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 Chapter 1 
 
    “Have you found anything yet?” Gretchen asked, then grunted when Amabel drove an elbow into her side, and exchanged a glance with her beloved. She sighed, and turned back to Monique. “I mean, did you have a chance to find more about what we asked you?” 
 
    Amabel hit her again, and Gretchen pouted. 
 
    Monique’s smirk showed her amusement at the power Amabel possessed over the succubus. “I haven’t been able to find much yet, but I told you this would take time. Succubae aren’t that well documented, and what you told me seems to be something most of them would want to keep close to their chests.” 
 
    “Or you’re just not good enough with research.” 
 
    Monique watched as Amabel hit Gretchen once more, this time hard enough the other girl winced. It amused her, she couldn’t deny it. Gretchen always tried to appear as this tough bitch, but around Amabel she almost always ended up appearing like a cute little bunny. 
 
    Not that she would ever tell the succubus that, she valued her mind and soul very much, and Gretchen wouldn’t like to hear it. Maybe if she was certain Amabel would remain around… 
 
    The blonde was someone else she needed to be weary of, though. Monique didn’t know what Amabel was, and had to admit she didn’t even have a clue about her origins, but she was powerful. More than powerful enough to destroy Monique without any difficulty. 
 
    She doubted it would happen, Amabel was practically a saint, but one could never truly know when supernatural creatures were involved. 
 
    “There’s a limit to how much I can research while in here.” She didn’t like people questioning her capabilities, but she had grown to know Gretchen well enough to understand she was just this acidic with everyone. “I can’t very well force my uncle to send me everything we have on succubae. He would get suspicious, and I don’t want him to know I have a succubus as a roommate, not yet.” 
 
    Gretchen looked aside, and Monique sighed. She understood the fear most of those aware of the supernatural displayed towards succubae, and she couldn’t say they were wrong, not when you took into account what they could make you do. 
 
    Her uncle wasn’t exactly prejudiced, their family couldn’t afford to be in their position, but her being around a succubus would still scare him, and make him take her out of Fortuna. 
 
    Looking around, she sighed and tried to relax. She loved Fortuna, and didn’t want to leave. Right then, the three of them were seated in one of the tables in the courtyard, near the cafeteria, and Monique was sincerely happy. She felt safe at school, and she had friends. She didn’t want to give it all simply because her uncle might be afraid she would fall under a succubus’s thralldom.  
 
    She tried to ignore the voice in her head that told her she would enjoy such thralldom. 
 
    She had been a little disappointed when Gretchen went back on their deal and didn’t sleep with her during the ritual, but whenever she looked between Gretchen and Amabel she could understand why that was. The succubus was in love with the blonde, and was loved in turn, and didn’t want to give it up and face the truth. 
 
    Monique didn’t say anything, she didn’t complain, but though she desired Amabel and Gretchen the best, eventually there would be a time when the succubus would have to feed on someone other than her lover. Unless Amabel was truly that powerful, and could afford to feed the succubus continually. 
 
    The blue-haired girl shook her head. She couldn’t imagine how powerful Amabel would have to be to do such a thing, and it kind of scared her it could be happening already. Sure, Gretchen had fed a little on her, and she might be feeding on others without her knowing about it, even if it wasn’t in full, but the only one she knew Gretchen had been with was Amabel. 
 
    Glancing once more at the blonde, Monique shivered. There was power in Amabel, and even there, seated without doing anything of note, it was obvious. It kind of scared her. 
 
    She shook her head and turned to Gretchen. “I’ve been trying my best, but information about your kind is scarce at the best of times, and I hadn’t ever heard about succubus having queens before. Especially hermaphroditic ones.” She colored slightly at that thought, and almost couldn’t stop her eyes from wandering lower and gazing at the succubus. 
 
    She had been skeptical when the dark-haired girl first came to her, and thought Gretchen was trying to prank her, but when Amabel corroborated her story she had to accept it. Gretchen tried to tease her more than once, asking if she would like to have a look and confirm the truth, but Amabel would always stop her with either a touch or a glance, and Gretchen would apologize after rolling her eyes. 
 
    The succubus noticed her gaze and smirked, shifting a little, and Monique looked away with a blush. There was movement and noise coming from the other two women, and she turned to them once more, seeing Gretchen rubbing her arm and pouting at Amabel, and the blonde looking at her with an apology in her eyes. She chuckled almost without meaning to. 
 
    She couldn’t deny she was a little jealous of the two. They obviously belonged together, and their love for one another was immense, and she kind of wanted to have something like that even once. 
 
    A sigh escaped her. She was still young, there was plenty of time to find love in the future, but as she let her eyes move over Gretchen she couldn’t deny her attraction to the raven-haired woman. She would never admit it, not even to herself, but part of the reason that led her to ally with the succubus was desire. She was attracted to Gretchen, and though she tried to avoid letting it interfere in her interactions with the succubus, that ended up being unavoidable. 
 
    Oh, it had made perfect sense to ally with Gretchen, and she didn’t regret the choice, but she was aware her attraction made her a little more agreeable to the whole deal. The memory of the kiss she had shared with the other woman invaded her then, and she shuddered, closing her eyes for a small moment. 
 
    She opened them to find Gretchen’s eyes fixed on hers, and shuddered again, remembering the other was capable of feeling the lust and desire of those around her. Part of her was a little ashamed at being caught, but she didn’t look away. She had been forced to acknowledge she was attracted to Gretchen way before she actually proposed the other girl their alliance, and she shouldn’t feel ashamed about that attraction. Gretchen was a succubus after all, she could have charmed a nun. 
 
    Gretchen smirked again, but then turned to Amabel and whispered something at her ear. Whatever it was, it made the blonde give a tired sigh, and Gretchen pouted once more. 
 
    Monique held back her urge to giggle. 
 
    Her amusement was cut short when Gretchen leaned in and kissed Amabel, being replaced by lust once more, a lust that only increased when the succubus deepened the kiss and threw her a glance from the corner of her eyes. Amabel elbowed her again, always knowing when her lover was doing mischief and pushed her away, gently. 
 
    Monique looked away, trying to find anything that would distract her, anything that would take her mind off her jealousy and lust. She found Marina at the entrance of the courtyard, looking at them. They exchanged glances for a few moments, and she gestured for the other girl to join them, but Marina was already turning and moving to an empty table. 
 
    The blue-haired woman frowned, wondering why their roommate hadn’t joined them. Amabel sighed, and she turned her way. 
 
    “Marina believes we’re sidelining her.” The blonde answered her unspoken question, shrugging. “She has seen us whispering around, sharing secrets, and thinks we’re trying to push her aside.” 
 
    “But we aren’t.” Monique protested almost immediately. 
 
    “Who cares?” Gretchen shrugged, then winced when Amabel elbowed her once more. 
 
    Amabel gave her lover a long glance, before turning and speaking to Monique. “Aren’t we, even if just a little bit? We’re sharing secrets about ourselves she doesn’t know, and keeping her out of those discussions.” Monique opened her mouth to reply, but the blonde didn’t give her a chance. “We have a right to, and we’re not doing any harm by doing so, but she’s our roommate, and she feels slighted.” 
 
    “They’re our secrets.” Gretchen spoke before Monique could try to argue the point. “She’s not entitled to them.” 
 
    Amabel shook her head. “She isn’t, but she’s like you.” Gretchen narrowed her eyes, and Amabel shrugged. “It’s true, the two of you are very similar. You don’t like people easily, you don’t make friends easily, and you rarely place your trust in those around you. Tell me, how would you have felt if Marina, Monique and I were conspiring around without you?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have cared.” Gretchen shrugged. 
 
    “Wouldn’t you?” Amabel met Gretchen’s eyes, and the succubus was the one that looked away. “You might think so, but I’m pretty sure you would be a little hurt about it. We’re supposed to be a team, roommates in this grand adventure that is Fortuna, but she believes we’re setting her aside.” 
 
    “There’s things we can’t share with her, though.” Monique pointed out, glancing at Gretchen. They couldn’t exactly reveal her secret to everyone who got close to them. 
 
    Amabel sighed. “I know, but we can try to keep her close nonetheless. In fact, I’ll try to do that now.” She exchanged a glance with her lover, who eventually nodded, and then got up from their table and moved towards Marina. 
 
    The two of them watched her go for a few moments. Marina seemed to startle when she noticed Amabel was beside her. Her mouth opened and closed for a few seconds, and she seemed to become a little guarded, but did nothing to dissuade the blonde, and Amabel sat beside her with a smile. 
 
    Gretchen grumbled when she saw that, and Monique found herself smiling as well. The succubus was glaring at Marina with such strength that she wondered how the other woman hadn’t combusted in place, and that glare only became more intense when Amabel laughed loudly enough for them to hear her. 
 
    Monique couldn’t hold herself back and started giggling, then cut it short when Gretchen turned that glare on her. 
 
    She looked aside for a few moments, and when she turned back saw the smirk in Gretchen’s lips and huffed. The silence that fell between them wasn’t comfortable, wasn’t anything really, and Monique started looking around, hoping to find anything that would stop her from having to stare at the succubus. 
 
    The other woman was more aware of her emotions than she might wish to, there was no way she could hide her desire from a succubus, and without the shield that Amabel’s presence represented she didn’t know how Gretchen would behave. 
 
    “So…” The smirk in Gretchen’s face indicated nothing good would come out of her mouth. “What was that thing I felt just a little while ago?” 
 
    “Nothing.” Monique mumbled almost immediately, turning her face away. Her cheeks burned with a blush, and Gretchen couldn’t have missed it, but it seemed the succubus decided to have some pity on her. When she looked back at Gretchen, she seemed to be thinking about something. 
 
    “Do you think you’ll be able to find anything about my kind?” Gretchen glanced directly into Monique’s eyes. 
 
    The blue-haired woman swallowed. “I should be able to find something, at least a mention of some kind, anything that will tell us that what the headmistress told you might be true, but it might take some time. I told you before.” She sighed. She could understand Gretchen’s worries, and she didn’t like the thought that she might fail in anything that involved research, it was one of the areas she believed herself stronger, but her mother had always told her to be aware of the pitfalls pride brought a person. “I’ll try my best, though. You can be sure of that.” 
 
    Gretchen considered her promise for some moments, and eventually nodded, a small smile in her lips. 
 
    Monique started smiling back, then breathed deeply as she looked at the courtyard’s entrance and saw the headmistress casually walk in. Her breath caught in her throat, and she glanced directly at the woman’s face. 
 
    At first, it was hard for her to believe the headmistress was a succubus. She couldn’t understand how one would be allowed to command one of the academies of magic, or how families that took such care with their children would send them so close to someone that could warp them beyond repair, own them body and soul. Then she glanced at the woman the next time she saw her, she truly looked at the headmistress and saw something… 
 
    She still wasn’t a hundred percent sure Romanovna was a succubus, but she couldn’t put the possibility apart, and was inclined to believe her roommates. The headmistress was gorgeous enough. 
 
    A tilt of the older woman’s head showed she noticed the attention Monique was dedicating her, and the girl looked aside before thinking about it. Her heart started pounding, and she tried to warn Gretchen, tell her the other woman was right there, but the words seemed to get stuck in her throat. 
 
    Gretchen noticed something wasn’t right with her and opened her mouth, but Monique was so out of it that she didn’t quite hear what her roommate said. When she didn’t answer, Gretchen started to reach out for the blue-haired woman, but before she could finish the headmistress reached their side, and she stilled as well. 
 
    Monique couldn’t take her eyes off the headmistress’s, and then, slowly, the older woman’s lips curved into a smirk, and she swallowed. The older succubus knew that she was aware of what she was, and a shiver of something like dread ran down Monique’s back. 
 
    She wasn’t a succubus like Gretchen, and didn’t hold any interest to the headmistress. She wasn’t powerful like Amabel. If the other female tried to use her powers on her, Monique knew perfectly well she would have difficulty resisting her, especially if she was as powerful as Gretchen let on. 
 
    The headmistress’s smirk only disappeared when Gretchen questioned her. 
 
    “What do you want?” The words were spoken through gritted teeth, and low enough that those near them couldn’t hear Gretchen’s lack of respect, but some of the tension must have shown because more than one set of eyes turned to them. 
 
    Romanovna smiled and dispersed some of the attention they had gathered. 
 
    Monique shivered: that smile was just as cutting as her previous smirk had been, and far crueler. When the woman’s eyes moved once more over her, she shivered, perfectly aware of what the woman might do to her should she will it. Despite the fear, a flash of something else, a sliver of desire, started affecting the blue-haired girl, making her breathe a little harder. 
 
    She only noticed it wasn’t natural when it increased and she started panting, pressing her legs together to try to alleviate the need that grew between her legs. She had to press her lips to stifle a moan that wanted to escape, and after another moment she didn’t even understand why she should. 
 
    “Stop it.” Gretchen’s voice managed to penetrate through the haze swirling inside Monique’s mind, and lowered her lust slightly, but not enough to make her completely comfortable.  
 
    Almost without meaning to, she looked at the headmistress and found the woman’s eyes gazing back at her. I could make you mine. They almost seemed to say. I could make you my puppet and you would love it. 
 
    Monique looked away, unable to meet that gaze for longer. 
 
    “What do you want?” Gretchen’s voice was tense, and her hands were tightened into fists. The words came out through gritted teeth, and only then did Monique notice she wasn’t the only one affected by the headmistress’s presence. Gretchen was tense, but more than that, Monique could tell she was afraid, and that in turn terrified her. 
 
    Maybe it had been the almost dismissive manner Amabel and Gretchen had spoken of the headmistress before, letting her know the older woman was a powerful succubus, but that they had faced her and came on top, that had given her a wrong impression. She started to believe her roommates had nothing to fear from the headmistress, and that meant in turn neither did she, but now… 
 
    Seeing Gretchen so obviously affected, afraid, made her realize she had underestimated the older woman. 
 
    Romanovna tilted her head. “Can’t I interact with my students?” 
 
    “Do you think using your abilities to make one of your students almost fuck herself in front of everyone is something a professor should do?” Gretchen tried for sarcastic, but all that came out was indignation, and Romanovna smirked. 
 
    “It’s wonderful to see you so worried for your roommate. Makes me realize I put you in the right team.” She turned her gaze back to Monique. “Tell me, have you fucked her yet? Have you fed on her?” 
 
    The way it was spoken, the amused edge to the words, made Monique realize there was something more behind that question. 
 
    Before she could try to think on what that was, however, Amabel reached their table and brushed against Romanovna as she made to sit. It was a sudden movement, and none of them had noticed the blonde’s approach, but that wouldn’t be enough to justify the flinch the headmistress released, or the smirk in Amabel’s lips. It was only when she looked into the older woman’s eyes that she realized there was a smidgen of fear there, as the succubus looked at the blonde, and once more Monique wondered what Amabel was. 
 
    If even the headmistress was afraid of her… 
 
    She supposed that explained why Gretchen had been able to speak so carefreely about the older succubus. 
 
    Romanovna opened her mouth, fury in her gaze, but held herself at the last moment, stopping before she made a spectacle, and turned around to leave without another word. 
 
    Amabel smirked, then smiled when Gretchen reached for her and kissed her, gently. 
 
    Monique smiled slightly, but she was still unsettled by the whole thing, and stopped for a few moments to contemplate the headmistress’s words, trying to ignore the dampness between her legs. “Were we…” She started, then stopped and gathered herself. “Were we put on your team as food? For you?” She turned to gaze at Gretchen. 
 
    The succubus licked her lips before answering. “Yes.” She surged when Monique’s eyes focused on hers. “I had nothing to do with it, but she didn’t hide the fact when I first met her. You guys were supposed to keep me fed, once she had control over me.” She turned and smiled at Amabel, and the blonde smiled back. “She wasn’t counting on my girl here, however.” 
 
    It was almost sweet the manner in which Gretchen talked about Amabel, but in that moment Monique was too worried thinking about something else to appreciate it. Her hands were trembling, and as she looked down at them she started to realize just how close she had come to a fate worse than death. 
 
    If Amabel hadn’t been there to save Gretchen, or if the succubus was as monstrous as most of the tales about her kind made them seem, she wouldn’t be free right now. She would be a puppet, controlled by lust and desire, willing to do anything for the other woman without ever getting a choice about it. 
 
    It was daunting. 
 
    And that wasn’t the only scary thing about the whole situation. Without meaning to, Monique let her eyes wander in Amabel’s direction, and she studied her roommate for the hundredth time. What was she? Who was she, to be able to scare someone as powerful and dangerous as the succubus that fooled everyone into making her headmistress of Fortuna? 
 
    Monique didn’t know how to answer that question, and couldn’t say it didn’t bother her. The only comfort was that, for now, Amabel and Gretchen were on her side. Unfortunately, she was aware that might change in the future, even with the alliance she and Gretchen crafted.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    “Today, we’ll be talking about spells related to gathering information.” Kaita’s voice echoed through the room, assisted by magic, but Gretchen had gotten so used to the trick it didn’t impress her anymore. Not that it had impressed her much at first, but it did surprise her the first time. “From spells to reveal cloaked objects, to using the wind to carry other’s conversations to you, or carrying your messages to others, magic has been used to spy and discover that which is hidden for as long as we have been using it.” 
 
    Though Kaita wasn’t one of the boring professors, and most of the time she didn’t mind his classes, Gretchen found her focus drifting to the girl at her side, and sincerely she didn’t even try to fight it. Her lover was the most perfect thing in the whole world after all, and she could stand there looking at Amabel forever if need be. 
 
    More than once, Amabel noticed her attention and smiled at her, before nudging her and trying to make her pay attention to class. It didn’t work, Gretchen always found her attention returning back to her beloved. 
 
    She almost sighed, only holding back when she realized it would make her seem like a lovesick teenager. Which she couldn’t deny completely, she was reminded, but she didn’t exactly want to admit that. Oh, it was obvious Amabel knew, just as she knew the blonde was in love with her, but it was still different to admit it out loud. 
 
    Someone coughed, right beside her, and Gretchen turned, finding professor Kaita glancing at her. She froze, momentarily, then raised an eyebrow at him. He frowned, but didn’t say anything and continued with the lesson. Gretchen almost smirked, but then Amabel nudged her, harder than before, and glared at her, and the succubus sighed and tried to focus. 
 
    She failed. Usually she paid attention to class, most of the time at least, but lately everything she tried had been so easy that she started to think it wasn’t worth it to waste time in class. She could simply pick the brain of her roommates and learn through them, and use the free time to research topics they probably wouldn’t talk about in class. Not that Amabel would let her do that. And a more rational part of Gretchen knew that would be a mistake. 
 
    Sure, for now their lessons weren’t that advanced, tailored to a broader understanding, but eventually that would change, eventually they would have to pick more advanced subjects and she would need good scores to enter whatever field she chose. It was hard to remember that when she was bored out of her mind, though. 
 
    Without meaning to, she let her eyes start to rove over the students. She tried not to look at her lover, for fear of alerting her, and just studied the people around her. Most of them were entranced by the professor’s words, some visibly struggling to understand what he meant, others nodding as they took notes. A couple of them were just as visibly bored as Gretchen felt, and she made a mental note of mentioning them later to Amabel, when her lover inevitably complained about her lack of attention. She wasn’t the only one distracted. 
 
    The succubus managed to regain enough focus to eventually pay attention to the last minutes of the class. 
 
    “And so, I have a task for you.” She looked at the professor, watching as his eyes roved over the students, stopping momentarily on her. “You will gather in groups of two or three, and venture into the catacombs beneath the school.” 
 
    Murmuring rose almost immediately around the room, and Gretchen raised an eyebrow. So far, all they had done on the practical side was try some spells on their own. Kaita seemed to want to shake things a little. 
 
    “Settle down.” He ordered when the noise reached an uncomfortable level, and slowly they did so. “You won’t actually be in any danger. The catacombs are used as a practice ground for many types of spells. I’ll have some of my colleagues spell them and we’ll make a game out of it.” 
 
    “What would that game consist of?” Someone asked, and the professor shrugged. 
 
    “I haven’t decided yet. Maybe you’ll have to find your way out after entering, or find some enchanted bauble inside. I’ll see about that later. For now, form your groups and spend the weekend preparing, study the spells I told you about today, and if you need you know where to find me.” 
 
    With that, he ended the lesson, and they started to get to their feet. 
 
    Gretchen turned to Amabel. “Me and you?” She asked with a smirk, already knowing the answer. Amabel smiled, then grew serious as she looked over Gretchen’s shoulder. The succubus turned, wondering what her lover had seen. 
 
    Professor Kaita stood behind her, and she doubted it was anything good. “Yes?” 
 
    He looked between them before focusing on Gretchen’s face. “I presume you two intend to group together?” 
 
    Gretchen only raised an eyebrow. “Obviously.” 
 
    “I would prefer you not to.” 
 
    “Why the hell not?” She asked, angrily, and only settled down when Amabel grabbed her elbow, comforting her with the touch. 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious?” He asked, and this time it was his eyebrow that rose. Gretchen realized then he didn’t like her, or at least her attitude, and she had to breathe a little harder before she did something she might regret. “You two distract each other, and I would prefer my students to pay attention to what I’m trying to teach them.” 
 
    Gretchen opened her mouth, and was about to tell him where he could shove his lessons, but before any sound escaped her, Amabel pulled her away, just a little bit. 
 
    “Don’t worry professor.” The blonde’s voice was soft, and Gretchen shuddered a little, loving it as always. “We won’t trouble you further, and do as you recommend.” 
 
    Kaita looked at Amabel for some moments, and eventually nodded when she smiled at him. 
 
    Gretchen wanted to punch him in the face for it all, but Amabel didn’t allow her to, and dragged her out of the classroom. “You should have let me punch him.” She complained when they got out, looking over her shoulder, seeing her professor leaving. 
 
    “And let you get expelled?” Amabel questioned. 
 
    “Romanovna wouldn’t expel me, she needs me here.” 
 
    “Yes, she does, but that doesn’t mean she wouldn’t use that chance to punish you, maybe get you away from me and attack.” Amabel’s words made Gretchen fidget for a few moments, until she eventually nodded. 
 
    She knew Amabel was right, but she was angry. She hated the thought of being away from Amabel, and she hated people ordering her. Kaita had done both, and she knew Amabel would follow the professor’s suggestion. Sure, it would only be for the duration of the exercise, but it bothered her nonetheless. 
 
    Amabel smiled at her. The blonde knew her better than Gretchen imagined someone ever would, and understood what worried her. The succubus tried to huff, but relented when her lover pressed against her and just relaxed into Amabel’s hold. 
 
    “We can use this, you know?” Amabel started after a while, and Gretchen just raised an eyebrow, asking without speaking. “You could try to partner with Marina. That might convince her we aren’t trying to put her aside.” 
 
    Gretchen sighed. “Do I have to?” 
 
    Amabel just gave her a look, and she ended up sighing again. Whatever her lover wanted, her lover got. 
 
    It wasn’t that Gretchen couldn’t see the advantage of having Marina by their side, even if she knew that wasn’t what was worrying Amabel. The blonde wanted to be friends with Marina. 
 
    The succubus didn’t particularly like the other girl, and she would refuse to admit it was because they were too similar. She didn’t have a use for Marina, and the other woman didn’t have any use for her. In truth, they just didn’t click. For Amabel, and her smile, Gretchen would try to make amends. 
 
    She could see the exact moment the blonde realized she had won their argument, and pettiness almost made her change her mind, but in the end having Amabel happy was more important than her own pride. 
 
    It didn’t take them long to reach their room, and to find their roommates already inside. Gretchen exchanged another look with Amabel, and eventually sighed, turning to Marina and Monique. “Have you picked your groups? For Kaita’s test…” 
 
    The two girls exchanged looks before shaking their heads. Gretchen could see their surprise that she was even asking them, when she barely made any small talk with them, and she tried to contain her annoyance at being forced into doing it.  
 
    “Would you like to be my partner?” She asked Marina, smiling sweetly. It was a sudden thought, that maybe she could use the opportunity to make Amabel jealous, and force her to regret the whole thing. 
 
    Marina became even more confused at her request and smile, and Gretchen looked over her shoulder, back to Amabel, hoping to see her reaction. The smile in Amabel’s lips bothered her for some reason, and she just watched as the blonde walked past her and stopped beside Monique, leaning down to whisper something in her hear. 
 
    If she was thinking straight, she would have realized Amabel was paying her back in kind, just trying to make her jealous, but the blonde’s attempt was perfect and Gretchen couldn’t focus past the loud noise of her heart beating in her chest. Without meaning to, she tightened her hands, trying to resist the urge to move forward and throttle Monique, especially once Amabel sat at her side. 
 
    The tension in the room became thick, and Monique glanced from Amabel to Gretchen and back again, then exchanged a look with Marina.  
 
    “Sure, I could do that.” The dark-haired girl said eventually, then got to her feet and started moving towards the entrance. “I need a book from the library, to prepare I mean.” 
 
    Monique jumped to her feet. “I’ll go with her.” 
 
    Gretchen knew they were trying to avoid her, and her glare, but she didn’t care. She kept her eyes on her teasing girlfriend, waiting until both Monique and Marina left the room before focusing on the blonde. “What was that?” She tried to appear calm, but her voice came out angry. 
 
    Oh, deep down, she was aware this was the reaction Amabel was trying to provoke her into, payback for her attempt to make the blonde jealous, but Gretchen wasn’t feeling very rational right then. She saw the smile peeking at the corner of Amabel’s mouth as she advanced, and almost pouted at her girl, before jumping on top of her. 
 
    Amabel shrieked, and the two of them rolled over Monique’s bed, only stopping when Gretchen found herself safely on top, gazing down into blue eyes. She didn’t have the words to describe what she felt every time she looked into those orbs. Her heart would start beating faster, her breath would become harsher, and she couldn’t think about anything but the woman those eyes belonged to. 
 
    She pressed one hand against the blonde’s cheek, caressing for some moments, loving the way Amabel’s eyes fluttered close. She used the chance to lean down and press her lips against her beloved’s, and felt her own eyes fluttering close without meaning to. Amabel’s hands on her body made her open them again, and she smiled at the blonde. 
 
    They couldn’t hold back, no matter how much part of them said they should. 
 
    Gretchen let Amabel take off her top, helped her even, and then pressed herself against the blonde, wanting to feel the other’s warmth on her. They kissed again, and she let her hands wander. 
 
    Amabel arched when Gretchen grabbed her rear and held tightly, trying to press against the raven-haired woman, grasping that dark hair with a hand and gripping it tight, forcing their mouths harder against one another’s. 
 
    Gretchen just moaned in reply, and deepened the kiss. 
 
    They kissed and caressed and touched each other, trying to incite lust and desire. Gretchen had to struggle to hold her abilities back, wanting Amabel to desire her without any interference from her succubus’s nature, trying to ignore the hardness that slowly built between her legs. Though not as uncomfortable with her rod as she had been at first, she couldn’t say she was used to it. Oh, she and Amabel had strived to use it as many times as they could since they had been together, but it was still recently new, and it had changed her body irrevocably. 
 
    Gretchen started baring Amabel, and the blonde replied in kind, and they only stopped when they were both nude. 
 
    She had no shame, and studied Amabel without complexes, her heart beating faster when she thought that the blonde belonged to her. She didn’t care that the door wasn’t locked, and anyone could enter their room without even knocking, part of her even wished something like that could happen. She was a succubus, and no matter how much she tried not to let it influence her thoughts, she wasn’t human, she didn’t let herself be held back by human sensibilities. 
 
    Amabel smiled, and Gretchen couldn’t resist the temptation to lean down and taste her mouth. The kiss started soft, but it became heated in short order, with hands roving over curves, and moans escaping from mouths. 
 
    The succubus stopped for a moment, simply to appreciate her partner’s beauty. She would give anything to spend her life like that, besides Amabel, feeling her warm presence against her side. She would fight for it until she couldn’t. 
 
    Their next kiss was hard and desperate, and she thrust her tongue inside Amabel’s mouth, dueling with the blonde’s tongue, trying to dominate her. Her angel didn’t let her win that easily though, and moved against her, trying to turn them around. She succeeded eventually, and Gretchen moaned when those lips abandoned hers, but then stilled when she looked at Amabel’s face. 
 
    The blonde was smirking, but that wasn’t what made Gretchen still. It was the look in Amabel’s eyes, the desire and lust she saw in those blue orbs. The thought that she could make someone like Amabel desire her so made her shudder, and the blonde used that moment of weakness, used the opportunity Gretchen gave her to lean down and lay a peck on the succubus’s lips. 
 
    She didn’t linger for long though, much to Gretchen’s despair. She trailed left and kissed the corner of Gretchen’s mouth, then her cheek and throat. She licked and played with Gretchen’s collarbone, making the woman beneath her shift with desire. 
 
    Gretchen reached out and grabbed her lover, trying to pull her into a kiss, but Amabel didn’t let her. 
 
    The blonde kept teasing her, starting to let her hands wander over Gretchen’s body, and stopping when she stood above the succubus’s breasts. Gretchen shuddered and arched when those lips fell upon her peaks, licking and caressing, suckling lightly, and she moaned, desperately, hoping Amabel would stop playing around.  
 
    She wasn’t that lucky. 
 
    Amabel played with her, she teased and made her beg, and only after a long, long time did she consent to allow Gretchen to feel what she wanted. 
 
    The succubus only shuddered when she felt the other woman trail down. She did arch from the bed once more, when Amabel grasped her hardness and started pumping, but for the most part she let herself be. She was exhausted from Amabel’s teasing, and the only thing she wanted was pleasure. 
 
    Fortunately, Amabel gave it to her. 
 
    The two of them had each other several times, caressing and kissing, touching and moaning, and Gretchen loved it. She loved it when Amabel climbed atop of her and their bodies united as one, she adored when the other woman turned around and she was the one that made them move, made them shudder with every thrust of her hips. 
 
    They clutched at each other between bouts, warm and content, safe in each other’s arms, until eventually they were too tired to continue, and they just enjoyed the comfort one could provide the other. 
 
    “I think Monique’s going to kill us.” Amabel whispered sometime after they finished, leaning forward to whisper it in Gretchen’s ear. 
 
    The proximity made the succubus shudder in something like desire and want, but she was too exhausted to do anything else. She frowned at first, when she processed Amabel’s words, then looked around the room and remembered they weren’t on their beds, but on the blue-haired woman’s. She started giggling, and Amabel followed her, the two of them drunk in their love. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    “Couldn’t they afford a little bit of cleaning down here?” Gretchen complained, having to brush away yet another spider web out of her way. It was obvious not even Fortuna would waste resources to clean away some catacombs, but then Gretchen didn’t really care about it. 
 
    She was just trying to be as obnoxious as possible, wanting her roommate to suffer. If she couldn’t have Amabel with her, then she would do her best to amuse herself in some other way. 
 
    Marina sighed and turned to glare her way, but continued without another word, knowing better, and missed the smirk in Gretchen’s lips. 
 
    Gretchen knew it wasn’t the most mature thing she could do, but she didn’t care about being mature while she was away from Amabel. Sure, it wasn’t exactly Marina’s fault she wasn’t with Amabel, Kaita was responsible for that, but she couldn’t release her frustrations on the professor, and so Marina would be his whipping girl. 
 
    That it was genuinely fun to annoy the other dark-haired woman didn’t hurt. 
 
    She wasn’t blind, and while hard to accept, she knew Marina was pretty similar to herself. She would never admit it out loud, especially not where Amabel could hear her, but she wasn’t deluding herself. It didn’t mean she couldn’t have her amusement at the other girl’s expense, actually made it easier. She had always hated chatter and small conversation, and people that wouldn’t shut up, and she assumed Marina was the same. 
 
    Which made it easy to annoy her, though Marina tried valiantly to ignore her. 
 
    A few steps more and Marina stopped, closing her eyes and gathering her energy. Gretchen could feel it easily, and she waited until that power was almost ready to be unleashed to be annoying once more. “What are you doing?” 
 
    Marina’s control was good enough that she put her spell on hold without having to release the gathered energy, and Gretchen pouted. 
 
    “Trying to listen to the wind, hoping to find the exit.” She turned and glared at Gretchen, almost certain the interruption was just another attempt at annoying her. “We’re supposed to find the relic and then leave, so I assume it will be close to the exit.” 
 
    Gretchen shrugged. “Or it might not be, and we’ll walk all of that for nothing.” She smiled when Marina narrowed her eyes, and then shrugged. 
 
    “Do you have a better idea?” Marina asked. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Then shut up.” 
 
    Gretchen almost narrowed her eyes, but she didn’t want to let the other woman know the comment had gotten to her. She had always hated being told what to do.  
 
    She breathed deeply. Marina’s plan wasn’t that bad anyway, and the sooner they were out of the catacombs, the sooner she would be able to have Amabel in her arms.  
 
    Marina focused once more and started moving without another word, and Gretchen followed. She could have done the same thing Marina was doing, she had studied the spells Kaita gave in class, but wind-listening spells interfered with others of the kind, and they would end up only confusing themselves. There were other spells she could try, some which would allow her to spread her sense of vision over the catacombs, almost like what Marina was doing with her hearing, but there were countermeasures against those spells and she didn’t want to risk it. 
 
    She wasn’t dumb after all. She was perfectly aware Romanovna might try to use this chance to have another go at her, without Amabel around, and she didn’t intend to make it easy for the woman, so she let Marina take point. If that let Marina believe she was better with magic than Gretchen, the succubus would make sure to dissuade her later. 
 
    It shouldn’t have surprised Gretchen that, like everything in Fortuna, the catacombs were gigantic. Every group of students had entered through a different door, and so far, they hadn’t crossed paths with any of the other groups, and for some reason she didn’t believe they would. Something about the way Kaita had spoken about their exercise, in how every group would have to find a relic, made her believe every group would only find one of them. 
 
    That meant there was probably a series of catacombs down there, and not just one, and they were barred from one another, with each group entering a different one. 
 
    She almost expected something to attack them, but she doubted Romanovna wanted to risk anything happening to her. 
 
    Marina stopped suddenly, looking from one of three paths in their way, obviously hesitating. “Hear anything?” Gretchen asked, curious. The other girl had been leading them without problems until then. 
 
    “I can hear winds from all of these paths, they all lead to the surface.” 
 
    “Or their spelled to make us think so.” She shrugged when Marina turned to her. “It’s possible, Kaita did warn us every spell could be subverted or fooled. I doubt they would make it that easy for us.” 
 
    “Then what’s your suggestion?” Marina was obviously annoyed, putting one hand on her hip. 
 
    Gretchen only raised an eyebrow at her, then pursed her lips at the paths ahead. “I’ll try a little precognition.” 
 
    Marina narrowed her eyes, obviously doubtful of Gretchen’s abilities, and the succubus had to restrain herself from showing her just how powerful she really was. Part of her could understand Marina’s distrust. Precognition spells were notoriously tricky, and Kaita had only mentioned them in passing, doubting any of them would have been able to cast them yet. 
 
    Gretchen had to admit she wouldn’t have been able to do anything with it if it wasn’t for Amabel. The blonde’s angelic abilities gave her something like precognition, only to an absurd level, and she could easily understand the spells Kaita had mentioned about the matter. It didn’t mean it was exactly easy to teach them to Gretchen, and the succubus would admit she didn’t exactly control them well, but it had been enough to get a glimpse or two of information she wouldn’t have managed to get in any other way in the few times she experimented it. 
 
    She knew she was taking a risk in using such a spell without Amabel beside her, ready to help if something went wrong, but she would risk it nonetheless. Part of it was an attempt at showing off to Marina she had to admit, but she also wanted to get out of the catacombs the quicker she could, before Romanovna tried to make an appearance. 
 
    She closed her eyes and focused, letting her magic inundate her body, letting it seek the answers she wanted. It was tricky. She couldn’t try to force herself to see the answers she wanted or else her magic would only show her with her objectives fulfilled, without showing her how she got to them. She needed to follow the paths, all of them, and try to find the correct one. It wasn’t easy, and she couldn’t do it, not completely. There were so many choices she could make that she couldn’t see them all. 
 
    She had to settle for one where she seemed to be successful. “Left.” She pointed out with a nudge of her head, and Marina looked at her for a few moments before starting to walk that way. 
 
    Gretchen resisted the temptation to say anything, figuring it was better to finish their task as quickly as they could than to get one over Marina. Not that she couldn’t do it later, but it might not have the same impact. 
 
    The catacombs were dark, with only a few torches providing light from time to time. Gretchen could have used another of the spells they studied, one that would allow her to see in the darkness around them with perfect clarity, but she didn’t bother. As a succubus, she already saw better than most, and she was almost certain Marina was using that spell, and if something happened she would alert her. 
 
    It didn’t take them long to reach their destination, there wasn’t any other path to follow once they turned in the right direction. The room they reached was big and dark, and there was a chalice atop an expositor. There wasn’t anything else of worth in that room – more of a hallowed space than a room, really –  just the chalice and another path on the other side. 
 
    Marina tilted her head. “That’s the way out.” 
 
    “One of them, at least.” Gretchen replied, turning her gaze one way and the other. 
 
    “Is this it?” Marina asked, turning to glance at the succubus, who only shrugged at her. 
 
    “How should I know?” 
 
    Marina scowled, and Gretchen smirked. That had been the chalice she had seen in her vision of the future, but it was amusing to annoy the dark-haired woman. Marina was curious as she stepped closer to the chalice, and then stilled completely, not quite willing to close the distance. 
 
    Gretchen rolled her eyes and strode forward, passing by her roommate and reaching out to grasp the chalice. She had seen herself with it in hand after all, and she doubted they would actually curse the damn thing. Romanovna didn’t want her dead after all. 
 
    She turned to Marina with a mocking smile. “All clear.” 
 
    The other girl just glared, and came closer, reaching out with one hand for the chalice. Gretchen let her grab it, smirking all the while, a smirk that vanished when Marina grabbed the cup and a shiver ran down her spine. She could feel something in the air, a release of energy as something attacked Marina. 
 
    The dark-haired girl clutched at her stomach and tried to move back, letting the chalice fall to the floor, and Gretchen grasped at her, holding her and stopping her from following the same path. 
 
    The succubus knew something had happened, some kind of curse had been activated, but not what. “Hey, are you ok?” She knew it was stupid to ask, and she tried to shake Marina, but the other girl only clutched harder at her stomach, and release something like a moan. A … scent inundated Gretchen’s senses then, not something physical, but a sensation that aroused the succubus inside of her, and she almost moved back, understanding what was going on. 
 
    Marina had been cursed with lust. 
 
    For a moment, she stilled and let herself enjoy the sensations coming from Marina, let that lust inundate her senses and reassure her, let it tempt her. Then she shook her head, pulled Marina up and started dragging her out of there. “Come on.” 
 
    The other girl moaned at first, and Gretchen shuddered at the sound, but eventually started putting one foot in front of the other and followed Gretchen, slowly, but surely. They left the chalice behind without another glance. 
 
    The first person Gretchen saw outside the catacombs was Romanovna, and she immediately knew the headmistress was responsible for the curse cursing through Marina’s veins. “What did you do?” 
 
    The woman just raised an eyebrow. “What makes you think I did anything?” 
 
    Gretchen didn’t bother to answer, just glared, and slowly a smirk formed in Romanovna’s lips. 
 
    She shrugged. “I might have done something, you could almost say it’s a little prank.” 
 
    “A prank?” Gretchen replied through gritted teeth, then stopped when Marina moaned once again, full of lust. She turned and glanced at her roommate, and swallowed when the lust that was inundating the other woman reached her senses. It was building up, quickly, and soon Marina wouldn’t be able to stand. 
 
    The sound of a step made her turn to the headmistress, and she saw the look in the other woman’s eyes as she looked at Marina, the hunger, and without really thinking about it she clutched her roommate tighter, trying to protect her. 
 
    Romanovna shook her head, and the hunger slowly disappeared from her gaze. She smiled. “You might not see it that way, and perhaps it isn’t.” She shrugged, and then took a step towards the two girls. Gretchen tried to move back, but Marina’s weight against her side didn’t allow her to. “But I’m finding it very amusing.” 
 
    The headmistress reached out with one hand, and caressed Marina’s face, slowly. Something like a spark jumped from Marina’s face to the woman’s hand, and Romanovna closed her eyes, a little moan escaping out of her. 
 
    She turned to gaze at Gretchen. “Want to share her?” Her voice was deep and throaty, and Gretchen had to close her eyes for a moment, ignoring what that voice did to her. “We could eat her whole, enjoy her, make her scream in pleasure until she doesn’t know anything but the enjoyment we can give her. Should we do that?” 
 
    Gretchen was tempted, she hated herself for it, but she was tempted. She even pressed her legs together to try and ease some of the need she felt. It didn’t help. 
 
    She looked at Romanovna and considered her proposal. She shouldn’t, but she couldn’t avoid it, part of her required her to. She knew the other woman was only trying to lower her defenses, to make her more willing to do something she shouldn’t, but with Marina completely defenseless at her side, and so full of lust, it was hard to think. 
 
    The temptation was great, and trying to deny it would be foolish. She could only imagine how much pleasure she could have with the two women at her side, with a morsel so full of lust as was Marina, and someone as experienced as Romanovna coaching her. She was also aware that sex with another succubus would be more pleasurable than any other she had before, and for a few moments she didn’t even know why she should resist such a thing. 
 
    Romanovna wasn’t doing anything, she wasn’t using her abilities against Gretchen. She just tempted the younger succubus with something most wouldn’t be able to resist, and waited for Gretchen’s nature to doom her. 
 
    She ended up disappointed. 
 
    Gretchen shook her head, and tried to filter everything out. Romanovna’s voice, her proposal, Marina’s moans and the lust she could feel from the girl. She ignored it all, and focused on just breathing, slow and steady, ignoring the scents of it all. “Undo whatever you did to her.” 
 
    Romanovna paused and there was something almost like disappointment in her eyes, Gretchen saw it, but then the headmistress smirked and shook her head. “I can’t, not like you want.” When Gretchen just narrowed her eyes, Romanovna shrugged. “The only way to remove the curse is to feed from her, exhaustively, and I doubt you’ll allow me to do that.” 
 
    Gretchen pulled Marina almost protectively against her side, glaring at the older woman. She would never allow her to do such a thing, not just because that would have meant allowing Romanovna to enslave Marina, but it would also give the other woman a puppet to use against her. 
 
    The headmistress smirked, perfectly aware of what Gretchen was feeling and thinking. “Fortunately for her, that is something you can do as well.” 
 
    Gretchen froze, startled. 
 
    “You just need to feed from her all night long, fuck her as you never fucked anyone before, and she might just end up alright.” 
 
    Hate as she had never felt almost prompted Gretchen to attack the older succubus, made her want to reach out and strangle the older woman, and Romanovna saw the promise of violence in her eyes, but that only made her smirk. Gretchen stopped herself before doing something that would end up badly.  
 
    She didn’t have time to lose. Looking at Marina, she could see that the curse was becoming harder and harder to bare, and she stilled when her roommate looked at her. She believed Marina to be out of it, but the new knowledge in her eyes, the emotions she saw there besides the lust, made her aware that Marina wasn’t so out of it as she seemed to be. 
 
    She tried to etch a smile, and started dragging her roommate out of there, not bothering to say another word in Romanovna’s direction. The headmistress opened her mouth, but ended up closing it without saying anything, and just watched as the younger succubus left the room, dragging her roommate. 
 
    “What was that?” The words came out almost slurred, and Marina couldn’t help the moan that followed them. 
 
    Gretchen almost paused, not quite knowing what to say, but the urgency of the situation kept her going. “Nothing you should worry about now.” 
 
    “Really?” Nobody managed to put skepticism into words quite like Marina. “Because I’m sure I’m the one getting the short end of the stick here.” 
 
    Gretchen shook her head. “Inside. I’ll talk to you once we’re in our room.” 
 
    Marina pursed her lips, but remained silent, and they continued moving. Fortunately, it was late, and barely any people crossed their path. The ones that did so gave them glances, but didn’t say anything. 
 
    Amabel jumped to her feet when they entered the room, and Gretchen was sure one glance was all she needed to figure out what had happened. “Come here, lay her down.” She did so, and only then noticed Monique coming out of the bathroom, trying to find what the commotion was. 
 
    “What happened?” The blue-haired girl asked, looking from Marina to Gretchen and Amabel. 
 
    The succubus looked at her lover, then at Monique, before letting her gaze come to rest on Marina. The other dark-haired girl looked back at her. “Romanovna cursed her, some kind of lust spell. I’m not sure how to stop it, though she said my abilities would help.” 
 
    Monique moved to the bed without delay, and started studying the other girl. Amabel gave Gretchen a smile before doing the same. 
 
    Gretchen used the opportunity to move back, to gain some distance from Marina. The urgency she had felt, to bring Marina to safety, had diminished, but with it came the awareness of what she was feeling: like a moth being drawn to a flame, and Marina was that flame, only instead of burning her that flame would feed her. 
 
    She would extinguish that flame, make it hers, use it for her own pleasure, and Marina would love her for it. 
 
    She almost took a step towards the other dark-haired woman, but held herself back eventually. It wouldn’t help, and so she closed her eyes and laid back against the wall, trying to ignore everything around her. She only opened them again when someone shook her a little. 
 
    Amabel smiled at her, but that smile was not as radiant as those her lover usually gave her. “What can you tell me about it?” She didn’t need more than that, Amabel knew perfectly well what she was talking about. 
 
    “I don’t think I can do anything for her,” The blonde started, slowly, almost timidly. Part of Gretchen wasn’t entirely sure she believed her lover, but Amabel would never let anyone suffer if she could help. “I think the curse was designed so only a succubus’s feeding would be able to reverse its effects.” 
 
    Gretchen gritted her teeth. It was kind of obvious in a way, Romanovna wouldn’t make it easy on them. 
 
    “And I fear we won’t have much time, Marina is pretty much out of it.” 
 
    Gretchen hesitated, but eventually started moving and approached the woman on the bed. Marina looked a mess, and the moans constantly escaping from her mouth didn’t make her seem any better. Monique glanced at her with something almost desperate in her eyes, and Gretchen tried to smile, tried to reassure her, but she couldn’t. 
 
    “I’m going to try something.” She said at last, and Monique nodded before getting to her feet and out of the way, allowing Gretchen to take her place on the bed. Without really thinking about it, the succubus reached out with one hand and brushed aside a curl that had fallen on Marina’s face, and then froze when her skin came in contact with Marina’s and she got another taste of the turmoil inside her roommate. 
 
    She almost ravaged the brunette right then and there, but held herself back by a shred. 
 
    She breathed deeply, then leaned down and pressed her lips against Marina’s forehead, and without hesitation let down the chain she kept around her abilities, let her power come out to play. She reigned it in, much like she had done with Monique when they became allies, and used that kiss to draw some of the lust from Marina, to feed from her roommate. 
 
    The other girl moaned louder than before, and if the manner in which she trashed was any indication she might have been brought to orgasm with that simple kiss, and soon settled down once more. Gretchen leaned back, and it was one of the hardest things she had ever done. 
 
    Her roommate’s lust had abated somewhat, and Marina opened her eyes, looking right into Gretchen’s. She didn’t say anything, she didn’t flinch or reach for the succubus, she only gazed into Gretchen’s orbs. 
 
    “I’m a succubus, though I’m pretty sure you realized that by now.” Gretchen started, and watched as Marina’s eyes narrowed. The other woman didn’t say anything though, and so she continued after a pause. “And she used some kind of spell that will make you mad with lust unless I feed on you.” 
 
    “She’s one as well, isn’t she?” Marina’s voice could only be described as throaty, and Gretchen shivered, even as she nodded in answer. 
 
    The succubus licked her lips, looking over her shoulder and meeting her lover’s eyes, silently apologizing to her. Amabel smiled, as always, and Gretchen was sure she understood what needed to happen, what would probably happen. She didn’t know what she had done to deserve someone like Amabel, but it must have been something great. 
 
    “She is.” She answered, turning back to Marina. “Whatever you were spelled with won’t stop, not until I do as she wants.” Marina’s eyes contained an accusation, and Gretchen almost flinched, unable to dispel it that easily. 
 
    The girl was only a target because she was her roommate, and though she had asked for none of that, Gretchen couldn’t help but feel some guilt. It was a little irrational, and months earlier she would brush it off and never think of it again, but she had changed with Amabel’s love, and even with Monique’s friendship. Marina was never close to her, but she was her roommate and she cared, even if not to the same extent she cared about their other roommates. 
 
    “Can I feed on you?” 
 
    Marina snorted. “Do I actually have a choice?” 
 
    Gretchen swallowed before answering. “Not much of one, no, but I could let you stay like this, hope the spell fades, though I doubt you would be sane by the time it happened. Or I could put you out of your misery.” Her voice was void of all emotion. “Neither is a great choice, neither is an easy choice, but they are there.” 
 
    Monique had gasped at the second of Gretchen’s suggestions, but the dark-haired woman simply gazed into Gretchen’s eyes, studying her. When she realized the succubus was serious, she turned her face away. “I’m not ready to die yet, nor do I want to be insane.” She moaned after that, face tightening as she resisted the lust than even then tried to get hold of her. She gazed at Gretchen once more. “Do it.” 
 
    “Leave us.” Gretchen spoke, eyes still on Marina, but her words were for the other two. She was afraid of looking back and seeing Amabel’s face, afraid of letting the other woman see the emotions in her own. 
 
    “No.” Marina shook her head almost immediately, looking from Gretchen to the two women that had started to move towards the door. “She stays.” Marina raised one hand and pointed at someone behind Gretchen. 
 
    The succubus stilled, then slowly turned around, almost dreading Marina’s choice. Her breath caught in her throat when the picked one was revealed to be Amabel. 
 
    “I don’t know what’s up between the two of you, but she’s not brainwashed, and she’s powerful as hell. You like her, and I doubt you’ll be able to harm me with her around.”  
 
    Gretchen almost throttled Marina, thinking the other woman had told Amabel to stay behind as some kind of revenge, but before she could do anything Amabel was there, pressing against her back. “Don’t.” She whispered in the succubus’s ear, crushing her lips against her lover’s earlobe, making her shiver. “She’s just afraid of all of this, and wants someone to have her back.” 
 
    Amabel needn’t have whispered: Marina was in the bed, moaning with lust and desire, almost out of it, and Monique had already left the room, fled from it really. That little touch was still enough to send a shiver racing down Gretchen’s back. 
 
    The succubus stilled, and for some moments simply looked down at the woman panting with lust, wondering how to start, resisting the urge to ravage her. Amabel’s warmth against her was both a comfort and an incentive. Whenever the blonde was with her, Gretchen felt the need to love her; now, while she was focused on Marina, she was also perfectly aware of Amabel, and of what might happen between the three of them, and her own lust started seeping through. 
 
    She couldn’t help it. She was a succubus, it was in her nature. 
 
    Amabel was the one to take the initiative, much to Gretchen’s surprise. She disengaged and started moving towards the bed, unbuttoning her blouse at the same time. She smiled gently at Gretchen, then turned and pressed one hand against Marina’s cheek, not quite caressing, but still reassuring the other woman.  
 
    Gretchen had to hold back her jealousy. 
 
    “She’s not in her right mind,” Amabel whispered loudly enough to be heard, then glanced at Gretchen once more. “Can you do something about it?” 
 
    Gretchen breathed deeply, then nodded and stepped forward, pressing another kiss against Marina’s temple, and once more feeding from her. The dark-haired woman arched once more, and then shuddered as her lust abated. When she looked back at Gretchen, she was aware of what was going on around her, and her eyes turned and lingered on Amabel. 
 
    They didn’t exchange any more words after that. 
 
    Gretchen wasn’t exactly comfortable with the whole thing, despite being the one with more sexual experience. It was awkward, and she didn’t want to share Amabel with anyone, even though she understood she couldn’t ask that from her lover, not when sooner or later she wouldn’t resist the temptation to bed someone else. It was who she was, after all. 
 
    And in a way, she couldn’t begrudge Marina for telling Amabel to stay, not when she looked down and found fear in Marina’s eyes when the woman looked back at her. 
 
    She sighed, and just watched as Amabel reached for Marina’s blouse and started unbuttoning it. She couldn’t deny the sight excited her very much, especially when the blonde looked at her after finishing, smirking. 
 
    Without really thinking about it, Gretchen stepped closer and then climbed atop the bed, moving until she could press against her beloved. Amabel inhaled sharply, then turned and gave her a kiss, barely a peck really, then caressed her face. “I’m not the one you should focus on.” 
 
    Gretchen pouted, but another kiss made her brighten. She turned to Marina, and stilled when she found the woman’s eyes on hers. The emotions in those orbs were too intense, and too confusing. There was lust and desire, there was a sense of danger, and something like fear. There was want, and there was rage. 
 
    For a moment, she just stilled, wondering what to do, but then Marina was the one that took the initiative and closed the distance between them, pressing her lips against Gretchen’s. 
 
    The succubus was surprised, and her eyes widened, but she didn’t resist that kiss. She tilted her head and moved back against Marina, just for a moment, letting her power come out to play, tasting a little more of Marina’s lust. The other woman moaned and moved back, and Gretchen used the chance to get a glimpse of Amabel, trying to see how the blonde was taking it. 
 
    Her lover just smiled at her, kind and understanding, and Gretchen felt something ease inside her chest. 
 
    She let all of her doubts go, and focused on pleasure. 
 
    Marina moaned when she kissed her once more, harder this time, deeper. Gretchen’s hands cupped her head, pulled her tight, and their tongues dueled against one another’s. Gretchen didn’t just pull their mouths together, she moved forward and pressed her clothed body against Marina’s, letting the lust inundating the other woman’s mind swarm her senses. 
 
    Marina kissed back, eagerly, desperately. She didn’t complain when Gretchen climbed atop of her, pinning her down. She didn’t complain when her breath became sparse, and moaned. She didn’t complain when Gretchen’s hands fell on her rear, cupping and kneading the flesh, far too out of it by then. 
 
    Amabel, standing beside the other two women, watching them, could only breathe harder, more excited by the sight than she imagined possible. She knew her lover was a succubus, and was aware something like this might have happened sooner or later, but she didn’t expect it to affect her so. 
 
    She felt warm as she watched Gretchen clutch Marina like that, she enjoyed it, and it honestly surprised her. She had imagined she could bear such a thing without feeling bad about it, but she didn’t expect to like it. 
 
    Gretchen was lost in the moment. She fumbled at the bindings around Marina’s breasts and eventually managed to free the mounds, marveling at the sight of them. They were full, and round, and just beautiful, and she had to resist the temptation to lean down and taste them. 
 
    One of her hands moved down and stopped beside Marina’s knee for a moment, then made the way up, gathering the girl’s skirt at the same time, almost baring her. They fumbled for another moment then, until they managed to throw it aside, leaving Marina in just a pair of panties that did nothing to hide her excitement. They were damp. 
 
    Gretchen just watched Marina for a few moments. The dark-haired girl was breathing hard, gazing back at her with desire in her eyes, her breasts raising and falling in every heave of her chest. 
 
    Lust almost overwhelmed Gretchen, and she turned her sight away from Marina, back to Amabel. It didn’t help her state of mind much. Amabel was mostly clothed, yes, but she held the key to Gretchen’s heart, and her excitement was visible. The thought that her little by-play with Marina had managed to get Amabel excited became too much for the succubus, and she grasped for the blonde, pulling her against her chest, kissing her as deeply as she had ever kissed her. 
 
    Amabel moaned, and that was music for Gretchen’s ears. 
 
    She did the same thing to Amabel that she had done to Marina: she pushed her down, she caressed and touched the blonde, and then took off her clothes, drawing moans out of her mouth as she did it, until the two women laying down were side by side, almost mirroring each other. 
 
    The sight of them like that, waiting for her, was too much, and Gretchen lost any control she might have possessed. 
 
    She kissed one then the other, and they kissed back, letting their hands rove over Gretchen’s body, freeing her from her clothes’ grip. A sound of something like amazement escaped from Marina’s mouth when she discovered Gretchen’s rod, but the dark-haired girl was in no state to question her about it, and simply grabbed it and pumped, forcing Gretchen to close her eyes for some instants and enjoy. 
 
    A kiss against her collarbone forced her to open them again, and she smiled at Amabel, who replied with another smile, and their lips pressed against one another’s. A tug on her rod made her stop the kiss, and she looked down at Marina, finding her gazing back at them, something like despair in her eyes. 
 
    The two lovers exchanged a glance, and then they moved in tandem. 
 
    Amabel pressed against Marina’s back, offering comfort without words, resting her hands against the girl’s side, not doing anything yet. 
 
    Gretchen reached out and kissed Marina, deeply, but just for a couple of seconds, before starting to trail down the girl’s body, laying other kisses. She didn’t resist the temptation this time, and kissed Marina’s nipples, suckling at the little buds for some time before continuing on her path. 
 
    She stopped when she reached Marina’s sex, and inhaled, tasting the other’s scent. She didn’t bother being gentle and ripped Marina’s panties apart, shuddering at the cry that escaped the brunette’s mouth. Her scent became more pungent then, sharp, and Gretchen shuddered again. 
 
    She leaned down. 
 
    There was a desperation to Marina’s moans and whimpers, a need that needed to be fulfilled, and Gretchen didn’t want to play around any longer. Her roommate wasn’t the only one that needed to sate her lust now. 
 
    She tried to start slow, knowing it would lead to more fulfilling pleasure, but they were too out of it for something like that. Once she pressed her lips and tongue against Marina’s sex, Gretchen became lost in the taste, and in the emotions her abilities told her the other woman was feeling. 
 
    She let her tongue wander instead, as deep as it could, swirling from one side to the other, ranging free, and Marina moaned in reply. Gretchen’s roommate shuddered and cried out in pleasure, she arched her back and tried to drive herself harder against the succubus’s mouth, and only stilled when Amabel grabbed her, arms around her midsection, a mouth whispering sweet nothings in her ear. Gretchen saw none of this, her eyes closed as she focused on Marina’s core, drawing more and more nectar out of it. 
 
    Marina came with a shout, and Gretchen fed and fed, enjoying the energy that came out of her roommate. It was nothing like when she was with Amabel, and part of her was incredibly disappointed, but it was enjoyable nonetheless. 
 
    Gretchen continued tasting Marina, loving the whimpered pleads that escaped the woman’s mouth, but eventually her own need became evident, and she started moving up, only stopping when her hardness stood pressed against Marina’s inner thighs. 
 
    The dark-haired girl’s eyes widened at that, and she seemed far more lucid than she had been at any other time since she was cursed, but Gretchen could still feel the lust inside of her, the burning desire. She stopped to question Marina with her eyes, and when the other woman nodded, smiled and grabbed her rod, using it to tease. 
 
    More than once, Gretchen found her gaze moving to Amabel, and every time her lover smiled at her. There was something more to that smile though, and it took a surprisingly long time for Gretchen to realize it was lust. Amabel was getting off on watching her with Marina, and that put a smirk in her lips. 
 
    She turned her attention back to Marina, and smiled, trying to reassure her, even as she started to push, to press her rod against the brunette’s opening. 
 
    Her roommate bit her lower lip, then stilled, obviously unused to all of it. Gretchen noticed it, and tried to be as gentle as she could. 
 
    Despite it all, she didn’t need to be as gentle as that. Romanovna’s curse made sure Marina wanted what was happening, made sure her body was more than ready for it as well. Still, Gretchen tried her best, unwilling to hurt Marina, but once she entered the other girl the temptation to just thrust away became hard to resist. 
 
    Marina’s moans and the way she clutched at Gretchen’s body did nothing to help the succubus resist, but a hand against her shoulder managed to make her still. Gretchen looked at Amabel, regained control and smiled, and when her hips started moving once more they did so far more softly, letting Marina get used to the motions. 
 
    Gretchen turned her attention to Marina, and bit her lower-lip when she realized how the other woman’s breasts were jingling up and down at each of her thrusts.  
 
    She enjoyed the sight for a few moments before letting her control disappear once more, and sped up. Amabel didn’t stop her this time, though that might have something to do with the moans that didn’t stop coming out of Marina’s mouth. 
 
    Gretchen moved into the dark-haired girl with abandon, thinking only about the pleasure they could have together, trying to alleviate her own need. Marina entwining her legs behind Gretchen’s back only made the succubus move faster, harder, leaning down at the same time and pressing her breasts against Marina’s. 
 
    For a moment, Gretchen forgot about everything. She forgot about Romanovna’s spell and the reason they were together right then, she forgot about Amabel, and about Monique, and just focused on the warm body beneath hers, and the tightness around her rod. 
 
    She gripped Marina’s waist, hard enough to mark her skin, but neither of them noticed it, too lost in the moment. 
 
    With a final thrust, harder than those before, the succubus buried herself inside of Marina and came, triggering the other woman’s orgasm, allowing her to feed on it. Marina enjoyed it very much, moaning loudly as her lust was absorbed. 
 
    They held each other afterwards, not quite realizing they were doing it, and parted when they did. Marina gazed back at Gretchen, and then away, not quite knowing what to think. She felt … calmer, but she could still feel the lust inside of her, gathering and building up bit by bit. She turned to talk to Gretchen about it, and found her words stuck in her throat when she found the succubus kissing their blonde roommate, her hands desperately grasping at Amabel’s body. 
 
    She didn’t know what to think then. She had never liked Gretchen exactly, though she would admit it was because the other girl made her remember too much of herself, but Amabel… 
 
    She looked away, then didn’t resist the temptation and looked back. Amabel, she had a crush on, though she would never admit it. There was something about the blonde, a softness and a caring nature that could be seen every time she looked at someone, that made her incredibly alluring. Marina wouldn’t consider herself soft, but whenever Amabel looked her way she wanted to be. 
 
    Now… 
 
    Gretchen kissed Amabel as if her life depended on it, as if the other woman was the cure to all ills on Earth. She knew the blonde well, as well as any being could know another, she believed, though she could admit that was infatuation talking. Nonetheless, her love for Amabel couldn’t be questioned, neither could the blonde’s love for her. 
 
    She knew how to touch Amabel, how to make her desire, and she didn’t hold back from making her woman feel like the most precious being in the whole universe, kissing and touching her, making her shiver with need, make her enjoy. 
 
    The blonde could only moan and pant, and then let Gretchen do as she desired. 
 
    When the succubus pressed her rod against Amabel’s opening, the blonde shuddered and spread her legs even further. She couldn’t help herself, it was something automatic when it came to her beloved, and soon Gretchen was inside of her, thrusting away, claiming her. 
 
    She didn’t last long, and her orgasm brought the succubus into another one. 
 
    And then Marina was there, reaching for them, hesitantly, and they barely exchanged a glance before pulling the dark-haired girl into their midst. 
 
    Amabel wouldn’t be able to remember for how long they went at each other, or everything that they did that night, but she would always remember enough to say it was one of the most pleasurable of her life, and that at the end of it they slept in each other’s arms, warm and safe. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    “What are we going to do about the headmistress?” Monique looked from Gretchen to Amabel, and then to Marina, wondering what was on their minds. 
 
    She knew her roommates well enough to understand they wouldn’t let what happened pass without some kind of retaliation. Maybe Amabel would, she seemed to be the forgiving kind, but neither Gretchen nor Marina were what one could consider kind. It didn’t mean they would attack the headmistress outright, not with the risks that carried, but they would want to do something. 
 
    Gretchen pursed her lips. “I don’t know.” She shrugged when the others looked at her. “It’s not like we can wait for her in a shadow and attack whenever she passes by. I want to get back at her, but I don’t know how, and that made me realize we have been going at this the wrong way.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Amabel tilted her head. 
 
    Her girlfriend smiled. “We’ve been trying to find more about what I am all this time, when that might end up not being important. Sure, I want to know if what Romanovna told me is true, but I can wait to verify that information, it’s not exactly urgent. And there might be other ways to do it. What we should focus on is her.” 
 
    “How so?” Marina asked. There was something like anger in her voice, it had been there since she was cursed. 
 
    Gretchen was aware it wasn’t directed at her, but it still made her a little uncomfortable. “We should try to find more about Romanovna, and those around her. Are you telling me no one knows she’s a succubus? Is it even possible for someone to become a headmistress of an academy like Fortuna without revealing what they are?” 
 
    Her roommates seemed to think about the matter. 
 
    “And not just her, what about the other professors here? Does none of them know, or are they her allies? And what about Fortuna itself? What is its history, who made it, how did Romanovna end up in charge?” Gretchen paused to breathe out in a sigh. “I think we’ll have more luck if we try to focus on these, and only then decide how to act.” 
 
    The others seemed to consider her words, and slowly nodded. 
 
    Gretchen looked at Amabel, hoping to figure out what her lover thought about her idea, and found the blonde smiling at her. For some reason, that reassured her. 
 
    Monique said something else, but Gretchen didn’t pay much attention to it, unable to take her eyes off her girl, studying Amabel’s frame and letting her mind conjure images of what they could do together. 
 
    Amabel smirked, and Gretchen realized the blonde knew what she was thinking about, and without delay she got to her feet, grabbed Amabel’s hand and pulled the blonde along. A look over her shoulder allowed her to see Monique’s and Marina’s flushed faces, a first on the dark-haired girl who would have rolled her eyes before, not feel embarrassed. 
 
    There was something there, in her relationship with both Monique and Marina, and Gretchen would be a fool to ignore it, but for now she just wanted Amabel, and the blonde she would have. 
 
    What the future held in store for them she could never know. 
 
    The end 
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