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"Because I’m just so damn nice, I’m going to give you a choice: Do you want a throat-fucking or a facial?"

Nephamor


Transformed by the Futa Succubus

Summoning Succubus. That was the title of the book Jaden had stolen from the rare book room of The Strand, one of the oldest bookstores in New York City with the most diverse collection of ancient, arcane texts. He had one simple goal for the three-hundred-year-old, leather-bound tome: To bind a succubus to his will and turn her into his lusty, devoted servant.

Actually, Jaden’s plan was even more ambitious than that–he sought to bind not one but three succubi to his will, the three succubi sometimes referred to as the “Sisters of Bliss” or the “Delirium Triad”, which were three succubi said to work together to seduce the most powerful and virile men who had ever lived. Of course, being succubi, their end goal was more than seduction, though Jaden wasn’t interested in having his energy sapped away or his soul taken or dealing with any of those dark consequences. He wanted control.

Jaden had learned about Summoning Succubus through underground online forums and while most people would’ve dismissed his plan as complete bullshit, he had done enough research–and seen enough evidence–to prove there had to be more to this world than the normals thought. Yes, magic must be real, though it wasn’t like the stuff of children’s fantasy stories; it was wild and alive and lurking just below the surface of the everyday world.

At home, Jaden began his preparations. He had spent weeks readying the summoning room, deciding to turn his bedroom into the place where he would pull the Sisters of Bliss from their magical realm and into his world. He had cleared out every piece of furniture, covered the windows, painted the walls with symbols from a special paint made with blended mandrake roots mixed with ash, and had drawn an intricate, ten foot by ten foot glyph in the center of the room using chalks imported from Turkey. This he had learned through the forums he frequented, and he was relieved to find the same details in Summoning Succubus, ensuring he would not have to change his preparations.

Jaden stripped himself naked and lit candles that sat in each corner of his room. He turned to the section in the book on the Sisters of Bliss and carefully took his position at the center of the summoning glyph. He took a deep breath. The book was thick with blocks of Latin text and scrawled handwriting that gave notes to the reader; these notes had been why Jaden had sought to steal this copy of Summoning Succubus in the first place, knowing that without them, it would be a staggering challenge to decipher it all and that he would likely have to ask for help.

Meaning Jaden would have to share his succubus prize with whoever helped him. No thank you.

Jaden squinted at the dense Latin. A note next to the third line of text read, “Say this to bring them and to bind.” His eyes scanned the text, seeing the Latin words obligare, servus, dominus. Yes, this looked like the right passage alright,

He began to read the incantation from the tome.

“Sorores Beatitudinis, me ad voluntatem tuam obligare et facere ut jusseris. Ex hoc nunc ero servus tuus et tu dominus meus,” read Jaden.

Nothing happened. Jaden looked back at the Latin and read it again, enunciating the words carefully. He looked around the room, waiting for something to happen. But nothing did.

Come on, come on, he thought. This should work… right?

He started to worry about all sorts of things. What if he had mispronounced the words and locked out his chances? What if his glyphs or symbols were off? What if he had the wrong kind of chalk or candles or paint? What if there was something missing that he needed? Hell, what if the book was a fake?

And then, worst of all: What if magic wasn’t real? What if, somehow, the forums he went to really were bullshit, and there were thousands of people making up the most outlandish and realistic-seeming things?

Jaden pushed the thought out of his mind. He read the Latin again, louder and more forcefully this time.

“Sorores Beatitudinis, me ad voluntatem tuam obligare et facere ut jusseris. Ex hoc nunc ero SERVUS TUUS et tu DOMINUS MEUS!”

Something was wrong. Servus tuus? Wouldn’t that be “serve you”? And dominus meus… that sounded an awful lot like “dominate me.” Jaden felt the blood drain from his face and was suddenly very glad the incantation hadn’t worked. He needed to go sit with this book and–

A gust of wind came from nowhere, blowing out the candles in all four corners of the room, leaving Jaden in total darkness. Before his brain could come up with rational excuses, the candles lit up again–but this time their flames were a dazzling, icy blue that was far, far too bright for the size of the candles. As Jaden’s eyes adjusted to the light, he saw three silhouettes standing before him. He jumped back, stumbling over his own feet, and tumbled onto his ass.

“Well, well, well,” said the silhouette all the way on the right. Its voice was cold and distant. “There was a human trying to summon us.”

“Told you,” said the silhouette in the middle. It laughed. “Though it’s been a while since someone used that speaking spell.”

“Does it matter?” asked the silhouette on the left in a soft, feminine voice. “We’re here, right? So we can indulge…”

“Is that all you ever think about?” asked the silhouette on the left. “A meal is meant to be savored.”

The silhouette in the middle snorted. “And eaten,” it said, turning towards the right. “Not just cut up into tiny little pieces for the fun of it.”

“You’re the one who plays with their food,” the silhouette on the right snapped back.

Jaden’s head swam. Was this really happening? He scooted backwards, away from the silhouettes, and the blue candles burned brighter, illuminating the entire room. He could finally see the forms in front of him.

Although Jaden had read about the Delirium Triad, the descriptions of them were vague, using exaggerated descriptors rather than specific details. But seeing these figures now, he recognized one specific feature that made him certain these were the succubi he had been trying to summon–their skin. According to what Jaden had read, the succubi would “look as if tinted by the sky at three separate moments, one as purple as twilight, one as red as the smothered sun, and one as pale and ashen as the forever stretch of nothingness. Zella, Nephamor, and Belxis shall be their names.”

And sure enough, the forms in front of him matched that description.

The first, all the way on the left, had purple hued skin and light lavender hair that was chopped short into a bouncy pompadour. Her eyes were like soft jade and her face was heart-shaped, with a retrousse button nose. She has soft features and smooth skin, with ample breasts and hourglass hips; a long, flowy dress hung from her buxom frame, with twin slits on either side that allowed a long tapestry of fabric to hang in front of her crotch. Elegant bangles inset with precious gems were on her wrists and ankles, the fine details of their designs accentuating the succubus’s pondering, delicate expression. A smooth, long tail flicked from side to side.

That must be Zella, thought Jaden.

Images of fire and brimstone–and punk music–filled Jaden’s mind as he considered the one in the center. The succubus’s skin was devil red, her wavy black hair with an undershave on one side that hung down to her shoulder on the other. A smirking smile was on her sharp-jawed face, with dark eyes and a pierced nose that gave her a mischievous, playful quality. Her muscular, perky physique was wrapped in leather and torn fishnet and tarnished metal and Jaden was surprised to see even more piercings in the succubus’s ears, on her tongue, and dermals on her chin. Unlike Zella’s smooth tail, this succubus’s tail had a long, flat spade at the end of it that was deep crimson in color.

And that’s Nephamor, thought Jaden. He looked at the final succubus on the right, knowing she had to be Belxis.

Belxis’s pale gray skin gave off a serious air that was matched by the rest of the succubus’s dress and demeanor. Her hair was silky white, punctuated by two curling devil horns, and framed a pointed, pinched face with yellow eyes and high cheekbones. The succubus’s stare sent a shiver through Jaden, as did her military-esque corset that was adorned with rounded spikes and gleaming silver embellishments. Her body was sculpted, tight, and pert, and even though she was the shortest of the three, her sure-shouldered stance made her seem somehow the tallest of the trio. She was also the only one without a tail. It was due to Belxis’s corset that Jaden noticed something else about the succubus, something that he soon noticed about all three, something between their legs that shouldn’t have been there.

Maybe it’s a trick of the light, he thought.

One by one, the succubi turned their attention to the naked man seated on the floor.

“Who wants to go first?” asked Belxis in her low, husky voice.

“Wait wait wait,” said Jaden, holding up his hands in defense. “There’s been a mistake.”

Nephamor quirked a thick eyebrow. “A mistake? Oh there’s no mistake. You called for us three times.”

Jaden desperately tried to keep his eyes off the succubi’s crotches, not wanting to give power to his suspicions. He felt very warm and nauseous in the unnaturally lit room, realizing then he could smell a mixture of curious perfumes wafting off the trio, scents that made Jaden’s entire body start to sweat. He looked at Nephamor’s crotch for a second too long and the succubus noticed him staring.

“Heh. Why don’t I give you a better look,” she said, reaching down to her torn and tattered leather shorts. She unbuttoned and unzipped them, releasing a long, fat, devil red cock with big balls. There was a wild dark bush of hair that almost seemed intentionally unkempt.

The other succubi followed suit. Zella pulled aside the long tapestry of flowy fabric in front of her crotch to reveal a smooth, purple cock with a flushed lavender head and low-hanging balls; her crotch had a finely manicured bed of lavender hair, trimmed into what looked a tapered square, like the upside down base of a pyramid. Meanwhile, Belxis’s unzipped the crotch of her corset and out sprang a wicked-looking girthy dick that hung menacingly from a completely shorn crotch, the balls behind it taut and wrinkled.

“Jesus Christ,” said Jaden.

“Good luck with that,” hissed Belxis. Nephamor laughed as Zella eyed Jaden hungrily.

“No, no… you don’t understand, I’m… a man,” he said, mind racing for an excuse. He pointed to his naked crotch. “A guy. I’m not what you want, not with uh, uh… not with those things.” He stared goggle-eyed at the trio’s cocks, horrified all over again at how large and intimidating they looked.

Nephamor looked left and right, at Zella and Belxis. She grinned. “You know, I think he’s right,” she said. “If we’re all going to get our fair share, I do think a human woman would be a better fit. So to speak.” She snickered.

“That’s right!” agreed Jaden, continuing to inch backwards. “I can help you find one too, I’m sure. Whatever you need. I’m more than happy to get you what you need!”

“I was hoping you’d say that,” said Belxis. “Sisters, who would like to do the honors?”

But Nephamor was already ahead of her. She held up a strong, long-fingered red hand with glossy black nails. She snapped her fingers. The sound was preternaturally loud.

Something felt wrong. At first, Jaden thought it was something about the inhuman aromas wafting off the succubi, that somehow the smells had turned his stomach. But he realized that wasn’t it at all. What he was feeling was far more deep-seated, like he had just done a massive workout and now his muscles were sore and tense. But even that wasn’t the right way to describe it. It was like his body was moving–changing–and as Jaden looked down, he watched with horror as the change he felt showed itself with disturbing clarity.

First, he watched as his body hair seemed to get thin and fade away, followed by the softening of his muscles and skin. His hips swelled slightly and his waist went trim. As Jaden looked at his chest he watched his pecs soften and grow, forming two female breasts with rosy, pink nipples. But that was hardly all. He stared in disbelief as his cock seemed to go flaccid more and more and more until it shrank into his body, followed by his balls, their retreat leaving behind gently flowered pussy lips with a small patch of hair above his where his dick had become nothing more than a hidden away pearl of a clit.

“No no, oh god no,” he said, hearing then that his voice was higher than before, sounding distinctively like a woman’s face.

He reached up and felt his hair. It was longer now and silkier, and Jaden’s face was also finer with what felt like the elfin features of a narrowed chin and gentle curve of the jaw and a thin, graceful neck. He gave his body another once over, looking at the newly feminine curves, breasts, and genitalia. Then he looked back at the succubi, who were watching him intently with expressions ranging from lust to delight to malice on their otherworldly faces.

“There we go, a juicy human woman to enjoy,” quipped Nephamor. She was already playing with her cock, the crimson thickness surging to life in her hand.

“I’m not a woman!” Jaden cried out, his voice and body betraying him.

“Mmmm, you look like a woman to me,” cooed Zella. She had knotted the frontal drape of her dress behind her, the bangles on her wrists jingling gently. Wetting her fingers with a dark purple tongue, she lubed up her shaft and then tweezed her nipples through her dress, savoring the sensations with a sigh.

Jaden looked towards the bedroom door. He had to get away. He could figure out how to undo whatever they had done to his body later and perhaps even if he left the room the spell would be broken. He went to stand, but because he was unused to the center of balance his new breasts and ample hips had given him, he stumbled and struggled to stand.

He felt a rough hand clench his hair.

“Don’t you dare,” said Belxis. “You want to get out of this mess, don’t you? You’d best start cooperating if so.”

By his hair, she turned Jaden’s head back towards the succubi. He was surprised to see a shimmering oval floating in the air, little golden wisps emanating off its edge. The oval was silvery and reflective, like a floating mirror, and it was presented towards Jaden so he could take in his changed body.

All things considered, Jaden’s new body was breathtaking, with the same pale skin he’d always had but now it looked creamy and undisturbed, without a blemish in sight, and with fine, dirty blonde hair hanging in front of his face and tucked behind his ears. His–could he even say “his” anymore?–breasts were full and jiggling, his torso the top half of an hourglass, and his waist was enviously tiny, swelling out to a pleasantly rounded peach butt bottom; between his legs was a patch of sandy blonde-brown hair christening the pink folds of his pussy. Somewhere deep down, Jaden knew that if he were to come across a woman with his new body, he’d be instantly chatting her up for a fuck or three, and the thought that he now inhabited such a body filled him with deep confusion.

“Please,” whimpered Jaden in a surprisingly salacious tone. “Let me go…”

Belxis ignored him. “So, like I was asking… who wants to go first?”

“Me me me!” exclaimed Zella, holding her hand up in the air excitedly like she was raising her hand in class.

Belxis hmphed. “Of course you do.” She let go of Jaden’s hair and then looked down at him, her yellow eyes glinting. “At least you get to start easy,” she said tauntingly.

As Zella approached, Jaden watched the succubus’s curvy body sway back and forth under her long, flowy dress. Her breasts bounced and her hips hugged the thin fabric, all while her purple-hued cock seemed to stay completely straight, focused on Jaden like some kind of perverted compass needle. Zella chewed on her lower lip as she gazed down at Jaden, eyeing him with lusty hunger. She licked her lips.

“Just lie back,” said Zella, her voice gentle.

Jaden shook his head, wisps of dirty blonde hair whipping in his newly feminine face.

Zella’s smooth tail poked out from behind her, its tapered, prehensile tip reaching over to stroke Jaden’s upper chest while Zella played with her cock. Tensing her tail, Zella snapped her fingers. There was a low poof! and a gust of air just before Zella’s tail prodded Jaden hard, dead center in the sternum. He tumbled backwards, thinking he was going to hit the floor, only to land on a soft shearling floor couch that had appeared out of nowhere.

Zella got down on her knees, pushing Jaden’s legs apart. Her skin was warm. She reached out her hands and caressed Jaden’s breasts; the sensation of the succubus’s fingers on his nipples was new and thrilling, the feel of her fingertips and her nails sending little shockwaves of pleasure through Jaden’s body. He let out a gasp and Zella smiled. She continued to play with his nipples and then began to gently squeeze and fondle his breasts, his nipples already hard enough to cut glass with. Jaden leaned his head back, surprised by how much pleasure such simple touching could provide, and he felt Zella spread his legs further, opening up his hips so that he bared his new pussy to the purple-skinned succubus.

“See, this isn’t so bad,” she cooed reassuringly, pausing to pump her cock. A pearl of precum formed at the tip and then dripped down slowly in a silky strand, falling onto Jaden’s thigh. Zella leaned down and extended out a long tongue the color of blackberries and licked the drop of precum away, the feel of her tongue on Jaden’s thigh making him give another gasp, this one much louder and more shuddering than the first.

Then something else happened to Jaden’s body, something even stranger than the wonderful feeling of Zella’s fingers on his nipples. He was getting wet. It was a bizarre sensation, one he could only think of as being dizzyingly warm between his legs and filled with a sudden, new urge to get even warmer, no matter what. It was like an itch he couldn’t scratch and Jaden was shocked when he rolled his hips forward, trying to stoke the heat in his crotch and instead feeling a tendril of warm wetness run down the fold where his leg met his crotch.

Zella’s jade eyes glittered with excitement. She continued to lavish Jaden’s thighs with long, eager licks while her tail snaked over to tease his nipples and stroke the deep cleavage of his breasts. Jaden’s breathing grew shallow as she wound him up, bringing her tongue closer and closer to his pussy before moving away again, stopping now and again to blow sultry air down on his wet, pink lips.

“Beg for me,” said Zella, inching up to turn her licks into kisses.

“W-what?” asked Jaden. He felt disoriented from the strange ecstasies coursing through him.

Zella kissed her way up his stomach and then between his breasts, drawing her lips over to one nipple to flick her tongue against it and suckle gently. There was a smell like grapefruit and flowers and ripe stone fruit that seemed to rise off the succubus, the scent relaxing and luxurious. With Zella’s lips wrapped around his nipple, Jaden felt her flick her tongue quickly against the sensitive skin, drawing out a low moan from the man-turned-woman.

She lifted her mouth and said again, “Beg for me. I want you to beg me to fuck you.”

Their eyes met, Zella’s soft green ones staring deep into Jaden’s. The delicate bow of her lips was curved into a joyous smile, She rocked her body so that her own breasts brushed Jaden’s stomach through the thin dress and, as she did, he felt the head of her cock knock against the inside of his leg, pulling a long stream of precum with it that clung to Jaden’s inner thigh. Zella chewed on her lower lip anxiously, needily, her eyes darting back and forth with Jaden’s like she could barely contain herself.

“I can’t,” he managed, blowing out a tight exhale.

Zella leaned in closer and whispered into his ear. “You won’t have to do anything,” she said, her breath tickling Jaden’s ear. “I won’t even make you beg. Just ask me to fuck you.”

The succubus shuffled forward on her knees so that her cock flopped against Jaden’s belly. It was hard and pulsing and hot, and with a mind of its own it seemed to slide down past Jaden’s now-trim waist, poking him right above his crotch. Zella put her hands on Jaden’s hips and ever-so-slightly sunk her nails into his skin, as if she might pull him towards her at any moment.

Jaden couldn’t see when Zella’s tail slipped in between them, its smooth tip snaking down to Jaden’s clit. He jumped as the tail rubbed a slow circle and he felt another gush of wet warmth, gritting his teeth with the rush of pleasure. The tail rubbed faster and Jaden felt his cheeks get hot; he clawed at the shearling couch, the soft material trapping heat and making him even warmer. He vaguely wondered what the other succubi were up to, if they were watching the scene unfold with wolfish grins on or if they were thinking about how they would deal with him when it was their turn…

…the thought turned Jaden’s stomach. Servus tuus. Dominus Meus. What would happen when they were done with him? Would they ever be done with him? Would they change him back?

Jaden was suddenly very aware he needed to win at least one of these demons over, and he sure didn’t think the one with the ashy gray skin would take pity on him and he didn’t feel great about his chances with the devil red one either. That only left the busty succubus who was practically knocking on his pussy, wanting to come inside.

“Okay… okay. I want you to… to… to fuck me,” Jaden said in his high-pitched voice, the words sounding surreal as they came out of his mouth.

Zella’s smile spread. She ran her tongue along her fanged teeth. Her tail retreated and Zella reached down to grasp her cock by the base of the shaft, drawing it down through Jaden’s sandy blonde bush and over his engorged clit. He sucked in a breath through clenched teeth, a sight that seemed to delight Zella, and she kept dragging her cock downward, pulling it along the man-turned-woman’s wet pussy lips. She dragged it all the way down his slit and then back up again, wetting the tip of her as she did.

She scooted her ass backwards, pulling away from Jaden so she could get ready to enter him.

“Here comes the choo choo train,” she taunted, grinning at Jaden. “And it’s a biiiiiig one!”

Jaden shut his eyes, bracing himself, but then he felt Zella’s hand patting his cheek condescendingly.

“Open your eyes. I want to see the look in them when I penetrate you,” she said.

The beaming, gleeful face of Zella filled Jaden’s vision as he opened his eyes back up. She watched him intently as she brought her hips towards him, the tip of her cock gliding past the wet, petaled lips of his pussy. At first the feeling was merely a slight push but soon it became pressure and then the unreal sensation of being stretched from the inside out, Zella’s smooth purple cock sliding deeper and deeper into him. He took short breaths through his nose and wrenched his mouth shut, feeling like at any moment the succubus’s cock was going to split him in half. But it didn’t. Instead it just kept sinking in, filling up Jaden more and more, until there was nothing else to sink into him and he felt his crotch up against Zella’s, the feel of her large balls hanging against his slit and taint.

His expression was one of wide-eyed disbelief, his mouth slowly opening up again into a pained yet ecstatic “O”. Zella traced the circle of his lips with one finger and then let out her own delighted moan, rolling her eyes back in her head as she wiggled her hips to feel the head of her cock butt up against the back of Jaden's pussy.

"You feel gooood," said Zella as she slowly began to pump her hips against Jaden, pulling her cock out so that its fat, swollen head threatened to pop out from Jaden's pussy lips, only to plunge it back in swiftly, all the way to the base so that the two of their crotches smacked against each other wetly, their bushes grinding together like wet, silky carpet.

The most bizarre thing about it all was that Zella felt good too. Never in a million years would've he imagined a cock inside him being anything other than a horrible, violating feeling, but the longer Zella filled him, the more Jaden wanted it. He soon found his hands wandering, reaching towards Zella's hips to pull her deep inside of him.

She smacked his hands away with her tail, thwapping him on the backs of his hands.

"Nuh uh," she said, shooing his would-be grip away. "When I said you won't have to do anything, I meant you don't get to do anything."

Zella grabbed Jaden's hips again, much more brusquely this time, and yanked him towards her, giving him a hard, almost angry thrust. Jaden whimpered in pained delight and Zella did it again, working herself up to a rhythm as she thrust hard into him, smacking the bottom of his slit and his taint with her heavy balls. Soon there was a pat pat pat pat sound as she humped away, her tail sneaking in between their bodies to flick Jaden's clit with quick practiced motions that made a speedy "V" motion on either side of that engorged, strange-yet-familiar new pink pearl of his.

Jaden knew the urge to cum very well in his former body, but this was different, stronger, encompassing his entire newly feminine body. As Zella's tail massaged his clit, his legs began to tremble uncontrollably, knees wobbling back and forth; if he weren't already seated, Jaden felt sure he would've lost his balance. His breath got so tight it felt like he wasn't even breathing anymore and in his haze of joy, he reached up to play with his nipples, Zella allowing him this one indulgence without slapping his hands away, her own hands and tail too busy causing thrums of orgasmic bliss to bolt up Jaden’s body. Jaden squeezed his nipples in his fingers hard, feeling the pillowy cleavage underneath. He gasped loudly, unable to believe he could make himself feel so exquisite with just a rough, teasing touch of his nipples. Zella’s tail quickened, Jaden’s thighs tensed, and then, as if reading his bodily cues, Zella sped up her fucking, her face going a deep, flushed shade of pink in a look of intense concentration and focus that Jaden knew could only mean one thing…

She exploded inside of him, hot jets of thick seed splattering Jaden from within. It was a twisted feeling, the sudden creamy filling feeling coupling with Zella’s rubbing tail to send him over the edge in a shouting, throaty orgasm. His entire body clenched, making his fingers pinch his nipples until he thought they would be ripped off and his legs instinctively wrapping around the succubus’s body, pulling her deep, deep inside so that every throb of cum made its way deep, deep inside of him. He shuddered until his exhaustion got the better of him and then Jaden lay on the shearling floor couch in a heap of sweat, his breasts heaving as he tried to take a deep breath.

Zella unceremoniously pulled out of him, her girthy cock sliding out like a wet snake that left behind a trail of very thick, very opaque seed. Jaden could feel it leaking out of him in dribbles even as he tried to keep it inside, while Zella busied herself with shaking off the last gooey drips of the stuff onto Jaden’s thighs and belly. Content, Zella reached back and undid the tie for the long, front flap of her dress, letting it tumble back down between her legs. It draped over her still semi-hard cock, the outline of the member’s head quite visible through the fabric. She stretched her arms overhead and yawned, looking like she was suddenly exhausted.

“That was so nice,” she said to Jaden, the blush in her cheeks still very pink. She rolled her head in circles and stretched her neck from side to side, her fauxhawk pompadour waving from side to side. “Who’s next?”

Jaden lolled his head over to the other two succubi, seeing that they had taken chairs–summoned no doubt, just as the shearling couch had been–and seemed to be busying themselves: Nephamor, with her red devil skin, punky clothing, was using the tough edge of the spade-shaped end of her tail to buff her glossy black fingernails, admiring their rounded tips; meanwhile, Belxis had her arms across her chest, pushing up her pale, ashen breasts as she stared out into the distance, radiating an air of menace and frightful contemplation.

“It’s Neph,” spat out Belxis. “I’m going last.”

“Well that’s a shocker,” said Nephamor, laughing to herself.

Belxis gave Nephamor a sideways glance. “Don’t act like you aren’t pleased. Lilith knows you like your sloppy seconds a little too much. From Zella, anyway,” said Belxis, flicking her eyes back to look into the yawning darkness of Jaden’s room, which by this point seemed to have lost its walls and boundaries, looking more like a forever expanding swatch of darkness nestled into the abyss.

Nephamor’s tail whipped away and she slapped her large hands on her strong thighs. She sighed. “Not my fault you taste like bitter melon and volcanic salt while Zel tastes like…” Nephamor thought for a moment.

“Cloying sugar? A bouquet of funeral flowers?” offered Belxis.

“Juicy stone fruit,” Nephamor answered back as she stood up, her plush leather chair disappearing as she did so. “The ripest of the ripe, just at that point it’s about to turn.”

Even though Belxis was looking away from the other succubi, she rolled her bright yellow eyes, smothering a hint of a smile on her pinched face. Zella, still walking with tired, contended steps, wandered over to Belxis and let her body fall, a fluffy pink cloud appearing out of nowhere to catch her descent.

“I just need a moment,” the succubus said, closing her eyes.

“Take all the time you need,” said Nephamor as she strode towards Jaden, her torn fishnets whooshing while her too many piercings in her ears jangled cacophonously. Her dark eyes stared at Jaden, her pierced–and very long, Jaden realized–tongue darted out, razzing Jaden in a mischievous tease. “I’m happy to clean her up.”

Belxis snorted.

Jaden only caught onto what they were talking about when the athletic, tall succubus kneeled down in front of him and snapped her fingers. Suddenly he was no longer sitting on a low shearling couch but instead was on a legless leather bench with a seat that tilted back; there were all manner of sadistic-looking chains and cuffs and other bondage points attached to it, though Nephamor seemed uninterested in those. She flicked the wavy hair that fell down one side of her face away and reached up to brush her fingertips through the undershave on the other side, enjoying the feel of the short, stubbly hairs. Then she glanced down at Jaden’s pussy that was leaking Zella’s thick, copious cum.

She stretched her tongue out as she descended between Jaden’s legs and a moment later he felt her begin to lick the seed out of him, the piercings on her tongue tickling him. Hungry slurping sounds emanated from down below, Nephamor’s tongue greedily lapping the other succubus’s cum with a kind of mad frenzy. Jaden was no stranger to being on the receiving end of a blowjob, but feeling a tongue down there, as he was now and with the studs in Nephamor’s tongue, was unbelievable. He writhed under Nephamor's snaking tongue, sighing and tensing as she reached in deep to lick out every last drop of Zella.

The succubus lifted her face for a moment and Jaden glanced down, seeing that long strands of thick seed clung to Nephamor's sharp-jawed, smirking face; she licked her lips and gave a hot exhalation that sent a shiver up Jaden's spine. She reached a strong hand towards Jaden's now not-so-new pussy that he was beginning to get oddly used to and scooped out a palm full of the viscous cum, holding it up to Jaden's lips.

Jaden instinctively turned his head away.

"Don't be like that," teased Nephamor. "It's better than you think."

But Jaden kept his mouth shut tight, refusing to let the succubus deposit the seed that had already been pumped deep into her. Jaden didn't realize though that Nephamor wasn't asking, not really, and was merely giving Jaden the chance to comply willingly.

Without warning, Nephamor's tail with its tough spade end whipped around, cropping Jaden right on his clit. It wasn't intended as a teasing gesture, the blow sharp and focused enough to make Jaden gasp in surprise pain. When his lips opened, Nephamor acted, shoving Zella's cum into his mouth. She held her large hand over his mouth and refused to let go, forcing Jaden to move the seed around in his mouth. It was even thicker than it looked, like warm jelly, and as it washed over his tongue and gums and down his throat, the taste of it overwhelmed his senses.

Nephamor had been startlingly accurate when she said Zella tasted like juicy stone fruit. It was like a burst of peaches and late season apple and lusciously sweet black plums in Jaden's mouth–mixed with an unmistakable twinge of salt and bitterness, albeit very muted–and to Jaden's surprise, he soon found himself swallowing down Zella's cum and licking Nephamor's palm to get all the little bits he had missed. The humiliation of the act made him want to curl up into a ball and disappear, and yet at the same time the delirious taste of the other succubus filled Jaden with an insatiable greed. He licked Nephamor's palm until there was no more and then was rewarded with the succubus putting her fingers in Jaden's mouth one at a time, making him suck each one with lurid fervor.

Nephamor chuckled to herself at the sight. "A born natural," she mused.

She dipped her head again to finish what was left of her perverse "meal"–one that Jaden now knew was bright and sweet and rich–and then sat up with a happy sigh, the leather of her jacket with its cut off sleeves squeaking; under the jacket, Nephamor’s bust pushed up against a mesh top that was torn and fraying, the fabric barely able to contain the succubus any longer. She reached down, adjusting her leather shorts so her cock and balls could sit more comfortably, Jaden seeing again that dark, wild bush of hair the succubus kept like a wild garden.

“I did something nice for you,” she said, voice dripping with sarcasm. “Now you’re going to do something for me.” Nephamor saw Jaden looking nervously at her crotch and quirked her lips to the side. “Not that. Well, not yet anyway…”

Nephamor stood up, towering over Jaden’s buxom, feminine form. Her cock swung back and forth like a pendulum, brushing against the succubus’s torn fishnets. She put her hands on her hips triumphantly.

“Get on your hands and knees,” she said.

Jaden heard a scoffing laugh from Belxis, as if this was a familiar routine for the devil red succubus.

“Huh?” asked Jaden.

He saw the tail speed towards him, moving too quickly for him to react. The crop-like tip of it smacked Jaden on the cheek, just hard enough to sting. Nephamor’s tail was longer and stronger than Zella’s it seemed, and the spade-shaped end of it easily acted as a crop or paddle, should the succubus want. She quickly flicked it back, striking Jaden on the other cheek and he gasped, reaching up to soothe his face.

“Hands and knees,” Nephamor said again. “Or I stop being nice.” She raised her tail threateningly, its tip looking like a nasty barb pointed at Jaden.

His limbs shaking, Jaden clambered to his hands and knees. He felt his heavy breasts sway between his arms and felt a strange cool at his crotch, still not comprehending his new center of gravity or how it felt to no longer have the genitals he was used to. Nephamor brought the crop of her tail down on Jaden’s curved bottom, smacking one cheek hard.

“Crawl,” she ordered him.

“Where?” Jaden asked anxiously, his ass stinging from the spanking blow.

“In front of me,” said Nephamor, pointing a clawed finger out towards the edge of the room, where Jaden now only saw endless darkness. “I want to watch you.”

Feeling uncertain and embarrassed, Jaden started to crawl in the direction Nephamor was pointing, slowly moving towards the abyssal horizon. His breasts hung heavy and his ass felt like it was jiggling obscenely with his awkward crawling. Behind him, he could hear Nephamor’s heavy footfalls as she trailed him closely, her tail striking Jaden’s waggling ass every time he slowed his gait.

“Move those hips from side to side,” commanded Nephamor with a smug smile in her voice. “Yes, like that. Juuuuust like that.”

Jaden did his best to sway his ass obscenely, conjuring up images straight out of porn to inspire his movements. His cheeks burned with blushing shame and he was grateful to not be looking at any of the succubi directly, sure that he would not be able to stand their piercing gazes. Nephamor’s tail continued to spank him, working up a rhythm that forced Jaden to crawl faster and faster and faster, until he was huffing and panting, his hands and knees thumping against the endless ground.

Just as Jaden thought he could go no faster, he felt Nephamor’s tail wrap around his ankle, tethering him in place. She tugged at his foot for him to stop. Then she came in close, straddling Jaden’s body so that the tall succubus could sit down on Jaden’s back; thankfully, she was only resting some of her weight on him, her strong, muscled legs supporting the rest. Jaden could see that the succubus was sitting with her back towards his head, allowing that mischievous tail of hers to linger down around Jaden’s neck and then towards his hanging tits, the stiff spade of her tail lightly spanking each of his nipples in turn. Jaden gasped and sighed with the spanks, Nephamor playing his shocked reactions like some kind of twisted, kinky instrument. While her tail tantalized him, Nephamor reached down and spread Jaden’s ass cheeks wide, the succubus taking an unabashed look at the man-turned-woman’s puckered asshole. Jaden’s blush grew hotter and soon his entire body felt warm with the embarrassment of having such an intimate part of his body examined so thoroughly by the brazen and not at all shy creature perched on his back.

Nephamor touched a finger to Jaden’s hole and he felt it twitch. “Ohh, you look tight,” she said appraisingly. He felt the succubus position her lengthy, heavy cock between his ass cheeks, her member somehow even warmer than he was feeling at that moment. Then he felt her bend down and flinched as Nephamor’s long, wet tongue tickled the length of Jaden’s ass crack, the studs cool in contrast on his skin.

“Eek!” he squeaked out, the shock he felt making his high-pitched, female voice even more shrill.

Nephamor snorted a laugh and continued her licking, purposefully wiggling her tongue down Jaden’s ass until the feel of it went from shocking to sensual. Unlike the oral ministrations she’d given him before, Jaden had no proxy for this feeling–he’d never, ever had anyone go near his ass and the very thought of it perturbed him. But he couldn’t deny that the succubus’s hot, slithering tongue felt good down his crack and with a deep sense of shame, he felt his asshole twitch open excitedly as Nephamor flicked the tip of her tongue across it. She lingered there, running the tip of her tongue in circles around Jaden’s twitching rim, making him moan.

“You like that, don’t you, you little slut?” Nephamor asked, her tail reaching down towards Jaden’s pussy to lightly spank his still swollen lips. She darted her tongue deep into Jaden’s asshole just as she spanked his clit, making him start to get wet again. He gave a lusty sigh. As the succubus licked him, she grabbed his ass cheeks with both hands, clawing into him. Jaden felt her cock stiffening against him, her balls red hot on his lower back; somewhere in the back of his mind, he began to panic, wondering with dread if the red-skinned succubus intended to take his ass.

She slipped her tongue out of Jaden’s asshole and stood up, relieving him of the weight of her muscled frame. Jaden could feel his pussy dripping down towards the floor, wetness running along the insides of his thighs. Nephamor stepped around to stand in front of Jaden and as he looked up, he saw the pulsing, veiny length of her bobbing down towards his mouth and lips. She squatted down, her strong haunches stretching out the tight leather of her shorts, and then her cock and balls were eye level with Jaden. Unlike Zella, the smell rising from Nephamor was stronger and muskier, like smoke and earth and rich umami. The succubus idly stroked herself as she enjoyed the look of fear in Jaden’s eyes.

“Because I’m just so damn nice, I’m going to give you a choice,” she purred, her large hand looking almost normal sized compared to her fat cock. “Do you want a throat-fucking or a facial?”

Jaden’s eyes went wide. He couldn’t imagine either, the idea of the succubus’s monster length going down his throat as unthinkable as his face being slathered with as much cum as these creatures seemed able to produce. Nephamor’s dark eyes shone with a sadistic playfulness.

“Or maybe both?” she asked with a laugh.

“No, no, not both,” Jaden was quick to say.

“Then pick one,” said Nephamor. “I’ll give you to the count of five and then you’re going to get the ‘full’ package. Five… foooour…”

Jaden was paralyzed with indecision. If he let the succubus into his mouth, at least he wouldn’t be covered in the creamy, thick release of her, which–based on how she smelled compared to Zella–didn’t seem like it would taste like juicy stone fruit at all, or any fruit for that matter; instead, images of earth and sweat and funk filled his mind. On the other hand, he couldn’t imagine how he could possibly take her into his mouth without being suffocated and the very thought of her stretching out his very normal sized, very human throat made him tremble.

“Threeee… twoooo…,” continued Nephamor. “Time’s almost up, sweetie.”

Jaden pingponed between the possibilities, jumping to the other as soon as he’d settled on one. Throat fuck, facial, throat fuck, facial…

“...oooooneee….”

“Facial!” cried Jaden.

Nephamor grinned, showing gleaming white teeth with long, sharp fangs. “Are you sure?” she asked, rising up from her squatting position.

Jaden nodded, hating that he had to reassure the succubus of his “choice”.

“Very well then. On your knees, hands behind your back, head tilted, tongue out.”

Jaden scrambled to comply, needing Nephamor to repeat her directions two more times before he was actually as she wanted him, with his legs spread wide and his face up and slightly tilted towards her. He had his tongue extended out as far as it would go, Nephamor barking at him to keep it that way even as the muscles at the base of his tongue started to ache. The succubus stroked herself lazily, heavy balls wobbling as she worked up her pleasure.

“You better not look away either,” said Nephamor, her breath going slightly shaky as she jerked herself off. “I want you to watch. Or else.”

Even though his eyes watered and his vision tunneled from staring up at Nephamor, Jaden did his best to keep his gaze on her. He heard the schlick schlick schlick of her hand gliding up and down her thick shaft and saw her heavy balls bounce with the strokes, all while the succubus took heaving breaths that stretched the leather and mesh of her punk outfit. She herself looked up, perhaps imagining some fantasy or another, and bit her lip in focus, hand becoming a blur on her crimson cock.

“I can’t say I’ll be anything like Zella, I’m sorry to say,” Nephamor managed to say between breaths. “But what I might lack in flavor, I make up for in quantity.”

A laugh burbled out from the tall succubus and she flicked the wavy hair on one side back over her shoulder, the tresses whipping the shoulder of her leather jacket. With her tail, Nephamor stroked her perky breasts through her mesh top and used her free hand to tug on her sack in a needy milking motion. She sighed through her nose, the puff of air strong enough for Jaden to feel. He stared as if he was hypnotized at her cock, its fat, dark maroon head squeezing out a gratuitously heavy drop of precum that was quickly flicked away by her stroking. It landed on Jaden’s face, right on his upper lip, and slowly rolled into his mouth. As the succubus had warned, it was not like Zella at all, the taste decidedly pungent and strong. He nearly gagged.

“Almost there,” Nephamor said quietly, bringing her dark eyes down to Jaden once more. “Get that tongue out for me like a nice, soft red carpet…”

Jaden thrust his tongue out as far as it would go, feeling a painful ache in his mouth. He furrowed his brow and clenched his fists at his side, dreading the moment that was hurtling towards him.

With a deep grunt, Nephamor came. It was throaty and barbaric and a sliver of a second after the husky sound, Jaden felt the first spurt of succubus seed on his face. It was hot–very hot!–and it was followed by a dozen more spurts, each as hot and thick and jelly-like as the first. Nephamor continued to grunt as she emptied herself on Jaden’s face, caking him with her seed and even though she only got a fraction of it past his lips, it was enough to slather his tongue and fill his mouth with a cupful of the otherworldly semen. He started to gag instinctively on the taste, but Nephamor wasn’t at all done yet, managing to spurt another dozen ropey jets of the creamy release all across Jaden’s face, all of which quickly cooled and felt as if they would clog his nose and cover his eyes and sit upon his skin like a quick-dry plaster mask. Jaden was forced to shut his eyes and felt the cooling cum even on his eyelashes, his new blindness leaving him all the more disoriented. He tried to swallow Nephamor’s load, struggling to choke it down. There was a moment of terrible panic as the mouthful clung in his throat and Jaden was sure he would suffocate on it, but after a few desperate gulps he managed to fully swallow, now filling his belly with the red-skinned succubus.

“Whew! I am SPENT!” roared Nephamor. She gave a slightly self-conscious laugh. “Oh my, that is… that is a lot, isn’t it?” She must’ve been looking down at Jaden’s face while he was still blinded. “I’ve shot some big loads but that is definitely the biggest in a long, long time. Here, let me help you.”

Jaden expected the succubus to conjure up a towel or something else to help clean him away, but he was hardly surprised–if disappointed–that Nephamor instead “helped” him by scooping up her pungent seed and shoving it into Jaden’s mouth, making him swallow mouthful after mouthful of the stuff until there was just a thin, slightly stick layer of it clinging to Jaden’s face. And while he was relieved to be able to see again with only a speck or two of cum on his eyelashes, he felt practically pregnant with how much of the succubus he had ingested, his belly feeling full and distended, with every breath he took carrying the waft of her earthy, musky scent.

Nephamor tucked her softening cock began into her shorts, zipping them up though leaving them unbuttoned so the wild mane of her bush still proudly showed. She stretched her arms. “I’m beat now too,” she said with a yawn. “Come on, take me back.”

Before Jaden could even consider asking what she meant, the succubus straddled his back again, this time facing forward. She grabbed his hair in both hands and directed him to turn around; in the near distance he saw Zella still lounging on her pink fluffy cloud, while Belxis had decided to stand at some point, looking statue-still as she gazed out to some pitch black point. Nephamor let her full weight rest on Jaden now and he struggled to carry her, the succubus spanking his ass with her spade-like tail to spur her on.

“Come on horsey, let’s go,” she said, yawning again.

It was a grueling crawl back towards the others, Jaden’s breasts banging against one another and against his inner arms, his swollen belly jiggling back and forth, his muscles screaming for relief. Meanwhile, he could feel the weight and warmth of Nephamor the entire time, the creature riding him victoriously back to her partners. She did not seem to care how slow or sloppy his crawling was, only that he did not stop; if anything, she seemed to enjoy his struggling, using it as an opportunity to spank–and occasionally fondle–Jaden’s ass with her tail.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, they made it back to Zella and Belxis. Nephamor dismounted and Jaden almost collapsed, able to watch through a haze of exhaustion as Nephamor snapped her fingers and made a huge leather bean bag appear. She plopped down in it and curled up comfortably.

“He’s all yours Belx,” said Nephamor. “I tried to clean him up but you know me, I’m a gusher.”

Belxis turned her head towards Jaden and wrinkled her nose in disgust as she saw his face.

“That you are,” she said coldly. Her yellow eyes glared at Jaden. “You! Clean yourself off!”

Jaden looked around, unsure of how he was supposed to do what the pale gray succubus wanted. When he looked back, he saw there was a shallow bowl of water in front of him, conjured up while he wasn’t looking. Peering closer, he saw there were ice cubes floating in the bowl and he could tell the water had to be very, very cold.

“Go on. Get to it,” snapped Belxis.

Jaden steeled himself and then dunked his head in the bowl. It was freezing. He whipped his head back and forth, trying to rinse off the last of Nephamor from his face, and when he went to take his head out of the bowl he felt something pressing down on the back of his head. It was a foot, he realized, Belxis’s foot as she held him face down in the water. He scrambled, trying to fight her, but the succubus easily overpowered him. Jaden reached up to try to shove her away but failed, trying next to somehow move the bowl which seemed to be cemented to the floor. Jaden’s final option was to desperately splash out the ice cold water from the bowl, working far, far too slow for how much was in there. He slapped his wet hands against the ground and shouted silently into the water, his heart racing wildly.

Then Belxis let go and he yanked his head out of the bowl, gasping loudly as cold water dripped down his back, chest, and breasts. His heart was pounding hard as he tried to get his breath back, and he knew for sure then that Belxis was a cruel, merciless master.

“Better. Now come with me,” said Belxis. She snapped her needle-like fingers and Jaden suddenly felt something wrapped around his neck. It was a choke chain, its other hand magically in Belxis’s hand. She pulled it immediately, cinching the chain around Jaden’s neck and forcing him to follow after her as she sauntered away from the now resting Zella and Nephamor.

Jaden had tried to crawl after her at first, but there was no way he could keep pace with her that way and so he was forced up to his feet, scampering after the petite succubus like a whipped dog.

“I don’t believe you have any idea how much trouble you are in,” said Belxis, the tight curves of her body making her uniform-like dark, spiked garb flex with each step. Jaden couldn’t help but glance down at the succubus’s taut, perky ass, the shiny fabric making it look like a ripe piece of dark, evil fruit. “What tome did you use to invoke us, human?”

“Su-summoning Succubus,” said Jaden.

Belxis hmphed. “You’re a fool. Despite what dead myths and legends are scattered throughout your world, there is no way to control a succubus. Tomes such as that one are nothing more than traps,” she explained. “Ways to catch those with tainted ambition.”

“I’m sorry,” pleaded Jaden. “I didn’t know!”

Belxis ignored him and asked: “Had your summoning worked as you intended. What would’ve you done with us?”

Jaden had no answer for that.

“Exactly. You know what you tried to do, don’t make things worse on yourself by trying to hide it, too. Have a little more pride than that.”

“I’ll never try again like this again, I swear,” said Jaden, still marveling at how his chest wobbled with each step, the heavy breasts bouncing in a way he would’ve gladly lewdly stared at if the roles were reversed. He tried not to think about it. “I’ll even destroy the book and make sure no one else can try anything either.”

“Aren’t you listening?” asked Belxis, annoyed. “That book serves a purpose–a very useful purpose. Why in the seven hells would any of us want you to destroy it?”

“Then… then… I’ll spread it! I’ll make copies,” begged Jaden. “I’ll make sure it gets into lots of hands, I’ll do my part to make sure there are many more, uh, people to catch…”

Belxis hmmed at that. “You did promise to serve us. Servus tuus.”

Jaden fell silent and looked at Belxis hopefully as she continued to lead him deeper into the darkness of the unnaturally-sized room that had once been so familiar and intimate to him. They seemed to be approaching a shadowed cove surrounded by odd, unearthly shapes, as if they were walking into the mouth of a cave on an alien planet. Distracted, Jaden gait’s slowed and Belxis tugged on the choke collar leash, tightening the cold steel around Jaden’s neck. He rushed to catch up just as Belxis slowed her steps, leaving them surrounded by the bizarre rock formations. She raised her hand, letting the chain go slack, and Jaden saw then she was going to tug it again. Flinching, Belxis pulled the chain but it disappeared into wisps of smoke that floated up into the yawning darkness above them.

“If you want to serve, you’re going to have to show a little more enthusiasm,” she declared, turning to face Jaden.

He had a few moments to take in her military-like outfit in more detail. It was, effectively, a shiny black corset with epaulets topped with rounded silver spikes, the spikes trailing down the sides of the corset and matching the silver pentagram clasps that held the low-cut garment together. Its cut went so low in fact it was down past her belly button, leaving only a small bit of the shiny fabric to contain her shaft… the slate gray length of which was hanging out through a stretch-out slit, along with her smooth, shorn balls. Jaden could see that the mound partially hidden by the patch of corset fabric did not have a trace of hair on it, and he wondered if–aside from the succubus’s silvery white hair–Belxis had any hair at all. She tilted her head towards him thoughtfully, her curved horns looking like they belonged on some kind of huge, unholy ram.

By now, Jaden knew what was expected of him. He got down on his knees without even having to be asked, fully expecting the succubus to mercilessly take his throat or his ass or his–the word was hard to think–pussy, knowing that if he denied her, he could kiss any chance of freedom goodbye.

Belxis sneered at him. “Learning your place, I see,” she said, disdainful of his show of submission even as she seemed to praise it. “But you haven’t earned my dick, not yet.”

She turned around, and where there had once only been shiny black fabric over the succubus’s ass, there was now a silver zipper with a large pull that went from the top of her ass down around between her legs.

“Unzip that. With your mouth,” ordered Belxis.

Jaden lifted himself up off his heels, almost losing his balance thanks to his new feminine center of gravity, and leaned forward, trying to clasp the zipper pull between his teeth. He fumbled, struggling to get a hold of it, and when he finally had a good grip he pulled down, the taut fabric opening to reveal the cheeks of Belxis’s pale, ashen, slate gray ass. It was perky and smooth, and being so close to it Jaden felt the warmth radiating off of it–along with the familiar smells of sweat and sex.

“Well? What are you waiting for?” barked Belxis, reaching a hand behind her to tap the top of one ass cheek, reminding Jaden that she was the only succubus without a tail. “Maybe you’re not so enthusiastic after all…”

Jaden took a breath and then pushed his face between Belxis’s sculpted ass cheeks, feeling the warmth of her on his face, as well as the sweat that had built up while her ass was trapped under the corset. As Nephamor had said, she was indeed bitter and acrid, her skin carrying a strong pungency that made Jaden think of cigarettes and too-bitter coffee and, oddly, skunked weed. His face puckered and Jaden had to fight the urge to pull his tongue away, running up the succubus’s crack, which was very moist and wet with sweat. Belxis let out the most pleasurable sound he’d heard her make yet, and even that was little more than a low exhalation.

Probing deeper, Jaden brought his tongue up to her asshole, touching the tip of his tongue to her nervously. He felt her twitch under his touch, the taste of her much, much more concentrated, and as he started to withdraw his tongue, the succubus’s hole twitched open and managed to snatch onto Jaden’s tongue. He tried to pull away but couldn’t, Belxis either using some preternatural muscle control or some kind of dark magic to hold him in place, pulling him in deeper, bit by bit.

Jaden felt his nose flatten against Belxis’s crack, her cheeks subsuming his and as he tried to take in a much needed breath, all he could inhale was the pungency of Belxis’s ass. He nearly went to reach up and shove her away but caught himself at the last second, his hands hovering anxiously just inches from her hips.

“I don’t know what seems like a better idea to you,” Belxis said, her voice distant and callous. “Being concerned with your breath or being concerned with my backside?”

Summoning all the resolve he could, Jaden stopped fighting his need to breath and, rather than try to pull his tongue out from Belxis’s asshole, he drove it further in. He felt the muscles of her hole relax, allowing him to slide his tongue in and out of her. She exhaled again, the sound positively rapturous compared to her usual condescending demeanor.

“There we go,” she said, letting her impatience fall away. “Do what you’re meant for.”

Jaden kept tongue-fucking Belxis’s ass, the heady, bitter taste of coffee and cigarettes now bordering on nauseating. He pushed all the taboo, fearful thoughts out of his head–like what would happen if Belxis wanted to “use” him further–and put all his focus into driving his tongue in and out, in and out. His hands instinctively moved to Belxis’s hips again, but not out of desperation this time but rather so that he could steady himself and keep his face pressed deep between her cheeks. Belxis allowed it this time and said nothing, giving a deeper exhalation that carried with it real pleasure.

Moments later, Jaden felt the succubus begin to shift back and forth and realized she was jerking herself off, working her cock with both hands in slow pumping motions as she hissed out another sigh, whispering words in an unknown language under her breath.

The shifting quickened and Jaden sped up the rhythm of his tongue to match, having to roll his tongue to move faster enough not to lose the beat. He could hear the schlicking of pumping and felt with each stroke Belxis’s ass crashing back into him. The whispering under her breath continued as well, her dark language making Jaden feel uneasy.

She came surprisingly fast, the splattering of her seed on the ground loud enough for Jaden to hear even with his head buried in her ass. He felt her hole relax, almost expelling him, and he pulled back–only for Belxis to rip the strongest, loudest fart in his face he’d ever experienced, the cloud of it making him cough and sputter. His disorientation gave Belxis the chance–and the privacy–to rezip the back of her corset. She left Jaden on his knees, coughing from the gagging succubus’s fart, and took a seat on the rock formations that Jaden wasn’t sure was there a few moments ago.

Belxis crossed one leg over the other, letting her heavy genitals sit atop her thighs, and pointed to the puddle of her spilled seed.

“That’s for you, girl,” she told Jaden once he had stopped coughing. That word–girl–reminded Jaden of his new body, something he had somehow managed to forget during his anal servitude to the pale grey succubus.

Between remembering how his body had been changed and his latest act of debasement–among the many others he’d so far suffered at the hands of the succubi–he felt demoralized, barely registering resistance as he shambled over to the puddle of Belxis’s cum. He started to lick it up, the cigarette-coffee-weed smell of it stronger than ever, making it hard to even swallow the smallest bit of it. But he could feel Belxis watching him and so Jaden didn’t slow his licking nor even think about asking for mercy, resigning himself to cleaning the floor of every last drop… a floor which, he noticed, tasted more like stone and dirt than the wood floor of his bedroom. He idly wondered where the succubi had taken him and if there was any hint of his old room to be found in this odd space.

It took an agonizingly long time, but eventually Jaden managed to clean enough of Belxis for the succubus to snap her fingers three times, Jaden reading the significance in her gesture.

“That’s enough,” Belxis said.

Jaden went to turn back to the succubus.

“No, you can stay there,” she said instead. He heard her stand. “I have something for you.”

The tails of the bullwhip fell hot on Jaden’s ass, each like a long, nasty little tongue that striped his belled, hourglass bottom. He gasped and couldn’t catch his breath before Belxis whipped him again, going slow at first as if getting her aim down before she started to speed up. Soon there was a real rhythmic sound going–whap! whap! whap!–and Jaden didn’t feel so much pain as he felt the startling blows that seemed to heat him from inside, curiously making that pussy of his–oh god, why did he have to have a pussy?–gush and drip perversely.

“Look at you, dripping,” said Belxis as she brought the bullwhip down again, right down the center of Jaden’s ass. “Maybe you’re a pain slut deep down, girl, maybe you want nothing more than to feel the lash of the whip and the smack of the crop…”

Jaden yelped as Belxis struck him hard, the start of tears in his eyes.

“That’s right, that’s exactly who you are,” Belxis said, her next strikes just as hard, if not harder. “A miserable pain slut, a pathetic human who maybe even knew what ‘she’ was doing when ‘she’ read from that book.”

The tears welled further in Jaden’s eyes and he felt one run down his cheek; it was hot and salty. He sniffled, and the wet sound of his crying stoked some dark fire within Belxis. Her whipping became even harder, focusing on just one cheek at a time until Jaden’s tears bubbled over. His single tear became many and soon after he was sobbing, unable to stop his blubbering cries while Belxis worked his ass without seeming to even break a sweat. The sound of the bullwhip hitting his ass was in perfect, inhuman rhythm, and Jaden–having thought he might be able to outlast the torment–slowly realized there was nothing he could do but continue to cry and then wail and then bury his face in the stone of licked-up succubus semen, giving himself over to Belxis even as he felt the space between his legs and warmer and wetter.

Jaden almost didn’t realize it when Belxis had stopped, having zoned out enough to even tune out the sound of the bullwhip. He only knew when the succubus put her hand on his inflamed ass cheek, patting it like one would pat a pleasant cut of meat.

“Dry your eyes, girl,” Belxis said with mock empathy. “We aren’t done with you yet.”

Jaden lifted his head and then saw the strange rock formations were gone and, in a dream-like logic, they were back in the center of his room. Zella and Nephamor were no longer perched on their respective resting beds and were standing eagerly around Jaden with renewed vigor–and ominously eager erections.

“So, I can help you?” asked Jaden pathetically, a begging look in his eyes. “Can I help spread the tome? Can I help you find more, more… uh…” Jaden didn’t know what to call those who might one day find themselves in Jaden’s position. Victims? Prisoners? You-get-what-you-deservers?

"You're helping plenty already," said Belxis.

"You've been very, very helpful," agreed Nephamor, turning from side to side to pop the small bones in her back.

"Oh yes," said Zella, already touching herself through her flowy dress, going for her perky nipples and the sleeping snake of her cock.

Jaden looked from succubus to succubus to succubus, swallowing hard. He felt like a lamb brought to slaughter, his body exposed and his skin searing hot. He wiped a bead of sweat off his forehead.

"What do you mean?" he squeaked out in a poor last attempt to ward off the succubi.

Belxis, still situated being Jaden, patted his ass again. "You know what we mean, girl," she said, emphasizing that last word with dripping acid.

As Jaden turned over his shoulder to look at Belxis, he saw her looking at the other succubi with smirking glances as she ran her black tongue up against one of her sharp fangs. He shuddered and started to crawl backwards, away from the trio. They slowly approached, taking measured steps and Jaden stumbled, losing his balance. When he looked up again they were much closer, just inches away, their cocks out and ready to play…

In a bolt of panic, Jaden bumbled onto his hands and knees and began crawling away, as fast as he could. He felt his body jiggling obscenely, whatever cum from Nephamor and Belxis sloshing around in his belly. He padded towards where he thought his door should be, only seeing darkness, and felt his lungs sting as he took deep, heaving breaths. He felt hands grasp his waist, but he still helplessly tried to crawl away, wriggling in the grasp of whichever succubus was directly behind him now.

“Please please please please please,” he begged, words coming out in a ramble.

“Deep breaths sweetie,” he heard Nephamor say before he felt the warmth of her cock between his ass cheeks. Strong fingers rubbed down his crack, massaging the rim of his hole in needy, teasing circles. Then without much more fanfare, he felt the succubus push her swollen cockhead against him. It was slick and hard enough to sink into his tight asshole, and although Jaden writhed wildly from the humiliating discomfort of it all, Nephamor would not be deterred, pushing herself in deeper and deeper.

And, as she did, Zella approached Jaden from the front, the purple-hued succubus getting down on her knees to waggle her cock at Jaden’s face; there was a distant pang of relief that it was her in front of him and not the cruel, heartless Belxis. But Jaden soon remembered that despite Zella’s horny demeanor, she was still a succubus: She grabbed his chin in one hand and opened his lips with the other, using Jaden’s mouth like a cocksheath as she slid her smooth, fruit-and-flower fragrant length into him. Zella wasted no time plunging herself towards the back of Jaden’s throat. He gagged, and choked, and panicked, but just as with Nephamor, the succubus was not deterred, slotting herself deep into Jaden so that the head of her was down his throat. His breaths came out in ragged inhales and exhales through his nostrils, the puffs of air seeming to tickle Zella’s shaft and make the fauxhawk-haired succubus hold back a giggle.

“Ohhhh that feels nice,” she said, wiggling her hips for a better fit down Jaden’s throat.

“Yeah, this end too,” said Nephamor, who was now down to the base of her cock; Jaden felt it buried inside like a hot, pulsing sword in the stone of his flesh, bewildered at how he could feel every beat of whatever passed through the succubus’s veins deep in his belly. The stretched out sensation made him curl his toes and clench his fists, while the overwhelming sight of Zella in front of him made it so that his world seemed to transform into nothing but a fragrant expanse of smooth purple skin and flowing white fabric.

The succubi pushed and pulled each other, using Jaden as a fuckdoll between them. The twin sensations of being suffocated and stuffed made it so he could barely focus on either one, a mix of pounding and gagging and jiggling and spanking and gripping left him feeling like his body wasn’t even his anymore–which in a way, with its feminine transformation, it wasn’t–and the only thing that kept him from totally losing himself in the moment was wondering where the most sadistic of the succubi was–and what she was planning for him.

Zella slower her mouth-fucking and pulled out of Jaden, the man gasping for air as the spit-wetted shaft slid past his lips. He lowered his head, grunting as Nephamor continued to drill his ass relentlessly, and when he looked up again his heart sank to see Belxis standing there, her smooth, slate gray cock pointed down at him like a weapon.

Then she brought it down across Jaden’s cheek, slapping him hard with its girth. Zella followed suit, slapping him from the other side, and the succubi cackled as they took turns smacking Jaden with their dicks. His face stung and his vision blurred, the pain of the dick slaps easily competing with that of the ass fucking he was getting from Nephamor.

“Oh hells, I’m getting close already,” hissed Nephamor, the leather and torn mesh of her outfit grinding against Jaden’s body with each heavy thrust.

“Save it, Neph,” snapped Belxis.

“I can't I’mmmm–”

Jaden felt the devil red succubus explode in his ass, the hot, gooey seed spackling his insides. He tried to worm away, desperate to expel the torrent of cum being released into him, but Nephamor held him tight, eager to pump every last thick, slimy drop deep, deep into Jaden’s ass. He felt her wild bush scrape against the cleft of his ass, the succubus grinding it hard as she continued spilling into him with a deep, guttural groan.

“Nephamor!” shouted Belxis as Zella held back a laugh. “We were supposed to do this together!”

Jaden’s arms gave out under him and he tumbled to the floor, landing on the pillow of his breasts. Nephamor fell over him, resting on the swell of his ass as she huffed and puffed.

“Sorry, sorry… fuck, that was nice,” she said,

Belxis grumbled. In a fit of frustration, she pushed Zella aside and rammed her dick down in Jaden’s mouth. Like the succubus herself, it tasted like bitter coffee and cigarettes, the taste alone enough to make Jaden gag. Belxis grabbed the back of his head and forced his nose all the way to her smooth mound, smushing it and making him smell her sweat and sex. Keeping one hand on his head, she moved the other to his throat and Jaden couldn’t believe it when she started to massage her cock through his throat, treating Jaden like a human fleshlight. Tears welled in his eyes and started to run down his cheeks, his head swimming with the need to breathe.

“H-hey!” said Zella. “You were the one who wanted us to do it together, Belx!”

Belxis stuck her tongue out at Zella. “Too bad! New game, last one to cum in ‘her’ loses!”

Nephamor gave a tired chuckle and Jaden saw Zella run around behind him. He felt the succubi tussle and heard them yell at each other.

“I’m not moving!” shouted Nephamor. “I’m cozy here!”

“Come ooooon! You already had a chance,” whined Zella.

The two seemed to be in a shoving match while Belxis rubbed Jaden’s throat in a frenzied, dehumanizing way, barely acknowledging that there was a person in front of her at all. Then suddenly his world spun and he felt he was falling, Belxis sliding out of his mouth and throat. He landed on his back and saw with horror that now his ass and legs were resting on top of Nephamor, who was still stuck up his ass, as Zella greedily pushed herself into Jaden’s pussy. The feeling of being penetrated by two of the succubi’s cocks at once made him squeal, a sound that was smothered into silence a few seconds later as Belxis shoved herself back down Jaden’s throat. This time though, she was straddling his face, her balls resting on the bridge of his nose and her ass just inches away from his eyes. She resumed her throat-stroking and let out an animal sound of joy.

“How are you ready to go again?!” yelled Zella and Jaden realized a moment later she was talking about Nephamor, who seemed to have gotten a second wind.

“Hey not my fault,” said Nephamor as she began drilling Jaden’s ass again with strained breaths. “Your cock pushed up against me!”

“Not faaaair,” whined Zella as she picked up her own pace, the twin cocks pumping into Jaden at alternating rhythms, making him feel a nonstop feeling of unbearable fullness.

Jaden must have disassociated from the hedonistic moment because the next thing he knew, he was feeling the warm, unceasing spill of succubus cum in his ass and pussy and down his throat, The cocks pulled out one by one and he was left in a sticky pool of the filth as it oozed out of his holes, each breath feeling like he was gasping through a throatful of salty, bitter mucus.

He lifted his head, having to fight the thick strands of cooling seed, and saw the three succubi were seated on thrones that hadn’t been there before, each throne the color of the succubus’s skin. They were cleaning themselves off with little towels, buffing their nails, and chatting with flushed looks of pleased exhaustion in their faces. They noticed Jaden was looking at them.

“She’s coming to,” said Zella with a wide grin.

“Cum-ing indeed,” quipped Nephamor.

“But she didn’t cum, did she?” asked Zella innocently.

“Uh, I wasn’t paying attention,” said Nephamor.

Belxis put an end to their quibbling: “It doesn’t matter. She’ll have plenty of time to cum in the netherworld.”

Jaden shot Belxis a panicked look. “But you said–”

“I didn’t say anything, girl,” spat Belxis. The other succubi snickered at the put down. “But I think you’re far too enjoyable a piece of meat to let go.”

“No… no!” shouted Jaden.

Belxis snapped her dark gray fingers and Jaden suddenly found himself in a steel cage, still covered in sticky semen. Only now, there were tight, steel cuffs on his wrists and ankles, along with a snug collar with a heavy O-ring hanging from the front of it. He saw that there were chains connecting his cuffs and collar to attachment points in all four corners of the cage as well as its front. Belxis snapped her fingers again and slowly the chains pulled Jaden’s limbs into a spread eagle position, his neck and head pulled towards one side of the cage so that his face was pressed up against the bars.

“You’re going to have so, so much fun in the netherworld,” taunted Belxis.

As Jaden started to sob, he saw the succubi stroking themselves, getting ready to go again.




THE END
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In Gynos, male trespassers will be tamed–and only tamed, if they’re lucky.




Virfortis is a brutal patriarchy, with an economy built off the backs of female slaves. But after a calamitous storm, Virfortis loses many of its prized slaves and the Golden Rooster Company, a band of mercenaries who locate villages with human livestock, must venture into the mysterious nation of Gynos to replenish Virfortis’s slaves.
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The Ritual of Emptying is about to begin. May Goddess help the males forced to witness it.




The world has changed. No longer do men enjoy power and privilege now that they have been subjugated by the merciless Ascendatrixes. Instead males have been forced into the service of their mysterious alien masters with no choice but to constantly debase themselves in hopes of winning favor and warding off the cruel punishments the Ascendatrixes have concocted for their slaves...
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For a sultry tale at a futa gloryhole...
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You can't suck just one. Deep in the city lies the Peacock Club, a nightlife hotspot exclusively for futanaris—beautiful women packing serious bulges. No men are allowed... at least not in the front of the club. At the back of the Peacock are secret "Suck Stations", where men can get on their knees and get to pleasing. When alpha jock Robert's curiosity gets the better of him, he'll go to the gloryholes to see what all the futa fuss is about. But he's in for a night that will change his life forever...
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