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Chapter 1
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Klemens had hit the nail on the head with his prediction—Estefania would indeed question him after his fateful night with Charlotte. Her fingers gripped his wrists as she pressed him down onto his bed, her eyes glittering with curiosity like precious jewels in the flickering candlelight. He hesitated to reveal details—how Charlotte’s lips had parted, the gentle sounds she made. Yet what Estefania could extract from him and which emotions she skimmed from the surface of his consciousness made her smile triumphantly.

At this stage, he still harbored certain uncertainties about the situation, although his connection with Charlotte proved to be extremely fulfilling and tender. In the mornings, he awoke with the scent of her skin in his senses, the echo of her touches still warm on his body. He wanted to make her happy.

Estefania seemed to intend the same, despite her efforts to keep the relationship between herself and him alive. Her tongue glided over her lower lip when she spoke about Charlotte, as if savoring something sweet. Nevertheless, she was genuinely interested in seeing the connection between Klemens and Charlotte flourish, regardless of this ethical contradiction.

But succubi didn’t follow the same moral principles. Klemens still didn’t fully comprehend it, and it gave him headaches—the dull throbbing behind his temples when he pondered too long about the impossibility of loving two women simultaneously.

Still, he was determined to make it work. Besides... he certainly didn’t consider himself an “alpha male with magnetic attraction to women,” but who could honestly claim to be involved with two women at once? The thought made his ego swell, though feelings of shame gnawed at it.

Well, he couldn’t brag about it, since his relationship with Estefania had to remain hidden, and boasting made him feel dirty. Nevertheless, how many others? He suspected, not many. And that gave him a kind of twisted satisfaction, though it ranked below his relationship with Charlotte. After all, he really liked her—her laugh, how her eyes narrowed when she was concentrating. And he liked Estefania, for different reasons. The way she looked at him as if he were equally precious and dangerous.

He tried not to think about it too intensely.

About two weeks passed, and Klemens’ relationship with Charlotte continued to strengthen. He developed a certain pride in his ability to bring her to climax with his oral technique—how her thighs trembled around his head, how her fingers clutched at his hair. She too became more skilled, gaining experience and even experimenting a little. Just recently, she wanted to try anal sex, which surprised Klemens; not because he never expected Charlotte would try it, but because he had almost forgotten that ordinary people usually needed to make preparations. He constantly had to remind himself that Estefania wasn’t human and could effortlessly slide onto his member with her behind.

It turned out to be somewhat difficult, and Charlotte endured only a few thrusts before wanting to stop. Her eyes had filled with tears, yet her jaw had been determined. That surprised Klemens... but he wouldn’t complain.

Everything else they did felt wonderful. Estefania’s claims had been sincere; he wasn’t unresponsive to normal human pleasures. If anything, he had become more sensitive, which aligned with her assurances. Charlotte’s touches seemed to reach his nervous system more directly, more intensely than before.

Nevertheless, Estefania could do things no one else could... like coaxing an orgasm from him with a twelve-inch prehensile tongue. That was quite extraordinary. The memory of it made him swallow involuntarily.

However, about two days ago, Charlotte began to behave... strangely. They continued dating, and he even spent the night as the big spoon at her place after making her tremble. But she started watching him with a hint of suspicion, her eyes narrowing slightly when she thought he wasn’t looking. Of course, he panicked, but she wasn’t acting completely distant, which left him uncertain about what Charlotte intended.

What intensified his paranoia was the fact that Estefania had reported a similar kind of... mistrust from Charlotte. He feared Charlotte might have somehow figured things out, but he didn’t know how. Then, one day, things got a bit... crazy.

Klemens felt the urge to hurl his controller at the television. His knuckles were white with tension, and he remembered why he avoided multiplayer games; he preferred defeating opponents at a significantly higher ratio than being defeated himself. He quickly exited the game and decided to return to an RPG he was playing.

“Screw this crap,” he grumbled, while starting the other title and already feeling more relaxed, knowing he could easily load a save if something went wrong. His shoulders dropped.

Estefania watched him, reading a book and chuckling softly at Klemens’ frustrations. Her legs were folded beneath her, and she was careful not to appear too intrusive. Yet he felt her attention brush over him like warm fingers.

Her parents were absent again, for the first time in a while. Klemens expected Estefania to become forward, but noticed that since the beginning of their physical relationship, she was less suggestive during the day when her parents were away. Certainly, she often took advantage of the opportunity, but she tended to leave Klemens undisturbed rather than interrupting him to practically suck out his soul.

It was a good balance. Although she always lurked for a free moment to take a “sip.” Her tongue ran over her lips whenever she looked at him, as if already anticipating his taste.

However, just as he was about to start a new quest in the game, the doorbell rang. The sound tore through the peaceful atmosphere like a knife through silk. They weren’t expecting anyone, but it didn’t seem strange. Estefania went to the door, letting Klemens continue playing briefly before he heard the door open and Estefania exclaim in surprise.

“Charlotte?”

Klemens froze. His heart began racing as if trying to break out of his chest. Hastily, he paused the game and looked toward the front door as it closed. Indeed, Charlotte entered, casually dressed but appearing cooler than usual. Her gaze was sharper, more vigilant.

“Honey? I didn't know you were coming,” remarked Klemens, his voice an octave higher than usual.

“Because I didn't tell you. If you have a moment, I'd like to talk,” she said carefully. Her words sounded measured, controlled.

Klemens was now in full panic mode, though he concealed it as best he could. Sweat began forming on his forehead. The worst-case scenario was unfolding in his mind, and he pondered how he could explain it. Even Estefania seemed somewhat troubled, but she hid it more skillfully than he did. Her features remained calm, only her fingers twitched slightly.

Charlotte, however, strangely didn't look angry. That was almost more disturbing.

The three took seats at the counter, Klemens and Estefania on one side, Charlotte opposite them. Estefania fetched drinks for everyone, which Charlotte accepted. Her fingers gripped the glass tighter than necessary. After everyone had taken a sip, Charlotte decided to break the silence.

“So, I need to know... how long have you two been fucking?”

Klemens felt like his death was imminent. His stomach clenched, and he desperately searched his mind for something, anything, he could say to possibly defuse the situation. But Estefania spoke first, her voice calm as a still lake.

“What makes you think that?” she asked cautiously.

“Well, honestly, I had suspicions even before Klemens started dating me. I mean, I know you're stepsiblings, which is problematic, but Estefania, I know you're no Girl Scout, and I have observed how you two behave around each other,” Charlotte explained. Her gaze moved back and forth between them, probing.

Estefania looked embarrassed, Klemens was still panicking, but she seemed to understand better than he did what was happening. Her hands lay flat on the counter, relaxed despite the tension.

“You don't seem particularly angry, though,” Estefania replied.

“I probably would be if it weren't for the fact that you encouraged me to date him,” Charlotte responded. “After I had my suspicions. And I know you encouraged him to date me.”

At this point, Klemens chimed in, his confusion breaking through his panic.

“Wait, what?” He turned to Estefania, who looked slightly ashamed. A delicate blush colored her cheeks.

“I'm more curious than anything else. I know you're not a cruel person, Estefania, and Klemens,” she paused, turned to him and smiled gently, “you seem pretty sincere. So I'm really just curious why Estefania would want you to date me if you two were already involved. It's bizarre, and I know it's not maliciously intended.”

Klemens searched for an answer, but he slumped and groaned. His hands covered his face.

“I really don't know. Estefania is... peculiar,” Klemens summarized.

“I know she's peculiar, but this is pretty extreme,” Charlotte asserted. Her voice sounded calm, but her gaze remained sharp.

Estefania sighed and leaned back in her chair. Her fingers played with the rim of her glass.

“Klemens is lovable, stepbrother or not. But I didn't want to claim him all for myself, especially when I saw how you looked at him. I'm not trying to steal his heart. And I wanted to see both of you happy.”

Charlotte thought about this, her gaze moving between Estefania and Klemens as if solving a complicated puzzle.

“But you can understand why I'm so confused. I feel like I should be angry, like I should break up with Klemens and find a way to ban you from the store... but I'm not. Which really puzzles me. I've always considered myself open-minded, but this exceeds my expectations.”

Klemens felt his shoulders tense. Charlotte's words hung like a sword of Damocles in the air, ready to fall and shatter everything he and Estefania had built.

“Look, if it helps, and I doubt it does, I'm also pretty confused about it. I don't understand Estefania half the time, or how she can be so unusual, or how she managed to make it work and convince me it could function,” Klemens added. His voice sounded rougher than intended. “She's extraordinary, that's for sure.”

Charlotte laughed bitterly, a sound that made Klemens shudder. “I know she's extraordinary, half the suburb knows and admires her. Damn, I had a little crush on her at one point, and maybe I still do. So you can imagine I'm having a lot of conflicting thoughts right now.”

The air in the room seemed to grow thicker. Klemens noticed how Estefania leaned slightly forward, her eyes sparkling with an interest that bordered dangerously close to greed.

“Believe me, I know I have this effect on human--”

Estefania fell silent. The silence was deafening. Klemens felt his stomach tighten, an icy shiver ran down his spine. Charlotte stared at her, her gaze sharp as razor blades.

“Humans, I have this effect on humans,” Estefania hastily completed and tried to dismiss the slip. But Klemens heard the panic in her voice, thin and shrill beneath the feigned composure.

“What was that?” Charlotte pressed. Her voice had taken on a new sharpness, like a hunter who had caught the scent of blood.

“Just a figure of speech, nothing concerning,” Estefania dismissed. But her grip on the glass betrayed her true state through its slight trembling.

“Stop, you were going to say ‘humans.’ Slips happen when you’re thinking on two tracks, but in this serious situation, I can’t think of a second topic. Besides, nobody says ‘I have this effect on humans.’ People say ‘people.’ And Klemens is looking at you like he’s in shock. Estefania, what the hell are you hiding?”

Klemens felt trapped in a noose. His hands grew clammy, his heartbeat drumming wildly against his ribcage. Shit, shit, shit.

Estefania shot him a look, first reproachful, then resigned. Her shoulders slumped like a balloon from which all tension had escaped. A defeated sigh escaped her throat, sounding like the final breath of a dying creature.

“All right. Do you want to know the truth?” Her tone dropped to a barely audible whisper.

“Uh, yes?” Charlotte nodded incredulously, her face a mixture of demand and burning intensity. She leaned forward, her eyes blazing with thirst for knowledge.

“Okay... Charlotte, I’m not human. I’m a demon. A succubus, to be precise. No joke. Klemens can vouch for it.”

The words hit Klemens like a kick to the gut. He had rested his head on the counter, arms protectively crossed over it, as if this gesture could shield him from the approaching chaos. Nevertheless, he mumbled dully:

“She’s not lying...”

Everything is falling apart.

A leaden silence settled over the room. Klemens could only hear the rushing of his own blood, a dull pulsing in unison with his racing heart.

Charlotte remained motionless before a nervous laugh like shattering glass broke the silence.

“You can’t be serious,” she contradicted with a trembling voice.

“Are you sure?” Estefania challenged and rose smoothly. Her movements seemed fluid, predatory. Klemens groaned in agony and slowly turned his head to the side to peer over his arm. He suspected what would follow, and every fiber of his body tensed.

Estefania stepped back. The room seemed to shrink, the air crackling with tension. Then she relaxed, stretched slightly... her body distorted like an optical illusion that made Klemens blink as if his vision were blurred. A warm, golden glow enveloped her, then shapes unfolded on both sides of her body.

Klemens squeezed his eyelids shut, but couldn’t block out the gentle crackling of the unfolding wings, the soft rustling of leather and bone. When he opened his eyes again, Estefania stood before them in her full demonic appearance. Seductive and intimidating at once, her skin shimmered in the subdued kitchen light, her horns gleaming like polished volcanic stone.

Klemens felt no excitement, only the certainty of an impending disaster. His mouth was parched, his tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth. That’s it, he thought. Now it’s all over.

Even if Estefania erased Charlotte’s memory, he doubted his conscience would allow him to continue the relationship. Ironic, given his already questionable moral standards. The irony tasted bitter like absinthe.

“Oh my God...” Charlotte breathed, barely audible.

Here it comes, thought Klemens, bracing himself for an outburst of fear. He pressed his lips together, ready for screams, tears, and the inevitable end.

“... this is incredible!”

The exclamation made Klemens freeze, then his head jerked up. His eyes widened in disbelief. Even Estefania looked stunned, her wings twitching with irritation.

“...excuse me?” the succubus managed to say. Both exchanged confused glances before looking at Charlotte, whose enthusiastic, awestruck expression contradicted all expectations. Her cheeks glowed, her eyes sparkled with excitement.

“You really weren’t lying. You really are a demon! Holy shit, this is insane!”

Klemens blinked in confusion. What the hell?

“Aren’t you fucking terrified?” he croaked in disbelief.

Charlotte turned to him with frantic movements, gesticulating wildly.

“Yes, of course I’m scared, but this... this is unbelievable. And somehow fantastic. And you just look so damn good!”

This energy was atypical for Charlotte; certainly she was lively, but her enthusiasm exceeded all expectations. Her eyes shone like those of a child on Christmas morning. Klemens didn’t know this side of her, and it confused him more than anything else.

“And it doesn’t bother you... that I’m supposedly a soul-eating, life-sucking creature from hell?” Estefania ventured with a questioning look. Her wings folded slightly, as if wanting to diminish her presence.

“Well... I don’t hear about people dying or withering away for no reason, do I? Here or elsewhere,” Charlotte argued with frighteningly sober logic.

Estefania sought Klemens’ gaze, eyebrows raised.

“She’s right,” Estefania agreed. Klemens gave her a fleeting glance before turning to Charlotte. His head was still reeling from this unexpected turn.

“You're taking this surprisingly calmly, Charlotte,” he remarked, his voice dripping with disbelief.

“I told you I was tolerant,” she countered with an almost mischievous grin.

“This goes way beyond tolerance... but better than complete panic.”

“Hardly, I want to know everything. Literally everything.” Charlotte’s eyes glowed with thirst for knowledge like those of a researcher on the brink of a groundbreaking discovery.

“Everything?” Estefania asked hesitantly. The tip of her tail twitched nervously.

“Everything,” Charlotte confirmed with an almost hungry intensity.

Estefania sighed, her shoulders visibly relaxing. What followed was an abbreviated yet comprehensive explanation about Estefania’s nature, her connection to Klemens, the relationship between her mother and Klemens’ father, and the concept of ‘soulmates’ for lust demons. She explained her need to seduce, enchant, and feed from mortals to satisfy her own lust and survive, which she reveled in. She elaborated on how her nature drove her to bring Klemens and Charlotte together, and briefly touched on how demons didn’t quite match the biblical portrayal and whether God existed was anyone’s own conjecture. At some point, she mentioned how her kind had been hunted generations ago because of the atrocities committed by the more monstrous specimens.

Klemens observed Charlotte throughout the entire explanation. She appeared captivated, absorbing every detail with intense curiosity and awe. Her eyes never left Estefania, as if studying every nuance of her expression. The succubus’s revelation had completely shattered her thinking and swept aside any possible anger or pain.

“This is incredible...” Charlotte whispered when Estefania had finished. She turned to Klemens with an envious smile that made him shudder. “I can’t believe you’re in a relationship like this, it must be like a dream come true.”

“I’m not sure if it’s a dream or a nightmare right now,” Klemens admitted. His voice sounded tired, drained from the emotional rollercoaster. “Because yes, being the soulmate of one of the most seductive beings imaginable is indeed pretty fantastic. But... I have no idea where we stand right now.”

Charlotte paused, her face thoughtful. Her fingers drummed lightly on the counter, a rhythmic tapping that underscored the tension in the room.

“You know... I should actually be hurt and angry, but honestly, I’m not. You never seemed wrong, neither did you, Estefania. It’s strange, but... somehow it makes a twisted kind of sense.”

“Really?” Estefania and Klemens asked simultaneously, their voices merging in perfect unison.

“I had feelings for you, you were my friend, you slept with him as your stepbrother, but you see bonds differently, don’t you?”

Estefania shook her head, her horns gleaming in the light.

“Not really. I want you both to be together, it fills me with joy. And it increases my desire for Klemens... and for you, though I’ve kind of left you alone. I consider you a good friend, as strange as that sounds – you’d think I’d want to seduce you more than the average person.”

Klemens felt a pull in his stomach. Estefania’s gaze toward Charlotte had changed – more intense, hungrier.

“Well...” Charlotte fell silent, lowering her gaze with slightly reddened cheeks. Her skin glowed rosy in the dim light. “I admitted to having had a crush on you just before... if Klemens is okay with it, I wouldn’t mind.”

She smiled, but Klemens noticed how Estefania’s slit pupils dilated, like a cat ready to pounce. Such an invitation was hard to resist. The tip of her tail whipped once through the air before wrapping around her leg.

“I need a drink,” Klemens muttered, having already emptied his. He rose on shaky legs and went to the sink. The cold water on his palms pulled him back to reality. He filled his glass with water and drank in large gulps, as if it could wash away his confusion.

“And if you both agree, perhaps a little threesome might be appealing...”

Klemens almost choked on his water. The words hung in the air like both a promise and a threat.


Chapter 2
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Klemens choked mid-drink, spitting his water into the sink, gasping in astonishment. The cool liquid ran down his chin as he struggled for breath.

“What?!” he forced out between watering eyes and coughing fits. His voice sounded hoarse and incredulous.

“‘What’, what? It’s not any more unusual than your previous activities,” Charlotte replied with a casual shrug, as if discussing the weather forecast.

“Do you have any idea how often Estefania has hinted at that?” Klemens retorted, now somewhat less choked. He wiped his damp lips with the back of his hand. “I always thought she was just teasing me, even though I knew she was serious. The idea sounded tempting, but I never believed it would become reality, and now you come up with this? I’m losing my mind.” His voice nearly cracked on the last words.

“Are you always this dramatic?” Charlotte chided with rolling eyes, though her smile betrayed her amusement.

“Just ignore Klemens,” Estefania interjected, leaning casually against the counter. “You’re taking this much more calmly than either of us expected, but Klemens tends to be cautious. I’m sure you know him well enough by now – he’s just a bit overwhelmed at the moment.” Her fingers played absentmindedly with a strand of hair.

“Just a little...” Klemens agreed as he sat back down, his face flushed from choking. His heart was still pounding wildly against his ribcage.

“Can’t blame you. Maybe I am a bit depraved, but seriously, is it so wrong?” Charlotte leaned forward, her eyes sparkling with a mixture of nervousness and excitement. “I know you won’t ‘take’ Klemens from me, especially since you were so intent on us getting together, and I know you see relationships differently, and... well, if it’s you two, it really doesn’t bother me.” She smiled, but Klemens just stared in confusion, his lips slightly parted.

“Open-minded seems almost an understatement...” he muttered. His fingers drummed nervously on the counter. Then he sighed and slapped his palms on the surface. “Screw it, why not? As long as nobody gets hurt, no problem, right?” The words escaped him before he’d properly thought them through.

“That’s more like it~” Estefania teased, her voice like liquid honey. Charlotte giggled and shifted restlessly in her seat, her cheeks turning a delicate pink.

“So... when do we want to start?” asked Charlotte. Klemens was gradually realizing that she was far more adventurous than he had ever suspected. As his usual panic subsided, he began to feel the allure of the situation.

“Now would be perfect~ Mom and Dad will be gone for quite a while longer~” Estefania suggested, slowly licking her lips. Her eyes glittered with diabolical pleasure.

Charlotte’s face glowed more intensely, an excited huff escaping her. Her fingers played nervously with her hem. Then she turned to Klemens, her gaze a mixture of shyness and desire.

“Will you show me how you do it with your stepsister~?” Charlotte teased back, her voice trembling slightly with anticipation.

Klemens rolled his eyes but managed a smile. His tension began to fade, replaced by growing anticipation.

“Trust me, she’ll take the lead,” Klemens assured her, which made Estefania giggle devilishly. The sound sent pleasant shivers down his spine.

Charlotte smiled, looking back and forth between them, grinning expectantly. Her eyes shone with a mixture of curiosity and barely restrained lust.

“I can hardly wait~”

The trio made their way to Estefania’s room. Klemens felt his palms growing damp as they climbed the stairs. Once in the room, Estefania skillfully pulled out a hidden part of the bed. The sleeping surface transformed into a significantly larger terrain.

“I didn’t know about that,” Klemens remarked as he stared at the expanded sleeping area.

“Well, I don’t exactly host threesomes on it regularly. This will actually be its premiere for that,” Estefania countered with a mischievous grin.

“I feel honored~” Charlotte joked. She snuck up behind Klemens and breathed a playful kiss on his neck. Her lips felt velvety and warm against his skin. He shuddered and already felt his growing arousal... and Estefania seized the moment, her tail brushing over his groin area, making him tremble even more violently. The double touch took his breath away.

Estefania turned slowly and removed her clothing with seductive elegance. Each of her movements was calculated, hypnotizing. Charlotte stared as if spellbound and bit her lower lip in excited tension, her gaze following every revealed curve. Suddenly her face brightened as something occurred to her.

“Oh, I don’t have any condoms or--”

Estefania silenced her with a gentle fingertip on her lips. The touch was feather-light but firm.

“Do you trust me~?” asked Estefania with that luxurious, demonic seductive power, her voice deep and velvety.

Charlotte nodded silently, her eyes wide with fascination.

“Then don’t worry, we don’t need any~ As long as I’m here, I can guarantee that no one will get pregnant~ We don’t have to dampen the sensations~” Her words carried a supernatural certainty.

Charlotte nodded again and giggled nervously as Estefania let her finger glide over Charlotte’s lips with a deliberately sensual gesture. The movement left an electric tingling.

Estefania leaned back on the enlarged bed, her naked skin shimmering in the subdued light. With an inviting gesture, she beckoned the other two to join her, to share in her nakedness. Her movements were fluid and seductive.

Klemens decided to take the initiative and undress Charlotte. His hands glided over her body, tracing her contours and pulling her close. He caressed and embraced her with tender affection, eliciting a purr as she nestled against him. Her skin felt warm and velvety beneath his fingers.

It seemed bizarre when he considered how close their relationship had been to failing earlier, yet she showed no concern anymore. Instead, she snuggled against him, her hands exploring his body with growing boldness.

Estefania watched the spectacle with hungry eyes as Klemens removed each piece of Charlotte’s clothing, one after another, slowly and lustfully. Meanwhile, she touched herself in a seductive manner, letting her hands glide over her breasts and twirling her nipples between thumb and forefinger. She stroked her inner thighs with one palm, letting her fingers slide along her vulva, while skillfully using her tail to pull one of her labia aside. After her hand passed, her wet, rosy pussy was revealed, glistening with arousal.

Klemens and Charlotte couldn’t help but watch, their own movements slowing in fascination. Yet they were eager to shower each other with pleasure. Charlotte turned to pull Klemens into a passionate kiss, her tongue pressing forward to meet his. Her hands began to return the favor, removing his remaining clothes and enclosing his throbbing member with a deliberate sequence of movements. She gave him a few teasing strokes, feeling him grow even harder under her touch.

But they couldn’t ignore Estefania forever. With a conspiratorial giggle, Charlotte pulled Klemens to the bed. They crawled onto it, taking positions on either side of Estefania. She loosely enveloped them with a wing, its leathery membrane surprisingly warm and soft. She enclosed them and drew them somewhat closer, while her hands went exploring. Charlotte gasped softly as the succubus cupped one of her breasts, skilled fingers playing with the sensitive skin. A concentrated breath escaped Klemens as his stepsister briefly caressed his testicles, her touch feather-light yet electrifying.

Then Estefania turned to Klemens and grinned broadly, her eyes glowing with demonic anticipation.

“Shall I show her what kind of ‘kiss’ I can do~?” she suggested, her voice an octave lower than usual.

Klemens returned the mischievous smile, his own arousal growing at the thought of what was to come.

“Well, she was quite excited about your succubus nature... let’s show her what that really means~” Klemens agreed, his voice rough with desire.

Estefania laughed deeply and wickedly at this tacit consent, the sound vibrating through her chest. Then she turned to Charlotte and stroked the other girl’s cheek with her fingertips. Her skin radiated supernatural warmth.

The two sank into mutual eye contact, the air between them crackling with tension. Then they leaned forward into a kiss. Charlotte let out a luxurious moan and literally melted into Estefania’s embrace, as if a deeply hidden, burning desire was finally being fulfilled. Her secret crush on Estefania, which she had maturely suppressed, was now bearing fruit in a way she had never dared to dream.

The situation became even more surreal as Charlotte’s eyes widened in surprise. Klemens watched as her cheek bulged outward, knowing that Estefania’s inhumanly long tongue was at work. The snake-like organ explored Charlotte’s mouth with a thoroughness that defied any human anatomy. Charlotte’s eyes rolled upward as she succumbed to the demonic muscle. A sight that Klemens thoroughly enjoyed. He stroked his cock to maintain his erection, though hardly any effort was necessary. Estefania supported him in this, albeit unconsciously – her tail slithered over his leg and wound around his member at the root, complementing his own efforts with skillful, pulsating movements.

Charlotte’s eyes widened again, more intensely than before, as a small gag escaped her... and a rhythmic bulge appeared in her throat. The movement was clearly visible beneath her delicate skin.

It was equally surreal and incredibly erotic to watch as Estefania’s tongue penetrated deep into Charlotte’s throat and threatened to completely trigger her gag reflex. Although the time she had spent with Klemens’s cock had prepared her well for such situations.

She seemed to enjoy Estefania’s tongue, even if her throaty murmurs were interrupted by occasional gagging sounds. Her fingers clutched at the sheet, not from discomfort, but from pure ecstasy.

Finally, Estefania pulled back as Charlotte began to cough. As their lips parted, Estefania’s tongue retracted inch by inch in its supple length, writhing provocatively as Charlotte coughed and gasped for air. The sheer dimension of the demonic organ was impressive. She recovered and fixed Estefania with an awestruck gaze, her lips reddened and swollen.

“That was... different... incredible...” she managed, her voice hoarse from the intense experience.

“That’s just the beginning~” Estefania assured her, as she once again cupped Charlotte’s cheek. Her fingers radiated warmth, almost hot against Charlotte’s skin. Klemens recognized what would follow as he saw Estefania’s gentle aura forming. An expression of mild surprise spread across Charlotte’s face, then her jaw opened, seemingly against her will, as if controlled by an invisible force.

Klemens watched, fascinated, as an aura formed around Charlotte’s body, swirling vortices of shimmering light slowly drawn toward Estefania’s energetic veil. A surging, gaseous stream of cloudy light poured from Charlotte’s throat, a writhing current that was sucked directly into Estefania’s waiting gullet. The energy pulsed and danced between them.

He had never seen it from this perspective... and had to admit, it was both disturbing and hellishly erotic. Especially seeing Charlotte’s eyes roll upward again and begin to tremble, her pupils dilated from overwhelming sensation. Unable to moan, instead escaping gasping breaths and small gagging sounds that gave the impression she was struggling for air.

But her expression, her quivering body, her grip on the sheet... she felt nothing but ecstasy. Her back arched as waves of pleasure flowed through her.

Estefania leaned forward and their lips met again, the succubus moaning pleasurably into Charlotte’s mouth. The sound vibrated between them, intensifying the supernatural connection.

Finally, Estefania pulled back, both gasping for breath, with Charlotte panting more heavily. A tiny thread of energy snaked from Charlotte’s lips into Estefania’s mouth, which she devoured with a savoring flick of her tongue.

For a moment, Estefania appeared dazed, her eyes shining more intensely than before. Klemens leaned toward her, supporting his girlfriend with a warm hand on her back.

Charlotte looked stunned, needing a moment to collect herself. Her entire body was still trembling.

“Wow... that was... insane...” she managed between heavy breaths. “Totally wild. Kind of disturbing... but at the same time unbelievably good...” Her voice sounded weak, yet full of admiration.

With a questioning but deeply impressed look, she turned to Klemens.

“She does this with you all the time?” she asked, her gaze slightly clouded.

“Hardly a kiss without her taking a sip,” Klemens replied, looking at Estefania. “Or you suck on my cock and it feels like you’re drawing my soul out through it.” His words mixed complaint with secret enthusiasm.

Estefania smiled diabolically, her teeth gleaming in the dim light.

“Because it makes you soft as wax~ And don’t pretend that even my little sips, which barely weaken you, don’t make every fiber of your body tingle~” the succubus teased, while her fingers playfully danced across Klemens’ chest.

“I can only confirm that,” Charlotte praised breathlessly. “Just... please don’t drain me completely, okay?” A nervous laugh accompanied her request.

“Wouldn’t dream of it, Charlotte” Estefania assured seductively, her hand stroking Charlotte’s arm reassuringly. Then she threw Klemens a wicked look, her eyes sparkling devilishly. “Of course, our dear Klemens here can handle far more~”

The realization hit Klemens too late. A flash of understanding shot through him – her demonic eyes were already glowing with that hunting hunger he knew all too well. He could barely utter a surprised protest, his voice stifled before her hot hands cupped his cheeks.

Her fingers burned on his skin like liquid fire. She pushed him back, supporting him with her wing – the leathery appendage enveloping him like a dark cocoon – while her face hovered above his. The shadow of her silhouette swallowed the light, and all he could perceive were her glowing eyes, fixing him like prey.

Before he could react, her lips sealed his. The contact was electric – their auras formed around both of them, merging into a pulsating energy network. The sensation of his life force winding out of his body made him twitch with pleasure. It felt like a warm current flowing through his veins while simultaneously being sucked out of him.

He arched up powerlessly, his muscles barely obeying him anymore, while Estefania pressed her lips greedily against his. Her tongue teased his, playing a dangerous game between seduction and dominance, while his energy flowed around both their bodies like molten gold.

Meanwhile, Charlotte stared, captivated and hypnotized by the spectacle of Estefania’s predatory lust for her stepbrother. Her pupils dilated with fascination and arousal. But... she didn’t seem willing to remain inactive.

Klemens caught a glimpse of her with a mischievous expression – her lips formed a knowing smile before she disappeared from his field of vision. His sight blurred from Estefania’s extraction, but he immediately felt his member being enclosed by two warm hands. Charlotte’s fingers gently wrapped around his shaft, caressing and pumping with practiced precision, while Estefania’s own phallus withdrew to give Charlotte space.

His girlfriend shamelessly exploited his vulnerability. One hand slid from his rod to his testicles, cupping and caressing them, squeezing them gently, pulling with the perfect mixture of tenderness and determination to stimulate his production. The touch sent shock waves through his body.

Then her lips touched his tip, carefully enclosing the sensitive glans. Her tongue circled around his slit and rounded his helmet with a skill that made him tremble. She had learned since they’d been together, had studied his weaknesses and mastered them skillfully. And since Estefania made him hypersensitive to any erotic stimulation, Charlotte immediately made him drip in conjunction with Estefania’s extraction.

How could he resist this dual attack? Two women simultaneously was incredible – a demonic succubus drinking his soul, and his human girlfriend worshipping his body.

Estefania dosed her extraction, modulating the flow like a musician with her instrument. She made sure he neither exploded too early nor lost too much strength, though she weakened him enough that he could barely move his arms. Helplessly he lay there while the two women worked on him, a willing victim of their coordinated lust.

Charlotte took him deeper into her mouth, turning her head slightly and pumping the root of his member with the hand still clinging to it. Her other hand ceaselessly pampered his testicles, rolling them between her fingers like precious jewels.

He imagined what it would be like with two succubi, extracting him from both ends with their lips... he doubted he would survive that. The thought alone made him shudder.

Charlotte made him twitch, letting him gently thrust into her warm, moist mouth. His girlfriend paused only briefly to breathe, her cheeks flushed from the effort, before continuing her fellatio with renewed fervor.

Estefania, on the other hand, didn’t really need to breathe and instead thrust her inhumanly long tongue into his throat while continuing to drain him. The demonic tongue penetrated deeper than any human one ever could, filling him up and claiming him completely.

He gagged slightly, his body rebelling against the unnatural invasion, but he wouldn’t throw up. Estefania had thoroughly suppressed this reaction after all this time – further proof of her supernatural control over his physical responses.

Her tongue penetrated deeply, and after seeing what it looked like with Charlotte, the image of how he himself must look aroused him even more and made him soft as wax in Estefania’s grip. He heard her softly moaning with pleasure, a deep, guttural sound that vibrated through her chest – a two-way path of stimulation, though he was receiving far more than she was.

The extraction made Charlotte impossible to ignore. His cock was hypersensitive, every nerve pathway electrically charged, and the touch of her lips, firmly closed around his girth, bobbing and turning, was truly heavenly. Her tongue danced around his glans, painting patterns of pleasure on his flesh.

He already felt a load building inside him, hot and urgent, ready to explode into Charlotte's mouth. Her satisfied murmurs only intensified this—vibrations that hummed through his cock like harp strings.

Soon she was barely pumping his shaft anymore, just enough to maintain her grip around the base, while her lips and tongue polished the rest of his cock. She moved from his tip downward, until her clutching hand stopped her, in a perfect rhythm of devotion.

The pressure built rapidly, like steam in a boiler, and suddenly he exploded in ecstatic bliss.

A surge of pleasure shot through him as his spiritual barriers shattered like glass—a wave of energy flooded his stepsister like a storm of power, while a stream of sperm filled his girlfriend’s mouth. He arched uncontrollably, his body out of control, moaning like a wounded animal.

Charlotte rode out his climax with the patience of a saint, pressing her lips firmly and pushing them to her fist. Her tongue lashed the underside of his shaft as additional, albeit gentle, stimulation, milking every drop from him.

She swallowed everything down with audible sounds, only releasing him when he stopped spurting. Estefania took this as a sign to end the extraction and free his lips... demonstratively showcasing how she pulled the inhuman length of her tongue from Klemens’ throat so Charlotte could see it. She retracted it into her mouth and licked her lips with a deep, satisfied rumble that resembled the purr of a large predatory cat.

Charlotte opened her mouth, showing no semen—she had swallowed everything like the perfect lover. Then she giggled as Estefania caressed her cheek with a tenderness that contrasted with her demonic nature.

“A girl after my own taste, who seizes the opportunity when a man is vulnerable~” praised Estefania, her voice still rough from the extraction.

“Well, it’s a threesome, right? Would be a waste if we didn’t all participate,” Charlotte replied, eliciting an appreciative chuckle from Estefania that sounded like tinkling bells.

Klemens groaned, slowly recovering from the temporary weakness caused by his orgasm and Estefania’s extraction. Despite his exhaustion, he thirsted for revenge, for the chance to turn the tables.

“Yes, but that works both ways, darling,” said Klemens with a cunning look at Estefania. His eyes sparkled with the same hunting intensity she had shown him. “And Sof here can do much more with that tongue than just give you the deepest French kiss of all time.”

As if in silent agreement, Estefania licked her lips—a slow, sensual movement—and suddenly pushed Charlotte onto the bed. She squealed and giggled in surprise and excitement, a delicious sound like music to Klemens’ ears. He already anticipated what other sounds would come from Charlotte’s mouth in the next moments, and he would savor each one like a fine wine.

Estefania drew tantalizing licks and kisses down Charlotte’s body, leaving a trail of adoration on her skin until she arrived between the girl’s thighs. Her hands gripped firmly around Charlotte’s hips for support, as if Charlotte would buck like a rodeo bull—which, Klemens thought with amusement, was probably not far from the truth.

At first, they were just teasing kisses, wet smacks on Charlotte’s already aroused vulva. Estefania brushed her soft lips over her mound, dotted Charlotte’s inner thighs with playful kisses before moving on to slow licks or fleeting strokes of her tongue. Each touch was calculated, designed to drive Charlotte crazy.

Charlotte began to sigh with pleasure, her voice already breathless, but Klemens wanted more. So he crawled beside her, his own arousal awakening again, and began to caress her breasts. Carefully, he cupped Charlotte’s supple mounds, circled his thumbs over her perky nipples, traced her areolas. He switched from thumbs to index fingers in a smooth rotation of his hands, each movement precise and purposeful.

He gently kneaded her breasts, admiring how his fingers sank into her flesh, the little dimples they formed. And of course, he enjoyed the soft gasps from her lips, though he suspected that Estefania with her devilish tongue down there was doing the main work.

He pressed Charlotte’s breasts together, playfully pulled them apart, grasped them more firmly, gently teased her nipples with his palms. He was careful not to apply too much pressure—he wanted to arouse her, not hurt her. Then he leaned forward and began to worship her bosom with his mouth; kisses, licks, gentle strokes of his lips that wandered down the lower petal, and slow but enthusiastic tastings that worked their way up to her peak.

Charlotte’s breathing accelerated, becoming shallower and more urgent, her fingers clawing at the sheets. The smile on her lips broke apart, interrupted by voluptuous moans as Estefania slowly increased the intensity—her tongue now dancing against Charlotte’s clitoris with the precision of a virtuoso.

Klemens circled Charlotte’s nipple tips with his tongue, touching the hard bud at regular intervals with practiced dexterity. The many hours with Estefania had made him a master of these intimate touches, which Charlotte confirmed with every trembling breath.

“D-Damn...” she whispered, her voice already broken by desire. “Now I understand where you learned that... fuuuck~!”

Klemens suppressed his laughter and devoted himself entirely to the task of making her whimper. He completely enclosed the nipple with his lips, sucked powerfully and let his tongue circle around the sensitive tip, while his hand molded the other breast like precious dough.

Meanwhile, Estefania became greedier, her demonic nature breaking through. She changed her strategy and penetrated between Charlotte’s wet folds with her tongue. The sight was simultaneously offensive and breathtakingly beautiful.

At first, the succubus held back, not penetrating deeper than a human tongue could have, but even that was enough to draw high, melodic tones from Charlotte’s throat.

Klemens switched to the other breast, moistened the rosy tip with saliva and hummed with pleasure. The sucking itself didn’t particularly excite him physically, but the emotional enjoyment was undeniable... and when Charlotte gently buried her fingers in his hair and held the back of his head, he increased his eagerness even more, letting his tongue dance over her skin with enthusiasm.

But he knew he couldn’t compete with Estefania as her tongue began to elongate and penetrate deep into Charlotte’s loins. It twisted and curved like a living snake, pressing against the sensitive walls, stimulating the nerve bundles with surgical precision, probably even teasing her cervix, until Charlotte’s body trembled with lust... and the words she uttered were pure ecstasy.

“Oh my God!” she screamed, her voice high and desperate. “Oh my God, oh my God! Fuck!”

She didn’t try to stop Estefania. She didn’t want them to stop. She wanted to ride the approaching wave and clawed almost painfully into Klemens’s scalp. But he continued his caress of her breasts, a small pleasure compared to the insane stimulation from Estefania; nevertheless it overwhelmed her senses, and he enjoyed Charlotte’s quick, gasping breaths of pleasure.

She began to tremble like a leaf in a storm, and Estefania held her thighs with superhuman strength, ensuring that Charlotte’s pleasurable writhing couldn’t take her hips out of reach of the demonic mouth.

From the corner of his eye, Klemens noticed ethereal streams flowing like liquid light across Charlotte’s body—a sign that Estefania was tasting the girl’s essence while simultaneously amplifying her euphoria. A vicious cycle of pleasure.

It was too much for Charlotte, an overload of all senses, and with an ecstatic cry she began to shake violently. She clawed at Klemens’s scalp, her nails digging deep, while waves of pleasure raced through her body. Her bucking hips couldn’t escape Estefania’s hungry feeding.

Only when Charlotte stopped trembling and transitioned into heavy, rhythmic breathing, her body finally relaxed, did both end their oral assault on the overwhelmed girl. Estefania withdrew her tongue in its inhuman length from Charlotte’s loins, taking with it a thin thread of love juice and a final wisp of energy with an obscene curve of her tongue tip. She sucked both into her waiting mouth and licked her lips seductively, giggling like a cat that had just devoured the canary.

“Imagine if I had sucked you harder~” Estefania teased, her voice like warm honey dripping over sharp blades.

Charlotte placed a hand over her forehead, her fingers still trembling from the aftershocks. Beads of sweat glistened at her temples, and her breath came in irregular bursts, as if she needed to hold onto reality.

“That was... incredible. I’ve never experienced such feelings. Nothing can penetrate so deeply and move like that... and that... yes, if you had sucked harder, I would have gone insane. It was strange, when I came—” Her voice failed, as if she became aware of how uninhibited she had become.

“The draining became more intense?” Klemens guessed, watching as Charlotte’s body still quivered in small waves. “That happens when you have an orgasm—the spiritual barriers around your soul practically collapse... much more can be sucked out and it feels indescribable~”

“Makes it easier for us to feed on our prey” Estefania added, licking her lips with agonizing slowness. “The orgasm is intense enough, but the fallen barriers amplify the pleasure, intensify the climax and further paralyze them with stimulation they don’t wish to end”

Charlotte laughed weakly, a sound between exhaustion and incredulous joy.

“Haha... of course... you could conquer the world with that...” she joked, her eyes still clouded from the aftereffects.

“Well, since you mention it...” Estefania began teasingly, her red eyes flashing dangerously playful.

“Don’t give her ideas,” Klemens muttered half-jokingly, though his pulse raced at the thought.

Charlotte giggled again and then sighed, her breathing normalizing as she sat up. Her movements were still unsteady, like a newborn taking its first steps.

“That was amazing... but I want more~” The confession escaped her before she could hold it back.

Estefania grinned devilishly and gently cupped Charlotte’s chin. Her fingers felt hot, almost burning on Charlotte’s heated skin.

“Oh, there’s much more coming~” Estefania assured, while giving Klemens a knowing look, a gaze full of unspoken promises.

He grinned back; Estefania wouldn’t claim all the glory for herself. Not tonight.

Of course, Klemens wasn’t prepared for what Estefania did next; she began drawing demonic runes in the air, her fingers twirling in graceful, precise movements and forming symbols of a language Klemens could not possibly understand. The air itself seemed to crackle, as if permeated by invisible electricity.

Charlotte watched the display of magical arts, fascinated. The runes glowed in a faint, pulsating red and cast dancing shadows over their three bodies. Then Estefania ‘grabbed’ the runes with her palms, her hands briefly glowing before she reached down and firmly grasped Charlotte’s breasts, making her gasp for air.

And then moan with surprising intensity, the girl twitching her legs against the sheets, while a pink-red shimmer radiated from beneath Estefania’s palms. The heat was almost unbearable, like liquid fire flowing gently over her skin. When Estefania removed her hands, pentagrams glowed faintly on Charlotte’s breasts, smaller demonic characters and glyphs lined the outer edge between the star points, with a single symbol pulsing like a heartbeat exactly in the middle.

Charlotte moaned and cupped her own breasts, twitching with pleasure as if each touch were an electric shock of pure bliss.

“Wow... what did you do?” she asked, her voice breathless with amazement and growing arousal.

“A temporary enchantment that makes the affected area so sensitive to pleasure that it becomes orgasmic~ Perfect for spicing up some more... foreplay-oriented techniques~”

The last part was partially directed at Klemens with a mischievous grin that promised this was just the beginning. And Klemens seemed to understand what she meant, his body responding instinctively to the unspoken invitation.

He positioned himself over Charlotte’s body, careful not to put too much weight on her, his muscles tense to maintain balance. Charlotte quickly recognized his intention as he gently slid his manhood between her breasts, the warm hardness of his shaft against her enchanted skin.

“Oh wow... I get it~” said Charlotte, more than ready to try this new idea, her eyes shining with anticipation.

She carefully cupped her breasts, flinching—not from pain, but from the pleasant hypersensitivity. Every touch sent waves of pleasure through her body, more intense than anything she had ever experienced. She gently enclosed Klemens's shaft with her breasts, moaned softly, and began to pump, her movements hesitant at first, then growing bolder.

Her gasps were delicious, and Klemens began to appreciate Estefania's superhuman nature even more if she could master such tricks. The way Charlotte responded to every slightest touch was intoxicating.

Of course, Charlotte moved slowly and carefully, lacking lubrication. That soon changed when Estefania appeared between the lovers, grinning at both like a predator with its prey, before unfurling her inhumanly long tongue. She slithered it with slow, lustful grace between Charlotte's breasts, the warm, moist surface gliding over the enchanted skin and making Charlotte cry out from the sudden intensity. Then she wrapped it around Klemens's shaft with the same slow obscenity, moistening his flesh before slowly withdrawing her tongue, leaving behind a glistening trail of wetness so the two could continue.

“Even that felt wonderful...” murmured Charlotte as she pressed a little more firmly and began to pump just a bit faster, her voice hoarse with desire.

Klemens, however, saw that it was somewhat difficult from her position... and he wanted to move. His hips twitched with suppressed urge.

So he gently took Charlotte's hands, silently indicating to let him take the lead, which she did, gasping excitedly as Klemens grabbed her breasts and became somewhat rougher. His palms felt hot and possessive on her enchanted skin.

He experimentally touched her nipples, and she howled from the intense stimulation, her back arching off the bed.

“M-Maybe a little gentler, okay?” Charlotte suggested sheepishly, her cheeks glowing with embarrassment over her intense reaction.

“Of course, sorry,” replied Klemens with a smile, his eyes full of tenderness despite the lust burning in them. Charlotte returned it and giggled, and Klemens began to slowly move his hips, sliding between Charlotte's breasts and eliciting lustful sighs from her.

He moaned softly, his gaze wandering between his member luxuriously gliding between Charlotte's breasts and the expressions of joy and arousal on her face, while his girlfriend reached up to caress his sides. Her fingernails gently scratched across his ribs, leaving fine red traces of passion.

The scent of sex filled the room... mingled with Estefania's succubus pheromones, which kept their arousal at peak levels. The air itself seemed thick and heavy, saturated with desire and the sweet aroma of sin.

And as for Estefania, he felt her arms wrapping around him from behind, gently spreading across his chest muscles and teasingly stroking his nipples, making him inhale sharply. Her skin burned like fire against his back.

Her lips touched his earlobe, and a gentle breath tickled it, sending shivers of excitement down his neck.

“I want to ravage both of you now” she whispered, loud enough for Charlotte to hear, her voice rough with desire. “Having you two here, being in my true form, ignites my lust. I want to suck you both until you pass out, I want to see you trembling beneath me~”

Her almost predatory warning didn't frighten Klemens as much as it aroused him. What once frightened him about her now possessed a dangerous attraction, like a moth drawn to a flame that could burn it. And by the way Charlotte bit her lower lip, her teeth digging into the soft flesh, she too seemed enticed by the sensual threat.

But with a teasing lick of his earlobe, Estefania giggled and withdrew, her warmth leaving his back and leaving him strangely empty.

“But I won't do that... at least, perhaps, not yet~ We'll see~ I want all of us to enjoy this moment together... this lust, the three of us... it's something special to me~”

Klemens knew this certainly wasn't Estefania's first threesome... and probably the smallest 'group' she had ever seduced. He could only imagine how many others she had lured into her webs.

But hearing that it was something special for her... he knew it was sincere, and that touched him deeply. In her red eyes, he saw something that went beyond lust—something that almost looked like affection.


Chapter 3
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He could hardly imagine what his former self would have said to this sight — watching as his stepsister and his girlfriend lost themselves in passionate embrace.

To hell with his old self.

Charlotte’s gasping grew more intense, her voice breaking into small, yearning sounds as Estefania pressed deeper against her. The friction between their entwined bodies increased — Estefania rubbing against the other girl’s mound, letting their swollen pearls dance together, while her demonic member wound sinuously between Charlotte’s thighs, teasing her wet entrance. Each touch sent electrifying waves through both bodies.

Klemens, meanwhile, had to content himself with the delicate, tingling energy currents emanating from Estefania’s fingertips that made his skin tingle, while her teasing caresses on his nipples nearly drove him mad. His stepsister covered his neck and shoulders with moist, lingering kisses, pressing her tongue firmly against his heated skin and slowly circling it, while tiny sparks of her demonic energy amplified each sensual touch. With each new sensation, his breath caught.

“You never play... aah... fair, do you?” Klemens gasped between heavy breaths, which prompted Estefania to release a devilish giggle, its vibration felt against his throat.

“You of all people should know that by now~ Succubi only play ‘fair’ when we feel like making things spicier~” she purred seductively in a voice like liquid honey. The notion that ‘fair’ for her meant ‘spicy’ — a game she mastered expertly.

A shudder ran through him as she blew a hot breath across his sensitive neck. The feeling of her magic electrified him, stroking across his skin like invisible fingers and awakening every nerve.

Charlotte moaned with increasing desperation, her voice growing hoarser and more urgent, while Klemens continued to slowly penetrate her breasts, the demonic runes keeping her skin in a state of heightened sensitivity. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through her body, making her writhe and crave more.

The way Estefania circled her hips to rub her mound against Charlotte’s meant her full breasts constantly brushed against Klemens’ back, her hard nipples digging into his sweat-dampened skin. The fleeting touches, the occasional soft pressing, the warmth and smoothness of her demonic skin... her true form was something special, both forbidden and exciting.

A moan escaped his throat as drops of pleasure pearled from his swollen tip and spread across Charlotte’s décolletage, mixing with the generous moisture that Estefania had provided. A slippery, quiet sound accompanied his accelerating movements as his hips found a relentless rhythm. Klemens breathed shallowly, feeling the slowly growing pressure in his loins, about to decorate Charlotte’s chest and face with long streaks of pearly white essence. At the same time, Charlotte was about to soak the sheets again — Estefania’s gentle rubbing and teasing with her member, amplified by her magically sensitized breasts being stimulated by her boyfriend, drove her inexorably toward climax.

Meanwhile, Estefania carefully tapped into both their energy, her demonic nature allowing her to taste their pleasure without exhausting them. Not enough to weaken them even slightly, not within a reasonable timeframe. But sufficient to make their senses particularly receptive and tingling, sharpening every nerve. Klemens was aware that she ultimately held control, but he doubted Charlotte cared about that any more than he did — they were both willing prisoners in Estefania’s web of pleasure.

Estefania’s movements quickened, as did the stroking motions of her member and the intensity with which she played with Klemens’ sensitive nipples, making him flinch from overstimulation. She sucked on his neck as if wanting to give him a magical hickey, while delicately sipping at his energy and tasting his essence.

Charlotte arched her back repeatedly, sweet whimpering sounds escaping her between kisses — an unmistakable sign that she was on the verge of climax. Her fingers clawed at the sheets, desperately seeking purchase in this storm of sensations.

He too was holding back his growing tension, while his member throbbed and pulsed and he moved his hips in a rapid rhythm that existed only in his head. Every muscle in his body tensed, ready for the impending explosion.

Then a tiny electric shock of magical pleasure from Estefania coursed through him as she gently bit his neck and teased him with her skilled tongue. It was enough to push him over the edge — he released all over Charlotte’s face, thrusting several more times to place some thick streams between his girlfriend’s décolletage. Meanwhile, she trembled and convulsed in her own climax, clinging tightly to the sheets, her body quaking under waves of ecstasy.

Both let out a prolonged, lustful “Shit~!” their voices merging into a chorus of rapture.

Estefania giggled and moaned as she absorbed the small additional energy wave from the couple, her demonic eyes glowing faintly. She released her lips from Klemens’ neck, and he felt how a tiny part of his essence followed her lips from his skin, heard her appreciative smacking; obviously enjoying her little ‘bite’ like an exquisite wine.

Klemens withdrew from Charlotte, not without teasingly slapping his still-hard member against her slick breasts, which elicited a sweet gasp from her, as the runes were still active and made her skin glow. She gave him a playfully reproachful look in return, her cheeks flushed from the exertion.

“You bastard~” she teased, and he chuckled contentedly in response.

“Not every day you can slap your cock against a woman’s breasts and actually make her moan” Klemens replied, leaning back against some of Estefania’s silky pillows and watching his stepsister as she pulled her demonic member out from between his girlfriend’s legs. The tip of the appendage glistened wet with bodily fluids, which Estefania cleaned with appreciative and lustful licks and obscene sucking, as if it were the most delicious nectar.

Charlotte slowly collected herself beneath Estefania, her chest still rising and falling rapidly, but the succubus wasn’t finished with her yet — her yellow eyes sparkled with insatiable hunger.

Estefania grinned down at the girl, her pointed fangs flashing, before lowering herself onto Charlotte with a graceful, sensual movement. Their breasts pressed together as Estefania held her face just a breath away from Charlotte’s. It visibly surprised Charlotte, an expression of wonder and aroused uncertainty replacing her exhaustion, her eyes widening. Estefania smiled seductively... and then without preamble kissed the other girl, moaning softly as she once again began to rub her wet sex against Charlotte’s.

The two rubbed their sweat-slicked bodies against each other while deepening their kiss, their tongues in a passionate dance. Klemens couldn’t help but stroke his member to keep it hard; even now he barely felt exhausted. Only slightly drained, but full of stamina and eager to continue. He suddenly understood how the myth could arise that succubi loved their partners to death, even without draining all their energy at once; the way they made humans want to keep going... how they seemingly made human bodies continue... yes, one could indeed love oneself to death.

But he was nowhere near that point yet, and Estefania had never crossed boundaries... at least not too far. She was a master of seduction, but also of self-control.

In any case, he enjoyed watching two beautiful women rubbing against each other, their lips merging in passionate kisses, their heads moving slightly back and forth as they repeatedly slid their tongues into each other’s mouths while Estefania rubbed her demonic loins against Charlotte’s human ones.

Klemens could perceive a subtle aura around the two, energy flowing slowly into Estefania as she carefully tasted Klemens’ girlfriend like a rare delicacy. It made Charlotte moan sweetly, her voice trembling with bliss. Music to Klemens’ ears and presumably to Estefania’s pointed ears as well.

Their lustful gasps and sighs continued, a symphony of passion, until Estefania paused and looked over her shoulder at Klemens, gently stroking Charlotte’s swollen lips with a possessive smile.

“Don’t think you’re just watching this part, brother~” she purred, her voice dripping with promise as she repositioned herself and Charlotte until their hips were just over the edge of the bed. Charlotte’s legs hung down, her feet barely touching the cool floor, while Estefania held her legs up at the knees and immediately spread one of her buttocks wide with a hand, using her demonic appendage to open both her own sex and Charlotte’s.

“See? A glorious additional opening between the two of us” her words were pure seduction, an invitation to the forbidden.

Klemens blinked, then understood what Estefania was suggesting. His pulse raced. He had only seen such things in porn, and it was perhaps the most erotic thing they had dared so far—a new boundary they would cross together.

He moved toward them, gripping Estefania’s demonic hips firmly for support, feeling the supernatural warmth of her skin, positioning his throbbing member between the two glistening vulvas... and slowly entered between them, feeling the resistance and then the yielding, soft flesh.

He sighed with pleasure; although it was hardly a firm, stimulating sensation, the feeling of his girth spreading two sets of labia and nestling between them, feeling the soft, wet, and warm flesh caressing his manhood, proved intoxicating. It was a completely novel intimacy.

With his length rubbing against both their swollen buds, he could pleasure both simultaneously. Charlotte whimpered with excitement and Estefania sighed in luxurious pleasure, her demonic eyes rolling back.

Both were incredibly wet, their juices mixing and making everything slippery, so lubrication wasn’t an issue. Klemens began to thrust, initially adopting a moderate pace, rhythmic and powerful, testing the boundaries of this new pleasure.

Both gasped with pleasure, their voices merging, but soon they silenced themselves with more passionate kisses, their tongues wrestling for dominance.

At the same time, Estefania’s warm appendage slowly wound around Klemens’ body, embracing him with noticeable pressure, pressing its leathery tip against his sweat-covered breastbone. It was warm, its leathery surface surprisingly smooth and silky, like living silk.

He watched as her wings gently twitched and fluttered, folded tightly against her back but slightly spread to free him and not obstruct his view. He couldn’t help but admire them—these demonic appendages that had once completely disturbed him were now part of her exotic beauty.

And of course her horns, tilting back and forth as Estefania and Charlotte kissed, small symbols of her true nature that only made her more desirable.

She was truly not human, Klemens was aware, and it only made her more seductive. Every reminder that she was something Other, something forbidden, only made his desire burn more intensely.

The top of his cock began to tingle, and he glimpsed the faintest purple glow from Estefania’s loins, another gentle energy drain to keep everything gloriously stimulating, her magic working on him.

It made him increase the pace, his hips moving faster. Could he climax like this? Could they climax like this? He wanted to find out and couldn’t resist gently slapping Estefania’s magnificent demonic behind, watching fascinated as that supple ass bounced several times and caused Estefania to sway her hips enticingly, a soft purr escaping her throat.

Her appendage brushed over one of his nipples, the touch sending shockwaves through his body, and he instinctively knew he had to pay her back.

So he began thrusting more vigorously, his hips rhythmically meeting both girls’, making Estefania’s bottom subtly quiver. He grabbed one of her buttocks firmly and let his thumb slide between the cleft to tease her tight sphincter.

After some exploratory thrusts and rubbing, he inserted his thumb into her warm anus and began gently moving it in and out. Her appendage trembled around his body—a sure sign that she enjoyed the attention, her demonic nature loving every kind of stimulation.

Klemens heard Charlotte’s breathless moaning through the passionate kisses in which both women were immersed, their tongues intertwined in a sensual dance. These sounds ignited his arousal even more, causing him to increase his pace while feeling Charlotte’s legs occasionally twitching against his, her muscles tensing.

He watched as she reached for Estefania’s sweat-glistening body, caressing the demon and letting her hands glide over Estefania’s buttocks, before Charlotte extended her hand toward Klemens, seeking connection.

With a smile, he took her hand, and Charlotte gripped it tightly, her fingers intertwining with his.

Estefania began to rub against Charlotte’s body and Klemens’ pulsating member, which only intensified the stimulation, while his thrusts increased in speed and the rhythm became wilder and more urgent.

Both women began to tremble, their bodies tensing, and Klemens was honestly surprised that his movements could bring them to climax, but he wasted no thought on it. Not when he felt pressure building again and his loins burning with desire.

A threesome with a succubus was an entirely different experience – more intense, more magical, more dangerous.

He accelerated his thrusts, driving his hips powerfully against Estefania’s demonic behind and Charlotte’s human lap, the sound of skin on skin filling the room. Estefania’s tail continued to constrict around his body, while Charlotte squeezed his hand more firmly, her fingernails digging into his skin.

Precum seeped between their labia, already announcing that he would soon pour several thick spurts between their sweat-soaked bellies.

“I’m close... really close,” he warned with a hoarse, strained voice. Their moans too reached a fervent pitch, all three on the verge of a shared climax, pressing his member more firmly between their pulsating labia, as if wanting to squeeze every drop out of him.

Soon it became too much for Klemens, and he began to twitch uncontrollably, thrusting with each ejaculation. His muscles hardened, every nerve in his body vibrating with tension. But suddenly Estefania’s tail unwound from him and grasped his member with a firm, possessive movement... and guided him directly into Charlotte’s vagina. Klemens penetrated deeply and released several spurts, his entire body trembling from the sudden, overwhelming tightness. Then he was pulled out and guided into his stepsister’s hungry opening, where he released more spurts before being released again. Two final jets – one spreading over Estefania’s buttocks, the other over Charlotte’s inner thighs – shot from his tip as he gasped for air.

The unexpected penetration was enough to push his girlfriend and his stepsister over the threshold; both clung to each other while they shuddered and tensed. Estefania released her demonic fluids, which mingled with the human sweat.

Slowly they calmed down, Estefania’s tail detached from Klemens’ member and squeezed out every remnant with almost tender thoroughness. He sat on the edge of the bed, his member softening slightly but retaining enough strength that he doubted he would need much stimulation for a new erection. His heart was still pounding, and he was far from being as exhausted as he should have been.

Charlotte steadied her breathing and then moved a hand down to her belly, then to her lap. Hesitantly, she touched her labia, which made her flinch from sensitivity as she ran her finger over a trickle of Klemens’ seed. The touch made her shudder – a mixture of surprise and unexpected tenderness.

“This is... the first time someone has come inside me. The first time with a penis without a condom. A real one,” she whispered with an awestruck voice.

“Don’t forget what I said earlier. As long as I’m here, you don’t need to worry. You’ve trusted me so far, even though that would normally be a huge red flag. Relax~” Estefania reassured her, gently stroking Charlotte’s stomach, which instinctively made the girl flinch at the warm touch.

“I guess... you don’t want a baby complicating everything,” Charlotte surmised, her cheeks still flushed.

Estefania giggled melodically, the sound echoing through the room.

“Exactly~ That keeps things discreet. And if it helps – I can tell if someone has STDs~ And you two are both clean~”

Charlotte threw her arm over her eyes and groaned slightly annoyed, but Klemens noticed the faint smile on her lips.

“Maybe a bit too much information,” she muttered. Then she sighed deeply and shuddered, her body still sensitive from the afterglow. “Damn, I’m still aroused. And I’m not tired either.”

“That just means we’re not finished yet~” Estefania teased, mischievously running a fingertip over Charlotte’s supernaturally sensitive nipples, which elicited a sweet squeak from the girl that made Klemens’ member twitch.

“Shit... I guess not~” Charlotte agreed, her voice already infused with desire again.

Estefania grinned and turned Charlotte back onto the bed, the girl shrieking and giggling as she was moved again, her hair swirling around her face. But she quickly fell silent when Estefania stood over her head and held her sex above Charlotte’s face. Drops of demonic arousal fell onto Charlotte’s lips, so she couldn’t help but cautiously lick and taste. Her eyes widened at the strange, intoxicating flavor.

Estefania ran a hand appreciatively through Charlotte’s hair, while the other caressed the girl’s face. With her thumb, she gently pulled down Charlotte’s lower lip, carefully pushing it into her mouth and sliding over her tongue – a gesture of tender dominance that took Klemens’ breath away.

Meanwhile, Klemens knelt between Charlotte’s legs and looked at her still wet sex. He had come inside her, and yet he felt the urge to touch her, taste her, have more of her.

But his gaze wandered to Estefania, who withdrew her hands from Charlotte’s head and lowered her hips until she was sitting on his girlfriend’s face. Slowly she rolled her hips against Charlotte’s mouth, her full buttocks pressing against Charlotte’s chin in an almost suffocating grip. The scene was so intensely erotic that Klemens felt his member swelling to full hardness again.

Estefania began to moan softly as Charlotte’s jaw started working. Klemens heard the wet sounds of sucking and licking, while his girlfriend sensually caressed Estefania’s thighs and buttocks, her hands gliding over the smooth demonic skin as if exploring a precious sculpture.

Klemens didn’t remain idle and began teasing Charlotte. He rubbed her labia with his fingers, spread them wide with two fingers and moved his other hand up to gently stroke the rosy flesh with a fingertip. Then he closed his two fingers and let them glide up and down over the soft folds, bending them slightly here and there to apply pressure to her vulva, while his thumb rubbed along her outer labia. Her warmth and moisture enveloped his fingers like silk.

Then he moved his fingers to Charlotte’s clitoris and began carefully rolling the sensitive bud between his fingers. He heard Charlotte’s muffled moans grow higher and felt her hips twitch, her body responding instinctively to his touch.

Estefania chuckled devilishly, delighted by Klemens’ efforts, and rubbed herself with voluptuous pressure on Charlotte’s face, making sure the girl could feel every squeeze and rub of the succubus’s thighs and buttocks.

“Just like that~ You good girl, work with that tongue,” Estefania praised with a sensual moan, her voice thick with lust. “Taste me, and I’ll taste you~”

Estefania trembled, and Klemens noticed a subtle shimmer around Charlotte’s mouth, her eyes half-closed as she looked up at Estefania, as if hypnotized by the demonic presence above her.

Klemens redirected his attention to Charlotte’s groin and slipped a finger into her vagina, moving it slowly in and out, gently curling his finger to pull at her walls. Her inner heat enveloped him, pulsating around his intruding finger. After a while, he inserted a second finger and rotated his hand to curl his fingers upward to find her G-spot, while circling her clitoris with his thumb.

It didn’t take long to find Charlotte’s most sensitive spot, with which he was now familiar. Klemens began fingering faster, curling his fingers or keeping them straight, sometimes penetrating deeply or making quick circular motions against Charlotte’s G-spot, while vigorously rubbing her clitoris. But he didn’t want to make her come too soon, not before Estefania got her share. So he did his best to arouse Charlotte and then calm her down, playing with her body like an instrument. But soon he wanted more than just his fingers.

So he repositioned himself, hooked his hands around Charlotte’s thighs and lay back. His member throbbed desperately between his stomach and the bedsheets. But he had a goal in mind and put aside his own desire.

He brought his face closer; between her constantly flowing arousal and his finger work, he had removed most of his traces, so he didn’t feel uncomfortable. The scent of her arousal filled his nostrils, intoxicating and sweet.

And so he dove in, first circling her clitoris with several quick tongue flicks, followed by long strokes between her labia, up and down multiple times, occasionally pausing to circle her needy entrance. Her taste exploded on his tongue – a mixture of sweetness and salt that made him crave more.

He varied his technique by withdrawing his tongue to instead breathe tender kisses on her inner thighs and vulva. Sometimes they were quick, fleeting kisses, sometimes slow, wet sucking, then again circular tongue movements against her sensitive spots. Meanwhile, he slowly ran his hands over her thighs and murmured softly to create vibrations that made her tremble.

He heard her muffled cries of pleasure and simultaneously Estefania’s erotic sighs, which grew hotter as his girlfriend intensified her efforts. Charlotte gently clawed at the succubus’s hips, as if wanting to taste every drop of demonic nectar.

Estefania’s tail began to wander, winding around Charlotte’s sensitive breasts and slithering over her stomach to rub the broader tip against Klemens’ face – fleeting, sensual caresses that reminded him that Estefania hadn’t forgotten him... unless her tail had a mind of its own. The touch made him shudder, an electric tingling shot down his spine.

The tail withdrew, rolling gently over Charlotte’s stomach, away from her breasts, until a length of it lay softly between the two mounds and occasionally undulated against them. Estefania didn’t want to overdo it now, but the promise of more hung in the air.

Klemens, however, wanted to go further. He placed his mouth directly over Charlotte’s vulva, pressed his lips firmly together and pushed his tongue into her entrance. He penetrated deeply, moving his tongue vigorously while his nose and upper jaw rubbed against her clitoris as he pressed his mouth against her groin. Her heat enveloped his tongue, and he felt her muscles twitch around him.

A tense whimper escaped Charlotte’s throat into Estefania’s groin, and Estefania herself let out a sharp gasp. As Klemens looked along Charlotte’s body, he saw how much more intensely she was moving her head and desperately licking Estefania’s vulva to bring the demon to climax.

A sense of competition filled Klemens – could he bring Charlotte to orgasm before she led Estefania there? However, he didn’t act on it, as Estefania deserved to enjoy her climax without interruption.

But he didn’t let up on bringing Charlotte to the edge. With virtuoso precision, he played with her desire, skillfully keeping her on the threshold. Her efforts on Estefania became uneven as she balanced between his stimulation and Estefania’s gentle pulling.

His arousal was now throbbing almost painfully.

He deepened his attention... until suddenly a loud, trembling moan filled the room. Estefania pressed her thighs and calves tightly around Charlotte’s head and quivered in ecstatic waves.

This was Klemens’ signal. He attacked everything within reach of his tongue, devoted himself to her clitoris with unbridled enthusiasm, his lips and tongue working hungrily against her groin. The reward came instantly – a scream, muffled by Estefania’s crotch, as Charlotte’s body arched in ecstasy. The intensity of her climax filled Klemens with deep satisfaction as he tasted a small gush of sweet, intoxicating moisture on his tongue.

He pulled back, his face glistening wet, but with a satisfied smile, and watched as Charlotte slowly caught her breath. Estefania dismounted from her face, which was now coated with demonic fluids. Charlotte’s chest rose and fell gradually more evenly again, her skin shimmering in the dim light.

“You two are driving me crazy...” she murmured breathlessly, before lifting her head and grinning eagerly. “Do you have another round in you~?”

"Damn, sweetie, barely had your first taste of demonic pleasure and already insatiable?" Klemens teased as he wiped his face.

"Since when did you get so witty~?" Estefania countered, her eyes sparkling with amusement.

Klemens wiped himself again and sat up, giving his still hard, pulsing member some room.

Charlotte propped herself up on her elbows, finally looking somewhat exhausted, but still lively enough for another round, her skin still flushed with arousal.

"No need to argue, you two... what do you have in mind~?" Charlotte inquired lustfully, her voice already drenched with desire again.

This time Klemens had an idea, something he’d wanted to try for a long time.

"Hmm... I think I know something." He turned to Estefania. "Can you oil up your tail?"

Estefania immediately grinned with devilish understanding, her eyes lighting up.

"Of course~" She rose from the bed and rummaged through her nightstand, retrieving a small bottle of lubricant. She opened the cap, poured the slippery liquid onto her tail and distributed it with slow hand movements until her appendage glistened. She made a show of it, moaning softly, her movements seductively slow.

"Technically I could have used magic... but this has its own appeal~" she remarked, while wiggling her lubricated tail so that the light refracted on its gleaming surface.

Klemens grinned and then turned to Charlotte.

"How about more than just one penetration~?" he suggested.

Her eyes lit up, then she hesitated.

"Wait... I haven’t prepared or anything," she warned.

"Succubus," Klemens reminded her, pointing at Estefania, who giggled.

"Oh... right," Charlotte admitted sheepishly.

Klemens chuckled softly and promptly pulled Charlotte to the edge of the bed. With a strained grunt, he lifted her up, already feeling his own exhaustion.

Once again, Estefania came to the rescue, showing surprising strength as she helped support Charlotte.

"This is... exciting," Charlotte remarked.

"The finale is always the best part~" Estefania teased, playfully licking Charlotte’s earlobe. The succubus let her hand glide down Charlotte’s spine to her tailbone. Her touch left a trail of tingling warmth that made Charlotte shiver. Then Estefania murmured an incantation in demonic language, and her hand glowed with a gentle violet light.

Charlotte let out a surprised ‘oh!’ as a pulse ran through her – a warm, spreading sensation that pulsated deep inside her. Her muscles relaxed in ways she hadn’t imagined possible. Then Estefania was done, the glow fading.

"There~ Preparation complete~" Estefania announced with a satisfied purr.

Charlotte fell silent, her eyes widening as she felt the change in her body.

"...I’m damn jealous," she pouted, her voice a mixture of awe and desire.

Estefania kissed Charlotte sympathetically behind the ear, her lips lingering a moment longer than necessary.

"Well, I’m always available~" she giggled, her breath warm against Charlotte’s skin.

Klemens grinned, but he wanted to continue. His cock throbbed painfully with desire. He spread his legs for better support while he and Estefania held Charlotte’s legs up, leaving her crotch and buttocks completely exposed. The light fell on her glistening skin, and he could see the moisture between her thighs shimmer in the faint daylight.

He lowered Charlotte slightly until her sex touched his glans. The first contact made him tremble – she was so warm, so invitingly soft.

He sighed as precum was already dripping, sticky and hot... and slowly he let her sink onto his length, both moaning in erotic pleasure. Her tightness enveloped him like a silken glove, and he had to control himself not to thrust immediately.

After that, Estefania slithered her tail between their thighs and after some teasing circles and pushes against Charlotte’s sphincter, she slowly pushed her appendage into Charlotte’s behind. The tongue-like tip slid in with surprising smoothness.

Charlotte whimpered tensely; Estefania’s tail was barely less thick than a penis, especially at the tip. But it was somewhat softer and significantly more flexible, able to wind its way in slowly, turning carefully and ultimately allowing Charlotte to adjust to it better than any human penis could. The unusual texture – smooth, yet with subtle ridges – sent new sensations through her body.

Soon Estefania’s tail was deeply embedded, and the succubus let out a stimulated sigh. Charlotte clung tightly to Klemens while he and Estefania held her up by her thighs and buttocks. Her nails dug into his shoulders, but the pain only intensified his arousal.

"Mmph... ready, Charlotte?" asked Klemens, his voice rough with desire.

"Yes... damn, this feels so different... fuck me both~!" Her words came out breathlessly, laced with desperate hunger.

Estefania and Klemens smiled... and began to thrust. Klemens moved his hips, slowly dipping in and out of Charlotte, feeling every inch of her velvety warmth. Estefania did the same, pushing her tail forward and back, creating the illusion of a thrusting member, but with a flexibility no human body could offer.

Charlotte moaned, the sweetness tempered by the tension of anal sex, but ultimately she felt nothing but pleasure. Each thrust sent waves of sensation through her, gathering at her core.

Klemens grunted softly, his gaze traveling downward where Charlotte’s breasts gently undulated against his bare chest, her nipples pressing into him. Beads of sweat formed between their bodies, making each movement smoother.

Her fingers dug into his back, but it didn’t bother him. Estefania often left deeper marks, and he was sure that was intentional. The scratches would burn tomorrow, but right now they just felt like additional points of stimulation.

His thrusts accelerated, a rhythmic, wet slapping echoed through the room. The sound of their colliding bodies mingled with the squeaking of the mattress. Soon a duller slapping joined in as Estefania's hips struck against Charlotte's buttocks with each penetration of her unnatural appendage.

With each collision, Charlotte released a shrill, breathless gasp, her body jerking between them as they fucked her. Then she added whimpers to their symphony as Estefania nestled into the crook of her neck and began to kiss and nibble, her forked tongue dancing across Charlotte's skin, leaving moist trails.

Klemens decided to join in and did the same on the other side. Charlotte's sweet whimpering rose in pitch as her sensitive neck was attacked from both sides while she was simultaneously filled in both openings. The double attention left her trembling helplessly between them.

Klemens and Estefania didn't move in sync, often overlapping and falling out of rhythm by chance, which kept the stimulation wonderfully varied for Charlotte. Sometimes they withdrew simultaneously, leaving her empty and yearning before plunging back in. Other times they filled her completely, stretching her to her limits.

Moreover, Estefania couldn't help but sip from the girl. Klemens noticed swirling eddies of steaming light flowing to Estefania's side of Charlotte's neck. The energy pulsed visibly, warm and golden. He received some of it too, the faintest wisps leaving his lips to join the flow, accompanied by a tingling sensation. It felt as if a part of his soul was being gently tapped.

Below, Klemens felt a similar tingling in his cock, pulling static pleasure seemed to be sucked through the tissue wall that divided Charlotte's interior, where Estefania's appendage served as another siphoning point. The sensation was intense, almost overwhelming.

Charlotte began to tremble, and Klemens felt the pressure building within himself, even this early; after multiple climaxes he had become more sensitive, not less, though his exhaustion was increasing and his stamina waning. His legs were already shaking from the effort.

It didn't help that Estefania wrapped her wings around Charlotte and Klemens like a strange, leathery embrace. Shortly after, both felt a gentle, passive withdrawal that sucked their essence from their skin and channeled it into Estefania's wings. The membrane pulsed weakly with absorbed energy.

Klemens trembled and struggled not to buckle. Sweat ran down his back, pooling at the base of his spine.

He pulled away from Charlotte's neck and looked into her eyes. They were clouded with lust, her pupils dilated.

Without words, both understood and sealed their lips in a passionate, moaning kiss, their tongues dancing around each other. Saliva mingled, their breaths becoming one.

Estefania purred encouragingly, her long tongue sliding over Charlotte's cheek to Klemens' lips before withdrawing. The brief contact of her forked tongue sent a shock through him.

The step-siblings' thrusts were now powerful, making Charlotte's body bounce as she trembled toward orgasm. Every movement precisely aimed to push her over the edge.

Pre-cum seeped into Charlotte's loins, and then... Klemens could no longer hold back and pulled Charlotte hard onto his length. His control shattered completely.

He came, and his powerful pull was enough to bring Charlotte to climax as well, a moan shared between their sealed lips. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking every drop from him. A wave of energy escaped her, followed by an orgasmic moan from Estefania as she too reached her peak, her appendage virtually vibrating in Charlotte's rear – strongly enough that Klemens could feel it through the thin dividing wall.

Klemens feared his legs would give way as he began to tremble. His entire body shook with exhaustion and aftershocks.

But soon he stopped emptying himself into Charlotte's body. She slowly calmed down. All three stumbled back to the bed, their legs weak and unsteady.

They fell onto it, and as they caught their breath, Estefania arranged pillows for their comfort, withdrawing her wings as she settled down. Charlotte lay comfortably wedged between her and Klemens, who placed an arm around his girlfriend. Estefania gently placed her hand on Charlotte's chest, no longer sensitive as the runes had faded. Their skin still glistened with sweat and other fluids.

Klemens' member was now flaccid, his strength undoubtedly spent. Belatedly, he realized it was still broad daylight. Outside the sun was shining, and they had just experienced a threesome. The light filtering through the curtains underscored the unreality of the situation.

As Charlotte's breathing steadied, she broke the silence.

“That was... indescribable,” she whispered, barely audible, gasping softly at each gentle touch from Estefania, who was basking in the afterglow of the experience. Her fingers were still trembling.

“The energies you both gifted me were delicious~” Estefania praised – a compliment that would have sounded strange under normal circumstances, but Klemens had grown fond of her by now. Her voice sounded fuller and more satisfied than before.

“What a damn strange thing to say, and yet I like it,” Charlotte replied with a breathless chuckle.

“Here’s something else ‘damn strange’ before I forget~” Estefania placed her hand on Charlotte's lower abdomen, murmured something in demonic language, and her palm began to glow. A rune briefly flared on Charlotte's belly, and both seemed to see the outline of her uterus faintly shimmering through the skin. The light pulsed twice, then extinguished.

“Shouldn’t have to worry about little swimmers~” Estefania assured with a knowing smile.

Charlotte ran her hands over her belly and murmured appreciatively. The skin felt warm, but ordinary.

“Practical spell,” she praised admiringly.

“Does that mean you don’t have to erase her memory?” asked Klemens, while lying there. Charlotte looked at Estefania, having already been explained about her feeding habits.

“As long as she can keep a secret,” confirmed Estefania, her hand still resting on Charlotte’s stomach.

“Are you kidding?” Charlotte burst out. “I would never blab about this. It surprises even me how much this turns me on, but damn, if being fucked by my boyfriend and his stepsister from Hell wasn’t one of the hottest experiences of my life.” Her cheeks glowed as she spoke these words.

Estefania promptly let out a sigh of satisfied lust, arching her back and making erotic sounds. Her wings twitched with pleasure.

“Thank you for those words~ You have no idea what they do to me~” she breathed with aroused amusement.

“I think I can imagine,” joked Charlotte, her hand moving to Estefania’s arm.

“To know there’s someone else I can see, two people who know, with whom I can make love, feed, and who are allowed to remember... few succubi get to experience that~” Estefania’s voice became softer, more vulnerable.

“And it doesn’t bother you that Estefania needs to feed on other people?” Klemens asked his girlfriend carefully.

“I think we’re well past that,” she mused. “And if they can’t remember because she manipulates their minds... well, I think that says enough about our special position~ I’m quite satisfied with that~” Her voice sounded firm and determined.

Klemens was silent for a moment, looking at his girlfriend with new eyes.

“...you’re worse than I was, my goodness,” said Klemens, which made Charlotte giggle.

“Hey... I enjoy being a little bad~ It feels good without having to be a bad person~” she justified, while her fingers traced patterns on his chest.

“Are you sure you’re not a succubus yourself? Perhaps a hidden heritage,” Estefania suggested jokingly, but her eyes sparkled with genuine curiosity.

“Wouldn’t that be wonderful~” remarked Charlotte playfully, both of them giggling.

Klemens joined in with a laugh. As he lay there, Charlotte’s warm body next to his and Estefania opposite her, he couldn’t help but consider how simultaneously surreal, immoral, complicated, and truly wonderful his life had become. The afternoon sun warmed their intertwined bodies.

The realization of how ‘open-minded’ Charlotte was surprised him, yet he could find nothing within himself that bothered him about it. She fit perfectly into their unusual arrangement. Somehow it felt... good to have someone else who knew about Estefania. And Estefania seemed happy to be able to share her truth with another person. Her eyes shone brighter than ever before.

Klemens was happy to see her like this... but he also felt drawn to seeing her 'like this'; in her demonic form. The inhuman beauty, the abilities she possessed. And the magic... he was curious what else she was capable of. His fingers brushed over one of her extended wing claws.

He smiled at the thought. And he knew Estefania wouldn’t object. She was already purring again, her hand gliding possessively over Charlotte’s body, as if already making plans for their next encounter.


Chapter 4
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Klemens wondered where Estefania had gone. They had arranged to meet at their usual café at twelve, but ten minutes had already passed without any sign of her. The seductive aroma of freshly brewed coffee and tempting pastries permeated the room, while the gentle murmur of other patrons enveloped him.

He wasn’t seriously worried about her—at least not gravely so. With someone like her, he strongly doubted she could be so easily... well, eliminated by anything. His fingertips drummed restlessly on the table as his gaze observed the busy street through the large glass window.

Perhaps she was “satisfying her hunger” at the moment. The thought made his cheeks flush, and he inevitably shook his head.

He was grumbling quietly to himself when another voice caught his attention.

“Oh, hello Klemens!”

He looked up and saw Charlotte, the vivacious young woman from the chic clothing and fragrance store that Estefania and her mother frequented. Her bright laugh reminded him of tinkling bells, and her emerald green eyes shone with the same vivacity that always seemed to surround her.

She looked more relaxed than usual in her figure-hugging jeans and sky-blue top with delicate ruffles at the lower hem, short enough to reveal a narrow strip of her smooth stomach. Her blonde bangs bobbed as she bent down to adjust her lattice-like sandals before coming over, setting down her light brown faux leather bag and pulling up a chair. A hint of her scent—something floral with a trace of vanilla—caressed his senses as she sat down.

“Where’s Estefania?” she inquired, letting her slightly confused gaze sweep through the café, her eyes searching every corner of the establishment. “She asked me to meet her here.”

Klemens studied her closely, noticing how her eyelashes flickered in the warm light. A strange feeling of confusion spread in his stomach.

“No idea?” Klemens replied, himself irritated. His voice sounded rougher than intended. “She didn’t mention with a single word that you would be joining us.”

“Really? That’s not like her at all,” Charlotte pondered, her forehead creasing into thoughtful wrinkles. Klemens had to restrain himself from grimacing—if she only knew. “She must have been held up.”

“Yes, I assume so,” Klemens replied with a hint of dryness, while circling his spoon in the empty cup.

“How about I get our drinks anyway? How do you like yours?” asked Charlotte, already half-risen, her movements graceful and dynamic.

“Just a flat white this time,” he answered, watching as she tucked a wayward strand of hair behind her ear.

“Of course. I’ll be right back, just a moment.”

She walked to place the order, as buoyant as ever, her hips swaying gently with each step. Klemens, meanwhile, grumbled inwardly, his eyes involuntarily following her silhouette.

He suspected that Estefania’s delay might possibly be calculated... An uncomfortable tingling crept up his spine as the suspicion settled in his consciousness.

Charlotte returned shortly afterward and sighed contentedly as she sat down again, her cheeks slightly flushed from the small exertion.

“Won’t be much longer. So, what have you been up to?”

“Um, the usual, nothing exciting. Well, except trying to figure out which degree I should pursue... and at which university.” He buried his face in feigned exhaustion in his hands, feeling the warmth of his palms against his skin. “You’d think it would be uncomplicated.”

“Well, it is your future, that’s never easy to think through. I still have no idea where I want to direct my life journey either,” she confessed, her voice becoming softer, more thoughtful. “Working at the store is enjoyable, and the people I meet are charming—except for a few less polite specimens. But Estefania and Candela are absolutely delightful. It’s just... I don’t want to work there forever, you know, even if the pay is decent. It’s still retail.”

‘Delightful’ was putting it mildly, thought Klemens, as his thoughts inevitably drifted to Candela’s hypnotic eyes and Estefania’s seductive smile. He could understand her desire not to be stuck in a retail position, even though she seemed to enjoy it.

“I actually want to avoid ending up in retail, with all the horror stories you hear, but I doubt I’ll have much choice. My father says it would shape me to do it for a few years, from an experience perspective. That it would help me deal with ‘difficult characters’ in any profession,” Klemens explained, while watching her fingers playfully fiddle with the edge of her napkin.

Charlotte giggled, a melodious sound that captured his attention.

“My parents said something similar. My father claims it builds character, but my mother says—and I think she’s right—it only teaches you how to, quote-unquote, ‘deal with all the crap,’” she agreed, her green eyes sparkling with amusement.

“There’s probably something to that. I feel like you can’t escape idiots anywhere, no matter where you go.”

“Like that guy who tried to pick a fight with you here the other day? He was about to make a scene.”

Klemens groaned as the unpleasant memory surfaced, his stomach tightening slightly.

“Please don’t remind me. Who the hell loses it like that?” he muttered, massaging his temple.

“Unfortunately, it’s not as rare as we’d like. Some guys just have an inflated sense of entitlement and something broken in their heads. They completely lose control.”

“I can’t really relate, I suppose,” said Klemens, feeling his shoulders relax. “I was never particularly sociable.”

Charlotte laughed softly, not mockingly, but warmly and understandingly. The sound made something flutter in his chest.

“Klemens, you’re exactly the type of man that women find attractive. You’re intelligent, laid-back, and quite handsome.”

Klemens remained silent for a moment. He looked at Charlotte, noticing how the light made her cheeks glow, how her eyes were honest and direct as they gazed at him. A warm feeling spread through his chest.

“You’re pulling my leg,” he finally accused her playfully, though his heart was beating faster.

Charlotte shook her head, her bangs swaying gently.

“It’s true. You’re the kind of ‘average guy’ that ‘average girls’ are drawn to... I know that sounds like an insult, but... you understand what I mean.”

“Sort of?”

They paused and then both chuckled softly, the tension dissolving into comfortable familiarity. Still, Klemens was somewhat... surprised by the comment about being ‘handsome’. More than by the ‘intelligent’ part – he didn’t think he particularly radiated that.

He wasn’t quite sure what to make of it. His thoughts swung between confusion and a strange pride.

“Anyway, I wonder what’s keeping Estefania,” Charlotte mused, her fingers drumming gently on the table. “She’s taking her time...”

“That girl usually lives by her own rhythm,” replied Klemens, wondering if Estefania was somewhere satisfying her demonic desires.

An employee brought their coffees, steam curling in seductive spirals. Charlotte had ordered a frappé and a cookie to go with it. Klemens accepted his drink and thanked the waiter, taking several sips. The warm bitterness spread across his tongue.

“That’s true,” Charlotte agreed, dipping her cookie, tiny crumbs sprinkling onto the plate. “But it’s not a big deal. I don’t mind chatting with you. I’d been hoping to get a chance to do so sooner.”

Klemens paused mid-drink and looked up at her, feeling something tighten in his stomach.

“Really?”

“You seem like a nice guy. I know you can look a bit grumpy sometimes, but who doesn’t when they’re reluctantly dragged into a fashion store? Trust me, I’ve seen it in countless people. Friends and husbands and occasionally girlfriends who have to wait until their partner is done browsing. But you get along so well with Estefania, so I think it would be pleasant to spend time with you. Maybe have coffee alone sometime.”

She had no idea how well he ‘got along’ with Estefania. Images of sweat-glistening bodies and breathless sighs flashed through his mind before he pushed them away. Nevertheless, Klemens wasn’t sure if this was meant as flirting or if Charlotte was simply seeking friendship – her tone made it difficult to interpret, bubbly and lively. Also because he barely knew her.

“I think... it could be worth considering,” he admitted, his voice somewhat husky.

At that moment, Estefania finally appeared, swinging her own bag off her shoulders, wearing a soft pink blouse and jeans similar to Charlotte’s, though in a much darker shade, paired with fashionable slides. Her chestnut hair shimmered in the light, and her eyes sparkled with an expression that Klemens knew all too well.

“Sorry for being late,” she apologized as she sat down, her movements as fluid as a predator’s. “Mom had some errands.”

She sighed theatrically and let her gaze wander between the two of them, as if exploring an invisible connection between them.

“So, what are you two talking about?”

“Oh, nothing special, university stuff, job stuff, maybe hanging out together again. Your stepbrother is pretty easy to get along with,” Charlotte summarized, her cheeks tinged slightly pink.

Estefania flashed Klemens a barely perceptible grin, her mischievous expression hidden from Charlotte, but Klemens already felt his face taking on a deeper shade of red. He knew that smile – it promised trouble.

“Yes, he’s pretty cool~”

Klemens sipped his coffee again, secretly hoping that the heat of the drink would serve as an explanation for his glowing cheeks.

“Well, you two have already started without me, so I guess I’ll get something myself to join in.”

Estefania rose with feline grace, but Charlotte shook her finger in protest.

“No way, I’ve already paid for his and my order, it’s only fair that I cover yours too. It’s on me.”

“But you’ve only just sat down,” Klemens objected, while noticing the telltale sparkle in Charlotte’s eyes.

“And now I’m standing again,” Charlotte replied with a radiant smile and practically jumped up. “I’ll be right back.”

She practically bounced to the counter, each step full of vitality.

Klemens immediately leaned over to Estefania, her characteristic scent – jasmine mixed with something forbidden – completely enveloping him.

“What are you plotting?” he hissed in a hushed voice, his gaze boring into hers.

“What are you talking about?” Estefania whispered with feigned confusion, while her eyes danced with suppressed amusement.

“Don’t play dumb. Your lateness wasn’t a coincidence. You didn’t mention a word about Charlotte showing up. Read my thoughts and recognize that I’m not an idiot.”

She paused briefly, her tongue tip fleetingly gliding over her lower lip before her mouth formed into a smile—dangerously familiar.

“You two are perfect for each other~” she admitted with a knowing grin, her voice like liquid honey.

“I barely know her, Estefania, and you’re playing matchmaker?” His words were a rough whisper as he tried to hide his confusion.

“You’ll get to know her better if you actually spend time with her. She definitely has her eye on you. I don’t need mind reading for that.”

“But... why? I don’t understand. I thought I was your ‘soulmate’ or something? Shouldn’t you want me to stay away from others?”

“Am I forbidding you from sleeping with others?”

Klemens fell silent, pulling back as his face turned fiery red. Her blunt words hit him like an ice bucket, while simultaneously a familiar heat surged in his lower abdomen. Estefania giggled knowingly, a sound like silver bells.

“As long as she doesn’t completely monopolize you, I’m more than happy to help my bro find a girlfriend. It doesn’t change what’s between us... and I know exactly that you don’t want it to end.”

“...You’re depraved, you know that?”

“Depraved, wicked, and wrong~” she teased and reached for Klemens’ cup, her fingers briefly brushing his. She brought the mug to her full lips and took a slow, sensual sip without breaking eye contact.

“Hey, that’s mine!” He snatched his coffee back from his giggling stepsister, just as Charlotte returned. With his next sip, he tasted something... different. Sweeter. More intense. The taste of Estefania’s lips mingled with the coffee, sending a hot tingle down his spine.

“Can’t you wait for yours, Estefania?” Charlotte chided good-naturedly, completely oblivious to the electric tension between the step-siblings.

“No,” grumbled Klemens, while demonstratively taking a possessive sip, his eyelids fluttering slightly as he somehow tasted Estefania in it... undoubtedly another cursed sex demon trick. His tongue tingled as a familiar warmth spread through his body. Her ability to confuse him in public was downright impressive.

And yet... he wouldn’t stop drinking. Each sip felt like a secret kiss, a forbidden caress.

“I have to keep my brother on his toes, you know?” replied Estefania with a transparent excuse that still made Charlotte laugh.

“I think you already keep him on his toes more than enough, if I read you correctly,” she answered, while Klemens did his best not to choke on his drink. If she only knew how right she was. “Sometimes you’re more energetic than even I am.”

“That’s an outright lie, nobody has as much spring in their step as you, Charlotte. Nobody in this city has your kind of energy.”

“Now you’re making me blush,” Charlotte replied with rosy cheeks. “Still, I’m glad to see how well you get along with each other.”

“Well, you know me, a real people person,” remarked Estefania, her voice dripping with double meaning that only Klemens could decipher.

“And here I am, supposedly the unsociable one,” Klemens interjected, grateful for the distraction from his confused thoughts.

“You’re just introverted,” said Charlotte empathetically, her green eyes gentle and understanding. “There’s absolutely nothing wrong with that. It’s nice to know someone with whom you can be completely relaxed.”

Klemens wasn’t sure if he should feel uncomfortable about this accurate assessment. Part of him wanted to confess that “relaxed” was the last thing he had felt recently.

“There’s something to that. Though I have to admit, Estefania has helped me shed some of that,” he confessed, while noticing Estefania’s self-satisfied smile from the corner of his eye.

“People. Person,” repeated Estefania grinning, her voice a precise imitation of his earlier words.

Klemens playfully bumped against her shoulder, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin blouse fabric. The giggles of Estefania and Charlotte filled the air around them.

Even Klemens couldn’t suppress a slight smile; Estefania had indeed done a lot for him since they’d met... not just regarding their bizarre relationship. She had opened doors he never would have dared to open himself.

Nevertheless, as they chatted, joked, and laughed, Klemens couldn’t shake the suspicion that Estefania’s matchmaking attempt served a hidden purpose. The way her eyes darted between him and Charlotte, how she steered certain conversation topics, how she orchestrated moments of encounter—too calculated to be coincidence. And that troubled him more than he wanted to admit.


Chapter 5

 [image: ] 

The café meeting went pleasantly, and Klemens actually gained deeper insights into Charlotte’s character. The young woman apparently aspired to a career in the film industry—not in front of the camera, though, but as a special effects artist. She seemed to possess a remarkable talent for transforming people into shambling undead for Halloween. Her eyes practically glowed as she enthused about various techniques for wound makeup or simulating skin decay.

She admitted that this path seemed more attainable to her than acting. “My acting abilities are atrocious,” she confessed with a self-deprecating smile. “The only thing I can convincingly portray is polite formality toward annoying customers—a hard-won skill.” Meanwhile, her fingers fidgeted nervously with her coffee cup.

Estefania could have become a brilliant actress, Klemens considered. His stepsister, however, insisted emphatically that she could never cope with being directed. That sounded plausible—Estefania was definitely not someone who subordinated herself.

After the meeting ended and they said their goodbyes—Estefania and Klemens returning home together—questions swirled in Klemens’ head, demanding answers. One matter in particular was burning under his nails.

After a brief, casual exchange with their parents about the weather and Charlotte’s pleasant nature, both climbed the stairs. Klemens’ pulse quickened as he slipped into Estefania’s chamber.

This nervousness was no longer completely present for him, at least not these days. After all, he had done it often enough, though a certain tingling remained. This mixture of familiarity and constant surprise—Klemens never got used to the intensity of feelings that Estefania could evoke in him, coupled with her predatory succubus nature.

A smile played on her lips as he entered. Her chestnut hair flowed like a silky curtain over her shoulder as she turned in her desk chair and seductively crossed her legs. One finger pressed teasingly against her full lips.

“Someone wants me to talk~ Shouldn’t you read me my rights~?” she teased, her light brown eyes twinkling mischievously.

Klemens rolled his eyes as he sank onto the bed. The mattress gave way gently beneath his weight.

“No, I just expect an honest answer... why are you so keen on setting me up with Charlotte? It’s not the first time you’ve made such suggestions. Damn, you even brought up a threesome. And I don’t buy what you claimed last time, about succubi wanting to ‘spread love.’”

Estefania raised a perfectly arched eyebrow, her head tilting questioningly to the side.

“And why don’t you believe me?” she inquired, her voice possessing that velvety undertone that always emerged when her curiosity was piqued.

“Because it sounds too simple. I mean, you can’t just be doing this because of some succubus cultural matter... can you?” His fingers dug unconsciously into the bedspread.

His stepsister remained silent for a moment. Her eyes wandered over his face as if studying every tiny reaction. Then a giggle escaped her—a sound like silver bells.

“What?”

“Oh Klemens, always suspicious of me,” she remarked, though there was hardly any annoyance in her voice. Rather amusement. “You’re partly right, I’m partially motivated by the slim prospect of experiencing a threesome with my stepbrother and a good friend... the energies would be delicious~”

She leaned forward, her oversized shirt sliding down and granting him a seductive view of the deep cleft between her voluptuous breasts. Klemens felt his mouth go dry.

“But it’s not exclusively that. Some of us simply feel... drawn to enabling certain pairings. To encourage them, to foster them~ It’s somewhat related to what I just mentioned—feasting on a couple’s mutual desire is like a delicacy~ But it also gives us a sense of power, of strength~ I told you, we are manipulators by nature, and nothing is more satisfying than ‘manipulating’ two compatible people into love without fucking with their minds like we do with our usual prey~”

Her tongue briefly glided over her lower lip, moistening it. Klemens felt something tighten in his lower abdomen.

Klemens gave her a skeptical look, though his body was already responding to her proximity.

“You don’t seriously believe that Charlotte and I could fall in love, do you?”

Estefania shrugged, a flowing movement that accentuated her curves.

“It could happen. It doesn’t have to be permanent. Who knows? But I can say with certainty that she’s attracted to you. My stepbrother, winning all the girls’ hearts~” Her grin widened, revealing her white teeth.

Klemens rolled his eyes again, but simultaneously felt warmth rising in his cheeks.

“I doubt it would work... well, with you and me having a thing,” he admitted. The words came more heavily over his lips than he had expected.

Estefania raised her eyebrow higher and leaned closer. Her perfume—something warm, spicy—enveloped him.

“Oh? Does my precious stepbrother want to remain intimate with his impossibly seductive demonic stepsister forever~?”

Her grin was as lustful as it was teasing, her eyes sparkling with dangerous playfulness.

“Do you think it could work? I don’t mind you going out and doing your own thing, otherwise I probably would have asked you to erase my memory long ago. But becoming intimate with Charlotte and simultaneously with you... I don’t know, it feels wrong. Deceitful, and not in a way I can really... deal with. You do it to feed and stay hidden, I would have no such justification.”

Estefania's expression softened, the playful mask falling away for a moment. She leaned back, placing her slender hands in her lap.

“You would want it to mean something... I understand that. And you probably think it seems especially hollow since I’m the very one trying to bring you two together.”

Klemens awkwardly avoided her gaze. Estefania had grasped the core of the problem, but as present as the thought was in his mind, he hesitated to express it, as it seemed unfair toward Estefania. Especially if what she claimed was true and it really was just a natural inclination of hers.

“Yes... exactly that,” he agreed, his voice barely more than a murmur.

Estefania smiled sympathetically, her eyes growing softer.

“Would you feel more comfortable if she knew about us?” Estefania ventured to ask. Klemens’s eyes widened, his heart skipping a beat.

“What?! Hell no!” he blurted out before catching himself, regaining some composure and giving her an irritated look. “Don’t you think she would completely freak out? Even if, in the highly unlikely case, she would accept that we sleep together because we’re only step-siblings, do you really think she would even remotely tolerate entering into a relationship with me on top of that?”

His outburst didn’t seem to impress Estefania, who remained calm. Her fingers played thoughtfully with a strand of hair.

“And what if she did? Hypothetically speaking, what if she would accept that?”

Klemens wanted to respond but paused and reconsidered the question. The silence stretched between them.

He was already in a bizarre relationship, what would be wrong with bending it a little further? Hypothetically speaking, of course.

“I suppose... I would feel better. But you know it wouldn’t go that way.” His hands clenched into fists in his lap.

“In that case, would it be so much worse to simply... move forward? Getting to know her, spending time with her, discovering if she’s the right one for you... and still secretly continuing to sleep with me, as you already hide from literally everyone on this planet. They may not be intimate with you, but the connection we share can’t be made public anyway... besides, you know my stance when it comes to heart and body. I won’t deny you a chance at a committed, fulfilling relationship... some needs even I can’t satisfy, unless you don’t mind showing the world what we share~”

Even in serious moments, she couldn’t resist teasing. But the irritating thing was, her logic followed a certain twisted kind of sense.

“Damn succubi and their values,” he muttered, rubbing his forehead. “Why does that not sound completely absurd?”

“It would break my heart if you wanted to stay with Charlotte and give up what we have, but I wouldn’t hold you back. Despite my earlier statements about not wanting to give it up. Unless I know that you don’t want to give up what we share. You enjoy what we have. You like me~”

She suddenly rose from her chair, her movement as fluid as a predator’s. Klemens swallowed hard as she glided over to him, her hips swaying hypnotically with each step. She straddled his hips with her legs, the weight of her body pressing him back onto the bed. Her full breasts pressed against his chest while her hands roamed over his back, her fingernails gently scratching over the fabric of his shirt.

“We may not be deeply in love, romantically connected, but we are soulmates... we harmonize on a different level~ Your energies nourish me so much more effectively~ My affection for you is of a different nature~ Not strong enough to prevent you from exploring other intimacies, but hardly willing to let you go~ And not merely as a food source, you know that~”

Her voice grew deeper, rougher. She gripped his lower back with one hand, her fingertips digging possessively into his flesh. The other hand slid seductively up his neck with her fingertips, making him shudder. Estefania began to circle her hips, grinding slowly and deliberately against his crotch. A trembling sigh escaped Klemens as he felt his member rising against the fabric of his jeans.

“Besides...” she whispered, her voice barely audible. She brought her hand to his cheek, her thumb resting in a gentle grip over his chin. She closed her eyes... and when she opened them, those glowing, demonic spheres stared back at him. The orange-red pulsated like liquid fire. “...I know how much it excites you that I’m not human~”

Another quivering sigh escaped his throat, his entire body tensing. She used this moment to slide her thumb over his lower lip and into his mouth, pressing gently on his tongue. The taste of her skin – salty, with a hint of something sweet, supernatural – exploded across his senses. He moaned, his hands moving almost reflexively to her hips, his fingers digging into the yielding flesh.

She wasn’t even using her magical charm, yet the sight of those eyes, terrifying and beautiful at once, made him vulnerable and obedient. Especially since he knew what ecstasy she could give him. How she could take him to places no human girl could ever reach.

And she was right; part of him wondered what a relationship with Charlotte might be like... perhaps it would even be enriching. But he couldn’t tear himself away from Estefania. Perhaps she already possessed his soul without him ever noticing.

She now rubbed more intensely against his bulge, her jeans grinding against his. The sensation sent electric impulses through his nerves. She tilted his head to the side with her thumb in his mouth, controlling him completely. An absurdly dominant gesture without actually exercising authority, yet it changed nothing about the fact that she had him exactly where she wanted him.

“Because just as Charlotte can offer you something I cannot without endangering our secret... I can give you something no one else can~ And you know that~”

Klemens mumbled something, his words muffled by her thumb in his mouth. The pressure of her hips against his erection became almost unbearable.

She withdrew her thumb, flicking it gently and seductively across his wet lower lip, leaving a glistening trail of saliva.

“What was that~?” she teased, her demonic eyes sparkling with mischievous delight.

Klemens snorted, his breathing quickening.

“Damn... succubi,” he managed, though it was more an acknowledgment of her logic than a protest.

Of course, she interpreted his words in her own way.

“That’s exactly what you’ve been doing for months, Klemens~”

She laughed softly, a sound full of dark promises. Then she pulled him to her, her lips merging with his in a greedy kiss.

That vibrating feeling, which he feared becoming addicted to, returned with force. The contact of her energy drain planted fresh desire in his core, making his skin vibrate as if electrical impulses were racing through his veins. He trembled and tilted his head, trying to resist the feeling, if only to prolong it.

Estefania sighed into the kiss, savoring the lust both through the drain and through her demonic nature. Her half-closed eyes made the devilish orbs even more seductive, more irresistible. The glow pulsated in rhythm with his heartbeat.

His hands began to wander, driven by a desire he could no longer restrain. One slipped under her top, following the smooth curve of her spine, feeling the heat of her golden-brown skin. The other cupped her buttocks through the denim fabric, gripping them almost as possessively as her eyes held his gaze captive. Her body felt perfect under his fingers – soft yet firm, seemingly impossible yet supernaturally real.

He groaned as his member pressed against the fabric of his pants, desperately craving release, yearning to plunge into her dangerous loins and be robbed of his life force. The pressure became almost torturous, his body screaming for relief, for the sweet poison of her touch.

He was well aware that her drain was the closest thing he would ever experience to “deadly sex,” though he had long since learned to trust that she would never harm him. She was a predator playing with her prey – but she loved her prey too much to destroy it.

Still, there was something undeniably arousing about it. This proximity to the abyss, this dancing on the edge of his own existence.

The hand she had placed on his back moved forward and skillfully unbuckled his belt. Her fingers moved with demonic precision, as if she had performed this motion a thousand times. She began pulling down his pants, reaching directly through the fabric of his underwear for his shaft. He trembled and gasped, feeling a warm, tingling sensation wherever her hand touched his arousal; she was draining energy directly – a quick glance downward showed that her hand was enveloped in that swirling aura, sucking life force from his body, with tiny threads of light gently emerging from his member and joining the current dancing around her fingers.

His life essence transformed into visible threads that wound around her fingers like luminous silk ribbons. It was hypnotic – watching parts of his soul penetrate her skin.

It was such an unreal pleasure, and he damn well enjoyed it. Every nerve in his body sang with ecstasy as she slowly drained him.

He had almost forgotten that he hadn’t come to Estefania’s room to surrender himself to her. But now she had him under her spell, and neither of them would stop. She was too hungry, and he too willing to give himself over to her.

After more caresses, Estefania finally pulled down his underwear, freeing his member, which sprang up eagerly. Her fingers wrapped delightfully around his girth and moved up and down several times, her thumb gliding over his moist tip. Each movement sent more energy currents through her palms until his entire lower body bathed in this supernatural shimmer.

She broke the kiss, her tongue wrapping around a thin thread of his energy and drawing it into her mouth, as if seductively slurping noodles. The light disappeared between her lips, and he felt a part of his being sink into her body.

Her smile was eager, lustful – Estefania reveled in her role in this spontaneous act, though she was only half-acting – and in Klemens’ willing submission to her seductive arts. Her eyes glowed more intensely, nourished by his life force.

Then she rose slightly from his lap, just enough to pull down her pants and underwear, rotating her hips in a sensual dance as she exposed her loins. Her movements flowed like water, every curve of her body a masterpiece of seduction. Moisture dripped onto his glans as she hovered over his tip, her own wetness mingled with the demonic energy radiating from her skin.

She positioned his shaft at her entrance and lowered herself to gently part her labia with his glans, both breathing in quiet gasps. The first touch of her inner heat against his tip made him tremble.

Immediately he felt a tingling pull across his head, Estefania’s suction gripping him instantly, a gentle tugging that stimulated his already hypersensitive shaft even more intensely. It felt as if she were caressing him from within, with forces beyond the physical.

Slowly she circled her hips, teasing him with her movements while her gaze sank into his. Those demonic eyes entranced him, hypnotic and inescapable. Klemens explored her body, feeling her now exposed and truly round behind, squeezing one of the cheeks desirously. Her skin was warm and tender, yet beneath it he felt the supernatural firmness of her true nature. His other hand wandered to her breasts, cupping them through the fabric, which made Estefania giggle and prompted her to pull up her shirt, take it off and toss it aside, wearing only her bra.

Klemens didn't hesitate to slip his hand under her bra, caressing her breast directly, feeling her erect nipple between his fingers, which elicited a soft moan from her. Even here he felt the gentle tingling of her pull, as if every inch of her skin was programmed to devour him.

She was still teasing his tip with her sensual dance, her subtle pull intensifying the 'kiss' of her labia as they rubbed against him. Every movement was an agony of pleasure and desire.

Estefania, however, possessed her own boundless patience, and with a devilish grin she slowed her dance... and then began to sink down, taking him into her warm, inviting depths. Inch by inch she engulfed him, her inner muscles massaging him as the pull grew more intense.

Her eyes remained demonic and captivating, the wicked allure they radiated something that Klemens found utterly enchanting. In this moment, she perfectly embodied the succubus—dangerous, seductive, overwhelming.

She sank down completely, sighing as he was fully buried inside her. For a moment, both remained motionless, enjoying the perfect union. She wrapped her arms around him and then looked at him with a smile that would have made anyone shudder.

“I wonder if you would let me manipulate your mind now,” she purred, her hand gently tracing up his neck with a fingertip. Where she touched him, he felt a gentle tingling, as if invisible threads were penetrating his consciousness. “Enter your mind, enchant you in every way I know, and turn you into my adoring puppet.”

What she said sent a shiver down his spine, and yet Klemens found it arousing in a strange way. The thought of surrendering to her so completely that even his thoughts belonged to her made his heart race.

“Heh... maybe someday,” he admitted. There was a... certain attraction growing in him to let her do what she suggested. To be so intimately overwhelmed by someone he trusted. The ultimate surrender.

Estefania raised an eyebrow, an expression of amused surprise flitting across her face.

“I’m such a corrupting influence on you~” she purred, before leaning forward to kiss him again, and began to grind against his lap, his member inside her, circling him in her passage, her walls pressing possessively around him. All this while her passive pull elevated even simple pleasures to exquisite heights.

Her tongue slithered into his mouth, and he felt it unfurling further than would be possible for a human, filling his mouth and slowly dominating his tongue. The muscle was supple and warm, yet endowed with supernatural strength.

Meanwhile, he gently slapped one of her buttocks, then grabbed it firmly, moaning and curling his toes. The sound of his hand on her flesh echoed through the room.

He tried to fight against her tongue, but found himself wrapped like prey of a snake, constricted and caressed... before the tip of her muscle began to probe at the entrance of his throat. The touch was alien and invasive, yet not unpleasant.

At first his eyes widened in recognition of her intention... but after initial panic, he reconsidered. He really did trust her. And the more... inhuman things she could do were honestly just wonderful. She expanded his boundaries in ways no human partner ever could.

He relaxed, and Estefania seemed to notice, her tongue continuing its journey... until it slowly slid behind his tongue, curving into his esophagus. The sensation was surreal—like a living, warm tube winding through his throat.

He suppressed his gag reflex as best he could. It wasn’t easy; this was a completely new experience. Doubts began to stir within him as Estefania’s tongue started to tingle, feeling that pleasant stinging pull on the walls of his throat wherever her tongue made contact... and it seemed to effortlessly suppress his reflex. Her demonic abilities adapted his body to her needs.

Now he could feel her penetrating deeper into his esophagus, swirling around the walls, gently stretching his throat from within. It was a truly bizarre sensation, yet he found himself fascinated by it, despite its alienness. Without Estefania’s pull suppressing his reflex, it would have been unbearable. Instead, it became another form of intimacy, another way she could possess him.

He let out a gurgling moan, and Estefania giggled against his lips. The sound vibrated through her tongue into his throat. She apparently took this as a signal to slide up and down on his shaft, rotating her hips to press his head against her walls.

The way she rode him was always hypnotic in its fluidity. Each movement was precisely calculated to generate maximum pleasure. He couldn’t get enough of her wonderful touch, more moans escaping him, distorted by her tongue in his throat.

Gradually, Estefania increased the pace until a gentle slapping reached their ears. The sound of their colliding bodies became a rhythmic beat. Her pull seemed to intensify in harmony with her rhythm, without becoming overwhelming.

He let his hands glide over her luxuriously smooth body, feeling her muscles beneath his fingers with each seductive undulation of her torso. Her skin felt like liquid silk, warm and inviting. He thought he could feel her pull tingling at his fingertips.

Soon the gentle slapping escalated to a sustained wet smacking, juicy and lustful thanks to her wetness. Her arousal mingled with his, creating a slippery symphony of desire. They rarely needed lubricant; her saliva was usually sufficient.

That made sense, considering how old her kind was—centuries ago, there was no lubricant. The ability to produce sufficiently slick fluids from one’s own body proved extremely useful when attempting to enchant someone with more sophisticated techniques.

And Estefania liked to emphasize how every part of a succubus was a 'weapon.' Even her tears could drive a man into frenzy if she wished.

Nevertheless... even if she 'had him in hand,' with all these advantages, he didn't want to leave all the fun to her. He wasn't ready to surrender completely passively.

The hand on her behind slid deeper, remaining on her round buttocks while an index finger dipped between her cleft and began to press against her sphincter. The touch was gentle but firm, a promise of what would follow.

Her eyes widened briefly, only to narrow devilishly as Klemens felt her grin against his constantly merging lips. She enjoyed when he took initiative, even if she maintained control.

He circled his finger teasingly around her anus before slowly entering the tight opening. To his surprise, her body offered little resistance—as if it joyfully adapted to his touch.

Her inner walls embraced his finger with velvety firmness. Despite the natural tightness, he needed no lubricant; her entrance felt supple as her muscles welcomed him, enticing him deeper.

He buried his finger almost completely, his remaining hand resting gently on her buttock. Then he began a deliberate rhythm, withdrawing only to enter again, at a pace designed to ignite her desire.

A soft moan escaped her, a sign that he was doing something right—at least for her. He had to remind himself that her sensations weren't entirely comparable to human ones. As a being of lust, her demonic nature amplified every touch, every sensation.

But by all gods, he enjoyed it. This small power over her, even in his submissive position.

His finger play and her up and down movements accelerated, the rhythmic slapping echoing through the room, while Klemens' deep throat sounds mingled with hers. The bed began to protest under their united movements. Without her magical protective barriers, their forbidden connection would have been discovered long ago.

Her energetic sucking intensified; now he clearly felt the pull on his essence, Estefania hungry for his soul energy. It felt as if she were emptying him from within, tapping into every cell of his body.

Two luminous energy streams connected their bodies—one flowing from his throat into her mouth, the other swirling through his member into her womb. The energy bands became visible, dancing between them in hypnotic patterns.

Their auras merged, the usual energy vortices of his being drawn into hers. Exhaustion began to spread within him, though it wasn't even nighttime. His life force flowed out of him like water through a broken dam.

The pressure in his loins remained unaffected, building rapidly, ready to explode. He withdrew his finger from her to firmly grasp her hips. His fingers dug into her flesh, leaving reddish imprints on her golden-brown skin.

She now moved more vigorously on top of him, so that they gently bounced on the springs of Estefania's mattress, both still sitting upright at the edge of the bed. The piece of furniture groaned under their passion but held firm.

Faster, more intense, unstoppable... until neither of them could hold back. Their muffled, moist moans mingled in their intertwined mouths, while the energetic suction swelled... simultaneously with his release into her womb. Klemens tried to push against her as she pressed down on him. The explosion of his pleasure merged with the climax of her feeding—a perfect storm of human and demonic ecstasy.

He trembled with orgasm and exhaustion as energy streams flowed through his mouth and member into her hungry succubus body. His legs twitched uncontrollably as the final waves of his pleasure pulsed through him. The suction was so intense that he felt as if she had not only drawn out his seed but fragments of his soul.

They clung to each other, their kiss ending only when she released his lips with a gasp and withdrew her long tongue from his throat. Klemens gasped for air, his throat feeling strangely empty—as if she had taken something away or left something behind. Thin threads of saliva briefly connected their lips.

He briefly wondered where all this energy flowed, but couldn't form a clear thought as he watched the last wisps of his life force stream into her mouth. Estefania licked her lips with relish. Her eyes still glowed faintly reddish, an aftershock of her demonic form. She looked as if she had just enjoyed the most exquisite feast of her existence.

The sucking around his member subsided, their auras faded. Klemens clung to Estefania, seeking support while his breathing came heavily. His fingers dug into her warm skin, seeking stability in a world that was still slightly spinning. His heart hammered against his ribcage as if wanting to break free.

Estefania gave him a warm smile, lovingly cupped his cheek and let him look into her now 'normal' eyes again. Her palm felt surprisingly cool against his heated skin, a welcome contrast to the heat still pulsing through his veins.

He reflected. He had discovered her true nature when she lost control during their first time having sex. Back then it had frightened him—now it only aroused him more. The memory of her first transformation, how her eyes had flared up, how her skin began to glow...

That wasn't her actual 'normal.' Not a complete masquerade, but still not her truest self. This human façade—comfortable, familiar, yet he now knew what lurked beneath. And damn if that didn't electrify him anew each time.

He remembered her last revelation, that seductive 'fashion show.' How she had transformed before him, each new form perfectly tailored to his deepest fantasies...

She gently pushed him onto the bed, snuggled against him and sighed contentedly. The mattress gave way under their combined weight, and Klemens felt his muscles finally yielding.

“I enjoy this~” she purred, nestling her face in the crook of his neck. Her lips brushed his skin, warm and moist from the kiss. For someone who supposedly didn't share the same concepts of love or binding intimacy, she showed it remarkably clearly. Her arms embraced him possessively.

“Hah... no wonder,” he replied exhaustedly. His hand continued to caress her behind, enjoying the feeling beneath his palm. Her cheeks were yielding, cheeky, firmer than her breasts in the most pleasant way. She answered with a satisfied hum that vibrated through her body.

“You're my step-brother soulmate” she whispered, never missing an opportunity to tease him with this familial term. The word rolled off her tongue, natural and forbidden at once. “I won't give this up if I can help it”

“Even though you said you'd respect my decision if I wanted to remain faithful to a girlfriend?” His hand paused on her behind, waiting for her answer.

Estefania giggled melodically against his neck.

“Yes, even though I said that~ But I thought we'd established that you wouldn't dream of giving it up either~” Her fingers drew lazy circles on his chest, playing with the sparse hairs.

“Yes, we did establish that,” he agreed with a wistful sigh. His free hand stroked her back, caressing the smooth skin between her shoulder blades. “But you're still going to play matchmaker, aren't you?”

“If you don't tell me to stop... I think you two would be sweet together~” Her voice sounded playful, but he heard the seriousness behind it.

“Maybe... I'm still not sure about that... besides, even if we did, and things got serious, I feel like I'd disappoint her because nothing she does would feel remotely as good,” he admitted glumly. The thought gnawed at him – how could normal human touch ever compare to Estefania's supernatural abilities?

Estefania laughed softly and playfully nudged his nose, a tender gesture that seemed to dispel his worries.

“Silly, it doesn't work like that~ Sure, she wouldn't be able to do anything half as amazing as I can, but it would still feel good~ Your body is attuned to pleasure now, as long as you enjoy it, anyone can make you feel good~” Her eyes sparkled with amusement and tenderness at once.

Klemens raised an eyebrow in surprise.

“I'm not sure if you mentioned that before,” he said, while his hand absently kneaded her soft flesh.

“Might have, but hey, if not, now you know. If I did, what's the harm in a refresher? The point is, Klemens, it might not feel as good as what I can give you, but your body won't be numb to it. Quite the contrary, since we've done this often enough. Consider it a subtle little blessing~” Her fingers wandered lower, tracing invisible patterns on his skin.

She propped herself up slightly and placed a finger on his lips, her face just inches from his.

“Besides, I'm sure you could show her a few things that would blow her mind~” Her breath washed warm and sweet over his lips.

Klemens grinned cynically, amused despite his concerns.

“You could probably blow her mind better,” he admitted half-jokingly, which made Estefania raise an eyebrow. Her eyes flashed with interest.

“Oh~? Is that an invitation to join in future 'bedroom escapades'~?” she asked teasingly, her voice deeper, more seductive, and he felt his pulse quicken.

Klemens blushed and looked away embarrassed.

“No, of course not... though, I think it would be kind of hot to try, hypothetically speaking. Just not sure it would work without weird mind-magic games, and I don't think you want to do that... though it wouldn't surprise me if you already had.”

This possibility troubled him; Estefania might have already fed from Charlotte, the blonde oblivious through manipulated memories. The thought awakened a strange feeling of possessiveness and discomfort in his stomach.

Suddenly it seemed less acceptable if it was someone he knew, someone Estefania wanted to set him up with. The idea that Charlotte might have already unknowingly been Estefania's prey made him nervous.

Estefania sighed longingly, her gaze becoming dreamy.

“Ah, I've been hungering for her for a while, if I'm being honest. But... I felt like leaving her alone, as a friend... thought I'd try this human idea of 'just being friends,' but you know, liking her makes me desire her even more,” she confessed in a softer, more vulnerable voice. “So, yes, if you ever dated her and we ever found a way to have a nice threesome without playing with her mind – and I know you were worried about that, I could feel your thoughts – I would jump at that opportunity~”

“Oh, right. Mind-feeling stuff,” Klemens remarked casually. He really couldn't hide much from her. He was unsure whether the lack of privacy bothered him or if he was relieved that Estefania could effortlessly recognize his fears. “And, yeah, I'm surprised you haven't had her yet. Still, I can't really shake the image of you going down on her... damn, you're really making me think about it now.”

The image formed unwillingly in his head – Estefania between Charlotte's legs, her dark hair contrasting with Charlotte's pale skin, her skilled tongue...

Estefania was silent for a moment before snorting with amusement. Her lips curved into a knowing smile.

“What?” he asked, confused by her sudden mirth.

“You're much more relaxed and lighthearted after our lovemaking~ You recognize the humor more easily~ I appreciate that about you~” she explained. Her fingertips wandered carefully over his cheek, caressing the still-flushed skin.

“You mean I'm easier to manipulate,” he countered with an ironic tone. His voice still sounded rough from their passionate kiss. “And then to instill fantasies about Charlotte and stuff like that... typical succubus instinct tactics.”

He smiled nonetheless and pulled her close against him, enjoying the sensation of her warm, yielding skin against his.

“You have a damn devastating influence on me,” he remarked with a grin, but his voice revealed deep affection.

She breathed a fleeting kiss on his lips, the tiny tingle and gentle wave of her energy extraction making his mouth vibrate pleasantly. Even this small taste of her powers made his nerve endings light up.

“As long as I don’t plunge you into the abyss or lead you away from the largely virtuous path, I believe I’m doing quite well~” she answered, returning his embrace and snuggling against him. Her breasts pressed against his chest, velvety and comfortably warm.

Damn, she was so incredibly arousing, Klemens thought. He already noticed how his body was responding to her again, his member twitching with interest against her thigh. At this rate, he would soon be ready again, but he didn’t want to exhaust his strength too early.

“I think you’re right about that... still, I probably need more time to think about Charlotte... can’t deny she has something attractive about her. Just not sure if I could maintain relationships with both of you in parallel.” The words flowed more easily than expected, his usual restraint softened by her touch.

“Then think about it. I don’t want to push you into anything, that would be pointless. But resisting these urges is difficult,” she confessed. Her eyes darkened imperceptibly, a hint of the predatory nature that slumbered beneath her loving facade.

“It still seems unreal to me how instinct-driven you sometimes appear. These urges are remarkably strong. But somehow arousing, in a peculiar way. You really aren’t human.” He brushed a stray strand of hair from her face, admiring how the light played across her features.

“No, Klemens, I’m not~ I devour sweet humans, just like you~” Her voice transformed into a deep purr that vibrated through her body.

She laughed playfully and then suddenly attacked his neck with a series of wet, sucking nibbles that made him gasp and tremble. Her teeth grazed his sensitive skin gently, not hard enough to hurt, but distinct enough to remind him of her true nature.

“W-wait! If I get aroused again now, we’ll end up back in bed, and then what?” His voice already sounded breathless, his body responding instantly to her touches.

“What do you mean ‘then what,’ we’ll enjoy it~” Her lips moved against his neck as she spoke, her warm breath sending shivers down his spine.

“Oh,” Klemens groaned and placed his arm over his face, while Estefania giggled. Her laughter sounded like music to his ears, even when it drove him to desperation. “You’ll be my downfall.”

He felt her lips lovingly kissing him on the cheek, tender and intimate. He moved his arm aside to look at her smiling face, her eyes radiating warmth and affection.

“Never~” The word was a promise, a vow, whispered against his skin like a sacred pledge.

He smiled back, his heart swelling with emotions he couldn’t fully name. The two sank into another embrace, their bodies merging perfectly together, as if they were made for each other.


Chapter 6
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Klemens pressed his forehead against the cool window pane of his room, while his thoughts circled endlessly. The idea of a relationship with Charlotte bored into his consciousness like a melody he couldn’t shake. The longer he pondered it, the more seductive the notion became – Charlotte was charming, down-to-earth, human. Yet simultaneously, he was tormented by the question: How could he reconcile this with his connection to Estefania?

His fingers clenched around the window frame. Typical of a demon to confuse his thinking this way.

He had come to terms with everything else – or at least accepted it. Estefania’s predatory nature no longer disturbed him, her way of feeding on other humans. The thought of how she wrapped her graceful fingers around strangers’ wrists, how she absorbed their life energy while they fell into ecstasy – it left him cold. Of course she did that, she needed it to survive, and nobody got hurt. Her manipulation of memories, transforming predatory desire into pleasant dream images – in a twisted way, that too was a form of damage control.

A hint of her moral principles – if one could call them that – had rubbed off on him. The boundaries between right and wrong blurred when survival was at stake.

But this new urge to play matchmaker irritated him. It shook his understanding of their relationship.

With a dull thud, his head hit the desk, the sound echoing through the silent room. A frustrated growl escaped his throat.

“Damn you, Estefania,” he cursed into the void, his voice muffled by the wood. With a deep sigh, he straightened up and rubbed his reddened forehead.

Perhaps... he should actually dare to try it. After all, he hadn’t consciously chosen the connection with Estefania – it had simply... happened. Like a storm that had broken over him and changed everything.

Certainly, after her seduction he had consented, but the demonic element had been a mishap. A delicious, dangerous accident.

Maybe he could be braver and simply let things unfold. His hands trembled slightly at the thought – courage had never been his strong suit.

“Screw it, if it goes wrong, I’ll live with the consequences. That’s part of growing up,” he muttered, as a spark of self-confidence flickered within him like a trembling flame in the wind.

Besides, he knew that Estefania would be there for him if everything else failed. The memory of her warm skin, of the way she looked at him when she thought he wouldn’t notice, calmed him. He didn’t like the thought of considering her as some kind of ‘backup woman’ – that seemed superficial and didn’t do justice to her multifaceted nature.

He was equally reluctant to think that continuing his relationship with Estefania would be cheating on Charlotte, should it ever come to that. His chest tightened at the thought. Yet their connection was already a deep secret for various reasons – demonic existence wasn’t exactly socially acceptable.

What difference would one more peculiarity make? At least the risk of discovery was minimal. But regardless of what Estefania had to do to protect her existence, Klemens was determined to accept any consequences should he be exposed. His jaw muscles tensed at the thought of possible confrontations.

He hoped this would be enough not to appear completely without character.

“Cursed succubi...” he growled, as he walked to the door, his steps heavy on the wooden floor. He would have to approach Charlotte in the traditional way – he didn’t have her number, and the thought of facing her in person sent his pulse racing.

Before he reached the doorknob, however, he paused and grimaced as if he had bitten into a lemon.

Why was this decision easier for him than choosing a damn college major? The irony was unmistakable.

Shaking his head and muttering more curses, he left his room. On his way out, he encountered Estefania, who was leaning in the doorframe of her room, arms crossed. She remained silent – only a knowing smile played around her full lips, as if she could read his thoughts.

“Not a word,” he grumbled, although he really had no reason to be annoyed. He merely felt exposed, transparent, like an open book.

Estefania’s melodic giggle in response didn’t make it any better. The sound followed him all the way to the front door.

He took a taxi and drove to the part of town where Charlotte worked. The city passed by the windows like a kaleidoscope of colors, but his thoughts revolved only around the upcoming conversation. Since it was still working hours, he expected to find her at work, and indeed – when he entered the fragrance-filled store, a mixture of sweet perfumes and powdery cosmetics, she was just serving a customer with her characteristic cheerfulness.

He waited between the shelves and observed her movements, how her eyes lit up when she talked about products. Only when the satisfied customer left the store did he approach her.

She spotted him and smiled, though slight surprise showed on her face. Her eyebrows raised almost imperceptibly.

“Oh, hello! I wouldn’t have expected you here,” she greeted him, while tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “At least not without Estefania. Is she here?”

“No, she stayed at home,” he replied, shaking his head, hands buried deep in his pockets.

“Oh.” A brief pause, during which she studied him curiously. “How can I help you then?”

“Actually... I was wondering if you’d like to get coffee. Just talk, that sort of thing.” The words stumbled awkwardly from his mouth, marked by nervousness.

He really wasn’t used to this. He hadn’t approached a girl since high school, and back then it had failed miserably.

Charlotte fell silent and seemed almost a little stunned, her lips forming a small ‘Oh’.

“You don’t have to, it’s completely okay, just thought I could--”

"My break starts in an hour," she interrupted him with a smile that lit up her entire face. "Let's meet then. Same place as last time?"

Klemens almost stammered, but managed a smile and nodded, his relief almost palpable.

"Sure. See you then."

Charlotte nodded and returned to her work, humming softly to herself. Klemens didn’t want to linger any longer – he already felt more embarrassed than necessary, his cheeks glowing slightly. So he made his way to the suggested café. He pulled up a chair and waited, spending the time checking his phone and nervously playing with the salt shaker.

If Estefania could sense him from home right now, she’d probably be rolling on the floor laughing.

A little more than an hour passed – each minute stretching like chewing gum – and finally Charlotte appeared, dressed in her work clothes and armed with her bag. Her cheeks were slightly flushed from hurrying.

"Hello you," she greeted him breathlessly, and Klemens waved back and stood up, his knees cracking slightly.

"This time I’m buying the drinks," he offered, and Charlotte nodded gratefully.

"A mocha, please," she requested, while placing her bag on the chair.

Klemens nodded and briefly stepped away to place the order, his palms damp with nervousness. He returned and sat down with Charlotte, the warm aroma of roasted coffee beans enveloping them.

Now he realized that he had no idea what to talk about. The silence stretched between them.

"So..." he began, desperately trying to think, his fingers drumming nervously on the table.

"Are you still looking for the right major?" she chimed in, and Klemens was grateful for the conversation starter. Her voice sounded warm, inviting.

"Yeah. I’m still not sure which sciences I want to focus on, I’ve always been pretty good at math. But I really don’t know if I should go for physics or maybe even try chemistry. Though I think I’m slowly getting to the point where I can recognize my inclination."

"Sciences, huh? Will you join the great medical minds and win a Nobel Prize?" She laughed pleasantly, her eyes twinkling mischievously, and Klemens found it enchanting. The sound made something flutter in his chest.

"Hah, unlikely. I’ll leave that to the geniuses, I’m not that brilliant. But if I can pursue a career that supports research or maybe something in engineering, that’s what I’m good at, I think I’ll be successful."

"You seem undecided about which direction to take. No need to rush." She tilted her head slightly, her hair falling like a silky curtain to one side. "I dreamed of becoming a singer, but... turns out I’m not particularly talented at that either," she confessed sheepishly, her cheeks reddening. Klemens doubted that – her voice sounded quite sweet, almost melodic, but some people lacked rhythm or the necessary stage presence. "But! I had a knack for making my little brother look terrifying or strong when he wanted to dress up. And, well, I discovered many creative ways to use makeup for different looks. That’s how I got into VFX makeup. Unfortunately, there aren’t any suitable programs nearby."

She snorted slightly in frustration, but then brightened as an employee brought their drinks – steam rising in small spirals. She turned the cup slightly and observed the foam crown.

"I think we’re both a bit stuck in our own paths," remarked Klemens, as he took his first sip. The warmth spread through his chest. Charlotte nodded in agreement.

"Well, I’m not under any time pressure. But as with everything, you get these anxieties when you put something off for too long. You know what I mean?" Her fingers played with the handle of her cup, an unconscious gesture of nervousness.

"Definitely... I feel like I’m going to lose my mind if I don’t make a decision soon."

He paused briefly, as the different levels of his thoughts flowed together – his studies, Charlotte, Estefania, this whole confusing mess of his life.

Charlotte tilted her head, her eyebrows drawing together questioningly.

"Is everything okay?" she inquired, noticing his hesitation and the fleeting shadows that crossed his expression.

"Nothing special. Just thoughts running through my head. But apart from our shared anxiety about the future – what else do you spend your time on?"

Klemens didn’t want to just sit there complaining with Charlotte about life path problems – that wouldn’t lead anywhere and would only further weigh down the atmosphere.

"Oh, not much really besides girls’ nights with my friends. We put on face masks, watch terrible movies, and gossip about men..." She smiled mischievously. "I wish Estefania would join us more often, she always makes us laugh. Then there’s movies, café visits... oh, and I love wandering through art museums and galleries!" Her eyes began to sparkle, her whole posture becoming more energetic. "I find so much inspiration there – ideas for how I could transform someone into an angel, or a swamp creature, or a ghost... it really gets my imagination going!"

Klemens smiled broadly; admittedly he wasn’t nearly as sociable as Charlotte or Estefania, and he would prefer a science museum, but he liked how animated Charlotte became about her passion. Her enthusiasm was contagious, making something warm up in his chest.

"We could visit one together, explore the exhibitions, if you’re interested," Klemens suggested, his voice sounding more hopeful than intended. Charlotte paused thoughtfully, her finger tapping against her lower lip.

"There’s this place that regularly shows new exhibitions and features local artists, so there’s always something new to discover. I’ve been pretty busy lately and haven’t had a chance to stop by."

“Sounds perfect to me, Charlotte. Just tell me when,” Klemens agreed, while his heartbeat accelerated.

“I’m off tomorrow. Give me your number, and I’ll send you the location, and we can meet there,” she replied, pulling her phone from her pocket.

Klemens nodded in agreement, and they exchanged contacts, sending test messages for confirmation. The beeping of their phones sounded like little victory fanfares.

“Alright then. My break is almost over, I should head back.” She glanced at her delicate silver wristwatch. “Tomorrow at ten?”

“Of course, I’m looking forward to it,” answered Klemens, his voice now warmer, softer.

“Then it’s a date,” she said with a smile that made her whole face light up. “See you soon, Klemens~”

With these words, she finished her drink and left Klemens behind, waving briefly as she departed, while he slowly drank the rest of his coffee and watched her go.

“A date,” he whispered softly, the words tasting sweet as honey on his tongue.

The next day, Klemens waited in front of the gallery, hands nervously buried in his pockets. The place was near the city center, accordingly busy – a whirl of movement and sounds. He sat on a stone block in the middle of an open plaza with water features, their gentle splashing having a calming effect. Green spaces and benches were scattered everywhere, people chatting, drinking coffee, eating lunch, typing on phones and laptops. The rumble of traffic reached him, impatient honking, squeaking brakes.

Nervousness gnawed at him like a hungry animal. What if he seemed boring? What if Charlotte noticed he wasn’t as interesting as she thought?

He wore his best blue jeans and a long-sleeved button-up shirt. Not too fancy, but not as casual as a t-shirt. His shoes were certainly unchanged – the same worn sneakers as always, but at least he had cleaned them last night.

His foot tapped rhythmically as he waited. The tapping of his sole against the stone echoed in his head, a nervous staccato of his inner restlessness.

He couldn’t understand why this date was stirring him up so much. After all, he wasn’t inexperienced, had even had a girlfriend before, though that relationship, like most high school romances, had been short-lived. Back then, he’d never felt like this – with a fluttering stomach and damp palms.

Somehow this was different. And he suspected it had to do with Estefania.

When he returned home yesterday, she seemed delighted that he had found the courage to meet with Charlotte, especially after learning about the date. Her eyes almost glowed like a child with a new toy.

Which made the things she did to him that night even more confusing. Stranger still, his desire hadn’t diminished. Her touches had become more intense, hungrier, as if his connection to Charlotte somehow fueled her.

Part of him considered his behavior dangerous, akin to some advanced form of cheating.

Going out with a girl while he was fucking his hellish stepsister. Literally. The words sounded absurd even in his thoughts.

Estefania knew this, though. She even emphasized that if he wanted to get serious with Charlotte and do things ‘right,’ she would respect his wishes as far as possible, but she mentioned something enigmatic about soulmates and denial. Her voice had an odd undertone then, as if she were guarding a secret.

He suspected that a succubus, after having tasted a soulmate and fed on him regularly, would probably suffer withdrawal symptoms if suddenly cut off. Or at least be driven by instinct to seduce her most suitable partner. The thought of seeing Estefania suffer tightened something in his chest.

Fortunately for her and most confusingly for Klemens, he had decided not to end their relationship. Perhaps he truly loved her, in the same twisted way she loved him. Succubus morality was strange – or perhaps she had bent his own morality so much that he no longer knew what was normal.

Maybe he simply didn’t want to give up sex with a supernatural being. Not many could claim to regularly fuck a demon. The thought brought a crooked grin to his face.

He tried to banish these thoughts. Today was a date with Charlotte. A normal, human date with a normal, human girl.

And indeed, she soon appeared, wearing flared pants and a white, ruffled blouse that barely revealed her navel, dark slippers, and light sunglasses. Her bag hung over her shoulder. She looked fashionable – like someone who had made an effort without overdoing it.

She spotted Klemens and beamed, waving to him. Her smile was warm and genuine, and for a moment, he forgot all his confusion. He returned the gesture as he stood up from the block, his legs slightly stiff from sitting so long.

“Klemens! Have you been waiting long?” Her voice sounded slightly breathless, as if she had been running.

“Hardly,” he fibbed, though he had actually been sitting around for about twenty minutes. The lie came automatically – a small courtesy to avoid embarrassing her.

She gave him a sideways glance, as if seeing through his untruth, but it seemed not to matter to her. An amused sparkle danced in her eyes.

“Anyway, ready for paintings and perhaps questionable sculptures?” She grinned teasingly, as if challenging him to criticize her directness.

Klemens found her blunt attitude refreshing. It was pleasant to meet someone who didn’t pretend that all art was automatically profound.

“You mean shapeless lumps of stone or paint wildly flung onto canvas that’s labeled as ‘genius’?” He raised an eyebrow, playfully skeptical.

Charlotte giggled, a sound that flowed pleasantly through him.

“Maybe we could tape a banana to the wall,” she joked. “But there will still be many impressive works. Come on, let’s go!” She made an inviting gesture toward the gallery.

Klemens nodded and followed Charlotte up the steps. The wide stone steps were warm from the sun, and he detected the faint smell of cleaning agents and old wood from the building.

It turned out to be a surprisingly pleasant experience, Klemens realized; Charlotte explained aspects of the reproductions of famous classical paintings that he didn’t know about and found truly fascinating. Her eyes lit up when she talked about brushwork and composition, and he was captivated by her passion. She raved about a local artist whose wooden sculptures were actually impressive – Klemens would never have thought that a ghost carved from wood could look so ghostly, especially through the hollowness of the figure. The way the light fell through the carved openings gave the sculpture a truly ethereal quality.

Of course, they shared a suppressed laugh over a particular painting that consisted only of colorful paint splattered across a canvas and held a place of honor in the abstract section. Apparently, they shared the same opinion about certain abstract art. Charlotte whispered conspiratorially: “I bet the artist just had a bad day and let out their frustration.”

They spent a good ten minutes admiring an aluminum cast of an ant nest, presented in a glass display case, naturally highly fragile, but fascinating with all its small chambers and connecting passages, once a busy colony. The metal shimmered dully under the gallery lights, and Klemens could almost visualize the tiny creatures that once bustled through these tunnels.

The description revealed that it was a fire ant nest; there was no symbolic meaning, nothing about the irony of their name and molten aluminum being poured into their colony to cook them alive. Merely that they were major pests and the artist was confident that viewers could enjoy his work with a clear conscience. Charlotte frowned slightly at this explanation but didn’t comment on it.

They discovered an installation that particularly fascinated Klemens because of its special use of lasers. The apparatus hummed quietly, almost hypnotically. He got the opportunity to explain light wavelengths and their interaction with various materials, especially as a video showed the entire arrangement burning through differently colored balloons. The lasers cut through the air like luminous blades.

Was it an abstract mechanical artwork with unfathomable meaning? Quite possibly, but at least it offered interesting conversation material through the underlying physics.

Charlotte seemed to listen intently to his explanations, asked intelligent questions and nodded attentively, which pleased Klemens. It felt good to share his knowledge without her appearing bored or overwhelmed.

They treated themselves to cappuccinos in the small gallery café along with sandwiches and chatted about their activities and online discoveries. The coffee was surprisingly good, and Charlotte told him about a YouTube channel for film analysis that she loved. Her enthusiasm was contagious.

Finally, their energy waned, and they slowly moved toward the exit, by now it was early afternoon. The sun was lower in the sky and cast longer shadows across the square.

Klemens stretched his arms, feeling the pleasant fatigue after the long tour.

“That was refreshingly different, I think I haven’t been to an art gallery in ages,” he admitted.

“I usually go quite often, but as I said, I haven’t had the opportunity recently. This was really nice.” She smiled at him, and he noticed how the afternoon sun conjured golden reflections in her hair.

“Yes, I had more fun than expected. I’m glad you’re satisfied,” he agreed.

Charlotte stood in front of him, her smile radiating warmth and genuine gratitude.

“I really enjoyed what we did today. I’d like to do this again, and soon,” Charlotte said in a tone that went far beyond mere politeness. Klemens heard the genuine affection resonating in her voice.

She leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on his cheek.

Although it couldn’t compare to Estefania’s seductive kisses, an electric tingling shot through him that threw him into complete confusion for a moment, as if he were an inexperienced teenager again. Her velvety, warm lips made his pulse quicken. A delicate hint of her scent enveloped his senses.

With slightly flushed cheeks, Charlotte stepped back and gave him a promising smile.

“Get in touch with me, Klemens,” she urged him. “See you soon.”

With a brief wave, she turned and walked away, her hips moving in a barely perceptible but hypnotic rhythm. Klemens followed her path until she disappeared into the crowd.

He stood there dazed, while his cheek still tingled from the touch of her lips. Slowly, a grin spread across his face.

“Definitely. Until next time, Charlotte~”

That next time actually turned into a series of further meetings. A week and a half later, they found themselves in the midst of a budding relationship. They discovered shared preferences and were amused by their differences – from taste in films to music to culinary preferences. Charlotte detested salt and vinegar chips, which Klemens quite liked, but both raved about chocolate-mint creations. Horror films made him uneasy and robbed him of sleep, while Charlotte loved them and always analyzed the special effects with fascination.

Behind the scenes, Estefania followed Klemens’ romantic development with undisguised curiosity. It felt strange to report to her about it, but even when he didn’t say anything, he came home after each date with Charlotte in such an elevated mood that Estefania could effortlessly pick up on his feelings. Sometimes he wondered if she could literally taste his emotions.

Klemens couldn’t quite comprehend Estefania’s enthusiasm for his relationship with Charlotte. Under other circumstances, she would probably have seduced them both, but instead, she seemed genuinely pleased about their development. As if she were playing a complicated game whose rules only she knew.

This dynamic also fueled their forbidden nocturnal encounters. Estefania showed herself to be more energetic, playful, and experimental – as if his growing bond with Charlotte somehow spurred her on.

The change was subtle but noticeable. Her mood seemed even more exuberant than usual.

The situation confused him increasingly: He was dating Charlotte and sleeping with his stepsister, while the latter actively encouraged him to deepen his relationship with Charlotte. It seemed as if she were orchestrating both connections.

This reinforced his suspicion that succubi were strange beings and that Estefania had permanently distorted his moral sense – albeit only slightly. Sometimes he doubted whether he could still distinguish between right and wrong at all.

Despite his persistent concerns, Klemens found himself in a bizarre dilemma: he liked both Charlotte and Estefania, and if he ended the relationship with Charlotte to ease his conscience, he would hurt both women.

Over time, he came to terms with this unusual arrangement. He simply needed to keep his threesome fantasies in check to avoid tainting his perception of his relationship with Charlotte — although this idea stubbornly circled in his thoughts.

This seemed particularly important after a strange moment when Estefania hinted at an underlying threat.

“Charlotte is a friend, you understand? I wouldn’t be pleased if someone caused her pain,” she had explained in a calm voice, while something dangerous flashed in her eyes.

Klemens didn’t believe Estefania would ever seriously harm him, but he could understand her potential anger should he break Charlotte’s heart. He’d rather not mess with an angry succubus.

Occasionally, he thought the responsibility lay partly with Estefania, since she had pushed him into this relationship. But such considerations only led to further confusion.

Nevertheless, Estefania often offered advice and refined her concealment spells, as if wanting to ensure the success of Klemens’ and Charlotte’s relationship — partly due to her threesome fantasy, partly because it seemed to bring her genuine joy to see them both happy.

Now Klemens faced the decisive test of whether he could commit to this complex dynamic.

He and Charlotte had just watched a movie at the local cinema — something neither had done in a long time. In an era of streaming and downloads, it seemed almost anachronistic, yet it worked wonderfully as a date. They had laughed together during a cheesy action film, shared popcorn, and mocked the absurd stunts. Charlotte had held his hand, her fingers warm and familiar between his.


Chapter 7

 [image: ] 

They took a taxi to Charlotte’s dwelling, a modest apartment in a high-rise building – neither run-down nor luxurious, but affordable through her income and occasional subsidies from her parents. The ride proceeded in silence, accompanied only by the steady hum of the engine and the occasional creaking of brakes at red lights. Klemens enjoyed the warmth of their intertwined fingers while they both silently watched the passing city lights.

As they stood before her front door, their hands still connected, the night air suddenly seemed to grow heavier. The delicate jasmine scent from a nearby garden mingled with the urban aroma of warm asphalt and distant car exhaust.

“The evening was wonderful, Klemens~” she whispered with an enchanting smile, her eyes sparkling in the subdued glow of the porch light.

“Yes, I’ve never heard you laugh so freely before,” he replied with a grin, which elicited a melodious giggle from her, almost like gentle wind chimes in the breeze.

“Well, that scene was just so ridiculous!” she exclaimed, before her cheeks flushed a delicate pink. “Actually, it’s embarrassing that I made such a commotion in the theater.”

“Not at all, who cares, other people were laughing just as hard at that nonsense,” he reassured her with a gentle, encouraging voice.

“You really are lovable, Klemens. For such a grumpy bear~”

“Hey, I’m the most lovable grumpy bear ever,” he defended himself with feigned indignation.

Charlotte smiled and leaned closer, her floral perfume with a hint of vanilla enveloping him before she pressed her lips to his. Then she deepened the kiss, her soft, warm lips on his, and Klemens returned the gesture, holding her gently and feeling the warmth of her body through the thin fabric of her dress.

While their lips touched, however, he noticed a certain... sparkle in her eyes. Her kisses were somewhat more passionate than usual, her tongue gently brushing against his lips. It wasn’t their first kiss, they had kissed several times before, and she had proven to be a surprisingly talented kisser – her movements natural and effortless.

A soft sigh escaped her, a small, contented sound he had never heard before. Then she pulled away with flushed cheeks, her breathing slightly faster than before.

“Would you, um, like some coffee? We could stay a bit longer,” she offered, her voice slightly husky.

It wasn’t his first visit to her apartment... but never at night. Never with this electric tension vibrating between them.

“I’d love to,” he answered, tempering his expectations, though his heart was already beating faster.

Charlotte led him inside; a simple apartment with beige furniture and a white kitchenette that flowed into the dining and living area. Not unlike his own place, only smaller and considerably less elegant. The room had a faint scent of cinnamon and the warm aroma of wooden furniture. Here and there stood a few houseplants – a small monstera in the corner, some succulents on the windowsill. To the right were the bedroom and bathroom, to the left a small study. Not a bad place, all in all, though somewhat colorless except for various movie posters, small decorations, and the colorful pillows on the couch.

Charlotte went to the kitchenette and switched on the electric kettle, which came to life with a soft click. She prepared instant coffee for both of them, her movements somewhat more erratic than usual, the spoons gently clinking against the cups.

Klemens sank onto the couch, which yielded softly under his weight. Soon Charlotte joined him, cups in hand, from which steam rose in thin spirals. She handed him one and sat down beside him, close enough that he could feel her body heat. They sipped their drinks in silence, the bitter taste of instant coffee mingling with the sweet tension of the quiet, until Charlotte spoke up.

“It’s... been a while since I’ve had a man here after dark,” she said softly and thoughtfully. “My last boyfriend turned out to be quite a jerk in the end. We broke up.”

“That wasn’t that idiot who freaked out at me and Estefania’s place, was it?”

Charlotte laughed out loud, a bright, liberated sound.

“God, no. No, Nnamdi, my last boyfriend, was just... uptight and demanded more from me than he was willing to give himself. Plus, he was pretty inconsiderate in bed, somehow expecting me to do all the work.”

“Understandable,” murmured Klemens and took an embarrassed sip of coffee, feeling the warm liquid run down his throat.

Charlotte let out a wistful sigh, her shoulders dropping slightly.

“Still... I haven’t had much company since then, except for you. To be honest, you were like a breath of fresh air. Especially considering how closed off you were when we first met. It’s nice to see you opening up.”

“I owe that to you and Estefania. I think you both gently pushed me to be less standoffish,” he agreed, though at the mention of Estefania’s name, a strange pang shot through his chest.

“Klemens, you were never really standoffish. Just reserved. Especially as a newcomer. Of course you were grumpy at first.”

“Still, it took me a while to open up to Estefania after spending my life as an only child. You both were a healing influence on me in that regard.”

He didn’t hesitate to admit that, but it was partly a lie, because Estefania’s influence on him was anything but innocent. Images of her flashed through his mind – her body, her touches, her gaze...

“That just shows that people can always surprise you,” she remarked with a warm, understanding voice.

“Mmmhmm,” Klemens hummed during a sip of his nearly empty coffee, the warm taste filling his mouth.

Then Charlotte decided to follow her words with actions and placed a hand on his thigh. Her palm radiated warmth through the fabric of his jeans, her fingers spreading slightly.

He paused and looked at her. Her eyes shone intensely, her pupils slightly dilated in the dim light.

“Charlotte?”

“Klemens... I haven’t had sex in ages... and, well, I like you. I know we’ve only been dating for a short time, but... are you interested?” Her voice was quiet, yet determined, with a hint of vulnerability.

Klemens remained silent and looked at her, her honest eyes, how she slightly pulled her lower lip between her teeth. Then he finished his coffee, feeling the warmth in his stomach, and leaned forward to place the cup decisively on the coffee table. The soft clink broke the silence.

“Absolutely.”

Charlotte giggled, a nervous yet joyful sound, hastily drank her coffee and placed the cup next to his. She stood up, holding Klemens’ hand firmly and led him to her bedroom. Her palm was slightly damp with nervousness.

Klemens followed without hesitation, but thoughts were racing through his mind: Would everything fall apart? Would he think of Estefania? Would his body fail him?

He would find out soon enough.

Charlotte’s bedroom was adorned with numerous movie posters – Blade Runner, Casablanca, The Grand Budapest Hotel – the room was cluttered with shelves full of jewelry, knickknacks, and personal items. It smelled of her perfume and something sweet – perhaps candles or room spray. Her computer was in the study, which was filled with all sorts of odds and ends and makeup supplies – her hobby and hopeful future career.

Several stuffed animals sat on the bed – a small teddy bear and a plush penguin – but Charlotte hastily moved them aside, her movements quick and nervous.

Then she led Klemens to the bed and had him sit on the edge. The mattress gave way under his weight, the springs squeaking softly. She slipped off her shoes and helped him out of his, her fingers trembling slightly. Soon she was kneeling before him on the soft carpet.

He sensed her nervousness; although it was hardly her first time, it was her first time with him. Perhaps she wanted to make a good impression. Her breathing was somewhat irregular, her cheeks glowing.

She hesitated briefly, looking at his crotch and weighing her options. Then she sighed resolutely and began massaging his manhood through the denim fabric with her palm.

Her touches were gentle and somewhat tentative... but his reaction was immediate, blood rushing to his cock at her touch, a warm pulsing beginning between his legs.

Perhaps Estefania had indeed been right. He was relieved about that.

Charlotte quickly gained confidence and increased the pressure, stroking his growing bulge, trying to bring his erection to full size. Her palm was warm, her movements becoming more assured.

As he began to press against the fabric, the jeans stretching over his growing hardness, Charlotte decided to pull them down to his knees. His cock sprang free and stood proudly, while the cool bedroom air brushed over his heated skin.

She looked at him for a moment and silently mouthed ‘wow’, her eyes widening slightly.

Then she looked down and glanced up at him with a smile, her cheeks even redder than before.

“You shave down there?” she remarked with surprise, as her fingertip curiously stroked over his smooth skin.

Klemens rubbed his neck embarrassedly, feeling the warm hair under his fingers.

“Yes, well... I like it smooth, hair there bothers me,” he lied. It didn’t feel good to lie to Charlotte, but at the same time he could never imagine having hair there again; smooth was wonderful, so there was some truth in his words.

“It’s okay, I think it looks good~” she praised softly, grasped his shaft and stroked gently up and down, her cool fingers in contrast to his warm skin.

Klemens exhaled shakily, his cock twitching eagerly in Charlotte’s grip. After several more movements, he was completely stiff, his foreskin repeatedly pulled back, making his shaft wet as he was already secreting drops of pleasure, the clear fluid glistening in the dim light.

“Wow, you respond fantastically,” Charlotte observed and experimentally rubbed her thumb over his glans, spreading the tangy moisture and eliciting a gentle moan from Klemens, his body jerking at the touch.

“Thank you,” he answered hoarsely, inwardly partly directed at Estefania, whose assurance that sex without her would not be ruined, but perhaps even enriched in a certain way, was proving true.

He banished Estefania completely from his thoughts, difficult as it was; this was Charlotte’s moment, and he had the feeling that Estefania would actually be annoyed if he were thinking of her at this moment.

The kiss that Charlotte planted on the sensitive underside of his glans helped immensely with this concentration. Her lips were warm and soft, a gentle pressure against his sensitive skin. She was tender, less experienced than Estefania, but eager to explore his cock. She unfurled her tongue and ran it up his shaft, sighed and let hot breath wash over his needy member, the warm air making him shudder.

She repeated this several times, her tongue leaving wet trails on his skin, before pressing an extensive kiss to his glans, gently rubbing her tongue against the underside, before slowly sliding down and taking the first inch into her mouth, while continuing to hold him with one hand. Her lips closed around him, wet and invitingly warm.

It was hard for Klemens to comprehend that the usually cheerful Charlotte was now enclosing his shaft with her lips, but he enjoyed every second of this sight and every sensation. The wet warmth of her mouth enveloped him, while her tongue probed over his skin.

Despite her uncertainty, she gradually took more of him in, licking carefully back and forth. Her lips didn’t form a perfect seal, but her efforts and the silky softness of her lips on his skin made up for it.

As she moved deeper, her free hand cupped his testicles, massaging them with warm, gentle fingers. A soft murmur escaped her, its vibrations sending small waves of pleasure through his shaft. She began to move her head rhythmically while her hand stroked and twisted the lower part of his member.

With a deep sigh, Klemens let his head fall back and gripped the edge of the bed a little tighter until his knuckles turned pale. The sensation was wonderful – different from Estefania, but delicious in its own way, more tender, more innocent.

Charlotte hesitated briefly, then slid deeper, pressing her hand against his groin to create more space. Her movements became more intense as she struggled to keep her lips tightly closed while her breathing through her nose grew heavier.

When the tip of his cock touched the back of her tongue, a choked gag escaped her. She tried to go even deeper, her throat contracting, before she pulled back gasping. Saliva glistened on his shaft.

“Sorry,” she whispered breathlessly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

Klemens stroked her hair lovingly, letting the soft strands glide through his fingers.

“You don’t need to push yourself, Charlotte... I have an idea.”

He rose from the bed, his aroused member almost brushing her nose as he gestured for her to switch places. The sweet scent of her arousal wafted up to him.

“O-Okay,” she breathed, confused. As she lay down on the bed, the sheet wrinkling beneath her, Klemens made his move... and began pushing up her shirt. He did it deliberately, his hands sliding over her sides, leaving burning trails on her skin. He slowed his movements at her breasts – they were slightly larger than palm-sized, covered by a simple blue bra that rose and fell with each of her quickening breaths. She stretched her arms upward, and after he pulled her shirt over her head, he carefully set it aside without taking his eyes off her face.

His hands moved to her hips, feeling the warmth through the thin denim fabric, sensually gliding up her sides. His touches remained feather-light, just intense enough that her diaphragm twitched in one spot and she involuntarily inhaled. His hands traveled higher, his thumbs sweeping until they pressed against the undersides of her breasts, feeling the soft tissue through the bra.

He turned his hands until they gently cupped her curves, and leaned forward to run his tongue over the tops. He tasted the salty hint of her skin, placing tender kisses here and there, slowly moving up her body until he gently sucked on her neck, eliciting a quiet, shy sigh from her. Her expression wavered between arousal and confusion, eyes half-closed, lips slightly parted. She seemed... unaccustomed to this kind of attention, each touch seeming like a surprise. Still, she made no move to stop him – her hands rested hesitantly on his shoulders, as if she didn’t know what to do with them.

Klemens smiled against her skin and, after a few moments of devotion to her neck, worked his way downward again. His hands moved behind Charlotte’s back to work on the bra clasp, his fingers feeling for the mechanism.

The clasp was somewhat different than usual, but he had acquired a certain skill in deciphering new configurations... and soon this obstacle too was overcome. The bra landed carefully beside the bed, the blue material sliding silently onto the wooden floor.

Klemens leaned back to admire her exposed upper body; he had never seen her so naked before. Her breasts were perfectly proportioned, the nipples rosy and already slightly hardened by his attention. Charlotte looked to the side with flushed cheeks, her hands instinctively moving upward as if to cover herself. Despite taking the first step, she still seemed uncertain during this intimate moment with her new boyfriend.

This reaction also stirred a hint of uncertainty in Klemens, a pang of nervousness shot through him. But he pushed the doubts aside; he wanted Charlotte to feel good, to feel desired, as if she were the most precious thing in the world.

He leaned forward and circled his tongue around a half-erect nipple, tasting her skin and earning a soft squeak that echoed through the room. He raised his head, his eyes seeking hers.

“Tell me if I should stop,” he requested, his voice rough with desire.

“No... keep going,” she answered softly, her voice heated and breathless.

Klemens smiled and licked her other nipple, feeling it harden under his tongue. He kissed her breast slowly and reverently, his lips firmly closed during the moist, worshipful touches. Then he enclosed one of her buds, gently sucking on it and letting his tongue dance tenderly over it, while his other hand kneaded the opposite breast carefully, circling his thumb over the sensitive tip.

Another quiet sound of arousal escaped Charlotte, a soft moan fled her lips as Klemens worshipped her upper body and switched to the other breast to gently suck on it. He lingered for a few moments, feeling her body relax beneath him, before slowly leading a series of lustful kisses and reverent licks down her stomach, kissing her navel with particular intensity, briefly dipping his tongue inside before continuing downward.

Soon he was kneeling between her thighs, feeling the warmth emanating from her as his fingers slid to the waistband of her jeans... and began to remove them. The denim rustled as it slid over her legs before joining her other clothes.

Now her peach-colored underwear lay before him, a tiny damp spot of arousal visible on it, dark against the light fabric. The sight accelerated his heartbeat. He ran his hands over her thighs, massaging them gently, feeling the goosebumps under his palms before letting them glide to her hips and lowering his lips to kiss her vulva through her panties.

“K-Klemens?” Charlotte asked with a trembling voice.

He looked up at her and saw the mixture of curiosity and nervousness in her eyes.

“You said your last boyfriend expected you to do everything. Well, I thought I’d do something for you instead~” he explained with an eager grin, his confidence growing with each positive reaction.

“Oh... it's just... no one has ever pleasured me orally,” she confessed, her cheeks flushing even deeper. “I don't know what it feels like.”

“Then I'll take my time,” Klemens assured her with a gentle, reassuring voice, before continuing to caress her vulva through her panties. He initially avoided using his tongue, as Charlotte's underwear was made of cotton—a material he didn't enjoy licking unless it was already sufficiently wet.

He found her clitoris through the fabric, felt the small protrusion and stimulated it carefully with gentle jaw movements, until Charlotte whimpered with arousal and her hips involuntarily rose to meet him.

After this slow, lustful teasing, Klemens decided it was time to proceed... With sensual care, he pulled her panties down, placing kisses along her smooth, shaved legs, savoring her skin before adding the last piece of clothing to the others.

Charlotte now lay completely exposed before him, naked in front of a man for the first time in a long while—at least for her. It might have been a year ago, as far as he knew, but for some people that was an eternity. Her body was a map of soft curves and warm skin that shimmered in the dim light.

Most importantly was her evident wetness—he detected her scent, sweet and musky. A good sign; she was aroused, and he was doing something right.

Now there were no barriers left, except his own promise to be gentle.

He leaned forward again and let his tongue glide over her clitoris, searching for the most sensitive spot and observing her reactions—how her eyes widened and her breath caught.

She squeaked at the second lick, her voice higher and more breathless. Then she gasped as he began circling with his tongue tip between the bud and the inside of the hood, carefully moving his tongue in waves, feeling her twitch beneath his touch.

It was intoxicating to see someone respond like this. The power he had over her pleasure was like a rush.

Next, he enclosed her clitoris with his lips and began to suck, similar to what he'd done with her nipples, only more delicately. His tongue moved up and down against her bud, and he felt her lean back and sink into the mattress, a hot moan escaping her throat, deep and raw.

“Oh damn,” she breathed, her voice broken with pleasure.

Klemens smiled against her vulva, the vibration making her shudder. However, he decided not to stimulate her most sensitive spot too intensely yet. There were other regions to explore, depths to discover.

He traveled down her slit, letting his tongue circle between her labia and glide gently back and forth, following the depressions between her inner and outer lips, tasting her arousal until he reached the entrance of her canal.

There he began moving his jaw as if kissing her, while circling his tongue at her entrance, carefully penetrating and feeling her muscles close around him.

Her moans grew louder—a sign that he was on the right track. He moaned softly against her and felt his own member throbbing between his legs, eager for more, a drop of precum glistening at the tip. That could wait; he wanted to hear Charlotte moan even more, solely from his mouth... although it was incredibly arousing to hear her whimper with pleasure.

He intensified his efforts and penetrated deeper with his tongue, moving his jaw hungrily, making his muscle circle and twitch inside her, feeling her heat and wetness. Gradually he increased the intensity, watching her reactions and listening for signs of discomfort. But there were only increasingly loud sounds of pleasure, so he continued his work and became progressively more energetic.

Then he received the greatest encouragement he could hope for.

“Oh God, faster, Klemens!” Her voice sounded desperate, pleading. He saw the blanket crease; she must have been clutching the sheets tightly, her knuckles white with tension.

Klemens smiled against her wetness; he was more than ready to follow this request.

He accelerated the movements of his jaw, letting his tongue swirl inside her, but maintaining careful precision throughout. He focused on the spots that elicited the strongest reactions, rather than proceeding wildly and haphazardly. Energetic precision—that's what he had learned—produced the most intense results.

Of course, sometimes broader efforts worked wonders; Klemens withdrew his tongue from her pussy to make broad strokes repeatedly and quickly up her slit, switched to going down, and then wiggled his muscle between her folds with speed, collecting her juices on his tongue.

Once again, he buried his face between her thighs, determined to discover how far he could push her... his goal was clear: to bring her to climax.

With nimble movements, his tongue circled her clitoris, slid under the delicate fold of skin, swirled around the sensitive bud and darted energetically over it, clearly feeling how she began to tremble under his touch.

Her body writhed, her back arched upward, her hands gripped tightly, and her breaths became hot and rapid, while every muscle in her body tensed like a drawn bowstring.

“M-Klemens! Right there! Yes, right there!” she begged with a broken, desperate voice. It was almost surreal to experience her like this, so completely lost in her pleasure, but it inspired him, igniting his own desire into a blazing flame.

He couldn't possibly disappoint her now, could he?

With undiminished eagerness, he devoted himself to her sex, virtually sucking at her wetness, indulging her with hungry movements until she climaxed with a high-pitched sound, her body trembling in spasmodic convulsions and her most intimate place pulsating around his tongue. Though no fluid gushed forth, Klemens clearly recognized how she lost control, her entire body caught in uncontrollable shivering.

He continued his caresses for a few more seconds, truly extracting the maximum from Charlotte's orgasm, gently licking over her sensitivity during the subsiding waves, before finally withdrawing and giving her time to calm down. After wiping his face, her taste still distinct on his lips, he rose and looked down at her.

“Are you all right?” he inquired of the panting girl, whose chest rose and fell in rapid breaths.

She laid an arm over her eyes, while her sweat-soaked hair clung to her forehead, but managed to nod.

“Just... give me a moment... wow... that was incredible,” she whispered, her voice still trembling. Her sincere praise made Klemens’ heart swell with pride and dance in his chest.

Gradually she regained her composure and her breathing calmed. She propped herself up on her elbows to look at him, her eyes still veiled by the pleasure she had experienced.

“Damn, where did you learn to do something like that?” Charlotte asked with genuine admiration in her voice.

“Pornography, but not the really extreme stuff. And I guess I followed some advice from the internet,” he answered shyly, without revealing the true source of his skills – the memories of Estefania’s body under his tongue burning into his mind.

“Well, it certainly works wonderfully~” she praised, as she turned and crawled to her nightstand, her naked curves moving gracefully in the dim light. She opened the drawer, rummaged through the messy contents, and finally produced a strip of condom packages. They looked new, the packaging still unopened.

“I bought these only recently... I guess I had male company in mind,” she joked with a soft laugh, her cheeks still flushed.

Klemens blinked briefly, until he realized that he would of course need protection. A strange pang of disappointment shot through him.

He was so used to having unprotected sex without concerns – Estefania’s supernatural nature had made such precautions unnecessary. Well, it wasn’t a big deal to adapt – though part of him longed for the unfiltered intimacy he had shared with his stepsister.

Charlotte beckoned him onto the bed. He quickly removed his remaining clothes until he was as naked as she was, and knelt down. The mattress gave way under his weight as he moved closer. Charlotte skillfully opened one of the packages, and as his member stood erect before her, she rolled the thin, transparent sheath over his shaft. The latex felt cool at first, then warmed from his body heat. She pulled it tight and snug, her fingers gliding over the material, giving him some gentle touches through the barrier.

The sensation was muted, but still electrifying. Klemens clenched his teeth and felt his pulse throbbing in his member.

Then she rolled onto her back, bit her lower lip seductively and beckoned him with a hand gesture. Her breasts rose and fell with her quickened breath, the rosy buds still hard from his previous attention.

Now for the highlight of the evening. Klemens positioned himself between her legs and lowered himself over her. Her warmth radiated against his chest. He distributed tender kisses across her body, touched her navel with his lips, let his tongue briefly slip into the small hollow before moving to her breasts. He kissed them, circled her nipples with his tongue until she shivered beneath him and softly moaned. Finally, he nestled his face in the hollow of her neck and breathed in her scent – a mixture of perfume and the salty aroma of her arousal.

He moved his hips, letting his shaft glide along her slit, up and down, to tease her and encourage her wetness, although she was already sufficiently ready after his thorough oral attention. The warm, moist feeling of her lips against his shaft almost made him forget that there was a barrier between them.

Now he only hoped to live up to expectations. His hands trembled slightly as he positioned himself above her.

His lips moved upward from her neck until they united with hers. Charlotte wrapped her arms around his back, her nails gently digging into his skin, and she hummed blissfully into the kiss, moaning softly from the friction. Her tongue danced with his, warm and demanding.

Shortly after, Klemens stopped rubbing against her slit and instead adjusted his hips until his tip rested at her entrance. With the condom it felt different – more muted, more distant – but fortunately it was tight and thin enough that the sensation wasn’t too impaired. Nevertheless, he wished he could feel her natural wetness and warmth without a barrier.

After a few careful movements... he began to enter. Her tightness enclosed him slowly, millimeter by millimeter.

Charlotte broke the kiss to moan into the crook of Klemens’ neck, her breath hot on his skin. Obviously pleasure was already flowing through her, her body still sensitive after her previous climax. “Oh God,” she whispered against his neck.

He entered carefully until he was completely at rest inside her. Her walls gently tensed around him, the beat of her heart could be felt as a delicate pulsing through her contours. For a moment, both remained motionless, getting used to the new connection.

He murmured her name, then began to move, slowly at first, rolling his hips rather than rocking his entire body, pulling back only slightly to enhance this circular motion. His testicles pressed gently against her perineum with each complete penetration. The rhythmic feeling elicited a deep moan from him.

Charlotte sighed lustfully and tightened her embrace, her legs wrapping around his hips. It seemed, however, that she was completely enraptured, for she detached herself from the hollow of his neck to return to him and kiss him again. Her lips were swollen and moist.

He embraced her as well, one arm sliding between the bed and her back, feeling the curve of her spine, the other cradling her head as he let his tongue slide into her mouth and hers into his.

Their muscles danced and intertwined as they passionately united their lips, the soft sound of their kisses interrupted only by gentle moaning. Saliva mingled between their mouths, sweet and familiar.

Klemens changed the position of his legs, placing them outside Charlotte’s, which gave him a bit more leverage for his hip movements. Occasionally he varied the angle to gently press against her inner walls, sometimes on one side, sometimes on the other. He also raised and lowered his hips to change the angle of his thrusts and stimulate every accessible part inside her, always attentive for any sign to slow down or pause.

But such requests never came – only encouraging moans into his mouth. Her fingernails lightly traced across his back. He gradually increased the pace until a gentle slapping filled the room, their bodies finding their own rhythm.

The kiss was interrupted again, as Charlotte couldn’t maintain it with her constant soft panting. But she gazed longingly into Klemens’ eyes while holding onto him. Her pupils were dilated, almost black with desire.

Her eyes were breathtaking. How had he never noticed that before?

“Don’t stop,” she pleaded with a hoarse voice. “Faster...”

He followed her request, increasing the tempo to the point where even he began to pant with arousal. She was tighter than expected, and the occasional contractions of her inner muscles only intensified the stimulation. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through his body.

He felt pressure slowly building in his loins, though not too hastily. Warmth gathered in his lower abdomen, a familiar tension that grew. He possessed the endurance to ensure Charlotte would get what she desired, and he wouldn’t deny her that.

And he himself would also be satisfied.

Faster and faster he thrust, beginning to gasp and moan with exertion, until the bed started to creak and their hips met with a distinctly audible, wet slapping. Her breasts bounced in rhythm with the thrusts, though somewhat restricted as they were pressed against Klemens’ chest. Sweat formed between their bodies, allowing them to slide against each other.

His testicles ached slightly with each impact against her body, but he could ignore it – the pleasure felt more than satisfying despite the condom. The latex had become warm and moist by now.

“Klemens! Klemens, I’m almost there! Don’t stop, oh damn!” Her exclamations were passionate and possibly audible through the walls, but neither of them thought about stopping. Not when they were hovering on the edge of ecstasy. Her entire body tensed beneath him.

Klemens drove himself forward even more intensely, almost growling with exertion, his muscles burning... until he felt Charlotte clutching him almost painfully tight and twitching violently. Her nails dug deep into his shoulders.

“Oh fuuuuuck!” she whimpered ecstatically, trembling beneath Klemens, her legs twitching uncontrollably.

He continued thrusting, probably driving her even more out of her mind during her climax, as he himself was so close to the threshold. The way she contracted around him pushed him to the edge.

“Almost... there... haaaaa!”

He penetrated her forcefully, enough to make her body shudder as he came and filled the tip of the condom with his release, his hips jerking with each pulse. White spots danced before his eyes as waves of orgasm rolled through him.

They trembled together for several moments before slowly going limp and embracing each other loosely. Their skin was damp with sweat, their breathing gradually synchronizing. Klemens sighed deeply, and Charlotte, once she caught her breath again, kissed him gently on the lips – a tender contrast to their previous passion.

They remained in silence for a few moments, simply enjoying the afterglow. The air was filled with the scent of sex and sweat, warm and heavy. Finally, Charlotte spoke, her voice still somewhat hoarse.

“I think that might have been the most intense thing I’ve ever experienced,” she remarked with a satisfied smile on her lips. Her praise made Klemens’ heart beat faster, pride mixing with pleasant exhaustion.

“Quite a compliment,” he replied, slightly breathless, though his recovery was progressing surprisingly quickly. Nevertheless, his member began to soften, so he freed himself from Charlotte’s embrace and withdrew, removing the condom and tying it off. The latex was warm and heavy with his seed.

Charlotte lay stretched out on her back, arms wide open, while catching her breath. Her body shimmered in the dim light, like a goddess of fulfillment.

“I wish you could stay overnight,” she said with a soft, longing voice.

“I don’t think my parents would be too upset, maybe if I let them know, but they’d probably prefer to know beforehand... even though they might have an idea what we’ve been up to,” replied Klemens, while wrapping the used condom in a tissue.

“Perhaps next time we meet,” Charlotte responded with a hint of hope in her voice. “It’s probably too early for spending the night together... possibly after more conversations between us.”

A soft, melodious laugh escaped her throat.

“Me and my seductive behind. But... I’m really happy, Klemens. I haven’t felt this good in a long time. Maybe... you’ll show me more of your skills in the future~”

A grin spread across Klemens’ face as he collected his clothes scattered across the floor.

“If you’re interested, I’d be happy to share everything in my repertoire~” he replied jokingly as he picked up his shirt from the floor.

Charlotte sat up, with tousled, wild hair and a broad grin.

“You cheeky thing~” she teased, her eyes sparkling playfully.

It still felt unreal to hear such words from her mouth. But he liked it immensely. This newly discovered facet of her intoxicated him.

“Look who’s talking,” he countered teasingly, eliciting a giggle from her.

“Touché.”

Klemens pulled on his pants and sank onto the bed to put on his shoes. Suddenly he felt delicate hands wrapping around his body. Her fingers fanned out across his chest while her breasts nestled against his back. Her skin still radiated warmth and felt damp.

“You make me happy, Klemens~” She covered his shoulder and neck with gentle kisses, her lips softly caressing his skin. “Will we see each other again soon?”

“Soon, Charlotte~” Klemens assured her, as he carefully pulled away to put on the rest of his clothes. Her touches left a tingling sensation on his skin.

He gathered his things and said goodbye to Charlotte with a wave, who waved back while sitting naked and radiant in bed. As he walked to the door, he heard her contented sigh, which brought a smile to his face.

On his way downstairs, he ordered a taxi, and while waiting in the cool evening air, he realized how little guilt he felt. The night air cooled his still-heated skin.

Now, however, the question arose... how would he handle his situation between Charlotte and Estefania? And would guilt eventually rear its ugly head? The reality of his situation was slowly beginning to sink into his consciousness.

Soon he would find out if he could master this, by far the most daring endeavor of his life.

The more pressing concern, however... was Estefania’s reaction when he returned home. His stomach tightened at the thought.

If nothing else... she would undoubtedly show interest in his experience, even if she didn’t ask... she would probably be able to form a sufficient picture by brushing against his thoughts when he entered the apartment. With her supernatural senses, she could likely detect Charlotte’s scent on him.

“What have I gotten myself into,” he whispered, as the headlights of the approaching taxi turned the corner.

To be continued…


Bonus Content

18 Jahre jung und Naiv- Die Wohnwagenpark Girls

Jack trat aus dem Wohnwagen, zog sein Hemd zurecht und glättete die Falten. Der Sommerwind trug den Geruch von verbranntem Plastik über den Platz, vermischt mit dem süßlichen Duft billiger Parfüms, der noch an seiner Kleidung haftete. Eine leichte Unzufriedenheit breitete sich in ihm aus. Für 150 Dollar hatte er sich ehrlich gesagt mehr erhofft. Crystal war zwar attraktiv und bemüht, aber die Jahre hatten ihre Spuren hinterlassen. Die 24 Jahre in ihrem Profil stimmten definitiv nicht. Er schätzte sie eher auf 29. Er warf einen Blick zurück auf den Wohnwagen, dessen verblichene Außenwände im grellen Sonnenlicht noch schäbiger wirkten.

Vor einer Stunde, als er an die Tür geklopft hatte, war Crystal erschienen. Sie lehnte am Türrahmen, eine Zigarette in der Hand, der Rauch kräuselte sich verführerisch um ihre Finger. Ihre platinblonden Haare fielen in seidigen Wellen bis zu ihrer Taille und umrahmten ihr Gesicht wie ein kostbarer Rahmen. Selbst aus der Entfernung konnte er sehen, wie ihre blauen Augen im Licht funkelten – kalt und berechnend, aber gleichzeitig unwiderstehlich anziehend. Sie besaß diese Art von Schönheit, die einen sofort in den Bann zog – eine Mischung aus Charme und Geheimnis, die selbst erfahrene Männer wie ihn nicht unberührt ließ.

Ihr kurzes, enges Kleid aus schwarzem Stoff hob ihre üppigen Kurven hervor und spannte sich über ihre 90D-Oberweite, als wäre es eine Größe zu klein. Crystal wusste genau, wie sie ihre Vorzüge ins rechte Licht rücken konnte. Ihre vollen Lippen waren knallrot geschminkt, die Augen dunkel betont, was ihrem Blick etwas Raubtierhaftes verlieh. Sie war eine auffallende Erscheinung, die die Blicke der Männer magisch anzog und ihre Brieftaschen wie von selbst öffnete.

Doch selbst das makellos aufgetragene Make-up konnte nicht verbergen, dass die Jahre ihre Spuren hinterlassen hatten. Feine Linien zeichneten sich um ihre Augen ab, und ihr Teint wirkte unter der Schminke müde und blass, wie Porzellan mit feinen Rissen. Die Haut an ihrem Dekolleté zeigte erste Zeichen der Erschlaffung, auch wenn ihre Brüste noch immer voll und rund waren – vielleicht zu perfekt, um noch natürlich zu sein.

Sie rauchte mit einer Selbstverständlichkeit, die auf ein Leben hinwies, in dem Zigaretten immer Begleiter gewesen waren – treuer als die Männer in ihrem Leben. Ihre Hände wirkten zerbrechlich, als sie die Zigarette zum Mund führte, die Nägel abgekaut und unlackiert, ein seltsamer Kontrast zu ihrer sonst so sorgfältig inszenierten Erscheinung.

Crystal verkörperte eine verblasste Schönheit. Anziehend genug, um das Begehren der Männer zu entfachen, aber gezeichnet von vielen harten Jahren. Eine Rose, die zu lange der prallen Sonne ausgesetzt war und nun langsam ihre Blütenblätter verlor. In Zukunft würde er wählerischer sein und nicht blind den Versprechen folgen, die ihm auf seinem Smartphone entgegenstrahlten.

»Hat Mama gute Arbeit geleistet?« riss die Stimme eines Kindes ihn aus seinen Gedanken. Die Worte hingen in der Luft wie ein unpassendes Gemälde in einem eleganten Raum. Auf einem verblichenen Plastikstuhl vor dem Wohnwagen saß ein junges Mädchen. Ihre langen, platinblonden Haare funkelten in der Nachmittagssonne wie flüssiges Silber. Sie musste Crystals Tochter sein – die Ähnlichkeit war unverkennbar, wie eine jüngere Version ohne die Narben des Lebens. Sie schenkte ihm ein offenes Lächeln, ihre strahlend blauen Augen beobachteten ihn neugierig, mit einer Unschuld, die in dieser Umgebung fehl am Platz wirkte. »Die anderen Onkel kommen auch regelmäßig wieder. Werde ich dich jetzt auch öfter sehen?«

Er musterte das Mädchen genauer, sein Blick glitt über ihre zarte Gestalt. Sie hatte die gleichen hohen Wangenknochen wie ihre Mutter, aber ihre Haut war noch makellos und jung, wie frisch gefallener Schnee. Ihre zierliche Gestalt steckte in einem hellblauen Sommerkleid, das zu ihrer unschuldigen Ausstrahlung passte, aber gleichzeitig ihre bereits erstaunlich entwickelten Kurven betonte. Die Art, wie sie sich bewegte – anmutig und unbefangen – hatte etwas Hypnotisierendes. Sie war hübsch, vielleicht 1,45 Meter groß und etwa 12 Jahre alt.

Für ihr Alter war sie schon recht gut entwickelt, ihre Brust bereits deutlich unter dem dünnen Stoff des Kleides erkennbar, ihre Taille schmal, ihre Hüften bereits weiblich gerundet.

Er betrachtete das Mädchen aufmerksam, ein schelmisches Lächeln auf seinen Lippen, während sich in seinem Kopf neue Gedanken formten. Ihre Art zu sprechen erinnerte ihn an ihre Mutter – kokett und einladend, obwohl sie wahrscheinlich nicht die volle Bedeutung ihrer Worte verstand. Ein gefährliches Spiel, das sie unbewusst spielte.

»Ich weiß nicht, Kleine. Deine Mutter war in Ordnung, aber ich hatte schon Bessere.« Das Mädchen schien etwas enttäuscht zu sein, ihre Augen verdunkelten sich wie ein Himmel vor einem Gewitter. »Oh... du findest Mama nicht hübsch?« Ihre Frage brachte ihn kurz zum Nachdenken, während sein Blick unwillkürlich über ihre kindliche Gestalt wanderte. »Deine Mama ist schon hübsch,« sagte er schließlich, mit einer Stimme, die tiefer klang als zuvor, »aber manchmal sucht man eben nach etwas Besonderem.« Ihr Lächeln verblasste ein wenig, und sie schien nachzudenken, ihre Finger spielten nervös mit dem Saum ihres Kleides.

»Verstehe,« antwortete sie leise und blickte zu Boden, ihre langen Wimpern warfen Schatten auf ihre Wangen. Er konnte die Enttäuschung in ihren Augen erkennen, auch wenn sie versuchte, sie zu verbergen, wie ein Schmetterling, der seine Flügel schützend zusammenfaltet.

* * *

Kacy schlug die Tür des Trailers hinter sich zu. Die Erschütterung ließ die locker sitzenden Fenster klirren wie brüchiges Eis auf einem zugefrorenen See. Ihr Herz pochte heftig gegen ihren Brustkorb, während sie sich mit dem Rücken gegen die Tür lehnte und tief Luft holte. Der beißende Zigarettenrauch von Wardell hing noch wie ein giftiger Nebel in der Luft, vermischt mit dem muffigen Gestank des alten Sofas, das nach Jahren von verschüttetem Bier und eingebranntem Schweiß roch. Sie verabscheute diesen Geruch aus tiefster Seele - er erinnerte sie an alles, was sie hier festhielt, an die Ketten, die sie an diesen verhassten Ort banden.

Wardells kratzige Stimme dröhnte von draußen herein, durchdrang die dünnen Wände des Trailers wie ein scharfes Messer: »Du kommst hier nicht so leicht davon, Kacy! Glaub ja nicht, dass du mich ignorieren kannst!« Seine Worte tropften vor unterschwelliger Drohung. Sie schloss die Augen und presste die Handflächen gegen ihre Schläfen, versuchte verzweifelt, seine Worte auszublenden. Immer dasselbe. Immer die gleiche sinnlose, gefährliche Wut. »Beruhig dich doch, Wardell,« rief ihre Mutter von draußen. Ihre Stimme klang ausgelaugt und gereizt, wie ein überspanntes Gummiband kurz vor dem Zerreißen. »Sie ist nur ein Teenager.«

Kacy atmete schwer, ihre Brust hob und senkte sich in unregelmäßigen Stößen. Sie schob sich von der Tür weg und stapfte mit schweren Schritten in ihren abgetrennten Schlafbereich. Der dünne, ausgeblichene Vorhang, der ihre kleine Ecke vom Rest des Trailers trennte, raschelte anklagend leise, als sie ihn zur Seite zog. Ihr Bett war ordentlich gemacht - ein stiller Protest gegen das Chaos um sie herum - die Decke sorgfältig gefaltet, als könnte diese kleine Ordnung ihr ein Gefühl von Kontrolle geben. An den Wänden hingen Fotos von besseren Zeiten – verblasste Bilder von ihr und ihren Freundinnen, aus einer Zeit, als sie noch naiv genug war zu glauben, dass alles möglich war, dass sie diesem Sumpf entkommen könnte.

Sie ließ sich auf die Bettkante sinken, die unter ihrem Gewicht protestierend quietschte, und vergrub ihr Gesicht in den Händen. Ihre langen, platinblonden Haare fielen wie ein schützender Vorhang um ihr Gesicht. Gedämpft drangen die Stimmen ihrer Mutter und Wardells durch den fadenscheinigen Vorhang, der kaum mehr als eine symbolische Barriere darstellte.

»Sie braucht Disziplin, Lauren! Und Respekt! Etwas, das du ihr nie beigebracht hast.« Wardells Stimme triefte vor falscher Autorität.

»Du bist nicht ihr Vater, Wardell,« entgegnete Lauren mit einer Schärfe, die wie Glasscherben klang. »Vergiss das nicht.«

Kacy spürte die heißen Tränen in ihren Augen brennen, kämpfte verbissen dagegen an, sie fließen zu lassen. Sie würde ihm nicht die Genugtuung geben, sie zum Weinen zu bringen. Immer dasselbe abgenutzte Spiel: Wardell verlangte Respekt, den er selbst nie verdiente, geschweige denn anderen entgegenbrachte. Ihre Mutter verteidigte ihn halbherzig, als hätte sie schon längst jede Hoffnung aufgegeben, als wäre ihr Widerstand nur noch ein reflexartiges Zucken.

Die junge Frau hörte, wie die Tür des Wohnwagens mit einem wütenden Ruck aufgerissen wurde, das Metall protestierte schrill. Kurz darauf wurde der Vorhang so heftig zur Seite gezerrt, dass einer der Ringe aus der Halterung sprang.

Wardell stand breitbeinig im Eingang zu ihrem Bereich, seine kleinen, wässrigen Augen funkelten vor unterdrückter Wut. Seine schmächtige Gestalt wirkte in diesem Moment bedrohlicher als sein physisches Erscheinungsbild vermuten ließ. »Was glaubst du eigentlich, wer du bist? Du kannst dich hier nicht einfach verstecken!« Er trat einen schwankenden Schritt näher, die zerknitterte Zigarettenschachtel in seiner knochigen Hand knisterte bedrohlich wie ein unheilvolles Versprechen.

Kacy hob langsam den Kopf und sah ihm direkt in die Augen, ihr Blick hart wie polierter Stahl. »Ich möchte nur meine Ruhe,« sagte sie leise, aber mit einer Bestimmtheit, die den Raum zu füllen schien.

Wardell lachte schroff auf, ein Geräusch wie zerbrechendes Glas. »Ruhe? In diesem Drecksloch gibt es keine Ruhe.« Er beugte sich zu ihr herunter, sein Atem stank durchdringend nach billigem Alkohol und Zigaretten. Der Gestank ließ sie innerlich würgen. »Du wirst dich anpassen müssen, Kleines.« Das letzte Wort sprach er mit einer widerlichen Süße aus, die Kacy einen eisigen Schauer über den Rücken jagte.

Bevor Kacy etwas erwidern konnte, erschien Lauren hinter Wardell wie ein blonder Racheengel und zog ihn mit überraschender Kraft zurück. »Lass sie in Ruhe,« zischte sie und schob ihn zurück in den Wohnbereich, ihre schlanken Hände fest um seinen dürren Arm geklammert. »Das reicht für heute.«

Wardell funkelte Lauren an, sein Gesicht verzog sich zu einer hässlichen Grimasse, bevor er sich widerwillig umdrehte und schwerfällig auf das durchgesessene Sofa fiel. Kacy konnte hören, wie er mit zitternden Fingern eine weitere Zigarette anzündete und leise, aber giftig vor sich hin fluchte, Worte voller Galle und Hass.

Lauren wandte sich an Kacy, ihre einst strahlenden Augen waren jetzt müde und traurig, als hätte das Leben selbst das Licht aus ihnen gesaugt. »Es tut mir leid,« sagte sie kaum hörbar, ein Flüstern, das mehr verriet als laute Worte. »Am besten gehst du etwas spazieren, ich kümmere mich derweil um Wardell. Er ist umgänglicher nach… naja du weißt schon…« Ihre Stimme verlor sich, doch die unausgesprochenen Worte hingen schwer zwischen ihnen.

Kacy nickte stumm, auch wenn sie den Gedanken daran hasste, dass ihre Mutter sich diesem widerlichen Kerl hingab, nur um seine Launen zu besänftigen, seinen Zorn mit ihrem Körper zu dämpfen wie Wasser auf glühende Kohlen. »Na komm…,« meinte ihre Mutter und machte einen Schritt zur Seite, öffnete den Weg zur Flucht.

Kacy stand langsam auf, ihre Beine fühlten sich schwer an wie Blei. Sie warf einen flüchtigen Blick auf ihre Mutter, die bereits dabei war, mit geübten Fingern ihre Bluse aufzuknöpfen, ein routinierter Akt der Selbstaufgabe. Ein Schwall von Ekel ergriff Kacy, kroch ihre Kehle hoch wie bittere Galle. Nicht wegen ihrer Mutter, sondern wegen der Vorstellung, dass Wardell und sie Sex haben würden, dass seine schmutzigen Hände über den Körper ihrer Mutter wandern würden. Das hatte ihre Mutter nicht verdient, nicht diese Frau, die trotz allem noch immer strahlte.

Lauren war eine Frau, die sich ihrer Attraktivität sehr bewusst war, sie wie eine Waffe und einen Schild zugleich trug. Ihre langen, blonden Haare fielen ihr in sanften, verführerischen Wellen über die Schultern, ein lebendiges Bild von Weiblichkeit und Verführung, das selbst in diesem trostlosen Umfeld nicht verblasste. Ihre Gesichtszüge waren fein und zart gemeißelt, mit hohen Wangenknochen, die ihre natürliche Schönheit betonten und ihr etwas Aristokratisches verliehen, das seltsam fehl am Platz wirkte in diesem heruntergekommenen Wohnwagen. Ihre Augen waren von einem strahlenden, hypnotischen Blau, das Männer immer wieder in ihren Bann zog, sie wie Motten zum Licht lockte.

Laurens Körper war schlank und wohlgeformt, ihre Kurven betonten die Weiblichkeit ihrer Erscheinung in einer Weise, die selbst die abgetragene Kleidung nicht verbergen konnte. Sie trug ein eng anliegendes Top, das ihre üppigen Brüste betonte, die sich deutlich unter dem dünnen Stoff abzeichneten, und einen kurzen Rock, der ihre langen, schlanken Beine zur Geltung brachte - Beine, die in einem anderen Leben vielleicht über Laufstege statt über den staubigen Boden des Wohnwagenparks geschritten wären. Ihre Haut war trotz der harten Lebensumstände makellos geblieben, mit einem leichten, gebräunten Teint, der ihr ein gesundes, strahlendes Aussehen verlieh, als würde ein inneres Licht durch sie hindurchscheinen.

Wenn Lauren lächelte, konnte man für einen flüchtigen Moment die Leichtigkeit und den Charme sehen, der sie einst umgeben haben musste, bevor das Leben seine Spuren hinterließ. Doch hinter diesem seltenen Lächeln verbarg sich eine Frau, die das Leben hart mitgenommen hatte, die unter der Last ihrer Entscheidungen zusammenzubrechen drohte. Ihre Augen zeigten deutliche Spuren von Müdigkeit und stiller Resignation, schmerzhafte Zeichen einer Seele, die unter der erdrückenden Last der Umstände zu zerbrechen drohte.

Kacy wusste mit schmerzlicher Klarheit, dass ihre Mutter diese sorgfältig konstruierte Fassade der Attraktivität und Selbstsicherheit aufrechterhalten musste, um in diesem feindseligen Umfeld zu überleben. Es war ihre einzige Waffe, mit der sie Männer wie Wardell an sich band und verzweifelt versuchte, ein gewisses Maß an Stabilität in ihr chaotisches Leben zu bringen. Doch Kacy sah auch mit schonungsloser Deutlichkeit, wie sehr diese Überlebensstrategie ihre Mutter innerlich zerriss und sie immer tiefer in einen Strudel aus toxischer Abhängigkeit und erstickender Hoffnungslosigkeit zog.

Als Kacy den Wohnwagen verließ, hatte sich ihre Mutter bereits mit aufgesetztem Lächeln Wardell zugewandt, dessen gieriger, lüsterner Blick Kacy einen kalten, klammen Schauer über den Rücken jagte, der bis in ihre Knochen drang und dort ein Gefühl der Beklemmung hinterließ, das sie nicht abschütteln konnte.

* * *

Elena stand vor dem Spiegel im beengten Wohnwagen und trug Lippenstift auf, bevor sie einen flüchtigen Blick auf ihre Mutter am Küchentisch warf. Isabella fixierte einen Punkt in der Ferne, als ob sie etwas Unsichtbares beschuldigte. Die Enge des Trailers schien die Spannung zwischen ihnen noch zu verstärken. Der abgenutzte Spiegel reflektierte Elenas markantes Gesicht, während sie mit geübten Bewegungen die kräftige Farbe auf ihre vollen Lippen auftrug.

»Und woher willst du das Geld nehmen?« Isabellas Stimme klang brüchig, aber scharf. Der Rauch ihrer Zigarette kräuselte sich in der stickigen Luft des Trailers. Elena drehte sich um und lehnte sich gegen die Wand, ihre Haltung eine Mischung aus Trotz und falscher Selbstsicherheit.

»Mach dir darüber keine Sorgen. Ich hab meine Wege.« Sie strich über ihr enges Oberteil, das ihre wohlgeformte Figur betonte.

Isabella hob eine Augenbraue, behielt aber den Zigarettenstummel zwischen ihren abgearbeiteten Fingern. Die Falten um ihre Augen vertieften sich, als sie ihre Tochter musterte.

»Deine Wege? Meinst du etwa, du willst dich mit den Leuten deines Vaters einlassen?«

»Vielleicht.« Elena zuckte mit den Schultern und versuchte, gelassen zu wirken, doch ihre grünen Augen funkelten vor unterdrückter Wut. Ihre langen dunklen Haare fielen ihr über die Schultern, als sie den Kopf leicht zur Seite neigte. »Du weißt nicht, worauf du dich einlässt.«

Isabella drückte die Zigarette in einem überfüllten Aschenbecher aus und stand auf. Der morsche Holzboden knarrte unter ihren Füßen. »Diese Leute... sie machen keine halben Sachen.« Ihre Stimme zitterte kaum merklich, verriet die Angst, die sie zu verbergen versuchte.

Elena verdrehte genervt die Augen. Die Ähnlichkeit zwischen Mutter und Tochter war in diesem Moment unverkennbar – dieselben grünen Augen, dieselben Gesichtszüge, nur dass Isabellas von Jahren der Entbehrung gezeichnet waren.

»Du redest immer nur von Gefahr und Problemen. Dad sitzt im Knast und verlässt sich auf uns!« Die junge Frau starrte ihre Mutter an, die Spannung zwischen ihnen fühlbar wie Elektrizität in der Luft. Ihr Körper spannte sich an, die 88C-Oberweite hob sich deutlich unter ihrem engen Top.

»Dein Vater hat uns nichts als Ärger gebracht,« murmelte Isabella. Sie fuhr sich mit zitternden Fingern durch ihr ungepflegtes Haar. »Und jetzt willst du denselben Weg gehen?«

Elena strich sich eine Haarsträhne aus dem Gesicht und trat näher an ihre Mutter heran. Der Duft ihres süßlichen Parfüms vermischte sich mit dem Rauchgeruch im Trailer. »Ich bin nicht wie er,« sagte sie leise, aber bestimmt, ihre vollen, frisch geschminkten Lippen pressten sich kurz zusammen.

Isabella hob den Kopf und musterte ihre Tochter, als suche sie nach Anzeichen von Schwäche oder Unentschlossenheit. Doch Elenas grüne Augen funkelten vor Entschlossenheit, ihr Blick fest und unnachgiebig.

»Du bist ihm ähnlicher, als du denkst,« murmelte Isabella, bevor sie sich eine neue Zigarette anzündete. Der Rauch stieg langsam auf und füllte den kleinen Raum mit einem beißenden Geruch. Das Feuerzeug in ihrer Hand zitterte leicht, als sie die Flamme an die Zigarette hielt.

»Und was ist daran so schlimm?« Elena verschränkte die Arme vor der Brust, wodurch ihre Kurven noch stärker betont wurden. »Er ist stark. Er hat das Sagen.«

»Er ist rücksichtslos,« erwiderte Isabella scharf und blies den Rauch aus. Ihre Augen verengten sich, als würde sie schmerzhafte Erinnerungen bekämpfen. »Und jetzt sitzt er im Gefängnis.« Sie nahm einen tiefen Zug von der Zigarette und ließ die Worte in der Luft hängen, schwer wie Blei.

Elena biss sich auf die Lippe und wandte sich ab, starrte auf die verblichenen Vorhänge des Wohnwagens. Ihre Fingernägel gruben sich in ihre Handflächen, hinterließen rote Halbmonde auf ihrer Haut. »Ich werde nicht so enden wie er. Ich weiß, was ich tue.«

Isabella schüttelte den Kopf, ihre Augen voller Müdigkeit und Sorge. Der Rauch ihrer Zigarette bildete einen dünnen Schleier zwischen ihnen. »Es ist nicht so einfach, Elena. Diese Welt... sie verschlingt dich schneller, als du denkst.« Ihre Stimme war leise, aber jedes Wort war getränkt mit der bitteren Erfahrung eines harten Lebens.

»Du hast es aufgegeben,« warf Elena ein und drehte sich wieder zu ihrer Mutter um. Ihr Körper war angespannt, ihre Haltung herausfordernd. Das schwache Licht der Wohnwagenlampe ließ ihre Haut golden schimmern. »Aber ich nicht.«

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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