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Chapter 1

Gretchen had to turn away and stop looking outside the train’s window. She didn’t want to feel like a prisoner, and looking outside and gazing at the world as if it was the last time she would be seeing it didn’t help. Not that she had any choice in it. It was either that, or glare at the man escorting her, and she had done that for a long time.

What bothered her more about it was that he was completely unbothered by her glare: it made her feel small. It had been a long time since anyone dared to be unaffected by her. She shouldn’t have expected otherwise from the assistant headmaster of a prestigious academy though, but the years living in backwoods villages and towns had made her used to other reactions. There, when people figured out what she was they would either run screaming or try to shun her. Her glares always intimidated those fools enough to do the later and, whenever someone actually tried to harm her, she knew how to defend herself.

Someone versed in magic would know better. Just because she was a succubus, it didn’t mean she was dangerous, and though she would argue the point she didn’t know enough about herself to be truly powerful. Gretchen knew what she was, but her parents died a long time ago, and she spent years struggling to survive. That she succeeded for so long only spoke about her resourcefulness, but now…

She couldn’t understand why a magical academy would care so much about her to seek her out and force her to enroll. Oh, they hadn’t said it in as many words, but she knew perfectly well she didn’t have a choice. It was well implied. Either be their student or be their experiment. Succubus were becoming rarer and rarer after all, almost extinct, and a prestigious academy wouldn’t lose the opportunity to study one of their last members.

If Fortuna
 wanted her as a student, they would have her, but she wouldn’t make their life easy.

Gretchen pursed her lips and looked down once more. A part of her, a small one she would insist, actually wanted to go, hoped she would find friends and allies, that she would get to live something close to a peaceful life for once, but life
 had taught her better than that. Those like her could never rest, or those that would like to rid the world of them would catch up.

Glancing at mister Stevens, she pursed her lips and wondered what kind of man he was. Did he hate monsters like her? Or did he simply not care? She wasn’t a fool, and understood Fortuna’s invitation was simply another means to study her. What better way to understand a succubus than to have one with you, interacting with other people every day, learning how they moved and how their powers worked? She held back a snort. They would be surprised.

She wasn’t different from other people. She had her … appetites, and a certain urge to feed, but barring that there was nothing that made her different from a common human. Maybe it would be different if her mother had raised her for long, but the woman had been pretty normal. If there had ever been some kind of succubus society or culture, it had vanished over the centuries, and now that their species stood at the precipice of its existence it didn’t matter.

“We’ll be arriving at Fortuna very shortly, Miss Arnold.”

She didn’t give any sign she heard him. Even his bland voice angered her, and made her think back to when he approached her for the first time. When she realized the man was seeking her out, she tried to run, and to spark his desire when that failed. She didn’t know much about her abilities as a succubus, only what she had learned by herself, but no one had ever resisted her once she used them; the reason why she only used them when her life was at risk.

Stevens had been completely unaffected by her, and fear took hold of her before he explained who he was, and what he was doing. When he left afterwards, she thought she was safe, that she could forget about that encounter and continue with her life, but a day later he found her once more, in another town, and asked for her answer.

Gretchen ran once more, but he always found her, again and again, and at the end she was offered an ultimatum. Join Fortuna
 as one of its students, or else…

She was a survivor, and the choice was obvious. With a little luck, she might be able to find one way to elude them in the future and run, but for now she would play their game. What she couldn’t do was allow herself to be enchanted by them, to let the thought of a peaceful and comfortable existence override her good sense and put her life at risk. She couldn’t trust anyone, she couldn’t risk her life.

Their train arrived at a little town in the middle of nowhere. On the horizon, Gretchen could see an airship starting to descend, about to poise down. For a moment, she wondered how the world would be without magic, without the airships and other inventions magic allowed humankind to make, and ended up shaking her head. She had more important matters to contemplate.

The airship probably carried students to Fortuna. Looking around, she could only see three or four persons that might be going to the academy leaving the train, which meant most students would come by airship. She wondered if they forced her to come by train as some kind of punishment, or if they wanted to keep her hidden from the other students for as long as they could.

She wrangled her hands and didn’t notice Stevens starting to walk away. She only followed him when he coughed and drew her attention, and then she glared momentarily before looking away and ignoring him the rest of the way. She narrowed her eyes when he grabbed her small suitcase and gestured for one of the carriages waiting for them, but then he turned to greet some of the other students that had come on the train.

Gretchen entered the carriage and studied them from the corner of her eyes. Like her, most of them were in their late teens, though a couple of them were probably in their early twenties. None of them drew her attention, and so she turned away and tried to breathe deeply. She hadn’t gotten to learn much about Fortuna before coming, just that it was a fairly respectable academy, though not considered one of the best.

Magic was for the most part something taught in the family, or in master-apprentice relations and, even then, it mostly involved self-study. The several academies of magic were an attempt to change that, to offer the best conditions for young magic users to learn to use their powers and abilities, but they were a fairly recent one. The oldest of them was two-hundred years old, and it had taken more than a century until the practice spread into other kingdoms. Fortuna
 was a fairly recent one, though still almost three decades old.

Stevens opened the carriage’s door and entered, and any thoughts Gretchen had fled her mind, replaced by something like disdain. It wasn’t as if she had never wanted to learn more about magic, or about her powers and species, but she didn’t enjoy being coerced into it and, no matter how much she might have wanted to look at it in any other way, that was what happened.

Being invited into Fortuna would be something that would make her think twice otherwise, and part of her could even admit she would probably join if she could get over her paranoia, but after the manner in which they invited her, not giving her another choice…

She was angry, furious even, and that she had no way to vent only made it harder to bear. That Stevens ignored her glares and continued as if nothing happened didn’t exactly help.

Her anger really only stopped dominating her when she put eyes on Fortuna itself. For a moment, she gaped, looking at the biggest building she had seen in her life. It was a mansion, tall and old-fashioned, but it went along the horizon, until she couldn’t be sure of where it ended. Gretchen wasn’t the only one marveled by it, she heard the other students reacting as well, but she only focused on the sight in front of her, on the building that seemed too big to be natural. Which it probably wasn’t: magic had certainly been used in its construction.

More students started approaching and Gretchen’s attention was diverted to them. On the distance, she could see the airship that had brought them starting to rise into the air once more, and shook her head, unable to believe she had missed it, but focused on the students. Most of them were around her age, but there were some visibly older and younger. The youngest mustn’t have been older than twelve or thirteen, and the oldest was a man in is early forties.

Gretchen frowned. She knew there was a wide range in the age that certain abilities developed, but from what she had gathered people that young or old didn’t exactly go to academies.

“My name is Professor Kaita.” She turned and faced the voice, noticing the man that had come out of the mansion. He let his gaze rove over the students, and then smiled softly. He had a gentle face, and his eyes were slightly slanted, giving a clue to his ancestry, but Gretchen didn’t let it fool her. He might appear soft, but he was a teacher in an academy: he was dangerous. “And I’ll be one of those responsible for helping you settle in at our academy. Please follow me.”

He turned and started walking towards the mansion, and after a few moments of hesitation the mass of students followed him. Gretchen made sure to be one of the last, and she only didn’t turn and run away because Stevens stayed by her side. He didn’t say anything, but she was sure that if she tried to run he would stop her, and it wasn’t hard to admit part of her was actually curious about Fortuna.

The murmuring of the crowd in front of her was clearly heard after she entered the mansion, and she could understand why. The luxury around her was something she had never seen before: from the paintings in the walls, to the finery of the carpets and curtains, to the great chandelier in the center of the room. The fortune that was spent decorating that single hall would be enough for Gretchen to buy a house and live a good deal of her life, and she started wondering if that was why they called their academy Fortuna.

Kaita was amused, she could see it in his eyes when she looked at him, standing beside the golden statue of a naked, winged woman. “Fortuna,” He gestured for the statue at his side. “Goddess of fate, luck and chance. Or so some of the ancients would have us believe: there’s no proof that gods exist, or have existed, but with magic everything is possible. Nonetheless, our academy’s founder believed luck was one of the most precious things a being could be graced with, and decided to name our academy after a goddess of luck.”

Gretchen heard the lewd comments some of the male students were making to each other, and had to smirk. Telling them your academy was named after the naked statue in the front hall couldn’t have gathered any other response from teenagers, especially when the statue was displaying such nice breasts.

The students weren’t the only ones amused, and Professor Kaita smiled again. “You’ll find out luck is something you should always have on your side, and that you’ll need a lot of it in the years to follow.” That seemed to help settle down the mood in the room, and the man was able to continue without interruptions. “All of you are here for the first time, some of you are aware and able to use your abilities, others are here to learn about them and prepare for the future. We’ll help you as well as we can.”

A sound came from the stairs and everyone’s gazes turned that way. A ripple disturbed the air and suddenly a woman was there, gazing down at the students. Gretchen’s breath caught in her throat. She was gorgeous.

Her hair was black and reached past her shoulders, her skin was pale, her features sharp and well-defined. Gretchen found herself following the woman’s descent with her eyes, and for one moment that woman’s eyes met hers, and a shiver ran down her spine. There was something familiar about the other woman, something she couldn’t quite recognize.

The unknown woman reached Kaita’s side, and the man almost seemed to bow at her, before stepping back and letting her take over. “Let us greet our headmistress, Selena Romanovna.”

Gretchen hadn’t stopped studying the woman. She couldn’t say whether she was young or old, but that wasn’t rare when one was talking about magic users. Most powerful beings had their ways of fighting against time and aging, and if she was the headmistress of one of the academies she was surely powerful.

“Magic is unique to everyone.” Her voice was slow, sensuous without even trying, and Gretchen shuddered once more. She wasn’t the only one. “A normal might see it as a tool, someone who practiced might worship it as a god. A demon depends on it, as do many other creatures in this world, others use it to survive, and don’t care for its source.” Her eyes moved over the students, and once more Gretchen felt those orbs upon her.

Part of her wondered if it was a trick of some kind, some piece of magic or spell that made it seem as if the headmistress’s attention was upon you. She could see how that would be very useful to a teacher, but something told her that wasn’t it. The headmistress was interested in her for some reason, which wasn’t exactly hard to figure out, seeing how she was recruited.

“Above all else, you are the only ones who can truly learn how to wield your abilities, your powers. We can only help, counsel you, teach you the history of your kind and others that had powers like yours.” Her eyes narrowed. “We will not allow you to give up easily, we will force you to do your best, I guarantee you, but I will also guarantee that if you do you won’t regret it.”

The students had been terribly silent until that moment, but at that last word it was as if a spell had been released and they could talk and move once more. Someone raised a hand and asked the headmistress something, and the woman started answering with a smile, but Gretchen couldn’t focus on the words.

She recognized that feeling of familiarity she felt when she gazed at the headmistress, it was the same thing that had nagged at her mind when the woman talked and enchanted them all. It was the same thing she could do when she wanted something, but far more powerful and heady.

Gretchen almost took a step back and fled the room because she knew better. Now she understood why Fortuna was so insistent to have her in their academy, and though part of her realized she would be safer now, another was scared of what the headmistress intended for her because, like her, the headmistress was a succubus.


Chapter 2

“… Anan Akani, Ruth Marlene, Lola Sanchez, follow professor Williams.” Four more student stepped away from the main group and reached the side of the staff member that would accompany them, and then swiftly left through one of the doors deeper into the mansion, but Gretchen was too strung out to pay much attention.

At the moment, all she could think about was the headmistress. Her mother had died before she could teach her all she knew about succubus, and Gretchen couldn’t understand why the headmistress would want her in Fortuna. Was it some kind of power-play? Did succubus usually prey on each other?

She didn’t know, and she couldn’t help the flash of fear that froze her in place. Many things she had learned about her kind were from books, and she couldn’t be certain they were correct. According to that information, it wasn’t exactly rare for there to be conflict between succubae, but there were times when more than one succubus teamed up.

These thoughts kept swirling through Gretchen’s head and she barely paid attention as most of the students slowly left. Part of her hoped that was all the headmistress wanted, to maybe team up with her for some reason, be her mentor. Not that she enjoyed the thought, certainly not when she wouldn’t have a choice, not really; the other woman was powerful, not just in abilities but also in political power. Every headmaster or headmistress was well-connected by nature, but it would be better than the woman bringing her here to be her prey.

She shuddered at the images that
 thought conjured, and she hated that a small sliver of herself would enjoy that possibility. Most of the time, Gretchen was in perfect control of herself and her abilities, her urges, but it was becoming harder and harder to make that truth. She understood her … diet
 wasn’t the best, that she barely fed herself, and her spirit craved more, but she wouldn’t just lie down with anybody. The few times she had shared herself were with people she had found attractive and convinced without using her powers, even if in the end, she had showed them the full glory of her being and gave them a night they would never forget.

“Gretchen Arnold.” Her name made her look up, thinking her roommates had already been called, only realizing they weren’t when Kaita continued. “Amabel de Verley, Monique Boudreaux, Marina Grebel, come with me, I’ll take you to your room.”

Gretchen frowned, but a look around showed there was only another group of students waiting to go, and that the youngest and oldest of them belonged to it, and she assumed there would be some matters they had to discuss with the staff. She picked up her suitcase and followed the professor without a look at her roommates, but she did throw a last glance at the headmistress. The woman met her gaze head on, and a small smirk appeared in her lips, making a tingle race down Gretchen’s back. Part of her wanted to stop and question the woman right there, in front of everyone, where she would be safe, but that wouldn’t be discreet enough for her tastes, and so she continued and entered the door where Kaita stood at the ready.

The feel of the headmistress’s eyes on her back didn’t disappear though, not even after she stepped past that door and continued on the path to her bedroom. Only when they were almost there did she gather enough wits to take a glance at her roommates. The blonde who met her eyes took her breath away.

She was beautiful: her hair was golden, moving straight down her back, almost reaching her rear. Her eyes were a vibrant blue, and so full of cheer and happiness that it floored Gretchen for some moments, before she looked away. She couldn’t resist taking other glances after the first, however, and peeked at the young woman’s body, and what she saw made her bit her lower lip in desire. That body was molded to perfection, with curves in all the right places, and pretty generous curves at that.

Gretchen looked away and tried to breathe. Whenever she was emotional, the struggle to rein in her powers became greater, harder, and she couldn’t deny the last couple of days had been filled with plenty of emotional disturbances. Discovering that Fortuna’s headmistress was a succubus with unknown intentions made the whole process that much harder, and the sight of a beautiful woman so close to her, one that would be completely vulnerable later that night, almost sent her over the edge.

She breathed once, harshly, and tried her best to regain control, to put her need to feed and fuck back in the cage she kept it in, but it was a struggle she barely won. In the end, it had only been the hand against her shoulder that sent her a little push, and managed to make her win and rein herself.

She looked over her shoulder, startled, at the woman touching her. The blonde looked back at her with a smile, seeming even more beautiful than before, and the succubus feared her desire would come crawling out of its box and take her once more, but surprisingly it didn’t. “I’m Amabel.”

At first, Gretchen only blinked, but then opened her mouth. “I’m Gretchen.”

The blinding smile she got in reply only made her breath catch in her throat, but once more that unending hunger was absent, and that confused her almost as much as Amabel’s greeting. She never had friends, not really, not since she started running. Once or twice, she had gotten close to people, but always with the intention of having them in her bed, to feed on them. She couldn’t understand why someone would be friendly with her, but that was the impression she got from Amabel.

The blonde’s sheer beauty didn’t help, and it could be said to be quite distracting.

All of that combined made sure that Gretchen remained silent after that greeting, and eventually Amabel retreated with another smile, and they continued on. The succubus shook her head more than once, when the urge to look back at Amabel and stare almost overwhelmed her, but she was an expert in resisting temptation, and eventually they reached their dorm.

Everything inside of it made her stop and stare again. She almost couldn’t believe all the luxury in Fortuna, but once more she was faced with it and forced to accept it. The room was big, bigger than any room she had been since her parents died, almost as big as the house she had lived in before. There were four-poster beds, and big dressers. Every corner of the room had a desk, and every single piece of furniture was old and sturdy, of obvious quality.

Gretchen was gaping, and when she looked around she realized she wasn’t the only one. Amabel wasn’t, she advanced towards one of the beds and put her stuff on top of it, and one of their other roommates simply raised an eyebrow as she contemplated the room before following the blonde’s lead, but the other dark haired woman in the team was feeling much like Gretchen, overwhelmed by everything around them.

The succubus gazed at her, realizing their hair wasn’t the only similarities between them, before shaking her head and staking her claim on one of the beds, much like the other two had done before. She gazed around for a bit, resisting the temptation to reach out to Amabel, to sit beside the other girl and talk a little more, and started putting away her clothes. The sheer poverty of what she owned hit her then, when she saw her clothes were barely enough to fill one of the lower drawers of the dresser, while some of her roommates had all of theirs already filled to the brink.

The injustice of it, of what happened to her, and the pressure of the last days seemed to threaten to overwhelm her, and Gretchen shook her head, striding forward to the second door in her room, the one she guessed was the bathroom. The sight she found behind it was one of luxury, but one thing focused her attention and made her smirk. Before any of the other girls could anticipate her, Gretchen grabbed a towel and some clean clothes and entered the bathroom, closing the door behind her.

For a moment, she considered opening the lock, allowing any of the other girls to join her if they wished: they were all beautiful, and she wouldn’t like anything better but to have one of them at her side under the warm water, to touch and be touched by them in turn, but that was her lust speaking, her hunger and her nature as a succubus, and she couldn’t let it take control of her.

She shook her head once more and turned to what had dominated her attention, letting another smirk take hold of her lips at the sight of the jacuzzi. She had never seen one of these in real life before, just in magazines, and right now she wanted nothing else but to relax into a warm bath and let her tension disappear.

A minute later she had to resist the urge to moan as the water surrounded her body and soothed her muscles, and then she had to stop herself from letting a hand glide down her skin and caress her core. She might be a succubus, but she had standards, and she wouldn’t touch herself where her roommates could hear. Despite not sating her lust, Gretchen was far more prepared to face whatever came her way after finishing.

She faced the next days with a smile in her lips, but it didn’t take long to realize her life wouldn’t exactly be easy, though some parts of it were great. Amabel took to shadowing her a lot of the time, and no matter how much part of her didn’t want to, afraid of how the other girl would react if she found Gretchen was a succubus, she came to like it. She wouldn’t say they were friends, not yet, but for the first time she felt it was possible.

Her relationships with her other roommates weren’t that great, however. Monique was cordial and friendly enough, but she spent most of her time by herself, studying and reading, and the gazes she sometimes threw Gretchen unsettled her. Part of her feared the other girl knew what she was, but that couldn’t be, could it? It didn’t help that she was exotic enough that Gretchen would be attracted to her without being a succubus.

She had blue hair, a very dark shade of blue hair, but blue hair nonetheless. It was an obvious sign of power, or at least that she belonged to a powerful family that had experimented on themselves, enhanced their members in some way. Her refined smile, and gentle demeanor only made her more entrancing, and if Gretchen had enough trouble resisting her desire for Amabel, having Monique as roommate only made the whole situation more complicated.

Marina didn’t help in any way, even if the emotions she first awakened in Gretchen weren’t lust. It didn’t take long to realize their similarities went past the physical. They were both girls with long, curly black hair, they were both pale and had sharp tongues. They even had similar heights and body types, though Gretchen would smile smugly when she remembered her chest was just a tad bigger than Marina’s. Their eyes were just one of the few things that set them apart, and then because Gretchen’s were more golden than anything, setting her apart from normal humans, much like Monique’s blue hair.

Their similarities went long beyond that, however. They were both orphans, they were both distrusting of new people, and they just rubbed each other the wrong way. More than once, Gretchen had been tempted to slap the other girl at some snide comment, and on other occasions she wanted to use her power and make the other girl beg for her, show her who was better. She always controlled herself in the end, but it frayed her hold over her nature every time.

All of her roommates did, though every one of them for their own little reason.

The school itself wasn’t helping. Most of the classes were about history, and the different beings that existed, and certain basic aspects of magic. It wasn’t hard, and she was understanding the matter well enough for someone that had stopped going to school at twelve, but there were still some things that frustrated her. The gazes some of her schoolmates threw at her was one of them. She didn’t think they were doing it on purpose, and she imagined her very nature was in part responsible for it, but it was frustrating for someone who was trying to pass unnoticed.

Unfortunately, not everyone who bothered her did so because they looked at her with desire, not in Ciara’s case. Gretchen first became aware of the other girl when she caught her glare in one of their classes, and though her first instinct was to glare back, she tried to control herself. It wouldn’t help in any way to find an enemy, and if she ignored the other girl she might be able to avoid it. It was just her luck that that
 had been the wrong manner to face the other woman.

Ciara certainly didn’t like being ignored, and instead of resigning herself to glare at Gretchen, she started actively working against the succubus. It started small, with some snide comments at first, and then rumors being spread about her. It shouldn’t have bothered her, but it did, especially when others started following Ciara’s lead. These were people that Gretchen realized were jealous of her popularity, even if she hadn’t done anything to have it, or wanted it.

She would much prefer to pass unnoticed, but if she didn’t have that chance then she wouldn’t let it bother her much. She couldn’t let Ciara have her way, however, and sooner or later she would have to deal with the other girl.

Without much fanfare, her first month at Fortuna passed by.

“Please, gather around.” Kaita’s voice took Gretchen by surprise, and her gaze narrowed when she realized most of the students were gathered in attendance. Usually their classes were sorted into different rooms, but that day they had been order to gather in one of the main halls. “Today your initiation period ends.”

His words sent a murmur running through them.

“Tomorrow the older students will be arriving, and your magical education will start in full.” His gaze moved over the assembled students, gathering their reactions.

Gretchen hadn’t known that, but when she looked around she realized some of the other students did. She should have noticed it earlier: it should have been obvious there had to be older students, students from previous years that hadn’t graduated yet. They wouldn’t wait until all their students finished their education to find new ones.

“Your education will change. Every dorm will have a mentor, a teacher that will help you with your abilities. Some classes will have a mandatory presence, and these won’t be restricted by how advanced you are, or how long you have been learning your abilities. There will be several schedules for you to choose what time to attend. The rest of your study into your abilities, your powers, lies in your hands.”

His gaze moved over the students once more, and Gretchen had to resist the urge to sneer.

Was that how all academies taught their students? If she was meant to learn by herself she could have done that on her own, without anyone bothering her. Granted, in her case she could argue she was a prisoner of some kind, and while she didn’t discover what the headmistress wanted with her it might be best to let herself enjoy Fortuna’s comforts, but if she was a willing student she wouldn’t be very happy with it all.

“I know some of you won’t be completely comfortable with our manner of teaching, you might feel you need guidance, but that’s why you have your mentors.” Kaita met their gazes and smiled reassuringly, but Gretchen wasn’t comforted by it. Some of her colleagues seemed to be though, and smiled back at the professor. “Magic is unique to everyone; every single being sees it in a different way. Only you can truly comprehend your limits, and to try and mold you into our beliefs would only hinder your progress. We can advise, we can share our experiences and our knowledge, but we need to let you learn for yourselves.”

His words seemed to further reassure the others, but Gretchen pursed her lips. Part of her supposed he was right, but she didn’t particularly care. In truth, she wasn’t sure she could trust anyone to help her figure out her abilities, and it might be better for her to learn alone. Not that a small part of her wasn’t disappointed.

“Well then,” Kaita continued with another smile, irritating Gretchen. She couldn’t remember ever meeting someone that smiled as much as he did and wasn’t hiding something behind that smile. “Today I’m going to teach you one last thing, a ceremony of a kind that we do to mark the end of the initiations into Fortuna. You’re going to be glimpsing a part of your colleagues’ souls.”

As the murmuring started once more Kaita’s smile widened, but Gretchen barely paid attention to it. Show a part of her soul to the other students?

She started fidgeting, and fear sent a tingle racing down her back. She couldn’t allow that to happen, could she? Wouldn’t they realize what she was, if she did? She almost got to her feet and started moving away, but Amabel’s hand closed around her wrist and made her stop. The other girl’s grip was like steel, and even though she wasn’t looking at Gretchen, the succubus felt the girl’s eyes on her.

It made her swallow and settle down once more, even though all she wanted was to run away.

She wasn’t the only one bothered by the professor’s words, and more than one voice raised in a complaining tone, but Kaita raised his hands and asked for silence, and the protests slowly died down.

“There’s no need to be worried.” His voice turned smooth, soothing, and even Gretchen felt some of her doubts die away. Only then did she notice he was doing something, and narrowed her eyes. It must have been a spell of some kind, enchanting his voice to make it relaxing or something. Amabel’s narrowed eyes at her side let her know her roommate noticed it as well, but they were two of the few to do so. “No secrets should be revealed while this happens. It is only a glimpse at your friends’ auras. There will be no harm in it.”

Gretchen didn’t believe him. The truth could be plenty harmful, and there wasn’t anything more truthful than letting someone else glimpse your soul. Fear made her shake once more: there was no way she could flee without calling attention to herself and arousing others’ suspicions, and there was no way she could know what others would learn about her with a glimpse at herself.

In the end, it was only Amabel’s unrelenting grip that kept her still, kept her in place. She turned to the other woman, wanting to say something, anything that would force the blonde to let her go, but she smiled at her, and Gretchen found her will to flee disappearing.

She breathed deeply once, and resigned herself to her fate.

Kaita made them move to one of the corners of the room, and then he raised his hands in the air and gestured at the seats where they had been. What followed awed Gretchen like nothing had ever done, and made her smile a little. The seats basically dissolved, turning into liquid wood, and then changed form, spreading over the classroom, forming into circular tables and stools.

The awed statements most of her colleagues let out showed she wasn’t the only one impressed, but strangely enough none of her roommates were as marveled. It shouldn’t have been as surprising as it was. She had realized they had far more experience with magic than she did, and that they were far more advanced in their studies, but only as she looked around and realized the three of them were few of those unimpressed by the professor did Gretchen came to understand her roommates were far more advanced than those in her year as well.

“Now, take your seats.” No one moved at first, and the professor had to reassure them once more. “Don’t be afraid, take your seats. Usually, you would only do this with your roommates, but this year we have more students than usual, and some of you will have to share.”

Amabel didn’t give Gretchen a chance to try and run, and pulled the other woman into one of the tables, their roommates following after them. The succubus breathed deeply. Maybe this wouldn’t be too bad, not if she wanted to improve her relationship with her roommates. The three of them surely had their own secrets, and wouldn’t begrudge her own, would they? The smile the blonde at her side gave her only reassured her, but then someone else joined them in their table, and Gretchen’s cheer plummeted.

Ciara sat directly opposite her, and she had to resist the urge to flee, or at least attack the girl and call attention to herself, but once more Amabel stopped her. It didn’t stop the anger from mounting in Gretchen’s mind, or diminished the urge to throttle Ciara in any way.

There was only one reason for the other girl to be there, and that was unsettling her. Gretchen seethed, but she wouldn’t give Ciara what she wanted. She wouldn’t make a spectacle of the other girl’s presence, she wouldn’t let it affect her.

With another wave of Kaita’s hand, one of the cabinets at the back of the room opened and large candles started flowing through the air, coming to rest on the center of each table, lighting themselves in the process. She barely paid attention to it, trying to keep from glaring at Ciara, only relaxing slightly when Amabel tightened her hold momentarily.

“I want you to give your hands to the persons at your side, and then to focus on the flame in front of you.”

Gretchen pursed her lips, but did as ordered. It wasn’t hard to hold Amabel’s hand, it even felt pleasant, though she wouldn’t admit it to anyone, and she didn’t mind giving her other hand to Monique; not like she would if she had to give it to Ciara or Marina.

“Run your mana, your energy, through your body as you’ve learned in our previous lessons. Don’t worry, take your time.” She almost rolled her eyes, but after Amabel tightened her hand in warning she resisted the temptation.

She did as commanded, without closing her eyes like when she tried to do it for the first time. It was easy, incredibly so, and she didn’t understand the difficulty some of the other students felt when trying to do it. Neither of her roommates struggled with the exercise, and yet the others were taking their time. Even Ciara struggled with it, though much less than some, and a smirk took hold of her lips, but before she could comment on it Amabel gripped her hand once more and she held herself back.

A month earlier, Gretchen wouldn’t allow anyone to stop her mouth from running off, but she grew to enjoy Amabel’s presence, her… friendship, and she didn’t want to put it at risk.

Eventually the professor felt they were ready for the next step. “Circle it around your body, then direct it to your hands and focus on the touch of your colleagues. Try to reach out to their energy, make it mingle with yours.”

That was far harder to do, and Gretchen didn’t know if she would have been able to do it if Amabel’s energy hadn’t started mingling with hers almost immediately. The blonde’s motions guided Gretchen’s, showed her how to do it, and she repeated the same actions in the hand touching Monique, and then she felt as their energies mingled with Ciara and Marina’s.

It was hard to describe. She knew what she was feeling, but couldn’t understand it completely, or even explain it. There was something whispering in the back of her head, and something in the corner of her eyes when she narrowed them, but she only really realized what exactly was affecting her when she looked at Amabel.

There was a brightness around the blonde that stunned Gretchen, making her seek its source, only to realize that the light came from Amabel herself. It made her glow, made her look more beautiful than she already was, and part of Gretchen’s chest ached as she gazed at the other woman.

When Amabel looked up and met her gaze, she smiled, and Gretchen’s breath was robbed. The emotions hitting her were so strong she looked away, unable to say anything, to think, and her eyes fell upon Monique. Much like Amabel she also glowed, but her aura was a murky green and black, with some red at the edges.

Bit by bit, Gretchen regained some control of herself and realized what she was seeing, what professor Kaita meant, and focused. If Amabel’s aura had marveled her, Monique’s didn’t affect her in any way, and she suspected it was because the blonde was special. To make sure, she turned and looked at Marina.

Much like with Monique, her aura was dominated by black, though there were plenty of other colors mingled with it. Once again, she felt nothing out of the ordinary, not like when she looked at Amabel, and though part of her was tempted, she didn’t dare look at the blonde again. That glow had awed her, but it also made her fear. It was as if something big was looking back, something powerful and unrelenting, and she wasn’t sure she was able to face it again.

Professor Kaita said something else, gave some new instruction, but Gretchen was so focused on her task she didn’t hear him. Breathing faster for a couple of moments, she turned her gaze to the last person in their table.

Green was the main color in Ciara’s aura, but there was also red and brown. More than colors though, her aura came with a scent, and Gretchen closed her eyes to smell it. Ciara smelled of fur, of sweat and dirt, of wilderness, and the scent called to Gretchen, made her lean towards the other girl for a bit, before she realized what she was doing and backed off. Without quite meaning to, her grip on Monique’s hand slackened, and their conduit of energy was broken.

They all seemed to shake themselves, as if woken from sleep. Gretchen looked down, suddenly unable to meet their eyes. She couldn’t explain what happened, their professor’s earlier words weren’t enough to describe how it felt, and above all she couldn’t look at Amabel. There was something about the blonde, something that made her apart from humans. Which shouldn’t have bothered the succubus, but she was far closer to a human than whatever Amabel was.

A quick glance around the table showed the others felt just like her about the blonde, shying away from her direction, and the ache in Gretchen’s chest redoubled in intensity. Amabel didn’t deserve their scorn, or their fear. She had done nothing, and supported all of them in the month she had known them.

She didn’t deserve to have them turn their backs on her. With a deep breath, Gretchen gathered herself and looked at her friend.

Her eyes met Amabel’s, and something in the back of her head warned her to look away, to not draw that predator’s eyes, but she ignored it and smiled at the blonde. The answering smile she got in return made her warm, and she colored for the first time in a long while, but didn’t look away. Another quick glance showed she hadn’t been the only one to gather her courage and glance at Amabel.

Ciara was looking at the blonde with a rapturous expression, her mouth slightly parted. That expression changed when she realized Gretchen was looking at her, and at first it turned wistful before growing angry, disgusted. The succubus couldn’t understand what about her so unsettled the other woman, and sincerely she didn’t care. Unfortunately, Ciara did.

“I was right.” Her voice was low, but her words were laced with hate and anger, directed Gretchen’s way. “You are a monster.”

It shouldn’t have hit her as hard as it did, but after what they had just shared these words bothered Gretchen more than she expected. Maybe if she was thinking rationally, she would have heard the doubt in Ciara’s tone, the confusion in her own proclamation, but the whole experience made her just a little bit bothered, and her spirit took a while to regain its strength.

That was the only reason she remained there, silent as a lamb, as Ciara attacked her again. “You saw it too, didn’t you? She’s not human.”

The succubus didn’t know what the woman saw in her, but cursed their professor for whatever it was. She should never have allowed this to happen, should have never trusted others and allowed them to have a glimpse of her. Once more, only Amabel’s touch stopped her from running away, and she glanced at the blonde, wondering what to do.

She shouldn’t trust anyone, not even the woman at her side.

Gretchen struggled against Amabel’s grip for a moment, even when the other’s eyes implored her not to, but it was Marina’s voice that made her still.

“You are one to talk.” Gretchen’s eyes moved in her roommate’s direction, but the brunette was gazing at Ciara with something predatory in her eyes. “Aren’t you, little miss wolf?”

Ciara froze, panic shining in her eyes before she gathered herself and hate took hold of her features. For once, Gretchen saw that
 look directed at someone else, and it almost amused her, but she wouldn’t forget the sight of the previous emotions.

“What are you implying?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Marina raised an eyebrow, smirk widening just a bit. “Just as we saw what Gretchen is, we saw what you are.” Ciara’s eyes flickered in Kaita’s direction for a moment. “Oh, you thought he was telling the truth? Professors lie, it’s not the first lie they’ve told us. Their attempt at forcing us to see the truth of things, we all know that’s more than needed with magic. We saw your true self.”

Gretchen narrowed her eyes: Marina was lying. At least, she hadn’t seen anything that gave her a clue that Ciara wasn’t human, but maybe her roommates had seen something different. A quick glance at Monique showed her studying their dark-haired roommate, and Gretchen confirmed this was some kind of play to fool Ciara.

She just couldn’t understand why. She couldn’t say the two of them were friends, and most of the time they couldn’t stand one another, the other woman had no reason to try and help her.

The succubus might not understand why Marina was helping, or what she was implying, but her words were getting to Ciara. The grey-haired girl was trembling, and her eyes were wild as they looked around, fear slowly taking hold of her. Marina’s smirk widened even further and she opened her mouth to speak, but someone interrupted her.

“Enough.” Amabel’s voice was low, barely more than a whisper, but it made them freeze. Her gaze was directed at Marina’s and the other woman looked down, but then she turned to look at Ciara, Gretchen and Monique in turn.

There was something heavy in her gaze, a pressure that made the other girls at the table bow almost unconsciously, unable to meet her judgment.

“We shared something special, something I doubt we will forget, and now you’re behaving like children.” Her voice grew in volume at the end, not enough to be heard by the people in other tables, but sufficient to let the four of them know how angry she really was.

Gretchen shuddered. In the time she had known the other girl, she had never seen Amabel angry, or even slightly pissed off. It felt strange, and made it harder to breathe. After a moment, she realized she wasn’t the only one feeling like that. There was a weight in her shoulders, almost driving her down, and her body was shivering despite her attempts to stop it. A quick glance around showed she wasn’t the only one feeling like this, and even some of the students in the nearby tables were affected.

Then Amabel breathed deeply, sighed, and got to her feet, and the pressure disappeared. Gretchen almost reached for the other woman, to stop her from leaving, but the words wouldn’t come out of her mouth, and her hand stopped an inch away from grabbing Amabel’s. She just looked as her only friend moved away, and did nothing to stop her.


Chapter 3

It took a few days for Gretchen to approach Amabel without feeling a hint of fear. The worst of all was that the girl always seemed to know what she was thinking, and it made her feel bad. Then she would grow angry.

She couldn’t help how she felt, and it was Amabel’s fault in a way. She was the one who intimidated her so, she was the one that had intimidated all of them, and where once Amabel was the most approachable of their roommates, now all of them looked askance at her.

It bothered the blonde, Gretchen could see it clear as day, but it still took her a while to get over it. When she gathered her courage, stepped closer to the blonde and smiled at her, Amabel smiled in reply, as bright as ever, perhaps even brighter, and Gretchen found herself coloring slightly in embarrassment, her heart pounding in her chest. Part of her understood why that was, but she tried to fool herself.

It was only her hunger, she would whisper under her breath. It had been a good while since she fed, and the signs she needed to were evident. Her reflexes were lacking, there was always a hunger that lingered in her stomach no matter how much she ate, and every single person she saw was becoming desirable. Even then, Amabel was more desirable than anyone else, but she tried to ignore the part of her that thought so.

Her hunger was affecting her more than she would ever want to admit, but she refused to feed. Not before making sure she would be safe in doing so. There were plenty of good looking men and women who she could try to seduce and enjoy for a night, feeding deeply from them, but she was afraid of how the headmistress would react, and what would happen should she be discovered.

Not that it ended up mattering in the end. “What?” Gretchen couldn’t quite believe what she heard and asked Monique to repeat it.

The blue-haired girl was bothered and it showed, but she gathered herself and repeated her earlier words. “The headmistress will be our mentor.”

Gretchen looked at her roommates, hoping that one of them would tell her it was a prank, but soon realized that wouldn’t happen. “Is that normal?” She questioned, trying to appear nonchalant, but she was sure she wasn’t fooling anyone. At least none of the others seemed very reassured by who would be their mentor.

She probably shouldn’t worry about her roommates. They knew she wasn’t human, and they didn’t seem very bothered by it. No one at the school seemed to care about non-humans, at least vocally. Ciara seemed to be one of the few, but even then, mostly in Gretchen’s case, and only when no one else could hear her complain about the succubus.

She supposed that made sense, no matter how scared she had been about their reactions before. Those who dealt with magic would have to interact with creatures and monsters sooner or later, and any prejudices would make things awkward. Even if they felt disgust they would have to learn how to hide it.

It didn’t mean people would react well if they discovered she was a succubus. Her kind had been feared for a reason, and that was why there were so few of them nowadays. It didn’t explain how a succubus became headmistress of an academy like Fortuna, but then Gretchen imagined the older woman could be quite convincing. Her own powers could allow her to bend the will of most if she wasn’t careful and didn’t respect their will, and more than once she had been forced to resist the temptation to do so. If she didn’t, she could gather quite a bit of power.

She couldn’t guess how powerful the headmistress was, for how long she had been around or how many allies she had gathered
.

“No, it’s not.” Marina was the one who answered her, though she seemed to be more lost in her own thoughts than paying attention to the succubus. “She must have seen something in our group that made her take an interest.” Her gaze moved over to Amabel and Monique’s followed, but the blonde had her attention centered on Gretchen, who looked away from the knowing glint in her friend’s eyes.

If she didn’t know what she did, she would probably think like Monique and Marina. The headmistress’s interest was in her though; enough of it to force her into the school, and to buckle tradition and expectations and become their mentor.

They didn’t talk much about the matter, each one worried about the motive behind the headmistress’s actions. Gretchen worried more than the others combined. She didn’t know what the woman wanted with her, but she was sure it was nothing good, and she feared she wouldn’t have much of a choice in whatever it was. That, combined with the hunger that increased every day, turned her life into a living hell.

When the headmistress did come for her, she was almost relieved.

“Gretchen Arnold.” The older woman’s voice sent a shiver running down her spine, and she turned to look at the headmistress standing in the entrance of the dorm. She wasn’t the only one taken by surprise, Monique and Marina also jumped at the voice, and only Amabel seemed to retain a semblance of control.

The smirk in the succubus’s face and the gaze she sent her roommates made everyone bar Amabel fidget, and Gretchen could literally feel the lust exuding from her roommates. It made it harder to breathe for some moments, and she was so tempted to reach out and feed on them that she got to her feet without thinking about it.

She regained some control and stilled, but it only seemed to amuse the headmistress. “Follow me.”

She hesitated, and exchanged a couple of glances with her roommates, but had to obey the other woman. The headmistress started walking away without a word, turning her back on Gretchen and forcing her to follow.

The younger succubus couldn’t help the spark of fear she felt as she gazed at the other woman. Even now, she felt the power shimmering under the other’s skin, and how her own spirit called to it. She wanted to touch the headmistress and be touched by her, and only extreme self-control stopped her from reaching to the woman.

If the glances sometimes thrown her way were any indication, the headmistress knew just how frayed she was feeling, and the sway she put on her hips was purposeful. Gretchen didn’t know if that was an attempt at teasing or at seduction; she didn’t know how the other woman would react if she tried to do anything, if she would play along and have her way with her, or if she would refuse her touch. What she hated most was that the power in their interaction was all on the headmistress’s side.

They were on her
 school, Romanovna was the more powerful of the two by far, and Gretchen was far too angry to make any attempt at resisting should she push. That knowledge only frayed her nerves more and made her weaker against her instincts, and she barely noticed that the older woman had stopped at the entrance of a classroom and was gesturing for her to go in.

She swallowed and did as commanded, and the whiff of perfume as she entered the room was almost enough to undo her.

The lust in the other succubus’s eyes was unmistakable. Gretchen had been warring with herself earlier and didn’t notice, but now that she dedicated her full attention to the headmistress she could see it, but unfortunately it wasn’t the lust of desire. Oh, it was there, it was always there in succubae, but the lust dominating the headmistress’s features was the lust of the kill, the lust a predator had as it toyed with its prey.

Part of Gretchen rebelled, and wanted to show the other woman she was no prey, but unfortunately that was a small part of her. Her brain made her stop, understanding well enough she could only survive should the headmistress wish to. That thought made her breathe out in a sigh and relax.

She couldn’t understand it, not completely, but instinct took over and she let a small smile take hold of her lips. If she couldn’t win against the other woman, if her life was in the headmistress’s hands, all she needed to do was make sure the other succubus would want to keep her alive.

Romanovna noticed the change in her and smiled as well. “You’re letting your instincts guide you, good.” Her words might have been reassuring if she didn’t step forward with a predator’s step and stopped inches away from Gretchen. She reached out and poised a hand against the girl’s cheek, caressing for some moments, and without quite meaning to the younger woman leaned into it.

Gretchen was sure she would hate herself for it later, once she realized what she was truly doing. She always hated losing control, and she hated being forced into anything, but the most important right now was keeping herself alive, and if being a little pet was what it took then she would do it.

The headmistress’s smirk widened as she caressed Gretchen’s face and she didn’t react, then she brushed her thumb against the girl’s lips. “It’s important to know when you’re beaten.” Her voice came out in a whisper that made it harder to hear her, and Gretchen leaned slightly forward to do so. “Many of our kind got themselves in trouble because they couldn’t ignore our instincts to dominate, and tried to fight those clearly more powerful than themselves.”

Gretchen almost opened her mouth to question her further, but saw the faraway glint in Romanovna’s eyes and decided to let her continue.

“That you let your survival instincts take hold instead of fighting against me speaks well of your future.” She stepped back, and the younger woman shook her head. Gretchen couldn’t quite explain it, but the threat that the other succubus represented felt diminished in a way, and she regained some control.

The headmistress watched her do it and didn’t do anything to stop her, only smirked.

Gretchen hesitated before opening her mouth, but she had so many doubts. “Why?” She paused and seemed to struggle to ask what she wanted. “Why me? Why am I here? What do you want with me?”

Romanovna sighed. “We succubus are a complicated lot. We generally don’t like each other, as you can see from our interaction; whenever we meet there will be a tendency for one of us to try and dominate the other, and that weakens us as a species. It led to succubae marking their territory and keeping it to themselves, forcing away the others of their kind that tried to get in, or punishing them by taking control and dominating them.”

Gretchen swallowed. Was that what happened? Had she crossed into the other woman’s territory without meaning to, and this was her punishment?

“It also led us into becoming easy prey for those that were afraid of our kind, be it humans or other supernatural creatures. We start weak, but our abilities allow us to keep growing in power as long as we feed, and that scares many, and that fear is leading us into extinction.”

“Haven’t there always been few of us?” Gretchen couldn’t help but interrupt, and for a moment she stilled, thinking the headmistress would take exception to it, but the other woman simply tilted her head.

“We’re ageless, we don’t die unless someone kills us, and yet our species basically doesn’t exist.” Romanovna’s smirk was decidedly predatory. “Why is that, can you tell me?”

The young student swallowed before answering. “Something is hunting us?” Her tone made it certain it was more a question than an affirmation.

“Not something, everything. Oh, there are some that hunt us for sport, there’s plenty of beings our sisters riled that now take revenge against any succubus that crosses their path, but in truth everything is against us. Humanity fears what we can do, other monsters are jealous of our power, and we weakened ourselves enough they became a truth threat to our very existence.”

“Is that why I’m here?” Gretchen questioned, and something loosened inside her chest. She thought she was in trouble, that the headmistress was out to get her, but it seemed all of it was some kind of attempt to protect her. “You’re trying to protect me?”

Romanovna smirked. “No.”

Her answer made Gretchen’s heart start to beat much faster, and her previous tension returned tenfold. She took a step back when the headmistress started strutting towards her, and then another and another, until her back hit the wall of the room and the older woman stopped inches away from her.

Gretchen was terrified, she couldn’t help it. She couldn’t do anything to fight against the older woman, and she wouldn’t be able to resist anything the headmistress did to her.

“You see, I couldn’t have cared less about a young, stupid succubus like you, one who hasn’t finished transitioning yet, if there wasn’t something special about you.”

“Transitioning?” The word came out of her mouth before Gretchen could stop it, but instead of angering the headmistress it only made her laugh.

“As I said, stupid. Or perhaps simply unknowing.” There was mirth in Romanovna’s voice, and in her eyes, but there was also enough threat in them that Gretchen didn’t react in any way. “Transition is what you’re going through right now. You know you’re a succubus, but you’re not a full one yet. You’ll only be one when you finish transitioning.”

Gretchen opened her mouth, but a finger against her lips made sure she didn’t make a sound.

“I’m talking.” The glare that accompanied those words made sure Gretchen understood it wouldn’t be pleasant for her if she interrupted the headmistress again. “It’s like puberty for humans, you see. You will only truly be a succubus after you finish transitioning, before you might feel some hunger, you gain access to some abilities and you’re far more desirable to those around you than you should be, but only after transitioning can you truly call yourself a succubus.”

The young woman burned with curiosity, but the headmistress’s previous warning was still fresh in her mind and she held her curiousness at bay.

She thought she was a succubus, that her powers were those of a succubus, and so was her hunger, but it seemed like that was only a prelude to what would come. For a moment, she was terrified. She had enough trouble with her abilities now, with resisting the urges and hunger that were always there, and she couldn’t imagine how harder it would be once they manifested in full.

That still didn’t explain the headmistress’s interest in her, however, and when that realization shone in her eyes the older woman smirked. “The reason why I care about your fate is that you’re not a normal succubus, or better said, you won’t be a normal one.”

“What do you mean?” Gretchen couldn’t hold herself this time, but the headmistress simply smiled like the cat that ate the canary, getting the reaction she wanted out of the younger woman.

“You’re a little queen, Gretchen.” Her tone got low and it sent shivers running down Gretchen’s spine. Her nipples stiffened at the same time, and she hated that her blouse didn’t hide that fact, but then the headmistress poised one hand against her hip and all thoughts fled her mind.

The other woman felt so warm that part of her wanted to bask in it, to press against Romanovna’s side and let the other woman do as she wished. Her reaction didn’t pass unnoticed, and the older woman smirked.

“You see, succubus can breed with humans, like your mother and father, but it’s rare. Most of the time, the child born will be a normal human, though one perhaps a little more attuned to the supernatural. That’s because, like with all species, we’re made to breed with ourselves.”

“But we’re all female.”

Gretchen had never even heard rumors of male succubus. There were legends about incubus, but those had never been proved to be real, just a creature several women had used to justify their dalliances outside the marriage bed when they appeared pregnant.

“That doesn’t stop a few select succubus from having something extra.” Romanovna leaned in and pressed against Gretchen, making the girl moan without meaning to. She pressed a kiss against the girl’s cheek, then one on her neck, and Gretchen tilted her head, surrendering without a word. “But we’ll see it in a few moments once you finish ripening.”

The dark-haired student was past thought. The headmistress’s close presence, the warmth of her body, it was all too much and, combined with the hunger that had gnawed at her spirit in the past days, sent her reeling.

Something burned in her body, made her blood boil. A moan escaped Gretchen’s mouth without her meaning to, and she clawed at her body, her clothes, trying to free her skin from the prison that enclosed it. Her blouse fell to the floor in short order, then her bra and skirt, her shoes. Her panties only didn’t follow because the headmistress stopped her.

She moaned at the older woman, begging her without words, and Romanovna laughed, amused, and chuckled as she grasped Gretchen’s hands in one of her own and forced the younger woman to still. “You’re ready.” She whispered under her breath, but even if Gretchen had heard her she wouldn’t have cared.

The girl only wanted the flame in her veins to slacken, the sudden need that overcame her to be satisfied. Part of her, deep down, knew this was what the headmistress had been talking about earlier, that this was her finishing transitioning and becoming a succubus in full. Another was too overwhelmed to care, and the headmistress’s hand against her core, tracing her through her panties, wasn’t helping.

The older succubus coaxed a few moans out of her mouth before grabbing the garment and pulling it away, exposing Gretchen in full. The headmistress’s smirk at the sight of her would have made Gretchen run any other time, but she was far too lost in desire and want to do anything.

And then the pain hit her. It didn’t wash away the desire inundating her mind, even enhanced it in some manner, but allowed her to regain some focus, and she looked down to see her body … change.

It wasn’t a great change at first. Her breasts seemed to become a little fuller, her skin a little paler, her hips more rounded, but then her sex hurt and seemed to shift, and she closed her eyes at the pain. Her flesh expanded and something grew between her legs, and though part of Gretchen knew what it was she refused to consider it.

The pain passed and she inhaled, deeply, regaining even more focus, but she kept her eyes closed, unable to face the truth. Only Romanovna’s hand slowly tightening around her new cock made her gaze.

The headmistress slowly circled her flesh and started to pump, and the younger succubus was so unused to the motion she didn’t know how to react. She could only look down and watch, not knowing what to feel. It was pleasurable, there was no doubt about that, and when the headmistress brushed her thumb against the tip of her, Gretchen released a moan without thinking about it, but she was numbed.

She didn’t know what to think of herself, how to face this change. It looked grotesque in a way, it seemed right in others, and confusion reigned in her thoughts.

Unfortunately, the headmistress didn’t give her enough time to consider it all. She tightened her grip and pumped harder for some moments, before reaching out and taking hold of Gretchen’s face with her other hand, forcing her to meet her eyes. There might have been a glint of compassion in Romanovna’s orbs, but it wouldn’t stop her. “Don’t worry, I’ll take good care of you.” She leaned in and put her mouth beside Gretchen’s ear, continuing to whisper. “I’ll make you enjoy your time with me, you’ll love me.”

Panic gripped Gretchen’s heart and she knew she was lost. The headmistress would take control of her, she would own her body and spirit, and there was nothing Gretchen could do to stop her. She would do to her what Gretchen had always refused to do to others.

She could only stay still and watch as Romanovna’s lips approached hers, knowing from her mounting lust, and the desire in the headmistress’s eyes, that the kiss would seal her fate, would make her the other’s pet.

“Stop.” The word rang out and the lusty haze that had been dominating Gretchen’s mind vanished for a few moments. There was still pleasure, and the headmistress grip around her new rod was still very enjoyable, but the worst of it, that pressure that didn’t let her think, seemed to vanish, and Gretchen had enough wits to use the opportunity to step away from the headmistress, and see her savior.

She knew who it was, knew it the moment she heard that sweet voice, but the sight of Amabel standing in the middle of the room looking at them made her heart leap with joy. Then she saw the headmistress’s frown and feared for her friend, but the older woman seemed content to watch at first.

“Why should I?” Romanovna questioned eventually, strutting a couple of steps in Amabel’s direction, but stopping before approaching completely. There was something like doubt in her face, and Gretchen couldn’t understand why, but then remembered what she had seen when she looked at Amabel’s aura, that brightness that inundated her soul, and wondered if the headmistress was intimidated by Amabel’s presence.

“Because I’ll be forced to stop you if you don’t.” The words were matter of fact, without an ounce of arrogance or pride in them, and it only seemed to anger the older woman.

“Will you?” Suddenly it was hard to breathe, and Gretchen felt so much lust she choked on it. She fell to her knees and moaned in pleasure, unable to resist the sheer aura of lust coming from the older succubus, the desire that was filling the air. Her cock hardened so much it became painful, and Gretchen touched it, trying to alleviate her need, trying to come and stop that onslaught, but deep down she knew it wouldn’t help.

Somehow, she gathered enough wits to glance up at Amabel, understanding the girl was the true target of the headmistress’s attack, wondering how could she possibly resist it, and marveling when she found Amabel seemingly completely unaffected in the middle of the room, looking back at the headmistress.

No, not completely unaffected. Amabel might have been holding strong, but she was too still, her eyes a little unfocused, her breath a little fast. Romanovna noticed it and advanced, confident, opening her blouse and letting her bra-clad breasts exposed, and for one slight instant Amabel’s eyes dipped down and gazed at those orbs, but then she breathed out and closed them.

When she opened them again there was no lust in them, and the older succubus stopped, no longer as confident.

“If you wish to play a game, headmistress, we can, but I don’t think you’ll like the outcome.” Amabel’s voice was cold, neither angry nor afraid, just emotionless, and that more than anything seemed to make the older female falter.

The sheer desire exuding from the headmistress abated, and she sneered at Amabel, angry beyond measure, but made no motion to attack the blonde. “You don’t know what you’re doing.” She let out through gritted teeth. “The girl needs to be taught, she needs to be fed. Will you do it, then?” She seemed to regain some control and chuckled, but Amabel was undaunted.

“If it’s necessary.” Her eyes moved to Gretchen, and she smiled. “If she would consent to it, yes. I’ll feed her. I won’t force her into anything, but I can offer myself.”

Her words stunned Romanovna, who only opened her mouth and closed it without saying anything, and then glanced between Gretchen and Amabel before her expression closed off. “She’ll need me eventually, and you won’t be able to hover over her shoulder forever, little pigeon.”

“I’ll be with her for as long as I can.” Amabel’s tone had a ring of finality to it, and Romanovna sneered once more before gathering herself and strutting away, stopping for a few moments at the entrance of the room and glaring at them before leaving.

Gretchen was confused, she couldn’t deny it, but before she could question Amabel, her need to feed, her lust and desire took hold once more, and hunger gnawed at her stomach. The moan that came out of her mouth was more pain-filled than anything, and suddenly Amabel was at her side, holding onto her, pressing one hand against her forehead and soothing some of her needs. “Shush.” She smiled, softly, and then seemed to hesitate. “You need to feed.” It wasn’t a question.

The succubus looked away, unable to meet her eyes.

A gentle touch on her chin made her look back at Amabel, and their eyes met. Gretchen looked into those blue orbs and wanted to lose herself in them, to let Amabel wash away her doubts, her sorrows. She wanted to see those eyes widen in marvel, to see the blonde’s lips turn upwards in a smirk.

Instead she got to see Amabel’s cheeks darken into a small blush, and for her to look aside in obvious embarrassment. It wasn’t a sight Gretchen would regret at all.

“How does this work?” It was said so lowly that Gretchen almost didn’t hear it, and only Amabel’s cheeks darkening even further confirmed it.

“Can’t you imagine?” The succubus didn’t quite mean to, but she leaned forward as she asked, moving her body in a manner that displayed it even more openly, and Amabel’s eyes dipped down for a moment, gazing at her curves and then at her core. She looked away quickly enough after that, but the look in her face was one Gretchen would savor for the rest of her life.

“I’m … I’ve never …” Amabel stammered and took a step back, and Gretchen froze still. She hadn’t meant to upset the other woman and make her run away, and the thought that Amabel would do so scared her more than she would ever admit.

The blonde regained her courage and stopped retreating soon enough, however, and Gretchen didn’t have to wonder about her fate.

Amabel looked up once more and met her eyes. “How do we do this?”

Gretchen took a step forward, and then another, never looking away from the blonde’s eyes. “Let me touch you.” She thought, and only realized she said it out loud when Amabel nodded.

Hesitantly, giving the other woman more than enough time to move away if she wished to, she pressed her hand against Amabel’s cheek, caressing and marveling at the softness of the skin. The blonde didn’t move, simply closed her eyes and enjoyed the contact, and when she opened them Gretchen could see the desire in those blue orbs.

That desire awakened her own, and her power sought out Amabel. She didn’t mean to, it was automatic, something her body did on its own. Gretchen always pried herself on her control, but in that moment, she lost it without ever noticing she was fighting, and could only try to lean back.

Then it was as if her abilities hit a barrier and Amabel’s hand clutched at her own, stopping her from retreating.

“I’m sorry.” She tried to justify herself quickly, unable to believe what she had almost let happen. “I didn’t mean to, I don’t know what happened.”

“You’re stronger now,” Amabel pointed out. Incredibly, she remained in full control, and Gretchen realized what the headmistress must have felt earlier when she used her abilities on the blonde and was unable to move her. “A proper succubus. I expect some aspects of yourself will be harder to control for quite some time.” When her words didn’t seem to cheer Gretchen, she reached out and caressed the succubus’s face, forcing her to meet her eyes. “And this is what I’ve agreed to, there’s nothing to regret.”

“I don’t see how I’ll be able to feed on you.” If her powers couldn’t sink into Amabel, she wouldn’t be able to feed, to take the energy she needed to sate her hunger from her friend.

“I can let you in.” Amabel’s answer was a whisper once again, and this time Gretchen swallowed loudly.

The amount of trust the blonde was putting in her was incredible, and Gretchen didn’t know if she was worthy. If Amabel let her in, there might be a chance that Gretchen could control her, dominate her thoughts much like Romanovna tried to do to her earlier. All that did was make Gretchen sure she shouldn’t feed on Amabel, she should find someone else to sate her hunger on.

The blonde was far too sweet and pure to be fed on by a monster.

But then Amabel let her defenses down, she opened herself to Gretchen, and the succubus succumbed to the temptation to reach out and touch the other woman, to caress her mind and spirit, and pull lust into the forefront of her brain.

Amabel closed her eyes as something like a moan escaped from her mouth, but it was soon muffled by Gretchen’s lips pressing against hers. The dark-haired woman couldn’t resist, she couldn’t ignore the morsel right in front of her, she was starved, the morsel she knew would be more delicious than anything she had ever tasted.

Their kiss didn’t finish anytime soon, Gretchen only really parting from the other woman when her breath forced her to. She wanted to touch Amabel, to feel that skin against hers, and the blonde was in no state to deny her as her hands reached for the blouse of her uniform. Even then, there was a glint in those blue orbs that said she would be able to resist Gretchen should she really wish to, but it only reassured the dark-haired woman, made her more confident in her motions.

The second kiss was less hurried, but it was also shorter, much shorter., and when it finished Gretchen pulled Amabel’s blouse apart, displaying her covered breasts. They didn’t stay covered for long, because soon she reached behind the blonde’s back and unhooked her bra.

Amabel moaned when her chest became bare, and again when Gretchen’s mouth took the opportunity to taste her, closing around her peaks, licking them and suckling gently.

It wasn’t the first time Gretchen loved a woman, though she had more experience with men, but that was the result of them being easier to seduce. She liked both equally, but Amabel awakened something inside of her, or maybe it was that she had transitioned into a full succubus now.

Whatever the reason, Gretchen could barely control herself, and instead of the careful, restrained and prolonged lovemaking she usually submitted her partners to, she could barely hold herself from ripping Amabel’s skirt off her body and bending her over one of the desks.

Not that the blonde was feeling any different. When Gretchen tried to slow down momentarily, starting to trail up instead of further down, Amabel whined and then grasped the succubus’s hair, using that grip to force her down.

The other woman didn’t resist the temptation and did as her partner whished, pulling Amabel’s skirt off, then baring her core after doing the same to her undergarments. Gretchen remained in control then, at least slightly, and leaned back, trying to ignore Amabel’s wistful moan, stepping back to just watch the blonde.

Amabel was beautiful, the most precious sight she had ever seen, and her almost nakedness only made her more entrancing. The blonde still had her blouse on, though open, and her legs were still encased in her stockings, but those pieces only seemed to enhance the naked skin.

The temptation grew until it was unbearable, especially when Amabel straightened under her eyes and spread her legs slightly, displaying herself. Gretchen wanted her as she had never wanted anything in her life, and she closed the distance between them in a flash, crashing her mouth against Amabel’s one more time.

Their kiss was needy, desperate, and their hands wandered over each other’s bodies, touching and feeling, getting to know one another. Gretchen moaned into Amabel’s mouth when one of the girl’s hands cupped her rear, and Amabel hitched when Gretchen paid her back in kind, wrapping both of her hands around her ass-cheeks.

The blonde moaned even harder when she noticed that the hard, warm flesh against her tummy was Gretchen’s new rod, and their kiss became more heated.

Hesitation and lack of experience was the only thing that stopped Amabel from throwing the other girl to the floor and mounting her, but the desire that built inside of her had a counterpart in Gretchen, and the succubus eventually decided kisses and caresses weren’t enough to satisfy any of the two.

She nipped at the flesh of Amabel’s neck, then leaned back and pulled the other woman’s hand, leading her to where she had disrobed herself earlier with Romanovna’s help, pushing the blonde down, using her discarded clothes as a makeshift bed.

Amabel deserved better, and Gretchen would love nothing more than to give the blonde all she deserved but, unfortunately, they were in no state to delay their activities, and they would have to settle for far less. The other girl didn’t resist in any way, laying down on the clothes without a complaint, looking up at Gretchen.

The desire, the pleading in Amabel’s eyes almost undid the young succubus, and she shuddered before gathering herself and kneeling beside the blonde. Part of her wanted to use her new rod, sink it into Amabel and fuck the other woman as hard as she could. They would enjoy it nonetheless, her abilities would make sure of it, and Amabel wouldn’t regret it.

The blonde deserved better though, and unlike the bed this was something Gretchen could give her if she could resist the temptation for just a little while longer.

She kissed Amabel again, then started trailing down, kissing her collarbone and the valley between her breasts, resisting the temptation to play with those orbs, knowing her patience wouldn’t be that great. She kept moving down, a little faster, until she reached the blonde’s core.

Amabel colored slightly when Gretchen looked at her, swallowing as she realized just how close the succubus was to her core, but the dark-haired woman smirked, and leaned down without looking away from her eyes. The first swipe from that tongue forced Amabel to blink, the second drew a moan out of her mouth and made her jerk, and the following ones made her trash in pleasure.

Gretchen was in heaven. Amabel tasted better than anything she had ever tasted in her life, and she wanted more of it, she wanted to swirl her tongue deep inside the other girl, to feel Amabel’s body vibrating under hers as she did so, and to feel the other woman come like that. The thought of that image turned the temptation too great, and the succubus saw no reason to resist it.

She licked and nipped at that flesh, she pressed her tongue deeper and deeper and moved it around, and her hands wandered up, one pressing against Amabel’s breasts, playing with the peaks and caressing the warm globes, the other settling against the blonde’s clit, teasingly touching the flesh just beside it at first, only moving and pressing against the little bud when Amabel put one leg atop her shoulders and begged her to.

Amabel came with something like a roar escaping from her mouth, and Gretchen had her first real taste of her. The energy that made Amabel, that blinding power that so awed and intimidated the succubus when she saw it for the first time, came out of Amabel in waves and poured into Gretchen, filling her as nothing had ever filled her before. Her hunger vanished in instants, but that didn’t mean she stopped licking, stopped making sure Amabel would enjoy and enjoy a little more.

She only really stopped when the other girl was spent, and disengaged with something like a whine, never wanting to part from the sweetness of Amabel’s sex.

What she saw when she looked up made her freeze for a moment. Wings, great pearly white wings were coming out of Amabel’s back, and she froze. She shouldn’t have, a part of her told her, she had suspected what Amabel was since she had seen her aura, but to see it confirmed was still nerve-wracking.

Amabel blinked, and only then seemed to notice the wings coming out of her back. When she looked back at Gretchen there was something like fear in her eyes, but it vanished when the succubus didn’t run, and eventually she reached out for the dark-haired woman, pulling her up and crashing their mouths against one another’s.

Gretchen moaned. She wasn’t hungry anymore, but she still wasn’t sated, and her warm rod made sure to remind her about it by twitching. Amabel noticed, the rod was pressed against her after all, and she reached out with one hand, hesitantly putting it around that hard flesh.

The succubus groaned, and again when Amabel tightened her grip and started to pump, and the two exchanged glances.

Gretchen had never done something like that, not from that side, but it was surprisingly easy between them. Amabel laid down and lightly opened her legs, and the succubus climbed between them, settling against the angel underneath, shuddering as one of Amabel’s soft wings rested against her back, but loving its touch.

Slowly, the two guided Gretchen’s cock against Amabel’s opening, and the succubus thrust, slowly, letting the tip of her enter the blonde.

They moaned, and the succubus gripped Amabel’s waist and repeated the motion, a little faster, a little deeper. Inch by inch, she settled more of herself into the blonde, only really stopping when she reached the barrier inside. She stopped then, hesitating once more, knowing there would be no comeback from that, but Amabel didn’t let her retreat.

The angel put her legs, arms and wings around the succubus and held strong, forcing Gretchen to do the only thing she could do and thrust, hitting that barrier again and again until it broke. Amabel flinched when that happened, but Gretchen kept going and soon pain was replaced by pleasure, and both enjoyed the warmth and closeness of their embrace.

Gretchen realized she wouldn’t last much longer, and pressed her mouth against Amabel’s neck and nipped at the flesh, biting it just before she came. The pain, together with the awareness of Gretchen’s release inside of her, was enough to make Amabel come again.

A kiss followed, and they held each other, content in their warmth and the silence that settled around them.


Epilogue

“We’re going to have to leave eventually.” It could be said that Gretchen’s voice was amused, but more than anything it seemed sated. She had been hungering for a long time, resisting that hunger for as long as she could, and only now did she truly realize how pleasant it was to not feel it.

Amabel shifted and pressed even harder against Gretchen, her wings closing tight around them and almost making a cocoon. “Later.” She was tired, and spent, something that had never affected her before, but she was also very much pleased with her state.

The touch of Amabel’s wings made Gretchen focus on them for some moments, and she couldn’t help but reach out and caress them, loving the way Amabel reacted when she did so, almost as if the girl was ticklish. “We’ll have to talk about these eventually.” She wasn’t quite sure Amabel truly was an angel, even with those. It didn’t fit with what she knew about them.

“Yes, but later. Stay still and let me sleep now.” Amabel promptly closed her eyes and laid her head on Gretchen’s shoulder, content in the warmth of the succubus’s lap.

The dark-haired woman could only smile, and close her own eyes, putting her arms around the beautiful girl pressed against her and letting sleep take hold. For the first time in a long while her dreams were pleasant.

The end
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