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Chapter 1

 [image: ] 

Klemens’s insides trembled as slender fingers wrapped around his hard shaft. A knot tightened in his throat, the hair on his neck stood up, and his skin tingled with tension as if sweat wanted to break out, though not a drop flowed. The bathroom air hung heavy and steamy around them, permeated by the sweet scent of aloe and coconut—the cream waiting ready on the edge of the sink.

Estefania shot him an annoyed look, her honey-colored eyes flashing impatiently beneath thick lashes.

“If you don’t move, we’ll be done sooner,” she scolded, her curved lips twisting slightly. “And please—you said you trust me, so calm down, okay? You’re acting like I’m about to cut everything off.”

The buzzing of the trimmer roared in Klemens’s ears like a threatening hum as Estefania skillfully glided it over his scrotum. The vibrations of the device sent small shivers through his lower body. He had agreed to let her trim his pubic hair, with the promise that without it she could do even wilder, more pleasurable things. Now doubts plagued him, though she hadn’t hurt him so far. His gaze nervously darted between her concentrated face and the threatening-looking trimmer.

“Can’t you use magic?” he mumbled, his member twitching in her palm, enlivened by initially pleasant touches and kept stiff by a hint of her magic. A warm tingling enveloped his shaft, like an invisible cocoon of desire and longing. Klemens was convinced that it would actually be twitching with fear and wouldn’t stay hard without Estefania’s little “tricks.” But according to her, it made her work easier.

“No, not really,” she answered, while carefully guiding the blades along the back of his erection. Her fingers moved with surgical precision. “I’m not that powerful—altering someone else’s body is much harder than changing my own. Besides, I enjoy hands-on activities.”

“But they’re just hairs.”

“Yes, just hairs, but right now trimmers and wax are better options than my powers. So stop fidgeting, I’m almost done.” Her voice had that familiar tone that brooked no argument, yet was still carried by an underlying smile.

He flinched at the mention of wax. The few strips she had used so far had been more than a little painful, though her powers eased the discomfort. The ripping and pulling had left a strange mixture of pain and relief.

Yet even in his panic, Klemens could see the fruits of her efforts—his pubic hair was gradually being trimmed away, revealing bare skin that looked pale and vulnerable in the bathroom light. The wax strips she had applied initially effectively removed the stubble, though she couldn’t proceed too hastily.

She brought out scissors and removed some stubborn hair roots on his testicles. The cold metal made him flinch, but her warm fingers held him gently. She applied more wax strips, which made him groan in pain as he did his best not to cry out like a wimp. His knuckles turned white as he clung to the edge of the stool.

Finally, she set aside her torture instruments, rubbed cream into her palm—the scent intensified—and gave him a few enticing, twisting strokes around his shaft while kneading his testicles and massaging the balm into his genitals. The cream was initially cooling, then a pleasant warmth spread.

Any discomfort instantly vanished, and he let out a few excited breaths before Estefania released his genitals, only to rinse his length with a cup of water. It splashed into the bowl she had placed under his crotch as he leaned backward on a small stool, collecting hair and everything else. The water was surprisingly warm, not the cold shock he had feared.

His member stood up shiny, clean, and completely smooth. Honestly, he thought it looked great—bigger, cleaner, somehow more dignified. The skin gleamed slightly from the cream she had massaged in.

“Wow... that really looks good,” he admitted, admiring his own penis. He turned slightly to view it from all angles.

Estefania leaned back and grinned confidently, her eyes shining with pride at her accomplished work.

“I told you that you could trust me,” she claimed smugly, brushing a chestnut-brown strand of hair from her face. “And now look at you... looking quite impressive, brother dear.”

He rolled his eyes but couldn’t suppress a small smile.

“You’re never going to stop that, are you?” The allusion to their new family connection while she examined his naked body seemed to amuse her particularly.

“I thought you would have figured that out by now,” she answered teasingly, as her eyes wandered over his erection before looking up at him. The light reflected in her pupils, which dilated slightly. “You know... it would be a waste to let you go soft now.”

Klemens couldn’t help a thin smile as she made the suggestion, his cock twitching expectantly as if it had a mind of its own.

“What do you have in mind?” His voice sounded rougher than intended.

“Well, considering what I shaved your crotch for, I think I should offer a... demonstration...” Her voice grew deeper, more sensual, as she almost sang the last word.

She got down on all fours and pushed the bowl aside, the water sloshing slightly. She gently spread Klemens’s legs wider so she could bring her head close to his genitals. Her palms stroked over his thighs, leaving goosebumps.

“We’ll make it quick, we still need to go shopping for Mom and Dad today.” The banality of her words stood in stark contrast to her position between his legs.

“Yeah, yeah, I haven’t forgotten. But how quickly this goes is entirely up to you, Estefania,” he remarked with a small grin that radiated more self-confidence than he actually felt.

Her smile turned devilish and dangerous, making Klemens nervous again. A slight glow seemed to flicker in her eyes, but disappeared so quickly that he wondered if he had imagined it.

“Oh, it will be quick...” she said... and then opened her mouth to release her tongue, which slithered out much further than any human tongue ever could. Inch by inch it unrolled over her lips, bending in the air like a tentacle on its way to his member.

The tip of her tongue first brushed against his testicles, slowly wrapping around his scrotum and giving the balls inside a gentle squeeze. The texture was unlike anything he’d ever felt before – smooth yet rough at the same time, wet and warm, with a pulsating energy that seemed to flow through the muscle.

The muscle continued to wind, slithering around his base and slowly up his shaft, like a living, hungry creature.

“Holy shit,” Klemens exclaimed, finding no other words to express his feelings at the sight... and the sensation, a small gasp escaping him as inches of wet, slippery tongue rubbed against his cock and balls in spiral, gliding movements. The contrast between his freshly shaved, sensitive skin and her moist, supple tongue intensified every sensation many times over.

Her lips curled into a devilish smile, and with a small, open-mouthed laugh she began to work, as the tip of her tongue brushed over his glans and slid up the sloped side to press against the opening. She began to caress his cock with her muscle, tightening and loosening the coils of her tongue and coating his shaft with her saliva. He could even hear it, a lustful sound of soft smacking and subtle squishing that echoed in the quiet bathroom, only heightening his arousal.

The tip of her tongue rubbed against his glans and caught every drop of pre-cum that seeped from his tip before it even had a chance to roll down his shaft. The sensation was so intense that he involuntarily raised his hips.

All the while, his testicles were being massaged by the inches of tongue wrapped around them, gently tossed back and forth in their sack. A slight pulling and pressing that radiated directly into his lower abdomen and sent waves of pleasure through his body.

The movements became more unpredictable, slippery flesh swirling and rubbing in all directions, yet her lips never touched his shaft or his balls. They remained at a distance, formed into an arrogant smile – Estefania knew exactly that she had triumphed. Her gaze bored into him, devouring his every reaction while her tongue played its own game.

Not that Klemens particularly minded, although the truly bizarre nature of what she was performing still overwhelmed him. His mind wavered between shock, desire, and fascination.

Her tongue had unfolded to a length that rivaled real snakes, with the dexterity of tentacles. And she was working him with it. Every movement was precise, every pressure exactly measured, as if she knew every nerve that gave him pleasure.

No wonder he already felt himself approaching a peak, his palms pressing firmly against the tiled floor of the bathroom, his toes cramping with tension.

“Damn, I’m about to come...” he warned, as more pre-cum beaded from his tip, quickly absorbed by her tirelessly caressing tongue. His voice sounded strange in his own ears, rough and desperate.

She chuckled softly, confident in her skills and eager to see him fire his load... and as Klemens saw how the length of her tongue began to shimmer faintly, a gentle pulsation that seemed to harmonize with his own heartbeat, and as he felt a familiar pull in his groin and his core, and the intoxicating pleasure that followed, he knew it would definitely happen quickly. Moans escaped him, then hoarse gasps as her tongue moved faster, twisted, caressed, pressed or spread its coils.

She performed every unpredictable technique that Estefania could accomplish with her entwined tongue... and it was more than enough for Klemens. He groaned somewhat more roughly as she squeezed his seed from his cock, white strands of semen spurting onto the muscle and the floor beneath. None of it landed on her face, even with the height of the fountains thanks to the completely alien stimulation and the slight energy extraction. His body trembled under the force of his climax, every muscle tensing and then relaxing again.

Klemens watched as the stream of shimmer that faintly circled around her tongue seeped into her mouth before fading as she released his cock. The last hint of energy followed the tip of her tongue as it snapped back into her mouth, like a vacuum cleaner sucking up the final remnants. As if resetting her jaw and tongue, she clicked her lips and licked them greedily before grinning at him. Her eyes seemed to glow more intensely for a moment, satiated by the flow of energy.

“I told you it would be quick...” she teased, her voice velvety and satisfied.

Klemens snorted softly as he recovered from this climax; it wasn’t the most intense she had led him to, but this... “tongue job”? It was something extraordinary. The aftereffects still left his legs trembling slightly.

“Seems like you were right... it was worth you holding blades to my cock,” he admitted, a crooked grin playing on his lips.

“Of course it was... Now get ready, we need to go shopping,” she informed him as she stood up, grabbed a nearby sponge and threw it on the floor, moving it with her foot and wiping up Klemens’ semen. The switch from supernatural seductress to everyday stepsister was so abrupt that it almost seemed comical.

He got up and found his pants, put them on and pushed aside the stool he had just been sitting on. The fabric of his underwear felt strange against his now hairless skin, a new, not unpleasant sensation. Estefania picked up the sponge and placed it in the sink, letting warm water flow through it... and some magic, to extract his semen, feeding on the essence contained within. A faint glow surrounded her fingertips as she wrung out the sponge.

His mind was still somehow processing the situation, the surreal fact that he had been driven to climax by a grasping, tentacle-like tongue, and now both were casually cleaning up because they had to go shopping. The gap between the supernatural and the everyday was sometimes hard to grasp.

He felt like he should be much more confused about it than he was... but the surreality was tempered by the mundane. As if it were the most natural thing in the world that his stepsister possessed a demonic tongue with which she could pleasure him.

He got dressed and followed Estefania out of the bathroom, his groin feeling somewhat strange, especially now that he had no hair. Each step brought new friction and new sensations.

“Come on, let’s call a taxi,” she said, arranging her hair with a casual gesture.

“Yeah, sure,” he replied, though despite this exchange being so normal, he couldn’t help staring at her backside and imagining it without the short, tight knee-length shorts she was currently wearing, that curvaceous rear in all its glory. The memory of past encounters made his freshly shaved groin tingle slightly again.

He had to suppress the memories to prevent his cock from awakening again, an inconvenience when going out in public. He took a deep breath and focused on mundane thoughts.

They gathered their things – wallets and shopping bags – and called the taxi. The phone conversation was so ordinary that it seemed almost surreal after what had just happened.

Klemens belatedly realized that this was the first time they were doing something normal together since they had met. And without that atmosphere of discomfort and distance between them. Perhaps it was progress – albeit a strange one.

Though things weren’t exactly normal either way. Normal had ceased to exist since Estefania had entered his life.


Chapter 2
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The taxi ride lasted only a few minutes before they entered the busy main pedestrian area of the suburb. Saturday afternoon meant peak hours. Families strolled by, couples sat outside cafés, dog owners walked their four-legged friends – a vibrant mosaic of weekend routine surrounded them.

An ordinary day. Klemens might have forgotten who was walking beside him if it weren’t for the way gazes lingered on Estefania. Her black skinny jeans and cream-colored crop top that revealed a strip of her flat stomach weren’t different from what other girls wore. Yet on her body, the fabrics looked like a second skin. Even women turned their heads, and Klemens noticed the sullen expressions of some girlfriends whose partners suddenly forgot where they were heading.

A mixture of pride and discomfort crept into his chest. Without doubt, the men around them envied him.

Yet the attention remained superficial – brief glances, then eyes moved on. Some words were exchanged, but no more than for any striking beauty. Most quickly returned to their own business, as if Estefania’s supernatural aura had natural limits in public. Klemens forced himself to focus on their destination to avoid being distracted by the hypnotic sway of her hips.

“Why did we come here? Why not go directly to the supermarket?” he asked, struggling to keep his gaze at eye level.

“Mom wants me to get some things from the local boutique. Besides, I thought we could have coffee first,” she replied, giving him a small smile that made his knees weak.

He tried not to look embarrassed. Not out here – not with the heat rising to his cheeks with each of her smiles.

“We’re not a couple, you know,” he muttered, as if that could dissolve the electric tension between them.

“Aren’t siblings allowed to spend time together? Besides, I love good café coffee.” Her voice carried that playful note that always hinted at deeper meanings.

“That’s understandable, but what does your mother need from a boutique? She seems to handle all that pretty well herself.” He tried to steer the conversation into safer territory.

“Oh Klemens, a lady doesn’t reveal all her secrets,” she teased with a soft laugh that ran through his veins like melted honey. “Come on, let’s get this done quickly so you don’t have to suffer among women’s things for too long.”

“I’m not that uptight.” The lie came automatically, while his body proved the opposite.

Nevertheless, he felt uncomfortable when he saw where they were heading. He couldn’t quite make out the name – the sign displayed in ornate calligraphy – but the store had a completely glass front with mannequins showcasing exclusive women’s fashion. Elegant, expensive, and decidedly feminine.

Was it the most upscale store in the area? No, but expensive enough and presented as if at least the local upper class shopped here – a place where each item cost more than his monthly allowance.

He, in his navy blue chinos and beige t-shirt, looked as out of place as a bear in a ballet studio.

He followed Estefania inside. His stepsister moved with such self-assurance that she could have been mistaken for the manager. The young woman behind the counter knew her, at least – her face immediately lit up.

“Estefania, hello! Lovely to see you again,” she greeted her warmly. Probably not older than Estefania, but with a more “professional” demeanor. Similar clothing, but in muted colors with less exposed skin, a name tag reading “Charlotte” and blonde hair tied in a tight ponytail. She seemed alert, helpful, as one would expect from a saleswoman. Klemens spotted only one other employee – a similarly dressed older woman helping a middle-aged customer with expensive handbags.

“Nice to see you, Charlotte. Do you have bottles of Night’s Essence in stock?” Estefania’s voice sounded businesslike, but with a hint of familiarity.

Night’s Essence? That sounded like a potion from a fantasy game or an overpriced perfume that smelled of moonlight and mysteries.

“Yes, we received a fresh shipment last week,” Charlotte answered with a smile of professional friendliness. “The usual amount?”

“One extra this time,” said Estefania with a barely noticeable sidelong glance at Klemens. “Oh, and that French rose oil, if you have any.”

“I believe we still have some in stock, let me check.” Charlotte disappeared through a discreet door in the back area.

Charlotte moved away from the counter and went to look for the products. Estefania hummed quietly to herself while waiting. Klemens found it hard to ignore – a sweet, enchanting melody for something so casual, as if she were intoning a forgotten aria from long-past times.

Charlotte returned with several cardboard boxes, neatly packaged and adorned with elegant labels – expensive-looking cardboard, but cardboard nonetheless.

“Here you go,” she said with a smile. “And we’ll send the bill to your mother as usual, right?” Her eyes darted briefly to Klemens, curious but discreet.

“That works for me,” Estefania agreed and took the boxes with an ease as if they were light as feathers. “Thank you again, Charlotte.”

“It’s always our pleasure to work with you and Candela.” Charlotte then looked at Klemens and back to Estefania, a knowing smile flitting across her face. “I assume this is Klemens, your stepbrother?”

“Yes, that’s him,” confirmed Estefania with a hint of pride in her voice.

"You tell others about me?" he interjected, surprised and slightly disturbed by the thought of being a topic of conversation.

"It's not every day that I get a stepbrother, you know. There's this thing called social interaction, Klemens, where people talk about interesting events that have happened to them," Estefania countered with a playful gleam in her eyes.

He wanted to respond but held his words back. She had a point, even if it unsettled him that she found him "interesting."

"Well, it's nice to see that you two are getting along," said Charlotte with a smile that seemed to know more than she let on. "Have a wonderful day, you two."

Charlotte turned away and called out a cheerful "Hello!" as she saw the next customer enter—the end of this encounter.

"Come on, let's get that coffee," said Estefania as she left the store. Klemens followed her like a planet in her orbit. "She's lovely, don't you think?" Her voice carried that familiar, teasing undertone.

"I suppose so," Klemens admitted, trying not to look back too obviously at the boutique.

"You know, I could try to arrange something between you two. I think that would be amusing..." She winked at him—a gesture that always seemed dangerous coming from her.

"What, are you a matchmaker now?" He tried for a neutral tone, but the idea made his pulse quicken.

"Occasionally," she said with a grin that revealed her perfect teeth. "Among the many myths about us, we're known as home-wreckers... not entirely unfounded in the past, but these days we 'spread the love,' so to speak." Her fingers formed quotation marks in the air.

"Are you sure you should be talking about such things in public?" Klemens asked in a hushed voice, his gaze nervously darting around.

"Don't worry too much, most people don't listen in a crowd. But you're right—I'd better explain the explicit details in private." Her hand briefly brushed his arm, a touch as fleeting as a butterfly's wing but as electric as a lightning strike.

They found a café and ordered cappuccinos. While waiting, Klemens leaned closer, drawn by the intimacy of the moment.

"Were you serious? About setting me up with that girl, Charlotte?" His voice was barely above a whisper.

She gave him a sly, mischievous look, her eyes gleaming like amber in the sunlight.

"Would you like that...?" she asked teasingly, her tongue briefly gliding across her upper lip.

Klemens leaned back with an astonished expression, his heart hammering against his ribs.

"You seriously think I'd be okay with a one-night stand arranged by my stepsister?" he replied quietly, the words sounding hypocritical even to his own ears.

"Why not? It would be enjoyable... perhaps I could even participate." Her voice was a velvety purr that penetrated his skin straight to the marrow.

"You're insane." And yet he couldn't deny that the idea was taking root in his mind.

She shrugged with a small giggle, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

"It's your decision, brother dear. The offer remains open..." Her tone left no doubt that she meant it.

He let out an exhausted sound and shook his head, as if he could dispel the images forming in his mind. The waiter brought their coffees, and when he was gone again, Klemens sighed and tried to steer the conversation away from arranged threesomes.

Admittedly, it was tempting, but it was already crazy enough that he was sleeping with his stepsister, who happened to be a demonic nymphomaniac from hell—a fact he constantly had to remind himself of when her smile made him forget who and what she really was.

He shook his head again, as if he could physically shake off the thoughts.

"Let's not talk about sex in public, okay?" His voice sounded rough, even to his own ears.

"No problem," she agreed, her expression innocent, though her eyes betrayed her. "Although we don't have much else to discuss. Perhaps you could tell me something fascinating..."

She leaned forward, elbows on the table, fingers intertwined, her chin resting on them—a pose that gently pressed her breasts against the edge of the table and emphasized her décolletage.

"I really don't have anything fascinating to tell," he mumbled, desperately struggling to keep his gaze on her face. "My life isn't exactly exciting."

"Don't you have any plans for the future?" Her question sounded genuinely interested, as if she actually wanted to learn more about him.

He hesitated for a moment, surprised by her seemingly genuine interest.

"Well, not much, except to study at some point. Not sure exactly what, maybe something with natural sciences? I had good grades in school." He shrugged, suddenly aware of how ordinary his ambitions sounded.

"Literature," she interjected, her eyes lighting up.

"What?" He blinked in surprise.

"I would study literature," she clarified, and for the first time, she sounded almost... human in her enthusiasm. "Mother works as a secretary, but she practically runs the company now. As for me—I've always been good with books. I think I could do something in that direction, when the time comes."

Estefania didn't strike Klemens as the "bookworm type," but appearances could be deceiving, as he now knew all too well. It was strange to see her like this—not as a seductress, but as a young woman with dreams of her own.

“Maybe you could become a literature professor,” he suggested, surprised by his own interest. “I’m sure you could make a living from it.”

She could also live off her charm and cunning. She seemed to be doing that already, but perhaps they liked having an area of life that wasn’t just about sex... as obsessed with it as they appeared to be. The thought that there was actual depth beneath her seductive facade was both surprising and reassuring.

“Possibly. But that’s in the future, and I don’t usually think too far ahead. Just enough for some plans. I prefer to focus on the here and now.” Her eyes fixed on him with an intensity that made his mouth go dry.

“Yes, I’ve noticed that,” he replied, reaching for his cappuccino, grateful for the opportunity to occupy his hands.

“Oh really...?” she purred with a voice that promised danger. Suddenly her foot glided smoothly upward under the table, slowly stroking along his thigh, the touch through his pants like liquid fire. He almost choked on his drink, coughing and struggling to maintain composure while giving her a reproachful look that lost all credibility due to his flushed cheeks.

“Not here,” he muttered hoarsely, his voice betraying him.

She laughed softly, withdrew her foot, and left the echo of her touch burning on his skin.

“Oh, Klemens, you should learn to relax.” Her words sounded like a challenge he couldn’t accept—at least not in this place.

“Relax?” he repeated, wavering between disbelief and barely concealed longing.

He was about to respond when a figure approached their table. Blue jeans, white sneakers, a gray tank top that hung casually over his upper body, and a silver chain—the embodiment of calculated coolness.

Messy brown hair, blue eyes, and a self-satisfied expression. Superficially attractive, but with the aura of a show-off. His attention was entirely focused on Estefania; he barely spared Klemens a glance before putting on a smile that paled in comparison to Estefania’s natural allure.

“Hey,” he greeted her, leaning casually to one side, shoulders raised, hands in pockets. A "cool guy" posture that seemed almost ridiculous next to Estefania’s genuine presence.

This didn’t bode well. A strange mixture of jealousy and relief flowed through Klemens. If Estefania went for him, then so be it. She had made their relationship clear from the beginning, and he had accepted it. Easier to handle if this guy might be nothing more than a meal for Estefania. Literally. The thought sparked a dark satisfaction within him.

Surprisingly, Estefania returned his smile with only a thin one of her own, seeming disinterested from the start, but remaining polite—a ruler receiving a petitioner.

“How can I help you?” she asked, her voice as cool as winter air.

“Thought you might like a coffee, on the house,” he said with a confidence that wasn’t appropriate for the situation.

Klemens wondered why this guy assumed he wasn’t Estefania’s boyfriend or something similar. He seemed pretty confident as he came over—as if he had a right to her attention.

“I already have something to drink, thank you,” Estefania replied. Polite but distant, she made no effort to nurture any hopes this guy might have. “I’m trying to have a quiet conversation with my stepbrother.” Her hand slid across the table, not quite touching Klemens’ hand but coming close enough to suggest a connection.

“Stepbrother?” the guy echoed, and Klemens heard the sudden enthusiasm in his voice. Perhaps he was simply captivated by Estefania’s attraction and hadn’t held much hope, but now that he knew Klemens wasn’t a lover, he wanted to seize his chance. “Didn’t know you had a stepbrother, Estefania.” His voice carried a familiarity that made the hair on Klemens’ neck stand up.

“You know her name?” Klemens interjected, a trace of territoriality in his voice that surprised even himself. The guy turned and examined Klemens with poorly concealed aversion. Mild, but still dislike—like a dog trying to drive another animal away from its territory.

“Everyone around here knows her, man. You should know that,” the guy said, as if Klemens were an idiot who missed the obvious.

Klemens knew he shouldn’t let himself be provoked, but he disliked being treated like an idiot, and he already had a sharp response ready, the words forming on his tongue.

But Estefania answered first, her voice like a silken whip.

“He only moved here a few weeks ago, he doesn’t know his way around yet,” she said, her voice somewhat less frosty than before, one hand protectively near Klemens’ arm. “I wouldn’t blame you for not knowing everything about a place where you’ve only lived for about a month.” Her words were polite, but the undertone was unmistakable.

The guy’s gaze briefly shifted to the side, obviously recognizing his tactical error. His shoulders relaxed as if trying to salvage the situation.

“Sorry, was just surprised he doesn’t know how well-known you are around here,” he said, his smile now somewhat more forced. “I’m Quinton, by the way.” He extended his hand, not to Klemens but to Estefania, as if this were a formal introduction.

“Well, Quinton, normally I’d love to chat, but right now I’d rather talk to my brother.”

Klemens expected Quinton "the jerk" to give up and disappear now. A naive hope, as it turned out.

Instead, Quinton's features hardened, his eyebrows drawing together as if he'd been personally offended.

“He's your stepbrother, you can talk to him anytime,” Quinton remarked with an undertone that made the hair on Klemens' neck stand up. “I only have a few days off besides weekends. No better opportunity than now to get to know each other.”

He tried to revive his charm, but his smile looked as forced as an ill-fitting mask. Klemens was speechless; this was exactly the toxic masculinity nonsense he'd only read about online—this absurd sense of entitlement, this complete inability to accept a simple no. He never thought he'd witness something like this live, let alone find himself at the center of such an incident.

“Too bad about your time, but I really would prefer to speak with my stepbrother right now, thank you,” Estefania repeated with significantly more emphasis, her voice cool as steel beneath a thin layer of politeness.

By now they were attracting attention, other café patrons turning their heads, interrupting their conversations to follow the spectacle. Klemens suppressed the urge to bury his face in his hands, fearing it would only make the situation worse.

Not that he needed to do anything to achieve that.

Quinton pulled his hands from his pockets and gestured in frustration, his fingers splaying like claws.

“What, are you fucking him or something?” he blurted out, the words shooting through the room like a poisoned arrow.

Klemens flinched, his heart skipping a beat. For a terrible moment, he fought against the panic that they had been exposed, their forbidden relationship laid bare. Then realization dawned—this was just an asshole throwing words around because he was angry. A reflexive attack, not a genuine accusation.

At that moment, Estefania seemed to lose her composure. Her polite expression dissolved like sugar in hot coffee, giving way to pure anger. She rose with a fluid motion to confront Quinton, arms crossed over her voluptuous chest, her eyes dangerously narrowed.

“You should leave before the staff throws you out,” she warned, each word as precise as a scalpel cut.

Quinton gritted his teeth, his jaw muscles standing out like taut ropes. He pointed angrily at Estefania, his index finger trembling with suppressed rage.

“I just wanted to buy you a coffee and talk, bitch, why is that so hard?!”

“Not. Interested. Go away,” Estefania made unmistakably clear, each syllable like a hammer blow.

That pushed Quinton over the edge. His eyes narrowed to slits, the carotid artery visibly pulsing, he almost looked like he was about to strike, his hand balled into a fist. Then the staff intervened, a man in a black vest inserting himself between them.

“Sir, I must ask you to leave the premises, or we will call the police,” the manager warned in a calm but unyielding voice.

All eyes were on the confrontation, the air in the café seemed to vibrate with tension. Klemens wanted nothing more than to sink into the ground, his face burning with shame. At the same time, he felt pathetic for not standing up for Estefania, instead sitting paralyzed, unable to move even a muscle.

Quinton finally got the message and let out a quiet, angry "tch," like an irritated animal.

“Enjoy your coffee with your wimp of a stepbrother, bitch,” he muttered and stomped away, insulting the manager with a hissing curse on his way out. Afterward, everyday life resumed, conversations started up again as if someone had released a pause button.

Estefania rolled her eyes and sat back down, her movements tense. She took a few quick, deep gulps of her drink, her knuckles white around the cup.

“I can't believe how damn quickly that escalated, good Lord,” said Klemens, not noticing the irony of his word choice in this company. “That went absurdly fast.” He leaned forward and lowered his voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “Was that some weird succubus aura thing or something?”

“No, that was just a sleazy jerk acting like a sleazy jerk,” Estefania said casually, though he could feel her irritation, like static electricity between them. “But you're right, he flipped out pretty quickly. Some guys just have issues.”

She took another sip of her cappuccino, and silence spread between them. The clinking of cups and the muffled murmur of other guests filled the pause between them. Klemens hung his head, his shoulders slumping forward.

“I'm sorry I didn't stand up for you,” he apologized shamefully, his voice barely more than a mumble.

Estefania shook her head, a chestnut-brown strand of hair falling across her face.

“Uh uh, I can and will stand up for myself,” she stated firmly, her eyes meeting his with unexpected intensity. “He lost his temper with me. Even if you were partly the trigger, I take responsibility for my own battles.”

“Still...” Klemens muttered, his gaze fixed on the half-empty cup.

“Still nothing. There may be times when I want or need your support, but only when it's appropriate. Otherwise, I handle my own problems. That doesn't mean you can't ask me for help, though.”

Klemens wasn't quite sure what to make of the fact that his stepsister-bedmate should be the one supporting him when things got dicey. The notion twisted the already complicated dynamics between them even further. But it was surprising to see how this normally casually seductive and cunning girl showed such maturity, a facet of her he rarely glimpsed.

“That sounds fair,” Klemens agreed, a weak smile flitting across his face. “I just don't want to appear cowardly.”

Klemens was surprised he had said that, since he was actually always conflict-averse, to the point where he casually referred to himself as a coward. Yet in her presence, he suddenly wanted to appear braver, stronger than he felt.

“It’s not cowardly to avoid confronting an idiot with too little brain and too much testosterone. It’s not worth it. Set clear boundaries and then do only what’s necessary.”

She took another quick sip of her drink, her lips leaving a delicate imprint on the rim of the cup, while Klemens slowly sipped his, feeling the bittersweet taste on his tongue. They exchanged no further words, Estefania drinking quickly, an underlying nervousness in her movements.

As soon as Klemens finished, however, she stood up, her movement abrupt and determined.

“Come with me,” she said with a certain decisiveness and restlessness, her voice deeper than usual, though the frustration didn’t seem directed at him.

“Okaaayy...” Klemens drawled, feeling that now wasn’t the time to ask questions. Something in her posture, in the way her fingers gripped the edge of the table, silenced him.

She paid for their cappuccinos and led him through the streets, her pace quick and purposeful, until they came to a public restroom. Estefania looked around, hesitated in front of the men’s block, her eyes searching for potential witnesses, then waved him in, her fingertips impatient.

“But this is the men’s restroom,” Klemens whispered nervously, his words barely audible.

“Nobody’s there, just go with it,” she hissed, desperation resonating in her tone.

Something had unsettled her, and he dared not provoke her further. Her behavior was strange, her normally iron self-control showing cracks.

That meant something.

They slipped inside, the biting scent of disinfectant rising to his nostrils, then she pulled him into a stall, her fingers digging into his wrist. Estefania locked the door and ran a glowing hand over the inner wall, a faint light following her fingertips like bioluminescent algae in the dark sea.

“What are you doing?” he wanted to know, only to see her turn around, reversing their positions and gently pressing him back against the door, her body suddenly there, much too close, her heat penetrating the thin fabric of their clothes.

“I need this right now,” she murmured and pushed her knee upward, pressing it with slow, circular movements against his groin. Klemens’s eyes widened, his breath dying in his throat.

“What are you doing—”

A finger on his lips silenced him, the touch like an electric spark on his skin.

“Please, Klemens. I’ll make it quick, I need to calm down.”

He didn’t understand how this could calm her down. It certainly wasn’t calming him. His heart thundered against his ribs as if trying to break free.

But he recognized the expression in her eyes, a wild desire, almost panicked. Her pupils had dilated, swallowing the brown of her iris. She seemed sincere, vulnerable in a way he rarely saw in her.

He sighed and gave in to the inevitable.

“Fine, but hurry up,” he grumbled hoarsely.

This time it wasn’t the directness of her desires that bothered him, but the setting. The bare walls, the worn-out toilet, the flickering neon light – everything screamed for haste and caution.

Nevertheless, she had cast some sort of spell, possibly one that would hide this little excursion from anyone who might burst in. Danger hung in the air, the forbidden, the risk of being caught, yet her kneading with her leg began to coax a certain hardness in his pants, his body betraying him, as it so often did in her presence.

She relaxed somewhat and now managed a smile, her lips soft and enticing.

“Thank you.”

She lowered her leg and then grabbed a handful of his manhood through his pants, her fingers enclosing him with practiced precision, which elicited a muffled groan from Klemens that bounced off the tiled walls.

Estefania began to massage gently, kneading his genitals and coaxing his cock to life with circular, pressing movements that knew exactly where to apply pressure.

Her other hand wandered up to cup his cheek, her fingertips cool against his heated skin, and she leaned forward for a tender kiss, her lips soft and yielding against his.

Her tongue slipped into his mouth, demanding and skilled, and a moan followed as he felt a familiar sensation, her sucking sent tantalizing tingles down his spine, like liquid heat flowing through his veins. It was subtle, Estefania only sipping lightly. She didn’t want to overwhelm him while they were still in public, just enough to blur the edges of his consciousness.

Her kneading hand achieved its goal, Klemens’s cock stiffened in his pants, throbbing against the constraining fabric, longing to be freed. He was relieved when Estefania pulled down his pants and underwear in one motion, until they dangled below his knees, the cool draft a shock against his heated skin. He shuddered, feeling somewhat exposed in a stall in the men’s restroom, the absurdity of the situation not lost on him, but he couldn’t voice any objections while caught in one of her exquisite kisses, which robbed him of breath and will to resist.

She grasped his cock again, her fingers closing gently and teasingly around his girth, giving him a few slow but luxurious, twisting strokes, pressing just enough that it felt like she was trying to milk him tenderly, each movement both torture and blessing.

Precum began to gather at his tip, welling forth like morning dew, and that seemed to be what she was after. Klemens felt her palm glide over his glans, flattening and swirling around his member, massaging the slick substance into his skin, awakening every nerve. Lubrication, thanks to his own arousal. It was nothing compared to proper lubricant, but it served its purpose for what she had in mind, an improvised moment of stolen pleasure.

She spent a good minute pumping and lubricating his shaft, her thumb occasionally brushing over the sensitive underside, before she let go of him, without ending the kiss, her lips still on his, her breath hot and moist.

For a few moments there was nothing on his cock, no stroking or caressing, just the agonizing anticipation... and then he felt her bare thighs enclose his member between their soft, yielding inner surfaces, velvety skin against his sensitive erection.

This elicited a sharp moan from him, somewhat sharper than the gentler sounds caused by her sucking kiss, a faint glow now visible at the lower edge of his field of vision, a supernatural radiance revealing that her demonic nature was rising to the surface.

Estefania let out a lustful sigh into Klemens’ mouth, the sound vibrating between them, she sank down slightly so that his penis was now trapped directly in the gap between her thighs and pressed against her dripping labia, the folds spreading to either side until he was nestled in her slit, enveloped by wet heat.

It was a different sensation. Similar to her breast massage, but also unique in its own way, more intense, more direct, her sex pulsing against his, a silent promise of deeper connection.

The fact that she could kiss him at the same time was one of the main differences. And it felt somewhat different when she finally began to roll her hips, letting her thighs glide back and forth along his member, her labia stroking the top of his shaft and moistening him with her arousal, which was slowly massaged into the sides and contributed to the overall lubrication, a wet gliding that made his nerve endings sing.

He could feel the difference in pressure from the various parts of her thighs, the softer insides, the firmer muscles beneath, and he could feel the occasional touches from the lowest parts of her buttocks when she leaned forward. Her vulva pressed against his member, first one side, then the other, the middle rolling over the top of his shaft thanks to the rocking motion of her rotating hips, pumping him, her spine undulating in a hypnotic wave-like movement.

More precum joined the existing lubrication, mixing with her own wetness into a slippery essence, and Estefania’s efforts were rewarded with powerful pulsations, a sign of his slowly building orgasm, gathering in his lower abdomen like an approaching storm.

Klemens didn’t want to just stand there like a sculpture. He reached around her and began exploring her body, one hand sliding up her back under her shirt, feeling the gentle depression of her spine, the other taking a handful of buttock, squeezing and kneading the plump flesh that fit perfectly into his palm.

He loved touching her. He loved exploring her body. Every curve and contour, every rise and dip. Her skin was so silky, and she was so warm, as if an inner fire burned beneath the surface. Addictive, like a drug his body craved.

As befitted a succubus, every aspect of her being seemed designed to seduce, to enchant, to enslave.

He felt her free arm wrap around his lower back and hold him tight, her fingernails digging slightly into his skin, while she kept her other hand on his face and didn’t break the kiss, her lips tirelessly exploring his.

A slight dizziness began to spread within him, like a warm fog that made his limbs heavy, nothing overwhelming, yet her small sips of his energy gradually added up, a sweet theft that only sharpened his senses further.

Fortunately, she knew they didn’t have all day to play in a toilet stall, and accelerated the pace, her movements becoming more urgent, more demanding.

Her thighs now glided faster along his member, a wet friction that drove him crazy, her movements brushing over his glans and intensifying the sensations flooding through him, every nerve on fire. He moaned as the pressure built inside him, a knot of heat and tension. He caressed her buttock, letting his fingers slide into the crevice and squeezed the flesh appreciatively, feeling her tremble under his touch.

It felt damn good, better than it should, better than it had any right to feel in such a place, in such a situation.

He tried to meet her tongue with his, a desperate dance for dominance, but she was a far more experienced kisser, and her tongue seemed to twist in ways no human could master – though it was impossible to say for certain... even though he knew she could extend this organ to obscene lengths, another supernatural gift she employed for his pleasure.

She moved faster, so much so that soft slapping sounds became audible. The fear of discovery crept up his back like icy water, an electric shudder of fear mixed with forbidden desire. Yet he didn’t try to stop the process now. He was so close... too close to turn back.

A surge of energy trembled upward from his core, a wave pulsing through every fiber of his body, accompanied by a brief rise in fatigue as his spiritual barriers fell with his climax like a house of cards. He moaned into her mouth, a muffled, desperate sound, while his hips jerked uncontrollably and he sprayed the toilet seat with his seed, warm drops on cold porcelain.

She herself let out a trembling moan, a sound somewhere between pleasure and triumph, and greedily sucked up his energy as the momentary surge continued and plunged his consciousness into a fog of lust and exhaustion.

His orgasm ebbed to a trickle, the last twitches subsided, and then Klemens stopped pulsing. Both slowed down, their movements sluggish as if underwater, until the kiss ended with gentle breaths between them, a final wisp of misty light curling over Estefania’s lower lip, shimmering like morning dew. She smacked her lips, licked them appreciatively, and then smiled warmly at her stepbrother, her eyes sparkling from the energy she had just absorbed.

“Thank you,” she breathed, her voice velvety and satisfied. “I needed that.”

“S-Sure,” he stammered, not yet fully recovered from this slight draining, his head buzzing as if after too much wine, but soon he felt his strength returning, if only a little, as if someone were slowly turning the light back on in a dark room.

His stepsister stepped back, and Klemens groaned as her thighs slid over his softening but sensitive member one last time, a sweet torture. She looked down and admired her work with undisguised satisfaction.

“I’d say you enjoyed it too...” she remarked sensually, with some of that cunning seduction returning that both fascinated and frightened him.

“Can’t claim I didn’t – that would be a lie,” Klemens admitted, his voice rough and more honest than intended. “Never been pleasured by girl thighs like that before.”

Estefania giggled, a melodious sound that echoed in the small space, and gave him a kiss on the cheek, her lips leaving a burning imprint on his skin.

“A sexual weapon indeed,” she breathed, while her hand hovered just above his most intimate area. A purple shimmer enveloped his flaccid member, a strange tingling flowing through his sensitive skin, as if thousands of tiny creatures were crawling over it. With a single gesture, he was nearly dry, only the faintest veil of moisture remaining as evidence of what had just transpired.

She turned around and repeated the process on the toilet seat, removing every trace of his pleasure with nonchalant grace. Swirling vapors caressed her wrist like tender snakes before disappearing into her skin, absorbing the fine energy signature of his seed—a supernatural act that sent a shiver down his spine.

“No one will ever know,” she assured him and pulled her pants over her hips with a casualness as if they hadn’t just broken every social convention.

It was strange how effortlessly she... operated. A reminder that she wasn’t human, but a creature beyond his world. And yet it was more than just practical, he had to admit.

“Let’s take care of what we came here for, and then go home.”

“Will you tell me what got you so aroused that you had to get handsy in a men’s bathroom?” Klemens inquired, his curiosity momentarily outweighing his embarrassment.

“At home,” Estefania replied in a tone that brooked no argument.

Klemens found that reasonable. A toilet stall was no place for such a conversation. He pulled up his pants, the fabric chafing uncomfortably against his oversensitized skin, and they stepped outside. For a moment, Estefania seemed to disperse like smoke in the wind.

Confused, Klemens looked around until she suddenly appeared from the left, as if she had never entered the restrooms. Her walk was relaxed and innocent.

“How did you...?” he stammered, bewildered.

“An illusion. I’ll tell you more about it when we get home,” she replied with a mysterious smile playing on her lips.

Klemens was only moderately satisfied with this, as curiosity and impatience bubbled inside him like water about to boil over. But if they completed their errands quickly, he would get answers sooner. This thought kept him going.

There was so much he still didn’t know about Estefania—deeply hidden secrets, supernatural abilities, the limits of her power. And despite the possible dangers of this knowledge, he really wanted to find out.


Chapter 3
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The rest of the afternoon passed uneventfully, without further hidden passions, and they reached their home in their parents’ absence. Nothing unusual about that, and Klemens even felt relief – finally he could talk to Estefania undisturbed. The silence of the house wrapped around them like an invitation to honest conversations.

After they had put away all the groceries, Klemens turned to Estefania in the kitchen and pressed his back against the refrigerator. The cold metal formed a strange contrast to the glow that still smoldered in his thoughts about their toilet adventure.

“So. Will you explain to me now why you had to drag me into a men’s restroom to extract a climax from me?” he asked with a raised eyebrow, his voice a mixture of curiosity and restrained desire.

Estefania settled at the table and propped her upper body on one elbow. The late daylight streamed through the kitchen windows and enveloped her figure in an amber glow.

“That guy, Quinton,” she began, her voice taking on a sharper tone. “He was a complete asshole. And I can’t just snap my fingers and make him hop around like a circus clown, not in public. He treated you and me abominably. I know he wanted between my legs, and had he been respectful, I might have considered the thought, whether he would remember it later or not. A girl has to survive, after all.” She ran a finger across the table surface, drawing invisible figures. “But although I may be a whore, I have certain modest standards.”

Again that surreal experience, hearing her mention so casually that she slept with others. Did he feel jealousy? The uncomfortable sting in his chest betrayed him. Perhaps a little, but he reminded himself that this wasn’t a normal romance and she wasn’t just some casual bedmate. It was a life necessity for her – as simple yet as complicated as the need for oxygen.

“So you wouldn’t fuck him?” Klemens concluded, surprised by the sharpness in his own voice.

Estefania shook her head. Her long hair swung like black silk.

“Once he lost it, I wanted nothing more to do with him. You’re right, the speed with which he mutated into a raging idiot was completely abnormal... but I think he wasn’t quite right in the head.” Her eyes darkened at this assessment.

“Oh, what gave that away?” Klemens sneered sarcastically, trying to banish the image of Quinton’s anger-distorted face from his mind.

“I don’t say this lightly,” she clarified, her voice suddenly serious. “We can look into minds, remember? I don’t fully master it yet, but I can still perceive things. Feelings and mental states. And with him there was something... disturbing.” She massaged her arms as if the mere memory of Quinton’s mental landscape made her shudder.

Klemens looked thoughtfully to the side. It sounded like a talent he would have liked to possess – a portal into the thoughts of others, especially hers.

“Is it complicated? Being able to read thoughts?” he inquired, finding the idea both fascinating and unsettling.

Estefania shrugged, the movement causing her breasts to sway gently beneath the thin fabric of her top.

“Not really,” she replied. “We can passively pick up a lot, but we can filter out what we want. It’s not like we’re constantly flooded by the thoughts and emotions of everyone around us. That would make covert operations difficult.”

She went to the sink, grabbed a glass from a cabinet and filled it with tap water. Her movements were fluid, predatory. She took a few sips before continuing, and Klemens watched, captivated, as her throat worked with each swallow.

“But intense or unstable thoughts stand out to us, and that jerk fit the pattern perfectly. Just keep your eyes open, okay? He probably sees you as a target now.” Her eyes bored into him with an intensity that accelerated his heartbeat.

“You don’t need to tell me that,” he agreed, crossing his arms over his chest. “I know guys like that, they just need to associate you with something that annoyed them to develop a grudge. It’s just annoying.” The memory of similar encounters in his past left a bitter aftertaste.

“Best to avoid him,” Estefania advised between sips. The water glistened on her lips. “If it escalates... well, I can always adjust his memory. Or Mother, she’s more skilled at it than I am.” The casualness of her words stood in sharp contrast to their significance.

Klemens felt a shiver run down his spine that had nothing to do with arousal. The casual mention of erasing or manipulating someone’s memories seemed... eerie to him. A violation that went deeper than any physical wound. Yet he remembered that she was always ready to do this to him if he asked. And that she had already done it to others she had fed from to conceal her presence.

Still, it seemed dark to do it this way – like an intrusion into the essence of what made a person who they were.

Estefania gave him a look, her eyes briefly flaring. Perhaps she had caught this thought, sensed his discomfort like a scent in the air.

She shrugged, emptied her glass, rinsed it out, dried it and placed it in the drying rack. Each movement was precise, mundane and yet somehow seductive.

“Well, Mom and Dad will be back soon,” she informed him as she left the kitchen, stretching her arms above her head and lifting her shirt slightly, revealing more of her flat, honey-brown stomach – a deliberate gesture that drew his gaze like a magnet. “We can talk more later.”

Then she lingered beside him, turned her head and gave him a seductive look. Her pupils dilated slightly, a sign of her true nature that made his breath catch.

“Orrr... tonight we could have some fun...”

She let out a sensual purr that vibrated through his body, triggering an immediate reaction in his pants. Then she giggled as she passed by him, her hand brushing over one of his thighs—a fleeting touch that left burning traces on his skin.

“Sounds like a plan,” Klemens agreed with a thin smile, trying to hide his budding arousal. He could ask her later about the illusion she had created; there would always be time for that. He was slowly getting used to this new relationship—this dance between lust and danger, familiarity and the supernatural.

* * *

Dinner followed the usual ritual—butter chicken for the family, with wine for the adults. Afterward came brief conversations, news on television, until Klemens and Estefania retreated to their rooms while Alexander and Candela remained in the living room as they did every evening.

The night dragged on, memes and forums lost their appeal when the familiar knock sounded at his door.

He immediately recognized who was waiting outside—and couldn’t help thinking of Pavlov’s experiments. His heart began to race, something stirred between his legs. The conditioning worked flawlessly: a simple knock was enough, and his body was already awakening in feverish anticipation.

“Come in,” he murmured, turning around as Estefania entered.

A robe of shimmering artificial silk enveloped her—gossamer-thin and silvery with pink reflections, accentuating her contours rather than concealing them. The ribbon tied around her waist was pure decoration, her breasts gleamed through the transparent fabric, her crotch clearly outlined in the V-shaped neckline. The room light refracted in the glossy material, highlighting every curve, every roundness of her body.

Underneath—absolutely nothing.

“Damn,” he uttered admiringly as he shut down the computer. He doubted he would need it tonight. Her nightly visits always ended the same way—he fell asleep exhausted and satisfied. “You really know how to set a scene.”

“It’s in my genes, Klemens,” she answered with a melodically seductive voice, confident and determined, as she glided closer with a flowing arm movement. The silk fabric rustled with each step. “Seduction is pure instinct.”

“Undoubtedly,” he growled in a rough voice as his pants began to tighten with his erection. The fabric suddenly became unbearably tight, almost painful.

Her gaze fixed on the bulge, she licked her lips with narrowed eyes. Her pupils dilated like a predatory cat’s before pouncing.

“Already ready for me, hmm?” she purred, coming closer, her swaying gait hypnotic. Her hips swung in a rhythm that held Klemens’ attention captive. “All hot and bothered for your seductive stepsister?”

She laughed softly and swung herself astride his lap, her weight pressing against his crotch and eliciting a suppressed moan from him as he felt her buttocks press against his tent. Her breasts pressed against his T-shirt; he could feel her nipples, hard with arousal, through the cotton. The material of her garment seemed practically nonexistent—just a whisper of fabric between her skin and his.

She placed her arms around his shoulders and interlocked them behind his back. Then she began to move on his lap, shifting her weight, pressing and rubbing those supple buttocks against him, massaging and teasing his member that couldn’t reach what it so desperately craved. Every movement was calculated, as if she knew exactly the points that drove him to the edge of madness.

Estefania looked down at him, a thin, mischievous smile drawing him under her spell. Her eyes sparkled in the dim light of the room.

“You are so... seductive,” Klemens murmured. His hands trembled slightly, undecided where they belonged.

She leaned forward until their lips almost touched. Her warm breath brushed his face, mingling with his own.

“And tonight I belong completely to you...” she breathed, and then kissed him, slowly and sensually, her tongue sliding into his mouth and dancing with his. She tasted sweet with a spicy note—a flavor that belonged only to her.

The soft, wet smacking was music to his ears, but the feeling of her full lips joining and turning with his mouth was the true delight. He moved his jaw in response, his tongue joining the dance. A quiet rumble escaped his throat as their tongues entwined around each other.

His hands wandered to her buttocks, caressing them in circular motions and feeling how little her garment concealed her suppleness... but it was still there. He really wanted to feel her, touch her, experience her naked skin under his fingertips.

His circular movements widened and encompassed her entire cheeks before they began to push her garment upward... and then his hands touched her skin. It was silky smooth and warm, and he murmured happily into their kiss. He squeezed each of her buttocks, feeling how their fullness filled the gaps between his fingers, how yielding they were, how much more resistance they offered to his probing fingers than even her firm breasts. She wiggled her hips in response and giggled into the kiss, a vibrating sound that seemed to pulse directly through his body.

When she paused, Klemens took the opportunity and gave her a gentle slap on one buttock, just a playful blow. The red mark of his hand immediately disappeared again on her golden-brown skin. This earned her another giggle as Estefania broke the kiss.

“Seems like you’re really getting into it, brother dear...” she purred, stroking one of his cheeks with the back of her hand. Her fingernails left a burning trail on his skin.

He had given up telling her not to call him “brother dear” during these encounters. Perhaps he was even developing a perverse liking for it. The word alone made his member twitch, a reaction she could certainly feel through the thin fabric of his pants.

“Does that really surprise you? You affect me like a drug,” he confessed. There was something unexpectedly fitting about it, considering what she was and what reputation her kind had. A succubus who was addictive—how appropriate.

But she just laughed and gently tapped the tip of his nose, a surprisingly innocent gesture in the midst of their passionate encounter.

“I’m bad for you, but in the best possible way...” she teased, before attacking his neck with a gentle sucking bite. A trembling breath escaped Klemens’ mouth, he whimpered softly as he felt her tongue slowly rolling and curling between her lips across his skin. The moist warmth of her tongue left a cooling trail as she withdrew.

Then he felt her drawing energy from him, that serpentine sensation as she began to suck out his essence... though it felt different, more direct being drawn from his skin than from his mouth or cock. It was like a gentle pulling beneath his skin, a tingling that went deeper than physical touch.

It was a weak extraction at first, as usual at the beginning. Perhaps it was her appetizer, a small taste of what was yet to come.

In any case, the tingling desire soon followed. Precum soaked his underwear, his member throbbing with desperate need. It was as if she had flipped a switch inside him that amplified his lust to immeasurable heights.

She loved foreplay. She enjoyed teasing him first, playing with his desire like a cat with its prey.

“Playing with her food” perhaps. If that was the case, Klemens didn’t mind her having her fun. It made everything more euphoric for him. Each moment of delay only intensified the experience when they finally reached climax.

She released his neck, and the energy drain disappeared, a few small wisps of light slithering over her lips like silvery threads of mist. She let out a savoring sigh and fixed him with demonic eyes that glowed softly like amber in candlelight.

“Want more, brother dear...?”

She traced a fingertip across his face, eliciting a shiver that ran through his entire body.

“Yes...” he answered softly, while still fondling her buttocks, kneading and squeezing her perfectly formed cheeks as if he couldn’t get enough of them.

She smiled devilishly, the corners of her mouth lifting in a way that promised more than just pleasure.

“Good...” She rose from his lap, grabbed him by the collar of his shirt and pulled him up with her. The sudden movement made him stumble, but he regained his balance. She walked backward to his bed and fell onto it, her arms spread wide as if in welcome.

She held up one finger, signaling him to wait. He did so without questioning, as if hypnotized by the authority in her gesture.

Then she brought her finger to her crotch and slowly moved it upward over her exposed belly until it reached the ribbon that held her robe together, even though it barely concealed anything. The slow movement made his eyes follow every curve of her body.

Her other hand joined slowly, sensually, and with delicate, seductive movements, the ribbon gradually came undone. With that, she could open her robe outward and expose her chest. The fabric slid down her sides like water, revealing her body inch by inch.

Even now, Klemens was practically hypnotized by her perfect breasts, which gravity pulled on in just the right way. They were as tempting as forbidden fruit, full and round, with dark brown nipples that stretched hard against the air.

Everything about her was like forbidden fruit. It was in her nature to seduce, to entice, to tempt one to sin.

She chuckled sensually and drew a finger from her breast over her stomach to her now exposed sex, whose slit glistened with moisture in the dim light of his room.

“I’ve gone down on you before,” she said seductively. “Now it’s time to return the favor.”

She slid her finger over her clitoris and between the folds of her vulva, Estefania gasped softly before bringing her finger to her lips and sucking off her own taste. Her eyes closed briefly in pleasure before focusing on him again, demanding and expectant.

It took a moment for her request to click in Klemens’ head, as if his mind was clouded by the sight.

“You mean... go down on you?” he said, his voice barely more than a whisper.

He understood her completely, but no girl had ever asked that of him before. Let alone that he’d even had the chance to do so. He was uncertain, suddenly feeling like a beginner despite all their previous encounters.

“Don’t you want to taste...?” Her voice dripped with desire, and her fingers slightly spread her labia, giving him a better view of her glistening wetness.

“Yes, of course, just... I don’t know if I’ll do it right.” The uncertainty in his voice was unmistakable, a rare moment of vulnerability.

She gave him a sympathetic smile, almost maternal despite her lustful position.

“Relax, Klemens... I’ll guide you... first take off those clothes, you need to be comfortable... and I can practically feel how much your cock thirsts for freedom...”

Every emphasized word only underscored how insatiably aroused she was, how much she wanted him, despite – or perhaps because of – his inexperience.

And he was more than happy to obey, his normally comfortable clothing felt stiff and constricting, as if it were burning his skin.

While undressing, he was less graceful than she was. His T-shirt briefly caught on his head, his pants got stuck at his feet. But soon he was unclothed, his cock bobbing eagerly, the tip stained with precum, glistening in the half-light.

He was half-tempted to simply thrust himself into her immediately. But he knew what she wanted, and honestly, she was right, it was only fair that he pleasured her. Besides, the thought of making her moan with his mouth excited him.

He didn't feel confident... but the opportunity to go down on a woman was too tempting to pass up. His heart hammered in his chest as he approached the bed.

He slid between her open legs and her thighs immediately draped over his shoulders. The warmth of her skin burned against his cheeks, velvety soft and enticing. Her aroma rose to meet him—sweet and earthy at once, a mixture that seemed to penetrate directly into his brain.

“Take your time,” she breathed. “Use only your tongue at first. You can find my clitoris, right? Pay attention to it, but don’t forget the other spots. Start with slow movements, then increase the pace when you develop a feel for it.”

Her instructions sounded matter-of-fact, as matter-of-fact as possible on this subject... but her tone dripped with sensual power. Each word made him tremble, awakening the burning desire to obey her, to satisfy her, to make her quiver.

His attention turned to her vulva. His hands slid up her inner thighs until they were near her mound. With his thumbs, he gently spread her delicate lips, revealing the glistening pink flesh beneath. Moisture sparkled between her legs like morning dew on petals.

He’d seen enough porn, but he doubted any of it would serve as guidance. This was real, warm and alive under his fingertips.

Her womanhood looked inviting, a faint perfume-like scent rising that seemed more natural than anything artificial. An aroma that seemed to crawl straight into his brain, pushing aside all rational thoughts.

His shaft throbbed intensely. Perhaps another seductive trait of succubi? Some kind of pheromone drawing him even deeper under her spell?

He leaned forward... and let his tongue slowly glide up her vulva, gently pressing the muscle into the flesh between the folds. The taste surprised him—sweetish, slightly salty, with a note he couldn’t name but that instantly made him addicted.

Estefania sighed, one hand moving to his head, gently cradling his skull, her fingers intertwining with his hair.

“That’s right, make sure to use the tip of your tongue, penetrate into the folds...” she encouraged him, her voice already slightly breathless.

He nodded in agreement and began to move his head slightly, running his tongue up and down her pussy. Every inch of her womanhood felt different, had a different texture, a different taste.

He curled his tongue to penetrate the gap between the inner and outer labia on both sides before guiding his muscle to her erect clitoris. Carefully, he rolled against the bud, slid along its side, pressed into the root, gently wiggled the tip between the prominence and the hood. The little pearl was hard under his tongue, responding to even the slightest pressure.

Soft, slightly shrill moans rewarded his efforts, Estefania’s breath becoming rough. Her fingers tensed slightly in his hair, pulling him closer to her center.

“Just like that,” she confirmed softly, her voice trembling slightly. “Explore me... feel my body, my taste... let yourself be seduced by its temptation. And when you feel ready, apply a little more energy...”

Her words were as encouraging as they were seductive. They pulled him down into depravity, but helped him do it himself. He felt simultaneously guided and free, her instructions giving him confidence while he found his own rhythm.

He briefly left her clitoris to pay attention to the rest of her vulva, letting his tongue glide along the edge of her labia. He placed a kiss on each of her inner thighs—he couldn’t help himself. Her skin was so soft, so seductive that he wanted to touch every spot with his lips.

He didn’t need saliva to make her slick, her own arousal did that effectively enough... and like the sweet scent he had perceived, she possessed a pleasant taste; mild, not intrusive, but enough to make one want to go deeper. A subtle aroma that spread across his tongue like a forbidden secret meant only for him.

He began to lick somewhat faster, guiding his tongue up and down over her slit, feeling how her labia parted against his muscle, how her flesh gently yielded to stimulation. Her tiny twitches, whenever he gave her clit a gentle nudge, were like small electric shocks traveling through her body, confirming to him that he was doing it right.

He moved a bit closer until he could close his lips around her mound and began to suck. Gently at first, but he tried to apply a mild suction to her sensitive parts, focusing more directly on her vulva at first, while his tongue gently wiggled against her entrance and slithered from one end of her slit to just below her clit. The warmth of her skin, the slight pulsing beneath his lips—everything felt so intimate, so connected.

He was rewarded with more arousal, a sweeter taste that encouraged him to continue. Her wetness increased, a clear sign that his rhythm and technique were having an effect.

His cock soon began to throb painfully with desire. He freed one hand from her thigh to slowly stroke himself—just to give his member some attention. But his hand alone wouldn’t be enough, not with Estefania so close, so... eager. The touch of his own fingers was only a weak consolation compared to what he really wanted.

That would come later. Now he wanted to return the favor after all the times she had pleasured him. It would be unfair not to at least try to push her over the edge. A matter of pride, of equality between them—if one could even speak of equality with a succubus.

He felt a tingling on his tongue and caught a fleeting glimpse of a barely perceptible particle of light that flickered at the lower edge of his field of vision and disappeared again. Like a tiny electric spark igniting between them.

More followed, then came the faintest pull in his face, and he realized—Estefania was drawing energy from him. The thought should have frightened him, but instead a shiver of arousal ran through him.

Very gently, just enough to give his lips and tongue a pleasant... buzzing? It didn’t seem like the right word, but it felt good nonetheless. Like a tingling sensation that brought his nerve endings to life and sharpened each of his senses.

More sighs escaped Estefania’s mouth as she sensually chewed on her lower lip. Her grip on his head tightened, and then he felt her legs crossing over his back and closing around his head. The gentle pressure of her thighs against his cheeks was like a silent request not to stop.

He was now trapped between her thighs, though she didn't restrict his movements too severely. Just enough to show him who was in control, without suffocating him.

But this feeling of confinement, combined with her minimal energy drain, gave her something dangerous. Like an insect in a Venus flytrap, lured to its doom by seductive scents. The danger aroused him in a way he'd never thought possible.

He wondered if she could have closed her legs even tighter around his head. Intensified the energy drain, sucked him dry, forcefully pressed his mouth against her sex. Forced him to continue until exhaustion, until he had nothing left to give.

He wondered why this thought excited him so much. Why the idea of being completely at her mercy made his cock grow even harder.

“More,” she cooed, a hissing pleasure pressing through her teeth. “Faster.”

He obeyed, feeling somewhat more confident in his efforts, despite his waning self-assurance in this position... not that it was unpleasant. On the contrary, there was something liberating about the submission.

Her thighs pressed against his temples, her calves resting on the back of his head; soft, yielding and firm, exactly where it counted. The contrast between the velvety skin and the unyielding strength of her muscles was intoxicating.

It was enough to make even him moan, though Klemens was only touching himself. The vibrations of his moaning against her sensitive skin made her shudder.

He began to work his jaw gently against her vulva, flicking and snapping his tongue with more speed and energy. Then he attached himself more directly to her vulva and sucked on it gently, while his tongue whipped up and down at her tip. He lost himself in the rhythm, in the wetness, in the sweet taste of her arousal.

A cry of pleasure escaped her lips. He was grateful for her abilities, otherwise they might have been discovered in what they were doing. The walls of the room seemed to swallow the sound, as if someone had activated a silencer.

At least he assumed she had cast a spell. He didn’t want to think about what other supernatural powers she might possess right now.

He didn’t want to stop now anyway, not when her legs closed even tighter around his head and he felt a slight trembling through her. Was she approaching an orgasm? The thought that he, a human, could bring a succubus to climax was intoxicating.

Would he bring her to climax without fucking her? Just with his tongue, his lips, his desire to please her?

The thought was invigorating. She had already drained him in so many ways; it felt good to push her over the threshold at least once. A small shift in the power dynamic, even if she would ultimately always maintain the upper hand.

He worked faster, and as he did so, he felt her trembling intensify slightly... but the closer she seemed to come to orgasm, the stronger her energy drain became, the light particles he occasionally glimpsed becoming more distinct. They floated around her like tiny fireflies, attracted by her lust.

He moaned from the supernatural stimulation, but Klemens was determined not to come from it. As kinky as that would have been, he wanted this chance... even if she maintained control in a way, just as her legs were now wrapped so tightly around his head. Like a sweet prison from which he didn’t want to escape.

He had to catch his breath where he could, inhaling through his nose. The scent of her arousal filled his senses, making him dizzy with desire.

He made the mistake of looking up slightly, into her eyes; they were so full of lust and forbidden desire. A burning fire that threatened to consume him if he stared into it too long.

Perhaps she was unconsciously using her powers of seduction, or perhaps her eyes simply had that erotic fire within them. Either way, it was captivating, almost hypnotic, and Klemens almost lost focus. He felt as if he were drowning in her eyes, as if his will was slowly being taken over by hers.

He managed to look away so he wouldn’t lose his rhythm. But that moment of distraction, that feeling of her passive attraction, how easily one could be wrapped up by her... it began to appeal to Klemens. The idea of being helplessly at her mercy, giving up his control.

In a bizarre way, he almost envied her other “meals.” It must be a different experience to be at the mercy of her skills and charm, trapped and seduced. Completely under her spell, with no hope of escape – and not even wanting it.

He wondered if he was going crazy... but he didn’t care. The boundary between reason and madness blurred in this moment of ecstasy.

He whipped his tongue just a little more... and with an ecstatic “Yes...!” he was rewarded with a twitch from his stepsister, a small gush of fluid wetting his mouth with sweet taste as the orgasm coursed through her. Her hips lifted from the bed, pressing against his face as waves of pleasure rolled through her body.

Not a massive climax, but Klemens didn’t care. Triumph flooded through him - he had actually brought a succubus to climax. A feat he never would have thought achievable.

The euphoria lasted only a heartbeat. The energy loss intensified abruptly, multiplying its force - regardless of who had experienced the orgasm. As if a floodgate had opened through which his life force flowed in raging streams.

An involuntary moan escaped his throat. Her cramping thighs pressed him against her quivering vulva, the stimulation overwhelmingly intense. Estefania’s fingers clawed into his hair before she finally released him - her legs falling limply to his sides. The sudden loss of her grip left him gasping for air.

He gasped for breath, feeling the weakness between energy loss and her intoxicating scent; subtle at first, but wearing over time, making him more aroused, more receptive. His head floated dizzily as if after too much alcohol, while his senses remained sharpened, focused only on her and the lust pulsing between them.

How her thighs had closed around him - truly a trap. Hot. A sweet captivity to which he willingly surrendered.

Of course, she was ready again within seconds, giggling mischievously as she sat up. Her hand reached out, wiping her thumb across his lips before seductively running her tongue over her finger, tasting herself. This intimate gesture was so incredibly erotic that his cock twitched painfully.

“Well done, brother dear,” she praised. “But neither of us has reached the end yet.”

“True,” he answered breathlessly, but quickly regained his composure. The exhaustion was already giving way to the arousal pulsing through his veins.

A playful, devilish smile played around her lips. She giggled and threw herself back onto the bed. The mattress gave way under her weight, her breasts bouncing seductively with the movement.

Her gaze met his, several strands of her hair hanging over her face and framing her eyes, making them appear even more exotic and enticing. A finger beckoned him closer—a silent invitation that seemed impossible to resist.

“You want to fuck me, don’t you...?” she remarked, sealing her words with a sensual lick of her lips. Her voice sounded deep, rough with desire, hitting him directly in his lower abdomen.

An offer he simply couldn’t refuse. His heart began to race. He pulled himself onto the bed, crawled toward Estefania, who chuckled lustfully. The sheet beneath his knees felt cool compared to the heat radiating from her body.

“So eager... you’ve changed in such a short time, brother dear,” she teased, stroking his cheek with a fingertip. “You were content to let me do the work, let me feed... now you want to take the lead.”

“Shut up,” he muttered, his face flushing. “We’re already in so deep, I might as well have some pleasure too... right?” His voice sounded more uncertain than intended, betraying his inner turmoil.

She laughed softly and cupped his other cheek with her palm. Her touch was warm, almost burning on his skin.

“I’m not always on top, Klemens... Sometimes being underneath feels so... electrifying...”

More like power-bottom, Klemens thought. She might lie beneath him, but she would never relinquish control.

Even as he maneuvered between her thighs, letting his hands glide over her smooth legs, admiring her figure, her beauty, her forbidden allure, he couldn’t shake the feeling that it was a trap. Again. That he was being lured to his doom by an enchanting seductress who would cling to him and take everything when he was at his most vulnerable. Yet he couldn’t resist, like a moth flying toward the light, well aware it would burn him.

That’s how these stories went, right? The succubus would seduce the man, he would fuck her and continue doing so until he essentially fucked himself to death, unable to break free from the spell. A sweet way to die, if there ever was one.

Of course, Estefania hadn’t ripped out his soul yet. She wouldn’t harm him. At least not more than he could handle—and might even enjoy.

But capturing him and not letting him go until he was exhausted? That he expected. That he even hoped for, in a dark corner of his mind.

He didn’t care. He would still get to taste the forbidden fruit. The price for it he would consider later—if at all.

He moved closer until he was kneeling between her thighs. He grasped his cock and guided it to her slit. She was so wet that his tip practically slipped off her vulva at the first rub, teasing her a little. The feeling of her wetness on his sensitive tip made him shiver.

“Damn, you’re cursedly wet,” he joked, his voice rough with arousal.

“God would condemn that, but he has no power over me...” she replied with a chuckle that had something demonic about it.

With this and many other remarks, he wondered if God was real. Whether there really was a higher power judging them, or if everything was just fairy tales that humans told themselves to explain the darkness.

Not that it would matter to Klemens—he had gone too far by this point to believe that repentance would help him. The line had long been crossed, the pact with temptation sealed.

He briefly let go of his cock, grasped her thighs so he could nestle his length between her labia. This allowed him to thrust slowly back and forth along her slit, teasing her, getting his cock nicely wet, at least on one side. Wanting to postpone the inevitable as long as possible, to enjoy the foreplay. Every movement sent electric sparks through his body, a foretaste of what was to come.

He was already moaning and felt a momentary tingling as a brief energy swirl wrapped around his member, being drawn into her pussy. Another thing that made this seem like an irresistible trap. As if she were already devouring him, even before he penetrated her.

He couldn’t forget that for her, this was as much a meal as it was pleasure. For her, the two went hand in hand. Lust and nourishment, inseparably connected in her supernatural being.

Klemens resisted the urge to simply thrust himself in, directly to the hilt, and continued his rubbing a bit longer. He could feel her clit on the underside of his cock, pressing slightly against it, while the erect bud remained smoothly against his shaft. Estefania let out a lustful whimper, arching her body in an enticing way, throwing her head back, running one hand down her body and then up again—a provocative display. Each of her movements seemed choreographed to arouse him even more.

He wanted to tease her, see if she would respond to some cheeky remarks, but he was too captivated by the bending and twisting of her body; slow, graceful, sensual. Exotic. Like a snake charming its prey before striking.

Hypnotic. Each of her movements captivated his gaze, making him forget everything else.

“Mmm, don’t hurry on my account,” she whispered seductively, running a fingertip across his chest. “Enjoy every moment.” Her touch left a burning trail on his skin.

He grunted and tried to fight against his distraction, but it didn’t help. Even when she told him not to rush, he wanted to put it in immediately. His body screamed for release, for union with her.

“That’s not fair,” he complained hoarsely. “You’re driving me crazy.” And it was true – she was pushing him to the edge of madness with her body, her voice, her supernatural charm.

She laughed, arched her back in a fluid wave-like motion and leaned up to kiss him on the lips. The touch of her lips sent electric shivers through his body.

“I know... I love it... Making you lose control somehow... Breaking through your barriers... and you love it too...”

She laughed almost wickedly, a deep, throaty sound that vibrated in her chest before she leaned back. Her gaze was triumphant, eyes sparkling with diabolical joy. Klemens hated how right she was, and yet he loved how she said it – with that velvety voice that penetrated straight to his core and made forbidden strings resonate there.

He rubbed for a few moments longer, enjoying the feeling of her wet heat against his sensitive skin, before he finally had enough of waiting. The underside of his member was soaked, glistening from her moisture, although he didn’t need lubricant for the rest of his cock; her pussy would soon take care of that, and he leaked plenty of precum onto her slit, which pulsed pink and inviting before him.

He moved his hips back, grasped his length again with slightly trembling fingers to align it with her pussy. One last teasing rub, parting her labia and letting his glans slide through her wetness... and he entered with a small thrust, feeling the sweet moment when the initial resistance of her entrance gave way and welcomed him.

Both let out sighs of pleasure – hers high and melodic, his deep and rough – as Klemens sank into her to the hilt and felt those walls envelop him with the warmth and comfort he had experienced only a few times, but could never forget. Her muscles twitched around him, adapting to his shape as if they were made for each other.

“Fuuuuuuck.” It was really all he could say in that moment, his thoughts dissolving in a flood of sensations. He felt the lust welling up inside him, hot and wild, his heartbeat thundering in his ears. Exactly the kind of loss of control she wanted from him and that he secretly longed for.

He immediately began to move. His hips found a steady rhythm, back and forth, while he observed her reactions, every twitch of her eyebrows, every flutter of her eyelids. He wasn’t particularly experienced yet, their intimate connection still fresh as morning dew... but with her he learned quickly, his body a willing student under her demonic teachings.

He tried to imitate her movements, the way she would rotate her hips when she was on top. Of course, he would never match her – she had supernatural advantages, centuries of experience in her genes. But the attempt alone helped him improve, find his own rhythm.

The adjustment of his movements also intensified his own pleasure, as his cock glided more smoothly along her walls, which gently gripped him, while her folds dug into his glans at just the right spot, sending waves of pleasure through his body.

Klemens increased his pace until their hips met with audible slapping and elicited quiet sounds of pleasure from him – small, desperate noises he couldn’t hold back.

Estefania let out halting breaths and voluptuous sighs, letting her hands wander over her body, touching her breasts and then caressing his torso. Her fingertips left burning trails on his skin, each touch a small electric shock of arousal.

The wet sound of his shaft sliding in and out, that obscene smacking and sucking, only made the whole thing more depraved, reminding him of what they were doing here, who they were to each other.

“I can... damn... I understand how you could kill a guy with this,” he remarked breathlessly, while his body merged with hers in a sweet rhythm.

“Only if I wanted to... and with you I would never want that,” she purred confidently and giggled, her eyes flashing seductively. “You’re far too much fun, stepbrother.”

Even if not deadly, it was definitely addictive; her vagina was just tight enough to provide his cock with a snug fit without slowing him down – perfectly adapted to him, as if she had custom-tailored herself for him.

After establishing a steady beat, he freed one hand from her thigh and moved it over her silhouette, focusing on feeling her skin under his fingertips. Silky, supple, heated, with an otherworldly tenderness. Touching her was breathtaking, like cashmere under his rough fingertips.

He slowed his pace as he glided his palm over her lower abdomen and noticed how the muscles tensed beneath his touch while she arched up in pleasure, her body a taut bow of desire.

Then his hand wandered to a breast, cupped the mound and pressed gently, feeling the yielding flesh. He circled his hand around her breast, across her décolleté, around her flank, gently brushed a nipple with his thumb before placing his palm over it and carefully massaging it, captivated by its fullness and elasticity.

She moaned and chuckled as her hand gently gripped his wrist, her fingers delicate yet surprisingly strong.

“You like touching me, don’t you, Klemens?”

“Can’t help it,” he admitted, while looking at her breast, hypnotized by how the flesh bulged between his fingers. “You feel amazing.”

She laughed softly, a sound like liquid chocolate.

“Good.”

Even a single word made his skull hum with desire, her voice seeping into his consciousness like an anesthetic. He moved more rapidly, driven by an insatiable hunger... and that’s exactly when her actual extraction began. The glow formed around their figures, their auras materializing like mist at dawn, and the circling spirals of faint light flowing from him to her marked the beginning of her feeding. A gentle weakness trickled through his body, as if someone were carefully pulling a plug, and a sweet moan of pleasure escaped Estefania’s lips, her eyelids half-closed in ecstatic rapture.

Yet as much as she absorbed his energy, the additional lust only fueled him further, like an intoxication driving him beyond his physical limits.

Now he leaned over her, leaving her thighs completely free and greedily grasped both breasts, pressing and kneading them in his hands, feeling her nipples stiff against his palms. His breathing became somewhat shallow, rough in his throat, but that didn’t stop him from rotating his hips even faster, driven by a desire beyond all reason.

Gradually he moved closer to her body, until she raised her hand and cupped his cheek, the touch burning hot on his skin. She looked at him with an enticing gaze and smacked her lips seductively, her eyes flashing with an otherworldly gleam.

He shifted his hands from her breasts to her shoulders to find better purchase, his fingers digging into her soft skin.

He gazed deeply into her eyes, in which a faint glow shimmered, like candle flames in amber abysses. It was easy to lose himself in them, to forget any sense of orientation and position, as if he were falling into a ravine.

Easy to lose himself in her, body and mind.

She smiled and opened her mouth, her flawless teeth gleaming in the twilight. Her throat began to glow, a gentle luminescence like glowing embers, and Klemens felt what he had expected: a new flow of energy from his center, rising up through his throat and complementing the current through his cock, as if his essence was being tapped from two sources simultaneously.

His jaw opened of its own accord – not that he would have resisted, he longed for this connection – and he saw the misty light streaming from his lips, being sucked into her throat like steam into a draft.

The lust was alien, but exquisite, a feeling beyond physical sensations. There was something disturbing about it, especially as he felt himself growing weaker, his muscles softer, his mind dazed. He was literally having his life force sucked out. Yet it felt so wonderful, conveying an erotic pleasure that wasn’t just physical, but mental as well. It penetrated his nerves, his very real soul, a sensation so intimate that no human union could ever achieve it. It was all-encompassing and only made him more aroused, his cock pulsing inside her like a second heart.

And as she fed, her eyes grew brighter, glowing like molten gold, the aura around her more distinct, a shimmering cocoon of supernatural light.

Klemens sank deeper, until their lips touched, soft yet demanding. The stream of light was caught between their mouths, but hadn’t disappeared. It had only diminished somewhat, allowing him to move his jaw and return the kiss with his tongue, their flavors mingling – she tasted of something exotic, of forbidden fruits and dark wine.

He slid his hands under her back, held her tight, felt the delicate hollow of her spine as he began to thrust even faster and felt the pressure building inside him, a heat gathering in his lower abdomen. He didn’t expect to last much longer; she was insatiable now and moaned loudly into his mouth, the vibrations of her voice echoing through his entire body.

Then her legs wrapped around his waist and locked firmly, the muscles of her thighs surprisingly powerful. He had just enough freedom of movement to maintain a rough hammering, but had to shorten his thrusts, could no longer slide all the way out of her... and the closer he came to climax, the tighter her legs squeezed, like a vise of flesh and lust. Her arms now embraced him too, the hand that had just cupped his cheek now held the back of his head, fingers buried in his hair, and the other arm wrapped around his back, pulling him even closer to her body.

Now he was truly trapped, the helpless prey of this infernal predator. And it was fantastic, this powerlessness, this complete surrender. He couldn’t even warn her that he was about to come; her kiss and her extraction were a more effective gag than anything that could be pushed between his teeth or placed over his mouth, his voice lost in the vortex of their union.

It also became harder to thrust, as Klemens’ strength was truly waning, his muscles trembling with exertion and exhaustion. He did his best to persevere, but such pleasure was mind-bending, robbing him of all control. His moans were shaky and strained, barely more than hoarse whimpers, while hers were shrill and ecstatic, Estefania enjoying her feast to the fullest, her body vibrating with demonic energy.

As expected, he came, his seed pouring into Estefania’s depths in hot spurts. With his climax, all mental barriers shattered, as if walls were collapsing. A wave of energy tore from him and elevated the pleasure to almost unbearable heights, every nerve aflame.

Estefania’s legs wrapped tightly around his waist, holding him motionless in their fleshy prison. Her arms clutched him firmly, fixing him in place so that only short jerks with his hips were possible. A muffled cry of ecstasy escaped her lips into his mouth as she too reached her limit, her body quaking beneath him like an earthquake. The energy wave stimulated her as much as him, she trembled violently, her walls pulsing agonizingly around his shaft, drowning him in her arousal, while diabolical stimulation gripped his nerves, as if invisible claws were massaging his soul.

His strength diminished considerably, a fog settled over his thoughts, his eyes narrowed slightly as exhaustion threatened to overwhelm him, Estefania threatened to render him unconscious with her greedy sucking... but as before, she calmed after a while, her extraction weakening like an ebbing tide, her kiss becoming gentler, almost tender, her limbs loosening their grip, releasing him from her erotic captivity.

He was able to break the kiss, his lips moist and swollen, watching fascinated as the last threads of his energy were drawn into her mouth, glowing ribbons between them, her tongue licking them up like noodles, she smacked and licked her lips clean, her eyes still glowing with supernatural intensity.

“I don’t think I can explain to you how delicious you are,” she said and gave him a kiss on the cheek, a tiny spark of her extraction making him shudder, one last small wave of pleasure.

He managed a weak smile in response, his lips barely obeying.

“Glad... that I’m... good for something...” he answered breathlessly, each word an effort. He felt his cock going limp inside her, hypersensitive and exhausted. There would be no encore tonight, his batteries were completely drained.

She giggled and rolled him to his side to free herself from him, his member sliding out of her with a wet sound, before she relaxed and stretched out beside him, gently running her fingers through her hair, which flowed in dark waves across the pillow.

For someone who didn’t consider him a romantic interest, someone who definitely slept with others, her post-sex behavior was particularly intimate and genuine, almost loving in her attention.

“I just hope Mom and Dad didn’t notice anything, I don’t think I cast the spell.”

Klemens felt a surge of adrenaline, his eyes widening in sudden horror as the fatigue temporarily disappeared, displaced by cold panic.

But before he could express his panic, his voice already caught in his throat, Estefania giggled and placed a finger on his lips, the touch gentle but firm.

“I’m just kidding, brother dear. I cast the spell, don’t worry, I did it when you were undressing. Relax.”

He sighed with relief, his body sinking back into the bed, relaxing as the adrenaline drained from his body like air from a balloon. And that made him even more tired, the brief tension had used up his last reserves.

But not too tired to give her a light shove on the shoulder, a weak protest, which made her giggle, a melodious sound in the quiet night.

“Stop that, you nearly gave me a heart attack,” he mumbled, his voice heavy with exhaustion.

“Hey, I would never put you in that position. I’m not that cruel.” Her eyes sparkled in the half-light, full of affection and a hint of mischief.

“Yeah, I know...” he said and fell silent for a moment, enjoying the feeling of her closeness, the warmth of her body next to his. “That was... amazing...”

He yawned, knowing he would soon fall asleep, his eyelids becoming heavy as lead.

“Likewise,” she said, before rolling toward him and giving him a kiss on the lips, brief but tender. “Until tomorrow morning, brother dear.”

“Until then... Estefania...” he said with a dying voice, turning over after seeing her rise from the bed, her naked form shimmering in the moonlight, feeling the blanket being drawn over him by his stepsister, one last caring gesture before he promptly fell asleep. A pleasant, humming warmth flowed through his body and helped him drift into the land of dreams, another wonderful, obscene night with his stepsister behind him, the memory of it would accompany him until their next encounter.


Chapter 4
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Klemens massaged his throbbing temples — choosing a university was proving far more complicated than expected. His future planning had mutated into an impenetrable labyrinth.

Sitting at the dining table in front of Candela’s open laptop, he searched for suitable degree programs. But “Natural Sciences” turned out to be terrifyingly multifaceted terrain.

He should have realized this earlier. Now he cursed his superficial approach.

“Physics, Chemistry, Metallurgy... Computer Science... Goddamn it.”

The course list at the local university was overwhelmingly comprehensive — exactly what was giving Klemens a headache. As he browsed through it, bewilderment seized him. Just as he leaned toward one field, other options beckoned. Even worse were the nagging doubts whispering whether he was even suited for this course or that.

Not that it discouraged him — rather, it aggravated him.

The opening and closing of the front door reached his ears.

“I’m back!” Estefania’s melodious voice involuntarily lifted Klemens’s mood.

If only slightly.

She strolled into the kitchen, deposited shopping bags on the counter and leaned toward him. The hint of her perfume — a subtle composition of vanilla and something mysterious — wafted over to him.

“What are you working on?” she inquired.

“Browsing university courses. And not choosing any,” he grumbled, scrolling back up again. His fingers drummed restlessly on the touchpad.

“I didn’t realize you wanted to study so soon.”

“Well, our youthful conversation got me thinking. Maybe I should plan ahead. You know, my career and such.”

She gave him a smile, turned toward him and casually rested her elbows on the counter. Her hair fell in a smooth wave over her shoulder.

“You realize you don’t have to decide this right away, right? You can wait,” she remarked.

“I know, but I talked to Dad. He said sooner rather than later. Then I’ll have the qualifications for better positions and be a bit more mature, which might help me find better transitional jobs while I look for something in my field.”

He paused and rubbed his face tiredly. The skin beneath his fingers felt flaky.

“But it’s never that simple. People get degrees and doctorates and still end up in office jobs or working minimum wage from nine to five.”

“As the saying goes: it’s more about who you know than what you know,” Estefania added. Her voice sounded silky, almost enchanting.

“Yeah... though I guess that’s not really an obstacle for you,” he mused.

She narrowed her eyes. The amber-colored irises seemed to flicker for a moment.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” she asked sharply.

Immediately, the hair on Klemens’s neck stood up, adrenaline coursed through him — had he just deeply offended her? His heart suddenly hammered like a blacksmith’s mallet against his ribs.

He frantically searched for an apology when Estefania ran her fingers through his hair and chuckled mischievously. Her fingertips left a pleasant tingling sensation on his scalp.

“I’m just teasing you, little brother,” she reassured him.

He relaxed somewhat but gave her a slightly annoyed look. The tension gradually left his shoulders.

“That was mean, I thought I’d committed a faux pas,” he complained.

“In a way, you did,” she confirmed. “But I can’t really be angry because it’s true. We use our... gifts to achieve favorable outcomes, whether physical or supernatural. Of course, Mom made it clear that even for us, success doesn’t come without effort. She could seal any business deal with a snap of her fingers without anyone becoming suspicious. But even she isn’t above the all-devouring monster of market forces. Someone would notice a pattern if companies started failing en masse because of bad deals. Mom needs to understand what she’s doing for her gifts to be most effective. Do you see?”

Klemens listened and thought briefly. He ran his thumb over a worn spot on the edge of the table.

“I think so... there are things more powerful than enchantment magic, and if you get involved with them, you can’t just plant an idea in someone’s brain and expect to always get away with it,” he said.

“Exactly,” confirmed Estefania, playfully poking his nose, undoubtedly because of his choice of words. Her grin revealed it, her lips parting to show perfect teeth. “Otherwise, one would have to exist in the shadow of others’ achievements. Which could stretch our already parasitic nature to limits we’d better not test, or things might suddenly get very bad. Or worse.”

Klemens noticed how serious she became with the last words. Her voice dropped to a disturbing whisper.

“What do you mean by ‘worse’?”

Estefania stiffened slightly and then slowly shook her head. A delicate crease appeared between her eyebrows.

“Nothing,” she said.

Klemens wouldn’t let that slide. He sensed that something significant lurked behind this “Nothing.”

“That’s nonsense and you know it. What does ‘worse’ mean?” He turned in his chair to look directly at her face. The wood creaked under his movement.

Estefania sighed and sat down. The chair scraped across the floor.

“I didn’t really want to tell you this. But you should probably know about our past. I won’t go into the many, many affairs my species has been entangled in over the millennia. Just that there used to be... others who knew what we are. Not just our partners... and slaves, in some unfortunate cases.”

She looked away, as if embarrassed to tell Klemens about it. Her fingers nervously played with the hem of her blouse.

“Not all of us were particularly friendly. We kept ourselves hidden, succubi and incubi alike, for good reasons. Some of us practically enslaved humans, as servants at best, as cattle at worst. They never openly showed what they were to avoid drawing violent attention. But as I said, there were others who knew.”

She paused and drummed her fingers on the countertop. The rhythmic tapping echoed through the quiet room. Then she continued.

“Remember how on the morning after you discovered I was a succubus, I mentioned my mother talking about special hunters? Succubi and incubi who took care of ‘dangerous demons’? Well, that started because others began doing it first. Humans. And they found ways to circumvent our powers. Methods to resist or shield themselves so they could get close enough to... ‘exorcise the demons.’ Usually with fire or steel. Often with both. We’re not indestructible, just resilient. That drove us really deeper into the shadows and forced the... well, ‘kinder’ among us, for lack of a better word, to truly hide what we were, to be careful and, as I said, to ensure that the more malevolent among us were eliminated before they could threaten the rest of us with the consequences of their actions.”

She sighed, crossed her arms on the countertop and stared into space. Her eyes suddenly seemed ancient, as if bearing the weight of centuries.

Klemens remained silent as well and looked down at his lap. An icy shiver ran down his spine.

“I didn’t know that,” he said quietly. His voice sounded foreign in his own ears.

“I didn’t want you to know,” Estefania admitted. “Probably because I was concerned.”

“About what?”

“About your reaction. Concerned that there might still be such people today who hunt us. Or that you yourself might be in danger. You’re my soulmate, Klemens, which means you’re important to me.”

It was strange to see her in such a state of... vulnerability? No, that wasn’t quite it, but she seemed less confident, less herself. As if someone had lifted a veil from her true nature.

Although Klemens didn’t like being deceived, this hadn’t been a lie. Just uncomfortable history someone didn’t want to reveal.

And it was somehow uplifting that she so openly said she cared about him. A pleasant warmth spread through his chest.

“Well, there aren’t any such people around today, are there?” he asked. His voice was calmer than he felt.

“Not that we know of. The world is large, but neither my mother nor I have ever heard anything. Just the stories about our hunters, and I’m not sure how true they are. But these are things I don’t like to share because... look, I’ll be honest, you’re kind of cute when you’re scared. That night was... exciting, when I saw your face. But I don’t want you to be genuinely afraid of being with me just because of what I am. That’s not exciting.”

While he wasn’t sure how to feel about her finding him cute when he was scared, or the implication that she didn’t mind a little fear “in the moment,” at least with Estefania, he could understand her concerns. A hot tingling crept up his neck at the memory of that night. His relationship with her was... bizarre, to say the least, especially knowing her inclinations. But as twisted as it was, she seemed to genuinely like him and care about him. And he couldn’t complain, he was a bit twisted himself.

He reached out and gently touched her shoulder. Her skin was warm beneath the thin fabric of her blouse.

“Hey, as long as no assholes show up here, everything will be fine. You haven’t lied to me so far, have you? I think I can continue to trust you,” he said, now he was the one reassuring her.

She turned to him and smiled softly. The light caught in her eyes, making them appear like liquid gold.

“How do you know this isn’t an extremely elaborate plan to steal your soul?” she joked, picking up on his old concerns.

“No idea, but I guess I’m a fool.”

She laughed and leaned forward to give him a fleeting kiss on the lips, a tiny spark of magic tingling between them. He felt his lips warming under her touch, an electric sensation flowing through his entire body. He blushed and then shook his head in embarrassment; she had done all sorts of crazy things with him, and yet a small moment of affection from his stepsister seemed to awaken his remaining reservations about such an intimate relationship with a family member. Well, “reservations” didn’t seem to be the right word. There were simply still moments when everything felt so bizarre to him, as it represented a moral taboo. Pretty ridiculous considering the many times they had trampled taboos together.

“Hmm...” escaped him, while his pulse shot upward.

“Don’t tell me a tiny kiss throws you off balance,” Estefania teased with muffled laughter. Both frustrating and reassuring — finally she was herself again. This serious version of his stepsister confused him.

“I’m still getting used to your kind of... tenderness and closeness,” he admitted. The sweet taste of her lip balm — cherry laced with spicy cinnamon — still clung to his lips. A pause. His hand ran through his hair. “How did we drift from college majors to here anyway?”

“You mentioned something that wasn’t directly hurtful, since it’s true, but still impolite to drop so casually,” she reminded him, mischief dancing in her eyes. “And personally, I think we should both attend the same university. You don’t want to give me up, do you?”

He eyed her skeptically, while familiar warmth spread in his chest.

“I think if I can’t survive for a while without having sex with you, I don’t have much of a future anyway. Besides... wouldn’t that be pretty dangerous? Or do you just want fresh hunting grounds and to keep me within reach?” His own sarcastic remark surprised him with its ease.

“I’ve never experienced campus life. The sheer number of targets, the thrill...” An ecstatic hiss escaped her, eyelids closed, probably already imagining it all. Her lips parted slightly, as if already sampling an invisible delicacy. “It would be heavenly... Besides, who would suspect the literature student of being a soul-devouring whore from hell...?”

“Everyone, given how you behave,” he grumbled, which elicited a silvery giggle from his stepsister.

He was still somewhat... disturbed by himself, how effortlessly he accepted Estefania’s nature, her lustful tendencies and habits. As if a switch had flipped in his consciousness, suddenly shifting everything supernatural and immoral into the realm of the ordinary.

“True, but only you would remember every delicious detail...” Her voice dripped with promise as her fingers glided across the table surface.

“I’m not going to fuck you in the kitchen, Dad and Candela will be back soon,” he corrected her rather casually, deflecting any seduction attempt. The words sounded oddly mundane, as if it were completely normal to set such boundaries with his stepsister.

In response, she put on a pretend pout, her lower lip pushed forward like a defiant child.

“Oh, you’re no fun at all...” The pout transformed into an impish grin.

He shook his head, but didn’t suppress a small laugh before his gaze wandered to the bags she had brought. The colorful paper bags with elegant logos were nearly bursting.

“What did you buy anyway?”

“Some outfits, lingerie — perhaps I’ll model them for you later — and new fragrances. A girl must exist...” She ran her fingers through her hair, a movement between innocence and seduction.

He should have shaken his head at the mention of lingerie, but it actually aroused him. The image of Estefania in skimpy lace before him made his blood pulse hotter. Klemens made sure she didn’t notice by staring fixedly at the laptop.

“You ‘exist’ all the time,” he joked dryly, deliberately placing the double meaning in the room.

“Speaking of which, I chatted with Charlotte again,” she revealed, while twirling a curl around her finger. “She asked about you.”

Klemens raised an eyebrow, an unexpected tingle in his chest.

“Really?”

“Yes. I think she finds you attractive, from what I sensed while rummaging through her thoughts... You know, I could still bring you two together, if you want...” Her eyes sparkled with devilish delight.

That embarrassment again, heat crawling into his cheeks. The thought of Charlotte and what Estefania might have discovered in her mind left him equally curious and ashamed.

“You can’t be serious. Wait, you are serious. And I know what you said last time, about joining in. Isn’t that a bit excessive?” His voice grew quieter toward the end, as if he wasn’t sure he wanted to hear the answer.

Estefania shrugged, a movement that accentuated her breasts under the thin fabric.

“Honestly, it’s up to you, but it wouldn’t bother me if you agreed. I’m not lying, there’s some self-interest involved; Charlotte is sweet, I’d love to hear her moan...” She licked her lips as if contemplating a tempting meal.

“I’m surprised you haven’t done that already.” He tried for a neutral tone, though the images in his head were anything but neutral.

“Hey, sometimes I hold back out of respect, she’s a good friend.” She placed a hand over her heart, as if making a solemn vow.

“That makes me suspect you want it even more.” He knew her well enough by now to see through her true intentions.

“You hit the nail on the head...” Her smile widened, cat-like and completely innocent.

He threw his arms up in resignation and turned back to his laptop, his fingers hovering aimlessly over the keyboard.

“Sometimes I just don’t understand you, Estefania,” he admitted, while trying to banish the images of Charlotte and Estefania together from his mind.

She slid off her stool and embraced him from behind, pressing her soft breasts against his back and planting a kiss on the back of his head. The scent of her perfume — a mixture of vanilla and something exotic — enveloped him like a warm blanket.

“I know, Klemens.” She pulled back and reached for her shopping bag. “But if you feel like it, come by tonight, and I’ll show you my latest acquisitions.” Her voice was a gentle invitation, a promise of forbidden pleasures.

“I think I can manage that, if I find the time,” he conceded, though he had to admit he was somewhat eager to see how she would present herself. His fingers drummed nervously on the table.

The front door swung open again, accompanied by the sound of heavy footsteps and rustling bags.

“Hello, you two!” his father’s voice boomed, warm and strong as usual.

“We’re back,” Candela’s voice followed as they walked into the kitchen with shopping bags. The aroma of fresh groceries wafted in with them.

Alexander set several heavy cooler bags down on the counter behind the kitchen island with a grunt before turning around and quickly glancing back and forth between Estefania and Klemens. His eyes narrowed slightly, as if trying to decipher something.

“What were you two talking about?” he asked, his hands still on the bags.

“Nothing special,” Klemens said hastily, trying to suppress any further... obvious clues that might have indicated the not-quite-moral topics he and Estefania had been discussing. His palms grew damp. “We were just discussing study plans.”

“I see you’ve taken my words to heart,” Alexander remarked, apparently satisfied with the answer. “Found anything yet?”

Klemens shook his head, a hint of guilt creeping up his neck.

“Nothing yet,” he admitted, while trying not to think about the actual direction their conversation had taken.

“Alexander, there’s really no need to rush,” Candela interjected, setting down some bags of fruits and vegetables. Her movements were fluid and graceful. “If you pressure him, it might make things even more difficult for him.”

Alexander rubbed the back of his head sheepishly, a gesture Klemens had inherited from him.

“I suppose you’re right. Still, it’s an important decision.” He placed a hand on Candela’s shoulder, a gesture of affection.

“No pressure, got it,” Klemens added sarcastically, mentally rolling his eyes.

“Well, you do want work, don’t you?” Candela began, her voice gentle but firm. “I’m happy to support you and Estefania, but it would be good for you to have an occupation. It’s not about ‘free rides,’ it would simply be beneficial for you to have something to pursue, something that keeps you busy, supports you somewhat. Just don’t let it become everything or don’t remain living paycheck to paycheck. Humans deserve better than that.”

The remark about “free rides” made him freeze slightly as he tried not to make a joke, considering what he did with Estefania most nights, and in light of what Candela was. A cough suppressed the inappropriate laughter rising in his throat. Although, in retrospect, they weren’t entirely free...

He focused on her subsequent comments. Klemens was repeatedly surprised by how “worker-friendly” she seemed to be. For a being that fed on the energy of others, she had remarkably progressive views.

“I know, darling,” Alexander agreed, “that’s why you should be the boss at your company.” He leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek. Candela giggled girlishly, a sound that was oddly incongruous yet charming coming from her.

“I practically am with the work I do,” she joked. She turned back to Klemens and Estefania, her eyes sparkling with maternal warmth. “Do you think you can help us bring in the rest of the groceries?”

“Sure,” said Klemens, closing his laptop.

“Of course,” Estefania added, rising with feline grace.

As they stood up to go outside, Estefania leaned in teasingly and whispered, her breath warm against his ear: “No ‘free rides,’ huh...?”

“Shut up,” he muttered, as she skipped ahead of him with a melodious giggle, swinging her hips in a way that was definitely intentional.


Chapter 5
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After dinner, Klemens quietly slipped into Estefania’s room, although the sneaking around was actually unnecessary; Alexander and Candela were sharing wine again in the living room and even watching a movie. A horror film, of all things, but that at least meant they were hardly paying attention to their surroundings. The muffled screams from the television and the occasional clinking of glasses told him they were completely absorbed in their own little world.

He knocked on Estefania’s door and received an immediate response.

“Come in...” she trilled softly and mischievously.

He slipped inside and found her on the bed with her phone, bags full of clothes spread out beside her. The scent of lavender with a hint of roses wafted around him – presumably her new perfume. The air seemed to grow heavier, as if the fragrance itself was clouding his senses.

“You don’t have to act so shy,” she teased him, without looking up from her display. “I knew exactly that you wanted to see me modeling.”

“To be honest, seeing you in sexy clothes? Not the worst thing in the world,” he replied.

“Well, if it’s only ‘not the worst thing in the world,’ your expectations must be enormous!”

She laughed and jumped off the bed, gesturing for him to sit down. The mattress gave way under his weight, and he felt the warmth her body had left in the fabric. He settled down and made himself comfortable, while his eyes wandered over the various shopping bags.

“So... does the show begin now?” he asked, his voice a little rougher than intended.

She raised a finger, her eyes sparkling with an expression he couldn’t quite interpret.

“Not quite yet. We need to approach this properly... With surprise...”

Her voice had a strange undertone, a vibrating quality that made his skin tingle. What did she mean by surprise? His pulse involuntarily quickened.

She went to the door, and he saw the brief flash of runes as she cast her privacy spells before returning to the center of the room. The symbols burned into his retina for a moment before fading in the air.

“Lean back and enjoy...”

Then she stretched out her hands, her fingertips glowing as she drew more runes in the air. The air crackled with energy, and a faint humming filled the room. For a moment, Klemens forgot his arousal and his anticipation of seeing his stepsister in skimpy, provocative clothing, fascinated by the spectacle; for someone with scientific interest, he had immersed himself in a world that seemed to mock all laws of nature. And yet her spells and incantations seemed to follow mechanisms. It wasn’t mere will that made things happen. Perhaps partly, but the complexity of her magic captivated him like a puzzle he desperately wanted to solve.

About her kind in general. She was a demonic nymphomaniac, that much he knew. Her gestures were too precise, too calculated for mere improvisation.

It was almost like encountering an alien, when he thought about it; she wasn’t human, she functioned on a different level. But she wasn’t completely foreign either, she existed parallel to their world. Adapted like a predator with very specific prey. His analytical thoughts were interrupted by a warm wave of arousal – his body was responding to her mere presence, independent of his mind.

His analytical thoughts were interrupted when Estefania suddenly disappeared behind a blurred, shimmering veil that materialized between them. The air flickered like heat over hot asphalt. Klemens sat up straight, his palms growing damp.

“Wow,” escaped him.

“Nothing special, basically just a magical privacy screen, simpler than my concealment,” she explained, almost as if trying to temper his expectations. She herself barely attached importance to the spell, yet her voice carried a playful undertone.

He decided to set aside his fascination for now – he was supposed to be enjoying a fashion show. His pulse hammered in his ears.

Behind the blurred veil, he saw clothes flying to the other side of the room; short jeans, a pale green tank top, and blue silk underwear. The fabric rustled softly as it fell to the floor.

Heat rose to his face; no matter how often he had seen her naked – damn, he had pleasured her orally – he kept getting aroused. His mouth went dry, and he licked his lips.

But there was something about the anticipation that gripped him. She wasn’t simply undressing, she was disrobing, but he couldn’t see her. He knew she was undressing, she was right in front of him, but hidden. His imagination filled in the gaps, picturing how her hands glided over her skin.

It was different. More intense.

Her hand slipped out from behind the veil and pulled it aside, revealing herself to Klemens like a goddess stepping out of the mist.

He whistled softly in appreciation as she struck a sensual pose, letting her hands glide over her upper body and presenting black lace lingerie, complete with garter belt and stockings. The bra was cut low enough that he could just barely see the uppermost edges of her nipples, where the discoloration began. The bra pushed her breasts together and formed a deep cleavage, from which he could hardly tear his gaze. The black lace contrasted beautifully with her tanned skin, and the dim light of the room made the material shimmer.

She let her fingers trail seductively over her body and then up her thighs as she straightened up. Slowly she turned, her fingertips dancing over her lower back while she watched him over her shoulders whenever she could. Her body twisted like a belly dancer’s, only in slow motion, her hands traveling up her body and over her head before she spread them in a sensual gesture, then turned around and struck a new pose. Every movement was calculated to captivate his attention.

"What do you think...?" she asked, although the grin on her face and her tone revealed that the question was purely rhetorical. Her eyes sparkled with knowledge of her effect.

"What can I say?" he admitted, with slight, good-natured regret. "It's sexy." His voice sounded hoarse, and he cleared his throat.

She looked amused and giggled softly, a sound like silver bells.

"There are different ways to be sexy, you know..."

She winked at him mischievously and pulled the veil back in front of her like a curtain with one hand. He blinked slightly, the magical screen was difficult to look at with its distorting, blurring effect. This time no clothes flew to the side, there was only a silent pause, and then a hand appeared again to reveal the cunning fashion model. The tension in his body built with each heartbeat.

Estefania was now wearing white lingerie. Lace, but less elaborate than the previous set, without stockings and garters. Nevertheless, it beautifully accentuated her tanned skin, and once again she began to pose seductively. The white material made her appear almost innocent, a stark contrast to the hungry gleam in her eyes.

This time, however, she did it in a... shyer way, letting her hands glide over her shoulders while looking at him from the corner of her eye, turning her head so that strands of hair framed her face and eyes. She bit her lower lip, as if unsure whether she deserved his attention.

Her smile was less suggestive, warm and somewhat reserved as she turned around, arms close to her body. Still, it remained a sensual display, her hands wandering over her body, caressing her curves and naturally showcasing her new clothes. Her movements were softer, more vulnerable, but no less arousing.

As she turned back to face him, she briefly covered her bust, as if too shy to show it, but let her hands slowly retreat in carefully choreographed movements, so that they stroked over her curves and drew attention to her bra. It wasn’t as tight as the previous one, making her décolletage appear somewhat wider and less deep... but no less attractive. The innocence of the pose paradoxically made her even more seductive.

His member throbbed, pressing painfully against the fabric of his jeans.

"Wow... you weren’t exaggerating," he said appreciatively, his voice rough with desire.

"‘Girl next door’ vibe, right...?"

"Yeah, except you live in the same house."

"Your room is next to mine, that’s next door. That counts..."

He laughed softly at her mischievous logic and leaned back on the bed while opening his jeans. He didn’t take out his shaft, he just wanted to be a bit more comfortable, not so constricted. The pressure eased, but the arousal remained.

Her eyes wandered to his bulge, and he saw her mouth open slightly with desire as she licked her lips. Her pupils dilated, and her breathing became shallower.

"Getting a little hot, hm...?" she teased, her voice an octave lower.

"Soph, just continue with the next outfit," he muttered, though he couldn’t hide the amusement in his voice. His hands trembled slightly.

She giggled in response and pulled that veil in front of her again as if from nowhere. The anticipation was almost unbearable.

Another wait full of anticipation, and then a soft "Wow" escaped him as she revealed herself again. His breath caught.

She was wearing a high-cut bodysuit that pushed her breasts upward and held them tightly together, though with an opening just below the upper edge that provided a deep view of her décolletage. Another oval hole in the material showed her stomach and navel, while her upper arms were encased in triangular Sacasusa gloves and her lower legs covered by leggings that resembled the gloves. The fabric stretched over every curve like a second skin.

The material reminded him of latex or rubber, he wasn’t sure, some matte glossy synthetic material in deep purple that beautifully enclosed and accentuated her curves. It reflected the light in a way that literally captivated his eyes to her body.

The pose she struck was more confident, her grin more mischievous and sensual. She giggled softly as she bent deeply, arching her spine seductively, spreading her arms before running them up her legs and over her stomach, her fingers dancing over her skin and the fabric. To finish, she took a final pose, leaning slightly to the side, her legs wide, but most of her weight on the leg of the side she was leaning toward. She let the arm on that side hang loosely by her thigh, while the other rested on her protruding hip – a sensual but confident posture. Her eyes sparkled with predatory hunger.

She blew him a kiss, and he almost felt the warmth of her lips on his skin.

"Where the hell did you get that?" he asked. The other clothes, expensive yes, but he could imagine upscale boutiques carrying such things. He had no idea where one could get something so... risqué. His voice trembled with suppressed desire.

"That’s a secret," she teased with a wink and a giggle, though Klemens wasn’t particularly troubled by this. "You know, with this outfit I don’t need to ask your opinion, I can literally feel what you’re thinking."

"It’s crazy... but hot," he said. "You’re giving off real femme fatale vibes." He could hardly believe this was his stepsister.

"I sometimes like to see myself as a ‘femme fatale’... Just with a little less ‘fatale’... It’s more fun..."

"I myself prefer less ‘fatale,’ thank you very much," he joked. "Do you have more?"

“Why? Do you want to see your stepsister in every sexy outfit you can think of?” she teased, pushing out her chest slightly to provoke him. The material stretched even tighter across her curves.

“I didn’t think of that” he replied, pointing to her outfit. “But I can’t deny it’s damn hot seeing you like this.” His honesty surprised even himself.

She gave him a sympathetic but lustful smile, her tongue briefly gliding over her lower lip.

“Unfortunately, that’s all I bought. And everything else I own, you’ve already seen, so... I think you know what comes next...”

She bit her lower lip, and he could see her eyes darting between his face and his crotch. The air in the room seemed to thicken, charged with unspoken tension.

He knew she liked him, but Klemens honestly wondered how much Estefania simultaneously viewed him as a piece of meat. Her hunger always seemed so... literal. Well, it was literal, she actually fed on him. But a more primal, predatory hunger. He was literally soul food for her. The way she looked at him made him both shudder and tremble at the same time.

He didn’t hold it against her, it was just... another level of fascination for him, thinking about her mindset. How her brain worked. The human elements and the not-quite-human traits. Was he more to her than just food? The question burned in his mind, but he didn’t dare ask it.

He didn’t dwell on these thoughts for long as she stepped closer, leaned forward and cupped his bulge with her hand, gently stroking him and eliciting a soft moan. Her touch was warm, even through the fabric, and he felt his body responding immediately.

“You must have really been running on all cylinders, with all that looking... Do you have a nice big load for me, dear brother? Lots of energy to slurp up?”

She squeezed and gripped his manhood a bit more firmly, digging her fingers deeper. Her voice was a husky whisper that ran down his spine like liquid fire.

Klemens threw his head back, his upper body arching slightly under her provocative fondling. A shiver ran through his entire body.

“It’s all waiting for you,” he gasped. Exactly what she wanted to hear – Estefania grinned hungrily and licked her lips, her eyes glowing with demonic desire.

She slid her fingers under the waistband of his underwear, directly grasping his erection and pleasuring him with slow, rhythmic movements. Her skin was silky and warm, and he twitched under her direct touch.

A damp spot spread across the gray fabric – drops of pleasure seeping through the material. The scent of his arousal mingled with her perfume.

Even still partially wrapped in underwear, her touch sent shivers down his spine. After a few pumping motions, she withdrew her hand and reached for the sides of his jeans, gently sliding them down his legs. Her movements were skillful, practiced.

Exposed from the waist down, Klemens trembled in the cool air, but his member radiated warmth and stood up expectantly. Estefania’s gaze devoured his appearance eagerly, as if she were looking at a precious meal. She crouched down in front of him, her palms sliding along his thighs until they met at his genitals – one hand gripping his shaft with slow movements, while the other caressed his testicles. Her touch was feather-light, but electrifying.

“I think you’re getting bigger, Klemens...”

He desperately tried not to react too strongly. Even he didn’t seem immune to the appeal of an impressive member, and Estefania seemed like someone who wouldn’t shy away from large dimensions. Damn, she was probably designed to handle any size. Her demonic nature made her adaptable.

“Really?” he dared to reply. He didn’t want to give her too much ammunition for her teasing. But one word seemed enough for her. His voice broke slightly.

“Does that excite the big, strong man in you...?” she teased with a mocking undertone, though she giggled and leaned forward to touch his glans with a tender, tingling kiss. A sigh escaped Klemens’ lips, and his entire body trembled.

“Shut up,” he muttered, his face glowing an even deeper red. “You’re the one who said it.” But his protest sounded weak, drowned out by his accelerated breathing.

“Well, maybe it is... It feels so... wonderful... so... firm...”

She emphasized her words with slower, firmer movements of her hand – even the simplicity of this caress was intensely arousing. Her fingers enclosed him completely, the warmth of her palm penetrating his skin as she explored every inch of his throbbing shaft with deliberate precision.

“Shit...” he moaned, his head sinking deeper into the pillow. Estefania giggled again, the sound vibrating through her body and transferring to her skilled hands. She loosened her grip and moved faster, while pleasuring his testicles with circular motions, her fingertips dancing over the sensitive skin.

She added a twisting component to her pumping movements, repeatedly pushing his foreskin over the glans and back again, occasionally rubbing her palm over his tip to distribute the drops of pleasure. Each touch sent electric impulses through his body, his breathing becoming irregular and labored.

He appreciated her grooming of his pubic hair, which he now maintained himself – it felt... better. Nothing could get tangled, the hair didn’t dampen any touch, she could really reach all the way to the root. Everything moved more smoothly than before, and he no longer felt that annoying, penetrating “moisture” from wetness trapped in pubic hair. Everything glided silkily, and his member glistened from the drops of pleasure that she slowly massaged into his skin. The smooth surface intensified every sensation, making her touches even more intense.

Already he felt pressure building in his loins, a familiar heat gathering in his lower abdomen. Given her nature, she would probably not stop and move on to something else—she loved driving him over the edge with every method. Foreplay wasn't just foreplay, but another tool in her arsenal, a different way to feed and tease her prey. In this case... him. Her eyes sparkled with predatory pleasure as she studied his reactions.

He clutched the bedsheet, a gasp escaping his mouth as her hands rolled and glided over his manhood—testicles caressed, shaft stroked, each movement exquisite and smooth. His knuckles turned white from his tight grip, his muscles tensing involuntarily.

She spread her middle and index fingers and let his length slide between them, stroking him with these two fingers and turning them toward his glans before properly closing her hand around his girth again. She gained even more speed, the sound of her efforts becoming slippery and perverse, a rhythmic smacking that broke the silence of the room.

“E-Estefania, I’m close,” he warned hoarsely, his voice breaking with effort.

In response, she began stroking faster, her movements becoming a targeted torture of pleasure.

“Don’t hold back, Klemens... Come for me...” It was a sensual command, even somewhat imperious. It matched her outfit, and he wondered if perhaps she was playing the role because of her attire. Her voice carried an authority that shook him to the core.

He wasn’t able to ignore her, however; Estefania’s efforts were masterful. Her fingers knew every sensitive spot, every nerve that made him tremble.

Just a few moments more, then he let out a sound and thrust into Estefania’s hands, his entire body cramping with the force of his climax.

The white strands spurted into the air and down onto her hands, which continued to stroke and milk him, every movement designed to extract every last drop from him.

“That’s it” she purred, her eyes glowing with demonic satisfaction. “Let it all out”

He believed he had pumped four or five thrusts before he began to stutter and drip, then stopped completely. Estefania eased her efforts and let go—something for which Klemens was grateful; he wasn’t sure if he could withstand her torture after the climax. His body was still trembling from the aftershocks.

Nevertheless, he groaned in lingering sensitivity as she wrung her hand up his shaft to collect residue that hadn’t fallen on her hands. She brought it to her mouth to give a performance of licking up his white stuff with slow, voracious eroticism. Her tongue moved with deliberate sensuality, her eyes remaining fixed on his.

He glimpsed a gentle glow over her lips that slowly, subtly spread across her forearms. The light pulsated rhythmically, as if driven by her heartbeat. After it had passed, he saw only a slight shimmer from her saliva.

She never left him long without a reminder of her inhumanity, but he was beginning to be enchanted by it. The way the supernatural light danced across her skin was hypnotizing.

“Delicious as always...” she praised and reached out to touch his frenulum with a fingertip. He flinched in sensitive reflex, a sharp intake of breath escaping him.

“Nice to hear,” he murmured, his voice still rough from the exertion. He wasn’t yet flaccid, and he knew that Estefania wouldn’t be satisfied with just that. Her hungry glances revealed her plans.

As if to confirm this, she grinned and slid forward, reaching behind him to pull him closer to the bed. Her fingers dug into his skin, firmly enough to leave small red marks.

“Come on, stand up... I have a real surprise...”

He blinked in confusion but didn’t object and rose on shaky legs. His eyes widened as Estefania positioned herself so that her breasts were directly in front of his shaft. She took hold of his length and aligned it with the hole in her leather bodysuit that led directly into her cleavage. The leather gleamed in the dim light, accentuating every curve of her body.

This was... new. He had seen it a few times, mostly in hentai, only a few times in real pornography. The reality was more overwhelming than any fantasy.

“You want...?” he began, but she shook her head teasingly, her chestnut locks moving like liquid silk.

“No, I want you to do it...” she corrected and rubbed his sensitive glans teasingly against the edge of her cleavage between the hole in her garment. With the way it pressed her bust together, even though it pushed them somewhat upward... he was sure he could get some depth, although his member might be angled a bit. It didn’t matter—her breasts felt incredible, and the fact that the bodysuit pressed them together nicely... he was sure it would be a different sensation. The warm softness of her skin contrasted with the cool smoothness of the leather.

She looked up at him, seductively, eagerly, encouraging him to take the lead, placing her hands enticingly over the tops of her bust, releasing his member so he could take command. Her fingers played with the edges of the neckline, pulling the material slightly to the side to give him better access.

He wasn’t sure if he had complete command, but he could set the pace. So he took hold of his member, aligned it with the hole of her cleavage... and with a gentle moan, he entered, grabbing one of her shoulders with his free hand for support. The warmth immediately enveloped him, soft and inviting.

She bit her lower lip and looked up at him expectantly, every expression carefully calculated to heat him up even more. And she was a master at it. As expected—it was instinct for her. Her teeth dug slightly into her full lower lip, an image of innocence with a hint of danger.

He was still somewhat wet from his climax and her glorious handiwork, but she made sure to enhance the lubrication. She opened her mouth and let her tongue hang out, letting saliva drip into her décolletage and giggled after delivering her dose. She watched him with a lustful smile as he began to move back and forth. The additional moisture made each movement smoother, more intense.

Damn, she felt good. The bodysuit pressed her globes firmly together, so he really only had to concentrate on moving his hips. The tightness was perfect, not too firm, but firm enough to envelop him.

She was so warm, but inevitably his tip pushed against her sternum, causing her to slide up slightly against her body. Yet with the smoothness of his glans and how her saliva seemed to find its way between her tightly pressing breasts, it was still a fluid motion. It gave him about an inch of additional movement before he began to withdraw. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through his body.

He kept his tip trapped between her breasts, which allowed him to grab her other shoulder... and thrust slowly, a gentle sigh escaping him. His fingers dug into her warm skin, seeking purchase in the overwhelming sensation.

Estefania murmured appreciatively, seductively, keeping her hands to herself so he could indulge in the stimulation entirely on his own terms and desires. Her eyes sparkled with demonic pleasure as she studied each of his expressions.

He couldn’t thrust too far—her breasts weren’t that large compared to lengthwise movement, but he still felt good with the freedom of movement he had. The limitation made each movement even more precious.

“Shit, this is hot,” he gasped, looking down and occasionally glimpsing his tip through Estefania’s décolletage from above, buried deep between her bosom. The sight of his own arousal disappearing between her soft skin was almost too much.

“Isn’t it?” she said smoothly, her voice a velvety whisper. “Fucking your stepsister’s plump breasts in this outfit... Feels so sinful, doesn’t it...?”

“If I say ‘Amen,’ will you laugh at me?” he joked in response, though his voice trembled with genuine arousal.

“Unholy is just another kind of holy, isn’t it...?” Her words carried a deeper meaning, a promise of forbidden ecstasy.

He was surprised by how much he was getting into Estefania’s style of dirty talk; she wanted him to be corrupted, in a sense. It was still a kind of game, but her desire to see him become more depraved in these sessions was clear to him. And he noticed how he was giving in to this darkness, how it was slowly changing him.

He began to move faster, stimulating himself pleasantly, but it wasn’t quite enough to push him over the edge. He wasn’t disappointed—it still felt good... but Estefania had plans to change that. Her eyes began to glow, a telltale sign of her true nature.

He felt a spark race through him... and form luminous swirls around her breasts and his groin area.

He could see the currents, saw them swirling around his length, drawn into her bosom, saw how the spirals whirled from the top of her décolletage up and out of her body, though many swirls sank into her globes. The light pulsated with otherworldly beauty, hypnotic and dangerous at once.

He felt himself being sucked into her breasts, the pull in his core drawing him in as her suction took hold. It was as if his life force itself was flowing to her.

She gave him a voluptuous, predatory look, but it was far too sexy for him to mind. He knew he was safe. And her suction was a most welcome “cheat.” The way her eyes glowed in that moment was both threatening and irresistible.

His member hummed with pleasure, the enticing pressure of her breasts now even more stimulating, as every point of skin-to-skin contact was a direct, enticing suction that illuminated the contact point with pleasure... which means most of his member. And where there was no contact, he still felt a wonderful humming tingle as every nerve was caressed with enticing pleasure. His skin tingled as if thousands of tiny lightning bolts were dancing across it.

Again, pressure built in his loins; it wasn’t the strongest suction, barely, but not quite light either, just enough that, combined with his thrusting, would lead him to a climax. The energy gathered like a flood ready to break through the dams.

He picked up speed, enough that he could hear the slick sounds of his member repeatedly sliding in and out of her enveloping breasts, which now felt like a dangerous attraction. Each sound intensified his arousal, the rhythmic squelching becoming its own perverse music.

She briefly opened her mouth and unfurled her tongue; vapors of his energy rose from the depths of her décolletage and the tops of her breasts—a provocative, obscene display as the swirls merged into a single spiral column that quietly sucked into her mouth. The misty rays of light danced like living beings before disappearing between her lips.

Estefania closed her mouth with a small puff of the misty light, but she had displayed enough for him and licked her lips with a hungry, seductive gleam in her eyes. A satisfied sigh escaped her, as if she were tasting the most delicious wine.

That only encouraged Klemens to increase his pace. His movements became more desperate, driven by a desire that went beyond the physical.

And that additional speed was enough to push him over the cliff.

“Damn!” was the only warning Estefania received, at least verbally, before he jerked his hips with sharp movements, his member pulsing and releasing his seed into the dark depths between her breasts, while spiritual barriers collapsed and a spiral of light formed around his loins, racing down his shaft to be devoured by her breasts. She moaned erotically, closed her eyes and tilted her head slightly backward, feeling the bliss of his climax. The glow intensified as her demonic nature absorbed his essence.

Her suction quickly disappeared once he was finished, the misty veils around them dissolving—Estefania didn’t want to exhaust him yet. The sudden absence of the supernatural sensation left him slightly swaying.

When he had calmed down, Klemens slowly pulled out, captivated by the sight of his sticky member freeing itself from her compressed breasts, while slimy strands of his essence stretched and sagged between his rod and the edges of her greedy décolletage. The silvery strands glistened in the dim light like perverse works of art.

Estefania grinned and subtly licked her lips, her eyes sparkling with demonic satisfaction.

“You made quite a mess in there...”

“I did...” he answered with a more breathless voice, somewhat tired from her suction, but already aroused again by her hungry gaze.

She giggled and pressed her upper arms even tighter together to enclose her chest. Another glow emerged, brighter this time, and when it faded, only a film of moisture remained. She shuddered, and a tiny wave of weariness flashed across her face. It passed quickly, and she fixed him with a lustful gaze. The brief sign of weakness only made her more seductive.

“Do you have another round in you...?”

“I think I always have a third round for you,” he said with a hint of charm, though his legs were still trembling.

“Good...” She stood up and pushed him down onto the bed, pulled his legs onto it and climbed over him, spreading her thighs over his. Her movements were as smooth as those of a predatory cat, each gesture calculated to intoxicate his senses.

He was somewhat surprised but didn’t resist, instead removing his shirt so that he was completely naked.

In contrast, she remained fully clothed and yet damn sexy. The contrast of his nakedness to her covered body created a strange power dynamic that made his heart beat faster.

He reached up and let his hands glide along her sides, feeling her bodysuit under his palms and fingers; it was a smooth material, little friction, but somewhat stretchy, as it bent whenever she twisted and turned. The feeling of the fabric against his rough hands created an electrifying tension between them.

He simply wanted to touch her too. This also made her smile, a gentle, loving chuckle escaping her. He liked that. She seemed to enjoy when he explored her body. In a way, it proved to him that he wasn’t just special food for her. Her reaction to his touches confirmed to him that there was more between them than just her hunger.

She reached for his manhood, letting her fingers glide tantalizingly over his length, making it throb, another drop of pre-cum already dripping from his tip, which she wiped up with a fingertip to bring to her lips, her tongue tasting it in yet another sensual display. Her eyes fixed on his while doing so, a silent invitation in her gaze.

Then she properly gripped his shoulders and slid a bit higher until he felt his shaft trapped between his stomach and her bodysuit-covered pussy. She slowly rocked her hips, rubbing against his cock in a stimulating way. Each movement of her hips sent waves of arousal through his entire body.

“I wonder, will you be upset if you don’t get to penetrate tonight...?” she asked with a devilish, teasing tone, a matching expression distorting her face. Her words were like sweet poison seeping into his thoughts.

“That’s just mean,” he replied, though there was hardly any venom in it; as much as he would like to bury himself in her pussy or her ass, the way she did it, combined with her suction... it was almost just as good and more than satisfying enough for him. The denial made the experience even more intense in a perverse way.

It satisfied her too.

She rubbed slowly, though she periodically slid away to guide her hand around his length with a few strokes, smearing pre-cum and saliva from her mouth around his cock, rubbing it in and keeping it lubricated and the friction at pleasant levels. Her technique was precise, almost calculated in its perfection.

Estefania was playing with him with the outfit she had bought, Klemens realized. With lubrication, the smooth, stretchy synthetic material of the bodysuit provided a unique friction contact, gliding smoothly over his trapped cock. He could even feel her labia through the material, forming a shallow groove into which his manhood fit, the channel rubbing from root to tip with each flowing roll of her hips, her body undulating sensually. The sensation was unlike anything he had ever experienced—alien and intoxicating at the same time.

Sometimes she turned sideways, keeping the stimulation fresh, while constantly feeding his eyes with a dirty show of her hypnotic movements. Her body was like an instrument that she masterfully played to drive him to the edge of madness.

He couldn’t stop himself from sliding his hands up her body, touching her, feeling the material of her dress under his palms, until he cupped her breasts, gently caressing them with soft moans resulting from her rubbing. The combination of the smooth fabric and the warmth of her body underneath made him tremble with desire.

She sighed out, but smiled seductively at him, letting her hands glide up his arms from his shoulders, caressing them until she gently gripped his wrists, pulling his hands somewhat more firmly against her breasts while continuing to rub. Through this gesture, she took control of his touches, making him a tool of her own pleasure.

He almost wanted to call her a slut, in a dirty way, but he found his tongue caught just by how good she looked touching him, silently insisting that he fondle her more firmly. The words remained stuck in his throat, replaced by a deep moan of surrender.

He wondered if he was becoming more perverted, or if she was secretly twisting his brain with her succubus influence. The boundary between his own desire and her supernatural effect on him was increasingly blurring.

She was moving faster now and let her hands glide back to his shoulders, over them, guiding them up his neck to cup his cheeks, looking down into his eyes. Her touch left a burning trail on his skin.

Her eyes began to glow red, and he felt her pull ignite again. But it was much stronger this time, surely the finale for tonight. The supernatural glow of her eyes reflected in his own, hypnotizing him, making him helpless.

Their auras formed, currents swirling and spinning away from his body, being absorbed into her luminous veil, wisps of pale light curling off his cock as it was rubbed beneath her covered pussy, as if his penis was smoking. The ethereal spectacle had something eerily beautiful, almost sacred in its strangeness.

The steaming light curling from him was always surreal; it was his life energy. He could feel that weariness already befalling him. He was literally watching the essence that kept him alive being drawn from his body. Estefania even said that her kind could kill if they drained too much. This realization should frighten him, yet instead it only intensified his desire.

It once frightened him, but now he felt a certain thrill in it, especially given how good it felt, and that Estefania, despite her insatiability, had never hurt him. He would rest, feel a bit more groggy in the morning than before, and he would be fine. The trust in her was as deep as his devotion.

He moaned with pleasure, a large gush of precum seeping onto his stomach. Her pull was everywhere, he could feel the pleasant humming in her palms and fingers against his cheeks, watched currents of his energy being drawn into her hands and swirling up her gloved arms. And he could barely tear his eyes from hers, those deep red orbs gaining slitted pupils. She didn’t usually gain the more demonic features, but they often glowed when she drained him. In this moment, her true nature was as obvious as it was seductive.

Still, it reminded him of that first night they had proper sex, when he first learned what she was. They had a dark sharpness to them, but Klemens no longer found them so frightening. Strangely beautiful. How he had grown accustomed to the supernatural sometimes frightened him more than her demonic nature itself.

It was becoming harder to think, her pull and the pleasure that came with it eroding his spiritual barriers and his faculties equally. His thoughts fragmented, becoming mist that dissolved like his energy.

“I’m... damn... close...” he muttered through panting breaths, his voice barely more than a rough whisper.

“Don’t hold back... Don’t resist... Come for me...” Her words penetrated directly into his consciousness, a command impossible to resist.

This outfit must have put her in an unusual mood; though not a dominatrix, she had a calm, commanding presence that he found exquisite, which rather matched the fact that they had only practiced outercourse tonight. The gentle authority in her voice amplified the erotic tension between them immeasurably.

The pull made it seem all the more intense and enticing.

“I... I... damn!”

He couldn’t hold out any longer, and with a loud moan, he thrust against her rubbing hips and shot his strands over his body, his stomach and chest. The orgasm coursed through him like an electric shock, making every muscle in his body twitch and tense.

He even felt a splash hit the underside of his chin, but he wasn’t in any state to be disgusted, moaned loudly and found his jaw unable to close; hers opened, a glow forming in the back of his mouth, and he let out a soft gasping sound as he felt another pulling current winding up from his core, up his throat and out of his mouth, sucked entirely into her waiting gullet. It was as if his soul itself was being ripped from him, a sensation beyond pain or pleasure.

The intense, orgasmic pleasure extended his climax, beginning to become almost unbearable. She maintained it for a while, giving him an open-mouthed grin. Her facial expression was a mixture of demonic greed and genuine affection.

And then her pull began to fade, and the veils began to dissolve, the last swirls spiraling into her skin. She closed her mouth with a satisfied murmur, licked her lips as if she had just enjoyed the most delicious meal of her life.

He went limp, gasping from exhaustion, trying to sort his brain. He felt Estefania’s hands leave his face, and then she draped her body over his, breasts squeezing against his chest as she gently caressed his chin with the fingertips of a gloved hand. The warmth of her body was a soothing contrast to the supernatural chill that permeated his body after the energy loss.

“Thank you for the meal...” she said in a tone that was both teasing and affectionate. Her voice sounded satiated and content, like a predator after a successful hunt.

“You’re... welcome...” he managed between breaths. He groaned and sank a bit against the bed. “You didn’t... come?” Even in his exhaustion, he worried about her satisfaction.

She leaned a bit to the side so she could kiss him on the cheek, eliciting a soft moan from him as a spark tickled his skin. Even this small kiss still contained remnants of her supernatural energy.

“Oh, I was so close to giving in and joining you, brother” she said. “But I just felt like holding back, I wanted... I don’t know, I guess I wanted to feel powerful? Commanding? It felt so good ” Her words were a sensual confession, explaining her transformation this night.

“I... noticed it. You were somewhat... different. Not different-person different, but... calmer. Not more dominant, but... dominant in a more restrained way... Words are hard, okay?” His thoughts were still foggy, but he tried to put the ineffable into words.

She laughed warmly and gently tilted his head so she could run her tongue over his chin, licking up the splash of his seed that had managed to hit his lower jaw. It made him shudder, a trembling gasp escaping him. The intimacy of this gesture touched him more deeply than any sexual act before.

“It’s these outfits,” she confessed once she looked at him again. “They just made me feel... really beautiful...” There was a surprising vulnerability in her confession.

“Isn’t that why girls buy clothes anyway?” His remark was half joke, half serious question.

She giggled and buried her face lovingly in the crook of his neck, though even that wouldn’t be without lustful edge, slowly drawing her tongue up his throat until she kissed him gently on the lips, the tingling of her lighter essences making him shudder again. Even in tender moments, she couldn’t completely hide her demonic nature.

She broke the kiss and smiled.

“I really had fun tonight,” she said. “I’ve dressed up beautifully for people before, done stripteases, but you... you get to remember. And it’s not just for my own amusement, teasing my prey, I wanted you to enjoy it too... On a deeper level.” Her words revealed how special their relationship was – not just predator and prey, but something much more complex.

“What deeper level, I wasn’t allowed to penetrate,” he joked, which made Estefania playfully pat his shoulder and laugh. His humor was a sign of his recovery, his ability to return to himself despite the supernatural intensity of the experience.

“Next time, brother...” she said, before nestling into his neck with a contented sigh. The promise in her voice made his heart beat faster.

He smiled and laughed as he relaxed, feeling like he would soon fall asleep. But as he lay there and felt Estefania gently wrapping her arms around him for cuddling, he thought back to the beginning of the encounter; how he saw her cast the privacy spell, conjuring that veil. And further, her essences... and those demonic red eyes of hers staring into his soul. The memories blended with reality, blurring at the edges of his consciousness.

He couldn’t stop thinking about her, but he wasn’t troubled. He was fascinated, and as he slowly felt his eyelids growing heavy, he couldn’t shake that curiosity that had been growing for a while, but had intensified over the past day. The world of demons had changed him forever, and deep inside, he knew there was no going back.


Chapter 6

 [image: ] 

A quiet day stretched out before him, and Klemens took the opportunity to do some research – after restoring his strength with two cups of coffee and properly fatty bacon. The coffee was still steaming as he opened his laptop, and the salty taste of bacon lingered on his tongue.

He had to fight through mountains of nonsense and hentai, but eventually he came across various documents and literature about succubi and incubi. There wasn’t much unique information to be found – fictional portrayals in fan stories and other media were best avoided.

His eyes were already burning from staring at the screen as he distinguished between serious historical sources and obvious fantasy garbage. Historical documentation about sex demons remained naturally limited, focusing more on mythological aspects, on fairy tales and fables from times past. Among them was a story about a succubus who tried to seduce a pope, but ultimately helped him because he remained steadfast.

He didn’t expect to find much truth. Estefania had explained to him how much they kept to the shadows. Even those ancient, malevolent demons who enslaved or murdered humans made every effort to conceal their true nature. They probably nurtured superstition or reinforced it, but kept many of their secrets to themselves. A perfect disguise – mixing truth so thoroughly with lies that no one could distinguish what was real anymore.

After a while, he discovered some small accounts, allegedly about succubi and incubi haunting towns and villages, sometimes individual people. The language was archaic, full of religious allusions and fear. He didn’t sense much truth in them, though it was impossible to know for certain. Superstition had a real source but spread into the various fables and false reports he was reading. Some descriptions were so exaggeratedly dramatic that they seemed ridiculous – others, however, sounded disturbingly specific.

Or were they wrong? How much truth was in them and how much wasn’t remained unfathomable, but this didn’t frustrate him. After all, he had a primary source he could question at any time. A primary source who was sleeping in his bed and confusing him daily with her mere existence.

It was more curiosity about how Estefania’s kind had influenced humans, one way or another, and how there were those who sought to live less destructively to avoid human wrath – despite their parasitic, destructive nature. The irony wasn’t lost on him: he was researching creatures that viewed humans as food while one of them lived next door and made him breakfast.

It was truly fascinating. And he surprised himself – never before had a subject captivated him so much that he devoted his free time to such admittedly superficial research. Normally, he spent his free days gaming or mindlessly consuming YouTube.

He was just reading a historical account by a medieval scholar who apparently lived in mortal fear because a succubus visited him every night, when there was a knock at the door. The sound pulled him from the monk’s gloomy world back to reality.

“It’s me, Klemens,” called Estefania, her voice warm and familiar.

“It’s open, come in,” he invited, and heard Estefania slip inside. Her bare feet padded softly across the wooden floor. A week ago, he would have still felt uncomfortable when she came into his room. Well, sometimes he still did, because of the way she became, but not nearly as uncomfortable as before. Her presence had taken on something soothing, even while simultaneously making his nerves vibrate.

“Haven’t seen you all day. I was hoping you might be in the mood for a movie or something...” She stepped closer, and he smelled her perfume – something sweet with an underlying sharpness. “What are you looking at there?” she asked, peering over his shoulder. Her warmth radiated against his back.

“Succubus stuff,” he answered, feeling his shoulders tense. “Or what I can find that’s at least written historically.”

“You know that 99 percent of it is bullshit, right?” Her voice sounded amused, not offended.

“Of course I know that, but it’s... insight. Gives me an idea of how they thought about your kind back then,” he said, turning slightly toward her.

“None of it is positive,” she summarized without hesitation, casually crossing her arms. The movement lifted her breasts, and Klemens forced himself to keep his gaze on her face.

“I didn’t expect it to be,” he agreed. “But still, succubi, incubi, have left a trace in history that has never really disappeared.” He gestured to the screen. “Even today they still appear in books, movies, games. There must be a reason for that.”

She was silent for a moment, looking at him with her head tilted. Her brown eyes sparkled thoughtfully.

“Where is this sudden interest in my people coming from?” she inquired. “You’ve always asked questions, but this is something different.” Her voice became softer, almost vulnerable.

He paused, turning his chair completely toward her and searching for the right words. How did you explain to someone that you were fascinated by their existence without sounding like a freak?

“Well, as crazy as it sounds, I think I’m getting used to you,” he revealed. “As ‘used to’ as one can expect. It still scares me a little how crazy all this is, but... now I’m just curious. The way you do things, how you do them. Not just the sex or the sluttiness, I have a passable idea of that.” His cheeks reddened slightly. “But the magical stuff; the spells. All of that.”

He sighed and searched for the core of his fascination without sounding like an asshole. His hands played nervously with the mousepad.

“I don’t mean this... in a bad way,” he began cautiously. “But you’re not human. But that’s exactly what fascinates me. You’re a real demon, that’s crazy. But I don’t constantly feel tired or full of pain or like your slave. So... I just want to know.” His voice grew quieter. “I want to understand you.”

He waited, worried that he had said something wrong, but she only smiled warmly. The smile reached her eyes and made them shine.

“You don’t need to walk on eggshells, Klemens,” she said softly. “I know I’m not human, I don’t take that as an insult. I’m a succubus, a demon, I feed on the life energy of humans, I have instincts that drive me to hunt through sex. Not to kill, mind you, and not just to feed. We are sexually insatiable creatures, we enjoy fucking.”

She spoke the words without shame, as if they were simple facts. “That’s not entirely human behavior. Besides, I could sense if you were saying these things with hateful, fearful, or otherwise prejudiced intentions.” She tapped her temple to remind him of her powers.

“But that’s just another thing – you can read minds. Or well, emotions. Skim thoughts, I think you said. You can do all these things, but the way you explain it makes it seem like there’s more to it.” He leaned forward, genuine interest in his eyes.

She gave him a look, he wasn’t sure what it meant. Perhaps curious herself? About him? She sat down on the bed, the mattress giving way under her weight, and Klemens noticed how her breasts bounced, just a little. She was wearing everyday clothes again – a tight white t-shirt and short shorts – but that really didn’t stop him from admiring her. Her legs stretched out elegantly in front of her. He was truly screwed.

“Stronger succubi and incubi can read thoughts directly without much effort. Mom can do it with some concentration, but someone like me would have to charm someone first, magically wrap them around my finger, then I could effortlessly read their thoughts, if I didn’t simply make them tell me all their dirty little secrets on a whim.” She grinned mischievously at the last words.

Klemens still found some aspects of Estefania’s nature, and thus others of her kind, somewhat frightening – how easily they could subjugate a human if they wanted to. The power that lurked in her petite body was overwhelming.

Estefania hadn’t done much to him except for that one sleep spell the first time he discovered her true form, just to help him sleep. But she asked him to trust her. Still, a part of him was disturbed that she was acting purely out of courtesy and integrity. Which wasn’t the most comforting thing for a “weak” human like him. What if she changed her mind one day?

She must have caught his thoughts, because she gave him a focused look. Her eyes became more serious.

“You’re still afraid of me. At least a part of you is.” It wasn’t an accusation, just a statement.

He almost panicked, worried about having angered her, searching for an excuse, even denial, but she looked at him compassionately. Her facial expression was soft, understanding.

“I don’t know exactly what you’re thinking, but I can’t blame you for being a little afraid of me. Meeting a being that could so easily beat you into submission without even touching you.” She leaned forward slightly, her voice becoming more intense.

“Listen, I told you I found you sweet when you were scared, but I also said it’s different when it’s an ‘in the moment, oh my god what the hell holy shit’ kind of fear,” she explained, gesturing with her hands toward the end.

“Fear and despair, that’s not my thing. It was definitely the thing of a few, which is why we were hunted. That’s why we supposedly have our own hunters. People were afraid of us, from what Mom told me. They weren’t wrong in their fear. They weren’t wrong to find ways to defend themselves. But not all of us were monsters. Hungry and careless, sure, but that’s what we are now.

Feeding on humans, robbing them of their minds, then altering their memories so they only have wet dreams, and only taking so much that it doesn’t harm them. We were still hunted because these people didn’t know us. We lived in the shadows, hiding what we did for safety, but... that proved to be a double-edged sword.”

She sighed and looked down, gloomy. Her shoulders sagged slightly. Klemens felt almost uncomfortable when she looked down – it wasn’t normal, not the flirting, constantly teasing stepsister he had come to know. Seeing this vulnerability was almost more intimate than all her sexual teasing.

“Being so powerful has its downsides. That’s what Mom told me. You can’t help it, it makes us feel so good. But when you’re discovered, you’ll frighten people, terrorize them, in a way that spells and glamour won’t suppress.

Because then you’re not even known, only known of. A frightening threat. Humans who gather courage and find ways to protect themselves will act, and they naturally don’t trust us, so they won’t give us the benefit of the doubt or listen to our side of the story, and will hunt us until we’re dead.” Her voice became quieter, almost whispering.

Klemens absorbed this information; he really hadn’t seen it that way, and suddenly he realized what a big deal it was for her to be so... open with him. The trust she was showing him was overwhelming.

“I had no idea you were taking such a big risk that night,” he said quietly.

“To be fair, it was an accident, I lost control of my form, probably because it was my first time with you. Soulmate, remember.” A faint smile flitted across her lips. “But no lie, I wanted to, when I felt you might be more receptive. But things happened, and I just went with it; no reason to panic, you know,” she explained.

Klemens fell silent again and then looked at her apologetically. His hands tensed in his lap.

“Sorry for bringing this stuff up. I just wanted to talk about your kind, how your magic works and shit, I didn’t mean to touch on sensitive topics.” He felt like an idiot.

“No, it’s okay, Klemens.” She stood up and came closer, sitting on the armrest of his chair. Her proximity made him nervous. “This stuff, it is our history. It is about us, it’s things you would want to know if you want to learn more about us. For the record, it’s... nice that you’re asking. I would have been more than happy if you were only interested in my body, or the sex, though interest in my personality was a win, but being interested in the history of my people? That’s nice.”

She gave him one of her rare, truly genuine smiles, and it made him feel something warm. His heart beat faster, not just because of her physical proximity, but because of this unexpected emotional connection.

“Just that natural human curiosity, like if someone met a friendly alien,” he remarked, relaxing a little.

“An alien with a sexy body and insatiable appetite for cocks?” she countered mischievously, pressing her breasts together with her upper arms and poking the tip of her tongue between her lips while giving him a sly look. So much for her genuine smile, but he was beginning to find her constant lustful actions strangely endearing. The way she could switch from vulnerable to seductive was fascinating and confusing at the same time.

“You know what I mean,” he said, shaking his head sarcastically as he turned back to his computer. “Though I haven’t learned too much about your magic.”

“That... might have to be another time,” she said, sounding uncertain herself. “Trying to explain complex magic that comes semi-instinctively to someone who has no magic or this knowledge is... difficult. Because there are rules and things that even I don’t understand, because it comes so naturally to us.”

He turned back to her with a raised eyebrow.

“That complex?”

She shrugged and contorted her face into an “I don’t know” expression. Her usually confident demeanor gave way to an almost childlike bewilderment that Klemens found strangely touching.

“It’s like... imagine rocket science, except you evolutionarily just have the knowledge inside you, but when you... do rocket science stuff, you still have to think about what you’re doing, even with the complex things, but that also comes naturally to you. You need to be taught, you need to learn some things, but it’s more... feeling. At the same time, there are strict rules and laws, otherwise nothing works. Do you understand?”

The look she gave him was somewhat squinted and completely uncertain. She rarely appeared “dumb.” Her eyes searched his face for understanding, her fingers nervously kneading the hem of her shirt – a gesture that seemed so human that he almost forgot who he was talking to.

But it explained enough to Klemens that it wasn’t easy for her to explain these things. There were apparently limits even for a creature like her.

“Like trying to describe colors to someone born blind,” he added.

“Maybe not that hard, but yes, let’s go with that,” she agreed, pointing her finger at him. A fleeting smile crossed her face, as if he had hit on something she couldn’t quite put into words herself.

“Well, next time then, but I’m interested in learning, especially all that rune stuff.”

She let out a slightly playful sigh of despair, dramatically throwing her head back and letting her long hair fall down her back.

“That would be even harder, some of those letters in the runes not even Mom knows. I try not to think about it myself.”

Klemens could understand; who knew what spells she was using that could become catastrophic because she misused something she didn’t understand. A cold shiver ran down his spine at the thought that she was handling powers whose true nature remained hidden even from her.

After a moment, he decided he wouldn’t think too intensely about it either. Some things were perhaps better left unexplored.

“Good point,” he conceded.

“But,” she continued, rising from Klemens’ bed and draping herself over him from behind, wrapping her arms around him in a loose embrace. Her breasts pressed against his neck while her cheek brushed his hair on one side of his head. Klemens felt some heat in his face. The scent of her skin – a mixture of sweet vanilla and something alien that he couldn’t name – enveloped him. “I’ll do my best.”

“Thank you,” he said, with a barely noticeable tremor. His pulse involuntarily quickened as her warmth penetrated his shirt. She giggled sweetly and tilted her head down, her breath hot against his ear.

“Free tonight...?” she asked in a soft but slightly seductive tone. The words seemed to vibrate in the air, as if they possessed their own magic.

“Yes. I think I can again tonight,” he answered, smiling gently himself. His fingers hovered over the keyboard, unable to move.

She murmured happily in response, a deep, contented purr that he felt in his back more than heard.

“Looking forward to it, dear brother...” With that, she kissed him on the crown of his head and withdrew, her hands sliding sensually off him as she moved away. Her fingertips left burning trails across his shoulders. She sauntered to the door and lingered in the threshold to blow him a kiss, her hips swaying in a hypnotic rhythm.

He blushed, but smiled, and turned back to the computer once the door closed. The sound echoed in the room, like a seal on an unspoken promise.

“Me too,” he said to himself, while resuming his search for “legitimate” historical accounts of succubi and incubi. His fingers typed mechanically while his mind was elsewhere.

But as he examined an old religious depiction of a succubus, a typical classical illustration of a naked woman but with bat wings, other thoughts began to seep into his mind... especially the memory of how Estefania had looked during that first night together... The images pushed into his consciousness: her glowing skin, the supernatural grace of her movements, and those eyes – those impossibly deep, burning eyes that devoured him. He swallowed hard and felt his body responding to the mere memory.


Chapter 7

 [image: ] 

By now it had become routine – a cozy family dinner, hearty conversations, and then the secret sneaking into Estefania’s room. This time, however, he had to be more careful, as Alexander and Candela were still doing household chores and wandering between floors despite the late hour. Each step on the wooden parquet made his heart beat faster, every creak of the floorboards beneath his feet seemed like a betrayal of his forbidden desire.

Estefania was already waiting for him, leaning back in her desk chair, seductive looks in her eyes. She was wearing one of her robes again – simple yet sensual, hanging loosely from her shoulders and barely concealing anything due to its near-transparent fabric and complete lack of underwear. The thin material clung to her curves like a second skin, and the faint glow of the bedside lamp made her golden-brown skin shimmer through the fabric.

“I’ve already cast the privacy spells,” she said with a grin. “You don’t have to wait on my account.”

“I don’t mind... it’s kind of exciting, taking it slow,” he replied, sitting down on the edge of the bed. His fingers dug into the soft mattress as he tried to hide his nervousness. From the corner of his eye, he noticed a dull pulse of light that briefly traveled across the width of the door after it closed – a bluish shimmer that traced the contours of the frame for a moment.

“That’s nice to hear... some people don’t seem to appreciate a beautiful build-up.” She rose from the chair with a seductive swing of her hips, while Klemens leaned back on his arms. Her movements were as fluid as a cat’s, each step calculated and hypnotic. “So... what shall we do tonight?”

She stepped forward and let her dress slide over one arm, giving him a brief glimpse of her naked pussy. The fabric fell like water from her body, and for one breathless moment, he could see the smooth, flawless skin between her thighs before she let the dress fall back into place.

Another glance, a small devilish giggle escaped her before she gracefully glided over to him and sensually straddled his hips. Her arms loosely encircled his back, her naked sex resting against his growing bulge, her thinly veiled breasts pressing against his chest. He felt her warmth through the thin fabric, the way her nipples pressed against him, hard and tempting.

“Perhaps I can show you some of my other outfits... Or play with the two from last night...”

“Actually...” he began, somewhat embarrassed about his suggestion. His voice had grown hoarser, and he cleared his throat. “I was wondering... if it’s not dangerous or offensive... if you would try your true form.”

She was silent for a moment and looked at him with a neutral gaze. Her light brown eyes searched his face as if looking for signs of fear or revulsion. Then she smiled – a deep, lustful smile, but completely silent. It was the smile of a predator who knew its prey was already caught.

Gently, she pushed him down and guided his legs onto the bed until he was lying properly on it. Her hands were warm and firm, and he willingly let himself be manipulated by her, surrendering his body to her will.

She was still straddling him, one hand pressed against his chest, before she straightened up and offered a slow, sensual striptease. Her robe slid over her arm, revealing inch by inch of her flawless skin, until it finally fell to the floor like a fallen curtain.

Then she leaned back, tilted her head upward, and let her hands wander over her body, catching her heavy breasts and letting them fall again as she stretched her arms above her head. Her movements were ritualistic, almost ceremonial, as if she were preparing for something sacred.

A deep sigh escaped her, seeming to come from somewhere deep in her chest. Then she began to glow.

He blinked, barely able to focus on her, as if his vision were blurring. But only she was blurry, further veiled by her glow that seemed to come from within. Shapes grew from her back, her waist, her head – dark shadows that stood out against the light... and as she came back into focus, glowing red eyes regarded him, lips pursed into a thin, devilish smile.

She had her horns, elegantly curved and infused with a warm light. Her wings, leathery and chestnut brown, spread behind her like those of a fallen angel. Her flexible tail, which moved lazily behind her like a snake waiting for its chance. Her ears were pointed again, elfin yet clearly not of this world. A detail he had missed the first time: her skin seemed to darken, only slightly, but with a subtle red shimmer that gave her a reddish-brown complexion, as if the fire of hell had kissed her skin.

She lowered her arms and placed her hands on his shoulders. He also noticed that her nails seemed sharper. Still incredibly well-groomed and shiny, but now almost claw-like, weapons disguised as ornaments.

Overall, she was surrounded by an aura of danger. Forbidden, treacherous, predatory. She was a demon, a being from another world who could have devoured him if she had wanted to.

She was beautiful.

“How do I look...?” she asked with a rhetorical tone and a sensual swing of her long hair, which now seemed darker, almost black in the dim light.

“Incredible,” was all Klemens could answer. His voice was barely more than a whisper. The last time he saw her like this, he had completely freaked out; Estefania had terrified him to death, even if she was flirtatious about it.

But now, as he was getting used to her and becoming interested in this side of her... he could actually appreciate the demonic beauty she possessed. She had inhuman features, sure, but nothing was grotesque, nothing truly disturbing. Instead, there was an alien elegance, a supernatural perfection that overwhelmed his human senses.

If anything, it made the whole concept of “forbidden temptation” more believable.

He reached out and let his hand glide over her smooth stomach, over her waist, until she grabbed his wrist and gently guided him further to her breast. Her skin was silky and warm, almost feverish under his touch. Klemens cupped one of her breasts and squeezed it tenderly, feeling the weight and fullness in his palm.

Then he discovered something: a thin, happy smile on her lips. It was different from her usual seductive grins – sincere, vulnerable, almost human.

She seemed to notice where his gaze wandered.

“I’ve shown this to others before. But they’re always under a spell, enchanted. They don’t remember it. I do it for my own pleasure.” Her voice had grown quieter, more intimate. “You have no idea what it feels like to truly... be myself with someone. With someone who remembers. Who wants to see me like this. This is special to me. This is special to me.”

“You’re not getting sentimental now, are you?” he teased, though his own voice sounded more tender than intended. Her response was to gently dig her nails into his chest, making him wince, while her smile turned dangerous, though he could see no malice in her. The sharpness of her claws left small red half-moons on his skin.

“Let me enjoy this, Klemens...”

He produced a nervous laugh, her sharp grip more than enough to make him yield. But he was happy for her. It really seemed to mean something special to her, and he was glad about that. Besides, he was somewhat excited to see how things might develop differently when she unleashed her true nature.

“So, what can you do in this form?” he inquired, and she gave him a knowing, devilish look, her red eyes glowing in the half-light like embers.

“Let me show you...” she purred and slid over his bulge, leaving a trail of warm moisture on his fabric. That was something else he was beginning to notice – she felt warmer than usual. Not uncomfortable, quite the contrary, but it was as if a fire burned within her, perhaps some of that demonic hellfire that biblical literature so loved to harp on. The heat penetrated through his clothing and made him crave more.

As she glided upward, he watched, fascinated, as her wings moved behind and around her, their slow movements producing barely audible stretching sounds as muscles and membranes tensed, some light shimmering through them like through stained glass.

She settled on his waist, and he couldn’t help but slide his other hand along her side, caressing her; she was so damn warm under his touch, her skin seemed to pulse with an energy of its own. Especially her hands, which sensually traveled along his arms as he touched her, smiling and murmuring appreciatively at his touch.

“You’re hot... literally, you’re so warm,” he commented, he couldn’t help but say it aloud. His voice was hoarse with desire.

“Demon...” she answered simply and sighed again as she rubbed her hips against him in idle arousal. He was satisfied with that answer as he let his hand glide around her back, upward... and felt around the roots of her wings.

They were leathery, but somewhat rough, firm muscles beneath firm skin. The texture was alien yet arousing, and he felt the muscles tense beneath his touch. Still, she seemed to tremble at the touch, a small murmur escaping her that vibrated deep in her throat.

“Hey, I should be the one showing you something...” she reminded him with mock reproach... and before he could answer, he felt something slip under his pants and underwear and burrow against his manhood.

Now it was his turn to murmur, feeling the touch of a smooth, soft, leathery form trying to coil around his trapped erection. The touch was completely alien and yet incredibly arousing, like nothing he had ever experienced before. It slid further in, and he felt the flat side glide around his balls, massaging them gently with a precision that was inhuman.

He moaned and looked around her, saw her tail bending and burying itself in his pants, the tip moving with the skill of an experienced lover.

“This is... new,” he remarked, his voice tense with arousal. Her tail was much smoother, softer, more delicate compared to the roots of her wings. It was also incredibly precise, able to bend tightly and move with incredible control, similar to a tentacle wanting to explore every inch of his body.

So it came as no surprise when she was able to open his zipper and pull both pants and underwear over his hips to let his cock spring free. The cool air of the room hit his heated skin, but only for a moment.

And immediately it coiled around his girth, from root to tip, like a snake constricting its prey, the tip wrapped around his balls and caressed them in a soft, dry, but sensual grip that nearly drove him mad.

“I hope you’re not frightened...” she said, sounding both sympathetic and utterly devilish, her voice a velvet purr that vibrated through his bones.

“After what you did with your tongue the other day, no... damn, this feels surprising,” he muttered, his hips involuntarily rising against the alien touch.

“You would love what else I could do... but I would hate to use up all surprises in one night...” Her giggle was evil, and yet Klemens couldn’t get enough of it. It was the laugh of a siren who had already caught her prey in her nets.

“I don’t mind...”

“Good...” Her tail began stroking up and down his length, sleek coils gliding delicately around his shaft with a spiral grip that constantly changed and adjusted.

It was like a handjob, but simultaneously not; the coils sometimes stroked at different speeds, and they expanded and contracted up and down, making the pressure points and touch even more variable than with a hand. The sensation was overwhelming, too much and yet not enough at the same time.

The diamond-shaped tip continued its massage of his balls, constantly swirling around the jewels in their sack, slowly juggling them, pulling and caressing his scrotum, never allowing an idle moment. Every touch was calculated, perfectly tuned to his reactions.

This also meant her other hands were free to do as she pleased, sliding under his shirt and pulling it off, meeting no resistance from him. He willingly raised his arms, allowing himself to be undressed by her like a doll.

Now that his shirt was gone, Estefania could freely rake those sharp nails across his chest, applying just enough pressure to leave thin, fading streaks. It made his chest twitch, his diaphragm contract at the acute touch, and a small sigh escape his lips. The mixture of pain and pleasure was intoxicating.

“You’re not going to... rip my heart out, are you?” he asked only half jokingly, his voice breathless.

“There’s a joke I could make right now, but I don’t want to spoil the fun... Just that you’re my prey right now... human...”

She laughed softly, and he gasped again as she “drew” random patterns into his skin with her nails. The way she called him “human”... it aroused him. Not negatively. Excitingly. She was playing into it, a demonic femme fatale who had him right where she wanted him. Her wings beat slowly, and he felt a gentle wave of heat wash over him, making his skin tingle.

But it didn’t take long for her aura to ignite. Faint but alluring, her veil formed, but was mainly noticeable around her hips and behind her. Estefania lifted herself up so he could see for himself, watching her stroking, coiling, spiraling tail as it wrapped itself in an aura of luminescence.

He could see steaming energy beginning to swirl up his length, twisting into her flexible appendage and spiraling up its length to her spine. He noticed that the glowing parts of her horns grew somewhat brighter, as did her eyes, which now glowed like liquid fire.

Precum began to pearl from his tip with a small, weak thrust of his hips. And the succubus quickly took advantage of this, rubbing a coil of her tail over his glans and smearing his pre-cum into the skin of his cock and the soft, smooth skin of her tail, allowing her to move somewhat faster. He moaned and then watched as she sank back down onto his chest, blocking the view but certainly not interrupting the sensation.

“There’s no part of my body I couldn’t drain you with, Klemens,” she explained with a lascivious undertone, her voice a whisper against his ear. “I could embrace you and drain you so hard you couldn’t stop coming. I could envelop you with my wings and draw your energy through every inch of your skin. Would you like to experience that?”

“Don’t threaten me... with a good time,” he countered half-jokingly again, trying not to be completely submissive. His voice trembled despite the teasing tone – the prospect of what she was threatening made his heart hammer against his ribs.

“Am I not already doing that...?” She giggled and then slid forward until she was sitting on his chest, grabbing his wrists and holding them away from her body. Her fingers encircled his joints like warm shackles, and he felt the slight roughness of her demonic nails against his skin.

“I want to feel good too...” She raised her hips over his face, and he watched as if hypnotized as her dripping pussy hovered into view, warm, sweet-smelling arousal dripping onto his cheek. Each drop burned like liquid fire on his skin, leaving trails of heat that spread across his face.

Normally she smelled good, but her aroma now seemed... different. Enticing, but otherworldly – he really had no other way to describe it. The scent crept into his nostrils like a living thing, sweet and heavy, with an undertone of something wild, dangerous. His lungs filled with it, and each breath made his heart beat faster. It was like inhaling magic – something not of this world that clouded his mind.

She circled her hips a little, letting her pussy orbit above his face for several long moments, teasing him with what was to come, before lowering herself onto his face, slowly but inexorably. Her movements were as smooth as a cat’s, each rotation of her hips a deliberate torment.

He reached up and gripped her thighs for support, though he hadn’t started yet. The skin beneath his palms was velvety soft, but he felt the supernatural warmth radiating from her – hotter than human skin should ever be.

He felt Estefania rubbing her vulva against his lips for a few moments before parting them to let his tongue emerge. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her thighs, feeling the warmth and smoothness of her skin. He was still modestly inexperienced at licking, but her previous guidance hadn’t left his mind, and he was sure he would gain plenty of experience with her.

Up and down his tongue began to roll and curl, tasting her unnaturally sweet juices, a constant trickle onto his lips, his tongue, and into his mouth, further enticing him. The taste was intoxicating – honey-like, but with a sharpness that electrified his senses. His tongue grew warm, almost numb from the intensity. He felt the supernatural aroma clouding his thoughts, making him hungrier for more of her.

He tilted his head slightly so he could work on her clitoris, rolling the tip of his tongue around the bud, sliding up between it and the hood, trying to get into the folds and gently working his jaw at the spot. He was nowhere near confident enough to try applying teeth—he didn't want to accidentally bite her there. His uncertain movements were compensated by pure passion, taking in every sound from her like instructions.

It didn't seem to be an obstacle, judging by the way she moaned so sweetly, rolling her hips firmly against his mouth as she rubbed against him. Klemens could feel her thighs and buttocks pressing and rubbing against the different parts of his head with each direction her pelvis tilted—a wonderful rubbing all around him as he licked her. The weight of her body on him was both overwhelming and comforting, a warm, living blanket of flesh and desire. He felt trapped, but in a way that only made him want more.

Her tail began stroking faster, and her sucking intensified just a tiny bit, helping to drive him toward his first climax of the night. The strange organ pulsated against his skin, and he felt his mind drifting further and further from reality.

He moaned into her pussy, and she seemed to like that, biting her lower lip and moaning deeply, seductively. The sound vibrated through her entire body into his skull. Her reaction made him tremble—knowing that he was making her moan filled him with a primitive pride.

She looked down at him, those red eyes glowing brighter than the light in the room. Of course, she had always dimmed hers during these moments, so the glow definitely became more noticeable, more enchanting. In this dim light, her eyes looked like glowing embers, hypnotic and alien. He couldn't tear himself away from her gaze even if he wanted to—she held him captive like a predator with its prey.

He worked his way back down her vulva, pushing his tongue against her entrance and trying to keep her clitoris stimulated with gentle rubbing of his nose, though he wasn't too precise. Nevertheless, Estefania reached down to stroke his forehead, encouraging his efforts, so he had no reason to stop trying. Her touch was like a blessing, making him even more eager.

He was getting closer to his orgasm, feeling that pressure building. It drove him to move his tongue harder between her lower petals, pushing his muscle into her passage. The heat and wetness enveloped his tongue like a living thing. He felt her inner muscles tightening around his tongue, drawing him deeper inside.

That's when her sucking gained a second front, and he couldn't suppress a moan that was strong enough—even Estefania couldn't help but moan sweetly with him from the vibrations he caused. The new wave of energy extraction made his entire body tremble, as if she were pulling directly on his soul.

He saw her belly glowing. Not with any stereotypical “womb tattoo” or “succubus stamp,” whatever they might call it. No, just a dull glow from within as she slowly drew energy from him. He saw the swirls that were lured out of his face in the peripheral areas of his vision.

He shuddered from the new source of stimulation but kept going. He wanted her to feel good too. The glow pulsated in rhythm with his heartbeat, and he could feel the energy flowing out of him, warm and sweet like honey. It was exhausting and intoxicating at the same time—as if he were giving himself to her.

His hands slid from her thighs to her hips and around until he had firm grips on her buttocks, squeezing and spreading that bubbling ass to his heart's content, which elicited more moans and gasps from Estefania, only encouraging him further. The soft flesh yielded under his fingers, and he loved the feeling of control he had over this part of her body.

Her tail was stroking faster now, using every drop of lubrication it could get from his cock, and he was providing plenty. Enough that Estefania's tail at its current pace began making a barely audible, slippery sound. Not an inch of his cock was spared from a firm caress of the flexible appendage, rolling and pumping relentlessly. He was so close now. The sound of his own arousal, amplified by her supernatural juices, was obscene and arousing at the same time.

And all the while, she continued to look at him, a lustful, hungry smile on her face as she rocked on his. Occasionally, her wings would beat slowly, sending a wave of low heat throughout the room. He didn't remember her being this warm the first time. Perhaps because she wasn't as excited. Perhaps because he was about to wet himself with fear and distrust. The warmth of her wings enveloped him like a blanket of living lust.

Now he couldn't stop noticing her. Every aspect of her demonic nature, every supernatural curve and movement.

He also couldn't ignore the pleasure his cock was feeling, and not just her sucking; the tail still felt as alien as ever, the only similar thing was her “tongue job.” But while her tongue was slippery and spongy, her tail was thicker, soft and smooth, but not as malleable. It was almost as flexible, and the additional friction, offset by its licking tip, provided a somewhat different and equally exotic feeling. The texture was unique—not quite like skin, not quite like anything else he knew. It was unlike anything a human body could produce.

It was only natural that he soon came, moaning loudly into her pussy and jerking his hips in orgasm, each little thrust upward sending ropes of semen into the air, some splashing against her tail, most falling down onto his crotch or his stomach. His moaning was muffled by her body, but the vibrations ran through both of them.

Her thighs clenched around his head, and she let out a long, deep, and completely lascivious moan, trembling and squirting juices against his lips and into his mouth. He gripped her hips tightly and rode out the orgasm until she calmed down. The taste of her release was more intense than anything before—sweet and intoxicating, making his head spin. It was like drinking liquid magic.

Her draining subsided and faded, and her tail began to loosen around his cock. She sighed and then rocked her hips back so he could breathe properly again. The sudden return of normal air made him gasp.

“You’re getting better, bro...” she praised and ran her fingers through his hair. Her touch was gentle, almost tender, a contrast to the wild passion of moments before.

“Th-Thanks,” he said, somewhat out of breath. He recovered willingly enough, but orgasms with Estefania were always somewhat exhausting, especially when her draining was involved; the feeling of his falling spiritual barriers and the energy rush that came with it was never not something of a high. His entire body felt both heavy and light at the same time.

“But I hope you’ve got your breath back, because I’m not quite done with you down there...” Her voice had a teasing but determined undertone.

“Wait, wha—mmf!” His question was cut off as she rolled her pussy back onto his mouth, though she immediately began to maneuver skillfully, turning on his face until she was facing the opposite direction and his face was obscured by her ass. The movement was fluid, as if she’d done it hundreds of times before.

He felt her moving, cheeks and thighs rubbing against him as she laid down on his body, sliding her fingertips tantalizingly up his sides until they came to rest on his thighs. A gentle breath left her lips, and he felt warm, tingling air blow over his slightly moist glans, residue from his foamed-up precum and ejaculation cooling it somewhat, despite the warmth of her breath. The feeling of her breath on his sensitive skin made him twitch.

Of course, the intended effect was to arouse, and his still-stiff cock bobbed eagerly. Equally eager was Klemens, who started licking and lapping at her pussy again, seeing how things were different now that it was reversed for him. His hands reached up again to grab her cheeks, burying his fingers in their yielding mass, caressing, fondling, squeezing that perfect ass. From this angle, he could see and reach every inch of her sex.

He began pushing his tongue between her walls, trying to go deep this time, and was rewarded with an even stronger taste, a delicious aroma that made him want to go deeper. Like a honey trap, really. The taste seemed to intensify the deeper he went, as if she were luring him deeper. He felt her inner muscles tightening around his tongue, guiding him.

Her moans came with gentle, tingling breaths over his glans, but Estefania wasn’t just content with teasingly blowing over his cock. She tilted her head, and he felt her soft lips press against his tip and slide over his glans, Estefania gently sucking on his tip, her tongue rolling against the slope and against the slit at the apex.

Her sucking was like a kiss, bobbing slowly against his helmet, not taking him deeper yet... and imparting a light, teasing drain, gentle tingles arcing across his tip, still somewhat sensitive from the previous orgasm. It made him jerk a little, but he composed himself... as well as one could while in the middle of a sixty-nine with a sex demon. The combination of overstimulation and the promise of more made him tremble.

She slurped occasionally, the sounds reaching him, albeit muffled, through her thighs and ass, a more powerful suction against his tip, until she started taking more of him into her mouth, completely hands-free, both still gripping his thighs. Her hands moved, sliding around and enclosing the backs of his thighs and grabbing them on the inside, about halfway to his knees, her sharp, demonic nails scratching teasingly at his skin. The light scratches left lines of fire on his skin.

A few moments more, and she began going deeper, gently reciprocating her head, twisting her lips around his girth as she descended, until Estefania was kissing his root. The heat and moisture of her mouth completely enveloped him, her throat working around him. He felt her throat constricting around him, a new kind of stimulation that emptied his mind.

He gasped into her pussy, but forced himself to get a bit harder, working his jaw against her mound, though he was still trying not to use his teeth too much. The intensity of her attention spurred him on to give her the same.

He moved his tongue faster, occasionally pulling back to lick her up and down her entire slit, sometimes wiggling firmly against her clitoris, as he couldn’t easily hold onto it now. He was no match for her, of course, but the inferiority didn’t bother him; she was supernaturally evolved for sex. He was still making her moan. Every sound from her was like a reward, driving him to give even more.

And her moans hummed around his cock as she started bobbing from root to tip, twisting her lips, but never breaking the seal, except when her tongue peeked out beyond her lower lip, curling in both directions in her constant licking efforts... until a moment when her lips were at the base of his cock, her tongue wrapping around the root... and staying there, even as her lips withdrew, all the way to his glans. The impossible length and flexibility of her tongue was breathtaking – it encircled him like a living band of warm silk, pulsating and supple at the same time.

Klemens’s breath caught. That wasn’t humanly possible. Her tongue was at least twice as long as normal, moving with a hypnotic fluidity that clouded his mind. Every fiber of his body tensed as he tried to comprehend what he was feeling.

Her tongue continued to slither, encircling his base in a tight, slippery grip. Her lips slid back down, over her muscle without even a hint of pause, maintaining her pace while her tongue began to bend and twist to wrap around his girth, squeezing tightly. After a few more head movements from root to tip, she began to twist and pump independently... separate from her fellatio. It was as if she were working him with two different body parts simultaneously – her lips sucking and sliding while her tongue pumped and massaged like a living coil.

The coordination was impossible. Supernatural. And absolutely devastating.

Her tongue even slithered further down to glide over his testicles and coil around them, tugging at them, caressing them, rolling the balls in their sack, polishing them with a layer of warm saliva. Klemens gasped against her vulva, his own efforts faltering for a moment. How could her tongue be so long? How could she simultaneously encircle his shaft, stimulate his glans, and massage his testicles?

Suffice it to say, Klemens faltered a bit in his efforts. She still had a drain going up top, but honestly it wasn't nearly as erotic and alien as the feeling of her tongue wrapped around most of his shaft, a flat length of her muscle inside her mouth pressing against the underside of his glans, while her lips continued to move and rotate with the bobbing and back-and-forth motions of her head, constantly sliding over her writhing, squirming tongue. It was sloppy, and yet it still felt like her lips maintained the seal against his skin as well as possible.

The intensity was overwhelming. His toes curled involuntarily, his hands trembled against her hips. Every movement of her impossible tongue sent shockwaves through his body, collecting in his spine and making him quiver.

It was honestly absurd how incredible it felt.

Had he not had a mouth full of pussy, he probably would have cursed into the air. Instead, he gave her vulva a good dose of vibrations from his lustful moaning. He trembled, moaned, curled his toes, did his best not to dig his fingertips too hard into her ass muscles so he wouldn't accidentally hurt her, but already pressure was building in his groin again. A hot, throbbing pressure that was mounting inexorably.

Her rolling moans and the humming of her lips and tongue against his cock as a result didn't help him last. The vibrations of her throat, amplified by her supernatural anatomy, drove him to the edge of madness.

He began tapping her backside as a warning, trying to tell her he was about to cum, starting to twitch and tremble a little beneath her. His movements became more urgent, more desperate.

It was pointless; she always knew when he was going to have an orgasm, and it didn't matter if he was deep in her throat when he did, Estefania would take it, gladly. As a succubus, she could smell his arousal, feel his heartbeat, sense the subtle changes in his body long before he noticed them himself.

As if to tease him further, he heard muffled giggling, which only made things more enticing as he felt the muscles in her throat ripple from the laughter directly against his glans. It was an intense sensation, and it was enough to push him over the edge. The giggling sent vibrations through his entire cock while her throat contracted rhythmically.

As expected, Estefania didn't slide off his cock, but pressed her lips against his groin and drank his flood with lustful delight. Her tongue continued pumping, milking him with each pulse of his orgasm.

He arched upward with each rope he released, moaning directly against her pussy; tit for tat, as that seemed to excite her too, though now both were moaning in euphoria and sending vibrations directly into their partner's genitals. His hips lifted involuntarily, pressing deeper into her throat, while her own movements became wilder.

Fluid streamed over Klemens's mouth, and he did his best to drink down the sweet juices. His head was spinning, the aroma bizarre but captivating, making him moan even louder. It tasted like honey and cinnamon, with an underlying flavor he couldn't identify—something alien, supernatural.

All this while they felt the wave of pleasure that came with the additional energy boost whenever he came, also amplified whenever she came and she lost a bit of control over her drain. Not enough to be dangerous, but enough that it could slightly prolong their climaxes for a few more moments. The energy flowed back and forth between them, intensifying each pulse, each wave of ecstasy.

But she didn't drain him too hard, so they eventually calmed down, Klemens panting against Estefania's pussy with heated breaths, while she moaned in lustful satisfaction as she slid off his cock, her tongue gliding along as it withdrew and making him moan even more. The way her impossible tongue slowly unwound, caressing every inch of his cock as it retreated, made him shiver.

Finally, she lifted herself from his face, and he got his first clear breath since they'd started, panting a little and taking the opportunity to collect himself. His lungs burned slightly, but it was a sweet pain.

He watched her stretch a little, a sensual display that aroused him even during his recovery phase. Her spine arched elegantly, her breasts lifted, and for a moment her skin shimmered with a faint, supernatural glow.

He propped himself up on his shoulders and watched as she cleaned her lips of any residue he might have left. Her tongue—now normal length again—slid across her lips with a fluidity that reminded him of what she had just done to him.

“That was... insanely hot,” he remarked. “Really damn hot.”

She turned her head, those red orbs capturing his attention far too easily. She grinned, and her canines seemed sharper than they should be for a moment.

“Can't get enough of your naughty stepsister's sexy succubus sloppy-toppy...?” she replied.

His face contorted a little. A snort escaped his nose.

“Wow, that was terrible,” he teased. She giggled and then turned to crawl toward him.

“Always for you, brother... I’m such a terrible influence on you,” she purred seductively, crawling over him and holding his cheek in her palm. “Always making you fall into sin... how terrible of me”

For a moment he was a little intimidated, caught by the sultry, predatory posture with which she approached, and the tone of her voice, so dripping with diabolical temptation that they had no small influence and attraction. Her eyes glowed faintly in the dimness, and her skin radiated a warmth that had nothing human about it.

Of course, he wasn't completely enchanted and smiled.

“Your dirty talk is as embarrassing as ever,” he teased.

“Yet it still turns you on...” she whispered softly, leaning forward to kiss him on the lips, only her sweet taste touching him. An arc of tingling pleasure spread across his lips before she pulled back, a tiny swirl curling upward between them. The kiss tasted of magic – sweet and intoxicating, with an aftertaste that clouded his senses.

“I hate that you're right,” he mumbled, though he still had a smile on his face.

She giggled and leaned forward to whisper in his ear.

“Your attempt to be 'cool' turns me on...”

She licked his earlobe, and a trembling sigh escaped him. Her tongue was warm and supple again, and he couldn't help wondering if she could turn her supernatural abilities on and off at will.

Another giggle, and she pulled back, sitting up and trapping his cock between his stomach and the cleft of her cheeks and labia, rocking and rubbing gently on his shaft to revive it for the final round. The heat radiating from her skin was more intense than before, almost feverish.

“You want to put it inside, don't you, brother?” she murmured softly, her voice dripping with lustful delight. “You want to feel my tight succubus pussy in all its glory, wrapping around your cock, nice and wet”

She walked her fingers across his chest, digging her nails in gently but pointedly so that he felt it sharply, until she paused to draw a circle so delicately against the pink disc around one of his nipples, causing him to arch his back and gasp. Her nails seemed sharper than before, leaving red lines on his skin that burned pleasantly.

“Y-Yes...” he answered truthfully. It was somewhat pathetic how he sounded in response to Estefania's usual style of dirty talk, but he couldn't help it, feeling her vulva and the lower part of her ass rubbing against his erection after two exquisite orgasms and his own twisted excitement about fucking her in her demonic form, all quite encouraged him to give in.

She grinned, her hand gliding over his body and curling fingertips away from his chin, which elicited another shiver.

“It's nice when you're honest, Klemens...”

She lifted herself in a way that made his cock slide against her vulva until she could sit on it as if balancing on a peak, though her calves pressed against his sides. She circled her hips a few times, her usual teasing, twisting frictions that stimulated his cock, making him full of excitement and anticipation. The heat emanating from her was almost overwhelming.

Both her hands found a pectoral muscle against which they splayed, bracing herself on his chest.

Before she even began to descend, he felt her enticing drain arc over his glans, starting her siphon early. And then she slowly lowered herself.

She felt somewhat different this time.

He hadn't noticed it that night. Perhaps because she changed mid-fuck, perhaps because he was scared to death, perhaps because she actually wasn't different and he just thought she was.

But she still felt different to him. Familiar, if one could be familiar with the feeling of a pussy around one's cock. But her folds, her textures, they felt... sharper. More defined. He couldn't quite explain it, but they gripped him extra tightly, yet still exquisitely. It was as if all sensations were amplified, intensified by her supernatural nature.

“Oh... damn...” he breathed out as she sank down, making small twisting rocking motions with her hips, luxuriously bending his shaft from side to side, all the way to his hilt.

She came to rest on his groin, and a simmering sigh left her lips. It had a different quality. It sounded much more like a hiss. Just subtly inhuman. The sound made him shudder – it was clearly not human, and yet it was the most erotic thing he'd ever heard.

She began rolling her hips again, rubbing once more and pressing her folds firmly into all sides of his girth, rubbing in every direction.

He fucking loved it when she did that, he could feel her bubbling ass squeezing and rubbing against his groin, it really got him going.

After his bout of submissiveness, he began exploring her body again, letting his hands glide over her bending frame, reaching up to grab her breasts, and Estefania was more than happy to let him, sliding her own hands luxuriously up his arms with encouraging caresses, biting her lower lip. Her skin felt silkier than before, almost liquid under his fingers.

Estefania, however, decided to raise the stakes relatively soon enough and began her bouncing on his shaft.

It made him wince with pleasure, feeling how much more intensely her pussy seemed to abrade his cock, especially his glans. And with her drain keeping everything nicely sensitive, she seemed even more intense. Every movement was like a lightning bolt of pleasure shooting through his body.

Soft, musical gasps of euphoria began to leave her lips, lustful but enticing, as she rode him. Every now and then she would return to her rubbing circular motions, stopping bouncing before resuming, or she would mix the two stimuli together, and she alternated between those lustful gasps or luxurious, erotic moans. Her voice had taken on a supernatural quality – deeper, more resonant, as if coming from another world.

Klemens couldn't do much more than moan and curse.

“Holy... shit...” he exclaimed.

Even as she rode up and down on him, the slapping of their colliding bodies filling the room, only concealed from the rest of the house by an invisible veil of magic, she kept her eyes fixed on him and laughed teasingly, but pleasantly. Her eyes now glowed more distinctly, red flames dancing in the darkness.

“I thought you’d know by now that these fucks aren’t holy...” she replied.

He managed a shaky chuckle, even though his voice broke with lust.

“I think... you’ve made that joke before.”

“And I’ll probably make it again if you keep making such sweet noises...”

Her wings fluttered, fanning warm air toward him that smelled of her skin – cinnamon and something wilder that clouded his senses. Her tail twitched around behind her, a sinuous movement that captivated his attention before it curved downward and began to rub his testicles as gently as possible. The leathery texture was surprisingly soft, ensuring that her slight wiggling didn’t painfully knock them against her appendage. It didn’t take much.

Still, it caused a breath to catch in his throat as she reminded him of her demonic qualities. His skin tingled where her tail touched him – a reminder that this wasn’t an ordinary girl, but something ancient and dangerous.

It encouraged the pressure building again in his loins... but it seemed Estefania wasn’t just content to ride him to the finish. The look in her glowing eyes told him she had plans. Plans that made him shudder and tremble with anticipation simultaneously.

He was in the middle of a moan of pleasure with his eyes closed, lost in the rhythm of her movements, when he felt an unusual touch around the sides of his body, sliding under his back. His eyes flew open, and he looked from side to side to see her wings reaching down and sliding underneath him. The bones within proved deceptively robust, the thin musculature of the wings belying their strength as he was slowly pulled into a sitting position.

The touch was completely different from her hands, though similar to her tail – sleek, surprisingly soft skin enveloped him, not as rough as their roots. It was a completely different sensation through the thin, warm membranes stretched between rigid bones, which were wrapped in somewhat rougher skin. Like silk over steel.

Completely taken aback, he looked around as her wings embraced him, pressing him firmly against her still bouncing body. Her breasts pressed against his chest and rubbed there, the warmth of her skin burning through him. He felt trapped – but it was the kind of captivity he longed for.

“What are you doing...” he began, but she silenced him with a finger on his lips and slowed for a moment. Her other hand snaked up under her wings, then both gently cupped his cheeks. Her palms were warm, almost feverish.

“Just look into my eyes, Klemens” she asked soothingly, her voice deep and hypnotic. “Do you trust me?”

He considered for a moment – this was quite sudden. Something different. His skin was already tingling from her proximity, from the power pulsing within her.

He thought back to the last time she had asked him this question. Back then, he had been much more hesitant, had hesitated before the unknown.

Not this time. This time he knew what she was, and wanted everything.

“Yes.”

She smiled, and her teeth flashed in the dim light. Then she pulled him into a firm kiss, her tongue sliding into his mouth to dance with his. Her breath tasted of honey and something darker.

Her tail coiled around his waist, locking him tightly with Estefania, just like her wings. He was completely enveloped, trapped in her demonic embrace.

Then everything began to burn with lust.

He moaned loudly as their auras formed – a visible glow emanating from her skin. He gagged slightly as a stream of energy made its way up his throat and then flowed into her mouth, hot and electrifying. Another rolled from his cock into her pussy, a feeling like she was sucking him from the inside out.

Everywhere he felt her suction drawing energy directly from his skin – into her enveloping wings, into her body, her arms, her tail, everywhere. Her eyes shone bright as stars, her horns glowed cherry red, and her body now seemed to possess a subtle inner luminescence, as if she were illuminated from within.

Then she began bouncing again at full speed.

He wanted to scream into her mouth, so intense, so incredible was the stimulation. His eyes rolled back, while he just barely had the presence of mind to wrap his arms tightly around her waist and cling to her as if his life depended on it. Her skin was scorching hot under his hands.

The slapping of her ass against his thighs echoed up from below between her enveloping wings, a rhythmic echo of their lust. Energy spirals swirled irregularly away from him, absorbed by her aura like smoke rising into the air. Her pussy squeezed rhythmically around his manhood, her muscles tensing in such a way that it felt like there was a physical suction force beyond the pulling sensation of her euphoric energy drain.

His tongue hopelessly tried to dance and swirl with hers, but it constantly trembled from his strained moans. Every sound he made, she seemed to devour.

It didn’t help that even her tongue seemed to be sucking energy from him, delving into the stream flowing up his throat when she slid into his gullet. There was no gag reflex at all – it was completely suppressed by her drain, as if she had taken over his reflexes.

Her lips merged with his intimately yet dominantly, sweet murmurs entering his mouth as Estefania reveled in the pleasure she was also feeling. Her voice vibrated against his lips, a humming that traveled through his entire body.

He began to lose his damn mind, it felt so good—possibly almost as intense as when she had sent him over the edge with a kiss, though this had so many more sources of stimulation simultaneously, all contributing to the pleasure throughout his body.

He was no longer trying to play a role, only trying to maintain his sanity. His thoughts melted like wax in the heat of her touch.

She began moving faster now, that wet slapping filling his ears while her murmurs took on a higher pitch. Her breathing became irregular, her wings trembling around him. She was close, he could feel it in the quivering of her walls, in the way her aura intensified.

He was certainly closer—he could feel his orgasm bubbling in his depths, ready to discharge, the lustful fire stoked to uncontrollable levels. He was merely a passenger in his own body, swept away by her demonic power.

Did she do this with other people? If so, then memory alteration was certainly a necessity, not just because they would surely remember something so intense, but because it would probably half-fry their brain for the next day if they remembered.

He would only be partially fried afterward, his only real resistance to her drain after experiencing it so many times. His tolerance had grown, but this exceeded everything that came before.

And he would never forget. This was special. This was her true form, unfiltered and unbridled.

Still, it felt like being swept away by the current, and if he didn’t hold on, he would be lost in it. Like a drowning man clinging to driftwood.

He had already lost his will. Just a few moments more...

Klemens practically screamed into her mouth, the ecstasy simply so wonderful, small irregular jerks of his hips as he poured his final load of the night into her depths, and it seemed to be the biggest. His entire body convulsed, every muscle tensed in that moment of release.

His barriers shattered like glass, his energy flowing into her body, Estefania’s aura brightening like a supernova as energy spirals were drawn from him. She glowed so brightly that he had to squint his eyes.

She followed his example, though her moan, in contrast to his scream of ecstasy, as loud and intense as it was, had a decidedly more musical, more delighted tone. It sounded like a song, like something from another world. Even as she began to convulse all around him, her wings and tail squeezing even tighter around him, her pussy closing like a lustful clamp despite her convulsions. He was trapped with no escape route, and she would feed on every breath of his life that she could safely extract from him.

The climax seemed to last forever, his eyes even beginning to water from the intensity. Time lost its meaning in this moment of pure ecstasy.

Then, as if a switch had been flipped, her drain vanished with a stroke, and her tail and wings suddenly went limp. She released his lips with a gasp, one final cord of his energy whipping into her mouth before she smacked her lips and licked them in appreciative delight. Her tongue slid over her lower lip as if savoring the last drop of his essence.

He went slack in her embrace, and he felt like he was about to pass out, breathing softly while his mind was empty, his face slack and his eyes almost glassy. It was as if she had completely hollowed him out and then put him back together.

Estefania then giggled sweetly and gave him a kiss on the cheek, a spark of pleasant stimulation spreading through his skin—gentle this time, nourishing instead of draining.

That seemed to reset his brain, Klemens blinked a few times and then gasped shakily as he looked at her. The world slowly came back into focus.

“Good... fucking... God...” he exclaimed weakly, his voice barely more than a whisper.

She didn’t tease him about his choice of words, simply hugged him tightly and murmured sweetly in his ear. Her breath tickled his skin.

“I thought I’d show you really what it’s like to fuck me in this form...” she said with a mischievous but warm grin. She was oddly good at mixing affection with her evil lust—like two sides of the same coin.

“Do... other guys... get this treatment?” he said with an incredulous tone, certainly not accusatory at all. He couldn’t sound that way if he tried, as exhausted as he was. The words came laboriously over his lips.

“Rarely,” she answered, her fingers playing with his sweaty hair. “I rarely show my true form to other humans, always under a spell so they don’t really notice. And going this hard is even rarer. They’re not soulmates like you. It would knock them out for half a day. I do it when I’m feeling particularly predatory. But you... I think you know why...”

He managed a thin smile, his lips still trembling slightly.

“I’m your soulmate stepbrother,” he said and let out a hard breath that should have been a laugh. The irony of the situation wasn’t lost on him.

She smiled and gave him a kiss on the lips, Klemens shuddered from another small spark of her drain, a faint wisp of energy curling away between her luscious petals. Even her gentlest touches carried that power within them.

“You wanted to see me as a demon. You found me beautiful like this. I mean, we’re not ugly in this form, hardly. But still... it feels good to be open with someone close to you... Someone who appreciates who you are...”

“You’re making me... blush.” His cheeks were indeed warm, despite his exhaustion.

“I like teasing you, Klemens. Just because it’s my nature doesn’t mean it isn’t real.” Her voice had grown softer, more honest.

“That was... teasing?”

“Oh, do you want me to call you a dirty boy who gets his kicks from fucking his sister...?” Her grin turned mischievous again.

He laughed and pressed against her, his arms still weak.

“That’s... more you,” he teased back, surprised he still had the strength to joke.

“Mmm, guess you really do know me... And appreciate me...” Her eyes glowed softly, content.

She sighed and leaned against him, embracing him, tail and wings still loosely and lovingly wrapped around him. Her warmth enveloped him like a blanket.

He held her tight and rested his head on her shoulder, breathing in her scent – sweeter now, less wild.

He thought about her words; not too long ago, he would have questioned whether he truly appreciated her. He had still been uncertain about this arrangement, wrestling with the consequences. Now though... if not a typical romantic relationship, he was now certain that she meant every word. Their relationship would never be normal. She was his stepsister and a succubus. She didn’t quite think the same way a normal human did.

But if this was what love meant to her, Klemens felt content with that. It was strange that he was content, but he had begun to embrace the strange. Perhaps normal was overrated.

Maybe it was a good idea to go to the same college with her after all... it would be exciting, if nothing else. And dangerous. And wonderful.

He decided to cuddle with her a bit longer before passing out. In her arms, wrapped in her wings, he felt strangely secure – despite everything she was, or perhaps because of it.

To be continued…


Bonus Content

Sündige Sekretärin - Unterwerfung im Büro

Es war ein lauer Frühlingstag. Die Luft vibrierte mit dem Versprechen des Sommers, während gelegentlich eine straffe Brise die ersten Blütenblätter von den Bäumen riss. Überall in der Stadt zelebrierten die Menschen das Erwachen der Natur. Männer holten ihre lange eingemotteten Cabrios aus den Garagen, das Chrom glänzte in der Sonne wie frisch poliertes Silber. Frauen flanierten in Miniröcken und kurzen Tops durch die Straßen, ihre Haut noch blass vom Winter, aber begierig nach den ersten Sonnenstrahlen.

Mike Williams lenkte seinen abgenutzten Wagen durch den Feierabendverkehr. Sein Rücken schmerzte vom langen Stehen im Lagerhaus, einem grauen Betonklotz im einst florierenden Industriegebiet der Stadt. Die Gegend war nur noch ein Schatten ihrer selbst. Wo früher Leben pulsierte, starrten nun blinde Fensterhöhlen aus verlassenen Gebäuden. Unkraut brach durch den Asphalt, und Graffiti überzog die Wände wie bunte Narben auf verfallendem Beton.

An einer roten Ampel kam er zum Stehen, genau gegenüber einem Lagerhaus, in dem er vor Jahren geschuftet hatte. Die Erinnerungen schmeckten bitter. Das Gebäude stand leer, die Fenster mit Brettern vernagelt wie die Augen eines Toten. Doch was seine Aufmerksamkeit fesselte, war eine Frau, die davor stand – unverkennbar eine Prostituierte. Ihr roter Lederrock war so kurz, dass er kaum ihren Hintern bedeckte, seitlich geschlitzt bis zur Hüfte, eine Einladung für jeden vorüberfahrenden Blick. Ihre schwarzen Plateau-Stöckelschuhe ließen ihre Beine endlos erscheinen, während das trägerlose schwarze Schlauchoberteil wie eine zweite Haut an ihrem Oberkörper klebte, nur von der üppigen Wölbung ihrer Brüste gehalten.

Diese Brüste – Mike spürte, wie sein Mund trocken wurde. Sie waren mindestens D-Körbchen, prall und perfekt geformt, als wären sie aus Marmor gemeißelt und nicht aus Fleisch. In all den Jahren hatte er noch nie eine Straßendirne mit solch beeindruckenden Rundungen gesehen. Ihr langes, dunkles Haar schimmerte im Sonnenlicht mit einem Hauch von Kastanienrot, fiel wie flüssige Seide über ihre schmalen Schultern und umrahmte ein Gesicht, das er aus der Entfernung nicht genau erkennen konnte.

Mit einem Fuß gegen die bröckelnde Lagerhauswand gelehnt, nahm sie einen tiefen Zug von ihrer Zigarette. Ihre üppigen, kirschroten Lippen umschlossen den Filter wie in einer intimen Umarmung. Lange Finger mit schwarz lackierten Nägeln hielten die Zigarette mit einer beinahe aristokratischen Anmut. Obwohl sie wie eine billige Hure gekleidet war, passte sie nicht wirklich ins Bild dieser heruntergekommenen Gegend. Der Rauch, der vor ihrem Gesicht tanzte und sich in spiralförmigen Mustern auflöste, verlieh ihr etwas Entrücktes. Sie wirkte wie eine Tänzerin aus einem längst vergessenen Kabarett der 1930er Jahre – verrucht und sündhaft, aber gleichzeitig unerreichbar, als gehöre sie einer anderen Zeit an.

Das Aufheulen einer Polizeisirene durchschnitt die Stille. Ein schwarzweißer Streifenwagen bog mit quietschenden Reifen in die dunkle Gasse neben der Prostituierten ein und kam abrupt zum Stehen. Mikes Herzschlag beschleunigte sich. Seine Finger umklammerten das Lenkrad fester, die Knöchel traten weiß hervor. Am liebsten wäre er sofort losgefahren, hätte Gas gegeben und wäre verschwunden. Er wollte keine Probleme mit der Polizei, keine unangenehmen Fragen, warum er hier anhielt und eine Prostituierte beobachtete. Aber die Ampel leuchtete noch immer unbarmherzig rot, gefangen zwischen zwei Phasen wie Mike zwischen Neugier und Furcht.

Die Frau ließ ihre Zigarette fallen und zerdrückte sie mit der Spitze ihres Stöckelschuhs auf dem schmutzigen Beton. Ein letzter Rauchfaden stieg auf, bevor sie sich in Bewegung setzte. Langsam, mit wiegenden Hüften, die eine hypnotische Wirkung auf Mike ausübten, schritt sie auf den Polizeiwagen zu. Die Wagentür schwang auf, und ein Polizist mittleren Alters quetschte sich heraus. Er war das Klischee eines Kleinstadt-Beamten in Uniform: ein stattlicher Bierbauch wölbte sich über seinem Gürtel, sein Gesicht war hart und gerötet, als hätte es zu viele Sonnenuntergänge und zu viele Whiskeys gesehen. Unter der warmen Frühlingssonne perlte der Schweiß auf seiner Stirn und durchnässte sein Uniformhemd unter den Achseln.

Mike verzog angewidert das Gesicht. Er konnte förmlich den säuerlichen Geruch nach altem Schweiß und kaltem Zigarettenrauch riechen, der den Mann umgeben musste – eine Mischung aus Autorität und Verfall.

Als die großbusige Prostituierte nur noch wenige Schritte von dem Polizisten entfernt war, geschah etwas Unerwartetes. Sie sank plötzlich auf Hände und Knie, als hätte jemand ihre Beine weggerissen. Ihre Brüste schwangen schwer unter dem Schlauchoberteil, als sie die letzten Meter auf allen Vieren über den schmutzigen, mit Glasscherben und Zigarettenstummeln übersäten Beton kroch. Ihre roten Fingernägel kratzten über den rauen Untergrund, hinterließen kleine Furchen im Staub. Sie kam direkt vor den glänzenden schwarzen Dienststiefeln des Polizisten zum Stillstand und verharrte dort wie ein Tier vor seinem Herrn.

»Was willst du, Hure?« Die Stimme des Polizisten war rau wie Schmirgelpapier, jedes Wort ein Hieb.

»Bitte, Herr, darf diese dreckige Schlampe Ihnen dienen?« Ihre Stimme war überraschend melodisch, fast kultiviert, während sie den Blick zu ihm aufrichtete. In ihren Augen lag eine Mischung aus Unterwürfigkeit und etwas anderem, das Mike nicht deuten konnte – vielleicht Berechnung, vielleicht Verachtung.

Der Polizist reagierte ohne Vorwarnung. Seine linke Hand schoss vor und vergrub sich in ihrem kastanienroten Haar, während seine rechte ihre Wangen packte. Seine dicken Finger drückten so fest zu, dass ihre Haut weiß wurde und sich ihre Lippen zu einem grotesken O formten. Als ihr Mund sich öffnete, zog er seine Lippen zurück und spuckte einen großen, schleimigen Speichelklumpen direkt hinein. Mike zuckte zusammen, als könnte er den salzigen Geschmack selbst auf der Zunge spüren.

»Runter damit, Hure! Dein Job ist es schließlich, Spucke und Sperma zu schlucken,« stieß der Polizist hervor, seine Stimme eine Oktave tiefer, vibrierend vor kaum unterdrückter Erregung.

Mit einem groben Ruck zerrte er ihr Oberteil herunter. Die Frau keuchte leise, als ihre Brüste freigelegt wurden – prall, weiß und makellos gegen den schmutzigen Hintergrund der Gasse. Der Polizist begann, ihre linke Brust mit seiner freien Hand zu bearbeiten, während er noch immer ihr Haar in einem eisernen Griff hielt. Seine Finger gruben sich tief in das weiche Fleisch, hinterließen rote Abdrücke auf der hellen Haut. Er drückte und knetete die Basis ihrer Brust mit solcher Härte, dass sie aufstöhnte – ein Laut, der in der stillen Gasse widerhallte und Mike durch Mark und Bein ging.

Er konnte nicht erkennen, ob der Ausdruck im Gesicht der Prostituierten von Schmerz oder Lust zeugte. Ihre Augen waren halb geschlossen, ihre Lippen leicht geöffnet. War es Unbehagen, das ihre Züge verzerrte, oder eine perverse Form des Vergnügens? Die Ambivalenz ihrer Reaktion verwirrte Mike und erregte ihn gleichzeitig auf eine Weise, die er sich nicht eingestehen wollte.

Nachdem der Polizist beide Brüste minutenlang bearbeitet hatte – sie drückend, ziehend, formend wie Ton in den Händen eines groben Bildhauers – kniff er hart in ihre Brustwarze. Die rosige Spitze verschwand fast vollständig zwischen seinen dicken Fingern. Die Frau zuckte zusammen, ein unterdrückter Schmerzensschrei entwich ihren Lippen.

»Lutsch meinen Schwanz!« Die Worte des Polizisten waren nicht mehr als ein heiseres Zischen, getränkt mit Begierde und Dominanz.

Während er noch immer ihre Brustwarze zwischen seinen Fingern hielt, begann die Straßendirne mit zitternden Händen seinen Gürtel zu öffnen. Das Metall der Schnalle klirrte in der stillen Gasse wie eine ferne Glocke. Sie zog den Reißverschluss seiner Hose herunter – das Geräusch schien sich endlos zu dehnen, ein scharfes Zischen, das die Luft zerschnitt. Die Uniform rutschte über seine behaarten Beine, enthüllte blasse, von blauen Adern durchzogene Haut. Ihre Brüste hingen schwer und voll von ihrer Brust herab, schwangen leicht mit jeder ihrer Bewegungen. Mit einer geübten Handbewegung befreite sie sein bereits hartes Glied aus der Unterhose. Es sprang förmlich hervor, mindestens siebzehn Zentimeter lang, von einem dichten Geflecht aus drahtigen, schwarzen Schamhaaren umgeben. Die Haut war gerötet und gespannt, die Adern traten deutlich hervor wie die Wurzeln eines alten Baumes.

Mit einer beiläufigen Bewegung, als wäre die kniende Frau vor ihm nichts weiter als ein Möbelstück, holte er ein in Alufolie gewickeltes Sandwich aus seiner Brusttasche und begann zu essen. Das Papier knisterte, während er es entfaltete, und der Geruch von Thunfisch und Zwiebeln wehte durch die offene Autotür.

Währenddessen senkte die Prostituierte ihre leuchtend roten Lippen auf das erigierte Glied vor ihr. Sie begann mit sanften, fast ehrfürchtigen Küssen auf dem geschwollenen Kopf, ihre Zunge glitt über den empfindlichen Rand und hinterließ eine glänzende Spur. Sie arbeitete sich langsam nach unten, leckte die gesamte Länge hinab bis zu seinen Hoden, die schwer und dunkel zwischen seinen Beinen hingen. Ihre Zungenspitze tanzte über die faltige Haut, während ihre Hände auf seinen Oberschenkeln ruhten, die langen, schwarzen Nägel wie kleine Dolche gegen den blauen Stoff seiner heruntergelassenen Uniform.

Die billige Hure öffnete ihren Mund weit, bevor sie ihre Lippen vollständig über den Schwanz stülpte. Der rote Lippenstift hinterließ einen perfekten Abdruck an der Basis, wie ein obszönes Siegel. Ihr Kopf begann, auf und ab zu wippen, in einem gleichmäßigen Rhythmus, der die oberen zehn oder zwölf Zentimeter seines blutgefüllten Gliedes bearbeitete. Das feuchte Geräusch ihrer Lippen vermischte sich mit dem Kauen des Polizisten.

Die ganze Zeit über kaute der Polizist mechanisch an seinem Sandwich, als wäre das, was unter ihm geschah, so alltäglich wie das Frühstücken oder Zeitung lesen. Er nahm einen weiteren Bissen, Mayonnaise quoll aus dem Brot und tropfte auf sein Kinn. Dann packte er wieder ihr Haar, wickelte es um seine freie Hand wie ein Seil, bis er einen festen Anker hatte. Mit diesem Griff begann er, ihren Kopf tiefer auf sein Glied zu drücken. Seine Hüften bewegten sich leicht nach oben, während er sie nach unten zog, in einem brutalen Gegenrhythmus.

Er hörte nicht auf, als sein Schaft den Eingang zu ihrem Rachen erreichte. Stattdessen drückte er gewaltsam weiter, ignorierte ihr Widerstreben, bis ihre kirschroten Lippen gegen seine Hoden gepresst waren und ihre Nase tief in seinen Schamhaaren versank. Die plötzliche, gewaltsame Penetration ihrer Kehle ließ die Prostituierte laut würgen. Ein gurgelnder, erstickter Laut entrang sich ihrer Kehle, vibrierte um sein eingedrungenes Glied.

Sie drückte beide Hände gegen seine Schenkel, die Finger gespreizt, und versuchte verzweifelt, ihren Kopf anzuheben und von dem Glied wegzukommen. Aber der Polizist gab ihr keine Chance. Er hielt sie fest, sein Griff unnachgiebig wie ein Schraubstock. Was Mike wie eine Ewigkeit vorkam, waren vielleicht nur Sekunden, aber für die kniende Frau musste es sich anfühlen wie Stunden ohne Atem. Sie begann wiederholt zu würgen, ihr Körper bäumte sich auf in dem verzweifelten Versuch, Luft zu bekommen. Tränen stiegen in ihre Augen, ließen die schwarze Wimperntusche verschmieren und in dunklen Rinnsalen über ihre Wangen laufen.

Der Polizist aß weiter sein Sandwich, ungerührt von ihrem Kampf. Salatdressing sammelte sich in seinem Mundwinkel und glänzte im Licht der untergehenden Sonne. Ein Tropfen löste sich und fiel in zeitlupenhafter Perfektion direkt auf das kastanienrote Haar der Prostituierten, wo er wie ein obszöner Tautropfen hängen blieb.

Nachdem er genug hatte – ob vom Sandwich oder von ihrer Qual, war nicht zu erkennen – drückte der Polizist ihren Kopf wieder nach oben. Er gab ihr gerade genug Zeit für einen zitternden, tiefen Atemzug, der ihre entblößten Brüste heben und senken ließ. Speichel und Tränen vermischten sich auf ihrem Gesicht zu einer glänzenden Maske.

»Komm schon, Hure, keine Hände, lass mich dein Gesicht ficken, als wäre es eine Fotze!« Seine Stimme klang jetzt rauer, die Worte verschmolzen zu einem einzigen, animalischen Knurren.

Die Prostituierte nickte nur kraftlos, ergeben wie ein gebrochenes Tier. Ihre Hände sanken zu Boden, die Fingernägel gruben sich in den Beton. Bevor sie einen weiteren Atemzug nehmen konnte, rammte der Polizist ihren feuchten Mund wieder auf seinen steifen, dicken Schaft. Diesmal hielt er ihren Kopf mit beiden Händen, das Sandwich vergessen auf seinem Schoß. Er begann, ihren Kopf in schnellem Tempo auf und ab zu pumpen, stieß ihn dabei immer so weit wie möglich hinunter, bis ihr Kinn gegen seine Hoden schlug.

Ihre vollen Brüste begannen im Rhythmus seiner Stöße zu schwingen, peitschten vor und zurück wie schwere Pendel. Das Fleisch zitterte bei jedem Aufprall, die geröteten Brustwarzen zeichneten unsichtbare Kreise in der Luft. Schon bald drangen laute, gurgelnde Würgegeräusche aus ihrem kämpfenden Mund, ein obszönes Konzert in der stillen Gasse. Speichel begann in dicken Strömen aus ihren Mundwinkeln zu laufen, benetzte sein gespanntes Glied vollständig und tropfte auf den Beton, wo er kleine, dunkle Pfützen bildete.

Nach mehreren Minuten dieses brutalen Gesichtsfickens – während derer Mike wie gelähmt hinter seinem Steuer saß, unfähig wegzusehen – veränderte sich der Rhythmus des Polizisten. Seine Bewegungen wurden hektischer, unkoordinierter, seine Atmung flacher. Er war endlich bereit zu kommen.

»Öffne deinen Mund, billige Hure! Mach dich bereit für deine tägliche Mahlzeit!« keuchte er, während er sein Glied mit einem letzten Ruck aus ihrem Mund zog.

Die Prostituierte keuchte nach Luft, ihr Mund weit geöffnet, die Lippen geschwollen und vom Lippenstift verschmiert. Ein dünner Speichelfaden verband noch ihre Unterlippe mit der Spitze seines Gliedes, schimmerte silbrig im Licht der untergehenden Sonne. Dann platzte ein großer Klumpen weißlichen Spermas aus seinem zuckenden Schwanz direkt in ihren offenen Mund. Die Wucht ließ sie zurückweichen, sie erstickte fast an der plötzlichen Flut und konnte nicht alles darin behalten. Ein Teil der klebrigen Flüssigkeit rann langsam ihr Kinn hinunter, hinterließ eine glänzende Spur auf ihrer Haut.

»Schlucken!« befahl der Polizist, während er sein erschlaffendes Glied zurück in seine Hose stopfte. Seine Stimme hatte jede Erregung verloren, war wieder zu dem harten, autoritären Ton zurückgekehrt.

Sie gehorchte ohne zu zögern, schluckte die gesamte Ladung mit einem einzigen, sichtbaren Schluckauf hinunter. Ihr Adamsapfel bewegte sich unter der zarten Haut ihres Halses, als die Flüssigkeit ihre Kehle hinabglitt. Dann leckte sie sich über die Lippen, fing die letzten Tropfen mit ihrer Zungenspitze ein.

Mike Williams schüttelte ungläubig den Kopf. Ein Gefühl der Übelkeit und gleichzeitig eine perverse Faszination kämpften in seinem Inneren.

»Die Polizisten sind auch nicht mehr das, was sie einmal waren,« murmelte er zu sich selbst, während er den Motor seines Wagens wieder in Gang setzte. Das Brummen des Motors schien ihn aus seiner Trance zu reißen. Doch bevor er losfuhr, hatte er das seltsame, unheimliche Gefühl, beobachtet zu werden. Die noch immer kniende Hure schaute zu ihm herüber, ein teuflisches Grinsen verzerrte ihr verschmiertes Gesicht. Ihre Augen, die durch den Dunst der Tränen und verschmierten Wimperntusche funkelten, bohrten sich direkt in seine Seele, als könnte sie jeden seiner Gedanken lesen, jede seiner verborgenen Fantasien erkennen.

Er riss seinen Blick von ihr los, als hätte er sich an ihrem Anblick verbrannt, und starrte auf die Straße vor sich. Mit einem Schock bemerkte er, wie lange er dem grotesken Schauspiel gebannt zugesehen hatte. Die Ampel leuchtete wieder rot, hatte ihren Zyklus mehrfach durchlaufen, während er wie hypnotisiert auf die Szene vor ihm gestarrt hatte. Er musste mehrere Ampelphasen verpasst haben, völlig gefangen in dem obszönen Theater, das sich vor seinen Augen abgespielt hatte.

Als die Ampel endlich auf Grün schaltete – ein erlösendes Signal, das ihn aus dem Bann löste – trat Mike das Gaspedal durch. Der Wagen machte einen Satz nach vorne, die Reifen quietschten leicht auf dem Asphalt. Er fuhr los, als wäre der Teufel hinter ihm her, wollte nur noch weg von diesem Ort und den Bildern, die sich in sein Gehirn gebrannt hatten.

Doch auf dem Heimweg, während die Straßen an ihm vorbeizogen und die Sonne langsam hinter den Häusern versank, konnte er nicht aufhören, an diese großbusige Prostituierte zu denken. Die Bilder von ihr, wie sie sich demütig dem Polizisten hingab, wie sie auf Knien über den schmutzigen Beton kroch, wie ihre Brüste schwangen, während sie gewürgt wurde – all das spielte sich immer wieder in seinem Kopf ab wie ein Film, den er nicht stoppen konnte.

Warum nur? Diese Frage bohrte sich durch seine Gedanken wie ein Nagel. Wie konnte so eine hinreißend aussehende junge Frau am untersten Ende aller Huren gelandet sein? Was hatte sie dorthin gebracht? Die Fragen nagten an ihm, ließen ihn nicht los. Was war in ihrem Leben schiefgelaufen? War sie immer schon so gewesen, gefangen in einem Kreislauf aus Erniedrigung und Unterwerfung? Oder hatte sie irgendwann einen Punkt überschritten, eine unsichtbare Linie im Sand, von der es kein Zurück mehr gab?

Während er an seine Frau und seine beiden Kinder dachte, die mit dem Abendessen auf ihn warteten – normale, alltägliche Menschen in einem normalen, sauberen Haus – überkam ihn ein überwältigendes Gefühl von Schuld und Scham. Er sollte sich auf seine Familie freuen, auf die warme Mahlzeit, auf die Umarmungen seiner Kinder. Doch stattdessen kreisten seine Gedanken unablässig um diese fremde Frau, dieses Geschöpf aus einer anderen Welt. Ihre roten Lippen, ihre prallen Brüste, die Art, wie sie sich hingegeben hatte – es war alles so intensiv und verwirrend, so anders als sein geordnetes Leben.

Mike schüttelte den Kopf und versuchte, die Bilder zu vertreiben, versuchte sich auf die Straße vor ihm zu konzentrieren. Aber es war, als hätte sich etwas in ihm verändert, als hätte er einen verbotenen Blick in eine Welt geworfen, die nun nicht mehr aus seinem Bewusstsein zu löschen war. Das Bild der Prostituierten blieb in seinem Geist verankert wie ein dunkler Fleck, der sich nicht abwaschen ließ – ein Makel auf der sauberen Leinwand seines Lebens.

Weiterlesen…


Bücher von Elisabeth Sylt

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Wohnwagenpark Girls 

In einem weitläufigen Wohnwagenpark, geprägt von Armut, sozialen Konflikten und einem rauen Alltag, entfaltet sich eine Geschichte voller Leidenschaft, Macht und Abgründe. Der 1. Teil der Buchreihe – nimmt den Leser mit in eine Welt, in der junge Frauen (18+) in einem Spannungsfeld aus Verführung, Unterwerfung und dem Wunsch nach einem besseren Leben stehen.

weiterlesen…

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Linke Feministin

18 Jahre jung und naiv – Die linke Feministin ist ein provokantes Drama, das die Reise der jungen Nancy Paten in eine Welt voller Macht und Verführung schildert. Aufgewachsen in einer sozialbewussten Umgebung, ist Nancy eine leidenschaftliche Feministin, die für Gleichberechtigung kämpft. Doch als sie den Geschäftsmann Derek Freeman und seine Assistentin Terra trifft, wird ihr Weltbild erschüttert.

weiterlesen…

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Wohnwagenpark Girls II

Der zweite Teil der fesselnden Reihe führt uns zurück in die düstere Welt der Wohnwagenpark-Girls. Ein Leben am Abgrund, geprägt von Armut, Machtkämpfen und dem verzweifelten Wunsch nach einem besseren Leben.

weiterlesen…


18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Jacks Vergangenheit

Jack genießt Macht und Kontrolle – vor allem über Frauen. Als er in das Leben von Beatrice zurückkehrt, wird aus einer alten Affäre ein gefährliches Spiel. Doch es ist ihre Tochter Leni, die seine dunklen Gelüste neu entfacht. Zwischen Vergangenheit und Gegenwart entfaltet sich ein Netz aus Verführung, Erpressung und totaler Unterwerfung. 

weiterlesen…

Alien Allotriomorph: Ein neuer Patriarch für das Nest 

Nacht für Nacht wird er von seltsamen Träumen heimgesucht - dunkle, sinnliche Visionen von geheimnisvollen Außerirdischen, deren Macht und Schönheit ihn unwiderstehlich anziehen. Je mehr er sich in ihre Welt verstrickt, desto mehr stellt er fest, dass diese Begegnungen kein Zufall sind. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtprogramm für die Menschlichkeit: Das Leben eines Bullen im Jahr 2867 

In den letzten 850 Jahren hat die Menschheit umfangreiche gentechnische Eingriffe vorgenommen, um den perfekten Menschen zu schaffen. Dabei ist etwas Wichtiges verloren gegangen: die Fähigkeit, männliche Nachkommen zu zeugen. Jetzt ist es an ihm, die Menschheit zu retten und die Rolle des Zuchtbullen zu übernehmen.

weiterlesen… 


Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo 

Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo ist ein erotischer Roman, in dem: Ein junger Mann sich in eine sexy Bimbo-Schlampe verwandelt und dabei Spaß hat. Er genießt die Vorteile seines neuen Körpers, die Erlebnisse und die Freude. 

weiterlesen… 

Vom schwarzen Stiefbruder genommen 

Mira weiß, sie sollte Lamar meiden. Doch sein Blick durchdringt sie, seine Berührungen entfachen ein Feuer, das sie nicht löschen kann. Ihr attraktiver Stiefbruder ist verboten – und doch alles, was sie will. Aus einem harmlosen Spiel wird ein sinnlicher Machtkampf, in dem Verlangen jede Vernunft verdrängt.

weiterlesen… 

Ein neuer Herr im Haus 

Als Björn nach einem harten Sommer in ein scheinbar normales Zuhause zurückkehrt, ahnt er nicht, wie sehr sich sein Leben verändern wird. Zwischen Stiefmutter, Stiefschwester und den Zwillingstöchtern des Chefs entfaltet sich ein gefährliches Spiel aus Macht, Lust und Unterwerfung – und Björn wird mehr als nur zum Herr im Haus. 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Zwei unterschiedliche Schicksale 

Im Jahr 2083 gibt es weltweit 84.615 Milchviehbetriebe mit durchschnittlich einhundertfünfundneunzig Hucows pro Betrieb. Das bedeutet, dass sich derzeit etwa sechzehneinhalb Millionen Hucows in Gefangenschaft befinden. Ihr Zweck ist es, Milch- und Fleischprodukte für die Menschheit zu produzieren.

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 2 

Was man vom Leben erwarten kann 

jörn hat sich auf der Farm von Thomas Soll gut eingelebt und beide sind ein gutes Dou geworden. Während der Farmbesitzer sich um das Administratorische kümmert, widmet sich der Zuchtbulle weiter dem, was er am besten kann. Ihr Farmleben wird jedoch auf den Kopf gestellt, als Thomas Soll von seiner Vergangenheit eingeholt wird. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 3 

Der Drang der Versuchung 

Zeiten des großen Umbruchs stehen an. Jack findet sich plötzlich als Besitzer von Thomas Soll wieder und bekommt Besuch von der Regierung. Ihr Vertreter Wandel Eggen versucht Druck auf ihn auszuüben und eine Frau mit den Namen Cate Cray wird ihn zur Überwachung zur Seite gestellt. Was wird aus dem Hof und wie kommt Björn damit zurecht? 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 4 

Programm für temporäre Hucows 

Alice, eine junge Frau mit auffälliger Sanduhrfigur, wird nach einem gescheiterten Fluchtversuch in ein grausames Programm gesteckt, das Frauen zu temporären "Hucows" macht. In einer Anstalt, wo sie wie Nutztiere behandelt werden, erwartet sie eine Realität aus brutalen Prozeduren, Zwangsritualen und der Entmenschlichung ihres Körpers – reduziert auf Milch und Zucht. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 5 

Das, was sie schon immer wollte 

Lena fiebert dem Tag entgegen, an dem ihr Traum wahr wird: als Hucow in der Lotterie gezogen zu werden. Während andere Mädchen Angst haben, sehnt sie ihre Rolle als Milch- und Zuchtressource herbei. Doch als das Schicksal anders entscheidet, gerät ihr Weltbild ins Wanken – ein normales Leben kommt für sie nicht infrage. 

weiterlesen… 

Japanische Verlockungen: Eine Hausfrau auf Abwegen 

„Japanische Verlockungen“ entführt Sie in die verführerische Welt von Raku, einer Hausfrau, die auf eine sinnliche Reise der Selbstentdeckung und verbotenen Leidenschaften geht. Mit einer Länge von 17.786 Wörtern bietet dieses Buch eine intensive und fesselnde Lektüre, die die Grenzen der Hausfrauen-Erotik und der Lust erforscht. 

weiterlesen… 


Unerzählte Geschichten von Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Das Expanded Universe von Breeding Bull und Hucows bringt neue spannende Geschichten außerhalb der Hauptserie. Es sind individuelle, heiße und sexy, in sich geschlossene Geschichten. Nicht jede Hucow-Farm wird wie die von Thomas Soll geführt und nicht jeder Zuchtbulle hat es so leicht wie Jack.

weiterlesen… 

Verführt von einer älteren Frau: Reife Leidenschaft, junges Verlangen 

Jan, ein junger Wahlkampfmanager, lebt in Routine und politischen Zwängen – bis er Ally begegnet: eine selbstbewusste ASMR-Künstlerin, die mit sinnlicher Stimme und hypnotischen Augen seine verborgensten Fantasien weckt. Zwischen ihnen entspinnt sich ein Spiel der Verführung, das alle Tabus sprengt.

weiterlesen… 

Sündige Sekretärin: Unterwerfung im Büro 

Die Geschichte konzentriert sich auf die Beziehung zwischen einer Sekretärin und ihrem Vorgesetzten. Was mit subtilen Blicken und unmissverständlichen Andeutungen beginnt, entwickelt sich schnell zu einem intensiven Spiel der Verführung und Unterwerfung. Die Grenzen zwischen beruflich und privat verschwimmen, als die Protagonistin die aufregende Erfahrung macht, ihre eigenen Wünsche und Grenzen neu zu entdecken. 

weiterlesen… 


Abschließende Worte 


Danke, dass Sie meinen kleinen Roman bis zum Ende gelesen haben. Ich schreibe regelmäßig neue Romane für dich, so oft es mir möglich ist. Ich hoffe, die Story hat dir gefallen.

Nochmals vielen Dank, dass Sie dieses Buch gelesen haben. Da der Buchmarkt hart umkämpft ist, würde ich mich freuen, wenn Sie diesem Buch eine gute Bewertung geben würden.

Deine Elisabeth Sylt

Über den Autorin

[image: ]

Elisabeth Sylt ist eine alleinerziehende Mutter von zwei Jungen und lebt in Berlin, Deutschland. Als Hobby schreibt sie erotische Romane. Beruflich ist sie Pharmareferentin.
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