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The evening had been perfectly planned – Klemens, Estefania, and Charlotte wanted to go to the movies together. The cheap action flick certainly wouldn’t win any awards, but they enjoyed it nonetheless.

Afterward, they visited a fast food place near the shopping center where Charlotte worked. They joked around, philosophized about future plans for college, and of course talked about their “other activities.”

In hushed voices, admittedly, and Klemens would have preferred to keep it private, but his girlfriend and his demonic stepsister seemed to enjoy embarrassing him.

“You look cute when you’re embarrassed,” Charlotte had told him. Estefania claimed that the feelings she harvested from his mind acted like an intoxicant for her.

“I’m not a party drug,” he replied, confused, but the two girls just giggled in response.

When they received their greasy meals, they continued their jokes and conversations. Despite Klemens’s concerns about Charlotte’s and Estefania’s carefree way of discussing their shared experiences in public – even in lowered voices – he smiled and laughed along with them.

But when it was time to go home, Charlotte had to disappoint them.

“I’m sorry, Klemens. I have something important tomorrow morning, I need to get to bed and wake up early. I’d love to reschedule, but it’s not in my hands,” she apologized.

“It’s okay, honey, no problem,” he assured her.

Charlotte smiled and looked at Estefania.

“We can’t have our ‘private get-together’ every week,” she added, to which Estefania just grinned.

“Don’t worry about me. And don’t worry about Klemens, he’ll make it up to you for sure.”

Klemens gave his stepsister a sidelong glance, but Charlotte made him blush.

“Well, since I can’t tonight, you’ll ‘take care’ of him, won’t you, sweetie?”

“You don’t need to worry about that.”

Klemens looked incredulously between them.

“Unbelievable,” he muttered.

Charlotte giggled and leaned forward to kiss him on the lips. Her gentle kiss filled Klemens with warmth.

“See you tomorrow, Klemens,” she assured him. “I have something special for you.”

She winked at him, hugged him, and kissed him again before doing the same with Estefania. Then she disappeared, without concerns about walking alone through the early night.

Alone with his sister, surrounded by the muted noise of nightlife, he shook his head half-jokingly.

“You’re the worst influence on her,” he joked.

“I’m surprised you’re still complaining after all this time,” Estefania countered knowingly. “Not every guy can claim to have what you have.”

“I consider it my lifeline to sanity,” he joked.

“May I cut it?”

Klemens pretended to think about it.

“...no, but you can loosen it occasionally.”

She laughed and then got a devilish grin. A grin that told him she was planning to do exactly that.

“Now?” he murmured.

“What’s wrong, afraid of public indecency?” she teased him, grabbing his wrist and leading him to nearby public restrooms.

He knew them. This wasn’t the first time she’d done such things with him in public places. However, she used illusion spells and other magic to conceal them, so they wouldn’t be disturbed or caught. The subtle thrill without the same risk.

They were also some of the cleanest public restrooms in the area... except for that one time when Estefania felt “hungry,” dragged him along for a “snack”... and promptly chose the stall where someone had obviously eaten too many of their own snacks and couldn’t keep them down. Or in the toilet bowl.

After that, she wasn’t hungry anymore.

But this time, as they slipped unnoticed into the restrooms, the stall was immaculately clean. Perfect for their intentions.

She locked the door behind them and began weaving her spells. The subtle shimmer of the incorporeal illusion barrier spread across the door and walls of the stall.

There she turned to Klemens and pushed him against the door, pressing her lips to his.

He immediately sighed and relaxed into her embrace as her hands slid under his pants and his shirt. She grabbed his buttocks and ran her fingers along his spine, fingers tingling from the subtle, sparkling touch of an extraction – just enough to tease... which she did very well.

He didn’t remain idle, his own hands exploring Estefania’s body, grabbing her and holding her waist as she began to rub against him.

By now he knew her body intimately, but he never tired of exploring it. Even with her tight casual clothing – those short jeans in contrast to his loose long pants and her crop top that seemed somewhat inappropriate for the cooler nights, which is why he wore a long-sleeved beige shirt.

Nothing fancy compared to the designer quality of Estefania’s wardrobe.

But the tight fit meant he could really feel and explore her curves. He moaned into their kiss, which sucked more out of him than her tingling touch.

Her tongue coiled around his, Klemens doing his best to follow the dance, while their lips moved and tugged at each other, heads turning slightly to break and restore the seal of their kiss.

He slid one hand up her small back and gripped her waist with a possessive hold.

She was so supple, so warm... though he wished he could do this with Charlotte too. He tried to suppress these thoughts, otherwise Estefania might perceive them and feel bad. There was no danger that Estefania would take Charlotte away from him. Rather, she would worry about taking up too much time from him and his girlfriend.

A bizarre scenario, to say the least.

He focused on the pleasure before him, not wanting to spoil it. He was growing hard in his pants, and Estefania took advantage of that, rubbing a thigh against his groin with slow, firm movements, nurturing his budding erection, while thin lines crept up under his shirt collar, flowing up his neck to his lips as Estefania gently fed on him.

Not wanting to feel like he was doing nothing, he slid one hand under her tight jeans, rubbing over her panty-covered bottom first, before slipping under those garments too and kneading and massaging her fantastic cheeks in his palms.

Estefania giggled into his mouth, then pulled back, breaking the kiss and drawing a glowing wisp from his mouth into hers. She licked her lips lustfully before removing her hands from under his clothes and wrapping them around his shoulders.

“You like my ass, don’t you?” she remarked.

“Why do you keep asking that question?” he replied with a crooked grin. “You know damn well that your ass is the most beautiful one in existence”

“Mmm, I do know that... so you’ll definitely enjoy this”

She stepped back slightly and pulled down her pants and underwear, exposing her luxurious hips and juicy bottom and of course the sex between her incredible thighs.

She was already wet there, but Klemens didn’t expect to find himself inside her in the coming moments.

That would come later, in more spacious surroundings.

She then worked on his belt and pants and quickly had them down to his ankles, letting his throbbing member spring free and proud.

She eyed it hungrily, looking as if she was resisting the urge to devour it immediately... but she had other plans.

A few tender caresses and a gentle, twisting grip to ensure he was nice and hard, and she stood up again. She stuck out her tongue and let her saliva drip onto her palm, whereupon she reached around and slowly, erotically rubbed her bottom, grinning at him.

And when she turned her back to him, he quickly recognized her intention, his face flushing and his heart racing.

It wasn’t a new technique. But one that always got him going.

She swayed her behind with a luxurious rotation of her hips, a tantalizing display to get him ready, looking over her shoulder with a mischievous grin.

Then she moved backward and pushed his cock between her cheeks, pressing firmly so he could feel a nice pressure.

He puffed quietly, his hands moving to the stall door for support as Estefania began to move.

She rolled her hips, rubbing her perfect bottom against his cock, her saliva more than adequate lubrication thanks to its unnatural properties when she wanted it to be.

But it wasn’t quite like real lubricant or her pussy, so there was also friction, a tantalizing pull on his length.

She sighed and erotically pressed a fingertip to her lips, grinning and laughing softly.

He sighed too, already feeling drops of pleasure leaking from his tip. Estefania sensed this with each throb and slid her bottom further up, enveloping the head of his cock and smearing those drops of pleasure on her skin.

It felt wonderful, especially as she began to twist her hips from side to side and changed the pressure points he was experiencing.

It also offered him a wonderful sight – watching her lower back twist and undulate, how it bent and curved, like a belly dance in slow motion.

And he knew she would make him come this way. She had done it before. And he expected it to be as fantastic as the first time.

She moved faster and pressed harder, really squeezing her glorious cheeks against his groin. And to top it all off, he saw the subtle energy veil around her hips and his loins, while faint lines curled away from his pole and flowed over her voluptuous buttocks.

He saw how the energy also seemed to concentrate around her spine, the subtlest lights crawling under the skin along it and barely outlining her vertebrae before disappearing under her crop top.

A bizarre but captivating sight.

Her movements became more pronounced, hips swinging high on one side and then on the other after falling deeply, beginning to really shake and wiggle her bottom against his cock, but she never let up on the pressure.

He moaned with pleasure and rising power in his loins, an orgasm building, aided by her mild extraction, but mainly brought about by her efforts. And he knew she could make him come in all sorts of ways without extraction.

She had done it multiple times. To prove a point.

More drops of pleasure seeped out, meaning more lubrication. Which prompted her to move faster, as friction became less stimulating.

His eyes wandered up to Estefania’s, her expression one of lust and enjoyment, soft, devilish laughs leaving her lips, which twisted into broad, erotic smiles.

The friction sound of her skin on his was subtle but audible, a testament to how vigorous she was becoming.

And indeed, in the end she got what she wanted from him – the moan that escaped his lips would have been more than enough to alert anyone right outside the toilets, if it weren’t for Estefania’s illusion.

He thrust his hips weakly forward, but the twitches and pulses of his cock were strong, as were the spurts of seed that exploded from his tip.

Estefania laughed heartily as his seed painted her lower back and the tops of her buttocks, his climax prolonged by the collapse of his spiritual barriers and the enhanced effect of her extraction upon them.

She slowed to a stop and squeezed the last drops from his cock by pressing firmly against his groin and his trapped member with jerking movements, amply cushioned by her cheeks.

She pulled away and sighed as she raised her hands to glide her fingers through the patches of his semen, bringing the residue clinging to her fingertips to her lips to taste it.

Klemens’s cock was naturally not ready to go flaccid yet. So she tilted her head and looked at him askew over her shoulder, grinning.

“Now for the real treat,” she purred. But before she moved to perform her next erotic act on him, he watched as her lower back glowed, and when the light faded, his traces had disappeared.

She turned around and smiled, bringing a finger to his lips.

“You can marvel at my demon tricks later,” she teased, gently running her fingertip along between his lips.

He moved his head to dispel her finger, as much as it made his heart race, so he could speak.

“Hey, I still find it almost crazy that my step-sister-fuck-buddy is an actual demon. You’re not human, and that’s damn fantastic. Charlotte thinks so too.”

Normally it would have been a cruel insult to call someone not human, but Estefania just giggled and felt flattered.

“But don’t you want these lips wrapped around your big... juicy... cock?” she asked, slowing her speech and emphasizing the last words with a soft, seductive inflection.

He swallowed and then nodded.

“Point taken,” he admitted. Estefania giggled and then lowered herself deeply, fingertips scratching across his chest through his shirt before he felt her touch on his exposed hips.

Her breath flowed over his erection, all the more enticing given the modest amount of remaining pre-cum and his ejaculate.
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Estefania licked her lips... and then slowly unfurled her tongue to curl it from his frenulum. Then she did it again. And again, before she began to lick every inch of his glans, dabbing at various points along the crown and around the upper curve. She curled her tongue to hook the tip under that sensitive ridge, and gently brushed her lips against his helmet.

He sighed as her tongue enveloped his length in a film of her cool saliva, sliding down until she barely touched his testicles, curling her tongue and gliding over the underside of his sack, curling the tip to teasingly hook one of his balls.

He grunted softly and gently reached for her silky hair with one hand, the brown locks flowing like liquid between his fingers.

Her efforts on his cock became more erotic, her lips partially enclosing his jewels... and then, after a few gentle sucks, completely, her tongue swirling around his sack and her lips pulling enticingly, hungrily at his jewels.

She looked up at him, one of her eyes obscured by his cock resting on her face, but the lust he saw was incredibly seductive. He knew it, but was no less captivated by it.

It was easy to see how a man could be so easily enchanted, even without magic involved.

She hummed teasingly, vibrations tickling his cock and eliciting a gasp from him, his testicles becoming wetter by the moment, thanks to her tugging lips and energetic tongue relentlessly playing over his jewels.

Finally, she let his sack pop out of her mouth with a firm tug, allowing the air in the stall to attack his saliva-coated balls with a cool caress.

Her tongue slid up the underside of his member and then promptly wrapped around his crown, left and right, before Estefania leaned forward to take his tip between her lips, the folds tightly enclosing his glans while she sucked, hard.

Hard enough that he felt her drain increase slightly in intensity, sending a lustful arc up his spine directly to his head. He let out a slightly intoxicated chuckle and earned another humming laugh into his member, Estefania’s eyes fixed on his with that demonic lust and desire.

Her lips pulled hard into a grin, pleased by his sounds. She wanted more, so she began to twist her head left and right on his member while her tongue vigorously polished his helmet.

His hips twitched, precum seeping into her mouth at this specific assault, but he held on as best he could, even as he observed spiral streams of subtle light swirling down his member into her lips.

It tingled maddeningly.

“Damn...” he moaned, his eyelids lowering slightly. There was something about her oral sex that made him feel more vulnerable than anything else she did, in his opinion.

Her grin widened around his tip, and then she pushed her head forward, taking him inch by inch slowly, her tongue extending beyond her lips to taste the underside of his cock.

He felt her muscle finally reach his testicles, curling downward and then underneath them; even without resorting to that irresistible inhuman length and dexterity she could employ, her tongue was incredible and she knew how to use it in its normal state.

Soon her lips caught up, tightly enclosing his root while her tongue rubbed and tasted his jewels, sliding back and forth and fanning sideways to ensure she thoroughly tasted them.

Another sigh escaped Klemens’ lips, his hand leaving Estefania’s head to press against the door, letting her do her exquisite work. She remained around his root for a while, pleasing him through the pulling of her lips, the suction she applied, the wagging of her tongue, and the curling of her throat alone. Besides that mild drain that only added to the stimulation.

Her throat was hot and hungrily gripped his glans, and she never gagged. It was surreal and stimulating, but he was all for it, laughing softly about how good it was... before a cry of pleasure was torn from his mouth as Estefania began to move her head, bobbing up and down with gradually accelerating tempo.

His hands clenched into fists against the door, watching her work; her lips barely broke the seal around his pole, and her tongue licked and jabbed incessantly beyond her lips, tasting his sides or attacking his glans with an almost violent tongue-lashing.

He could feel pressure building again, ready to give her another load. She sensed this and began to bob her head faster, twisting it so that her lips pulled in a spiral manner, her tongue could caress and slither over more of his length, though each time she reached his root, she focused on his testicles and made sure they stayed nice and wet for her.

He was moaning loudly now, always grateful for her magic concealing them from the public. He wondered if he should have included Charlotte, some crazy threesome in a seemingly public place.

He would have to talk to her about that.

His thoughts were torn away from that back to the incredible oral sex he was enduring as that drain began to gain strength, the brightness of the spiral vortices swirling around his length – whenever it wasn’t hidden in her mouth – increased and the flow became faster.

Her drain tickled his core and teased his mind and made all his nerves pleasantly tingle.

He could hear her swallowing now, the slick sound and occasional gulp from her an extravagant music to his ears, mixing with his breathless, strained moans.

Even after all this time, after gaining some stamina with her, he still had no hope of lasting, gained no special resistance to her lust.

He moaned loudly and let out an almost whimpering gasp, thrusting his hips into Estefania’s mouth.

Rather than burying his length deep in her mouth, she instead chose to retreat to his tip, lips clamped just behind his crown, and drink down his seed with enticing suction, her tongue lashing his sensitive glans, and her drain becoming bright and overwhelming to extend his climax for an incredible time.

He trembled with each spurt of semen, spurred on by her own satisfied moans of appreciation.

Before she finally let go with his last ejaculation of semen, she left his tip completely clean of any residue as her lips slid firmly over his helmet before breaking contact.

She licked her lips, and the last tendrils of energy were drawn into her mouth. She grinned at him and slowly stood up, pulling up his pants and skillfully refastening his belt.

“Thanks for the snack,” she said and kissed him gently on the lips. Her tongue slithered into their mouth, and he happily returned the kiss; he couldn’t taste himself on her. She could go from cock or pussy or ass to mouth, and her magic would make it appear as if her mouth was always fresh. Unless, of course, she wanted it otherwise.

So he had no reservations about enjoying her kiss, one last aftershock of his energy before she broke away from him and gestured with her hands to disperse the magic that concealed them.

“Let’s go home, and we’ll have the main course,” she said with a gentle touch of his thigh.

“You’re really milking this food dirty talk, aren’t you?” he quipped.

“Just like I milk your cock,” she joked without hesitation. He laughed dryly, but he was more than happy to go home and have a nice fuck before bedtime.
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Whenever they united in the late hours of the night, the subsequent rest surpassed any other recovery. In the morning, he felt a slight exhaustion, but as soon as the first meal flowed through his body, his vitality returned. His father noticed no change – Klemens had always been someone who reluctantly crawled out of bed at daybreak.

Estefania giggled and then quietly led him out of the restrooms, making sure they weren’t seen before they began to stroll away.

They didn’t call a taxi right away, but instead took a short walk through the plaza. It was getting late, but it was a fairly safe and clean place, and not too many people were out. It was nice to take a walk, talk more with Estefania, and enjoy the cool night air.

They turned into an intersection for the various footpaths between the buildings, near a small green space. It was quite enclosed with decorative awnings and canopies, and there was only one other person nearby.

Unfortunately, that one other person didn’t seem to be in the best condition.

Klemens and Estefania paused when they saw the guy leaning against the wall of a building, along which one of the paths ran.

He was breathing heavily and seemed to be trembling slightly.

Klemens wavered between asking if he was okay or simply ignoring him; it was either a medical episode or drugs, and if the latter, it could turn violent.

Before he could decide, Estefania firmly grabbed his wrists.

“This guy is sick. His thoughts are... I can’t skim them, but they’re angry. Irrational.”

That rather confirmed his suspicions regarding the drug possibility. Still, he couldn’t just leave the guy behind and decided instead to call an ambulance while taking out his phone. Maybe it wasn’t drugs at all, but some other issue.

“I’m getting this guy some help,” he said and unlocked his phone. Estefania didn’t seem particularly fond of the idea but made no efforts to stop Klemens.

The guy leaning against the wall, however, turned to face him, and they immediately recognized each other.

“You!” he growled, frowning with contempt and approaching, preventing Klemens from dialing.

Klemens knew who this was; the asshole from a few weeks ago who had tried to hit on Estefania and then made a scene when she rejected him.

He hadn’t seen the guy since then and wasn’t particularly pleased to see him now.

Nevertheless, he felt the need to make sure the guy was at least okay before leaving.

Unfortunately, things already seemed to be heading toward a confrontation.

“I thought the little slut was your stepsister?” the asshole growled, his eyes darting nervously between Klemens and Estefania. “Why are you both out like you’re on a damn date?”

“Fuck off,” Estefania warned. “Go home.”

“Fuck that, tell me, does he give good dick, huh? Better than me?”

Estefania rolled her eyes, but Klemens could feel she was tense. He was too.

“Let’s go,” he said, and she nodded, both turning to leave the other guy alone.

“Hey, don’t fucking walk away from me!” he bellowed, and Klemens heard footsteps hurrying after them.

“Go away or we’ll call the police!” Klemens warned, but that only seemed to anger the asshole more, who promptly stepped in front of his face.

“Go ahead, call them, you fucking pussy!” he taunted, his breath stinking.

“Klemens!” Estefania called out, drawing the asshole’s attention.

“First name, huh!? Because he’s your brother, or because he’s your boyfriend?! Or maybe he’s your brother and you’re fucking him?! Is that it?! You’d fuck your own brother over me?!”

“Hey, leave her alone!” Klemens growled, trying to divert attention away from Estefania, but he knew they both needed to get out; there was no heroism in dealing with someone who was drunk or high or just plain crazy.

“Fuck you, bitch, you’re nothing compared to me, but this slut rejects me for you?!” He reached out and grabbed Madden’s shirt.

“Hey!”

“Let him go!” Estefania screamed, trying to push the asshole away from Klemens.

The guy turned to her and shoved her away, then grabbed her shoulders.

“I hear you’re a real hot piece! Bet you’re a slut too, so where’s my share, huh!?”

“Let her go!” Klemens roared, but for his troubles, the other guy turned around and punched him directly in the face.

Klemens’ head spun as he was knocked onto his backside, his vision becoming blurry and his sense of orientation completely scrambled.

He was lucky not to fall on the back of his head, but was still disoriented.

When he regained his orientation, despite the stinging pain around his left eye, he saw the guy looming over him and delivering a hate-filled kick to his side, causing Klemens to scream and curl up defensively.

“This is your fucking fault, you pussy bitch! I could have given her what she deserves!” the guy bellowed.

Klemens was afraid now, and afraid for Estefania... but then he saw her approaching the guy from the side. There was... something different about her.

She promptly turned the guy around and gripped the sides of his head with an unyielding grasp.

Before he even had a chance to scream, his face tensed up, as did Estefania’s. Her mouth opened wide, and the back of her throat began to glow.

And with an almost audible rush, Klemens watched as bright energy was ripped from the guy’s throat with a chaotic force he had never seen before.

His eyes bulged out, as did the veins in his face, and he seemed completely stunned.

But Klemens quickly realized this wasn’t an act of lust; there was no tent in the guy’s pants, and the look in his protruding eyes was pure fear.

Estefania’s own face was contorted into a hate-filled grimace, her eyes glowing and demonic... but gone was that inhuman allure. Only burning rage and terror.

The guy began to shake strangely, and his breathing took on a hoarse quality. His legs buckled, and Estefania lowered him to the ground, straddling his hips, but there was still no lust in her actions, and not a hint of pleasure in the man.

Klemens watched in horror as the guy’s veins and eyes seemed to bulge even further, yet the color in his face seemed to fade. He began to gasp and desperately clawed at Estefania’s body, but it was pathetically weak and unsteady. Yet still a sign of terror and pain.

Tears rolled down his face from eyes that couldn’t close. Then the guy began to twitch and tremble, almost like a seizure. It sounded like he was starting to choke and gurgle, and then his eyes rolled upward, and his hands fell limply to the ground on either side. His trembling began to weaken...

And then, suddenly, Estefania pulled back with a gasp, the energy drain breaking off just as quickly. She panted heavily, almost with a wild note.

While the guy collapsed limply beneath her, eyes closed, his face quite pale.

Klemens could just barely see his chest rising and falling, the man’s breathing shallow and weak. But not growing weaker.

Estefania slowly calmed herself, caught her breath, the ominous look of her demonic eyes fading as they switched back to their human appearance.

Then she seemed to pause and looked at Klemens with mild distress.

But he wore an expression of horror. Adrenaline rushed through him, and he felt shaky. As he looked at Estefania now, his instincts screamed at him in fear.

He slowly stood up and began backing away.

“Klemens?” Estefania called out in a small voice.

Klemens didn’t answer, instead turning around and walking quickly away. Then jogging. And then he ran.

“Klemens, wait!” Estefania called again, but again he didn’t answer, running away and quickly calling a taxi.

His face was pale beside the growing black eye, and above all, his expression was one of fear and shock.

He told the taxi to meet him a bit further away. And when it picked him up, the driver was somewhat skeptical, but fortunately didn’t ask many questions after they determined that Klemens wasn’t the danger. They took him home, whereupon he quietly but quickly went upstairs to his bedroom and locked himself in with a slight bang.

Of course, this didn’t escape his father’s notice; Alexander came upstairs to ask him through the door what had happened.

Klemens explained nothing. He made up a lie about not feeling well and wanting to sleep through the night, and that Estefania was taking care of a few things on her own.

It wasn’t a strong cover story, and one that Estefania could easily break once she came home, even if she only expressed concern for him. But Klemens just wanted to be left alone.

His father didn’t leave immediately, but eventually seemed to accept the answers given and went away. Klemens didn’t think his father was convinced, but he thought he heard him whispering something to Candela.

So he got what he wanted and was left alone, alone to sit on his bed, knees drawn close to his chest.

He couldn’t get the image out of his head, of the guy twitching and convulsing, and gasping what seemed like his last breath, and that hate-filled, terrifying face of Estefania.

She completely overwhelmed him, made him completely helpless. Sucked the life out of him, or nearly. Klemens wasn’t even sure if the man was still alive.

He didn’t want to think about it. He... just didn’t know what to think. Especially about Estefania...
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Fifteen minutes later, he heard a gentle, hesitant knock at the door.

“Klemens.” It was Estefania’s voice, quiet and thoughtful. “Klemens, it’s me.”

He didn’t answer, curling up a little more.

“I know you’re in there. I... what happened... I’m sorry.”

He still didn’t answer, not out of anger or fear, just... he didn’t know what to think or feel about his stepsister.

“I’m coming in.”

He did nothing to stop her, just looked toward the door as she quietly entered, closed the door behind her, and turned on the light.

She was wearing pajamas, but they were bland, pale pink in color, long-sleeved and full-length pants. They were somewhat loose and not particularly sensual. Probably a conscious choice.

Her expression was... flat. She looked melancholic, as if she herself wasn’t sure what to think. But when she looked at Klemens’s huddled form, it seemed to hurt her, making her wince.

She came to the bed and sat at the end of it, keeping her distance from Klemens. There was no seductive walk, no flick of her hair or enticing sway of her torso. She sat down with her hands in her lap and looked at the floor.

“Are you okay?” she finally asked him, looking in his direction. She then made a quiet sound to herself, as if scolding herself for asking a stupid question.

“Is the other guy okay?” Klemens ventured hesitantly.

“He’s alive,” Estefania confirmed specifically. “Unconscious and probably needs hospitalization, but he’s alive. The ambulance picked him up.”

It was a small weight off Klemens’s chest. He had seen the guy breathing, but shallowly, and had no idea if that had continued.

Estefania was quiet again and then snorted.

“I’m sorry you had to see that. I... I never wanted you to see something like that.”

Klemens lifted his head from his knees and fixed Estefania with a pale face and reddened eyes.

“I’ve never been so terrified in my life,” he stated. “Just... seeing you do that... it was horrifying. It was like you were killing him.”

Estefania lowered her head in shame.

“I was. I could have, if I hadn’t stopped.”

She looked at her hands, and Klemens noticed they were subtly trembling. She then dropped them and fished in one of her pajama pants pockets. She tossed him a small plastic zip bag with a white, crystalline substance inside.

“Crystal,” Estefania remarked. “He had more on him. I suspect he’s been addicted for a while. Would explain his hostility. Including from back then.”

Klemens eyed the bag, then looked flatly at Estefania.

“You know, if you get caught with that, you’ll be in serious trouble,” he warned.

“I can get rid of it easily enough... really, that wasn’t what I was worried about. I just got damn lucky this time. We were in a blind spot for cameras. I didn’t even think about it. I was just...”

“Almost killed a man by sucking out his life force,” Klemens finished plainly.

She lowered her head again.

“...yes.”

Klemens felt a pang of guilt; it was a harsh thing to say when she looked so genuinely ashamed. But he was afraid of her. All the things she had done to him... all the drainings... it wasn’t that far removed from what she had done to the other guy that night.

“You’re afraid of me,” said Estefania. “I can feel it.”

Her tone carried a measure of understanding and sadness.

“I just... never saw you like that before. You were like... like...”

“A monster?” Estefania finished this time. “I know... and I hate it. We may be demons of lust, but that still means we’re demons. We have a... malevolent side. Most of us keep it in check. It’s pretty easy. Many of us rarely see it, if ever. I had hoped I would never have to tell you about it unless you asked. That it would never be an issue. That’s how most of us are with this side of ourselves. But we know it’s there, ready to show itself when things get bad.”

“Why now?” he asked.

She looked up at him, tears glistening in her eyes.

“Because I love you, Klemens. Maybe in the way of a succubus, but love nonetheless. And when I saw you take that hit... saw you lying on the ground... I just... snapped.”

A quiet sob escaped her.

“Remember that day? When we first slept together? I accidentally revealed my true form to you. Showed you what I am. That happened because of euphoria. The joy of being with my soulmate. I couldn’t control myself. Tonight... tonight it was rage.”

She raised her hands again, looking at them with nervous glances.

“I just got... so angry. And scared. You were hurt, in danger. And I was so furious at that bastard. I knew him. Had been avoiding him since then. Never considered him as prey. I didn’t want anything to do with a man like that, but... tonight I just lost control after he hurt you. I didn’t even think about making him suffer or torturing him. I just wanted to hurt him, to stop him. There was no hunger, no pleasure in what I was doing. But I know what I did... I drained him in a way that caused pain. We can do that. But I didn’t do it in a sadistic way. Getting off on his pain. It was more animalistic than that. It wasn’t even nourishing, it was wasteful. It was just... fury.”

She covered her face with her hands, hiding it.

“I could feel his life fading away. I could feel his fear. I felt myself killing him until I stopped. And then I realized what I had done. And then I saw you...”

Klemens felt sympathy for her. He had always been fascinated by her inhuman side. Especially by the different way of thinking that came with being a succubus. But he had never thought about the more destructive qualities of being a demon...

“Mom will probably tear into me for this,” she said, sliding her hands across her face. “We can’t afford to reveal ourselves to the rest of the world.”

“Are you afraid that hunters might actually exist?” he asked.

“It’s not about some ancient order resurfacing to fight an old enemy, but new threats that we fear,” she replied sharply. “Some new organization that decides this supernatural threat needs to be eliminated. And if that happens... none of us will be safe; me, you, Mom, Dad, Charlotte... I couldn’t bear to see that happen.”

She leaned back upright and let out a stressed groan.

“I never wanted to hurt you.”

“I’m just... I’m worried. That you might do that to me.”

The expression of hurt, offense, and shock that Estefania gave Klemens made him wince and feel terribly guilty.

“I would never do that to you!” she exclaimed, before lowering her loud voice. “Soulmate or not, you mean far too much to me for me to even worry about that. I don’t even do that to my prey. The thought that I... I don’t think you understand how much it hurts. Not emotionally. On a more fundamental level than that. The pain in my core about that kind of fear.”

Klemens buried his face in his knees.

“... I’m sorry.”

Estefania was silent.

“... no, I’m sorry. Sorry that I... sorry that I scared you.”

She moved closer and then leaned against him, embracing him gently. He didn’t return the embrace, but he leaned against her in return.

Still, he didn’t feel better. It was a frightening side of her that he was uncertain about.

She was quiet for a while, then turned to him.

“Let me kiss you,” she said. “Let... let me feed.”

The suggestion came out of nowhere, and he backed away, shocked and confused.

“What?!” he blurted out. “After tonight?!”

“Klemens!” she called firmly, but her eyes were pleading. “Klemens... how many times have I asked if you trust me? How many times have you said that you do? Well... I’m not asking you to trust me. I’m begging you to trust me... please. I want to show you that I would never hurt you. With my feeding or otherwise. Please...”

Her eyes pleaded just as much as her tone. This wasn’t some perverted trick to get fed. He wasn’t even sure if arousal played a role in it.

He thought for a moment... and then turned around, facing her.

“Alright...” he granted.

“Thank you...” she replied, sounding more than a little relieved.

She leaned in close, embraced Klemens loosely... and kissed.

It was a gentle kiss. Not teasing, not completely suggestive. Intimate, yes, her lips merging closely with his, but there wasn’t that usual playful mischievousness he expected from her.

Her tongue slid in to mingle with his, but even her efforts were subdued.

Then he felt a tingling. A faint light appeared in his field of vision, and the pleasant touch of her feeding made itself known.

But that too was different. The tingling was subtle, and the feeling of it drawing energy from his core was light and airy. It didn’t fill him with the same kind of arousal, more of a soothing warmth.

She pulled back slowly, but his jaw was gently opened by an invisible force, and he saw the glow in the back of his throat.

Energy swirled peacefully from his lips, being drawn into her esophagus with a languid force. It didn’t feel as intense as usual, but it felt good. Warm and inviting.

Her lips moved back to nestle against his, and she closed her eyes as she fed, letting that calming, comforting embrace, just like her feeding, relax him.

Eventually, he began to explore her body, holding her close as a shy pleasure spread through his nervous system.

He felt a tear fall on his cheek, then another, and he opened his eyes a crack to see that she was crying silently. Not heavily. Just a tear here and there, but her feelings were clear nonetheless.

He wanted to comfort her too. Wanted her to feel safe. Obviously, what she had done frightened her just as much as it did him. Perhaps not in the same way, but that didn’t matter; she was family, as twisted as that was. And he wanted to protect her, as he had done tonight.

The pressure of her lips became somewhat more insistent, and a soft moan escaped her lips. Klemens felt a tingling in his pants, his shaft beginning to stir.

He pressed himself into her embrace, held her tight, but let her set the pace. And it remained calm and gentle, though a hint of eroticism slowly entered the action, Estefania murmuring quietly and letting one hand glide to his thighs, caressing him gently. Yet even that possessed a tender, caring edge. It was as if she was being careful with everything she did, out of fear of frightening him.

He couldn’t blame her... he was still somewhat nervous.

Slowly he felt her pulling him back to the other end of the bed, laying him down and slowly rolling onto him. Now she lay on top of him, gentle and intimate, while her tender sucking kiss continued. She rubbed very softly against his bulge, helping him grow hard. But again it wasn’t insistent, not teasing, just a gentle intimate rubbing, restrained and measured.

Finally she broke the kiss and pulled back slightly, letting a tiny breath slip through between their lips.


Chapter 5

 [image: ] 

Her expression was... strange. It wasn’t melancholic, but also not her characteristic lust. It was... serene and calm. She slowly sat up... and unbuttoned her pajama top, revealing that she wore a very plain beige bra; even her choice of underwear was designed to be as modest as possible. She had truly approached him without desire. He knew where this was heading, and perhaps it was something she had hoped for, but it still felt like careful consideration for his feelings.

Soon after, her bra was gone too, letting her gorgeous breasts hang freely.

After that, she changed position and slowly removed her pants and equally colorless underwear, until she was naked above him.

There she remained, straddling him, looking down at him with a mixture of remorse, regret, and the desire to make amends. To heal the pain.

“I thought you just wanted a kiss,” he said, his tone careful not to sound accusatory.

“Please, Klemens... I just want you to feel safe with me,” she insisted.

He understood her, strange as it was, and made no attempts to stop her from pulling down his pants, until they removed his socks and shoes, everything piled beside the bed. His shirt was next, and soon both were naked.

She sat above him, looking beautiful as always, but there was a quiet quality to her; she wasn’t smiling, but she wasn’t frowning either. She seemed composed, but with a hint of regret.

Part of him wanted the old her back. Actually, he wanted all of her back. This wasn’t the mischievous demonic stepsister he knew. But he remained silent, while his erection gently pressed against her stomach.

He would get her back... she just needed to help him. And herself.

Slowly she raised her hips, grasped his member and aligned it with her moist folds, her arousal obvious, but less abundant than normal. She circled his tip against her folds to get his head nicely wet before she finally began to sink down, moaning softly as she took him in inch by inch.

Her hands moved to embrace his chest, Estefania leaning over him, hair hanging down and partially concealing her face.

Her inviting heat slowly enveloped his cock, her walls embracing him with the same moderate force as the rest of this encounter. It was a gentle pleasure that had its own appeal.

Her bottom finally came to rest on his hips, and soon she was gently grinding on his groin, stirring his member inside her.

He felt her walls gently contract around him, a soft caressing touch that made him gasp. And shortly after, that flowing tingling of her feeding, gentle as it was.

He looked up at her and saw that her eyes still glistened with moisture. It made him feel a pang of sadness for her.

After a while of this gentle foreplay, her only sounds soft, aroused breaths and gasps, Estefania decided to move faster, now beginning to rise and fall, carefully squeezing his length with her walls to stroke his cock with each lift and descent.

He reached out and placed one arm around her waist, the other sliding up her back, as she steadily increased her pace, her buttocks beginning to softly slap against his groin.

Soft but sharp breaths escaped Klemens’ lips, but what really surprised him was how... beautiful everything felt. This tenderness, this intimacy. Sure, her raw, wicked demonic sexual artistry pleased him greatly. But this was different. Less stimulating and more... loving.

She suddenly dropped deep, draping herself on his chest, but her hips continued to bounce, taking him in and out of her pussy while her body lay mostly still on top of him... though that didn’t stop all her movement, letting him feel her breasts gently squeeze and roll slightly against his chest, nipples poking into his skin.

But he focused on her face, her expression tempered by her lust, but still marked by that regret and tenderness, her desire to make amends obvious even without her earlier words.

Her hands slowly wrapped around his shoulders, one pressing gently at the back of his head, while the other embraced his shoulder on the opposite side.

His own hands explored her body, gently stroking the tops of her buttocks, the other rubbing her up and down... half caressing her silky skin, half trying to comfort her.

Her eyes shimmered more moistly, and she leaned forward to kiss him. Her tongue slid in and circled his with quiet care. He could have easily dominated her this time, but he simply merged with her and shared her intimacy.

Again he felt her suction drawing energy from his throat, directly from his core. Yet once more it felt sluggish and tame, a slowly spreading warmth and tingling that was more like a caress of his mind, despite the strength of the extraction working on him.

As their kiss continued, she began to bounce on him with greater force, and her hands wandered more intimately over his upper body and the back of his head. But as they continued, he saw her eyes twitch and tremble with slight emotion, and occasionally a tear would fall onto his face.

She seemed to notice this and squeezed her eyes tightly shut, trying to suppress how upset she was, and when she opened them, her face appeared calmer. A hint of her old lust was now there, but tempered by the soothing intimacy he had come to expect – and perhaps enjoy – during this encounter.

In some ways, it very much reminded him of some nights with Charlotte, when they didn’t want to do anything crazy.

Her bouncing continued to gain speed, and now she was moving quickly enough that, in combination with her suction, he could feel himself approaching an orgasm.

She was too, judging by the twitching he felt throughout her body, and the rapid, high-pitched gasps flowing into his mouth.

She began to rub against him more sensually, and her grip on his head and shoulder tightened, pressing against his lips with renewed intensity, her tongue twisting and dancing around his with familiar lustfulness.

Her suction grew somewhat stronger, his cock tingling from the spiraling caress of energy being drawn from him, which intensified the pleasure. He began to throb, drops of pleasure seeping out with each contraction. He started to thrust gently upward to meet her rolling hips.

And then... then they both embraced tightly, moaning loudly into each other’s mouths, Klemens’s spiritual barriers breaking down and releasing more of his energy, along with a virile surge of sperm that mixed with the squirting of her juices. Her walls twitched and cramped around his cock, the contours within crawling around his manhood and only slightly prolonging his ejaculation, extracting as much as possible from him.

Yet even then, it wasn’t as intense a climax as he had endured in previous sessions. Like everything, it had a delicate gentleness, and even her moans were soft and... perhaps full of relief.

As the haze of euphoria slowly faded, Estefania broke the kiss and gently pushed away, not even a final breath slipping between their lips.

She simply calmed her breathing and waited for Klemens to regain his own composure.

“Please don’t hate me for this,” she pleaded. “I... needed it. For more reasons than you know.”

“I think I do know,” he answered. “I think I needed that too. So... no, I don’t hate you.”

She smiled gently, and it filled Klemens with relief to see it. She rose from his cock and then lay down beside him, wrapping her arms around his body while holding him close. Klemens was still hard, but he didn’t think they would do anything more that night. Eventually, he softened against his stomach.

Estefania gently played with Klemens’s hair and placed her other arm across his chest. He moved one of his hands to hold hers, and her grip was surprisingly firm.

“You know, part of me is surprised to see you so... emotional about this. I don’t blame you at all, but usually you’re so indifferent about things.”

“Usually I am,” she admitted. “But tonight was something more than I’m used to. Than I’ve ever done.”

“Still, I thought you would have cared less about what you did to that guy. It’s not just that I’m frightened that has upset you.”

“I could have handled it with more finesse. I can do that. I could have grabbed him, sucked him out until he passed out, not let him feel any comfort the entire time, and let him fall to the ground. I would have apologized if you were a bit startled, and then we would have moved on. Once I was sure there were no cameras. I could have even just enchanted him and made him disappear if I wanted to be more subtle. But... that’s not what happened.”

“So... how close were you to killing him? How did you stop yourself?”

“Close... but even in that state, I wasn’t about to go all the way. When you’re conditioned to be so careful, to have that kind of aversion, even when the deep inner demon comes up... I don’t know, I think you still know not to go too far. But it came close enough.”

“For what it’s worth... I don’t think I can blame you. He might have done much worse to me if you hadn’t intervened.”

“I still should have handled it better. Because I can still remember what it was like... I didn’t care at the time, all I saw was red, but even now I can feel how his heartbeat slowed, his breathing became shallower, the fear in his mind growing weaker as his consciousness collapsed. It’s... not nice. I enjoy a bit of fear now and then. The way you freaked out the first time was funny. But... the kind of fear of feeling yourself dying... it’s terrible.”

“At least you don’t have to worry about that guy anymore... I doubt he’ll be a problem.”

“No, he won’t be... I left a small suggestion in his mind when I altered his memory. Just something small to ensure he leaves us alone. Nothing more. It’s... it’s for the best.”

Klemens held Estefania closer to him.

“I think so... I’m still a bit shocked by it. I never knew you could be so frightening. I mean, you’ve told me stories, but... this was different.”

“Most lust demons don’t like to talk about this side of us,” she explained. “It’s... unseemly. And dangerous. Our power comes from our ability to manipulate and seduce and confuse. And then suck power from our prey. Turning into an animal may be quick and effective... but we’re not as strong. We don’t think, we don’t adhere to any standard. And we certainly don’t notice our surroundings too easily. Hence the paranoia about cameras... or in past centuries, being ambushed by another hunter. Only now we’d probably be shot to death.”

“... I think that’s a legitimate fear,” Klemens admitted.

He was silent for another moment before speaking again.

“I’ll have to tell Charlotte about this,” he said. “This black eye isn’t going away anytime soon.”

Estefania didn’t respond immediately.

“... you know, I want to beg you not to tell her what happened with me. Not to let her know. But Charlotte is the only other human I’ve been open with. With whom I can... be what I really am, without taking away her memory. She deserves to know what happened.”

“Do you think she’ll take it well?”

“Do you?”

Klemens thought for a moment.

“She’s pretty open-minded... but then again, you’ve always been an adventure. Nothing scary. But... she’s a nice girl. I think she’ll understand.”

“I hope so,” Estefania added. “I just want things to be the way they were. I don’t know if they can be completely. But I just want to go back to being a sinful step

sister. A monster in bed who hunts people and their wet dreams... not... a monster, period.”

“You’re not a monster, Estefania,” Klemens assured her and hugged her tightly again. “Now... let’s get some sleep, and we’ll talk to Charlotte tomorrow...”

Klemens then rubbed his face and groaned.

“After we come up with some bullshit for Dad. He’ll notice the black eye.”

“The best thing is to tell him an incomplete truth. Lying by omission, I know, but a quick lecture for not calling the police is better than telling him that your step

sister almost killed a man by sucking out all his energy.”

“Understood.”

“Though I can’t say I’ll have the same luck with Mom. She’ll know. But... I’ll face the music when the time comes.”

“Well, better sooner than later... let’s sleep,” Klemens suggested.

“Mmm... just let me cuddle for a few more moments...” she insisted and nestled into the crook of his neck.

“... all right.”

And so they lay there in silence for a while before they both finally fell asleep.
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In the morning, they both explained to Alexander what had happened to Klemens, minus some details. Along with the lie that Klemens hadn’t really gotten a good look at the guy, so there was little point in trying to press charges.

He didn’t want to anyway; like Estefania, he wanted nothing more to do with the asshole. The mere thought of having to repeat the events of last night to a police officer sent an uncomfortable tingle down his neck.

Whether Alexander was completely convinced or not, he accepted the story, but not without giving Klemens and Estefania a lecture about confronting violent individuals and about going to the police. His voice took on that fatherly tone that Klemens had known since childhood – concerned and strict at the same time.

But while his father was speaking, Klemens noticed a quick, stern look from Candela to Estefania; just as Estefania had expected, Candela knew exactly what had gone down. Her eyes narrowed almost imperceptibly, but the message was unmistakable. The subtle tension between mother and daughter was almost tangible.

Their conversation would come soon enough.

But after they were done with that, they waited until the afternoon to make their way to Charlotte’s apartment, having checked with her if she had some free time. Klemens felt a nervous flutter in his stomach at the thought of facing Charlotte and telling her about the events.

She did; whatever important thing she had that morning had gone well, and she was excited to share the details with them. Her message sounded enthusiastic, almost exuberant. Klemens and Estefania felt bad about dampening the mood, telling Charlotte they had something serious to discuss, but fortunately she understood. The change in her tone had been immediately noticeable.

So they arrived at Charlotte’s apartment, and after making coffees, they sat around her table... after Charlotte had worried a lot about Klemens when she saw the black eye. Her delicate fingers hovered for a moment over his injury, without touching it, while her gray-green eyes filled with concern.

“What happened?!” she had said, her usually quiet voice suddenly sharp with worry. They quickly reassured her and after sitting with coffees, they began to explain. The steam rose in thin spirals, forming a misty veil between them.

Seeing Charlotte’s face pale somewhat as Estefania personally recounted what she had done – with no small amount of regret – wasn’t easy for the succubus, but in the end Charlotte simply nodded silently. Her fingers gripped the coffee cup so tightly that her knuckles stood out white.

“So... yes,” Estefania finished. “It’s not something I’ve ever really told you about. It’s not something I wanted you to know about. Or ever really expected to happen. I... understand if you feel disturbed. Even frightened. But it happened, so you deserved to know.” Her voice trembled slightly, something Klemens had never heard from her before.

Charlotte was silent for a moment and looked into her coffee, as if she could find answers in the dark liquid. The room seemed to grow smaller with each passing second.

“It’s... it sounds frightening. I’ve never really thought about how intimidating you could be,” she admitted. But she looked up and gave Estefania a gentle, empathetic smile. “But you came here to tell me about it. You don’t sound like this was nothing. Obviously it matters to you that you make this right and reassure us. I think that’s enough for me to accept that you won’t hurt me. Or that you’re not really a violent person.” The warmth in her voice acted like a balm on the tense atmosphere.

“Still, I just hope that part of me never comes out again. That kind of anger is... frightening, even to me,” Estefania repeated. She rubbed her arms as if she’d suddenly gotten cold.

“And I understand that. I’ll be honest, I wasn’t there, so I don’t really have a personal understanding, but I trust you enough to know it wasn’t something you did callously. And if I’m honest, what you did... yes, how it happened was pretty monstrous. But the why was pretty human. Humans have lost control because someone they cared about was hurt in front of them.” Charlotte tucked a strand of her platinum blonde hair behind her ear, a gesture that Klemens recognized as a sign of her nervousness.

“But I am not human. I can kill a human more easily than the average person. The feelings may be similar, but I remain fundamentally non-human. With abilities beyond your average person. And nowadays, as voracious as we are, that requires responsibility.” Estefania’s eyes took on a slight red shimmer for a brief moment before returning to their normal light brown.

“And you are taking responsibility,” Klemens interjected. “Right, Charlotte?” He leaned forward, elbows resting on the table, his gaze fixed firmly on Charlotte.

“Yes,” she confirmed with a nod. She reached across the table and took one of Estefania’s hands and one of Klemens’. Her touch was warm and reassuring. “If nothing else... I’m here for you to talk to me. And I’m not afraid of you. You still held back... you still maintain control even in your greatest anger.”

Estefania smiled and squeezed Charlotte’s hand firmly before standing up and walking around the table to hug her. The two embraced for a moment, Estefania’s chestnut brown hair mingling with Charlotte’s platinum blonde in a contrast like day and night, before Estefania returned to her seat.

“You don’t know how relieved I am to hear that. Just... promise me something, both of you; you’ll help me if I lose control like that again, won’t you?” Her voice suddenly sounded vulnerable, almost childlike in its honesty.

“Of course,” Klemens added. “Just, last night was something... shocking. Damn scary, to be honest. But now I know.” He unconsciously rubbed the spot where his heart was pounding, as if he could physically touch the memory of his fear.

“Exactly. You can count on me too,” Charlotte added. Her quiet voice carried a firmness that Klemens had rarely heard from her.

Estefania smiled at both of them, visibly moved and immensely relieved. Her shoulders dropped slightly, as if a heavy burden had been lifted from them.

“Thank you... both of you.”

Klemens found it strange how much more human she seemed right now. The usually confident, almost arrogant facade was crumbling for a moment, revealing something vulnerable underneath. It was also somewhat comforting; as much as he was fascinated by and perhaps even enjoyed her less-than-human mindset, there was always enough to keep her relatable and not completely alien to him. These moments of vulnerability reminded him that beneath all the demonic power existed a being with real feelings.

But even as their conversation shifted to lighter topics after they had all completed their reconciliation, and Charlotte revealed what she had originally wanted to tell them – that she had gotten a small role in a local film shoot, nothing fancy, but a good opportunity for a behind-the-scenes look at how things were made – which prompted both Estefania and Klemens to congratulate her and express their hope to see the finished product... Klemens’ thoughts still continued to wander to what had happened last night. Charlotte’s gentle smile and the way her eyes lit up as she talked about her role seemed to reach him as if through a veil.

He wasn’t really afraid of her anymore. He understood the impact it had on her. The image of her demonic form was slowly fading, replaced by the Estefania he knew – complicated, seductive, and now, as he knew, also vulnerable.

But it was as strong a reminder as any that his stepsister truly was a demon. The glow of her eyes, the inhuman strength, the uncontrolled rage. He wouldn’t forget that so quickly, no matter how human she seemed now, as she chatted with Charlotte about film sets and costumes, their laughter filling the room and dispelling the darkness of the previous night for a moment.
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Amidst all the chaos his life had become, Klemens cherished these quiet moments of normalcy – sitting alone on the couch in the living room, immersed in his game.

His father had gone fishing with friends, a trip he had planned for a long time. A trip that Candela had constantly reminded him about, obviously because she wanted him to finally take some time off.

He always looked embarrassed when she reminded him, especially when she gently scolded him for seemingly having forgotten about it.

Meanwhile, Estefania was on a “girls’ day out” with Charlotte, though Klemens had a suspicion about what she might be doing with his girlfriend. They would definitely tell him all the details later. Perhaps even “reenact” what they had done, letting him participate. Or maybe they were doing something normal, like he was right now. Probably both.

He grinned at the thought, but his brow quickly furrowed as he reached a particularly difficult section of his game.

He was so focused that he didn’t notice Candela coming down from upstairs until she spoke on her way to the kitchen.

“Not out with Charlotte?” she asked.

Candela and his father had met Charlotte by now and found her charming. No problems in that regard, and they were quite excited about the idea of her and Klemens going to college together. In different programs, sure, but in a somewhat embarrassing display, they were happy to know that he and Charlotte wouldn’t have to deal with the logistics of different universities while they were together.

“No, she and Estefania are doing something together. Probably shopping,” he answered, pausing his game to make eye contact. He might be young, but he wasn’t that impolite. Not anymore, anyway.

Besides, Candela had a... way of commanding attention. Mainly that he found her, stepmother or not, pretty hot.

And after Estefania had rewired his brain, he sometimes imagined more taboo scenarios between himself and Candela.

He kept these in check, however, even knowing what she was. Especially because she was his father’s partner.

At the same time, he was convinced that Candela knew about everything he and Estefania were doing. Probably from the beginning, and Estefania had confirmed that after she had nearly killed that ice-cold jerk. As much as Candela understood Estefania’s remorse, Mama Succubus made it damn clear that she couldn’t fail like that again.

And since that night, he had been relaxed with Estefania again, but he also saw her in a somewhat different light. He understood how dangerous she could be. But that was mitigated when he saw how much it really seemed to weigh on her.

It fed his fascination with her kind, making her seem more alien in a way that attracted him. He would still go into the sciences, looking at astrophysics or similar courses that would put him on a path toward aerospace, where he could do rocket science stuff.

Maybe not the engineering side of things, but the space exploration side.

He would definitely do something on the side to learn more about the history of lust demons, though he would have to keep it discreet. Mainly because looking up stuff about succubi would be weird enough, but he didn’t want people thinking he was crazy for believing they were real.

Maybe he was paranoid.

“Well, if they’re shopping, maybe Estefania can get me some milk,” said Candela, looking disappointedly into the refrigerator. “Less than half a bottle left.”

“Her phone is never off, you can text her,” Klemens replied, turning his attention back to his game.

“Ah, later, I’ll let her spend time with Charlotte,” Candela conceded. Klemens was sure that Candela knew if they weren’t doing normal girl-friend stuff, they were probably doing naughty things.

“But what about you, nervous about college?” she asked, closing the refrigerator and walking into the living room.

Honestly, he was a bit nervous, but he didn’t really feel the fear. It was still months before they were even supposed to start.

“Nah, not really. Maybe when the time comes, but right now I’m doing pretty good,” he admitted.

“Good to hear,” Candela agreed, as she strolled behind the sofa and casually watched Klemens playing. “But you know, I’m always here to talk if you need it.”

“I know, and thanks,” he said, briefly tilting his head to smile at her. He didn’t think he could really call her “Mom,” but aside from the occasional perverse thoughts, he liked and appreciated Candela. She was a good person, for a soul-sucking demon from hell. Or wherever they came from.

She smiled back before he returned to his game.

“But, speaking of being here...” she let her words trail off... and leaned down to rest her bosom on his head.

That made Klemens freeze and get himself killed in his game.

“...we could do something else to pass the time...”

One of her hands slid down low, and Klemens flinched as she began kneading his manhood with exquisite movements.

He turned to look at her, even with her generously endowed chest resting on his head.

“Uh... Candela?” he asked slowly, but she just grinned.

“I know what you think about me. Your little fantasies. And you know what I am... This shouldn’t be surprising...”

She pressed down a bit more on his head with her chest, her hand kneading his crotch until she could caress the growing bulge with fleeting touches, her other hand grabbing one of his thighs and slowly bringing it up his body until she clutched his chest and gently bunched up his shirt.

Klemens gasped, feeling heat spread across his face and arousal penetrate his being.

“I mean... I don't know...”

“Klemens, my boy, you've always found me attractive... why deny yourself...?”

She gave his cock a firmer pressure through his pants, and he moaned with arousal, placing the controller on the cushion beside him, the game remaining idle.

“But... what about Dad?” he asked, feeling embarrassed to even mention it.

“Oh come on, how long have you been with Estefania? You should know by now that we don't function that way when it comes to our hearts. I love Alexander, he's my soulmate... but you're just as compatible with me, and I simply... can't stay away from you...”

She sighed with seductive desire, and Klemens wasn't exactly resisting her advances, beginning to move his hips as his erection pressed against his pants, feeling his testicles caressed through the material.

“You didn't encourage him to go on this trip just to get me al--”

Candela pressed a finger to his lips, silencing his words.

“That's simply insulting,” she said with a slightly scolding tone, but no less sensual. “Alexander arranged this trip, and I made sure he went because I love him enough to want him to enjoy himself in more ways than just the ones in which I excel... not that he was ever unhappy with that... But this... this is just my desire to indulge... And I think you want to indulge too...”

Her hand slipped into his pants, beneath his underwear, and he flinched as those fingertips glided along his cock, which sought to escape, gentle caresses all the way down to his jewels.

“Won't he be... haaaah... angry?” Klemens asked.

“He might be somewhat annoyed... but I think you know how his mind thinks now... Besides, you're an adult, you can make your own decisions...”


Chapter 8
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It felt difficult to make an informed decision when under this kind of seduction. But he knew exactly what Candela was getting at; Estefania still hunted other people, still told him what she was up to when she thought it was spicy and dirty enough to share. And she always wanted to fool around with him. She shared her time with him in ways her prey would never experience. And he was never resentful or bitter about it. Damn, sometimes he got turned on by her stories and that led to spontaneous fucking... though that might have been Estefania’s plan.

If Candela had twisted his father the same way he had been through seduction, strange but sound logic, and genuine affection, then Klemens was convinced that Alexander wouldn’t be too disturbed.

It seemed so damn crazy to think... but he really didn’t want to miss the opportunity to fuck Candela.

“Then I don’t see a problem either...” he gave in, which elicited a seductive coo from Candela.

“Good boy...” she purred, a phrase that made Klemens shudder. In the next moment, she had freed his cock from his pants, precum seeping from its tip. With her thumb, she slowly rubbed his thick droplet of arousal into his glans, working from the tip downward in a spiral, rubbing over his crown, pressing firmly just under the ridge before twisting her hand the rest of the way down, Klemens wiggling his legs to further loosen his pants and expose his testicles.

Her other hand curved loosely under his head and cupped his cheek on the opposite side, pulling him against her bosom.

Her hand began to wander and dance up and down his manhood, fingers shifting and sliding as she rotated her palm against his shaft in fluid movements.

He murmured softly, a potent throbbing racing through his cock, hypnotized by the way her hand moved. It was so graceful, so erotic, no effort wasted, no action jerky or stiff. Estefania was the same way, but this felt... more refined. And he didn’t know how that was possible, Estefania already felt pretty refined.

She slid two fingers down either side of his manhood, gripping him between those fingers and stroking slowly before curving around with a graceful flourish to cup his balls.

“Ah, damn,” he breathed out, hearing Candela chuckle seductively above, a dominating and arousing sound.

More precum beaded from his tip, luxuriously smeared into his flesh to keep his cock nice and slick for her sensual strokes.

He could feel himself building toward orgasm, slowly, not yet ready to blow his load, but felt like it would be quite the eruption with her expert ministrations.

Her fingertips gently brushed across his lips, a soft demonstration of dominance, but one he didn’t find unwelcome, murmuring breathlessly.

Interestingly, he realized he hadn’t felt her using her drain; no tingling arc of a siphon, no writhing pull through his core. She wasn’t feeding from him, not even a tiny bit to enhance the stimulation.

Damn, she was good.

He squirmed in his seat, but he didn’t feel like there was anywhere he could escape to, her breasts feeling like a restraining weight to keep him where she wished.

Of course, he didn’t want to be anywhere else at that moment, moaning as she made a particularly firm stroke.

“I’m sure you can imagine how I came to my position,” she spoke. “How I essentially run the company I work for?”

“I... had heard you earned that position legitimately,” he replied through her delicious handjob.

She chuckled softly.

“You remember what Estefania says about me,” she replied playfully. “But there’s a little bit of... underhanded tactics at play. Of course, they don’t exactly realize it, but I don’t think they mind, given how much their productivity improved. Ah, how they think the world works versus what actually works... And the employees are happier for it...”

“Is there a reason why you’re... haa, giving me a rundown of employee benefits while jerking me off?” he asked.

“No particular reason... I just like to talk while I make people moan...” she answered mischievously and increased the pace, making him groan.

“Nnnf... I see,” he replied. Though he had to give it to her – her way of speaking made even the most mundane things sound seductive.

“But mainly it makes them more receptive to my suggestions when they feel an unconscious attraction to me... I don’t directly implant commands in them... but when they have this elusive feeling of me or someone like me in the back of their mind, doing everything they would want from a woman, they agree with me much more often when I talk to them... A sophisticated trick...”

“Sounds like a succubus,” remarked Klemens with a quiet laugh.

“Doesn’t all the manipulation bother you...?”

“That’s your nature. Damn, you directly mentally control your usual victims.”

“That’s true... but sometimes the best manipulation is when you enchant someone through your words and actions alone... and the right touch of a hand can turn anyone to wax...”

She stroked even faster, her palm gliding over his glans and clearly driving him toward climax.

He moaned, his chest arching forward as he exhaled sharply.

“No shit...” he gasped breathlessly, which made Candela laugh this time.

“When this is over, I’ll tell you a little secret, Klemens......”

“You say that... haaaa... as if it won’t take a while to get there...”

She slipped a finger into his mouth and gently teased his tongue, making him whimper submissively.

“Of course it won’t...... I’m a hungry lady......”

She giggled wickedly, and her hand began to pump and twist around his girth with almost blurry dexterity, sliding and gliding with mercurial grace that matched her speed.

Klemens’s resistance quickly faded, and he came in Candela’s hand.

Swiftly, she moved her palm to his tip and lifted it slightly away from his glans, causing his ejaculation to spray against her palm.

The rest was deflected onto his throbbing cock and groin, Klemens’s thrusting hips occasionally hitting against her palm.

When he finished his first eruption, Candela slowly wrapped her fingers around his base and squeezed firmly with an upward twisting stroke, drawing his remnants onto her hand, which she held in front of herself, low enough for Klemens to see. Much of the viscous white stuff clung to her skin... he had never really thought about how his time with Estefania had increased the volume of his loads, but it definitely seemed to be the case.

“You’re a healthy young man......” Candela teased... before she inhaled softly.

Klemens’s eyes widened slightly as his seed gently glowed, and he watched faint strands of light rising from the small pool of semen in her palm and being drawn into her mouth, even though Klemens couldn’t see anything over the bosom resting on his head.

Then she raised her hand to her mouth, and he heard gentle, erotic sucking, followed by a lustful, satisfied sigh. She lowered her hand to show it gleaming but otherwise immaculate.

“That was... quite a sight,” Klemens admitted.

“The vital fluids of humans also contain their energy, in small amounts. Sperm and fresh blood especially, but I think you know what we prefer...... We can extract the energy from it, that’s why we like to consume it... besides, it simply tastes wonderful to us and is also naughty...... Estefania probably just swallows it and extracts the energy, but I felt your heart racing when you saw that...... Sometimes it’s all about the visual......”

“Well... you definitely have my attention,” he remarked.

Candela giggled and pulled away from Klemens, moving to the front of the couch.

“Then you’ll follow quickly......” she said, licking her vivid lips coated with red lip gloss, and reached down to grab Klemens’s cock again. She enticed him up from the couch and led him away and up the stairs by his member, which elicited a gentle moan from him as he limped slightly with his pants hanging where they were.

She led him to their bedroom and closed the door behind him.


Chapter 9
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It wasn’t a luxurious space. White walls and a double bed with a small chest at its foot, a dresser with mirror to the side and a closet next to it, nestled in a corner of the room. The carpet felt pleasant under his feet.

Apart from that, there wasn’t much more to it, just a few decorative items, including a photo of Candela and Alexander together from their wedding.

It was a married couple’s room, not some demon’s sex dungeon.

At least in appearance. Klemens tried not to think about what Candela did here, mainly because he didn’t want to imagine his father having sex.

Candela led Klemens over to the bed and gently guided him to sit at its edge.

She stepped back... and delivered him a hellish striptease.

Her hands glided up and down her body, turning her form with erotic allure, fingers hooking into various hems and tugging at diverse edges and plucking at buttons, loosening her clothing piece by piece, Klemens sometimes not noticing when an article of clothing slipped away to reveal more of that beautiful, light olive-colored skin, as if much sleight of hand was involved.

Her blouse fell away and exposed her chest, still contained in a white lace bra, her dark areolas just visible through the exquisite pattern work.

She leaned forward and offered him a good view into her lush cleavage, noticeably bustier than her daughter. Her lower lip was seductively trapped by her upper teeth, her eyes effortlessly stealing Klemens’ attention with their lustful intensity.

One hand slid between her thighs, pressing firmly over her crotch. She thrust her hips sideways, and with a subtle flick of her finger against the button of her pants just below her navel, her pants slid free, and she stepped out of them with masterful seductive grace, flinging them away without interrupting the flow of her erotic dance.

Klemens stared at her white lace pantyhose, and he could have sworn he saw some moisture seeping through.

She let one shoulder drop and one of the straps of her bra slid down her arm, letting the cup on that side fall slightly away and the breast just slightly and exquisitely sag.

Klemens’ cock was as hard as before, just from watching, and already dripping fresh precum. Earlier he would have suppressed his more immoral thoughts about her, as he had done with Estefania. They were family after all, and hot or not, not blood-related or not, it wasn’t right.

Now? Now he eagerly anticipated what she would do to him, gasping slightly as her striptease continued.

She slipped off her other bra strap with a sensual pull of her fingers, and with a single movement of her hand behind her back, the clasp holding her bra together was undone, and it fell to the floor, letting her heavy chest bounce free with hypnotic wobbling, those nipples protruding with enticing arousal.

Her breasts were by no means gigantic, but almost as big as his head and hung with perfect weight, sagging like teardrops.

She pushed them together and gently pressed them against each other in an erotic display, before letting them fall with more delightful wobbling.

Her hands now traveled deep, and she slowly turned around until she was facing away from him, but she looked over her shoulder to give him a sensual look and a mischievous grin, stroking her behind enticingly.

Her fingers slipped under the hem of her panties, and Klemens wasn’t sure which movement it was that made them fall to her ankles, quickly flung away with an equally graceful action as with her pants.

His eyes were too focused on her bare crotch, no hair to be seen. Her vulva looked fuller than Estefania’s, but just as perfect, her clitoris protruding from under its hood and the tips of her somewhat thicker labia.

Overall, Candela had a bit more flesh on her than Estefania, but in all the best ways. Not as voluptuous as some women, but that was hardly a problem.

And he remembered that Candela as a succubus could look like almost anyone else, to better hunt her prey.

Which right now was him.

She smiled and let her hands glide luxuriously over her body, tugging one of her breasts up and letting it fall with a bounce, before standing with her hands crossed under her chest.

“Don’t I look stunning...?” she purred. It was a rhetorical question, she knew the answer damn well.

“You’re fucking hot,” he answered anyway.

She giggled and pushed an arm between her breasts, a finger extending to lustfully tug at her lower lip.

“Looks are only part of it...”

She stepped forward and crouched in front of him, grabbing his shorts. With little effort, she slid them along with his underwear off his legs and leaned over him, breasts brushing against his throbbing, needy cock, and pushed her hands under his shirt.

They glided over his skin and elicited a trembling sigh from his lips, fingers eventually brushing over his sensitive nipples and drawing a strong twitch from him.

Candela chuckled softly at that, but refrained from teasing him further, instead raising her arms and capturing the lower edge of his shirt, before sliding it off him, Klemens moving his arms to make it easy.

He was now as naked as she was and unarmored before the lustful demon who was also his stepmother.

She placed her hands on his shoulders and leaned forward to kiss him, lips pressing firmly, tongue slipping briefly into his mouth to tease his own.

He melted into that kiss, could taste the fruity sweetness of her lip gloss, which surely left a mark.

A quick glance in the mirror confirmed this, his own lips now tinted red. But Candela’s barely seemed smudged.

She subtly licked her lips, tongue just peeking out between them as she pulled back.

“I’ve waited so long for this... this desire, this hunger, I kept it controlled until the time was right...... I’m going to enjoy this......”

She dropped into a squat and brought her breasts together around Klemens’ cock, making him sigh and tremble with anticipation.

Her skin was so soft, and she could almost envelop his member from root to tip, his glans being all that protruded from the top of her cleavage, her fingers sinking into the soft flesh of her breasts, gripping firmly.

He wasn’t sure what she meant by until the time was right... perhaps for when he and his father wouldn’t have been too concerned about it.

Man, he and his father must have been mind-fucked by now. And yet he still wasn’t upset about it.

Especially since it meant he could enjoy the warmth of her cleavage around his cock, trapped in a pillow-like prison, ready to wring him out. Without a spark of guilt or concern.

Well, he did have some concern... namely that he expected Candela would be an intense encounter.

She let her tongue slip from her mouth and drizzled saliva onto his glans as light lubricant.

His glans tingled under her touch – undoubtedly a demonic trait. But lubricant was of little use if it wasn’t distributed. She lifted her breasts and gently rubbed them over his shaft.

A blissful sigh escaped him. He leaned back and braced himself on the mattress as Candela began to envelop his member, increasing the pressure once she had rubbed in her saliva.

Soon she had found a steady rhythm. Her breasts glided from his tip to the root, pressing together firmly enough that he could feel their soft mass against his testicles, before she pulled upward again. As she did so, Candela gripped the base of her breasts more tightly.

“Damn...”

She only murmured seductively, amused by his reactions... and then he finally felt her energy extraction.

It pulsed through his entire cock, everywhere her flesh touched him. So practically everywhere. Light and gentle, yet it left a humming warmth, as if an invisible sheath had been placed around him.

She didn’t press too hard, even succubus saliva wasn’t that slippery, though it didn’t dry quickly.

But fresh wetting came rapidly – precum beaded at his tip and was immediately rubbed into his skin whenever her breasts enveloped his glans.

The caress of her bosom against his tip made him moan almost every time, simply through the way her pliable flesh molded around him, thanks to Candela’s skillful hand movements.

Eventually she switched up her techniques. Nothing completely new – she moved them in opposite directions, clapped them together, encircled his member with circular motions of her hands. Just because he knew these methods didn’t mean they didn’t thrill him – quite the contrary.

He couldn’t get enough, moaning with delight and feeling a perverse pleasure in how her breasts undulated when she gently clapped them together around his shaft, or shook her chest to make her globes dance lustfully and rhythmically slap against his cock.

She tried something else too, though... she pushed one breast after the other upward to completely envelop and engulf his tip in the soft flesh. This way she could rub, massage, and practically polish his glans, her skin and the luxurious fat beneath perfectly adapting to the shape of his second head.

Every now and then he felt a gentle tingling across his length, especially his glans, and the faintest shimmer of light in her cleavage. A tiny extraction to enhance the pleasure, but so much was simply her skill.

“Fuuaaa...” he breathed. “I see where Estefania gets it from...”

“Estefania still has much to learn, but she’s a talented girl... And she enjoys practicing on you, I know...”

Candela giggled and began pumping faster, tearing a moan from Klemens’ lips before he could respond. He mumbled and gently bucked his hips, fresh precum dripping from his tip.

As always, it was quickly smeared over his shaft and her bosom, allowing her to pump even faster.

He felt his next orgasm approaching, gentle gasps leaving his mouth as his willpower waned.

He tried to hold out, tensing his body to keep himself from coming as long as possible, wanting to savor the feeling of her breasts around his cock.

But he was no match for a mature succubus, and once her breasts moved quickly enough to create a gentle slapping sound, he was swiftly defeated.

With a moan and trembling hip-buck, he came, smearing Candela’s cleavage with his thick seed and causing some spurts to fountain from the top of her décolletage and flow over her globes.

She laughed with delight and slowed her efforts, biting her lower lip and squeezing her breasts a little tighter, wringing out the rest of Klemens’ load while he just leaned back on his arms and moaned from the stimulation.

“Damn it... I’ll never get used to this...” he remarked delightedly.

“Just one of our little perks, though you surely knew that already...” said Candela, as she slowly pulled her breasts away from his still-erect cock and put on an erotic show by squeezing her breasts together and rubbing them against each other, sliding her fingers between her cleavage to collect some of his semen. She sucked on those fingers while looking him in the eyes, and murmured seductively.

“You taste delicious...” she purred, before running her hands over her chest. Suddenly, a subtle pulse of light spread from her breastbone, and Klemens watched as his semen disappeared before his eyes, glowing somewhat brighter before vanishing, drawn into Candela’s skin.

Afterward, only a faint film of shimmering moisture remained.

It wasn’t the first time he’d seen something like this. Estefania could do it too, but it still amazed him.

“Incredible,” he mused, then tilted his head. “But don’t you ever want to just let yourself be covered with it during a session?”

“Often,” Candela replied. “But I didn’t think you’d appreciate it with what comes next.”

Klemens raised an eyebrow questioningly.

“What comes next?”

“This...”

Candela suddenly lunged forward and straddled his hips, pushing him down onto the bed as she lay on top of him, trapping his head between her breasts, chuckling deeply and sensually as his cock slid between her buttocks.

He moaned at first, then murmured contentedly and inhaled her aromatic perfume.

He felt a tiny buzz in his head, brief and fleeting, but he knew it was that scent. He had the feeling that if she had really wanted to, she could have completely infused her natural scent with supernatural pheromones to the point where she could have completely enchanted a human’s mind simply by trapping him in her cleavage.

The thought was highly arousing.

He murmured and gently kissed Candela’s sternum while his hands roamed over her body, moving downward to grasp her glorious behind, kneading and caressing her buttocks. She swayed her hips seductively and gently ran her fingers through his hair.

There was affection there. He wondered if it was a twisted love for him as her stepson. He had never brought himself to call her Mom, and he had confessed that to her once. She had never held it against him, but like Estefania, who called him stepbrother, she was always happy to call him her stepson or son. But unlike Estefania, who also seemed to do it to tease him, Candela seemed to do it only to show her affection.

Right now that seemed somewhat twisted, but he was happy to melt in her embrace. The feeling of her breasts gently pressing around his cheeks and the side of his head was wonderful. The warmth, the softness, the weight of her body gently pressing down on him... he tried not to think too deeply about it, but his father was a damn lucky man.

“I can guess what you’re thinking, you know,” Candela teased, flicking a finger against his head. “Not perfectly, but the feeling is obvious.”

He murmured into her chest and tried to shift his thoughts to focus only on her, which made her giggle. There really wasn’t much to hide from her or Estefania.

After a while, however, she freed him from the prison of her breasts, a cell from which Klemens was somewhat disappointed to be released. But he watched as she stood up and stood over his head, turning around as she looked down at him.

“I’ve been making you feel good so far... Now it’s time for you to return the favor...”

Klemens didn’t answer, his eyes fixed on the labia above him, glistening with moisture.


Chapter 10
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He recognized what was coming next even before Candela knelt down and lowered herself, but he welcomed the closeness of her lap and her behind, moaning as her cheeks pressed around the top of his head. Her thighs and calves nestled gently against his contours, and his mouth made direct contact with her vulva.

She had a slightly larger behind than Estefania, he could barely see over her buttocks, groaning at the pleasant weight. Unfortunately, some of her behind was pushed away from his face as she leaned forward and draped herself over him.

His legs still hung over the edge of the bed, but he didn’t think that would matter. Perhaps it even gave Candela room to work as her breasts pressed against his stomach and her hands moved to encompass his jewels and his shaft, caressing the former and gently stroking the latter.

A shudder ran through his body, followed by a moan at her sensual efforts.

However, he pulled himself together and began to lick, kiss, and suck the soft flesh of Candela’s pussy. His tongue pushed downward between her labia in search of her clitoris, while he gently rubbed his head back and forth to brush against her slit.

His tongue found that sensitive button, and he began his work, rubbing it back and forth, reaching up to grab Candela’s behind, caressing and kneading those cheeks and shifting her hips slightly so he could get better access to her little nub.

He had begun to take pride in his oral skills, not that he had used them on anyone other than Charlotte and probably never would. Nevertheless, he had refined them over time with Estefania, who often guided him through some more delicate techniques that he happily practiced on Charlotte, with exquisite results.

He hoped Candela, an older, more experienced succubus, would agree.

He rolled his tongue against her bud and circled its sides, gently pushing between it and its hood, wiggling here and there.

Sweet moans left Candela’s lips, an encouraging sound. But when her lips touched his tip, he faltered for a second, a gentle lance of stimulation racing through his cock and up his spine.

Her lips contracted against his tip, sliding off and caressing him with their soft touch.

She worked her way slowly down over his glans and did the same, but pulled over his tip from closer to his crown. Every now and then her teeth scraped against his glans, the pressure applied delicate and precise and plenty stimulating. When her teeth reached his crown, she gently caught the ridge of his helmet between them, brushing over it until they closed very gently behind his crown and pulled against its underside.

That was gone in a moment, once more taking up the luxurious caress of her lips, sealed firmly around his girth, humming with her sounds of pleasure, Klemens’s efforts leading in some way to his own stimulation.

He moaned softly and pulled back from her clitoris; firstly, because he didn’t want her to moan too much around his cock, and secondly, to focus on the rest of her pussy, rolling his tongue firmly up and down the softer flesh between her labia. But he made sure to give attention to those folds as well, gently sucking on them and drawing his tongue down one and then the other.

He turned his attention to her pussy and began to explore her entrance with a probing tongue.

He hoped that his own moans vibrated pleasantly against her mons, as she was far more skilled at drawing them from him than he was from her.

Candela’s lips pulled back from his glans, closing together as before, but this time, instead of “kissing” his cock again, she let her tongue flick and wiggle at his tip, moving her head to ensure every inch of surface was pampered by her tongue, even small fluttering swirls under his crown.

All this, while she continued to stroke the rest of his shaft and massage his sack with skilled fingers, tiny tingles here and there from her suction enhancing the pleasure.

She slid her hand up to his glans and caught his helmet between gently caressing fingertips, tilting his cock slightly to the side to run her lips all the way down to his root, the sliding caress of her mouth folds a delight.

They seamlessly transitioned to wrapping around his testicles, while the hand that had been stroking them slipped away to hold onto a thigh.

He thrust gently with his hips, his fingers digging just a little deeper into her buttocks, spreading her cheeks apart before pressing them together again. The moan that escaped his lips must have been strong, because even she paused for a moment... or perhaps not, the moan that came out of her was designed to hum around his testicles, and she knew what she was doing.

With succubi, it was hard to tell.

That didn’t stop him from pushing his mouth forward to suck and kiss with enthusiasm, tongue rolling up and down her folds while she gently tugged and caressed his balls, trapped in her mouth.

Her fingertips scratched delicately over his glans, twisting and brushing along the sensitive edge of the crown, before gracefully transitioning into stroking his shaft, at least the upper half of it, the rest pressing gently against her cheek.

Her free hand stroked his leg tenderly, teasingly drawing her nails across his skin.

After a while, she released his balls, and that hand returned to caress them, now able to glide easily over their smooth, slippery surfaces. Her mouth lifted away from his cock, but not her tongue, sliding up to his helmet while the hand that had been pumping him moved down to grasp his root.

Once more she let his glans slide into her mouth to be nudged and tasted by a wiggling tongue whenever it rolled around the slopes of his tip.

But this time she went “for the final blow” and took his length into her mouth inch by inch.

Her tongue swirled, curled, and tugged at his sensitive contours, but as his length was drawn deeper into her mouth, more of it was simply caressed by the base of her tongue, switching from the constant efforts of its tip.

He knew she could have easily extended it and wrapped around his cock like a tentacle, wringing him out for all he was worth. But apart from the tiny, pleasant stings all over his member from her suction, she seemed to be keeping the magic to a minimum.

Perhaps to show just how damn skilled she was.

Soon her lips were firmly wrapped around his girth, and his head was trapped in her throat. She didn’t bob immediately; instead, she swallowed and compressed the muscles of her esophagus around his cock, demonstrating that she didn’t need to move her head to stimulate him, humming contentedly around the shaft buried in her throat.

It forced a trembling moan of pleasure from Klemens’s lips, directly into Candela’s pussy. After that moment of pause, he resumed his efforts, now trying to push his tongue between her walls... and tasting her sweet interior.

He wiggled his tongue in all directions, pressing firmly against her vulva to give his tongue as much depth as possible.

This seemed to spur her into action, now beginning to move, sliding up to his tip and then back down, adding a classic twisting motion after a few luxurious bobbing movements.

He moaned softly, but there was tension in it, sinking his fingers deeper into the soft flesh of her ass, trying harder to push his tongue deeper and stir up her entrance. Sometimes he wished he had the same kind of tongue as her. That would really improve his game.

Nevertheless, he seemed to be having some effect, as Candela grew wetter, and her moans more intense around his cock. He briefly withdrew to attack her clitoris again, sucking it into his mouth and licking the sensitive bud while his lips pulled at the surrounding area, before returning to plunge his tongue into her depths.

She began bobbing her head faster, though occasionally pausing at his base to let her tongue slip out and tease just his balls. He could only imagine how much she would have licked them if it hadn’t been a sixty-nine position.

That didn’t stop her tongue from curling around the base of his groin where his cock attached each time she reached his base.

Every time a fresh drop of precum leaked from his tip, she lapped it up, and this assault on his sensitive head only brought him closer to the edge each time.

He began shifting his hips, thrusting gently by reflex, but Candela held him steady with her free hand.

He wasn’t the only one twitching; irregular shivers ran through her pussy against his tongue. It was encouraging, making Klemens work his jaw while slurping at her vulva, while his tongue twisted wherever it could reach. He could feel her drawing his energy from his lips too, her pussy subtly glowing with that familiar aura he knew from Estefania. It warmed and hummed in his mouth and on his tongue in a delicious way.

The reciprocating bobbing of Candela’s head increased in speed, and Klemens could feel her hair repeatedly brushing over his hips. His testicles were being stroked and caressed, her fingertips tingling with more tiny suction cups to keep his sack nicely sensitive for her.

He didn’t believe he would outlast her. Not at the speed she was moving, never once losing the luxurious, soft seal of her lips around his girth, not with the way her esophagus hugged his head whenever she thrust deep, and certainly not with the erotic curling and tasting of her tongue.

The pressure built rapidly. And with a moan, Klemens let it free, thrusting forcefully forward, even as she held him steady and pressed her lips to his root, swallowing his discharge, her tongue curling from side to side, and her throat tugging at his tip as she drank.

Her suction intensified as his spiritual barriers fell, the glow around her vulva growing brighter. He couldn’t see around his cock, but watching streams of vapor rolling over her ass was an erotic sight, radiating from her entrance and disappearing into her body.

But despite everything, he maintained his efforts, even as Candela consumed his orgasm and the energy released with it.

And he was rewarded for his efforts when she pressed her thighs and calves around his head and gave a tangled moan around his cock. Her body trembled, and her pussy clenched around his tongue, a flood of sweet juices overwhelming his mouth.

It wasn’t huge, so he could swallow it without much difficulty, even as he faltered from the momentary exhaustion her suction inflicted on him.

Then the subtle glow faded, and the suction with it, both around his mouth and his cock. She slid off his length, her tongue following the top and curling seductively from his head.

She climbed off his face, allowing him to breathe fresh air for the first time in a few minutes, not that inhaling her air hadn’t been a pleasure.

Klemens looked down and saw what she had done to his groin... not a drop of his seed was visible, but his cock and balls were smeared with residue from her lip gloss. He could see traces all the way to his root. An incredibly erotic sight.

He panted a little, regaining control of his breathing while she reclined on the bed with provocatively posed body, grinning at him.

“You’re not finished yet, are you, my boy...?” she teased, subtly licking her lips.

“Just catching my breath... you haven’t worn me out yet,” he assured her. “I’m sure that will change.”

“I was just easing you in gently,” she warned with a dangerous, seductive edge as she moved to pull him properly onto the bed. “Three orgasms already, and you just need to catch your breath? Impressive...”


Chapter 11
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Klemens felt his eyes drawn to her breasts, which bounced with every movement, and noticed that her mouth was flawless, not a drop of his seed remained.

Her fingers still glided over his face, the weight of her bottom on his head a vivid echo. He reveled in the memory.

Candela, however, wanted to show what else she could do, and raised herself until she straddled his hips. His cock throbbed between her cheeks, gently embracing his member with their firm suppleness.

She gently rocked her hips, rubbing her cheeks against his girth, quickly causing him to twitch with renewed vigor.

“D-Damn... I guess I’m holding out longer,” he admitted, though he was feeling some fatigue by now, just not from supernatural causes. Three ejaculations were something, but he was far from finished, far from it.

Candela smiled and pressed a finger to his lips, not stopping her graceful rocking for a single moment.

“Don’t think about it... Don’t speculate... just enjoy it... I won’t let you go until you’re exhausted...”

She gave him a wicked look, and he smiled nervously in response, but he was also thrilled to hear it.

Her pussy sometimes “kissed” his stomach whenever she rocked her hips far enough. She leaned over him and teased with fingertips across his sensitive nipples. Klemens flinched and gasped softly, but he wasn’t restrained. So he let his hands wander too, stroking along her gorgeous thighs, gently feeling her silky skin. His touch traveled up her hips, lingering there with gentle up and down rubbing, before sliding upward.

Only now did he remember again that he was becoming intimate with his stepmother. Somehow it only sent a perverse shiver through him.

His hands glided up her hips, but before they could go higher, she grabbed his wrists.

But she grinned at him... and brought them to her breasts, encouraging him to squeeze.

“You took too long...”

“Can’t I appreciate a beautiful woman?” he cleverly replied.

She laughed, and then she sighed as he began kneading her breasts, rubbing fingers over her nipples, pressing them down or gently twisting them, not unlike the joysticks of a controller, only with a far more delicate touch.

His fingers sank into her flesh, but he didn’t press too hard, only as much as he judged Candela would enjoy.

She purred softly and slowly raised her hips, letting the insides of her buttocks slide along his length until he felt her sphincter pressing against his glans. His cock twitched, but didn’t dislodge from the gentle depression of her sphincter.

His member was still quite wet from their earlier oral sex, and given how succubus saliva worked, he knew it would provide a modest amount of lubricant.

But perhaps it needed more? She was an older woman, and that was damn hot, but it didn’t mean she would be looser than her daughter.

“Are you sure I’m lubricated enough?” he asked. He wondered why, it wasn’t as if Estefania had done this before. Perhaps he was concerned about Candela’s comfort... though he didn’t need to be, she was a succubus.

A mature succubus.

She smiled at him, a cunning expression, while stroking her fingers across his cheek.

“It’s enough...” she purred, before letting herself drop down with a firm, slow thrust.

She moaned, and Klemens gasped with lustful exertion, feeling his cock enveloped to the hilt in tight anal flesh.

“Gah... holy shit...” he muttered, still overwhelmed by how tight it felt.

Her walls seemed to press somewhat less than Estefania’s, but he had the impression it was a conscious effort on Candela’s part; there was a gentle flexing that constricted around his cock, and he knew that if she had really wanted to, she could have completely choked off his cock.

As it was, it was a wonderfully tight fit that didn’t loosen once she began circling her hips against his pelvis, rotating his manhood inside her, while giving him the sensation of her thighs and buttocks rubbing and pressing and squeezing against his hips and groins.

He loved the feeling of her breasts, but her circular movements forced him to let his hands slide down until they were back on her hips, enjoying the way they shifted through her efforts.

Of course, she took this opportunity to lean in close, arching her back with surprising flexibility, tilting his cock backward while her hips rotated without interrupting her grinding, all just to bring her lips to his nipples.

He sighed breathlessly, toes curling as her lips contracted around his nipples in wet, naughty kisses, lips brushing over his buds whenever her kisses closed. On every other occasion, her tongue practically poured over his buds, rolling and curling and lazily brushing over the sensitive spots.

She also sucked hard, slurping quietly and smacking against his nipples, and occasionally sucked so hard that she tugged at his skin until her lips released with a wet smack.

She made sure both got the attention they deserved... and even as she was bent like this, breasts lightly pressed against his body below, she began rolling her hips even more, taking his cock in and out of herself, just a little.

He moaned softly, feeling precum dripping from his tip and promptly being smeared into his glans, but not the rest, as Candela wasn't sliding much along his length yet.

But soon she finished her devilish teasing of his nipples and slowly straightened up again, leaving colorful smears of her lip gloss around his sensitive protrusions.

Once she was upright again, she began to properly ride him, rising until only his glans remained, then dropping with enough force to create a gentle slapping sound.

It was also then that her suction truly began. Not at full strength, but these were no longer tiny, tingling siphons.

He saw his aura forming beside hers, those currents swirling away from him, being drawn into her body, with whirling vortices particularly prominent around her buttocks.

Watching these currents drew his attention to her pussy, which he could see was as wet as ever and teased him simply by being visible.

He whimpered, cursed softly while pressing his head into the mattress, which made Candela laugh domineeringly over her power over him.

His toes curled, and he gripped her hips more firmly, but he didn't fight against her movements.

He panted, and he saw a tiny wisp of light escape from his lips, which surprised him slightly.

He watched as the ghostly speck meandered its way to Candela's mouth, quickly being sucked between her lips, the mature succubus subtly licking her lips as if savoring the taste.

She looked at him and murmured mischievously, smiling wickedly.

Then she leaned in close and cupped the sides of his head. Her body lay on his, but she maintained her bouncing, taking him from root to tip again and again.

He stared into her eyes, mesmerized. He wondered if she was exerting some charm on him, some hypnotic power, but the reality was, she was simply that hot and intense.

She smiled and then united her lips with his, kissing him gently and letting her tongue slide into his mouth, tenderly caressing his own. His eyes narrowed as he relaxed into her kiss, murmuring with pleasure.

His lips tingled, and he saw quick arcs of light peeling from them, being sucked into Candela. A bubbling warmth welled up from his throat, passing over his tongue and leaving it pleasantly tingling.

He could feel the flow forming and steadily growing. And then Candela broke the kiss, pulled back and inhaled in that unnatural way, Klemens' jaw parting against his will and drawing a line of steaming light from his mouth.

He let out a distorted moan, his hips thrusting upward from the stimulation he felt... especially as an equally strong suction enveloped his cock, wringing his life force out through his member, directly into the walls of Candela's behind.

He gripped her hips as if afraid that letting go would plunge him into a sea of bliss.

She pressed her lips down again and merged them once more with his. And once again he could respond, working his jaw away and dancing his tongue around hers, even as that suction left him blissfully fatigued.

Her bouncing intensified, the slapping now much louder and causing his hips to push slightly into the mattress each time she let herself fall.

He moaned, chest arching from stimulation. He panted and tore his eyes open, naturally struck by her seductive, dominating gaze.

But there was love there. That twisted, alien love of the succubi, but love nonetheless. He had grown to accept it, to appreciate it.

Even though he thought it made him somehow confused in his head. Though even that notion seemed amusing to him now.

He banished the thoughts, wanting to focus on Candela's gaze and the pleasure of her suction and her anal.

He tried to thrust upward to meet the drops of her hips, to make the impacts all the more intense, and he had success there, causing Candela to moan with delight.

Still, Klemens struggled to do anything too forceful, her double siphons sapping just a bit of his strength. It also made concentrating somewhat tricky, that swirling, enveloping euphoria tickling his nerves everywhere.

She picked up speed, the intervals between each impact decreasing until it was a rapid but rhythmic symphony of fleshy collision.

Klemens was approaching his limit, but he was happy to hear her breathless moans and feel her walls cramping in a telltale way.

He began to let his hands slide up from her waist, exploring her body once more, but he gripped her firmly, in preparation for the coming ecstasy.

They both trembled together, their rising pleasure reaching a climax... and then Candela broke the kiss to mix her moaning, harmonic and sensual, with Klemens' tense and quivering one.

She shuddered on top of him, and he jerked his hips up into her behind. Her juices sprayed across his stomach, and he discharged voluminous shots of sperm directly into her back door.

He gasped shakily, feeling her suction pulling at his body in several places, mostly at his cock and out of his mouth, that writhing column flowing down her throat as she fed from him.

He could feel pleasure in the heart of his body and everywhere the currents of his energy flowed as it was sucked from his body.

But as soon as she stopped coming, her suction also ended, giving Klemens a moment of recovery and a chance not to simply pass out from ecstasy and supernatural fatigue.

He panted beneath her, beginning to feel the tiredness now. This was his fourth orgasm, after all. And he suspected there would be a fifth.


Chapter 12
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Candela draped herself gently on top of him, those luxurious breasts pressing against his chest. She smacked her lips softly, as if she had just finished a particularly gourmet meal.

“That taste, I’ll never get enough of it... Just like your father’s...”

He huffed and gave her a look.

“I’m trying not to... think about that... mainly because it’s kind of embarrassing,” he answered between breaths. “You know...”

“Don’t worry, sweetie, I understand...” She cupped the side of his face and caressed him gently, giving him a kiss on the lips, a pleasant tingling arcing across them.

He murmured and let his hands glide up her thighs to grip her behind.

She rubbed against him gently, letting her tongue slip into his mouth as the kiss became more erotic, though it remained pleasantly intimate and tender.

Candela then pulled back and sat up on him, his member still very rigid in her behind and subjected to the gentle pleasures of her walls shifting against him.

She rose up, and he was removed from her, a small amount of his seed dripping onto his bobbing tip.

It was amazing how he never seemed to soften until he was very exhausted. He supposed that was just an effect of their supernatural pleasures.

“Do you still have strength in you...?” she purred, giving him a knowing look.

He propped himself up on his elbows and gave her a look back.

“Yes, I’m not done yet... why?”

Candela grinned and giggled and promptly rolled onto her back, spreading her legs and spreading her labia wide with her hands, exposing her glistening, flawless pussy, the flesh twitching hungrily.

Klemens stared at her for a moment, hypnotized. Then he crawled over to her, gathering his strength for what was to come.

Candela chuckled deeply and seductively, as if Klemens were under her spell. She gently extended her hands to wrap them around his body, but let him take the lead as he grabbed his member and began to teasingly rub her vulva, wetting his tip with her arousal.

He nudged her clit and rubbed menacingly at her entrance, eager to force his way in, but held back.

“Oh, you’re trying to tease me...?” she noted. “Isn’t that my job...?”

“Nothing says I can’t... Besides, where’s the fun in jumping straight into the action...?” Klemens replied with a grin.

Candela smiled mischievously.

“Estefania has taught you well... Eagerness is a fun trait in humans, but so many don’t know how to savor the moment, build anticipation... I’m glad she’s ingrained that into your bones...”

“Well, I wouldn’t say it was active instruction,” he admitted. “I just... picked up what she fucked into me, haha. She did guide me here and there though.”

“Mmm, that’s usually how it goes... How we like it...” Candela threw her head back and let out a hissing sigh of delight as Klemens rubbed against her clit again, grinding firmly against the bud. It was encouraging that his teasing was having the intended effect, but just like Estefania and Candela, his patience for teasing wasn’t endless.

He wanted to fuck Candela, but he longed to be devoured by her pussy.

He knew he would be on top, but there was no question that Candela would completely drain him.

In many ways, her invitation was a trap. One he desperately wanted to fall into and be caught in.

After a few more teasing touches of her opening, his hands grasped her thighs for support... and he slowly entered.

Her pussy didn’t clamp down tightly, but he still felt her walls contract welcomingly, embracing his cock in warm, dripping texture that made him moan.

Slowly, he laid himself over the older succubus, sliding his hands up her sides until they rested on her breasts. He couldn’t help but play with them for a moment, flicking her nipples and sinking his fingers deeply into them before leaning down further to be able to lick and kiss them, slowly savoring their dark surfaces and murmuring with delight at the sensation. But he didn’t linger too long, leaning down further to kiss her, while Candela welcomed his lips with a loose embrace of her arms around his back.

Her thighs closed slightly, and he knew he was trapped now, his balls pressed against her body, his cock buried to the root.

And then he began to thrust. Slowly at first, so he could properly enjoy the gentle tugging of her walls as her pussy gripped him a bit more firmly, not wanting him to leave after giving him such a loving welcome.

Candela was soft, inviting, her pussy especially. Estefania was more energetic, more playful, and that extended to her pussy as well. Both were equally wonderful, but Klemens felt the sense of entrapment from Candela. In a more subtle way.

Her body yearned for him to stay, and it made him want to stay. To be drawn into her embrace. That all the comfort and warmth he could ever want was here if he just relaxed.

It was a dangerous, exciting feeling. It made him think of the many stories and myths about succubi. How often the danger wasn't their violence or power, but how they made men completely addicted to them, so that their victims willingly fucked their lives away.

That's how he felt with Candela, gradually speeding up, melting into her kiss as the touch of her drainage manifested. The swirling currents welled up inside him, and he felt them divide in two, one snaking up his throat, the other being drawn from his cock.

They were gentle, but not just pleasure pricks. He could feel those everywhere, many tiny additional currents swirling through his body and exiting through his skin in many places.

He moaned loudly into her mouth, but it didn't stop him from dancing with his tongue against hers.

Nor did it make his hips stumble. He thrust faster, gaining enough speed to create a gentle slapping against her groin, his balls swinging slightly.

Her thighs closed a bit more, but still didn't restrict him.

He broke the kiss, and although his jaw wasn't forcibly opened, he couldn't really close it either, a stream of energy flowing from his mouth into hers.

But it was encouraging to see that she too was breathing harder, from pleasure and delight. Still, her lips were curved into a gentle, knowing grin.

She knew that ultimately she had control. An apex predator that could make its prey feed itself to her.

It was damn fantastic.

He moaned, and they let their lips come together again, his kiss more passionate and energetic. And Candela matched his desire, her tongue trying to dominate his in the lustful dance between their mouths. Her hands gripped his back more firmly, tracing his spine and gently scratching his skin with her nails.

His own hands slid between her back and the mattress, traveling along her sides and exploring her body intimately.

She was different from Estefania, she had more fullness. Still slim and curvy, but not quite like her daughter. But in some ways she was similar, hints of the shapes her daughter would inherit, he felt under his hands.

In a strange way, it made him long for Estefania. And Charlotte, imagining exploring their bodies, learning them as he was now learning Candela's.

It made him smile against Candela's lips; he would melt in his stepmother's embrace, completely consumed by her—at least for this day—but she wouldn't rob him of his stepsister and friend.

The last thing Candela wanted.

He was going faster now, slapping with more noise against her hips, feeling the drainage intensify, seductive whirlpools of sensation swirling around his body and most sensitive points, making him leak abundantly into her tightening pussy.

The trap had snapped shut, and now that Klemens was too deep in, Candela tightened the noose, her pussy pressing harder, her legs slowly wrapping around his waist, restricting his range of movement somewhat, but not enough to slow him down.

He moaned into her mouth, fatigue growing along with his ecstasy, but he persevered. It wouldn't do to simply fail before he could bring her to climax.

He suspected she liked an explosive finale just as much as Estefania.

The slapping echoed through the room, wet and lustful, and with rapidly shrinking intervals.

His thrusts had to become shorter, Candela's legs pressing further and holding him completely captive; he couldn't pull out even if he wanted to.

The trembling of her walls was encouraging, giving him strength through the growing fatigue, as Candela's hunger overwhelmed him.

And then, with one single, final, hard thrust, he came.

He rammed into Candela's pussy, burying himself to the hilt, jerking his hips with each pulse he released into her.

And Candela wrapped him tightly and inescapably with arms and legs, kept him locked in as her walls convulsed and her body trembled.

And together they broke the kiss, as their erotic, ecstatic moans filled the air, Klemens' distorted by the gentle choking and gurgling of Candela's drainage, pulling energy roughly from his mouth.

It felt like a full minute of sustained bliss before Candela finally relaxed and turned off her drainage.

Just before Klemens felt like he would pass out, his ejaculation long since finished. He panted and gasped on top of her, now thoroughly exhausted, going soft inside her. Candela loosened up and gently stroked the back of his head and his spine, tender and loving.

“That was wonderful, Klemens...” she purred, much of the slyness gone, now simply enjoying the afterglow.

“Y-Yeah...” he answered, currently unable to form too many words. “You're... fantastic.”

“You too, my dear boy...” she said and kissed him on the head. Her maternal love perverted by her lust for him. It would have disgusted him once, but now he just murmured happily. He was an adult anyway.

They were silent for a moment, Klemens barely holding onto consciousness, before Candela gently lifted his head from her chest.

“I think it's time now that I reveal the secret to you...” she admitted.

“Y-Yeah,” he agreed, blinking slowly to stay awake. “You had mentioned that.”

Candela smiled and hugged him tightly before looking into his eyes.

“You know, we hunt humans. Even with a soulmate who gives us more energy with less strain on them, we still hunt others to keep that strain minimal. And because it's how our spirits are wired. We can't simply be content with a single individual, we just can't, except for the legends of lust demons who fall so truly in love with a human that they can. But those are legends. We enjoy the spice of varied prey, we love our existence.”

She sighed then wistfully.

“But that doesn’t mean we don’t long for intimacy and love as we desire it. In past times, there were certainly those who were evil and saw humans only as food. Unfortunately sometimes with deadly consequences. Nowadays, however... we live in complete secrecy.”

She leaned in close and gave him a truly warm smile.

“Being able to share our life, our existence, what we are, with humans who will remember, who love and care for us, who accept that we are what we are... that’s a treasure we truly desire. You, Alexander... you both mean very much to me and Estefania. It fulfills us on a deeper level than just hunger and lust. Not just sex. But family. Doing things that aren’t sexual, but bring joy to the heart. One doesn’t need to be a soulmate for that.”

She gently stroked the back of Klemens’ head and looked away wistfully.

“We want you to be happy about it. That’s why Estefania insisted so much that you get together with Charlotte. She could sense that you two would have chemistry. And perhaps deep down, she hoped to include Charlotte in this small circle of people who know what she is and accept her for it. You could call it our version of love. Anyway, seeing you happy, seeing her friend happy, that satisfies a different kind of hunger in us. I can’t say all lust demons feel it... but I certainly did...”

She kissed him on the head again, while Klemens digested the information.

It was... not too different from some things Estefania had told him.

“That’s all... kind of familiar. It makes sense.”

“Because Estefania told you? I bet. But I think even she isn’t quite sure how to articulate these feelings. She’s still young, and she loves you very much.”

“Mmm... I love her too...” he murmured thoughtfully, too tired to really be ashamed of his feelings. “Love Charlotte, love Estefania... love you... am I getting too many girls?”

Candela giggled and ruffled his hair.

“I only gave in, but hey, if you want another round, I’m happy... but Alexander comes first, sweetie... I miss him very much right now... so when he comes back, he’s in for one hell of a ride.”

She laughed and kissed Klemens’ crown once more.

“And don’t forget, you have a girlfriend. I’d be quite sad to hear that you’re neglecting her.”

Klemens murmured reassuringly.

“Don’t worry... she makes me feel something... fulfilling...” He raised his head and grinned at Candela, who smiled knowingly back.

“Good... good... if you want, you can sleep... You don’t have to get up...”

“I think... I will...” he murmured tiredly, closing his eyes and resting on Candela’s chest.

Candela purred soothingly and held him tight, letting him sleep off his satisfied exhaustion, humming a quiet melody to herself from her own happy contentment, stroking her stepson’s head as he fell asleep, satisfied.


Chapter 13
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Klemens felt his stomach tighten. The nervousness that hadn’t been there a week ago now crept through his veins; tomorrow he would be heading off to university. Natural sciences as his major, history as his minor. It would be the longest time he had ever spent away from home and his family.

Fortunately, Charlotte would be by his side, even though she was studying cinema and film production. She was completely excited, especially since they would be living on the same campus, even in the same dormitory.

That made the frightening prospect somewhat more bearable.

Unfortunately, Estefania would not be joining them.

She would be studying literature, and unfortunately, the courses at the university that he and Charlotte would attend didn’t offer what Estefania was looking for.

At least she would be nearby and have plenty of prey. But it would be strange not having her feed on him every other night anymore.

She promised to visit as often as possible and ensure she got enough of her beloved soulmate and closest friend, but the sinful indulgences would become far less frequent than before.

On the other hand... that might make her a bit hungrier. That could be exciting.

He grinned at the thought while packing his things, but it made him ponder; Estefania had been rather distant all day, saying she was busy, which to be fair was true. But he had expected her to be somewhat more clingy.

Oh well, she was probably just as concerned about her future as he was; succubus or not, she wanted to have real skills for the world so she wouldn’t have to rely completely on her underworld abilities; that was for fun. For survival too, but mainly for fun.

He stuffed a mid-range laptop his father had bought him into a bag that went into his suitcase; he wouldn’t be doing much intensive gaming on it, but perhaps a few older titles would get him through. He certainly wasn’t taking his regular computer, and he wanted this one mainly for university work. He also promised his father he’d pay him back once he had a job, whatever that might be, as he’d never done part-time work or anything like that before. That would be a shock, he supposed.

Anyway, he obsessively looked over his things, making sure everything was right and orderly. It was something more than just a long vacation.

Night fell, and he was sure dinner would be called soon. Unfortunately, his father wasn’t present tonight, due to a work-related situation that must have been quite annoying, as he had stomped out to the garage cursing. Even Candela seemed somewhat surprised by his bad mood.

Indeed, dinner was called, and it was a strangely quiet affair. The news was playing on the television, and they ate pizza with little conversation, but he wasn’t quite sure if it was nerves or emotions they were trying to sort out; Candela looked at him several times with a curious expression in her eyes.

After dinner, he went back to his room to check his things once more, but he began to suspect something was going on.

A few moments later, he heard a knock at the door.

“Meet me in Mom and Dad’s room,” came Estefania’s voice.

He heard her quietly walk away, and that significantly piqued his interest and concern.

So after a few final checks, he decided to leave the room and wonder what might be happening.

He made his way to his parents’ room and opened the door... and felt like he was hit by a flashbulb as he saw Candela and Estefania lying on the bed, wearing only underwear; Estefania in white, ruffled lingerie, Candela in black lace, both staring at him with powerful “come-hither” looks.

He immediately became hard and felt stupid for not having guessed the obvious, but... seeing both of them like that surprised him.

“Uh, hahaha, what’s going on here?” he asked and chuckled nervously, though he inevitably felt drawn to the bed.

“It’s the last night you’ll spend in this house for a while. We won’t be together as a family for a long time,” Candela noted. “Apart from visits, it will be... lonely, without you and Estefania here.”

“And I know how nervous you are, maybe you could use some relaxation. But more than that, we wanted to congratulate you,” Estefania added.

“Congratulate me?” he asked, standing in front of the bed.

“Absolutely!” Candela exclaimed sensually. “Going to university is a big step. I’m so proud of you, Klemens. So, to celebrate this occasion, I thought it might be... fun if we enjoyed our company together.”

Klemens looked back and forth between them, caught somewhere between arousal, a tiny bit of fear, and confusion.

“What about Dad?” he asked.

“Honestly, we only did this because he suddenly had to leave. Poor Alexander,” she remarked, sounding genuinely sympathetic. “The opportunity presented itself... so, I think that’s enough questions for now, my boy. You have a big day tomorrow, but tonight... let’s make you feel like you’re in heaven.”

She fell silent and ran her hand over the bulge in Klemens’ pants, while Estefania licked her lips and beckoned him to join them.

The confusion was mostly gone now, leaving him with intense arousal and that hint of fear... the fear of being caught between two succubi.

But that small hint of fear was the perfect spice for his growing arousal; it would give the whole thing an extra thrill.

So he smiled and lay down between the two of them, slowly undressing down to his underwear, with the help of his stepmother and sister, whose hands wandered over his body, warm and soft.

They sandwiched him between their breasts, pressing their bosoms against his shoulders, his chest and his back. He let his own hands wander over their deliciously tanned skin, feeling Candela’s more voluptuous form and Estefania’s youthful suppleness.

He pressed his face into the crook of Candela’s neck, kissing and sucking, while reaching behind him to grab one of Estefania’s buttocks and squeeze it possessively.

He was slowly turned in their creeping, writhing embrace and finally found his lips sliding over Estefania’s, her tongue slipping into his mouth and entwining with his.

He moaned softly, his erection straining against his underwear and already beginning to peek through the top of his underwear, already dripping beads of pleasure.

Candela took advantage of this and reached around him to grasp his extended bulge and stroke it slowly, while Estefania took both sides of Klemens’ head in her hands, murmuring softly and letting him taste her supernaturally sweet saliva.

Candela slid her hand upward and began to circle her thumb against the back of Klemens’ exposed glans, sending a jolt through his body.

But the kiss with Estefania soon became a kiss with Candela, as she gently moved into position, Estefania gracefully moving aside and finding one of Klemens’ nipples, giving it a lustful suck.

He noticed they hadn’t even begun to use their drains yet. Probably because two drains at once might be a bit much, even weak ones. He wanted to enjoy this just as much as they did, so they would refrain from turning him into a quivering wreck before they were done, happily murmuring as he switched between their lips, the one not being kissed finding another place to kiss and caress on his body each time.

Slowly, however, they got around to sucking on one nipple each, swirling their tongues gently around his buttons, teasing each pink disc with delicate, precise licks, flicking quickly over the nubs before giggling and sliding their lips together, joining in a lustful kiss; their hands wandering over each other, their lip-lock passionate and erotic; well, it was obvious to Klemens that between these two there was no concern about blood relation.

It was damn hot.

He shuddered as their free hands continued to tease his nipples, but eventually they broke their kiss and stared at him with malicious lust in their eyes, the obscenity clear as day.

He trembled under their united gaze before watching as they slowly distributed wet kisses and long, promiscuous licks across his torso, making his diaphragm twitch at the touch. This made them giggle, and when they reached his navel, their tongues mingled to attack his belly button directly and in unison, licking the sensitive depression and making him shiver and gasp. They took turns kissing and sucking on it before crawling lower and lower, running their nails across his sides and leaving temporary and quickly fading streaks. He then moaned and gasped as he felt their tongues graze the exposed half-sphere of his glans.

His toes curled instinctively from the united touch; it wasn’t the first time two girls had licked his cock, and it wouldn’t be the last time.

But it was the first time from two succubi. His stepsister and stepmother, no less. He panted and moaned as they distributed tentative, teasing flickers across the underside of his glans and against the back. They maintained eye contact with him, and he saw Candela stroking her daughter’s bottom, to which Estefania wiggled her behind against that hand, eager and playful.

The display aroused him, and another drop of pre-cum dripped from his tip.

Candela licked up this first drop and murmured as if savoring a gourmet taste. But so great was his arousal that quickly another dripped from his tip, and Estefania was quick to partake in it.

He watched as Estefania gently teased her tongue over his exposed tip, while Candela worked his still-covered length with her mouth and tongue, unconcerned about the feeling of cotton against her tongue, moving down to lick and suck his testicles through the material.

It made his hips jerk and his cock throb, another drop leaking from the tip.

He moved, but their hands kept his hips mostly in place as they continued their teasing. And then they began to pull back his underwear, pulling it down his legs, moving his limbs until they could toss the garment aside without fanfare.

Now his manhood was completely and totally exposed to the two hungry demons, who simultaneously licked their lips... and moved close to run their lips along both sides of his masculinity, from root to tip, tongues dabbing his skin the entire time, until they were at his helmet, sliding slowly and luxuriously over their lips, rolling and swirling their tongues around his tip while kissing and sucking.

He felt their hands move to his jewels and caress one each in their hands. They switched positions, Candela stroking the root of his sack while Estefania teasingly juggled his balls.

He moaned and grabbed the sheets, hearing them murmur happily in response. They licked up his pre-cum as they kissed and sucked, and repeatedly rolled their lips against his tip until they shared kisses. Sometimes they seemed to be trying to kiss each other while his tip was still firmly between their lips.

“Daaaaamn,” he moaned. “This is... this is fantastic.”

His praise was answered with lustful giggles, knowing and confident.

He threw his head back onto the bed and lost sight of the obscene demonstration, but could vividly feel it, the way their tongues meandered and slithered over his helmet, how their juicy lips pressed and pulled against his steely, sensitive tip, how their hands glided over his skin, nails scratching deliberately across him in an enticing manner, how their breath wafted over his shaft, and how their murmurs, giggles and moans sent vibrations directly into his nerves, tickling him wonderfully.

He raised his head and watched the perverse display once more. Now they were changing their methods again, the two of them sliding their lips down his shaft in constant contact, eager to continuously glide their wet muscles over him, leaving trails of saliva. Until they finally reached his testicles.

He anticipated what would come next, but he still moaned weakly when they rolled their tongues against one ball each. They repeated this several times, even pressing their tongues firmly against his sack and rubbing them in wavelike movements chaotically across his skin... before finally taking one ball each into their mouths, sucking hard, painting him with their tongues and rolling them under his balls whenever the seal of their mouths broke.

They did this over and over, stealing kisses from each other while precum constantly dripped from his tip, allowing him to smell his own musky aroma.

Their tongues entwined, Candela sucking on her daughter’s muscle, Estefania tugging at her mother’s lower lip, and then both seamlessly returned to licking his helmet. He moaned loudly and already felt himself approaching a climax. Candela sucked on his tip, and Estefania tasted his testicles, they switched places, licking his shaft up and down in opposite directions. And then they returned to his head and began rapidly licking his tip.

“Damn... I’m... coming!” he cried out, moaning and thrusting his hips forward, launching a white jet into the air that cascaded down onto their faces, sustaining his orgasm for a little while longer before he withdrew and their tongues unfurled to catch the rest of his discharge.

He twitched with a few dry shots before gradually regaining control of his breathing and watched as the two demons rubbed against each other, kissing, licking, and cleaning each other’s faces. They panted and moaned softly, sharing his taste until they were immaculate and turned their gaze to him, lips twisted into devilish expressions.

How could he not want more almost immediately after seeing that? His cock throbbed in agreement, and Estefania and Candela seemed to notice.

They chuckled deeply, devilishly... and returned to licking his member. This time they used their lips more, tilting their heads so that their lips were parallel to his manhood, trapping his glans between them... and sliding up and down his shaft a few times, briefly teasing his testicles, until Candela moved away.

Estefania gave Klemens a wink before gripping his root and taking the first half of his cock into her mouth.

She murmured, sucking slowly and wetly, her tongue rolled around his shaft, while she slowly sank deeper and deeper onto his rod, turning her head in gradual degrees and ensuring that her lips pulled tightly around his girth.

She effortlessly reached his root and promptly began bobbing up and down along the length of his member, while Estefania caressed his testicles.

Candela busied herself by meandering under Estefania’s head and pushing her hand away, allowing the stepmother to take over teasing his balls.

Candela tugged at his sack and flicked her tongue over it, drawing everything into her mouth, her lips tight around the root of his scrotum.

They still maintained eye contact, and the intensity of their gaze alone was hypnotic. He couldn’t look away, except in those moments when he squinted his eyes and pressed his head into the mattress from the stimulation of his cock, but he always looked again. He heard the gentle smacking, slapping, and soft slurping of their oral work and felt the soaking his package was receiving. It was incredible.

Every moan they made sent vibrations into his flesh, the humming really setting his nerves on fire.

And just then Estefania slid off his manhood. But with barely a glance, Candela released his testicles, and they switched places, Klemens letting out a sigh as he was taken into his stepmother’s throat.

Her gullet embraced and squeezed his shaft, while Estefania wrapped her lips around his balls, their approach to the parts of his manhood between them only slightly different. He felt his hips thrust forward without warning, but that didn’t slow them down at all.

The warmth of their mouths was its own euphoria, feeling the touch of hell stimulating his shaft. Occasionally he felt them masterfully employ their teeth, scratching his most sensitive spots with a hard but gentle touch. It made him twitch with additional stimulation.

They switched a few times, Estefania quick and attacking him with her tongue at multiple points, Candela slower but more intense with her throat, but both shared techniques; like mother, like daughter.

He gripped the bed sheets, feeling himself approaching a second orgasm, precum seeping from his tip and being licked up by whoever was currently devouring his shaft.

It was Estefania who had him in her throat who got his discharge first, Klemens moaning loudly and reflexively thrusting into her face, curling his toes and almost whimpering with pleasure as Estefania swallowed it down.

But she pulled back to let Candela take just his tip into her mouth, her tongue vigorously wagging against his throbbing glans to tickle out the rest of his ejaculation, her lips mercilessly pulling around his helmet, one of her hands gently stroking his soaked shaft.

She released him with a pop when he was exhausted, and both opened their mouths to demonstrate their voracious hunger; not a spot of residue had been left behind.

“You taste especially good today, Klemens. What’s gotten into you, I wonder?” Estefania asked mockingly.

“I’d say it’s two irresistible succubi pampering him with the best pleasure he could ever ask for,” Candela teased.

“His own family too... yes, that would improve the taste,” Estefania agreed.

They were bizarre remarks, but he was used to them by now, and he was ready to continue.

“Well... don’t you want the full course?” he teased in return, feeling a bit cheeky.

“Oh, we’ll eat everything,” Candela assured him, before they both moved in unison.


Chapter 14
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He watched as Estefania moved behind him, sat him up and pulled him against her, her still-covered breasts pressing against his back.

Meanwhile, Candela positioned herself between his legs and slid forward. She lifted her chest... and pushed his erection between her voluminous breasts, her bra keeping them nicely compressed, the luxurious pressure around his shaft making him gasp.

“I bet you’ve been wanting to fuck Mom’s tits again since the first time,” Estefania teased.

“Well... you caught me there,” he admitted.

“Don’t tell me you’re easily influenced by a beautiful bosom, son,” Candela remarked pointedly, squeezing her breasts more tightly together and giving a single, slow, firm thrust, Candela seductively biting her lower lip.

“Uh... when they’re this good... how can I not be?” he replied, watching as his tip disappeared into the depths of her décolletage.

“Mmm, good point,” she conceded, before she started pumping her breasts, loosening up a bit and able to focus on just moving them. She could even plant her hands on either side of his waist and move her body while still giving him a firm thrust, her bra doing a good job of keeping her breasts compressed.

“Daaaamn,” Klemens whimpered, which prompted Estefania to press a finger to his lips.

“Come on, I know you can use your mouth for better things,” she purred, before turning around and tilting his head so she could steal a kiss.

He eagerly returned it, tenderly cupping her cheek, leaving her hands free to stroke him up and down in long strokes, rolling gently over the barely noticeable depressions of his ribs and teasingly brushing her fingertips across his nipples.

The kiss was short-lived, however, as Estefania didn’t want to deprive Klemens of the view of her mother milking his cock with her cleavage. She blew him a kiss and returned her hands to her upper body, allowing her to rub her globes in different directions, caressing everywhere, in opposite directions, sometimes shaking her breast back and forth, though it was a different sensation when they were held by her bra, so instead of slapping against his rod, his cock was swung back and forth while her breasts simultaneously caressed and massaged.

Precum leaked from his tip, keeping the lubrication maintained, though the amount of their saliva coating his length did that well enough.

And then she slowed down and stopped, giving him a wicked look.

“Don’t forget... we are demons,” she warned seductively... and let her tongue roll out much further than any human could manage, almost a foot of slippery muscle hanging down between his cock and her upper body... and as he felt the tip tickle his base, that tongue coiled around his shaft like a feather.

Then she continued her pumping, only now she was stroking her tongue back and forth in the opposite direction, making sure it rubbed over his glans as best as possible.

It took its toll on Klemens, who moaned and whimpered... but it wasn’t just Candela’s impossible tongue he had to contend with.

Estefania moved around again to steal a kiss... but this time her demonic muscle slid out in advance of her lips and slithered effortlessly into his throat. He gurgled a little, but after so many of these kisses, it was hardly an effort, and he moaned softly, melding his lips with Estefania’s while licking the length of her tongue in his mouth and moaning around the rest that explored his throat.

From the corner of his eye, he could still see Candela’s efforts and feel them regardless of whether he could see or not. Especially the throbbing of his cock, which pushed more precum from his tip with each twitch.

They hadn’t used their drain on him yet, and at this rate, he wondered if they would exhaust him through successive ejaculations. But he knew them... they would want a taste of his soul.

Finally, he began to move his hips, not yet at climax but approaching it. Candela intensified her efforts, and Estefania withdrew her tongue from his mouth, letting him watch Candela’s final assault on his cock as she gripped her breasts firmly, crushed his rod between them, practically squeezing his orgasm out while her tongue rapidly stroked his shaft with merciless stimulation.

The edges of her tongue coils pressing and rubbing against his crown and pressing against the underside of it were particularly intense. Just one of many pleasure points that drove him over the edge, he moaned boyishly as he thrust into his stepmother’s tits.

Candela responded by going even slower and squeezing even harder, starting from the root and stroking to his tip, before he finally stopped spilling his seed into her décolletage and fountaining it over the tops of her breasts.

As he calmed down, Estefania moved from behind him and instead moved behind her mother... promptly undoing the clasp of Candela’s bra and letting her discard it; Candela’s breasts practically spilled over Klemens’ lap and let their full weight rest on him. But it wasn’t for long, because Candela slid them away with a sticky pulling sensation... but her tongue remained.

And with a devilish look from Estefania, it was soon joined by his stepsister’s, starting from his root, coiling around his testicles and winding around the gaps in Candela’s tongue coils, Klemens’ penis wrapped in smooth, writhing flesh, while the tip of Estefania’s tongue was draped over his glans.

With his member wrapped in luxurious flesh, the two demons gave him a look, bestowed open-mouthed grins, before they set their tongues to writhing.

He moaned loudly, still caught in the phase of post-orgasmic hypersensitivity, squirming against the bed as these two inhuman tongues crawled and writhed over his shaft, licked his testicles, and relentlessly rolled over his glans.

Given his sensitivity, without any real chance to recover from his third climax, the fourth was squeezed out of him rather quickly, though it wasn't particularly powerful... not that he could really judge, seeing only something white oozing between the writhing tongue spirals.

His whimpering subsided as they stopped, Estefania and Candela unwinding their tongues from his shaft, which twitched from the hard, wonderful stimulation they had subjected it to.

They allowed him a proper recovery period, but they didn't make it uneventful. They put on a show for him, casting glances his way before Estefania moved to slide her tongue over her mother's exposed chest, sucking on her nipples and licking up his remnants. She buried herself in her mother's décolletage, the sound of her cleaning audible to Klemens as he watched Candela press her daughter's head deep into her breasts.

Estefania moaned softly and proved to be very thorough, leaving no spot behind. Eventually her attention began to wander higher... far beyond where he had spilled his seed, until they were kissing again.

This time Candela removed Estefania's bra, tossing it aside with practiced movements without missing a beat in their lip-lock.

Finally, they broke the kiss and looked at Klemens, who was by no means flaccid after that sight. His eyes were wide open.

Then Candela beckoned to him and took one of her breasts in hand as an offering. She licked her lips.

It was an easy offer to accept, and he crawled willingly over to her. But before accepting her offer, he instead cupped the side of her face and moved in for a kiss.

Their tongues merged, and he moaned as hers extended again, tenderly sliding into his throat. His eyes rolled upward slightly, but returned to a horizontal position as he broke the kiss, watching and feeling inches of tongue glide over his tongue and lower lip, retreating back into Candela's mouth.

“That... is so damn hot,” he stated with obvious confidence.

“You don't think I got that from nowhere, do you?” Estefania teased from the sidelines, before Candela placed a hand on both of their heads.

“Now, now... no need to brag... just enjoy yourselves. Mother has a treat for both of you.”

She laughed softly, and her eyes told him something was afoot. But Klemens was always happy to see what tricks his succubus family had up their sleeves.

“Alright... let's see what this is,” he said and promptly latched onto Candela's nipple, wrapping his lips around as much of her peak as possible.

Estefania did the same, both pulling and sucking on their respective nipple.

Klemens attacked her nipple with enthusiasm, eager to make her feel good.

The gentle sighs escaping Candela were very encouraging.

And then Estefania moved her hand down to wrap her fingers around his shaft and stroke.

He moaned, and his sucking faltered for a moment, but he took the opportunity to return the favor, sliding a hand down to hook two fingers into her dripping pussy. He felt an intense joy fill him, hoping he could imprint this in his memory.

Perhaps he could apply all the tricks learned here to Charlotte, make her really scream. Though he wasn't sure which tricks in particular he was learning that were new and that he could use... the stamina definitely helped.

Then something unexpected happened... he felt something warm, wet, and creamy touch his tongue.

He paused and looked up at Candela. She simply returned a mischievous look, full of warmth and lust, and stroked the back of his head.

To his side, Estefania moaned, and he could see and hear her beginning to suck hungrily at Candela's other teat.

He realized what was happening... and needed no further encouragement to draw as much of her breast into his mouth as possible, murmuring with delight as a gentle stream of milk rolled over his wiggling tongue and down his throat.

This must have been a magical trick of hers, to induce lactation. He didn't think she was pregnant; he had been told that wasn't easy for lust demons.

He was only too happy to feast on it, though, drinking down the creamy nectar, pulling firmly on Candela's breast, twisting his lips somewhat and flicking her nipple with his tongue, coaxing more milk from her, working his jaw to massage her globe and get even more.

Both he and Estefania drank greedily from Candela's breasts, and she moaned luxuriously in response, gripping both their heads a little more firmly.

It also prompted Estefania to stroke Klemens' cock even faster, twisting her hand and rolling it over his glans, pre-ejaculate coating his tip to make it smooth.

He moaned into Candela's breast, but he didn't stop drinking. And the more he drank, the more invigorated he felt... and the more a slight veil descended over his mind, his body tingling everywhere just a little.

Her milk must have had aphrodisiac properties... dangerous and damn hot.

He moaned as he dripped more pre-ejaculate, Estefania beginning to stroke so quickly that he could feel himself approaching his fourth climax.

He curled his toes, kneeling on his knees as he was, feeling ready to paint Candela's stomach in a fresh white coat.

Estefania's efforts repeatedly alternated, from simple quick and twisting strokes to slow, firm rubbing that focused on his sensitive glans.

His hips began to twitch involuntarily... and as Estefania doubled her efforts, he couldn't hold back and moaned into Candela's globe, the modest bucking from how he was kneeling still enough to send ropes across Candela's stomach.

He slowly released her mammary, rivulets of her nectar dripping down his lips and over her breast, the milky pearls crowning her areola. He grinned and leaned forward, pressing his tongue firmly against her cap and cleaning her teat.

She murmured with pleasure, and Klemens saw Estefania doing the same, both looking at Candela with eager delight.

“How was that, my loves?” she asked.

“Absolutely incredible,” Klemens praised.

“I need to learn how to do that,” Estefania purred, looking pointedly at Klemens.

Before he could feel embarrassed, Candela’s melodious giggle caught their attention.

“Give him enough focus, and you will... but Estefania, darling, do you think you could lick my stomach clean?” she asked, leaning back and running her fingers through the spots on her belly, collecting some of Klemens’ seed with them, allowing Candela to seductively suck her fingers, tasting him with an appreciative murmur.

Estefania wasted no time, crawling forward and licking her mother’s stomach clean of Klemens’ semen, moaning at the taste. In her position, her bottom was raised, and... Klemens simply couldn’t resist, crawling around to take one of her cheeks in his hand and grip it firmly, letting his tongue glide firmly over that smooth, tanned behind, taking every opportunity to kiss and suck and knead that glorious bottom.

She giggled and wiggled her behind teasingly... while Candela reached out to trace Klemens’ perineum up and down with a fingertip, making him shudder.

After Candela’s stomach was clean, the two shared a hot kiss before Klemens found himself being guided to Candela, his back placed against her as he was laid on her lap by Estefania, his head just above Candela’s crotch, her hands resting gently on his upper arms.

There he got to see Estefania removing her panties, flicking them onto Klemens’ face with a self-satisfied grin. He pulled them off and tossed them away... watched Estefania turn her back to him and slowly lower her behind toward his member.


Chapter 15

 [image: ] 

She let his tip nudge against her rosebud a few times before bending his shaft down and trapping his slick length between her gorgeous cheeks and his stomach, beginning to slide back and forth as if his cock were a rail, though of course Estefania’s glute muscles had pleasant contact with his stomach as she rubbed against him.

He watched the hypnotic movements of his stepsister’s grinding, especially as she began to swing her hips in circular motions, twirling his cock like a pendulum back and forth across his stomach. It felt good and he groaned hoarsely, Candela’s hands gliding across his chest and teasing his nipples while she did so.

He was enjoying himself so much, and they weren’t even using their drains yet... well, that was beginning to change.

He felt the subtle tingles of a weak drain forming at his cock and around his nipples, forming that ever so subtle glow of their auras.

He saw the wispy streams of light swirling around his cock into Estefania’s behind and around his nipples, coiling around Candela’s fingers.

It made him arch his back and moan, a hard gasp following; having two separate drains from two separate succubi was a different experience than multiple drains from one. He couldn’t quite describe it, he could feel the difference. He couldn’t explain it... but he enjoyed it.

He saw his glans almost disappear into the cleft of Estefania’s behind, her rosebud sliding over the back of his helmet with undulating movements before she slid down again, sighing lustfully. He knew damn well she could make him come like this. She enjoyed pushing him over the edge with outercourse.

Having fun with Estefania didn’t even have to involve putting his cock inside her. It was amazing.

“Shit, you’re so hot,” he praised, causing Estefania to giggle as she looked over her shoulder at him with a knowing glance.

“Did you hear that, Mom? I’m so hot,” she remarked cheekily.

“Oh, I hear it,” Candela replied. “I’ve heard it many times before.”

She giggled, and Klemens groaned, though he was quite accepting of the fact that Candela probably knew much more about his sex life with Estefania than anyone would consider normal.

But he wasn’t normal anymore. Neither was his father. Their thinking had been warped by these two demons... and he had never felt happier in his life.

It worked, and only for them, as soulmates.

He moaned, but saw that Estefania wouldn’t be making him come with her grinding this time. She went straight to one of her most enticing pleasures; her anal.

She raised her hips, letting his cock rise with her until she was practically sitting on it, ready to swallow him to the hilt in that ass of hers.

She swung her hips a few times, rubbing in circles against his glans... until she began to descend with a long, drawn-out moan, melodic and sultry.

His vocal pleasure joined in, Klemens’ moaning trailing into a gasp as soon as Estefania’s behind began to press against his hips.

He loved how her bubbly behind squeezed against his lap, and he couldn’t resist reaching out to grab and slide his fingertips along her hips down to her behind, really taking in the curve of her ass. She really had that Latina build, even if she and Candela didn’t seem too Latina in mannerisms, far from this place.

Nevertheless, the crushing tightness was much more distracting, the warmth and heat of Estefania’s canal familiar but always overwhelming. He was lucky that he leaked a lot of pre-cum these days and that succubus saliva lasted a while. It was enough lubricant for her to start bouncing, and bouncing quickly.

The lustful slapping echoed through the room, a slightly wet quality to it. He felt moisture from her pussy splashing onto his testicles every time she came down.

Her excited sighs and the laughter that mixed underneath made Klemens’ ears burn.

He himself couldn’t hold back his moans, and found no rest in Candela’s embrace as the woman suddenly slid out from under him, until she draped herself over his body from above... smothering his face in her décolletage.

Although denied the sight of Estefania’s seductive riding, the feeling of Candela’s bosom in his face was always welcome. Muffled sounds escaped his mouth as his stepmother pressed her breasts together and shook her upper body, rubbing her décolletage against Klemens’ head while softly giggling. She took the opportunity to extend her tongue and lick at his nipples, sucking each one into her mouth individually.

He whimpered involuntarily, his back arching slightly, even if barely possible with the weight now resting on him and the repeated impacts on his hips.

He brought his hands to Candela’s bosom, which prompted her to remove her own so she could caress his sides, while Klemens played with his stepmother’s breasts alone, wiggling and shaking them against his face.

He snorted with pleasure and licked at Candela’s sternum, turning his head to kiss and lick the insides of her breasts, which elicited giggles from the mature succubus.

Yet even as he lost himself in the luxury of her bosom, the intense stimulation from Estefania’s behind was never far from his consciousness or his moans.

Especially not because her drain was currently stronger than Candela’s, who kept her suction very minimal. Estefania’s was still weak, but definitely a level above Candela’s at the moment.

Still not enough to tire Klemens out, and he was glad for that. He leaked pre-cum into Estefania’s behind and felt every change in her method, including when her bouncing stopped to grind circles against his lap, her hips firmly rolling and sliding over his groin.

Damn, if they had been malicious, he would have been lost. He would have welcomed it.

But... he knew it wasn’t a long con. He couldn’t quite explain it, but he felt a connection to Estefania. A feeling, a sensation of rightness. Of correctness.

It felt too... fundamental and deeper than just subconscious thoughts to be self-deception.

It was a newer feeling, one that, as he began to grasp it, didn’t surprise him. It felt right.

He pushed these thoughts aside and focused on the two demonic beauties, his own step-family, who were bathing him in bliss. He could feel his next orgasm approaching, moaning continuously, beginning to squirm and arch beneath Estefania’s bottom as she resumed her bouncing, the impacts now almost piercing.

“Yes!” she cried out. “Yes, yes, come for me, Klemens!”

Well, how could he not, when she asked so nicely?

Just a few more thrusts were enough, then he exploded violently into her depths, trembling and twitching as he drilled upward into Estefania’s warm tightness. Her hips slammed down several more times before she pressed her bottom firmly against his pelvis and pulsed on top of him, wetting his testicles with her climax—testicles that contracted spasmodically with each surge he pumped into her.

It was also then that he felt their drain swell, their auras growing a little brighter and intensifying the bliss, momentary exhaustion gnawing at his mind. Even Candela’s subtle drain rose a little with the temporary collapse of his spiritual barriers.

He squeezed his eyes shut, enduring this ecstasy... and then it was over, Estefania’s drain subsided, and his stepsister lifted herself from his hips, freeing his cock, sliding her buttocks down his pole. At that moment, Candela withdrew, freeing him from the depths of her décolletage, allowing him to take a deep, gasping breath.

Estefania sighed and looked over her shoulder at him, one side of her face hidden by her silky locks.

“You still come so much, even now,” she remarked approvingly.

He steadied his breathing, and although it was still somewhat elevated, he gave her a grin.

“I’m... haa, not done yet.”

“Not as long as you’re still conscious?” Candela teased, circling one of Klemens’ nipples and making him moan softly. But he managed a laugh.

“Not as long as I’m still conscious,” he confirmed, and Candela and Estefania shared a deep, lustful giggle.

He suddenly rolled over until he was between Candela’s legs, his hands gliding along her thighs.

“I think it’s only fair that I give you an orgasm too, since Estefania had one,” he said, as he crawled up between Candela’s thighs, fingers gliding over her olive skin with tender reverence.

He guided his hands to her hips and then slid them down to her bottom, squeezing possessively.

That allowed him to pull himself just that little bit closer, enough to curl his tongue over Candela’s slit and from her clitoris.

She sighed and cast a lustful look down at him.

“That’s a good boy,” she praised and moaned again as he flicked her clitoris.

It felt good to be praised, especially now that he was proud of his pussy-licking skills; practice with Estefania and Charlotte had paid off. Especially to make Charlotte feel good.

He stroked his lips against her vulva in sucking motions, while pushing the tip of his tongue between her clitoral hood and the bud it was named after.

While Candela moaned and trembled, bringing her hands to Klemens’ head and gently scratching his scalp, he felt Estefania moving behind him. He raised an eyebrow and glanced just slightly over his shoulder, without really taking his mouth from Candela’s pussy.

Estefania’s palms slapped against his buttocks, grabbing the firm flesh and massaging it playfully. Her face appeared between his cleft, warm and moist against his most intimate place. Her fingers molded and pressed his flesh... then she whispered unintelligible words in a foreign language.

Her fingertips pressed against his contracted ring... and cleansing tingles flowed through his bowels.

His hot breath exploded against Candela’s wet folds, a suppressed whimper escaping his throat, while Estefania’s tongue tip danced in circles around his sensitive muscle.


Chapter 16
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Her technique was sloppy in the wet sense... but precise, her tongue seemingly lazily moving up and down against his sphincter and curling upon itself, yet hitting every sensitive spot along his muscular ring, while occasionally gliding down to his perineum to tease his testicles, her path across his perineum undulating and serpentine.

He sighed and pushed his buttocks just a bit more into Estefania’s face as she teased his sphincter.

Meanwhile, Candela seemed only delighted by Klemens’s efforts on her own delicate spot, his lips firmly closed around her bud, sucking on the flesh around it and flicking his tongue quickly against it.

Candela’s moans were shrill and melodic. Klemens felt invigorated just hearing her. He decided not to try to gently “bite” her clitoris, since Estefania was licking his behind as she was, in case a shudder or moan threw him off... so instead, after a sudden, hard suction against her clitoris, he slid down... and thrust his tongue deep into her pussy, as far as he could reach, and began to wag his muscle as aggressively as possible.

He sealed his mouth to her vulva, sucked hard and worked his jaw as persistently as possible, so that a sound was audible above Candela’s luxurious moans.

He could feel a trembling around his tongue and against his lips, her grip on his scalp intensifying, her thighs gently closing around him... and the tingling pull of her drain, slowly growing stronger and sucking energy from his face, his lips and his tongue, Klemens occasionally catching glimpses of his tongue swirling with steamy glowing.

He didn’t think it was strong enough to push him over the edge, even with Estefania’s own extraction making his sphincter tingle like crazy, his body beginning to tremble. He snorted and wrapped his hands around under Candela’s thighs, gripping their inner surfaces with his hands from below, letting his fingers sink in slightly. The small amount of give she had with her voluptuous stature was simply irresistible.

He swallowed down her arousal, enjoying the subtly sweet taste, before he finally achieved his goal; making Candela scream with bliss.

She moaned loudly and with pleasure, thrust with her hips and arched her back, pulling Klemens’s head firmly against her mound as she came, convulsing almost violently, juices spraying into his mouth, while her sweet scent and her drain intensified, her legs gently clamping around his head. They trembled, and they felt incredible as they pressed.

He could feel Estefania laughing with her own delight directly into his behind, which made him moan himself.

Candela’s climax lasted only briefly, but was intense enough to feel the tingles of many extraction points sucking from his face.

His toes curled... and then Candela’s drain faded, and she loosened around his head, lovingly scratching her fingers through his hair.

She let him withdraw, his face stained with her juices, which she reached down to collect a sample of, so she could taste herself with lustful sucking of her fingertips.

“I bet you taste good,” remarked Estefania, freeing herself from Klemens’s behind, crawling beside him.

“You would know, darling,” Candela teased in return.

Klemens wondered what they sometimes got up to... how much they enjoyed each other’s company. He would have liked to watch, just seen the two of them together without other concerns.

The two giggled, but then turned their attention back to Klemens and cupped a cheek each in one of their hands.

“You don’t think that’s all, do you?” said Candela with a slight suggestive danger in her voice. “You know what was said.”

“Until I pass out,” he repeated eagerly. “I know. So... what’s next?”

Estefania and Candela shared a grin before rolling Klemens onto his back in the middle of the bed.

There he watched as they stood over him; Estefania above his head, Candela above his groin. Estefania’s behind seemed perfectly clean; perhaps she used magic to collect what he had left behind.

They both made sensual circular movements with their hips, dancing movements to entice him, their hands roaming over their bodies with seductive grace. They stroked over their breasts, pulled on their globes and let them drop with a bounce, Candela a bit more wobbly than her daughter’s firmer bounces. They giggled softly, blew him kisses, moving as if they were synchronized with each other. He wondered if they could share their thoughts...

His wondering didn’t last long as he watched them both slowly drop to their knees, their groins coming to him.

And he welcomed them, his cock twitching just before its tip was “kissed” by Candela’s labia, and his fingers glided over Estefania’s hips, grasping them as she squatted on his face, pressing her vulva against his lips.

Candela teased his member a little at first, nudging his tip with her clitoris and brushing her labia over his helmet, spreading him gently and tantalizingly.

But it was only moments before she decided to devour him to the hilt, falling the rest of the way with slow, twisting circular movements that stirred his member around.

He moaned and then sighed, enjoying the feeling of their flesh pressing against his hips and his face.

They sighed too, feeling their own pleasures... and then they began to rock and roll their hips in unison, though their movements weren’t identical; they moved in different directions, in different ways, grinding hard or soft at different times, back and forth or in circular motions, Estefania of course making sure that her vulva was always in contact with Klemens’s lips, and he wasn’t idle while they did this, gently pulling on Estefania’s hips so he could thrash his tongue against her slit, taking every opportunity to flick her clitoris whenever it glided over his mouth.

Muffled by her buttocks enclosing his head, Estefania's moans invigorated Klemens, though he couldn't help but moan himself.

Candela's pussy was just as incredible as he remembered—the tight embrace of her folds and her gentle yet firm pulsing as she tensed her muscles immediately caused him to leak more precum.

What really made him gasp, however, was the sensation of both their channels drawing energy from his soul, the streams snaking through his body and manifesting as swirling vortices that he caught glimpses of when Estefania briefly lifted off his face... presumably to show him how gloriously his stepmother was moving.

He saw it spiraling around his shaft as soon as Candela began rocking back far enough with sensual, graceful movements that his cock disappeared into her pussy and reappeared—twisted helices of light that carried with them that supernatural pleasure he so loved.

His tongue probably had something similar as Estefania lowered herself back onto his face and let him lick her slit, though he couldn't see it with his eyes covered by her magnificent ass... around which he slid his hands to play with, gently kneading her buttocks and feeling how her flesh resisted his grip. He moaned and snorted into her mound.

Meanwhile, Candela changed her approach again, and he felt her ass and thighs slapping against his groin, the impacts filling the room and mingling with the moans of his step-family.

Muffled through a layer of luxurious backside, they made him feel so good, knowing they were enjoying themselves, because he certainly was—leaking precum and energy into Candela’s pussy while his twitching tongue tingled with the energy swirling around it, transformed into an erogenous zone by Estefania’s suction, making even his licking pleasurable to him.

He was just as thorough with her slit as he had been with Candela’s and earned just as many moans for his efforts.

But soon he felt a shift in weight from both of them... and immediately afterward he heard their moans become muffled and gurgling... as a gentle smacking sound joined the noise.

They were kissing while riding him! He wished he could have seen it, because the image was damn hot in his head.

It caused his hips to weakly thrust up into his stepmother, but with the weight she was exerting, there wasn’t much to be done, pleasant as it was.

Nevertheless, he tried and eagerly feasted on Estefania’s slit, hands sliding from her ass to her waist, caressing over her stomach and back to her buttocks, caressing wherever he could reach.

He thrust his tongue deep into Estefania’s slit, feeling her walls gently close around his muscle, eager to embrace it.

Just as Candela’s shaft constantly stroked and massaged his cock with the practiced efforts of her muscles. His moans gained a shrill tenor, he felt his cock throbbing powerfully, ready to fill Candela’s womb with his seed—his own stepmother.

The pressure built, and she made sure to attack every part of his shaft, circling her hips widely and twisting his member in every direction, forcing his tip into her textured walls, while one side of his root felt even more tightly embraced by her labia whenever she descended.

Occasionally she paused to grind against his groin with voluptuous circular motions, as Estefania had done with her ass.

Soon enough he felt the seconds counting down to his release, until he would come.

Three... two... one...

He moaned loudly into Estefania’s pussy and thrust hard and involuntarily into Candela’s, releasing a flood of sperm deep into the depths of his stepmother.

His spiritual barriers collapsed... and perhaps it was between his trembling movements and thrusting hips, combined with the wave of energy from his climax, that sent Estefania and Candela over the edge—both moaning into each other’s mouths while maintaining lip contact through their ecstasy.

Estefania sprayed fluids all over his face, while a small gush from Candela’s pussy kept his cock nicely wet, their convulsing bodies pleasantly trembling against his skin.

He gripped Estefania’s hips tightly before all three began to calm down.


Chapter 17
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For a moment they remained still in their positions, but when it was over, Candela and Estefania climbed off Klemens’s body, letting him gently gasp as he breathed in fresh air... though it was now permeated with their pheromones, pleasantly tickling his nose.

They crouched on either side of him, teasingly running their hands over his body, softly giggling at his panting form.

“Still not finished, hmm?” Estefania teased, tracing her fingers across his lips.

He was beginning to feel fatigue, but was determined to continue; this was a special night.

“I still have... something left in me,” he said between breaths, sitting up and grinning at his step-family.

“Good, because I have a surprise for you,” said Candela, as she then got on her hands and knees, reaching back with one hand to pull aside one of her buttocks and expose her rosebud, which seemed to wink at him enticingly. “Wouldn’t you like to mount me, darling?”

Would he ever.

With a surge of energy, he stood up and moved behind Candela, sliding onto his knees. Cock in one hand and gripping her hip with the other, he teasingly rubbed his glans against his demonic stepmother’s anus, pressing firmly and gently rotating his steely tip.

Then he focused on her hole... and slowly pushed in.

He watched as he slowly slid into her, feeling the tightness of her backside engulf him. He continued pushing until his hips touched her buttocks, and pushed further still until he was as deep as he could go, finding himself unable to go any deeper.

There he lingered for a while, enjoying the feeling of her warmth tightly embracing his sensitive cock, the tingling pleasure of her gentle drain swirling around his manhood.

But after a time, he was eager to get going and slowly pulled back, just to savor the sensation and tease Candela a little.

It worked perfectly – both moaned, Klemens gently kneading her ass and occasionally giving it a light slap to watch the cheek jiggle. It made Candela gasp and chuckle devilishly.

Meanwhile, he felt Estefania sliding her front up his back, her nipples scratching along his skin on either side of his spine. He shuddered and felt her sweet breath waft past his ear.

“What are you waiting for?” she whispered seductively. “Fuck Mama’s ass.”

He groaned... and did as he was told, beginning to thrust, slowly at first, but gaining speed bit by bit until a soft slapping sound was audible in the room.

He felt his testicles swinging and occasionally being touched by fingers reaching from behind between his legs – Estefania teasing him while he thrust into his stepmother.

Both moaned with pleasure, the drain intensifying so that he saw the steaming swirls around his upper body... though part of it wasn’t flowing into Candela’s glorious behind; Estefania’s other hand slid around him to caress his stomach, enveloped by a gentle energy vortex that pulled up her arm into her body and made his stomach tingle and twitch from the unusual but pleasant stimulation.

His moans became somewhat shrill, but that only encouraged him to move his hips even faster than before, panting and gasping like mad. The slapping became loud applause, enough that Candela’s buttocks repeatedly began to quiver and her delighted exclamations filled his ears.

He couldn’t get enough of her ass, but even when he slowed down here and there, rotating his hips slightly to drive his tip into her walls at a slight angle, he couldn’t dissuade himself from that impending climax – precum leaked into Candela’s canal, making it only a bit more slippery.

And Estefania wasn’t helping, curling her fingers against his swinging sack – which now also just barely touched Candela’s inner thighs thanks to his speed – and sucking on his earlobe, the tiniest drain arcing across the sensitive cartilage organ.

He moaned loudly and felt that he needed to escape Estefania’s embrace so he wouldn’t falter and fail to give Candela the orgasm she deserved, as much as he enjoyed Estefania’s devilish touch.

So he let himself fall and practically mounted his stepmother, draping himself over her back and wrapping his arms around her chest, squeezing her breasts in his hands, catching them mid-swing, not that they were bouncing like crazy.

But he gently pressed her nipples between two knuckles of each hand while kneading those globes, and began thrusting into her ass as fast as he could.

The slapping was loud and filled his ears, inescapable. He curled his toes and spread his legs for more leverage, the interval between slaps shrinking.

He felt her beginning to tremble, and her moans became shrill.

“Yes, just like that!” she praised and tilted her head so he could lustfully kiss and lick her neck.

Similarly for his testicles, as Estefania moved behind him to steal kisses and wet brush strokes with her tongue whenever his balls swung back to her – an arc of lustful drain across his sack.

He was close to climax, but he was confident that Candela was too, judging by the way she trembled and the irregular contractions of her anus around his pole.

He gathered his last strength and with a few slower but hard, powerful thrusts sent her over the edge. And joined her a few thrusts later, their moans mingling as he clung tightly to her body, his hips jerking into that wonderful behind, flooding it with his seed.

There were a number of those powerful twitches before he finally pulled out and watched as her rosebud consumed a hint of his energy. He saw the spot on the sheets below where Candela had squirted in her ecstasy.

He sank onto his back and panted, feeling tired but not yet finished. He just needed a moment.

A moment long enough to see Candela leaning forward and spreading her cheeks, murmuring voluptuously, gently rubbing her buttock seductively.

“Such a healthy amount,” she praised, before turning around to sit facing him and leaning back.

“Hopefully I still have a bit more,” he said tiredly, wiping his forehead, only a tiny film of sweat sticking to it.

Estefania came in and gently licked some of it off before moving to kiss him softly, his lips tingling from that suction.

He returned the favor, and it was enough to revitalize him, rolling Estefania onto her back as he rolled on top of her.

He lifted himself away from the kiss and her body, smiling down at his stepsister, his shaft eagerly bobbing.

She smiled back and spread her legs slightly... and he promptly dropped back down, enough to grind his pole against her slit, back and forth, pressing against her clitoris while he kissed her neck and made her gasp and sigh.

He needed some time before he could come again – impressive, considering the countless times he had already ejaculated. More than ever before since he’d gotten involved with Estefania.

Her hands wrapped familiarly around his back, and he enjoyed her touch, gentle and dance-like, as she let her fingers wander up and down his spine, across his shoulder blades.

Sometimes she unfurled her tongue to lick the side of his face while he attacked her neck.

Finally, his focus turned to her pussy; after a few long moments, he felt ready and pulled his hips back.

He aligned his shaft with her entrance, probing it several times, spreading her labia without grasping his own cock.

And then he united with his stepsister, sliding into her with lustful grace.

He pushed his knees under her thighs and brought his lips to hers, sharing a kiss with Estefania as he began to thrust.

At first it was slow. Almost intimate, as if this was the last of his strength. And since this was a special night, he felt compelled to thank his beloved stepsister.

Their lips merged, their heads turning to try different angles, locking their lips. Their tongues mingled between their mouths, their intertwined battle shifting from one mouth to the other. And their hands roamed over each other’s bodies, Klemens sliding one hand under her back and gripping a shoulder from below and behind, his other hand clutching the bed sheets for support, while she let her hands caress his back, her grip firm.

His speed, however, began to slowly increase, but he kept himself from immediately going full speed by doing what he had done with Candela, rotating his hips to thrust into Estefania’s velvety textured walls, feeling them tugging and stroking his manhood.

He could feel her folds pulling at his glans... and how her suction pulled at his soul.

That familiar two-pronged stream filled him, one flowing out through his cock, the other through his mouth, as he was enveloped in a veil of swirling light that was drawn to Estefania.

But it wasn’t just Estefania, as he felt Candela running her tingling hands over his buttocks, siphoning her own gulps of energy from him as she caressed his body.

Klemens moaned and did his best to stay on course, beginning to thrust faster than before.

He moaned into Estefania’s mouth, while the hand that had been clutching the sheets moved to grasp Estefania’s head, rubbing against her, even as he thrust faster. He wanted to hold her as tightly as possible.

The first signs of their coming orgasms soon manifested, Klemens leaking even more into her pussy while her folds occasionally trembled. And moreover, their moans had both become breathless and fervent, moaning, gasping, and grunting in pure lust for each other.

Klemens could feel himself pulsing with mighty desire and knew he was about to lose control.

The slapping of their colliding hips filled the room, and Estefania’s shrill moans were a wonderful delight. Candela’s grazing fingertips against his buttocks and back were quite a delight as well.

But he could feel the end drawing closer. They were both about to come, the moaning shared between them simply too shrill and heated to suggest anything else.

His thrusts began to slow down, but they became more powerful, like when he had been ramming Candela... and he could feel Estefania’s thighs slowly crawling up his legs.

It would be any moment now, the pressure building and... release!

He screamed into Estefania’s mouth and rammed hard, only able to manage small jerking hip twitches afterward because Estefania wrapped her legs around his waist and her arms around his back, holding him captive.

He discharged hard into her depths, her juices bubbling around his shaft and staining his groin again, the spasms of her walls, in addition to the intensified suction, simply too unbearable for him not to start whimpering.

Their shared bliss lasted for a while. Then calm fell over both of them. The two stepsiblings panted, gasping as they broke their kiss... and then they smiled.

“Thank you, little brother,” she teased.

“You too... little sister,” he replied.

Her smile was exemplary, and she giggled.

“Always.”

They exchanged small kisses, but Klemens’ smile faded as fatigue really began to hit him now, sighing tiredly. However, he was still quite conscious. And he knew the rules of the game.

He freed himself from Estefania's embrace and found himself pulled against Candela's kneeling figure, his stepmother on her knees... and soon Estefania took his other flank, as he was nestled between their soft bodies.

“I think you have one last round in you,” Candela purred.

“Enough for the final fun,” Estefania added.

The two giggled, and he smiled, knowing what they meant.

“I’m ready... for a good sleep,” he expressed tiredly.

They laughed and then cooed softly as Candela took the first kiss... and drew a steaming column directly from his mouth as she pulled back, his jaw opening whether he wanted it to or not.

A shaky, breathless moan left him, and his cock pulsed and leaked a bit more.

The suction was interrupted, but his cheek was gripped by Estefania this time, and she drew another stream of his energy out without even touching his lips.

The pleasure was stronger now, they were holding back far less.

They took turns taking a sip from him, his breathing becoming hoarse, even sounding somewhat labored, but he felt nothing but ecstasy, even as he continued to go limp against their bodies, the prey of two wicked demons. But soon came the time for the coup de grâce.

They both loomed over his face... and the backs of their mouths both glowed in unison as twin banners of energy spiraled up from his throat. They twisted around each other, turning and swirling before splitting to be drawn into their mouths.

He was gasping now, his eyes alternating between wide open and nearly closed as he wavered between wakefulness from the ecstasy and unconsciousness from the exhaustion.

And finally, the ecstasy proved too much, and he thrust weakly with his hips, coming hard one last time, painting his limp thighs white with his seed... and then he lost consciousness, the world going black, the last thing he saw being the smiles of his stepmother and stepsister.

His final sensation was his lips curling into a thin smile as unconscious oblivion took him.

He woke late the next day and still felt exhausted from what had happened last night. So he slept an hour longer. But eventually, he was forced out of bed by Candela; he needed to get ready to head off to university, at least where he would be living for the duration. Fortunately, they didn’t need to be there early.

Nevertheless, they packed with all the pomp and ceremony as if it were the day he and Estefania were starting their courses.

When they were gathered outside with their things, Alexander approached his son, having returned late in the night. He looked tired too... in a similar way to Klemens.

But that didn’t concern them as he hugged his son.

“I’m proud of you, Klemens. This is a big step,” he said.

“Hey, it’s not that crazy, practically everyone goes,” Klemens downplayed, feeling somewhat embarrassed.

“Maybe... but I’m still proud of you. I’m looking forward to hearing how you’re doing.”

Alexander beamed, and Klemens couldn’t help but smile somewhat shyly.

Next was Candela’s turn, who gave him a tight squeeze-hug; it was impressive how he could receive her embrace and not feel like there was a corrupted element to it; her pride was obvious, as was her love and mild sadness.

“I’ll miss you, Klemens,” she said with a smile. “Don’t forget to keep in touch, and don’t forget to visit!”

“Don’t worry, I won’t,” he assured her, watching as Estefania and his father exchanged hugs and assurances of contact. She wandered over to her mother and got a hug from her too.

“It’s a shame you couldn’t go to the same university,” Candela lamented. “But at least you’re not too far from each other.”

“Hey, it’ll be fine, and there will be tons of new people to meet,” Estefania assured. Klemens knew what she meant by that, but he paid it no mind.

“There really will be. But on the bright side, you and Charlotte can go together! I’m so happy for both of you.”

“Candela, it’s not like we’re getting married,” he said, scratching his head in mild embarrassment.

“I know, but she’s such a sweet girl, and you two are so happy together,” she replied. Then she took on a slightly serious face and lowered her voice. “Don’t break her heart now. That would just break mine.”

He laughed nervously, but he was confident in his love for Charlotte.

“Don’t worry, I won’t... Estefania would never forgive me if I did,” he assured her.

“I certainly wouldn’t,” Estefania remarked.

Candela’s expression softened again, and she smiled.

“Well... I guess we can’t sit around being gloomy forever. Come on, you two, onward to the next chapter of your lives!”

She ushered them into the car, and soon they were on their way. There was plenty of conversation on the journey, but in the back of his mind, Klemens wondered how things would proceed from here.

He was, admittedly, a little anxious. But he was excited about what the future held for him... and he wondered what he might find in his higher education courses.

He didn't expect much, but hey; he also hadn't expected his stepsister to be a succubus.

The End?!


Bonus Content

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Meine Schwester. Jacks Beute.

In seinem letzten Studienjahr traf Zay endlich die Entscheidung, die Campuswohnheime zu verlassen und zum ersten Mal in seinem eigenen Zuhause zu leben. Die sterilen Korridore und das ständige Summen fremder Stimmen hatten ihm zugesetzt – er sehnte sich nach einem Ort, wo er atmen konnte.

Er zog schließlich in ein kleines Miethaus nahe der Universität mit seinem Freund Jack, den er zwei Jahre zuvor in einem Seminar kennengelernt hatte und mit dem er seither in Kontakt geblieben war. Das Haus roch nach altem Holz und frischer Farbe, die Fenster ließen warmes Licht herein, das die abgenutzten Dielen zum Glänzen brachte.

Obwohl sie sich in Temperament und Persönlichkeit stark unterschieden, konnte Zay sich Jacks Charisma und Selbstsicherheit nicht entziehen. Jack bewegte sich durch Räume wie jemand, der wusste, dass ihm jeder Platz gehörte – seine Schultern entspannt, sein Lächeln mühelos, seine Stimme klar und durchdringend.

Einige Jahre älter als Zay und mit deutlich mehr Lebenserfahrung hatte Jack ihn unter seine Fittiche genommen und ihm geholfen, die komplexe Welt des universitären Soziallebens zu durchschauen, die Zay nur schwer verstand. Jack war selbstbewusst und freundlich, stets optimistisch und positiv eingestellt, und sorgte dafür, dass Zay immer irgendwo willkommen war. Es war ein Glücksfall, dass Jacks alter Mitbewohner für einen Job weggezogen war, und er lud Zay ein, den Mietvertrag zu übernehmen. »Du brauchst einen Ort, wo du endlich du selbst sein kannst«, hatte Jack gesagt und dabei Zays Schulter berührt – eine Geste, die Zay noch Tage später spüren konnte.

Das Zusammenleben mit Jack brachte viele Vorteile mit sich. Jack hatte eine gute Arbeit und machte sich keine Sorgen ums Geld – seine Kreditkarten glänzten zwischen seinen Fingern, und er zuckte nie mit der Wimper, wenn Rechnungen kamen. Solange Zay einen kleinen Beitrag zur Miete leistete, war Jack zufrieden. Jack war großzügig mit seinem eigenen Geld und versorgte sie mit Essen und Alkohol, den er regelmäßig mit Freunden teilte.

Der Kühlschrank war immer voller hochwertiger Biere, die Speisekammer gefüllt mit Dingen, die sich Zay allein nie geleistet hätte. Es war schön für Zay, sich wie ein beliebter Gastgeber zu fühlen, obwohl er wusste, dass alle Anstrengungen und Beliebtheit wirklich Jack zu verdanken waren. Jack war unterhaltsam und hielt Zay bei sich selbst, ohne ihn unter Druck zu setzen, etwas zu sein, was er nicht war. In Jacks Gegenwart fühlte sich Zay fast normal an.

Es gab jedoch einige Situationen, in denen das Teilen des Raumes mit Jack schwierig war. Jack neigte dazu, herrschsüchtig zu sein – wenn nicht ein Tyrann, dann zumindest eine große Persönlichkeit, die kleinere Stimmen wie Zays übertönen konnte. Seine Präsenz füllte jeden Raum, seine Meinungen wurden zu Wahrheiten, seine Entscheidungen zu Gesetzen. Zay störte das nicht allzu sehr, als Introvertierter suchte er nie das Rampenlicht, aber es konnte ermüdend werden, in seiner Nähe zu sein – wie ein schwacher Satellit, der um einen zu hellen Stern kreiste.

Außerdem war Jacks Erfolg bei Frauen beeindruckend, und er brachte häufig weibliche Partnerinnen mit nach Hause, um eine Nacht in seinem Bett zu verbringen. Verbindungsschwestern mit perfekt frisierten Haaren, Cheerleader mit straffen Körpern in engen Kleidern, fleißige Streber mit Brille und überraschend sinnlichen Kurven, sogar einige ältere Frauen, die für Zertifikate zurückgekehrt waren und eine Aura von Erfahrung und Hunger ausstrahlten – sie alle fanden ihren Weg in ihr Haus und landeten in Jacks Bett. Zay beobachtete, wie sie hereinkamen: manche kichernd und nervös, andere selbstbewusst und provokant, alle mit diesem besonderen Glanz in den Augen, der verriet, was sie erwarteten.

In solchen Fällen war es unvermeidlich, dass Zay ihre Leidenschaft mithörte und unfreiwillig der Parade verschiedener Frauen lauschte, die sich durch Jacks außergewöhnliche Fähigkeiten in den Wahnsinn orgasmierten. Die Wände waren dünn, und die Geräusche drangen durch – erst leise Gespräche, dann Küsse, die sich vertieften, dann das rhythmische Knarren des Bettes, begleitet von Stöhnen, die von zaghaft zu verzweifelt anstiegen. Zay kannte die Abfolge inzwischen auswendig: das erste überraschte Keuchen, wenn Jack sie berührte, die steigenden Schreie, die Namen, die sie riefen, die Art, wie ihre Stimmen brachen, wenn sie kamen.

Zay lag wach und versuchte, sich nicht daran zu erinnern, dass er tatsächlich noch Jungfrau war. Die Erkenntnis brannte in seinem Magen wie säuerlicher Wein. Mit zweiundzwanzig Jahren schienen die Dinge für ihn noch nicht richtig gelaufen zu sein. Er machte alle möglichen Gründe dafür verantwortlich: seine Konzentration auf das Studium, sein mangelndes Interesse an allen, denen er bisher begegnet war, sein Mangel an attraktiven Eigenschaften.

Was auch immer der Grund war, nicht einmal die Nähe zu Jack schien ihm Aufmerksamkeit vom schönen Geschlecht zu verschaffen – wenn sie ihn überhaupt zur Kenntnis nahmen, war es meist ein höfliches, aber kurzes »Hallo«, bevor ihre Fixierung zu dem wahren Mann zurückkehrte, derentwegen sie da waren. Ihre Blicke glitten über ihn hinweg wie Wasser über Glas.

Und so lag Zay im Bett, spürte, wie sein ziemlich unzureichender Penis hart wurde, während er sich fragte, welche Empfindungen Jack erlebte, als er mithörte, wie welche Frau auch immer Jack bei sich hatte, seinen Namen stöhnte. »Jack, oh Gott, Jack!« – die Worte drangen durch die Wand und trafen ihn wie Schläge. Er stellte sich vor, wie Jacks Hände über nackte Haut glitten, wie sein Körper sich bewegte, kraftvoll und sicher, wie die Frauen unter ihm zitterten und sich wanden. Zay presste seine Hand gegen seine Erektion und hasste sich dafür, dass er dabei an Jack dachte statt an die Frauen.

Zay hatte daran gedacht, Jack zu bitten, es etwas ruhiger angehen zu lassen, sparsamer mit den Sexualpartnern zu sein, aber wer war er, das zu verlangen? Die Worte starben ihm im Mund, bevor er sie aussprechen konnte. Nur weil Zay nichts abbekam, hieß das nicht, dass Jack verzichten sollte. Außerdem zahlte Jack regelmäßig mehr als seinen gerechten Anteil der Rechnung und sorgte dafür, dass der Kühlschrank voller Bier war.

Also beschloss Zay, die regelmäßigen Intervalle geladener sexueller Aktivität auf der anderen Seite seiner Wand zu tolerieren, vielleicht sogar die Erfahrung zu genießen, es zu hören, einer Frau in Ekstase so nah zu sein, wissend, dass es das Nächste war, was er je erlebt hatte. »Ich bin pathetic«, dachte er, während er sich zu den Geräuschen fremder Lust berührte.

Als Zays jüngere Schwester an derselben Universität wie er angenommen wurde, schloss er sich der Familie an, ihr zu gratulieren und ihre Leistung zu feiern. Die Nachricht war per Telefon gekommen, und Nevaehs Stimme hatte vor Aufregung gezittert. Niemand war überrascht; sie war fast die Klassenbeste gewesen und immer eine starke Anwärterin für die beste Universität ihres Staates. Sie erhielt mehrere Stipendien, die den Besuch erleichtern würden, sicherlich handhabbarer als Zays Studiengebühren gewesen waren. Es wurde entschieden, in einer ziemlich seltsamen Wendung des Schicksals, dass Nevaeh Zay über den Sommer besuchen würde, um ein Gefühl für die Stadt und den Campus zu bekommen und herauszufinden, wo sie wohnen wollte.

Es stand fest, dass sie ihr erstes Jahr in einem Campuswohnheim leben würde, aber die Gegend zu kennen würde ihr helfen zu entscheiden, welches sie wählen sollte. Bis dahin würde sie mindestens den letzten Monat der Sommerferien bei Zay verbringen. Der Gedanke, sie hier zu haben, füllte ihn mit einer Mischung aus Vorfreude und Nervosität. Obwohl Zay ein Praktikum auf dem Campus erhalten hatte, versprach er, so oft wie möglich verfügbar zu sein, um ihr bei der Eingewöhnung zu helfen.

Zay hatte Nevaeh seit dem letzten Sommer nicht gesehen, da er es verpasst hatte, zu Weihnachten nach Hause zu fahren. Die Wochen vor ihrer Ankunft verbrachte er damit, sich Sorgen zu machen – würde sie ihn verändert finden? Würde sie merken, wie sehr er sich von dem Jungen unterschied, der das Zuhause verlassen hatte? Sie war mehr als vier Jahre jünger als er, wurde im Juni achtzehn, und seiner Meinung nach war sie schon immer ein bemerkenswertes Mädchen gewesen. Sie war süß und freundlich von Natur aus, mit einer sanftmütigen Einstellung und einer schüchternen, zurückhaltenden Art. Ihre Stimme war immer leise gewesen, ihre Bewegungen vorsichtig, als hätte sie Angst, zu viel Raum einzunehmen.

Sie war dem Studium ergeben, und besonders der Kunst, die sie auf der Universität studieren wollte. Ihre Zeichnungen hatten Zay schon als Kind beeindruckt – die Art, wie sie Licht und Schatten einfing, wie ihre Kohlestriche Leben in leeres Papier hauchen konnten. Privat hatte Zay das Gefühl, dass ihre Hingabe zum Lernen mehr mit ihrem Bedürfnis nach Anerkennung von Eltern und Lehrern zu tun hatte als mit echter Leidenschaft für die Fächer. Sie strebte immer danach, die Erste zu sein, die Bewunderung ihrer Autoritäten zu verdienen, manchmal auf Kosten ihrer Altersgenossen. Diese Tatsache, zusammen mit ihrer schüchternen, introvertierten Natur, hatte sie davon abgehalten, mehr als eine Handvoll Freunde in der Schule zu finden, und sie hatte nie ein Date gehabt. Zay fragte sich manchmal, ob sie überhaupt Interesse an solchen Dingen hatte.

Als Zay Jack fragte, ob es in Ordnung sei, wenn seine Schwester einen Monat bei ihnen bliebe, war Jack überraschend bereit gewesen. Seine Augen hatten aufgeleuchtet, und Zay hatte ein seltsames Gefühl im Magen gespürt, das er nicht benennen konnte. Selbst nachdem Zay vorgeschlagen hatte, große Partys zu verschieben und sein Sexleben vorerst auf Eis zu legen, um Nevaeh nicht unbehaglich zu machen, hatte Jack nur gelacht. »Kein Problem, Bruder«, hatte er gesagt und dabei Zays Rücken geklopft. »Ich kann genauso gut in anderen Häusern ins Bett gehen. Wird interessant, deine kleine Schwester kennenzulernen.«

Danach ließ Zay das Thema fallen und verbrachte Zeit damit, das Haus für Nevaehs Besuch vorzubereiten. Er wusch die Bettwäsche, räumte sein Zimmer auf, versteckte die wenigen pornographischen Magazine, die er besaß. Er wollte, dass sie eine gute Erfahrung machte, von der Stadt und der Universität und seiner bequemen Vertrautheit mit allem beeindruckt war. Zay gab zu, dass er von dem Wunsch angetrieben war, Nevaeh selbst zu beeindrucken, ihr zu zeigen, dass er kompetent und normal war und nicht der unbeholfene, nerdige Junge, der vor drei Jahren das Zuhause für die Universität verlassen hatte.

Als Zay Nevaeh vom Flughafen abholte, war er kurz davon betroffen, wie sehr sie seit seinem letzten Besuch gereift war. Sie stand am Gate, klein und zierlich, ein Rucksack über der Schulter, und suchte mit großen Augen die Menge ab. Viele der kindlichen Züge, die sie durch ihre Teenagerjahre getragen hatte, hatten sich subtil verschoben und entwickelten sich zu einem erwachseneren Charakter.

Ihre Wangenknochen waren definierter geworden, ihre Lippen voller, ihre Haltung gerader. Sie war immer noch ein kleines, leichtes Mädchen, dünn und schlank und kaum über fünf Fuß groß, aber es war etwas anderes da – eine beginnende Weiblichkeit, die Zay überraschte.

Ihre dunklen Zöpfe waren länger, als Zay sie zuletzt gesehen hatte, zu ordentlichen Cornrows zurückgezogen, die ihren Rücken hinunterfielen. Kleine Babyhairs waren glatt an ihre Stirn gelegt. Sie trug ein bauchfreies weißes T-Shirt und enge Jeans, die ihre schlanken Beine betonten. Ihr Gesicht hatte begonnen, die weiche, babyhaften Rundheit ihrer Jugend zu verlieren und Andeutungen der Frau zu zeigen, die sie wurde. Als sie ihn sah, erhellte sich ihr Gesicht, und sie winkte schüchtern. Ihre Persönlichkeit hatte sich jedoch wenig verändert.

Sie war zunächst etwas schüchtern, hatte aber schnell die restliche Scheu so langer Trennung überwunden und erzählte Zay alles über ihr abschließendes Kunstprojekt, ihre Sommerferien und die Kurse, auf die sie sich am meisten freute. Ihre Stimme war melodisch und weich, und sie gestikulierte beim Sprechen mit ihren schlanken Händen. Es war angenehm, Zeit mit ihr zu verbringen und ihrem Geplapper über die Pläne und Ziele zuzuhören, die sie begeisterten. Zay teilte ein wenig seiner eigenen Erfahrung an der Universität mit, obwohl sie nicht viel von den Technik-Kursen verstand, die er belegt hatte, oder den Projekten, an denen er arbeitete. Sie hörte höflich zu, aber starrte aus dem Fenster, verzaubert von den hohen Gebäuden und belebten Straßen, an die sie so ungewohnt war.

Zay erzählte ihr ein wenig davon, was er dachte, was sie während ihres Besuchs unternehmen könnten, vorausgesetzt, sie war damit einverstanden, dass er vier Tage die Woche arbeiten musste, und schlug vor, dass sie online nach Veranstaltungen oder Aktivitäten schauen sollte, die sie interessieren könnten. Er erwähnte Jack und erklärte ihr, dass sie wahrscheinlich wenig von seinem Mitbewohner sehen würde, da Jack wahrscheinlich viel Zeit unterwegs verbringen würde. »Er ist... anders als ich«, sagte Zay und suchte nach den richtigen Worten. »Sehr gesellig. Aber er ist ein guter Freund.«

Zu Hause traf sie Jack zum ersten Mal in der Küche, wo er seine Mittagessen für die Woche vorbereitete. Tupperware-Behälter standen ordentlich aufgereiht auf der Theke, gefüllt mit perfekt portionierten Mahlzeiten. Jack säuberte seine Hände an einem Handtuch, und Zay bemerkte, wie seine Muskeln sich unter seinem T-Shirt bewegten. Er schüttelte Nevaehs Hand und schenkte ihr ein freundliches Lächeln, während Zay sie einander vorstellte. »Also du bist die berühmte kleine Schwester«, sagte Jack, und seine Stimme war warm und einladend. »Zay hat mir viel von dir erzählt.«

Jack hieß sie in seinem Zuhause willkommen, versicherte ihr, dass sie während ihres Besuchs gut versorgt würde, und bestand darauf, ihnen etwas zu essen zu machen. Seine Hände bewegten sich geschickt, während er Sandwiches zubereitete, und Zay bemerkte, wie Nevaeh ihn beobachtete. Sie war vorhersagbar schüchtern um Jack herum, wie sie es immer war, wenn sie neue Leute traf, aber ihre Augen folgten seinen Bewegungen. Zay vermutete, dass Jacks extrovertierte Energie Nevaeh wahrscheinlich abschrecken würde, zumindest zunächst, und hoffte, sie hatte keinen allzu negativen ersten Eindruck gehabt.

Zay ging an diesem Nachmittag wieder mit ihr hinaus, um über den Campus zu spazieren, und Jack ging einen »Freund« besuchen, wie er es nannte. Zay kannte diesen Code inzwischen – Jack würde nicht vor dem nächsten Morgen zurück sein. Als sie zum Abendessen nach Hause kamen, war Jack immer noch weg, also sahen sie einen Film und gingen ins Bett. Zay hatte arrangiert, auf einer Matte im Wohnzimmer zu schlafen und gab sein Zimmer Nevaeh für ihre eigene Privatsphäre. Er hörte sie sich im Badezimmer fertig machen, das Wasser laufen, ihre leisen Schritte auf dem Boden.

Am nächsten Morgen war Jack zurückgekehrt, und Zay erwachte und fand ihn dabei, Waffeln für Nevaeh zu machen. Der Duft von Vanille und Butter füllte die Küche, und Jack pfiff leise vor sich hin. Er trug nur Boxershorts und ein Tank-Top, seine Haare waren zerwühlt vom Schlaf, und Zay fragte sich kurz, wer die Glückliche gewesen war. Nevaeh saß am Küchentisch und erklärte das Projekt, das sie gemacht hatte, um ihre Abschlusskunstklasse zu beenden. Sie trug ein rosa Pyjama-Set, das ihre dunkle Haut zum Leuchten brachte, und ihre Haare waren zu einem lockeren Knoten hochgesteckt.

Jack, der wenig mehr über Kunst wusste als Zay, hörte mit einer ruhigen, ansprechenden Aufmerksamkeit zu, von der Zay wusste, dass Nevaeh sie schätzen würde. Seine Augen blieben auf ihrem Gesicht, und er stellte durchdachte Fragen über ihre Technik und Inspiration. Jack war gut darin, Menschen dazu zu bringen, sich in seiner Nähe wohl zu fühlen. Selbst die schüchterne Nevaeh war glücklich, jemanden zu finden, der sich für ihre Kunstwerke interessierte. Sie blühte unter seiner Aufmerksamkeit auf, ihre Wangen bekamen Farbe, ihre Stimme wurde lebendiger.

Es schien, dass Zays Sorgen, Nevaeh könnte Jacks Persönlichkeit abstoßend finden, unbegründet gewesen waren, und er war etwas überrascht, sie so bereitwillig mit Jack interagieren zu sehen, so bald nach ihrem ersten Treffen. Zay gesellte sich zu ihnen zum Frühstück, froh, dass Jack sich benahm und nicht seine übliche übertriebene Energiekraft war.

Stattdessen war er charmant und aufmerksam, stellte Nevaeh mehr Fragen zu ihren Kursen und schien sich für ihre Studienpläne und das zu interessieren, worauf sie sich am meisten freute zu lernen. »Kunst ist so ein wichtiges Feld«, sagte er und lehnte sich zurück in seinem Stuhl. »Die Welt braucht mehr Menschen wie dich, die Schönheit schaffen.«

Nach dem Frühstück spülte Jack das Geschirr, während Nevaeh und Zay sich darauf vorbereiteten, wieder hinauszugehen. Zay bemerkte, wie Jacks Rückenmuskeln sich bewegten, als er sich über das Spülbecken beugte, und fragte sich, ob Nevaeh das auch sah. Als sie aufbrachen, um die Stadt zu besuchen, lächelte Jack und sagte auf Wiedersehen, mehr zu ihr als zu Zay. »Habt Spaß da draußen«, sagte er und zwinkerte Nevaeh zu. »Und pass auf meinen Mitbewohner auf – er ist kostbar.«

Es war ein herrlicher Sommernachmittag, ein wolkenloser Himmel und helle Sonne, während sie ziellos durch die Straßen wanderten. Die Luft war warm und trocken, erfüllt vom Duft blühender Bäume und dem fernen Aroma von Grillrauch. Zay führte Nevaeh zu einigen der wichtigsten Touristenattraktionen, und sie aßen zu Mittag in einem Park mit Blick auf den Fluss. Das Wasser glitzerte im Sonnenlicht, und Enten schwammen träge zwischen den Seerosen. Sie war außergewöhnlich gut gelaunt, knipste Fotos von allem, was ihr Auge fing, und fragte Zay nach seiner Erfahrung mit der Stadt.

Ehrlich gesagt hatte er mehr Zeit auf dem Campus und zu Hause verbracht als draußen in der Stadt, aber das schien sie nicht zu stören. Sie waren beide im Herzen Stubenhocker, und Zay wusste, sie würde sich an das Universitätsleben genauso anpassen wie er, wenn nicht besser. »Es ist so schön hier«, sagte sie und lehnte sich auf der Parkbank zurück. »Ich kann es kaum erwarten, hier zu leben. Und Jack scheint wirklich nett zu sein.« Zay nickte und ignorierte das seltsame Stechen in seiner Brust bei der Erwähnung von Jacks Namen.

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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