spread his asscheeks apart. A cute little pink hole greeted Jake, shining and welcoming. Jake reached forward. He wanted so bad to just touch it and shove his fingers inside of it and claim it. Ciel hissed and slapped his hands away.  
 
    “Only if you give me what I need first.”  
 
    “What, what do you need?” Jake said, eyes flashed between those narrowed blue eyes and the delicious ass in front of him.  
 
    “The moment you stick your cock in me, your soul is mine. I get complete control of you from this day on and when you die and land in hell, you’re all mine.” 
 
    An eternity of torment. For what? How many years of pleasure? What would the afterlife look like for him?  
 
    But what could he possibly have to look forward to? More coming home lonely, without a single thing to show for it? 
 
    Fuck no. 
 
    Jake got on his knees and slapped his cock against Ciel’s ass. “Open it the fuck up.”  
 
    Ciel giggled, “I knew you’d see it my way—” His voice broke off in a high-pitched yelp as Jake’s cock pushed into his stretched hole. 
 
    Muscle instinctively clenched around him before giving way. Jake slid his cock into place, inch after inch without stopping even when Ciel’s toes curled and he let out little whimpers. His breath felt weighted, like it was hard to gather more of it or push it out. Ciel’s ass was so warm and velvety. 
 
    Jake made a few slow thrusts. Only to test out how much he could really handle. Answer? Not much. He heard how all-consuming the warmth was, how it would smother him and drag the breath out of his lungs. No one warned him how much he’d have to hold back to stop himself from coming.  
 
    Jake bent over Ciel on all fours like an animal. The sissy gave a loud purr and moved his ass in circles against Jake. He couldn’t take it anymore. Jake’s hips moved on their own.  
 
    Fucking is so much harder and better than he thought it would be. Burning heat flooded his arms, shoulders and thighs. His hips pistoned. Every time cock slammed into place his balls would slap against Ciel.  
 
    But the little devil looked so hot underneath him, that devilish ass twerking against his melting cock. The sweet moans he gave out, how he purred for Jake to never stop fucking him open. 
 
    Jake turned him over, just to see him. Ciel looked at him, blue eyes lidded and twinkling with tears. Jake paused.  
 
    “You okay?” 
 
    “Yes, I just…I need it so bad.” Ciel’s hand moved down to his thong. Jake hooked a finger between one strap and his skin and pulled it down. 
 
    Ciel’s caged cock came free. The metal was red and black, tight around the blushing white flesh. Little white droplets came from the top at a snail’s pace. 
 
    Jake rubbed his hands against it, and Ciel shook, whimpering. “No, no please I need it—” Ciel put his legs in the air, parting them and reaching past his cock cage to his needy asshole, spreading it back open.  
 
    Jake stroked himself at the sight of it. He only saw girls this horny in pornos. More and more it was looking like this deal to sell his soul was working out. He positioned his cock back and shoved it all in in one solid thrust that made Ciel’s eyes roll.  
 
    “Yes daddy, fuck that ass open daddy, tear it apart—” Tears dripped down both sides of Ciel’s reddening cheeks. He pinched his own nipples and pleaded for more dick. His cock ached to cum, but it was being held back from the orgasm he wanted so badly. Jake’s hips picked up speed, and he worked back into his last pace.  
 
    It was always rare to snatch such a strong, virile human that was so willing to fuck someone’s brains out. Most guys who summoned him were creepy old men or had ruined stumps for dicks. But Jake? Oh, Jake was perfect. A few piercings and some endurance training and he’d be even more perfect. If he taught Jake to be mean, to toss sissies down to the ground and raw their asses, on sight and without question, then… 
 
    Oh, fuck.  
 
    Ciel’s eyes clenched shut. His nails found Jake’s back as Jack went from holding Ciel’s legs apart to bent over, fucking him raw and fast like a used housewife. Ciel cried out for more and more. He felt insatiable. He always was. But for Jake’s cock he thought he’d never get bored. He could fuck this dick for the rest of eternity and never tire of it.  
 
    Then, for the first time in hundreds of years, Ciel felt it. His orgasm, flowing over him and racking him. He shook almost violently as Jake’s hips didn’t stop and he began chanting to him; “Take it slut, take it, take my fucking cock!” 
 
    The devil sissy’s breath went uneven, and he screamed Jake’s name throughout it like a sacred prayer. His ass squeezed against Jake’s cock, made him cry out as he finally, finally orgasmed. A few larger than normal drops flying free of the restrictive cage that held him for so, so damn long.  
 
    “Oh God!” Jake collapsed over. His cock was in heaven. His entire body was melting and heating up all over. Nothing could have prepared him for this. 
 
    Ciel on the other hand, was only getting started… 
 
    “No Jake, right now Jake. You’re gonna fuck me right now.” 
 
    Jake moved back into position without thinking. His vision was still tilting from his last orgasm. Fuck, that was right. That was the bad part of this deal… 
 
    Ciel got to have his complete way with him. 
 
    “Come on, be rough with me Jake. Take that ass like a fucking alpha male does.”  
 
    Jake pinned Ciel. His knees came up to spread Ciel’s apart. One hand on the succubus’ head held him and Jake shoved him down so hard the little thin sissy’s body sank into the bed.  
 
    “Oh, oh fuck…” Jake’s voice shook. Oversensitivity was lancing through him. He could hardly take it. Tears were peeking at his eyes now and Ciel was moaning in wanton desire, barking out orders that Jake followed before he could even think. Spanking Ciel’s soft ass until it was red and Ciel was crying. Ducking down and kissing him through his wet, open mouthed moans. Slurping up his tongue. Rutting into his ass like an animal in heat.  
 
    “You like that? H-huh?” Jake’s hips shook as he approached his third orgasm of the night.  
 
    Ciel used him well alright. 
 
    How much further could he go before that whole ‘death’ part of the deal kicked in? Given how Ciel was tightening around him and begging for more and more, probably not long at all. “You like it when a real man takes this ass? Tears it a-fucking-part and makes you cum? You want me t-to make you c-cum like this forever? Huh, slut?”  
 
    With another spank, Ciel’s hands curled hard in the sheets. His vision was trembling. For the second time he was going to cum. What sort of virgin fucks like this? The sort that Ciel intended to keep for himself.  
 
    They keep going. They keep going and going. Jake’s hips were beyond sore and his limbs were quaking. All of Ciel’s commands weighed down heavy on his pained shoulders. The sissy devil that once writhed underneath him was silent and still. Even his wild pointed tail had fallen limp and lifeless. The clock on the side table read four in the morning when Jake realized he couldn’t anymore. 
 
    “I need to cum.” Jake said. “Ciel, I need to cum.” 
 
    “Yes daddy…fill up that ass…” Ciel cried sheepishly, drained, as his orgasm finally crashed on him again. This time his cock only twitched hard painful in the bindings but it was still so good. His body overloaded with the stimulation. Then Jake’s cock exploded inside of him for the second time. Jake shouted, his voice hoarse from the dizzying strength of such a fat, huge load that stuffed Ciel until cum drizzled from his abused hole and stained the sheets.  
 
    He really came until he filled Ciel. 
 
    Jake collapsed beside the limp sissy onto the sweat slick sheets, his cock spent. Ciel stayed there too, thinking of all the hundred million ways they’d fuck the moment the clock hit five. 
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