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Chapter 1
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Klemens had been right in his prediction that Estefania would question him about Charlotte after his return on that fateful evening. He watched as she fixed her chestnut-brown eyes on him while he hesitated to reveal details. The way she studied him reminded him of a cat patiently waiting in front of a mouse hole—relaxed, but with relentless attention.

Her fingers played absentmindedly with a strand of hair, but her gaze remained sharp and attentive. Whatever she coaxed out of him and whatever feelings she skimmed from the surface of his mind seemed to please her immensely. A satisfied smile played around her full lips, as if she were savoring a particularly sweet wine. Each of his words seemed to nourish her like a delicious dessert enjoyed slowly, each of his emotions a spice that she let melt on her tongue.

Back then, Klemens had still been somewhat uncertain about the situation, even though dating Charlotte was proving quite fulfilling and sweet. The uncertainty gnawed at him like a dull pain between his ribs. He wanted to see her happy. Estefania seemed to want that too, despite her intention to keep the relationship between her and him alive. His heart seemed to pendulum between both women without finding a firm anchor, like a boat on stormy seas driven by contradictory currents.

Her support confused him—how could she simultaneously promote his relationship with another woman while claiming him for herself? Nevertheless, she was deeply interested in seeing Klemens and Charlotte’s relationship thrive and prosper, despite this moral contradiction. Sometimes he caught her staring thoughtfully out the window, as if plotting plans he couldn’t understand. Her facial expression in such moments—a mixture of calculation and almost maternal care—made him shudder, as if someone were running icy fingers down his spine.

But succubi didn’t operate according to the same kind of morality. Klemens still didn’t quite grasp that, and it gave him headaches. The logic of her kind eluded him like water between fingers. Every attempt to understand her way of thinking ended in a foggy labyrinth of contradictions where he hopelessly lost his way.

Nevertheless, he was determined to make it work. The thought of losing both made his stomach clench like a balled fist. Besides... he didn’t exactly consider himself an “alpha male pussy magnet,” but who could honestly claim to be in a relationship with two women simultaneously? A strange pride mixed with the guilt in his chest, like oil and water that never quite wanted to mix, an emulsion of contradictory feelings.

Well, he couldn’t, since his relationship with Estefania was a secret, and bragging about it made him feel sleazy. The words would lie like poison on his tongue, bitter and corrosive. Still, how many others could claim the same? His thoughts circled around this question like moths around a flame—attracted by the heat but aware of the danger of burning their wings.

He thought, not many. And that brought him a kind of twisted satisfaction, even if it ranked below his relationship with Charlotte. A warm, guilty feeling spread in his stomach, pulsating like a hidden glow. After all, he really liked her. And he liked Estefania, for different reasons—reasons that made his skin burn just thinking about them. The mere memory of her supernatural touches made his breath catch and his hands grow damp, as if he had just felt them.

He tried not to think too much about it. Some thoughts led to dangerous paths, like narrow trails on the edge of an abyss, where one false step could lead to a fall.

About two weeks passed, and Klemens’s relationship with Charlotte only strengthened further. Their shared moments became more familiar, more intimate. He grew quite proud of how good he was at making her come with his oral skills. The taste of her arousal, the way her thighs closed around his head, the soft whimpering she couldn’t suppress—all of it filled him with a deep satisfaction that resonated in his core. And she was getting better too, gaining experience and even experimenting a little. Her initial shyness gave way to a curious passion that surprised and aroused him. Each new discovery between them was like a small miracle they celebrated together, a secret that belonged only to them.

Just last week she wanted to try anal, which surprised Klemens; not because he never expected Charlotte would want to try that, but because he had almost forgotten that normal people usually had to prepare first. His thoughts jumped involuntarily to Estefania, and he felt heat spreading across his face, a burning tingling beneath the skin. He constantly reminded himself that Estefania wasn’t human and could simply jump ass-first onto his cock without problems. The memory of her supernatural flexibility made his breath catch and created a pull in his loins that he tried to ignore, but which seemed to run through his body like a hot wire.

It was somewhat difficult with Charlotte, and she only managed a few thrusts before wanting to stop. Her eyes watered slightly, but her determination impressed him. She bit her lower lip, took a deep breath, and nodded to him—a silent promise to try again. That quite surprised Klemens... but he wouldn’t complain. Her willingness to explore boundaries just to please him touched something in him that went deeper than mere lust—a connection that took root in his heart.

Everything else they did felt good. Estefania’s claims had been honest—he wasn’t deaf to normal human pleasures. Charlotte’s warm skin under his hands, her soft moaning, the way she snuggled against him—all of it touched him in a different but no less intense way. If anything, he was somewhat more sensitive, which aligned with Estefania’s assurances. Every touch seemed amplified, every sensation sharpened, as if someone had increased the color saturation of his perception, painting the world in more vibrant colors.

Still, there were things Estefania could do that no one else could... like wringing one out of him with a twelve-inch prehensile tongue. That was pretty special. The memory of it made him shudder—how she had wrapped around him and massaged him with it until he had almost lost his mind. The way she could coil around him with it, like a living, pulsating rope of pure pleasure, still made him sweat, made his pulse race and his thoughts blur.

However, about two days ago, Charlotte began to behave... strangely. Her glances lingered longer on his face, as if searching for something, looking for hidden clues in his features. They continued dating, and he even spent the night with her as the big spoon after making her twitch. Her warm skin against his body, her steady breath on his neck—everything seemed normal. But something in her eyes had changed. She began to watch him with mild suspicion. Her questions became more subtle but more probing, like fine needles trying to pierce under his skin, precise and targeted.

Of course, he started to panic a bit, but she wasn't acting completely cold, so he wasn't sure what Charlotte was doing. The uncertainty gnawed at him like a parasite eating through his insides, slowly but steadily. What made him more paranoid was the fact that Estefania had reported a similar kind of... distrust from Charlotte. His hands began to sweat whenever he thought about it, clammy and cold. He was terrified that Charlotte might have somehow figured things out, but he wasn't sure how. The possibility made his stomach contract like a sponge being squeezed dry, a painful tug in his gut. Then, one day, things got a bit... crazy.

Klemens felt like throwing his controller at the television and was reminded why he never really played multiplayer games. His knuckles were white with tension as he gripped the controller until the plastic protested with a crack. He preferred killing or defeating things at a much higher ratio than being killed or defeated himself. The constant defeats made frustration rise in his chest like boiling water about to overflow, bubbling anger searching for a release valve. He quickly left the game and decided to return to an RPG he was playing.

“Screw this crap,” he muttered as he started the other title and already felt somewhat more relaxed, knowing he could easily reload a save if things went wrong. The familiar music of the game made his shoulders relax, like a warm bath after a stressful day, the melody a soothing embrace for his irritated nerves.

Estefania watched, lying on the couch reading a book. Her long legs were elegantly crossed, and the oversized T-shirt she wore slipped slightly from her shoulder, revealing a glimpse of her golden-brown skin, silky in the dim light of the room. She chuckled softly at Klemens’s frustrations, but she was careful not to become too annoying. Her eyes flashed with amusement over the edge of her book, like sunlight dancing on water, warm and playful.

Her parents were out of the house again, for the first time in a while. The silence of the house hung heavily around them, filled with unspoken possibilities that seemed to vibrate in the air. Klemens expected Estefania to be frisky, but since they had begun their physical relationship, he noticed that she was less provocative during the day when her parents weren't around. It was as if she had learned to ration her impulses, like a predator learning to control its hunting instincts. Of course, she often took advantage of the opportunity, but she rather let Klemens carry on with his activities undisturbed, without interrupting him to practically suck the soul out of his body.

It was a good balance. The way she gave him space without letting him go completely fascinated him. Even though she was always waiting for a free moment to take a “sip.” He could feel her gaze like a warm touch on his skin, even when he wasn’t looking directly at her. It was as if he could physically feel the heat of her attention—a gentle burning that both unsettled and aroused him, an invisible connection between them that never quite broke.


Chapter 2
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The shrill ring of the doorbell cut through the quiet just as Klemens was about to start a new game mission. Unexpected, but not alarming. Estefania glided silently from the sofa, her bare feet barely touching the cool tile floor, while Klemens continued playing for a few more moments. His fingers danced mechanically over the keys as he listened with half an ear to the front door opening. The familiar sound reached him, followed by Estefania’s surprised exclamation.

“Charlotte?”

Klemens’s blood froze in his veins. His fingers hovered motionless above the keyboard, the game falling silent with an electronic signal as he slowly turned his head toward the door. The soft closing of the door echoed like a death sentence in his ears. Indeed - Charlotte entered, casually dressed in jeans and a loose sweater, but her posture radiated a coldness that made Klemens’s insides contract. An icy shiver crept up his spine, and his mouth suddenly became dust-dry.

“Darling? I didn’t know you were coming,” Klemens managed to say, his voice sounding unnaturally high, almost like a hoarse whisper.

“Because I didn’t tell you.” Charlotte’s gaze swung between him and Estefania, her emerald green eyes as impenetrable as a deep forest lake. “If you could spare a moment, I’d like to speak with you.”

Klemens’s heart was pounding so hard that he was convinced everyone must hear it. His thoughts raced through the worst scenarios – tears, accusations, the end of everything. How the hell do I explain this now? His hands grew damp as he desperately searched for an excuse, a lie, anything. A dull roaring filled his ears. Even Estefania seemed tense, though she hid her nervousness behind a neutral smile that didn’t reach her eyes. He noticed the barely perceptible twitch of her left eyebrow – a rare sign of uncertainty from her.

Strangely, however, Charlotte didn’t look angry. Her expression seemed more... inquisitive. No tears, no quivering lips, just that searching look.

The three of them took seats at the kitchen counter, Klemens and Estefania shoulder to shoulder like defendants in a courtroom, Charlotte facing them like a judge. The room seemed to shrink, the air thick and heavy. Estefania fetched drinks – her movements fluid, yet Klemens noticed the slight trembling of her fingers as she filled the glasses. The clinking of ice against glass sounded overly loud in the silence. Charlotte accepted with thanks, and after everyone had cautiously sipped, she broke the crushing silence.

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

The glass in Klemens’s hand nearly crashed to the floor. The world began to spin, his breath caught, and for a moment he thought he might faint. The room blurred before his eyes as his pulse thundered in his ears. Damn, damn, damn. His mind was a jumble of half-formed apologies and sheer panic. The words stuck in his throat like a lump. But Estefania spoke first, her voice more composed than his could ever have been.

“What brings you to that assumption?” she asked carefully, her chestnut brown eyes fixed firmly on Charlotte.

“Well, honestly, I had my suspicions even before Klemens started dating me.” Charlotte leaned back, her fingers wrapped around the glass. “I mean, I know you’re step-siblings and all, so there’s that taboo, but Estefania, I know you’re not a good girl, and I have noticed how you two sometimes behave.” A knowing smile played around her lips. “The way you look at him. How he blushes when you get too close. The fleeting touches that linger too long.”

Estefania lowered her gaze, a rare blush rising to her cheeks, the golden skin darkening. Klemens was still in full panic mode, his heartbeat hammering so hard that his chest hurt. But gradually it dawned on him that Charlotte wasn’t the explosion he had feared. She seemed to be... understanding. No tears, no accusations – just this unsettling calm.

“You don’t seem particularly upset,” Estefania replied cautiously, her voice barely more than a whisper.

“I probably would be if it weren’t for the fact that you encouraged me to go out with him,” Charlotte answered, her gaze moving back and forth between them like a pendulum. “After I had already become suspicious. And I know that you encouraged him to get involved with me.”

“Wait, what?” Klemens turned to Estefania so abruptly that his chair squeaked. The metallic sound echoed through the kitchen. She suddenly seemed extraordinarily fascinated by her drink, her long lashes lowering over her eyes like a protective shield.

“I’m more curious than anything else.” Charlotte’s voice grew softer, almost maternal. “I know you’re not a cruel person, Estefania, and Klemens,” she paused, turned to him and smiled with a warmth that completely confused him, “you seem quite sincere. So I’m really just wondering why Estefania wanted you to date me if you two were already in a relationship. It’s strange, and I know it’s not meant to be hurtful.”

Klemens opened his mouth, struggling for an answer, but words failed him. His tongue felt heavy, his palate dry. Instead, he slumped down and let out a frustrated groan, his shoulders sagging as if under an invisible burden.

“I don’t understand it myself. Estefania is... peculiar,” he summarized helplessly, while his fingers nervously traced the rim of his glass.

“I know she's peculiar, but this goes far beyond that,” Charlotte remarked with an amused snort that seemed strangely out of place in the tense atmosphere.

Estefania took a deep breath and leaned back in her chair, her long hair falling over the backrest like a silken curtain. The kitchen light caught in the chestnut-brown strands.

“Klemens is charming, stepbrother or not. But I didn't want to claim him all for myself, especially when I noticed how you looked at him.” Her voice grew softer, almost vulnerable, a rare glimpse behind her self-assured facade. “I'm not trying to steal his heart. And I wanted to see both of you happy.”

Charlotte sipped thoughtfully at her drink, her forehead creased as she seemed to process Estefania's words.

“But you can understand why I'm so confused. I feel like I should be angry, break up with Klemens and have you banned from the store... but I'm not. Which is really strange for me.” She shook her head in disbelief, her blonde curls bouncing gently. “I always considered myself tolerant, but this exceeds anything I ever would have expected.”

“Listen, if it helps, and I doubt it does, I'm pretty confused about this too.” Klemens ran his fingers through his hair, his voice strained as if the words were being crushed between his teeth. “I don't understand Estefania half the time, or how she can be so crazy, or how she managed to make me believe it could work. She's extraordinary, that much is certain.”

“I know she's extraordinary, half the suburb knows and adores her.” Charlotte laughed nervously, her cheeks slightly flushed like summer peaches. “Damn, I had a little crush on her for a while, and maybe I still do. So you can imagine I'm having very conflicting feelings right now.”

“Believe me, I know I have that effect on huma--”

Estefania froze mid-sentence, her eyes widening in alarm. Klemens felt his stomach tighten as if someone had tied a knot in it.

“Humans, I have that effect on humans,” Estefania hastily finished, trying to dismiss the slip with a forced laugh that sounded strangely hollow in the sudden silence.

“What was that?” Charlotte's eyes narrowed, her journalistic instinct awakening like a predator catching a scent.

“Just jumbled thoughts, don't worry about it,” Estefania assured, but her voice sounded anything but convincing. A fine film of sweat formed on her upper lip.

“No, back up, you were going to say 'humans.'” Charlotte leaned forward, her green eyes boring like lasers. “I know you can get confused when thinking about different things, but I don't see what else you'd be thinking about in this serious situation. And nobody just says 'I have that effect on humans.' You say 'people.' And Klemens stared at you like he was panicking.” Her voice grew sharper, cutting like a knife. “Estefania, what the hell are you talking about?”

Estefania shot Klemens a look – first reproachful for his telling reaction, then resigned, knowing it was her own mistake. A deep, exhausted sigh escaped her lips, sounding as if it came from the depths of an ancient soul.

“Fine. You want the truth?” asked Estefania, her voice suddenly calm and threatening like the rumble before a storm.

“Uh?” Charlotte nodded incredulously, her expression intense and demanding, eyebrows raised questioningly.

“Alright...” Estefania's eyes began to glow, an amber light that wasn't of natural origin but seemed to radiate from within. “Charlotte, I'm not human. I'm a demon. A succubus, to be precise. And this isn't nonsense. Klemens can testify to that.”

Klemens had laid his head on the cool countertop and crossed his arms over it, as if he could escape reality that way. The cold stone surface cooled his burning forehead. But he gave a muffled, resigned answer.

“She's telling the truth...”

Time seemed to stand still. Not even the ticking of the wall clock could be heard, as if someone had turned off the sound.

Charlotte remained silent for a long moment, her gaze swinging between Klemens's slumped figure and Estefania's penetrating stare. Then a nervous, incredulous laugh escaped her, shattering like glass in the silence.

“No, that's definitely nonsense,” she contradicted, but her voice trembled slightly, betraying her uncertainty.

“Are you sure?” Estefania challenged, as she gracefully rose from her seat. Klemens groaned and lazily turned his head to the side to peer over his arm, while Estefania took a few steps back, her movements fluid like water.

Then she relaxed and performed a graceful stretch... and reality changed.

Her form blurred, like a strange distortion in the air that made Klemens blink as if his eyes weren't focused. A gentle, golden glow enveloped her, pulsating like a living heartbeat. Then dark, membranous forms unfolded on both sides of her body – wings that majestically spread out, causing the shadows in the room to dance and change.

When she became clearly visible again, she stood in her full demonic glory. Her skin shimmered with supernatural radiance, her eyes glowed like liquid amber, and her wings cast dancing shadows on the walls. Beautiful and dangerous, seductive and alien. Klemens was by no means thrilled – he expected the beginning of absolute chaos, the crashing of a shattering universe.

Even if Estefania would erase Charlotte's memory, he didn't believe he could continue dating her with a clear conscience. Ironic that he thought this, given his already twisted moral standards. A bitter smile twitched at the corners of his mouth.

“Oh my God...”, whispered Charlotte, her voice barely audible, like a breath in the silent kitchen.

"Here we go", thought Klemens, expecting a frightened outburst, screams, perhaps even a fainting spell. His muscles tensed, ready to jump up.

“... this is… absolutely fantastic!”


Chapter 3
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The outcry made Klemens freeze, his muscles instinctively tensing before he cautiously raised his head. Blood pulsed in his ears like a drumbeat. Even Estefania seemed stunned – her demonic eyes widened momentarily, glowing like molten copper, before narrowing again into thin slits.

“... what?” breathed the succubus, her voice an octave lower than usual, rough like velvet over gravel. She and Klemens stared at each other, confusion reflected in their gazes, then turned their eyes to Charlotte. Her expression – enthusiastic, admiring, downright ecstatic – stood in complete contrast to their expectations. No horror, no panic – just unbridled excitement.

“You actually weren’t lying. You really are a demon! My goodness, this is incredible!” Charlotte’s voice vibrated with excitement, not fear. The words bubbled out of her like champagne from a freshly opened bottle.

Klemens’s throat went dry, as if he’d swallowed sand. “Damn, aren’t you afraid?”

Charlotte gestured excitedly with hands that trembled with excitement. Her fingers quivered in the air as if trying to grasp the incomprehensible. “Of course I’m shocked, but this... this is unbelievable. And somehow fantastic. And you just look so damn gorgeous!” Her eyes shone as if she were witnessing a miracle – not a revelation from hell.

This vivacity was unfamiliar to Klemens in Charlotte. Certainly, she had been spirited before, but this unbridled euphoria about the supernatural? This was new, strange, almost disturbing. The hair on the back of his neck stood up – was this normal? Shouldn’t she be screaming, running away, collapsing? The cold shiver that ran down his spine had nothing to do with Estefania’s demonic appearance.

“And it doesn’t bother you... that I’m supposedly a soul-stealing, life-consuming monster from hell?” Estefania’s tone sounded suspicious, almost cautious. Her wings twitched nervously, the leathery membranes rustling softly like dry leaves.

“Well... I don’t hear about people dying or growing weak for no reason, do I? Neither here nor elsewhere.” Charlotte shrugged as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. She might as well be discussing the weather or the color of the curtains.

Estefania shot Klemens a glance – her eyebrows raised as if asking: Is she really this nonchalant? The silent communication between them was as clear as if she had spoken.

“She’s not wrong,” Estefania conceded hesitantly, her claws drumming lightly against her thigh. Klemens could only shake his head in disbelief before turning to Charlotte.

“You’re taking this surprisingly calmly, Charlotte.” His voice dripped with disbelief, each word heavy with confusion.

“I told you, I’m tolerant.” A mischievous smile played around her lips, as if she’d made a particularly successful joke.

“This goes far beyond tolerance... but better than a complete nervous breakdown.” Klemens massaged his temples, feeling the throbbing behind them. His world had suddenly turned upside down, and Charlotte was reacting as if he’d told her he had a new haircut.

“Not at all, I want to know more. Everything, to be precise.” Charlotte’s eyes sparkled with curiosity, her body unconsciously leaning forward, as if magnetically attracted.

“Everything?” Estefania’s voice sounded uncertain, a nuance of amazement resonating within it.

“Everything,” Charlotte affirmed with a determination that brooked no contradiction. Her hands clenched slightly, as if wanting to physically grasp the knowledge.

Estefania took a deep breath, her wings nestling closer to her body like a protective cloak. What followed was a revelation that further shook Klemens’s sense of reality: Estefania’s true nature as a lust demon, the complicated family dynamics of her parents, the mystical concept of soulmates among demons, Estefania’s biological desire for seduction and energetic nourishment – and how much she thrived on it. She explained her inclination to bring Klemens and Charlotte together, the discrepancy between biblical mythology and demonic reality, and casually mentioned the centuries-long persecution of her kind by humans.

Charlotte hung on every word as if it were a lifeline. Her eyes grew brighter with each new detail, her breathing quickened as if she were listening to the most captivating story of her life. The pain or anger she should have felt seemed completely overshadowed by her fascination, like stars outshone by daylight.

“This is incredible...” Charlotte turned to Klemens with an envious smile, her cheeks flushed with excitement. “I can’t believe you’re in such a relationship, it must be like a dream come true.”

Klemens’s stomach cramped, a knot forming in his gut. “I’m not sure if it’s a dream or a nightmare right now. Because yes, being the soulmate of one of the most seductive creatures imaginable is indeed damn intoxicating. But... I really don’t know where we stand right now.” His voice became more muffled, more uncertain, echoing in the room like an echo.

Charlotte paused, her expression becoming more thoughtful, a crease forming between her brows. “You know... I sense that part of me should feel hurt and angry, but honestly, I’m not. You never felt wrong to me, neither did you, Estefania. It’s strange, but... it makes sense in an odd way.”

“Does it?” Both Estefania and Klemens spoke in unison, their confusion mirrored as if in a cosmic play.

“I had a crush on you, you were my friend, you slept with him as your stepbrother, but you don’t view commitments the same way, do you?” Charlotte looked back and forth between them, her eyes moving from one to the other like at a tennis match.

Estefania shook her head, her long hair flowing around her shoulders like dark waves. “No, not really. I want to experience both of you together in pleasure, it brings me joy. And it increases my desire to take Klemens... and you as well, though I’ve somehow left you alone. I consider you a good friend, as strange as that may sound – you’d think I’d want to seduce you more strongly than the average human.”

Charlotte lowered her gaze, a delicate blush spreading across her cheeks like dawn over fresh snow. “Well... I admitted that I had a little crush on you, just before... if Klemens is okay with it, I have no objections.”

Klemens watched as Estefania’s pupils narrowed to thin slits, like those of a predatory cat sensing prey. Her tongue deliberately glided over her lower lip, leaving a moist trail. Such an invitation was dangerous territory for a succubus – like a match in a gas tank.

“I need a drink.” Klemens rose abruptly, his legs feeling wobbly like jelly. He stepped to the sink, the cold water running over his fingers as he filled his glass, the coolness a fleeting anchor in reality.

“And if it’s alright with both of you, perhaps a little threesome would be enticing...”

Water sprayed from Klemens’ mouth like from a broken hydrant, he choked and coughed, his eyes watering. “What?!”

“‘What,’ what? It’s not more absurd than what you’ve already done.” Charlotte sounded as if she were discussing the weather or the next bus connection.

“Do you know how many times Estefania has suggested this?” Klemens’ voice was rough from coughing, scratchy like sandpaper. “I thought she was just teasing me, even though I knew she was serious. The idea always seemed tempting, but I never believed it would become reality, and now you’re suggesting it? I’m losing my mind.”

“Are you always this dramatic?” Charlotte rolled her eyes, the corners of her mouth twitching with amusement.

“Ignore Klemens.” Estefania’s voice had taken on a seductive undertone, like liquid chocolate. “You’re really taking this much more calmly than either of us expected, but Klemens is rather cautious. I’m sure you know him well enough to realize he’s a bit overwhelmed right now.”

“Just a bit...” Klemens took his seat again, his face still flushed with embarrassment, as if he’d been lying in the sun too long.

“I can’t blame you. Maybe I am a bit strange myself, but honestly, is it so bad? I know you won’t ‘steal’ Klemens from me, considering how much you wanted us together, and I know you have a different perspective on relationships, and... well, if it’s you two, it really doesn’t bother me.” Charlotte’s smile was warm as summer sunshine, but Klemens could only stare in disbelief, as if he’d seen a ghost.

“Tolerant sounds like an understatement...” He rubbed his forehead, feeling the sweat beneath his fingertips. Then he sighed and slapped his palms on the counter, the clap echoing through the room. “To hell with it, why not? As long as there are no broken hearts, no problems, right?”

“That’s the right attitude...” Estefania’s voice purred with satisfaction like a petted cat. Charlotte giggled and shifted excitedly on her chair, her thighs rubbing against each other.

“So... when do we want to do it?” Charlotte’s cheeks glowed like embers, her excitement contagious, electrifying the air between them.

“Now would be quite appropriate... Mom and Dad will be away for a while...” Estefania licked her lips with pleasure, her tongue lingering a moment longer than necessary, the tip dancing over her full lower lip.

Charlotte’s breath caught, a soft gasp escaped her, barely audible but telling. She turned to Klemens, her eyes sparkling expectantly like stars. “Do you want to show me how you do it with your stepsister...?”

Klemens rolled his eyes, but couldn’t suppress a smile that slowly spread across his face. “Trust me, she’ll take the lead.” Estefania’s devilish giggle confirmed his words, a dark, promising pledge.

Charlotte glanced between the two, her grin widening, revealing pearl-white teeth. “I can hardly wait...”

The three made their way to Estefania’s room, their footsteps in the hallway echoing like a countdown. Klemens’ heart hammered against his ribcage as if trying to break free. Once in the room, Estefania pulled out a hidden, extendable part of the bed with fluid movements, the metal sliding silently as if made for this purpose.

“I didn’t know you had that.” Klemens’ voice sounded surprised, a hint of admiration resonating.

“Well, I don’t exactly host threesomes on it frequently. This will actually be the premiere.” Estefania’s eyes glittered with anticipation like polished rubies.

“I feel honored...” Charlotte snuck up behind Klemens, her movements as fluid as a dancer’s. Her lips gently touched his neck, leaving a moist imprint. A shiver ran through his body, which responded immediately, his skin tingling under her breath. Estefania used his distraction – her hips brushed against his crotch in a fleeting but deliberate touch, making him tremble even more, his member twitching expectantly.

Estefania turned slowly, her movements hypnotically fluid like liquid gold. Her clothes slid to the floor piece by piece, each gesture calculated and sensual, a dance of revelation. Charlotte bit her lower lip, her gaze following every curve of Estefania’s body as if studying a map.

“Oh, I don’t have any condoms or—”

Estefania's fingertip gently touched Charlotte's lips, silencing her like a soft seal. “Do you trust me...?” Her voice vibrated with demonic power, each tone a seduction.

Charlotte nodded, her eyes wide and trusting like those of a child before a Christmas tree.

“Then don’t worry, we won’t need any... As long as I’m here, I can ensure no one gets pregnant... We don’t have to dampen the sensations...” Estefania’s finger slid deliberately from Charlotte’s lips, a conscious caress, leaving a trail of heat.

Charlotte nodded again and giggled softly, the sound pearling through the room. Estefania leaned back on the widened bed, her naked skin shimmering in the subdued light like polished bronze. She beckoned the other two invitingly to join her, her fingers luring them like a siren.

Klemens decided to take the initiative, his heartbeat thundering in his ears. His hands glided over Charlotte’s body, following her curves with devoted attention, feeling the warmth through the fabric. He embraced her tightly, his fingers tracing paths across her skin, making her sigh and press against him, her body molding to his like a puzzle piece. It was surreal – hours ago their relationship had nearly broken, now she was melting in his arms like wax under fire.

Estefania watched the spectacle with hungry eyes as Klemens removed each piece of Charlotte’s clothing, pushing aside the fabric to reveal creamy skin. Her own hands wandered over her body – circling her breasts, kneading her nipples, sliding between her thighs in a confident display. Her tail pushed aside one of her labia, revealing her wet, rosy slit in all its demonic glory, glistening like dew on rose petals.

Klemens and Charlotte couldn’t look away, captivated by the obscene sight, yet their own desire burned too intensely to remain mere spectators. Charlotte turned around, pulling Klemens into a hungry kiss. Her tongue pressed against his, exploring his mouth with unexpected boldness, while her hands removed his remaining clothes, impatiently stripping the fabric from his skin. Her fingers enclosed his throbbing member, pleasuring it with slow, seductive movements that made him moan softly into her mouth.

But Estefania waited patiently, her presence a constant reminder of the supernatural in their midst. Charlotte pulled Klemens to the bed, the mattress giving way under their weight. They crawled onto it and took positions on either side of the demoness, their naked bodies forming a triangle of flesh and desire. Estefania’s wings enveloped them tenderly, drawing them closer like protective arms. Her hands began to explore – Charlotte gasped as the succubus cupped her breast, the soft roundness captured in demonic claws, Klemens’s breath caught at the fleeting touch of his testicles, an electric shock shooting through his lower body.

Estefania turned to Klemens, her grin pure seduction, her teeth gleaming in the half-light. “Should I show her the kind of ‘kiss’ I’m capable of...?”

Klemens grinned back, his arousal overwhelming his last doubts like a tidal wave. “Well, she was thrilled about you being a succubus... might as well let her experience what that means...” His voice was rough with lust, each word a promise of what was to come.
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Estefania let out a deep, diabolical laugh that revealed her tacit consent. She turned to Charlotte and stroked her cheek with gentle fingertips. The touch was tender, yet Klemens noticed how Estefania’s aura began to change—subtly, with greater hunger than before.

Their gazes melded before they drew closer for the kiss. Charlotte released a pleasurable sigh as she literally melted into Estefania’s embrace, as if a long-cherished, burning desire was finally becoming reality. Her secret infatuation with Estefania, which she had concealed with adult composure, now bore fruits she had never dared to dream of. Her fingers clenched in the sheets while her lips opened willingly and expectantly.

The situation took on surreal qualities as Charlotte’s eyes widened in surprise. Klemens watched as her cheek bulged slightly and immediately recognized that Estefania’s supernaturally long tongue was at work. The supple, muscular intruder slid deeper, and Charlotte’s eyeballs rolled upward as she succumbed to the overwhelming sensation of Estefania’s demonic muscle play. Her nails dug into Estefania’s shoulders—a desperate anchor against the waves of lust flooding her body.

This display gave Klemens extraordinary pleasure. He gripped his member to nurture his arousal, though hardly any effort was necessary. The way Charlotte writhed, how her breasts pressed against Estefania’s, made his blood pulse. Estefania supported him in this—albeit unconsciously—as her tail coiled around his leg and wrapped around the base of his member, enhancing his efforts with skillful, rhythmic compression.

Suddenly Charlotte’s eyes widened even more than before, accompanied by a soft gagging sound... and in her throat, a small bulge appeared periodically. Her body tensed, her back arching as she fought against her reflex.

It was equally unreal and incredibly arousing to watch and imagine how Estefania’s tongue penetrated deep into Charlotte’s throat, threatening to completely trigger her gag reflex—although the time she had spent pleasuring Klemens’s cock had trained her quite well. The thought of this supple, inhuman length exploring his girlfriend made Klemens grow even harder.

Charlotte seemed to enjoy Estefania’s tongue, even if her sighs were interrupted by occasional gagging. Her hips moved involuntarily against Estefania’s thigh.

Finally, Estefania withdrew as Charlotte began to cough. As their lips parted, Estefania’s tongue slid out inch by inch in its coiled length and curved seductively while Charlotte gasped and struggled. Threads of saliva still connected them for a moment before breaking. Charlotte composed herself and looked at Estefania with awe, tears of exertion glistening in the corners of her eyes.

“That was different... even overwhelming...” she managed in a hoarse voice.

“That’s nothing yet...” Estefania assured her, while once again cupping Charlotte’s cheek... and Klemens saw it coming, in the moment when Estefania’s gentle aura took shape. The familiar glow began to swirl around her silhouette, hungrier than before. An expression of mild surprise flitted across Charlotte’s face, then her jaw opened as if guided by invisible hands.

Spellbound, Klemens watched as an aura formed around Charlotte’s body—swirling spirals that were slowly drawn into Estefania’s energetic veil. A cloudy stream of luminous vapor rose from Charlotte’s throat, a writhing current that was sucked directly into Estefania’s waiting maw. The air between them shimmered like heat, filled with this ethereal substance.

He had never seen it from this perspective... and had to admit, it was both disturbing and hellishly erotic, especially as Charlotte’s eyes rolled upward again and began to tremble. Her entire body quivered, muscles taut as strings. She couldn’t moan and instead made sounds reminiscent of gasping breaths and soft gagging—as if struggling for air.

But her face, her trembling body, her grip on the sheets... she felt nothing but pure ecstasy. Her nipples stood out hard, her skin glistened under a fine film of sweat.

Estefania leaned forward, their lips meeting again, the succubus moaning pleasurably into Charlotte’s mouth as the energy flow pulsated between them. Her wings spread wider and enveloped both in demonic intimacy.

Finally, Estefania interrupted the suction and pulled back. Both were panting, Charlotte more heavily than Estefania. A tiny veil snaked from between Charlotte’s lips into Estefania’s mouth, which closed with a savoring lick of her lips. The last threads of energy glittered like morning dew before disappearing.

Estefania staggered briefly; Klemens leaned over to support his girlfriend. Her skin radiated more intensely, the demonic markings on her skin pulsing gently with newly gained power.

With eyes wide open, almost shocked, she needed a moment to collect herself. Her chest rose and fell heavily as if gasping for air.

“Insane... that was... crazy...” she remarked between breaths. “Absolutely mad. Also pretty scary... but it felt so damn good...” Her hand groped toward her throat, as if searching for traces.

She turned to Klemens with a questioning but impressed look, her pupils still dilated from the experience.

“Does she do this to you all the time?” she inquired.

“I can hardly get a kiss without her taking a sip,” Klemens replied, looking at Estefania. “Or you pleasure my cock and it feels like you’re sucking my soul out through it.” His voice revealed a mixture of complaint and telltale longing.

Estefania grinned devilishly, her tongue sliding over her lips to savor the last traces of Charlotte’s essence.

“Because it makes you soft as wax... And don’t pretend that even my little sips, which barely weaken you, don’t make you tingle all over...” the succubus teased, her fingers dancing across his chest.

“I, for one, am thrilled,” Charlotte praised, her voice still somewhat rough. “Just... don’t suck me until I pass out, okay?”

“Wouldn’t dream of it, Charlotte,” Estefania assured her with a seductive tone. Then she shot Klemens a mischievous look, her eyes shimmering with a faint red glow. “Of course, our dear Klemens here can handle considerably more.”

Klemens realized too late what Estefania was planning. He barely managed to let out a surprised protest before she placed her hands on his cheeks. Her palms were almost glowing, and he already felt the first tendrils of her aura wrapping around him. She gently pushed him back, supporting him with her wing as she leaned her face over his, her hair falling like a curtain around them both.

Before he could react, her lips sealed his, their auras merged, and the sensation of his energy flowing out of his body made him tremble with pleasure. It felt like warm honey flowing through his veins while simultaneously being drawn out of him.

He arched weakly as Estefania pressed her lips against his with relish, her tongue playing with his while his energy swirled around both their bodies. Every inch of his skin tingled as if being electrified from within.

Charlotte watched, captivated and fascinated by the succubus’s predatory desire for her stepbrother. The way the succubus dominated him, how his strength flowed into her, was hypnotic. But... she didn’t seem willing to remain idle.

Klemens caught her mischievous expression before she dove downward, out of sight... only to immediately feel his cock in both her hands, gently grasped and stimulated. Estefania’s tail moved back to give Charlotte freedom of movement. The sudden touch made him moan against Estefania’s lips.

His girlfriend skillfully exploited his vulnerability, letting one hand slide from his shaft to his testicles, cupping and massaging them, squeezing them carefully and gently pulling. Her fingers moved expertly, experienced through numerous intimate moments.

Then her lips enclosed his glans, sliding over it while her tongue rolled against the slit at the tip and circled his helmet. She had refined her technique since the beginning of their relationship, and with Estefania having sensitized him to every erotic stimulation, Charlotte quickly brought him to release his first drops of pleasure. The salty taste seemed only to encourage her.

How could he resist this double assault? Experiencing two women simultaneously robbed him of his senses. His thoughts blurred in a fog of lust and weakness.

Estefania throttled her draw, ensuring he wouldn’t explode too early or lose too much strength, but it weakened him enough that his arms remained powerless, helplessly subjected to the touches of both women. His muscles felt like warm gelatin, yielding and soft.

Charlotte took his cock deeper, turning her head slightly and gripping the base with one hand while the other caressed his balls. Her lips closed firmly around him, her tongue performing circular movements.

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

Charlotte made him twitch, his pelvis thrusting gently into her mouth. His girlfriend paused only briefly to catch her breath before continuing her fellatio. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her eyes looking up at him lustfully.

Estefania didn’t need to breathe and instead pushed her tongue deep into his throat while continuing to draw on his essence. The inhuman length penetrated deeply, filling him in a way that was equally frightening and intoxicating.

He gagged reflexively, but without danger of vomiting. Estefania had thoroughly trained his reflex after all this time. His body had learned to accept her invasions, even welcome them.

Her tongue explored his depths, and having seen how it looked with Charlotte, the image of how it appeared with him aroused him even more. He practically melted in Estefania’s grip, hearing her gentle moans of pleasure from the draw – a dual enjoyment, though he received far more than she did. The vibrations of her moaning traveled through his throat and intensified the sensations.

The energy drain made Charlotte’s touches impossible to ignore, his cock responding hypersensitively to her firmly enclosing lips, which slid up and down and twisted. Every movement of her tongue sent shock waves through his weakened body.

He already felt the pressure building, ready to discharge into Charlotte’s mouth. Her satisfied murmurs, vibrating into his cock, only intensified this sensation. The pressure rose relentlessly, a sweet torture.

Soon she was barely gripping his shaft, just enough for a twisting motion at the base, while her lips and tongue pleasured the rest of his cock, from the tip downward to her clutching hand. Her technique was perfected, a symphony of pressure and movement.

The climax built rapidly, and soon he exploded.

In that moment of highest pleasure, his spiritual barriers fell, a wave of energy flooding his stepsister... while a surge of semen filled Charlotte’s mouth. He arched uncontrollably and moaned. His entire body convulsed under the double release.

Charlotte rode out his climax, pressing her lips firmly together and guiding them to her fist, her tongue lashing the underside of his shaft as additional, gentle stimulation. She swallowed rhythmically, her throat massaging him as he poured into her.

She drank everything, only releasing him when his ejaculation subsided. Estefania took this as a signal to end the draw and free his lips... demonstratively staging how she pulled the entire length of her tongue from Klemens’s throat so Charlotte could see it, snapping it back into her mouth and licking her lips with pleasure, accompanied by a deep, satisfied sigh. The sight was obscene and fascinating at once.

Charlotte opened her mouth to show that not a drop had been wasted, and giggled as Estefania caressed her cheek. A proud smile played around her lips.

“A girl after my own taste, who strikes when a man is vulnerable...” Estefania praised, her voice sounding deeper, fuller from the absorbed energy.

“Well, it is a threesome, isn’t it? Would be a shame if not everyone participated,” Charlotte replied, eliciting an appreciative chuckle from Estefania. Her eyes sparkled mischievously.

Klemens groaned, collecting himself as the temporary weakness of orgasm and Estefania’s energy drain subsided, but he thirsted for revenge. His body felt drained, but his mind burned with desire to pay the two of them back.

“Yes, but that works both ways, darling,” said Klemens with a sly look at Estefania. “And our Estefania here can do much more with her tongue than just give you the deepest French kiss of your life.” His voice carried a dark promise that made Estefania’s eyes light up.
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As if driven by silent agreement, Estefania moistened her lips and abruptly pressed Charlotte into the bed, which she acknowledged with a surprised cry and cheerful giggle. A pleasant sound, though Klemens already anticipated what other sounds would soon emerge from Charlotte’s mouth – a thought he intended to enjoy to the fullest.

With lustful kisses and tongue play, Estefania worked her way down Charlotte’s body until she arrived between her thighs. Her hands gripped Charlotte firmly like reins, as if expecting the girl might buck like a rodeo horse at any moment.

At first, she merely teased Charlotte with moist kisses on her vulva, gently brushing soft lips over her mound of Venus, placing tender kisses on the insides of her thighs, before transitioning to slow strokes of her tongue that fleetingly glided over sensitive areas.

As Charlotte began to sigh with pleasure, Klemens wanted to hear more. He crawled beside her and devoted himself to her breasts, carefully cupping the supple curves, letting his thumbs circle over the erect nipples, tracing the areolas and switching with a fluid rotation of his hands from thumbs to index fingers.

Gently he kneaded her breasts, admiring how his fingers sank into the soft flesh, the little dimples that formed, and of course the delicate sighs that passed over her lips – though he suspected Estefania was responsible for the greater share of those.

He pressed Charlotte’s breasts together, playfully pulled them apart, gripped them more firmly and carefully pinched her nipples between his palms, always careful not to apply too much pressure. Then he leaned forward and began to pleasure her breast with his mouth: kisses, licking, gentle brushing of his lips that pulled the lower breast tissue downward, and slow but enthusiastic tastings that worked their way up to the peak.

Charlotte’s breathing accelerated, her grip on the sheets tightened. It became increasingly difficult for her to maintain her smile, interrupted by pleasurable moans as Estefania slowly increased the intensity and now flicked her tongue against Charlotte’s clitoris.

With the tip of his tongue, Klemens circled Charlotte’s areola, occasionally teasing her nipple with skillful movements. He had become extremely proficient in precise, intimate stimulation, which Charlotte clearly appreciated.

“H-Holy shit...” she murmured. “I can see where you learned it... fuuuck...!”

Klemens suppressed a laugh, more interested in making her whimper. He completely enclosed her nipple with his mouth, sucked firmly and let his tongue swirl around the sensitive tip while playing with her other breast.

Estefania, however, grew more eager and changed her tactics, penetrating Charlotte’s entrance with her tongue and pushing against the inner walls of the girl.

Initially, the succubus kept the depth within normal range – she didn’t venture further than a practiced human tongue would reach, though that was already enough to elicit shrill sounds of pleasure from Charlotte’s lips.

Klemens switched to the other breast, ensuring that neither was neglected, moistening the peach-colored tip with his saliva and murmuring softly in delight. It wasn’t necessarily directly stimulating for him, but the “breast-pampering” gave him deep pleasure... and feeling Charlotte place a hand on the back of his head to gently encourage him only increased his eagerness, making him dance his tongue with enthusiasm.

But he knew he couldn’t compete with Estefania once her tongue began to stretch and penetrate deep into Charlotte’s canal, bending and turning in all directions, pressing against her walls, stimulating the bundles of nerves and probably even carefully teasing her cervix, as proven by Charlotte’s violent reactions and her words.

“Oh my God!” she screamed. “Oh my God, oh my God! Fuck!”

She did nothing to stop Estefania. She didn’t want them to stop. She wanted to savor the approaching wave and clutched the back of Klemens’ head almost painfully. But he continued his assault on her breasts – a comparatively gentle pleasure beside the insane stimulation Estefania was giving her, which nevertheless overwhelmed her senses. He enjoyed hearing Charlotte’s high-frequency sounds of ecstasy.

She began to tremble and twitch while Estefania firmly gripped her thighs, ensuring that Charlotte’s pleasurable writhing couldn’t tear her hips from the demon’s mouth.

From the corner of his eye, Klemens noticed fine ethereal currents flowing over Charlotte’s body – a sign that Estefania was tasting the girl’s essence while simultaneously amplifying her euphoria.

It was too much for her. With an ecstatic cry, Charlotte began to convulse violently, pressing Klemens’ head almost painfully with her hand as waves of pleasure pulsed through her body. Her bucking hips couldn’t escape Estefania’s greedy hold, the succubus keeping the girl relentlessly in place.

Only when Charlotte stopped trembling and instead began to pant heavily but rhythmically did the two cease their oral assault on the besieged girl. Estefania withdrew her tongue from Charlotte’s lap in its inhuman lengthy splendor, with a thin thread of moisture and a final veil of energy following with an obscene curve of her tongue tip. Both disappeared into her waiting mouth, and she licked her lips contentedly, followed by a seductive chuckle.

“Imagine if I were to suck you even more intensely...” Estefania teased.

Charlotte placed a hand over her forehead and tried to regain her composure.

“That was... incredible. I’ve never felt anything like it. Nothing can penetrate so deeply and move like that... and that draining... yes, if you had sucked harder, I probably would have gone insane. The only strange thing was when I came–”

“The draining became stronger?” Klemens guessed. “That happens when you have an orgasm – your spiritual barriers around your soul basically collapse... much more can be sucked out, and it feels intoxicating...”

“Makes it easier to feed on our prey,” Estefania added. “The orgasm is intense anyway, but the fallen barriers enhance the pleasure, intensify the climax and further paralyze them with a stimulation they don’t even want to end.”

Charlotte laughed weakly.

“Haha... no joke... you could conquer the planet...” she joked.

“Well, now that you mention it...” Estefania began teasingly.

“Don't give her ideas,” Klemens muttered half-jokingly.

Charlotte giggled again, then sighed and normalized her breathing as she sat up.

“That was magnificent... but I want more...”

Estefania grinned mischievously and gently cupped Charlotte's chin.

“Oh, there's much more to come...” she assured, giving Klemens a knowing look.

He grinned back; Estefania wouldn't claim all the glory for herself.

However, Klemens wasn't quite prepared for what Estefania did next: She began drawing demonic spell runes in the air, her fingers twirling and turning in graceful, precise script of symbols and a language incomprehensible to Klemens.

Charlotte, too, watched this display of magical craftsmanship, fascinated. Then Estefania "grabbed" the runes with her palms and firmly cupped Charlotte's breasts, making her gasp. With surprising intensity, Charlotte began to moan and wiggled her legs against the sheets as a pink-red glow radiated from beneath Estefania's hands. When Estefania pulled them away, faint pentagrams glowed on Charlotte's breasts, surrounded by smaller demonic characters and glyphs at the outer edge and between the points of the star, with a single symbol directly in the center.

Charlotte moaned and reached up to cup her own breasts, twitching with pleasure.

“Whoa... what did you do?” she asked.

“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, accompanied by a crooked grin. And Klemens seemed to immediately understand what she meant.

He positioned himself over Charlotte's body, careful not to put too much weight on her, and Charlotte quickly recognized his intention as he gently slid his member between her breasts.

“Oh wow... I see...” said Charlotte, more than ready to try this new idea.

She carefully cupped her breasts, twitching from stimulation, her touch initially cautious—not from pain, but from the pleasant hypersensitivity. Gently, she nestled her breasts around Klemens's shaft, moaning softly and beginning to pump.

Her gasps were delicious to hear, and Klemens only now began to appreciate Estefania's superhuman nature even more, if she mastered such tricks.

Charlotte moved slowly and gently; there wasn't much lubricant yet. That changed soon, as Estefania appeared between the lovers, grinning at both before unfurling her inhumanly long tongue and slithering it between Charlotte's breasts with slow, lustful wantonness. With equal obscene slowness, she wound her tongue around Klemens's shaft, moistening his flesh before leisurely withdrawing her tongue so the two could continue.

“Even that felt wonderful...” Charlotte murmured, as she pressed a little firmer and began pumping faster.

Klemens noticed, however, that it was somewhat awkward from her position... and he wanted to move.

So he gently took Charlotte's hands, silently indicating that he wanted to take the lead. She relinquished control and gasped excitedly as Klemens gripped her breasts somewhat more roughly.

Experimentally, he flicked her nipples, causing her to cry out from intense stimulation.

“M-Maybe a bit gentler, okay?” Charlotte suggested, embarrassed.

“Sure, sorry,” Klemens apologized with a smile. Charlotte returned it and giggled as Klemens began to slowly move his hips, thrusting between Charlotte's breasts, which made her moan.

He sighed softly, his gaze wandering between his member gliding luxuriously between Charlotte's breasts and the expressions of joy and arousal on her face. His girlfriend reached out to gently caress his sides.

The scent of sex filled the room... mixed with a generous portion of Estefania's succubus pheromones, helping to keep them aroused and engaged.

Speaking of Estefania—he felt her arms wrapping around him from behind, gently stroking his chest muscles and teasingly stimulating his nipples, which made him exhale in surprise.

Her lips brushed his earlobe, and warm breath tickled him.

“I want to ravage both of you right now,” she whispered, though loud enough for Charlotte to hear. “Having both of you here, being in my true form, ignites my lust. I want to drain you both until you pass out, I want to see you trembling beneath me...”

This almost predatory warning didn't frighten Klemens nearly as much as it aroused him. What once frightened him about her now possessed a dangerous allure. And judging by the way Charlotte bit her lower lip, she too seemed drawn to the lustful threat.

With a teasing lick of his earlobe, Estefania chuckled and withdrew.

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

Klemens knew this definitely wasn't Estefania's first threesome... and probably the smallest "group" she had ever seduced.

Yet hearing her say it was special... he knew it was sincere, and that touched him.

He couldn't imagine what the old Klemens would have thought about this. What the old Klemens would think about him now.

Screw the old Klemens.

Charlotte began to moan more intensely as Estefania moved downward and started rubbing against the other girl’s sex, their clits grinding together while Estefania’s shaft slid between Charlotte’s thighs and began to tease her slit.

As for Klemens, he had to deal with tiny, subtle energy drains from her fingertips that made her gentle, teasing caresses of his nipples even more stimulating. His stepsister placed wet, lingering kisses on his neck and shoulders, pressing her tongue firmly against his skin and rolling it slowly, while fine arcs of her draining tickled every sensual point of contact.

“You never... haa... play fair, do you?” Klemens joked, which made Estefania chuckle mischievously.

“You of all people should know by now... Succubi only play ‘fair’ when we feel like adding some spice...” was her seductive response. To think that “fair” for her meant “spicy.”

He shuddered as she blew a hot breath across his sensitive neck, the feeling of magic practically electrifying him as it flowed over his skin.

Charlotte continued to moan while Klemens continued to slowly caress her breasts, the demonic runes keeping them wonderfully sensitive to his touch.

The movements of Estefania’s hips, rubbing her femininity against Charlotte’s, made her full curves dance against his back in a steady rhythm, her hard nipples marking his skin like little brands of fire. Every fleeting touch, every soft yielding of her skin, that velvety warmth of her demonic form – she was truly extraordinary in her composition.

A deep groan escaped his throat as the first drops of his arousal moistened Charlotte’s décolletage, mixing with the generously distributed lubricant that Estefania had provided. His movements became faster, accompanied by wet, sucking sounds. Klemens breathed in gasps, feeling the pressure building within him again, ready to decorate Charlotte’s breasts and face with pearly traces. Charlotte too was approaching her climax, as Estefania’s teasing rubbing and stimulation from her cock, combined with the magically sensitized breasts being worked by her boyfriend, drove her inexorably toward the peak.

Throughout all this, Estefania carefully drew energy from both of them. Not enough to truly weaken them, not in the foreseeable future. But sufficient to intensify their sensations, to make their skin tingle. Klemens didn’t miss that ultimately she held the strings, but neither he nor Charlotte seemed to mind.

Estefania’s movements became faster, her caresses more intense, and the way she played with his nipples made him twitch with overwhelming pleasure. She sucked on his neck as if giving a love bite, but with a magical component, tasting his essence in the process.

Charlotte arched her body in undulating movements, sweet sounds escaping her lips – an unmistakable sign of her approaching fulfillment.

He too was close, barely holding back his rising excitement while his member throbbed and his hips followed a hidden rhythm.

Then he felt a tiny magical pulse of pleasure from Estefania as she gently bit down and ran her tongue over his neck. It was enough to push him over the edge – he released over Charlotte’s face, thrusting several more times to also wet her décolletage with his pleasure. At the same time, Charlotte shuddered in her own climax, clenching around the sheets she held tightly.

Both let out a prolonged, fulfilled “Shit...!”

Estefania chuckled contentedly and enjoyed the additional wave of energy released by the couple. She removed her lips from Klemens’ neck, and he felt how a tiny part of his essence followed her touch, heard the appreciative smack of her lips after her little “snack.”

Klemens slid off Charlotte, not without first teasingly rubbing his member over her glistening breasts, which elicited a sweet gasp from her, as the runes were still active. She gave him a meaningful look.

“You ass...” she teased him, which he acknowledged with a laugh.

“One doesn’t get the opportunity every day to tap a woman’s breasts with one’s cock and make her moan in the process,” he replied, while leaning back into Estefania’s pillows and watching as his stepsister withdrew her phallus from between his girlfriend’s thighs. The tip of her appendage glistened wetly, and Estefania cleaned it lustfully with obscene licking motions and sucking kisses.

Charlotte reached for Estefania, but the succubus wasn’t finished with her yet.

With a mischievous grin, Estefania lowered herself onto Charlotte in a smooth, seductive movement. Their breasts nestled against each other while her face hovered just a breath away from Charlotte’s. Surprise and aroused uncertainty dispelled Charlotte’s exhaustion. Estefania smiled... and then kissed the other girl passionately, moaning softly as she began rubbing her sex against Charlotte’s again.

Their bodies rubbed against each other as the kiss deepened. Klemens couldn’t help but stroke his member to keep it hard; even now he barely felt exhausted. Only slightly drained, but full of endurance and eager to continue. It was easy to understand how the belief could arise that succubi had loved their partners to death – even without draining all their energy at once. The way they made humans want to continue... how they seemingly animated the bodies themselves to keep going... yes, one would indeed exhaust oneself to the point of collapse.

He was far from that point, however, and Estefania had never crossed boundaries... at least not too much.

He enjoyed the sight of the two women, their lips united, their heads moving gently back and forth while their tongues slid together in a sensual dance and Estefania rubbed her lap against Charlotte’s.

Around the two, Klemens could perceive a subtle aura – energy slowly flowing into Estefania as she carefully fed on his girlfriend. It elicited sweet sighs from Charlotte – music to his ears and presumably to Estefania’s as well.

Their pleasure-filled sounds filled the room. Estefania paused, looked over her shoulder at Klemens, and gently caressed Charlotte’s lips.

“Don’t think you’re just watching this time, brother...” she breathed seductively, as she and Charlotte positioned themselves so their hips extended over the edge of the bed. Charlotte’s legs dangled, her toes barely grazing the floor. Estefania lifted Charlotte’s legs at the knees, spread one of her curves with one hand and pressed her demonic shaft against both their moist lips.

“See? So many possibilities”
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Klemens’s eyelids fluttered as the realization of Estefania’s suggestion hit him. The dull throbbing of his heart thundered in his eardrums. This forbidden intimacy was something he had only observed in pornographic films—a taboo that shattered all conventional boundaries. A slight tremor seized his hands as he realized this might be the most depraved act they had dared so far.

He closed the distance, his fingers digging like anchors into Estefania’s hip bones. The warm, hellish scent of her skin rose into his nostrils. With hesitant precision, he positioned his pulsing phallus between the two glistening labia, feeling the moist heat radiating from both. Carefully, he pushed his stiff length between them, a gentle moan escaping his lips.

The sensation overwhelmed him—not the intense stimulation of penetration, but something more subtle, more intoxicating. His girth spread two pairs of velvety lips, sliding between the warm, wet flesh that caressed and enveloped his manhood like liquid silk. Each movement sent waves of pleasure through his body.

With his shaft, he rubbed against both clits, feeling them swell under his touch. Charlotte whimpered with excitement, her voice high and breathless. Estefania sighed in luxurious pleasure, a deep, throaty, demonic sound that ran down Klemens’s spine.

Both were incredibly wet—their juices mingling, flowing warmly over his skin. Lubricant was completely unnecessary. Klemens began to thrust, initially at a moderate pace. Rhythmically and with controlled force, he moved between the two bodies, feeling every millimeter of soft flesh that enclosed him.

This elicited lustful gasps from both, their voices merging into a chorus of ecstasy. But soon their sounds fell silent, stifled by hungry kisses they exchanged with each other.

Simultaneously, Estefania’s tail slowly wound around Klemens’s body. The muscular extension encircled him noticeably, pressing its warm tip against his breastbone. The tail radiated surprising warmth, its leathery surface smoother and silkier than expected—almost like polished leather gliding across his skin.

His gaze wandered to her wings, which fluttered and twitched gently. They folded tightly against her back but remained slightly spread to reveal their demonic splendor without obstructing his view. He couldn’t help but admire them—this supernatural beauty that had once completely unnerved him. Now it only ignited his desire further.

Her horns tilted back and forth as Estefania and Charlotte kissed, their tips gleaming in the subdued light. She was clearly not human—that was crystal clear to Klemens—and that very fact made her all the more seductive, all the more desirable.

The top of his cock began to tingle, a familiar signal of approaching ecstasy. He noticed the faintest glow from Estefania’s loins—another gentle release of demonic energy that kept everything pleasantly stimulating and awakened his nerve endings.

This prompted him to increase the tempo. His hips moved faster, more urgently. Could he climax this way? Could they climax this way? He wanted to find out, couldn’t resist gently slapping Estefania’s magnificent ass. His palm met the firm, demonic flesh with a satisfying sound. Fascinated, he watched as that supple behind jiggled several times, as Estefania then seductively circled her hips in response.

Her tail brushed against one of his nipples, sending electric shivers through his body. He instinctively knew he had to pay her back.

So he began thrusting more vigorously, his hips colliding with those of both women. Each thrust made Estefania’s behind subtly swing. He grabbed a full handful of one of her buttocks, kneading the warm flesh before sliding his thumb between the cleft. Slowly, teasingly, he circled her sphincter, feeling the small ring contract under his touch.

After some exploratory touches and rubbing, he inserted his thumb into her anus. The tight, hot hole enclosed his finger as he carefully moved it in and out. Estefania’s tail quivered around his body—a sure sign that she enjoyed it, that his boldness excited her.

Klemens could just make out Charlotte’s breathless moans and gasps through the erotic kisses in which both were engrossed. Their muffled sounds increased his arousal even more, so he moved even faster. He felt the occasional twitch of Charlotte’s legs against his, her muscles tensing in ecstasy.

Then he watched as Charlotte reached around Estefania’s body, caressing the demon as she did so. Her hands glided over the smooth, warm skin, feeling Estefania all the way to her behind, before Charlotte’s hand reached out toward Klemens.

He smiled and took it with his free hand. Charlotte squeezed firmly, her fingers intertwining with his in a moment of intimate connection.

Estefania began rubbing against Charlotte’s body and Klemens’s cock, her movements only enhancing the stimulation. His thrusts gained speed, becoming wild and desperate.

Both women began to tremble, their bodies tensing in approaching ecstasy. Klemens was honestly somewhat surprised that his actions could bring them to climax, but he wasted no thought on it. Not when he could feel that familiar pressure building in his loins again.

A threesome with a succubus was definitely incomparable to anything he had ever experienced.

He accelerated his thrusts, slamming his hips forcefully against Estefania’s firm behind and Charlotte’s soft loins. Estefania’s tail tightened, wrapping around him like a living restraint. Charlotte squeezed his hand just a little harder, her fingernails digging slightly into his skin.

Pre-cum dripped between their labia, glistening in the dim light. He was about to shoot several strands between their bellies.

“I’m close... very close,” he warned, his voice rough with exertion. Even their moans reached a fervent pitch, all three about to share a climax. Their bodies pressed his cock more firmly between their labia, enclosing him in wet heat.

It soon became too overwhelming for him. He began to twitch uncontrollably, thrusting with each approaching surge of his orgasm. But suddenly, Estefania’s tail quickly unwound from him and grasped his pulsating phallus with astonishing dexterity.

The muscular extension abruptly forced him into Charlotte’s tight, warm cavity. Klemens penetrated deeply, feeling her walls close around him as he released several powerful pumping thrusts. Then he was pulled out, his glans glistening with Charlotte’s juices.

The tail immediately guided him into Estefania's hungry passage, her demonic heat enveloping him. He released several more spurts into her depths before being released. Two final strands shot from his tip – one draped itself over Estefania's glistening buttocks, the other across Charlotte's trembling inner thighs.

The sudden penetration was enough to push both women over the edge. They clung to each other as they quivered and convulsed. Estefania released demonic fluids, her body glowing faintly in ecstasy.

Gradually they calmed down, their breathing becoming more regular. Estefania's tail unwound from Klemens' sensitive member and squeezed out all remaining traces with one final, possessive touch. He sank onto the edge of the bed, his cock softening minimally, though retaining enough firmness that he doubted he'd need much encouragement for another erection. He didn't feel exhausted at all – on the contrary, a strange sense of energy flowed through him.

Charlotte steadied her breathing, her chest rising and falling rhythmically. Then she hesitantly brought a hand to her stomach and further down to her groin, carefully feeling her sensitive vulva. She flinched from oversensitivity as her finger traced over a warm trickle of Klemens' semen.

“That's... the first time anyone has penetrated me. The first time I've had a cock without a condom inside me. A real one,” she whispered, her voice full of awe and slight disbelief.

“Don't forget what I mentioned earlier. As long as I'm present, you don't need to worry. You've trusted me so far, though normally that would be highly questionable. Relax...” Estefania gently reassured her. She tenderly stroked Charlotte's stomach, her demonic fingers gliding over the sweat-dampened skin, causing the girl to flinch reflexively.

“I do... I don't think you want a baby complicating everything,” Charlotte replied breathlessly.

Estefania giggled, a melodious sound that filled the room.

“Exactly... It keeps everything discreet. And if it makes you feel better, I can tell whether someone carries an STD or not... And you both are flawless...”

Charlotte draped her arm over her eyes and groaned desperately, her cheeks glowing red.

“Maybe too detailed,” Charlotte mumbled, her voice still rough from ecstasy. Then she sighed heavily and shuddered, her body still vibrating from the aftershocks like an instrument that continues to resonate. Beads of sweat sparkled on her skin in the dim light. “Damn, I'm still aroused. And not tired at all.”

“That just means we're not finished yet...” Estefania teased playfully, her finger dancing over Charlotte's oversensitive nipples like over harp strings. A sweet, surprised sound escaped the girl's lips, half moan, half protest.

“Damn... apparently not...” Charlotte confirmed, her voice once again infused with desire, as if surprised by her own eagerness.

Estefania grinned devilishly, her eyes briefly glowing with demonic pleasure. With a fluid motion, she turned Charlotte back onto the bed. The girl squealed and giggled at being repositioned, her hair spreading across the rumpled sheets like dark silk. But she quickly fell silent in astonishment as Estefania positioned herself above her head and held her glistening vulva over her face. Drops of demonic arousal fell onto Charlotte's lips like warm honey, making it impossible for her to resist cautiously tasting them.

The taste was different – more intense, almost electrifying on her tongue.

Estefania reached down and luxuriously ran one hand through Charlotte's tousled hair, her fingers gently massaging the scalp. The other caressed the girl's face with supernatural tenderness, pulling down her lower lip with a thumb. Carefully, she slid it into Charlotte's mouth and let it glide over the warm tongue in an act of gentle but unmistakable dominance. Charlotte instinctively sucked on it, her eyelids fluttering closed.

Meanwhile, Klemens positioned himself between Charlotte's spread legs and observed her still dripping sex. His own semen glistened on her lips, mixed with her juices in an obscene artwork of lust. He had penetrated her, and yet he felt the urge to do it again – stronger than before.

However, his gaze was drawn to Estefania, who withdrew her hands from Charlotte's head. With a smooth movement, she lowered her hips until she was sitting completely on Charlotte's face. Her hips rolled slowly against the girl's mouth, those plump buttocks pressing against Charlotte's chin in an almost suffocating grip of lust. Charlotte breathed heavily through her nose, her hands clutching Estefania's thighs.

Estefania began to moan softly, her voice deep and throaty, while Charlotte's jaw began to work. Klemens heard the wet sounds of sucking and licking, watched as his girlfriend stretched to sensually caress Estefania's thighs and buttocks. Her hands glided over that smooth demonic skin like over warm marble, each touch making the succubus tremble.

Klemens, by no means inactive, now devoted himself to stimulating Charlotte. He massaged her sensitive vulva with his fingers, feeling her warmth and moisture like liquid fire. With two fingers, he spread her labia wide, revealing the pink flesh beneath, still swollen from their previous union. His free hand came up to gently stroke the soft tissue with a fingertip, before bringing his two fingers together and sliding them along those velvety folds. Occasionally he curved them gently to apply pressure to her vulva, while his thumb massaged her outer lips.

Then he brought his fingers to Charlotte's swollen pearl and began carefully rolling the sensitive bud between his fingers. He heard Charlotte's muffled whimpers grow higher and felt her hips involuntarily twitch, her body responding to his touches like a perfectly tuned instrument.

Estefania laughed devilishly, visibly pleased with Klemens' skilled hands. She moved her pelvis on Charlotte's face with pleasurable pressure, ensuring the girl could intensely feel every movement of her thighs and buttocks. Her demonic energy flowed through every touch, amplifying the sensations to the point of unbearability. Charlotte writhed beneath her, caught between breathlessness and burning desire.

“Just like that, my sweet, let your tongue dance,” Estefania breathed seductively, her voice dripping with lust. “Taste me, and I will taste you.”

A tremor ran through Estefania’s body, and as Klemens peered to the side, he noticed a fine shimmer around Charlotte’s lips. Her eyes were half-closed as she looked up at Estefania, as if enchanted by the demonic aura.

Klemens focused again on Charlotte’s lap and slid a finger into her wet cavity. Slowly he moved it in and out, gently curling it to pull at her inner walls. She still gripped him tightly, pulsating rhythmically around his finger. After a few moments, he inserted a second finger and rotated his hand to reach upward and find her G-spot. At the same time, he could circle her clitoris with his thumb, gently massaging the sensitive bud.

It didn’t take long to find Charlotte’s special spot, as he was now familiar with it. Klemens increased the pace of his fingers, alternating between straight and curved movements, sometimes penetrating deeply or making quick, stroking motions against her G-spot, while his thumb vigorously stimulated her clitoris. But he didn’t want to bring her to climax too soon—not before Estefania had gotten her share. So he played a cruel game of arousal and denial.

He changed his position, hooked his hands around Charlotte’s thighs and lay back. His member throbbed desperately between his stomach and the sheet. Despite the burning desire in his loins, he concentrated on his goal.

He brought his face closer; between her dripping arousal and his finger work, he had managed to remove most of his traces, so he didn’t feel uncomfortable. The scent of her desire rose to his nostrils—sweet and musky.

Then he dove in, first attacking her clit with quick tongue strokes, followed by sliding movements between her labia, up and down several times, occasionally pausing to circle her eager entrance. She tasted of him and her—an intoxicating mixture.

He continued to vary by withdrawing his tongue and instead pressing tender kisses on her inner thighs and her vulva. Sometimes they were quick, fleeting touches, sometimes slow, wet sucking or a dance of his tongue against her skin and outer lips. His hands caressed her thighs as he hummed softly, sending vibrations through her body.

He heard her muffled sounds of pleasure and, in return, Estefania’s erotic sighs, which grew more intense as Charlotte increased her efforts and gently pressed against the succubus’s hips. The air was filled with the sounds of their shared pleasure.

Estefania’s tail began to wander, slithering around Charlotte’s sensitive breasts, gliding over her stomach and brushing Klemens’ face with the broader tip. Fleeting, sensual touches reminded him that Estefania hadn’t forgotten him... unless her tail had a mind of its own. The touch was warm and supple, almost alive.

Her tail withdrew, rolling gently over Charlotte’s stomach, away from her breasts, except for a part that rested between the two globes and occasionally undulated against them. Estefania didn’t want to overdo it now—not yet.

Klemens, however, wanted more. He pressed his mouth directly onto Charlotte’s vulva, pressed his lips firmly together and pushed his tongue into her entrance. He thrust deeply and moved it energetically while his nose and upper jaw rubbed against her clit. She tasted more intense now, her juices flowing more abundantly.

A tense whimper practically vibrated in Estefania’s lap, and the demoness 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 lap to bring the demoness to climax.

A feeling of competition filled Klemens’ thoughts; could he bring Charlotte to orgasm before she brought Estefania there? He didn’t act on it, as Estefania deserved to come undisturbed. But the thought excited him anyway.

However, that didn’t stop him from pushing Charlotte to the edge and keeping her there. Her own efforts must be irregular, as she had to cope with his stimulation and Estefania’s gentle sucking.

God, he was so hard now that it almost hurt.

He continued... and then, with a sudden loud, trembling moan, Estefania pressed her thighs and calves firmly around Charlotte’s head and came. Her demonic essence poured over Charlotte’s face and glowed faintly in the darkness.

That was Klemens’ signal for the final attack—he assaulted everything within reach of his tongue and devoted himself to her clit with enthusiasm, pressing his mouth firmly against her vulva. His reward was a scream directly into Estefania’s lap as Charlotte’s body trembled in ecstasy. It was an intense climax, and Klemens felt deep satisfaction as he felt a small gush of wetness on his tongue.

He pulled back, his face gleaming wet, but his lips curled into a satisfied smile as he watched Charlotte calm down. Estefania dismounted from Charlotte’s face, which glistened with demonic fluids. Charlotte’s chest rose and fell, her breathing gradually normalizing. She looked like a goddess of sensuality, sweaty and radiant.

“You two are driving me crazy...” Charlotte whispered breathlessly, before lifting her head and showing an eager grin. “Do you have another one in you...?”

“Damn, honey, first taste of demoness and already insatiable?” Klemens teased as he wiped his chin.

“Since when are you so quick-witted...?” Estefania countered, her eyes sparkling with pleasure.

Klemens ignored the jibe and sat up, giving his member some air. It pulsated with desire, the tip already glistening with arousal.

Charlotte propped herself up on her elbows, finally looking tired, but still lively enough for another round. Her skin still shimmered with excitement.

“No need to argue, you two... what do you have in mind...?” Charlotte asked lustfully, her voice still hoarse.

This time an idea formed in Klemens’ head.

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

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

“Of course...” She rose from the bed with feline grace and rummaged in her nightstand, using her tail to grab a small bottle of lubricant, which she handed to herself. She opened the cap, poured lubricant onto her tail and distributed it with her hands until it glistened. She made a show of it and moaned softly as her hips moved rhythmically.

“Technically I could have used magic... but this has its own charm...” she remarked, while waving the lubricated appendage, its tip dripping slightly.

Klemens grinned and then turned to Charlotte, his eyes dark with desire.

“How about more than just a single penetration...?” he suggested.

Her eyes lit up like stars, but then she hesitated, a slight blush rising to her cheeks.

“Wait... but I haven’t prepared myself” she warned.

“Succubus,” Klemens reminded her, pointing at Estefania, who giggled like an imp.

“Oh... right” Charlotte admitted sheepishly, her embarrassment charming.

Klemens laughed and pulled Charlotte to the edge of the bed. With a grunt, he lifted her up, though his trembling arms betrayed his own exhaustion.

Once again Estefania came to the rescue, demonstrating surprising strength as she supported Charlotte. Her demonic power made it effortless.

“This is... exciting” Charlotte remarked, her voice trembling with anticipation.

“The finale is always the best part...” Estefania teased, playfully licking Charlotte’s earlobe. The succubus slid one hand down Charlotte’s spine until it rested on her tailbone. Then Estefania spoke an incantation in demonic language, and her hand glowed with a soft, golden light.

Charlotte let out a surprised “Oh!” as a warm, tingling sensation passed through her, and then Estefania was finished.

“There... preparation complete...” Estefania announced proudly.

Charlotte went quiet, her eyes widening in realization.

“...I’m damn jealous” she pouted.

Estefania kissed Charlotte sympathetically behind the ear, her lips warm against the sensitive skin.

“Well, I’m always available...” she giggled, her voice full of promise.


Chapter 7
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Klemens’s lips curved into a grin, but the playful teasing now gave way to a different energy. His muscles tensed as he spread his legs wider to assume a more dominant position. Together with Estefania, they held Charlotte’s thighs up and spread them wide, until her most intimate areas were completely exposed before them. The incoming light accentuated her glistening wetness and the gentle curve of her bottom — a sight that took Klemens’s breath away and made his blood pulse even hotter through his veins.

With a deliberate movement, he lowered Charlotte until her warm wetness brushed against his swollen head. At this first touch, an electric tingling shot through him, gripping his entire lower body and making his shaft grow even harder.

“Heavens...” escaped from him, as glistening drops of his arousal seeped from his tip and mingled with Charlotte’s wetness, forming a shimmering bridge between their bodies. His hands trembled slightly as he lowered her millimeter by millimeter onto his steel-hard erection. Both released a deep, primal moan simultaneously — a sound of pure lust that filled the room and echoed in Klemens’s ears.

While Klemens was still caught in Charlotte’s tight embrace, her velvety interior contracting around him, Estefania maneuvered her demonic tail between her own thighs. The fleshy tip glistened wetly, pulsing slightly as it traced teasing circles around Charlotte’s rear entrance. Each touch made Charlotte flinch, small waves of sensation running through her, before Estefania slowly and relentlessly inserted her flexible appendage into Charlotte’s bottom, accompanied by a sensual hiss.

“Ah! My God...” Charlotte whimpered tensely, her fingers digging deeper into Klemens’s shoulders, leaving crescent-shaped marks on his skin. Estefania’s tail was barely less substantial than a human member, especially at the swollen tip, but it was softer, more adaptable. It could wind its way in gently, turning carefully and conforming to Charlotte’s body in a way no rigid member could, almost as if it had a will of its own.

Klemens watched, fascinated, as the demonic tail disappeared inch by inch into Charlotte, her face showing a mixture of tension and growing pleasure, her lips slightly parted, her eyes half-closed. Soon Estefania’s entire appendage was deeply embedded, and the succubus released an excited, almost purring sigh that tugged at the hairs on Klemens’s neck.

Charlotte clung desperately to Klemens while he and Estefania held her up by her thighs and buttocks, stabilizing her trembling body between them. The position was intense, vulnerable — she was completely subject to their will, suspended between them, trapped in their embrace.

“Mmph... ready, Charlotte?” asked Klemens, his voice rough with desire, his breath hot against her ear.

“Yes... damn, this is so different... take me both...!” Her words came breathlessly, almost pleading, her voice breaking with excitement.

Estefania and Klemens exchanged a glance — a moment of silent understanding, a wordless communication between predators — and began to thrust. Klemens moved his hips in a slow, hypnotic rhythm, plunging deep into Charlotte’s heat, withdrawing almost completely, only to slide back in, each time a little deeper, a little harder. Estefania followed his example, her supple tail moving back and forth, a perfect imitation of a thrusting member, but with supernatural precision.

Charlotte moaned, a sound between sweet ecstasy and the intense sensation of anal sex, her eyes rolling slightly backward. But ultimately pleasure overwhelmed everything else — she lost herself in the sensations, her body relaxing under their control.

Klemens gave a soft growl, his gaze wandering down to where Charlotte’s full breasts gently rubbed against his bare chest with each thrust, a sensual gliding of skin on skin. Her hard nipples burned like small flames against his skin. Her fingernails left red marks on his back, but he didn’t care — the pain only intensified his pleasure. Estefania often scratched harder, and he was certain this was pure intention — a reminder of her demonic nature, a subtle marking of her territory.

His thrusts gained speed, a rhythmic, wet slapping filled the room — the primitive soundtrack of their union, accompanied by the panting and moaning of all three. A duller slapping joined in as Estefania’s hips struck against Charlotte’s bottom, a syncopated rhythm to Klemens’s own.

With each collision, Charlotte released a shrill, breathless gasp, her body tossed back and forth between them as they took her with increasing ferocity, slowly losing control. Then a whimper joined their symphony as Estefania nestled into the soft curve of her neck and began to kiss and nibble, her forked tongue sliding over the sensitive skin, leaving a moist trail.

Klemens decided to join in and did the same on the other side, his teeth gently grazing over her pulsing carotid artery. Charlotte’s sweet whimpering grew even higher, almost desperate, as her sensitive neck was attacked from both sides while she was simultaneously filled in both openings. The overstimulation made her tremble, her entire body shaking under the flood of sensations.

Klemens and Estefania didn’t move in sync — often their rhythms overlapped or randomly fell out of beat, a chaotic pattern of thrusts that made the stimulation wonderfully varied and unpredictable for Charlotte. Each thrust came unexpectedly, keeping her on the edge of control, never letting her rest.

Moreover, Estefania couldn’t resist tasting the girl. Klemens noticed swirling streams of steamy, silver light that snaked from Charlotte’s neck to Estefania — visible signs of energy transfer, like ethereal mist flowing between them. Some of it reached him too; finest veils left his lips to join the stream, accompanied by an electrifying tingling that ran through his entire body.

In his member, Klemens felt a similar tingling, more intense than anything he had ever experienced. A pulling, static pleasure seemed to flow through the thin tissue wall separating Charlotte’s vagina from her bottom, where Estefania’s tail undoubtedly functioned as another energy channel. The sensation was overwhelming — as if his essence was literally being sucked out of him, a sweet pain that only intensified his pleasure.

Charlotte began to tremble, her entire body vibrating with pent-up tension, her muscles rhythmically tightening around him, and Klemens felt the pressure building within him, his lower abdomen cramping. After several climaxes, he had become more sensitive, not duller, every touch more intense, every movement electrifying, yet he felt his fatigue increasing and his stamina waning like sand through a sieve, his life force slowly being drawn from him.

This didn't improve when Estefania wrapped her leathery wings around Charlotte and Klemens like a strange, demonic embrace, enveloping them in a cocoon of supernatural warmth. Shortly after, both felt a gentle but relentless pull across their entire skin – their life essence literally being sucked from their pores and channeled into Estefania's wings, a tingling sensation as if their skin was being kissed by a thousand tiny mouths.

Klemens trembled and struggled to keep his legs stable, his muscles burning with exertion; otherwise, he might have collapsed under the double burden of physical strain and magical extraction, his knees soft as butter.

He stopped caressing Charlotte's neck and looked directly into her widened, veiled eyes, which appeared almost black with lust. Words were unnecessary; both understood the unspoken message and sank into a passionate, moaning kiss. Their tongues played with each other, tasting one another between gasping breaths, dancing an intimate dance.

Estefania trilled encouragingly, her abnormally long tongue sliding over Charlotte's moist cheek to tease Klemens's lips, a fleeting, hot touch before she coquettishly withdrew, a playful smile on her lips.

The step-siblings' thrusts were now powerful and merciless, making Charlotte's body bounce like a doll as she trembled in anticipation of orgasm, her breathing shallow and rapid. Her entire body tensed, ready to explode, every muscle quivering with tension.

Drops of pleasure seeped abundantly into Charlotte's vagina, making each thrust slicker, faster, and then... Klemens couldn't hold back anymore, the pressure in his loins becoming overwhelming. With a deep grunt, he pulled Charlotte hard down onto his member, burying himself as deeply as possible in her heat, his fingernails digging into her soft thighs.

He came with an intensity that blinded him, white stars exploding behind his eyelids, and his powerful pull on Charlotte's body was enough to bring her to climax as well. Her orgasm shot through her like an explosion, a moan shared between their sealed lips, her body convulsing around him. A visible wave of energy escaped her like steam, shimmering in the air, and shortly after came a lustful moan from Estefania as she too reached her peak. Her tail virtually vibrated in Charlotte's rear, so intensely that Klemens could feel it through the thin wall, a pulsation that prolonged his own orgasm.

Klemens feared his legs would give way, his muscles trembling from exhaustion and overstimulated nerves, weak as jelly. But soon his release ebbed inside Charlotte's body, the final wave passing through him. She slowly stopped trembling, her body relaxing against him, nestling into his arms. And all three stumbled back to the bed, their legs unsteady, like drunks after a long night.

They fell onto it like exhausted lovers, a tangle of intertwined limbs, and as they collected themselves, Estefania skillfully arranged pillows for their comfort, ensuring everyone was comfortably situated. She withdrew her wings as she settled down, Charlotte cozily nestled between her and Klemens like in a warm, human sandwich. Klemens placed a possessive arm around his girlfriend's shoulders, while Estefania gently placed her hand on Charlotte's chest, an intimate gesture of affection. The touch was no longer painfully sensitive – the magical runes had faded, having done their job.

Klemens's member was now soft and satisfied, resting exhausted against his thigh, and he was certainly depleted for a while, his energy almost completely spent. Belatedly, he noticed it wasn't night. Sunlight still penetrated through the curtains – outside it was still day, the world going about its ordinary course, and they had just experienced an intense threesome. The thought amused him in a perverse way, made him smile inwardly.

As Charlotte calmed her breathing, her chest still rising and falling heavily, a fine film of sweat making her skin shimmer in the subdued light, she spoke with a shaky voice, barely more than a whisper.

“That was... indescribable,” she whispered, barely audible, still gasping slightly at each gentle touch from Estefania, as if her skin was still hypersensitive. The succubus simply basked in the warm afterglow of her meal, her eyes half-closed with satisfaction.

“The energies you both gifted me were absolutely delicious...” Estefania raved with a contented sigh, her voice like warm honey. A bizarre compliment under normal circumstances, but Klemens had begun to appreciate such demonic peculiarities, even finding them strangely charming.

“That's a damn strange statement, and yet I find it delightful,” Charlotte replied with a soft giggle, her voice still rough from the physical exertion, a hoarse whisper.

“Here's something else 'damn strange' before I forget...” Estefania placed her hand on Charlotte's damp, sweat-covered belly, her fingers spreading gently over the warm skin. The succubus whispered something in her demonic language – deep, inhuman sounds that made the air vibrate, like the crackling of fire and the rushing of water simultaneously. A golden glow enveloped her fingers, pulsating to the rhythm of her words. A complex rune briefly flickered on Charlotte's skin, seeming to burn into her flesh without causing pain, and for a fleeting moment both thought they saw the shadowy outline of her uterus shimmering through the skin, a ghostly image of her inner anatomy. Then everything disappeared as if it had been just imagination, not even a trace remained.

“No more worries about unwanted little swimmers...” Estefania assured with a mischievous smile, playfully tapping Charlotte's stomach.

Charlotte thoughtfully stroked the spot where the rune had appeared, searching for a change that wasn't visible, and nodded appreciatively. “Clever spell,” she remarked admiringly, her eyes glowing with curiosity. “Much more practical than condoms.”

“Does that mean you don't have to erase her memories?” asked Klemens drowsily, still overwhelmed by the experience, his mind slowly returning. Charlotte gave Estefania a questioning look – she had already been informed about the succubus's feeding habits and the associated memory erasures, had accepted the risk.

“As long as she remains discreet,” confirmed Estefania, her red eyes still softly glowing like smoldering embers.

“Are you kidding?” Charlotte responded determinedly, sitting up slightly, her eyes sparkling with intensity. “I would never breathe a word of this. It surprises even me how much this turns me on, but damn – being fucked by my boyfriend and his stepsister from Hell was one of the most intense experiences of my existence.”

Estefania moaned with pleasure, arching her body like a cat and purring lustfully, her eyes almost rolling back in ecstasy, her back curving in an inhumanly fluid motion.

“Thank you for those words... You have no idea how much that nourishes me...” she breathed with aroused amusement, her voice dripping with demonic satisfaction, almost like a purr.

“I can imagine,” Charlotte retorted cleverly with a knowing look, brushing a stray strand of hair from her face.

“Having someone who knows, two people with whom I can make love, feed from, who will remember the next time... few of my kind get to experience that...” Estefania’s voice suddenly became soft, almost vulnerable, a side Klemens rarely saw in her.

“And it doesn’t bother you that Estefania needs to feed from others?” Klemens asked his girlfriend with concern, looking for signs of jealousy or discomfort.

“I think we’ve moved well beyond ordinary concerns,” she mused, her fingers playing thoughtfully with a lock of her hair. “And if others can’t remember because she manipulates their minds... well, that just shows how special our position is... I can absolutely live with that...” Her voice revealed proud claims to exclusivity, almost triumphant.

Klemens was briefly silent, processing her words and their meaning, how easily she accepted this supernatural situation.

“...you’re worse than I was back then, for devil’s sake,” he remarked in disbelief, shaking his head, which made Charlotte laugh, a bright, melodious sound that filled the room.

“Hey... I enjoy being a little bad... It feels good without having to be an asshole...” she defended herself with a cheeky grin, playfully nudging him with her elbow.

“Are you sure you’re not a succubus yourself? Perhaps demonic blood flows in your veins,” Estefania teased with sparkling eyes, her fingers tracing along Charlotte’s arm, leaving goosebumps.

“Wouldn’t that be dreamy...” Charlotte replied playfully, and both women giggled conspiratorially, sharing a moment of feminine connection.

Klemens laughed warmly with them, but as he lay there, Charlotte’s heated body beside him and Estefania across from him, he was struck by how simultaneously unreal, immoral, complex, and wonderful his life had become. Months ago, he was an ordinary teenager – now he lay between his demonic stepsister and his surprisingly adventurous girlfriend after a supernatural threesome, in a situation that defied all logic.

Charlotte’s revealed “adventurousness” had surprised him, yet he couldn’t find any part of himself that was bothered by it. On the contrary, it only aroused him more, ignited a fire in him that he never thought possible. Somehow it felt... liberating to share Estefania’s secret with someone. The burden became lighter, less isolating, as if he had finally found someone with whom he could share this crazy adventure. And Estefania radiated happiness at being able to share her true nature with another person, her eyes glowing with satisfaction.

Klemens enjoyed the sight of her... and simultaneously felt magically drawn to her demonic form. That superhuman, otherworldly beauty, the incredible abilities that lay beyond his imagination. The magic, the power, the complete otherness. He burned to know what else she was capable of, what secrets she still concealed, what worlds existed behind her glowing eyes.

He smiled at the thought and gently stroked Charlotte’s hair, feeling her warmth at his side. And he knew with absolute certainty: Estefania wouldn’t mind showing him more. In fact, she would probably enjoy it, would take pleasure in introducing him further into her world. The thought made his heart beat faster, a mixture of fear and anticipation that made him feel strangely alive.


Chapter 8
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Klemens felt a strange restlessness; Charlotte had left the city due to a family emergency. Nothing devastating, but serious enough that she would be absent for several days. Nevertheless, before her departure, she had made a barely veiled suggestion to Estefania to “keep him occupied” while she was away. The words echoed in his head as he tried to focus on something else.

Their connection had only intensified since that fateful day, but Charlotte was enchanted by Estefania, and even Klemens found it strange how casually she dealt with the entire arrangement. That Estefania, in her eyes, had the same claim to her partner as she did herself. It was as if Charlotte had never internalized the social norms that bound other people – or she had consciously shed them.

Not that they didn’t also become intimate extensively with each other. They had experienced only two more threesome encounters since the first time, but Charlotte and Estefania had been alone together often enough since then. Every time he saw the two of them together, how their bodies nestled against each other, their hands wandering over naked skin, he felt an electric shiver run through his body.

Klemens didn’t find this disturbing at all. He even enjoyed it when they told him about their adventures, and occasionally he was allowed to watch. The sight of the two women exploring each other, their bodies intertwined, their lips pressed together – it was an image that had burned itself into his memory and resurfaced in quiet moments.

Part of his confusion stemmed from his own equanimous attitude toward his new social situation. Sometimes it seemed like a fantasy, too wonderful to be real — being the object of desire for two attractive women who desired each other, one of whom was a literal demon capable of things no human could accomplish. His fingers drummed nervously on the sofa arm as he tried to organize these thoughts.

It was offensive and absurd, and yet he had grown accustomed to it. Bored and desensitized? Not at all. His pulse still quickened when Estefania entered the room, his skin tingled at every touch, as if a weak current were flowing through his body.

But he was no longer constantly so astonished. He reveled in the moments with his girlfriend and his stepsister, although this time might soon become scarcer, as he, Estefania, and Charlotte all had to narrow down the university courses they wanted to take. There was no certainty that they would all study on the same campus. The thought made an uncomfortable feeling rise in his stomach.

He knew that many more opportunities would come. But at the moment, he was looking forward to tonight. Estefania might have sensed it — she could pick up surface thoughts and sensations — but Klemens was eager to try something new tonight. His palms grew damp at the mere thought of turning his fantasies into reality.

Anyway, his strange feelings were easily calmed, and he leaned back on the living room couch while watching a movie. The images on the screen flickered before his eyes without really making an impression.

It was the first time in a long while that his parents were out together, and for an extended period. Apparently, things had become hectic in their world, but now they were enjoying free time that wouldn’t be interrupted. The house felt different – quieter, but also freer, without the constant need to exercise caution.

He avoided any thought of what they might be enjoying privately. The mere fleeting idea made him cringe inwardly.

This meant he could be more uninhibited with Estefania when she came down from upstairs, her body subtly shimmering and slightly damp from a shower. The air around her seemed filled with the scent of her shampoo – something floral with a hint of something that was uniquely her.

Her hair gleamed magnificently as she walked into the kitchen, Klemens unabashedly following her backside. The soft fabric pants clung to her curves, the movement of her muscles underneath visible with each step.

“You’ve had your face buried there, and yet you still can’t help but stare, even when I’m clothed,” Estefania remarked without turning her head as she got herself a drink. Her voice carried a teasing undertone that made his cheeks heat up.

“You noticed that, huh?” mumbled Klemens, his voice rougher than intended. He cleared his throat softly and tried to gather his thoughts.

Estefania was increasingly developing skill in perceiving thoughts and feelings and grasping their meaning. She now recognized when he was looking lustfully without even having to look. It was as if she had developed a sixth sense, specifically for his desire.

“You barely hide it,” she joked, turning around with a cup in one hand and a freshly boiled kettle in the other, preparing tea for herself and grinning. The kitchen light made her skin shimmer like porcelain.

“You hide it just as little,” replied Klemens, looking up at her while the movie played in the background. “I’ve watched how people look at you, and I know you enjoy it.” His fingers traced over the fabric of the couch as he spoke.

“True, true...” admitted Estefania as she poured milk into her tea and sipped it. “But sensations of desire are essential for my kind. They help us find suitable prey, they make us feel strong. And one might say we enjoy being in the spotlight... although there are myths about the opposite.” Steam rose from her cup, framing her face like an ethereal veil.

“The opposite?” Klemens sat up straighter, his curiosity piqued.

Estefania came over and settled beside Klemens, her natural aroma flowing into his nostrils. Beneath the scent of soap and shampoo lay something sweet, enticing, that accelerated his pulse and made his skin tingle where their thighs touched.

“You know, we don’t ‘love’ exactly like humans, though we come close. Well, it’s said that if a demon were to love like a human would, truly, ready to devote body and soul exclusively to their love... rejection could be fatal.” Her fingers gripped the cup more tightly, as if wanting to hold onto its warmth.

“You mean, actually die of a broken heart?” joked Klemens, but his laughter sounded hollow even to his own ears.

Estefania nodded, her gaze fixed on something distant, as if seeing something invisible to him.

“It’s just a legend, but rejection in general can be painful for us, especially from soulmates. It can cause physical discomfort and persistent doubts in the consciousness of any rejected demon, though it must be genuine rejection. A fear-based rejection hurts, but not nearly as intensely as being spurned by someone to whom you’ve voluntarily revealed yourself, and it wasn’t a panic reaction.” Her voice grew quieter, almost whispering, as if sharing mysterious knowledge.

“So, if I had rejected you months ago...” Klemens left the sentence unfinished, while a cold shiver ran down his back at the thought of what could have been.

“It would have made me miserable for a while. Had you accepted my offer of memory erasure, it would have been even more devastating. I would have had to come up with a plausible excuse for why I had become so dejected.” A slight tremor ran through her body, barely perceptible, but Klemens felt it where their shoulders touched.

“Damn... you never mentioned it would be like that for you.” Klemens swallowed hard as the full implications of their situation back then became clear to him.

“I didn’t want you to make a decision solely for my sake. I may be a manipulator and a ‘man-eater,’ but I genuinely value and respect you, Klemens. A connection with a soulmate thrives best when the affection is mutual.” She looked down at her teacup, her eyelashes casting long shadows on her cheeks.

Klemens grinned and leaned back into the cushions, a wave of warmth flowing through him at her words.

“Well, I don’t think you need to worry about that. About me asking for a brain reset. I would never want to give this up,” he assured her. His hand found hers and squeezed it gently.

She giggled and leaned forward to kiss him on the cheek before returning to her tea. The fleeting contact of her lips on his skin left a pleasant burning sensation.

“Delightful to hear...” she purred, her voice like velvet to his ears.

“Still,” Klemens continued, enjoying the pleasant feeling of her closeness. “The idea that your people have legends... that suggests you have a culture, doesn’t it?” His fingers played unconsciously with the hem of his T-shirt.

She leaned forward and studied him curiously, her eyes shimmering in the dim light of the living room.

“I wouldn’t exactly call it a ‘culture’... our ways are more instinctive than humans’. But we do have legends, tales, a history, a language that isn’t exactly ours but can command us, though art is another matter. We haven’t really created communities. You know this part of our history. We are so interwoven with humanity that our cultures merge... although, go back far enough and I suspect you’ll find elements that are entirely our own. Only... we know little about that time.” Her fingers drummed lightly against the cup, a rhythmic sound that broke the silence.

“Why is that?” Klemens leaned closer to her, drawn by the mystery in her voice.

“Well, the purges by human hunters weren’t helpful, but many of us were simply... not interested in preserving much of our ancient history that didn’t relate to our abilities. And now... well, who will go searching, and where?” A hint of melancholy resonated in her voice, a sadness over something lost that could never be found again.

“That’s kind of unfortunate,” said Klemens, surprised by the sudden depth of the conversation.

Estefania shrugged, a flowing movement that made the muscles dance beneath her skin.

“Many human cultures have lost connection to their past. We’re not significantly different in that regard.” She sipped her tea, her lips leaving a slight imprint on the rim of the cup.

“But what about the present? You’re not just scattered individuals. There exists a loose connection that prevents your people from getting out of control again, keeping dangerous succubi and incubi in check, right?” Klemens leaned back, his fingers playing with a loose fiber of the sofa cover.

“There is, but as you can imagine, as much as we occasionally enjoy fucking each other, we don’t like to share. More than one lust demon in an area can create competition for prey and generate tensions that threaten to expose us again. And with so few of us in existence... there are numerous places to dwell. So, even with magic, I can’t claim we’re networked enough to possess an authentic culture.” Her eyes glittered with these words, as if they contained a secret she wasn’t fully revealing.

“I’d say it counts, just that it’s not identical,” he mused, his gaze wandering over her face, trying to capture every nuance of her reaction.

Estefania sipped her tea and regarded him, her eyes seeming to look directly into his innermost being.

“You know, for someone who wants to study natural sciences, you’re extraordinarily interested in cultural studies,” she remarked with a teasing smile that made her teeth flash.

“Hey, I find it fascinating,” he admitted, his cheeks turning slightly red under her scrutinizing gaze.

“I don’t mind,” she assured him with a smile that made her eyes light up. “It’s nice to know you’re interested. Gives the whole thing a certain depth beyond sex and food... not that I think you dislike that aspect. I don’t...” Her voice took on a seductive undertone that accelerated his heartbeat.

Klemens laughed dryly, his throat suddenly dry.

“And food? You make it sound like there’s a difference.” He tried to hide his nervousness behind the joke.

She playfully swung a pillow at him, the touch gentle despite the feigned aggression.

“Smartass. But yes, I do appreciate the other things in life that make it worth living...” Her hand remained on his arm, her fingers gently stroking his skin, leaving a trail of goosebumps.

Klemens smiled and snuggled against his stepsister, the two leaning tenderly against each other while the movie approached its climax. Her body was warm against his, her heartbeat a soothing rhythm that lulled him into a state of peaceful contentment.

“Likewise...” he agreed, while his fingers intertwined with hers and he wondered what the evening might still bring.


Chapter 9
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That evening, he strolled into Estefania’s bedroom, where the succubus lay stretched out on her bed, her nightgown barely clinging to her curves, tilting her head further to look at him as he entered. She smiled and rolled onto her stomach, offering him a seductive view of her décolletage and her voluptuous behind.

“Hey Klemens...” she greeted him with an enticing wiggle, while he detected the scent filling the air; it wasn’t anything applied, but something her body simply radiated to attract her prey, flooding the atmosphere with supernatural pheromones that influenced anyone who breathed them in with subtle lust and arousal.

In Klemens’s case, he was already swelling in his pants, his body responding to her mere presence like an instrument under the hands of a master.

He grinned and moved closer, gasping softly as Estefania took advantage of his trapped manhood, gently cupping the bulge and squeezing it softly, caressing and massaging his growing erection with masterful handiwork. Her fingers danced across the fabric of his pants with a precision that made him shudder.

“You never waste time,” Klemens remarked in a breathless tone, his voice rough with desire.

“Only when I want to tease... of course, I can tantalize in other ways...” Her words were honey, slowly dripping from her lips.

She giggled devilishly and gently pulled Klemens onto the bed, laying him on his back while she gripped his hips and rocked on his tent. The pressure of her soft thighs against his sides made his heart beat faster.

He sighed, feeling Estefania’s gentle grinding touch, watching as her nightgown hung down and dangled from her body, her breasts just visible through the fabric in the dimmed mood lighting—Estefania always enjoyed the right atmosphere. The warm light caressed her silhouette like a lover.

He watched as her spine arched and curved as she applied pressure to his erection, the sensual way her hips rolled back and forth, her body slowly rising and falling, especially as she leaned down and placed her hands on his chest for support. Each of her movements was like a carefully choreographed dance, intended only for him.

“Mmm, do you like that, brother?” she purred, varying her circular movements with a sideways rocking. “Though, I think the answer is obvious.”

She gave him a mischievous grin and clutched his shirt in her hands, bunching it slightly as she rubbed even harder. The rustling of the fabric mingled with his suppressed moans into an intimate symphony.

Then she licked her lips and freed one hand so she could slowly and seductively strip her nightgown from her body, letting it glide over her curves before tossing it over the edge of the bed. The fabric slid like water over her golden-brown skin.

Now she was exposed and brushed the hair from her face, smiling. Her naked skin shimmered in the dim light like polished bronze, every curve of her body an invitation to touch.

“You know, I could always vary things a bit... a more voluptuous bosom, a plumper behind, perhaps some belly softness... whatever really excites you...” she said, her voice a velvety promise of endless possibilities.

At this, Klemens hesitated briefly before answering, his gaze wandering over her perfect body while he gathered his thoughts.

“Actually... I wanted to ask you something similar... only... I want to see you in your demon form. Like that first night, like when you were trying on clothes and with Charlotte... but I want to experience what else you’re capable of,” he explained, blushing even more intensely at this request. His cheeks burned with embarrassment and anticipation.

She paused for a moment and looked at him with an unreadable expression. Then she smiled diabolically and rocked her upper body backward and moaned softly as her body blurred and became indistinct. It made him blink as if he’d lost focus, but he could still make out shapes growing from her back, spreading sideways, something winding from her lower back, and protrusions forming on her head. The air around her seemed to shimmer like over hot asphalt.

Clarity returned, and she sat enthroned in her full glory on top of Klemens, though he noticed some additional changes; her eyes looked sharper and brighter than ever, her face somewhat more angular, though no less seductive, her nails longer and almost claw-like, and her skin took on a subtle reddish shimmer in addition to her “normal” olive complexion. Each breath brought him the scent of exotic spices and forbidden fruits.

Her wings fluttered gently, and her tail twitched behind her back like an independent being with its own will.

He gazed at her in admiration and slowly moved his hands to her thighs and hips, gliding reverently up to her waist. Under his fingers, her skin pulsed with supernatural warmth.

“You’re damn hot,” he whispered softly, also referring to her noticeably elevated body temperature, which touched his palms like fire.

She smiled and gently drew a nail across his chest through his shirt, leaving a burning trail on his skin without injuring him.

“It gives me such pleasure that you can desire me in this form... but you wanted to know what else I’m capable of...” Her voice faded ominously as she ran her sharp claw along Klemens’s throat, making him swallow, before circling his chin and pressing a finger to his lips. “Will you give me your trust?”

A wave of nervousness swept through him, yet he nodded, actually extremely eager to see what she had in store for him. His pulse hammered in his ears like drumbeats.

Estefania smiled promisingly and took his wrists, first guiding them to her breasts, letting him knead the soft flesh while his thumbs circled over her hardened nipples, gently playing with them like game buttons. His fingers sank into her supple skin, the warmth completely enveloping his fingertips. Her breasts felt heavier than in her human form, the skin tighter yet softer at the same time.

Then she withdrew this touch and pressed his arms above his head to the upper corners of the bed, her grip surprisingly powerful for her delicate frame.

“I hope you got a good impression...” she whispered in a tone that both seduced and warned, her pupils dilating into black abysses.

Suddenly he felt a warm, vibrating tingling at his wrists, noticed a glow emanating from her palms in his peripheral vision. She let go and performed intricate gestures with her fingertips... As she withdrew her hands and straightened up, he noticed that his arms were pinned down; he tugged at them, but his wrists seemed held by invisible restraints. When he turned his head, he recognized a band of pulsating energy and strange symbols encircling his wrists. The symbols seemed to move beneath his skin, like living ink.

He looked up at her in surprise, and she slowly and lustfully licked her lips before turning around, spreading his legs and repeating the same with his ankles, until he lay completely bound with limbs spread. Her tail teasingly brushed over his chin before she turned back to him and lowered herself onto his throbbing erection. The tip of her tail left a moist, tingling trail on his skin.

“...damn kinky,” he muttered. Bondage was new territory for him, but at least he was lying comfortably, as he could barely feel the magical restraints – only their relentless force holding him in position like invisible steel chains.

“Some pleasure demons like to completely restrain their prey before feeding... Mom told of a succubus who thought she was a spider... loved hanging her victims before draining them... harmless of course...”

She giggled as her fingers danced across his chest and eventually grazed his jaw, her touches leaving tiny electric shocks on his skin.

“But I want to try a spell on you that will make this particularly interesting... Do you still trust me? It might drive you insane.” Her voice sounded multi-layered, as if multiple versions of her were speaking simultaneously.

The warning dripped with lust; Estefania obviously wanted to demonstrate what a succubus could do to a helpless human. As nervous as it made him – he was aroused and trusted her enough not to endanger him. His erection twitched at the thought of her supernatural power over him.

“Alright... consider me 'scaroused',” he joked, his voice brittle with excitement.

A giggle escaped her, she bit her lower lip before standing up and walking across the bed, her feet barely leaving impressions in the mattress, as if she were floating over the surface rather than walking.

She towered over his head and then sank to her knees, skillfully hooking her legs under his arms, her thighs framing his face like a living vise.

The perfume-like scent she emitted had grown even more intense and seductive, and with her lap and thighs enclosing his head, it became irresistible and inescapable. He moaned as she rubbed her hips against his face, letting her sex glide over his lips and leaving her sweet taste behind before leaning forward, and he felt her rosette pressing against his mouth. Her nectar tasted of forbidden fruits and burning honey.

He extended his tongue and licked over the firm ring of muscle, making her tremble. She alternated between both openings, letting him pleasure her ass and her sex in turns. Klemens varied his techniques; circling her rosette slowly and firmly, while gently thrusting against her clitoris and sliding his tongue between her labia, his lips kissing both her behind and her vulva. With each lick and suck, he felt his body growing heavier, as if something essential was being drawn out of him.

That characteristic tingling spread across his face, his lips and tongue beginning to vibrate distinctly as she subtly drained his energy. It felt as if she was absorbing not just his body, but something deeper, more essential.

Her tail slithered across his chest, slipped under his shirt through the neckline and traveled downward with sensual touches, deliberately grazing his nipples before finding its way into his pants, pushing under his underwear until it wrapped around his erection, the broader, flatter tip pressing against his glans and suddenly pulsing a powerful suction that seemed to penetrate through his shaft directly into his soul, making him briefly arch upward. The tail felt wet and warm, pulsating like an independent being with its own heartbeat.

Estefania smiled lustfully down at him and rubbed her lap against his face, her moisture glistening on his lips and cheeks like liquid moonlight.

“You look so sweet down there,” she purred, reaching down and gently running her fingers through his hair, her glowing eyes capturing his gaze. “So helpless and vulnerable. And so obedient...” Her words vibrated in his chest like a deep bass line.

How effortlessly she could switch between different facets of her personality was impressive and somehow disturbing. It made sense, though, and it wasn’t as if she suddenly became someone completely different. She was still Estefania – just revealed in her true, untamed nature.

But now she was clearly in command, and he couldn’t answer – not with a mouth full of sex and ass and a skillful tail that was delightfully enveloping his arousal and replacing any response with a deep moan. His throat produced sounds he never thought possible.

Sometimes her wings darkened the subdued light of the room and made her eyes stand out in their hypnotic splendor, like two red stars in a night sky.

She continued to caress his forehead, circling it with her thumbs while her palms massaged his temples and pressed his head against her lap. With each touch, she seemed to penetrate deeper into his mind.

Estefania let out a sensual purr, threw her head back and unfurled her impossibly long tongue, which wound like a snake from her mouth. Every drop of pre-ejaculate that wasn’t absorbed by his taut underwear was smeared onto that leathery tail tip and massaged into his length, the pace just slow enough that even with the occasional pulsing of strong suction, it wasn’t enough to push him over the edge. The combination of restraint and stimulation kept him hovering on the threshold of ecstasy.

She moved her hips from side to side with enough force to gently shake his head, and let out a devilish laugh that seemed to echo off the walls of the room. Soon, however, she changed her tactics, turning on his face, releasing her legs and sliding back under his arms once she faced the opposite direction, her tail unwrapping luxuriously from his erection and slithering out from under his shirt, leaving a wet, sticky trail on his skin.

Now he was completely trapped in her behind, her aroma even more inescapable, like an intoxicating fog enveloping his senses. She laughed and bent down, continuing to move her hips over his face so he could orally pleasure her vulva and rear, each of his breaths filled with her essence.

He felt her breasts against his slightly exposed stomach, her nipples barely grazing his skin before her hands moved to his pants. The soft warmth of her curves left a burning trail on his skin, as if she wanted to mark him with her body.

She cupped and caressed his bulge, massaging it with a somewhat stronger suction that made his manhood vibrate through the fabric, a deeper humming than any vibrator could ever produce. The tingling spread in waves through his lower abdomen, a supernatural sensation that made his breath catch.

He moaned against her rosette and then gasped as she pulled down his pants, exposing his lower body and subjecting his genitals to the mercy of her direct touch—one hand enclosing his scrotum, the other his shaft. The sudden coolness of the air on his heated skin made him shudder, but her touch was hotter than anything he had ever felt.

She began stroking his penis and massaging his testicles, gently sucking energy through the skin of both and making them tingle. With each gentle pull of her fingers, she seemed to draw an invisible essence from him, making his body simultaneously weaker and more sensitive.

He even felt her tongue wrapping around his glans, which elicited a twitch from him. Estefania giggled, though he could barely hear it with his head so thoroughly enclosed by her thighs and buttocks. He couldn’t possibly free himself, her feet curling around the back of his head, lifting it up and keeping his face firmly trapped in her rear—an impressive demonstration of her flexibility. Her thighs pressed like a sweet vise around his temples, his breathing shallow and hot against her moist skin.

Then he began to feel her drawing symbols on his cock, his testicles, and his lower abdomen directly above his shaft. The touches were feather-light, almost like calligraphy on his sensitive skin, yet each stroke left a tingling sensation as if he were being drawn on with fire.

He couldn’t see what she was doing, but when a snapping sensation shot through his loins, he suspected she had just cast her spell. An electric shiver ran through his body from root to tip, like lightning coursing through his most intimate nerves.

Nothing seemed to have changed yet, but he was certain she had prepared something extraordinary. A subtle tension built in his lower abdomen, as if something within him was being sealed.

Finished with that, she returned her attention to his manhood, pumping his shaft and caressing his testicles, gently tugging on the latter while teasingly licking his glans. Her lips were velvet-soft yet unyielding, her tongue moving with a precision no human being could ever achieve.

She dripped saliva onto his cock, her demonic secretions slick enough to serve as perfect lubricant. Her tongue circled his tip several times, making him twitch with pleasure as she channeled a stronger suction through her tongue, making her touch feel almost electrical. Each coil of her tongue sent waves of pleasure through his body that felt like liquid fire.

It was an incredible ability—she could individually control the intensity of different suction points, however slight they were, to vary the stimulation in different places rather than a uniform sensation, though all tickled his core in similar ways. Here a gentle pull, there an intense sucking—his nerves were flooded with a symphony of sensations.

Occasionally he instinctively pulled at his limbs, but those magical bonds didn’t give a millimeter. The invisible restraints only tightened when he fought against them, as if they were nourished by his resistance.

This made her giggle, vibrations teasing his length as she licked his sides from root to tip before finally closing her lips around his glans and sucking firmly, slurping vigorously and transferring a stimulating suction. He moaned but continued to lick her, thrusting his tongue as deep as possible between her walls, groaning as he did so. His face glistened with her moisture, his lips and cheeks soaked with her essence.

He explored her inner folds, tasting her sweetness, feeling her contours and ridges, how her heartbeat pulsed through her flesh, and of course her incredible heat. Her walls contracted rhythmically around his tongue, as if wanting to draw him deeper inside, to devour him like his manhood.

Her lips slid down his shaft, gripping him firmly and pulling with each upward movement, her tongue rolling against his glans and swirling sideways around his cock, her pumping hand retreating further back as she took him deeper, until it joined her other hand in caressing his testicles, which still vibrated from her suction. The coordination of her movements was inhumanly perfect, each touch precisely calibrated to his pleasure.

Her breasts pressed against his stomach, nipples drilling into his skin, her hot abdomen nestling against his chest, and her warm lips firmly enclosing his root. The heat of her body transferred to his, making him sweat and tremble under the intense stimulation.

Her head moved back, but her tongue remained, wrapping around his shaft like a tentacle and transferring a slippery spiral caress. He gasped briefly as his mouth was freed before her rosette pressed firmly against his lips again. The brief moment of fresh air was like a shock to his senses before he was once again trapped in her intoxicating scent.

Her own lips retreated to his glans but quickly returned to his root, gliding over his skin and her own winding tongue, remaining firmly enclosed so that the rolling of her tongue wouldn’t distract from the main sensation. Each movement was a perfect interplay of pressure, moisture, and rhythm that drove him to the edge of madness.

And each time her tip came to rest in her throat, he felt her muscles undulating around him and the sucking sensation briefly intensifying. It was as if she were milking him with her entire body, each muscle group trained to produce maximum pleasure.

More drops of pleasure pearled forth, immediately lapped up by her rolling tongue. Estefania murmured appreciatively at this delicious reward – a fundamental pleasure for her succubus palate. Her throat vibrated around his tip, as if she were truly celebrating the taste of his arousal.

He already felt pressure building in his loins; it was impossible to resist a demon’s masterful blowjob for long, especially with the constant tickling and pulling of her suction that made him hypersensitive. His muscles tensed involuntarily, his body preparing for climax.

Her head began to bob even faster, while she applied pressure to his face and moved her hips until he felt her clitoris slide directly between his lips – a clear signal for Klemens. He enclosed the sensitive bud and began to suck, rubbing mercilessly against it with his tongue, which made Estefania’s moans grow more intense. The small protrusion pulsated against the tip of his tongue, hard and swollen from her own desire.

His own sounds must have provided additional stimulation for her, as he felt her twitch while she continued to rub her loins against his face with sensual control. This only spurred him on – Klemens practically whipped her clitoris with his tongue; he had learned that he could be rougher with Estefania than with Charlotte, and often needed to be to keep up. His tongue moved faster, harder, more desperately in an attempt to give her what she needed.

He was, after all, only human.

Estefania’s trembling intensified, yet it seemed deliberately controlled, as if she were consciously gathering her pleasure until the perfect moment, waves of tension pulsing along his tongue while her rhythm accelerated. Her movements became more precise, more focused, as if she were tuning her pleasure like an instrument.

His tongue began to give way, but he persevered until she unleashed her desire and pushed him over the threshold, forcing his shaft deep into her throat while she cried out in pleasure and came against his face, sweet wetness flooding his mouth. The taste of her ecstasy was intoxicating, sweeter than human pleasure, with a supernatural note that made his head spin.

Her ecstatic sounds made her walls pulse powerfully around his tip, the suction noticeably intensifying until he could literally perceive the energy flow through his cock, into her trembling lips, her undulating throat, and her twitching tongue; Klemens couldn’t resist, thrusting hard into her throat as the orgasm seized him. His entire body tensed, ready for release.

But something was wrong... something was missing; nothing discharged. The wave of climax rolled through his body, but the expected ejaculation didn’t come. Instead, the tension gathered in his lower abdomen, finding no way out.

He pushed forcefully forward, but the built-up pressure wouldn’t subside. His hips moved desperately, seeking the release that wouldn’t come, while his body remained trapped in an endless state of ecstasy.

Gradually Estefania calmed down, and the suction effect of their shared ecstasy diminished. She detached herself from him, but he still moved fruitlessly, his member stubbornly hard. The hypersensitivity after orgasm set in, but without the relieving relaxation that should normally follow.

His soaked face only intensified his incredulous expression as he stared at his demonic stepsister. Her juices glistened on his cheeks and lips, mixing with his own sweat into an obscene mask.

“What the hell did you do!?” he demanded to know, to which Estefania grinned mischievously and pointed to his lower abdomen. He stretched his neck and looked down, discovering glowing symbols that were burned into his skin, circling around his root and testicles; the symbols remained incomprehensible to him, but they pulsated in glowing rings around his manhood. Each symbol shimmered in an eerie red, as if glowing from within.

“The spell I mentioned... it doesn’t prevent you from climaxing, exactly speaking, but it blocks the ejaculation. The special thing about it – it never lets you completely come to rest. And even more, it magically collects every load that you would have released without the spell, until it’s lifted. Then you discharge everything accumulated in a single, endless eruption... Physically impossible, but you wanted to see what I’m capable of...” Her voice dripped with self-satisfaction as her fingers playfully traced over the glowing symbols.

This explanation left Klemens speechless and slightly disturbed, as he hadn’t expected anything like this. Nevertheless, a part of him found it, against all reason, arousing and fascinating, curious about how far this magic could reach... although it felt as if the veil of orgasm had never completely left him. His cock now reacted with excessive sensitivity... and she would make sure he came countless times. A slight tremor ran through his body at the thought of the coming torture.

“That’s... insane...” he whispered, his voice rough from exertion and suppressed lust.

“I warned you...” she teased, before manipulating his arms; as insurmountable as the magical restraints were for him, she could move them effortlessly, which allowed her to strip off his shirt and then his pants, before leaving him spread-eagled again. The cool air on his now completely exposed skin made him shudder, making him aware of his vulnerability.

She began weaving another spell, this one around his waist, and before he knew it, another magical restraint encircled his body. This one felt more yielding, allowing him movement, but when he tried to move too quickly, it resisted with ethereal elasticity. It was as if he were surrounded by invisible rubber bands that held him gently but firmly in position.

She placed a similar restraint around his chest. This allowed her to lift his body until he floated above the bed, although gravity still pulled at him, held only by the magical bands. The sensation was disorienting – weightless yet bound, free yet completely at her mercy.

As if she could read his thoughts – probably she was brushing his mind – she grinned and explained:

“I’m not strong enough to make you float directly, to manipulate your body telekinetically as I please. Few possess that power, but this comes closest...” Her fingers traced over the invisible restraints holding his body, a proud expression on her face.

Somewhat confusing for him, but he was floating only a foot above the bed, the perfect height for Estefania to kneel and rest her breasts on his groin, his manhood sliding between her curves. She cupped her breasts and trapped his length between them, making Klemens moan softly, her hot skin enveloping his shaft in burning softness, the yielding flesh exerting pressure all around, his tip just barely peeking out from her décolletage. The velvety texture of her skin against his hypersensitive member made him twitch involuntarily.

He was still wet, her saliva clinging longer than usual and allowing her to execute some teasing thrusts with her supple breasts effortlessly. The slippery friction between her breasts sent new waves of pleasure through his already overstimulated body.

In his state of near-permanent euphoria and hypersensitivity from her spell, however, he quickly began to thrust reflexively and lose drops of pleasure from his tip. She giggled, pumped her breasts a few more times to work it into his skin and her curves, unfurled her inhumanly long tongue to lick the rest from his rock-hard tip. Her tongue wrapped like a pink snake around his head, collecting every drop of his essence.

“Damn... my head feels so incredibly strange,” he remarked, tugging at his restraints. Part of him seriously wanted to beg her to end the spell, to release him and let him come. But a larger part enjoyed this completely unnatural experience; typical for a succubus. His thoughts blurred at the edges, as if his consciousness were floating between ecstasy and desperation, unable to fully immerse in either state.

“But it feels good, doesn’t it...?” she replied teasingly, her voice like liquid honey tickling his nerve endings.

“That’s mainly the problem,” he groaned and sighed deeply as Estefania began pumping his length again. The light halo around her intensified—an eerie sign of the increased suction. That flowing, pulling pleasure wound through Klemens’ body like an invisible serpent, while his life essence gently streamed from his cock into her breasts, a supernatural exchange that numbed his senses and simultaneously sharpened them.

Her movements were masterful and captivating, the succubus seamlessly switching her techniques, transitioning from her hypnotic up-and-down motions to circular milking movements. She pressed her breasts upward against his cock, only to suddenly release the pressure, reversing direction and squeezing his sensitive head during her downward movements. Each change came unexpectedly, leaving him unable to find a rhythm he could hold onto.

With flowing subtlety, she switched to pumping in opposite directions, one velvety breast sliding down his shaft while the other simultaneously moved upward, and vice versa—an asynchronicity that clouded his mind. Occasionally, she switched to slapping his flesh between her heavy globes, either clapping her breasts against his cock or shaking her chest in circular motions to lasciviously slap her lush mounds against his helpless cock, before switching without warning to another technique that caught him off guard again.

She increased the pace, and now Klemens could hear the wet sound when her breasts gently slapped against his groin. Watching her bouncing and undulating curves was hypnotic, a sight that further weakened his willpower, though it became increasingly exhausting to keep his head in the air, his neck burning with fatigue.

She noticed his exhaustion with a predator’s instinctive sense and promptly slid her tail up his back until the tip pressed against the back of his head, supporting it sufficiently so he could properly observe her—a small mercy amid the sweet torture.

It was pleasant not having to strain his neck, but now he was more susceptible to the enveloping arousal and euphoria of her spell, his mind not even remotely recovered from his last orgasm. He still felt the dull, throbbing pressure of a denied ejaculation pulsing in his loins like a trapped animal. This far exceeded typical orgasm denial, especially since that part—the feeling of climax—was never prevented, only the physical release was withheld.

Every now and then his pelvis would slide upward between her gliding breasts, an unconscious reflex of his body seeking release. He gasped and moaned, beads of sweat forming on his forehead, and in response received only lustful laughter and devilish murmurs that teased and tantalized him, celebrating his helplessness. Estefania unfurled her inhumanly long tongue again, letting it hang seductively in her décolletage to circle his sensitive tip and caress the sides, while more of her shimmering saliva dripped onto his member, keeping everything smooth, a supernatural lubricant.

He approached another orgasm, his breathing becoming shallower, his muscles tensing, and he tried to mentally prepare himself for the probable pressure of another ejaculation that would stack on top of the already bubbling one in his loins, with no prospect of release—a dam on the verge of bursting but never allowed to break.

Her tail left his head, leaving him to support it himself again, allowing Estefania to circle around to caress his testicles with her skilled fingers, fondling and teasing them with juggling touches. An unfair surprise attack on his most sensitive spots, yet all he could do was moan helplessly, trapped in her magical web.

Her energetic suction intensified slightly, now noticeably feeding on his life force, only minimally gnawing at his stamina before Klemens could take no more, reaching the limit of his self-control.

He cried out loudly, an animalistic sound that came deep from his throat. He thrust his hips hard into Estefania’s velvety breasts, his body arching in a desperate curve, but like the first time, nothing came out. His testicles throbbed painfully, drawing upward, cramping as if trying to ejaculate, yet his cock remained dry, betrayed by the succubus’s magic. The pressure inside intensified, however, a high-pressure vessel that barely subsided as he began to partially recover from the ecstasy. He was grateful that whatever spell Estefania was using ensured the pressure didn’t become physically painful, only psychologically overwhelming.

The effect on his mind, however... of that he wasn’t sure. His thoughts swirled like leaves in a storm, unable to gather or focus.

“Daaaaaaamn...” he whimpered pitifully and grimaced in a mixture of disappointment and relief as Estefania’s wonderful breasts withdrew, her skin glistening with his sweat and her supernatural nectar.

She giggled melodically and slithered around with smooth, inhumanly fluid movements until she was behind him, lowering his magical restraints until he could rest his exhausted head on her soft thighs, a small comfort amid the sweet torment.

“Probably too late to tell you this, but if you really want to stop, I will. But I really hope you don’t want to...” she purred, her voice like dark velvet caressing his skin and sliding down his spine.

He gave her a reproachful look, though it was distorted by unfulfilled ecstasy, his eyes glassy from the exertion. And he wouldn’t disappoint her, because as insane as this experience was, he was riding a high that simply wouldn’t subside, a wave that never broke on the shore, incredibly addictive in its own twisted way.

She giggled, a dark, promising sound, and let one of her hands glide to his twitching member. Her slender fingers enclosed it gently, almost lovingly, and began to pump his oversensitive length again, eliciting a long, luxurious moan from him that came deep from his chest.

His toes curled tightly in the air, cramping, trying to block at least some of that overwhelming euphoria to keep from completely losing his mind. He now recognized with frightening clarity that a succubus could easily drive a human to the brink of madness, or plunge them completely into insanity, for whatever reason they wanted. A terrifying power over body and mind.

It was frightening what a succubus was truly capable of. That they could turn pleasure into their own version of hell at any time and torture a person until nothing remained of them but an empty shell.

No wonder they were hunted centuries ago by the few who knew how. And no wonder that demons living today made sure to nip malicious members of their kind in the bud before they attracted attention.

Of course, he still trusted Estefania, despite the dark thoughts, and was burning with curiosity to discover what kind of explosive ejaculation awaited him when she finally lifted her spell – if she ever would.

Her thumb rolled over his sensitive glans, skillfully collecting the abundantly flowing drops of pleasure, though that was all that could escape, tiny harbingers of a flood being held back. She methodically worked the moisture into his glans and shaft, keeping him pleasantly lubricated, before suddenly lifting him into the air again with a snap of her fingers. This time she turned him upside down until he was looking downward. Klemens let out a startled cry, his stomach tightening, before being soothed by a devoted sucking on his testicles. They were smooth and soft since Estefania had convinced him to shave there, and despite the hair-raising grooming procedure, he had never regretted it. The way her full lips glided over his balls, wrapped around his sack, enveloping his jewels in her warm, moist mouth and pleasuring his testicles with her skilled tongue was exquisite and worth any risk of sharp instruments near his most sensitive areas.

She murmured seductively against his skin, sending vibrating waves into his testicles that made him whimper sweetly like a helpless animal, before releasing his sack with an audible pop and a slow, savoring farewell lick that made him shudder.

He hung limply in her magical restraints, his cock bobbing heavily, dark red with arousal.

“Damn, that felt good...” he mumbled dazedly, his voice barely more than a hoarse whisper.

“I can make you feel even better...” she ventured with a seductive undertone that promised new possibilities. “As long as you trust me... remember the spell I used on Charlotte...? To give her a ‘deep cleaning’...?”

“Yes... what—”

Klemens fell silent abruptly as he realized what she was getting at, his eyes widening in recognition. Initially, something within him resisted, a final rebellion of his social conditioning, but then he reflected on everything she had done for him. How exquisite each of her touches felt, how she seemed to know his body better than he did himself. None of it had deterred him so far, and her magic always ensured his well-being, even in the most intense moments.

After a brief pause, a moment of self-reflection, he nodded slowly, his decision made.

“I trust you,” he confessed, his voice quiet but firm.

Estefania hummed contentedly, a deep, vibrating sound that was more demonic than human.

“Good boy...” she breathed appreciatively, and something vibrated in Klemens’ consciousness, a foreign feeling of submission and simultaneous liberation. Before he could fathom this new, confusing feeling, her hand wandered down his back with feather-light touches. A tingling warmth flowed through him like liquid gold and concentrated around his anus, a tingling that went deeper than just the skin.

An alien sensation spread inside him, as if something living and warm was cleansing him from within, followed by an electric shiver that shot up his spine and left him feeling refreshed, while the befuddling ecstasy of his pent-up emissions receded slightly into the background to make room for new, unknown sensations.


Chapter 10
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In the next moment, she kissed his rosebud, her tongue tip dabbing against the tight opening, then circling the sensitive ring of muscle, making him twitch.

A gasp escaped him, and she giggled while her hands enclosed his shaft—one gently caressing his glans, the other slowly pumping his length, while her mouth worked on his rear entrance.

He had no idea what she was planning, only felt how surprisingly receptive his behind was to gentle touches and firmer strokes. Her lips sucked on the muscle ring, pulling gently, while her tongue explored the central opening. Her supple muscle traced the sensitive folds around the center, and occasionally she applied more pressure with slow, broad strokes, her tongue nestling carefully against his entrance.

In between, she lowered herself to suck on his scrotum and tease his perineum, her lips gliding over that firm strip of skin, licking lengthwise or covering it with successive kisses.

Particularly intoxicating were her extended licking motions that began in the hollow behind the base of his scrotum, pressing firmly enough that the edges of her tongue slightly gripped his perineum and drew a wet path up to his rosebud, eliciting pleasurable twitches from him.

This anal pampering was novel but heavenly, especially that additional tingling from her draining, which gave her sucking kisses a magical intensity.

He sighed and moaned, drops of pleasure beading onto the sheet, but neither of them cared.

Her hands rotated around his girth, caressing him with increasing speed... but when she began to press her tongue determinedly against his rosebud, everything intensified.

Suddenly he understood Estefania’s intention... moaned in alien stimulation as her tongue began to penetrate his sphincter, gently widening him while she slithered inside, unnaturally elongating and bending with impossible suppleness, which made him gasp at this bizarre sensation and involuntarily thrust into her hands.

Her lips continued massaging his rosebud, ensuring it was never neglected, while her tongue penetrated deeper into his behind.

He had to agree with Charlotte—this cleansing spell was enviable.

His sounds of pleasure filled the room... then he gasped sharply as her tongue pressed against a certain spot inside him.

The moment she found it, Estefania smiled against his backside and began to massage that spot relentlessly.

A strange sensation flooded through him, driving his sensitivity and arousal higher than ever before. He twitched uncontrollably in his magical restraints, moving his hips and thrusting into her hands, which pumped faster and rotated more smoothly, massaging his steadily flowing pre-ejaculate into his skin.

She drove him forward relentlessly, leading him to another orgasm and another withheld ejaculation.

“Damn, shit, holy shit!” escaped him incoherently, as he felt the vibrations of Estefania’s laughter through her tongue directly on his prostate.

Beyond that, he felt her draining, how she sucked energy through her tongue, drawing it directly from the walls of his behind and leaving them tingling and hypersensitive, while his prostate was jolted by pleasurable discharges.

It was an infernal delight, but at least she wasn’t torturing him without release; after a few more moments of merciless prostate-licking and cock-wringing, he let out another ecstatic moan and pressed into Estefania’s hands. But only a drop of pre-cum escaped, the rest was again magically held back.

He squirmed and gradually calmed down, although his breathing was still far from composed, his face glistening with beads of sweat.

He dared not ask how long she wanted to continue, fearing the answer... especially because he knew he would try to cut it short, even though part of him wanted to experience how far she would go.

She released his cock and withdrew her tongue from his behind, licking her lips appreciatively and giggling while playfully kneading his buttocks.

“You sound so cute like that... I should rim you more often...”

“I... won’t say no... but maybe when I’m not... losing my damn mind...” he managed between breaths.

She giggled and gently teased one of his nipples with a fingertip, her tail slithering upward to wrap around his throbbing member and give it some playful caresses.

“It will be like nothing you’ve ever experienced, I promise...”

She released his member, turned him around and let him sink onto the bed.

She stood over him, looking down at him with her lower lip between her teeth in seductive dominance... before raising one leg and gently placing her foot on his cock, her soft sole pressing his shaft against his stomach.

He pressed the back of his head into the sheet as she began to stroke, caressing her breasts with one hand and stimulating her clitoris with the other.

“Shiiiiit...” he moaned, as Estefania trapped his cock between her big toe and the adjacent one just below his glans. She began to stroke with this firm grip, occasionally tilting her foot to glide over his testicles with her heel.

The way her foot rotated at the ankle between the downward movements and the upward stroke was hypnotizing, fluid and graceful.

Then she brought her other foot up and gently stroked the knuckles of her toes over his jewels. She was no longer standing on the bed, her wings beating lazily, Estefania hovering in the air.

She giggled and released his pole, running a big toe down its length before letting his cock stand upright so she could grip his glans with the toes of one foot, giving it a firm, twisting massage, while her other foot alternately tilted sideways to glide along the flank of his member with her sole, or gripped it between two toes as before.

Fresh precum beaded from his tip, providing smooth gliding, massaged in by her stroking feet. He felt the caress of her soles, her balls, the heels, the curves of her toes rotating around his helmet, and the teasing thrusts against his testicles.

She laughed softly, released his tip and trapped his cock between the soles of both feet, began rapidly pumping up and down, sliding slowly until his length slipped into the arches of her toes and the balls of her feet, which elicited a deep moan from the helpless Klemens.

Through all of this she hovered in the air, quietly touching herself and staring at him with those glowing eyes, a gentle, cunning smile confirming her dominance over him.

Damn, that was arousing.

She changed tactics again, pressing his cock against his stomach and rubbing her feet on both sides of his length, with the big toes deliberately pulling at his glans with each backward stroke.

He tensed in his restraints and felt another climax approaching, ready to accumulate another load for the inevitable release.

Each touch brought a small whirl of faint light and a tingling that kissed his skin; Estefania could drain energy from him regardless of which body part she used.

His cock twitched under her feet, daring to defy her pressure. The intensity of the throbbing elicited a giggle from Estefania and prompted her to rub his length with one foot while caressing his testicles with the other. Finally, she moved to the final assault, clamping the root of his length between the big toe and its neighbor on one foot, making short, firm pumping motions, while the other began to rub aggressively up and down.

Again she overwhelmed him effortlessly when she wanted to; Klemens whimpered as his body shuddered, his chest arching into the air, his limbs tugging futilely at their restraints.

Yet only a thin trickle of precum moistened his stomach, the pressure inside him continuing to build to intensities that seemed physically impossible, the fog around his mind thickening.

He pressed against her soft feet, trying not to beg, partly because it would be pathetic. But also to try to hold out as long as possible.

Estefania giggled and then withdrew her feet, floating down until she rested on his thighs; his member looked tortured, swollen and throbbing, as if it had a will of its own and knew that all these withheld ejaculations were just waiting for their release.

His breathing had developed into heavy, hot thrusts, he struggled for composure while his stepsister continued her diabolical games, grinning dangerously at his cock before bringing her hands near it.

She didn’t touch his member directly, simply spread her fingers wide around it, as if wanting to guide his penis like a puppet... what followed came very close to that, as her palms began to glow and her fingertips flared with magical light.

Klemens’ eyes widened as he felt an intense pulling, energy forcefully making its way from his core.

He lifted his head, observing the forming veil, the familiar swirls in the streams seeping from his skin, flowing to his cock. Directly around his mast he could see her fingers pulling strands of his incorporeal life force from his cock, and he felt each plucked strand as a pulsating tingle of euphoria, precum coating his glans with each throb.

Exhaustion overcame him with this more intense, direct extraction, targeted specifically at his tormented penis. Meanwhile, the euphoria of her extraction flooded his entire body, moans escaped his mouth as effortlessly as his energy, he began to tremble. His hips involuntarily rose toward the invisible suction, as if each strand of energy she drew from him set a string in his innermost being vibrating. The room around him blurred as his perception focused entirely on the glowing fingertips that played around his cock like musicians with a precious instrument.

Estefania laughed demonically and seductively, swirling circles of light dancing on her palms, while spirals of his essence streamed up her forearms like liquid gold and seeped into her skin.

Even his consciousness felt the powerful caress of her extraction, the euphoria flooding every nerve pathway in his body and making clear thinking an impossible luxury. His thoughts dissolved like mist in the morning sun.

The sensation wasn’t new, he had experienced her stronger extractions before, although it always seemed surreal when she did it without touch... especially now with her hands hovering inches above his skin yet possessing every fiber of his being.

In his overstimulated state, it took barely a moment before he began to orgasm, involuntarily thrusting into the air, his back arching in a tense bow. Only a tiny amount of precum welled forth, beading down his swollen glans and mixing with the rest that already glossily coated his tip.

Estefania grinned and licked her lips, her tongue tip sliding slowly over the full red. She curled her fingers in a possessive gesture, the extraction ebbing like a receding wave and leaving Klemens to sink exhausted into the bed, gasping from exhausted bliss, each breath a small earthquake in his chest.

If hell was like this, an eternity of it would truly be a fearsome punishment – a paradox of torment and ecstasy that no mortal could resist.

“Thank you for making your cock so beautifully slippery again...” she teased, before rising with a seductive swing of her hips and chuckling diabolically. She turned her back to him, her wings stretching majestically and fanning him with air that was permeated by her body heat and smelled of forbidden spices.

Her hips moved hypnotically, her buttocks swaying seductively before him, a perfect pendulum of flesh and temptation, while her tail coiled smoothly around his neck and head, the broad tip pressing gently but firmly against his forehead.

He watched as if spellbound as she lowered her buttocks, continuing to rotate them enticingly, each movement precise and deliberate, until her opening pressed against his glans, a hot promise.

She moaned with pleasure, teasing her rear entrance with his swollen tip and enjoying the urgent pressure against her anus, her lips parting in silent ecstasy... before she pressed down more determinedly and effortlessly took his entire shaft, as if it had been made for exactly this space.

The overwhelming, warm tightness of her rear always elicited a strained, breathless groan from Klemens that came deep from his chest. It was always indescribable; he loved the feeling of constriction, this enclosure in velvety heat, even though it simultaneously made him nervous to be so completely at her mercy.

Her buttocks nestled pleasantly against his hips, the touch soft yet firm, before the demonic stepsister began to glide up and down, letting out shrill sighs and breathless laughs while quickly setting the pace, her cheeks rhythmically slapping against his pelvis, an obscene metronome of their lust.

“Damn it!” Klemens protested, pressing his head back into the pillow and gasping heavily, his face glowing red and his forehead shining with sweat that ran down his temples in fine rivulets—the spell was proving to be a true test of endurance for his body, a torture of pleasure.

By now he had given up trying to hold back his orgasms; she barely gave him time to rest, and the spell denied any real recovery phase, keeping him trapped in an eternal cycle of tension and release.

So he let his attention be captured by the arousing, erotic movements of her back, which twisted and bent with all the flowing sensuality of a lust demon—how her hips rolled, how her spine curved and turned, a living artwork of flesh and desire.

And of course, how all of this affected the sensations on his member, her passage forcing his shaft into her firmly gripping walls, each movement a new variation of pleasure.

She stopped bouncing and began to grind, rocking back and forth, swaying from side to side or in a slow circular motion that drew him deeper into her abyss. The transitions were seamless and focused on making him feel the yielding softness of her luscious buttocks against his groin, how they glided exquisitely over his skin, a sensual promise.

Now he regretted the kinky restraints most of all, wanting nothing more in this moment than to grab those magnificent cheeks, hypnotized by how they tensely undulated when they met his groin. And with her tail wrapped around his head, preventing him from looking away, he was half convinced that she was deliberately torturing him with it—something so close yet unreachable, a sweet torture of the senses.

Finally, she resumed her up and down motion, her moans becoming higher and heavier, the breathless sighs and giggles, together with the twitches he felt through the flesh of her rear from her vagina, a good sign that she was approaching her climax, a storm brewing.

He moved with her, beginning to hear the squeaking of the bed as he was repeatedly pressed into the mattress, the rhythm of their united bodies transferring to their surroundings.

Words were difficult to form now, Klemens only moaned euphorically as his shaft twitched, approaching another climax, swirling streams of light spiraling from his hips around Estefania’s, the demoness sucking more of his energy into her rear, her gripping walls extracting it directly from his member, as if they wanted to drain him to the bone.

He thrust upward hard and without warning, moaning loudly and intensely, feeling no more resistance against her pleasure. As expected, only a small drop of pre-ejaculate came from his tip, but it still led to another collapse of his spiritual barriers, one of many he had already experienced. A surge of energy, combined with his hard thrust, pushed Estefania over the edge, his stepsister crying out trembling with delight, quivering on top of him while pressing firmly against his twitching hips.

He felt her ecstatic spasms, the splashing of her juices over his thighs, and the sizzling hiss of ecstasy escaping between her clenched teeth, a primal sound of pleasure.

After a while she relaxed, and her extraction ebbed, giving him the longest moment to rest since they had begun. She regained control of her breathing and finally rose from him, both moaning as her still tight walls scraped hard along his girth, a final holding on.

The veins on his cock stood out so prominently that he feared they might burst. His glans was so tense, each throb so strong that it hurt. His testicles felt swollen and spongy, as if someone had filled them with boiling water. He could practically feel the accumulated loads bubbling in a space much too small. He needed to release them soon, or he would go mad, lost in a sea of unfulfilled desire.

Then Estefania gave him a curious look and let him stand up, her eyes sparkling with demonic fire.

He was grateful for the restraints, because he immediately collapsed, his legs giving way beneath him like blades of grass in a storm. Finally, he regained some strength, exhausted as he felt, but he was more interested in what she was doing as she promptly lay down on the bed, legs spread, an open book of temptation.

Then she clapped her hands... and the magical restraints that had held Klemens so obediently dissolved in a burst of light particles that danced around him like fireflies.

He almost collapsed again, sinking to his knees with a tired gasp, his breath like rough sandpaper in his throat. Estefania giggled, the sound like little bells in the darkness.

“Easy, Klemens... don’t waste your strength standing... gather everything you have... and fuck me...” she purred, her voice a silken ribbon winding around his will.

She snapped her fingers and said something in the demonic language, the words like liquid metal in the air, and the feeling of magic inside Klemens subsided. Not completely, but he knew that his ejaculations were no longer blocked, a dam about to break.

He looked at her, Estefania’s expression alluring and cunning. She licked her lips hungrily in anticipation, knowing what would come next, a predator sensing its prey.

“Come on... Empty everything into me... As if you were giving me your soul...”

Part of him felt threatened by this phrasing, a cold shiver ran down his spine, but another part was extremely aroused, a dark flame burning in his lower abdomen. And he couldn’t prevent his cock from secreting precum, a telltale pearl of desire. And her sweet aroma made it impossible to ignore her, an intoxicating scent that enveloped his senses.

He crawled to her, breathing heavily, let his hands glide over her legs and her voluptuous curves, cupped the sides of her breasts, felt their warmth and softness under his fingers, before resting his hands on her shoulders. He aimed his throbbing member at her vagina, teased her entrance a few times, feeling the wet heat that welcomed him.

But only briefly, because he had no patience left. His reason couldn’t afford it, another luxury he had to deny himself.

So he thrust in with force and earned a delighted, shrill moan and a called, lustful “Yes...!” from his stepsister, her voice breaking with ecstasy.

Her walls immediately gripped him, a velvet fist, and her veils formed within seconds, as that parasitic extraction already began to drain his stamina, a vampire feasting on his life force.

She would get a proper meal from him, and he was already exhausted, drained to the last drop.

But reserves of strength remained, hidden sources deep within him, and they didn’t fail him; with grunts he began to thrust, gripping Estefania’s shoulders firmly for more leverage, his fingers digging into her soft skin.

Her folds undulated in those pleasant waves he had become familiar with, pulling at the underside of his glans, squeezing his tip and massaging his shaft, while sucking energy directly into her walls, a cycle of giving and taking.

He moved his hips quickly, immediately going as fast as he could, knowing he didn’t have the strength to slowly build up the pace, a desperate sprint to the finish line.

His exhaustion impaired his efforts, his thrusts sometimes halting and interrupted, but Estefania’s sweet sighs and gliding touches on his back and sides were all the encouragement he needed, an incentive to continue.

Her breasts were compressed beneath his chest, but he could still feel them undulating with each of his thrusts, especially with their stiff nipples poking into him, little spearheads of pleasure.

He barely noticed how her wings began to fold around him, enveloping him in a loose embrace, her legs crept up his thighs and hips, her soles sliding over his calves, a living trap slowly closing.

Her hands moved to his head, and his cheeks were cupped by her palms, a tender capture.

She fixed her eyes on him, her gaze almost hypnotic, two glowing coals in the darkness.

He knew what was coming before he even saw her mouth open and that familiar, swirling stream flowing from his throat into her own, the misty feather brushing pleasure across his lips as she sucked him out, drinking his essence.

She pulled his lips to hers, and he was lost in her extracting kiss, drowning in her depths.

But that didn’t stop him. Somehow he began thrusting faster despite his increasing exhaustion, grunting loudly into Estefania’s mouth, while she moaned hotly into his, the obscene, wet slapping of their bodies becoming more frequent, a drumfire of lust.

His cock plunged deep into her possessive femininity, walls that reluctantly refused to let him go, a sweet prison.

But time wasn’t on his side, and after everything he had endured, there was no chance of withstanding this final time, the dam had to break.

It felt as if something exploded inside him, a volcano awakening after a long slumber, and he buried his cock firmly against her vulva, to the hilt.

Immediately her legs wrapped tightly around his waist, binding him like iron chains, her tail coiled around his middle, while her wings embraced even more tightly, a cocoon of demonic flesh.

He could feel her extraction all around him, like she was sucking whispers directly from his skin, trapped in her devilish embrace, left to tremble and twitch with her, her own orgasm reached, two souls merging in the dance of lust.

But it was his that made his head spin; he could feel his energy flowing freely, as his spiritual barriers had fallen, but his ejaculation was like nothing he had ever experienced, his hips jerking involuntarily, albeit barely more than short, sharp jolts, with each surge of semen he poured into her. And they kept coming, spurt after spurt deposited into her greedy vagina. He could feel his testicles contracting with each shot, emptying themselves and then refilling, only to empty again. The ecstasy was beyond incredible, he wept ridiculously into her kiss, a stark contrast to her erotic moans that sounded like sweet music in his ears.

His ejaculation lasted what felt like an eternity. Perhaps in reality just over a full minute, but in his euphoria-distorted state of mind that was a long time, unable to detach from the pleasure-hungry vagina of the demoness, while she sucked him at both ends, absorbing his essence through his cock and his mouth equally.

He felt as if he would pass out at any moment, Estefania didn’t break the kiss at any point, her lips sealing his, her tongue dancing with his in a demonic waltz.

It was as if he was being drained both physically and spiritually, every fiber of his being dripping into her, being absorbed and consumed by her.

Shadows began to dance at the edge of his field of vision, but he was still pressing with each heavy surge into Estefania’s lap, his body no longer obeying his will, but her rhythm, her control.

Until he finally felt her extraction disappear and the last remnants of her magic fade, Estefania broke the kiss with a gasp, taking a deep, satisfied breath. Her wings loosened, her tail unwound from him, and her legs, though not releasing, stopped pressing so firmly, finally giving him back the freedom she had taken from him.

And Klemens... he let his head sink between her breasts, moaning and breathing shallowly, feeling completely exhausted, as if he had run a marathon followed by a triathlon.

They relaxed together, Klemens’ cock going limp in the pool of Estefania’s juices and his immense ejaculation. His chest rose against hers, despite his shallow breaths, and he could barely think, his brain like cotton soaked in pure lust.

Finally, Estefania spoke at last, lovingly stroking his head, her claws gliding gently through his sweat-soaked hair.

“How was that, Klemens...? Enjoyed sex with a succubus...?” she asked him teasingly.

He didn’t answer immediately, trying to regain some strength before lifting his head to look at her; she still wore that cunning, dominant expression, teasing and playful, but also warm and happy. Even though she didn’t look entirely human, with her glowing eyes and demonic attributes.

“That was... incredible... but also somewhat frightening at times,” he confessed quietly, still trying to catch enough breath to hold a conversation. “I think... ‘hellish’ is the best description.”

She smirked and gently caressed his cheek, her touch electrifying, even now.

“Succubi and incubi take pride in the way they can exert overwhelming pleasure on a human’s soul, just as much as on their body... It can be too much for the mind... and it’s quite taxing for the body...”

“No kidding... I felt like I was losing my mind. Endless orgasms, but never really ejaculating. Damn. And that load... felt like something out of hentai.”

Estefania giggled and pulled him close, pressing him against her voluptuous breast, which nestled softly against his face.

“Feeling all your cum inside me, all that warmth, that energy... Shit, Klemens, I almost went crazy too... Buuut... it’s not something I want to subject you to often. Actually, almost never. It’s a special delicacy that can quickly become torture.”

“Yeah... I don’t think... I want to experience that again anytime soon... I’m surprised how much I enjoyed it anyway,” he confessed, his voice barely more than a whisper against her skin.

She nudged his nose and giggled again, her eyes sparkling with demonic mischief.

“You have a masochistic streak in you. Not a big one... but you enjoy being overwhelmed by pleasure...”

“I blame you for that,” he replied dryly, a hint of humor in his exhausted voice.

“You’re welcome...”

Klemens laughed, which sounded more like an unsteady gasp, before he groaned and nestled against her breasts again, finding comfort in their softness.

His mouth felt dry, as if he had swallowed sand, and a slight discomfort made itself known in his head, a throbbing pain behind his temples.

“I feel dehydrated,” he mumbled, his lips moving sluggishly against her skin.

“With the amount you ejaculated, I’m not surprised. Here, let me,” she said, while her tail snaked toward her nightstand and stretched to reach it. It pulled open a drawer and reached inside, retrieving a small water bottle. Her tail brought it to her hands, and she handed it to Klemens, who dazedly opened the cap and emptied it almost completely, the cool liquid flowing down his parched throat.

He sighed and handed it back to her, his mouth now sufficiently moistened, though his body still craved more.

“Thanks... do you always keep that in your drawer?” he asked, his curiosity piqued despite his exhaustion.

“It’s not the strangest thing I have in there... sometimes you just need a sip of water,” she explained, a mysterious smile playing around her lips.

Klemens responded with a simple nod and sank back against her chest, while exhaustion weighed heavily on him like a lead blanket. No discomfort would prevent him from falling into deep slumber now, his limbs growing heavy, his consciousness dimming.

“I think... I’m falling asleep now...” he said, not caring that he was still buried in her vagina, connected to her in the most intimate way.

Her wings wrapped around him again, but without pressure, like a protective blanket, and her legs released him, sliding along his while she gently embraced him, enveloping him in a cocoon of demonic warmth.

“Don’t let me disturb you, dear brother... just stay inside me. I’ll keep you nice and comfortable...”

Her words already sounded unreal as his willpower faded like mist in the morning sun. He moaned softly, his vision darkening somewhat. He closed his eyes and in the warm, demonic embrace of his stepsister, he quickly drifted off to sleep, the last thing he felt were her hands gently stroking his head and back, lulling him into a sleep deeper than anything he had ever experienced...

To be continued…


Bonus Content

Zuchtbullen und Hucows: Zwei unterschiedliche Schicksale

Nach einer weiteren anstrengenden Schicht in der Arzneimittelfabrik schlurfte Jörn zurück zu seiner heruntergekommenen Wohnung, die ihm mittlerweile wie ein Gefängnis vorkam. Die Müdigkeit klebte an ihm wie eine zweite Haut, schwer und unerbittlich, während sein Rücken sich leicht unter dem Gewicht des monotonen Alltags krümmte und ihm ein unangenehmes Ziehen bereitete.

Mit dreiunddreißig Jahren war er noch jung, doch das Leben hatte ihm bereits seine Spuren hinterlassen. Seine kurzen, dunkelblonden Haare waren zerzaust, und seine blauen Augen, einst voller Glanz und Lebensfreude, blickten nun oft leer und verloren in die Ferne. Die leicht füllige Figur zeugte von einem Mangel an Bewegung und der ständigen Versuchung, sich mit ungesundem Essen zu trösten.

Seine Lebenslust schien irgendwo auf dem Weg zwischen den drückenden Fabrikwänden und seinem einsamen Heim verloren gegangen zu sein. Freunde hatte er nur wenige, und die wenigen, die er hatte, waren oft mit ihren eigenen Problemen beschäftigt, sodass er sich in seinen Gedanken immer weiter isolierte. Keine Ehefrau, keine Kinder — nur die Stille seiner Wohnung, die ihn manchmal erdrückte. Seine sozialen Kontakte beliefen sich aufs absolute Minimum, gerade genug, um nicht vollkommen zu vereinsamen. Er war ein Mann, der allein gegen die Zeit ankämpfte, gefangen in einem Kreislauf der Monotonie und des inneren Kampfes, und sich dabei jeden Tag ein Stück mehr verlor.

Der schwach beleuchtete Flur dehnte sich vor ihm aus, als er zwei junge Frauen bemerkte, die lässig an der Wand in der Nähe seiner Wohnungstür lehnten. Ihre Stimmen flüsterten wie ein ferner Windhauch durch den düsteren Gang. Die eine, in einem schwarzen Tanktop mit weißen Totenkopf-Motiven, hatte langes, tiefschwarzes Haar, das elegant über ihre Schultern fiel. Jörn konnte nicht anders, als ihr einen interessierten Blick zuzuwerfen. Sie war attraktiv, aber vielleicht ein wenig zu jung für seinen Geschmack.

Als er sich näherte, erkannte er die zweite Frau: Emily Johnson. Seine junge Nachbarin. Ihre leuchtend roten Locken fielen wie Flammen über ihren zierlichen Körper, der kaum 1,50 m groß und mit einem schlanken, fast zerbrechlichen Körperbau ausgestattet war, mit einem knackigen Hintern und kleinen, festen Brüsten. Ihr Gesicht war anziehend, die smaragdgrünen Augen strahlten unergründliche Tiefen aus, doch dahinter verbargen sich Hass und Verachtung.

Emily war leider ein echtes Miststück. Jahre voller Spannungen und bitterer Blicke hatten ihre Begegnungen geprägt. Für sie war Jörn nichts weiter als ein Perverser, ein Schatten, der in ihrem Leben lauerte. Nicht, dass er sie jemals belästigt hätte. Doch einmal, vor langer Zeit, hatte sie ihn gesehen – nur in Unterwäsche. Ein heißer Tag, Wasserdampf, eine geöffnete Tür, und die kleine Emily kam im denkbar ungünstigsten Moment vorbei.

Seitdem brodelte das Misstrauen zwischen ihnen wie ein schwelendes Feuer. Jörn unternahm alles, um Begegnungen zu entgehen. Doch an diesem Abend kreuzten sich ihre Wege. Die Überraschung war auf beiden Seiten spürbar. Emily und Jörn sahen sich an, beide unsicher, wie sie reagieren sollten.

Emily kniff die Augen zusammen, und ein Funke des Zorns blitzte über ihr Gesicht. »Was hast du hier zu suchen, perverses Stück Dreck!« Ihre Stimme zerriss die Stille des Flurs wie ein scharfes Messer. Jörn spürte den Schweiß auf seiner Stirn, seine Kehle war trocken. »Ich... will einfach nur nach Hause,« murmelte er, ein Hauch von Verteidigung in seiner Stimme, der kläglich klang. Doch Emily lachte nur, ein hämisches, lautes Gelächter, das in seinem Kopf widerhallte. »Du lügst, und das wissen wir beide. Du bist nur hier, um mich anzustarren!«

Die Anspannung war greifbar, wie ein Seil, das sich immer weiter anspannt, kurz davor zu reißen. Jörn wollte nur weg, Abstand gewinnen. Er war nicht auf einen Streit aus, nicht nach einem langen Arbeitstag wie diesem. Wortlos, mit gesenktem Blick, eilte er an den beiden jungen Frauen vorbei, öffnete hastig die Tür zu seiner Wohnung und schlug sie mit einem dumpfen Geräusch hinter sich zu. Emilys höhnisches Lachen drang durch die dünne Holzschicht.

»Vergiss nicht, du Spinner! Komm mir noch einmal zu nahe, und ich mache dir das Leben zur Hölle!« Emilys Stimme war scharf, schneidend und durchdrang die Dunkelheit seiner Wohnung. Jörn fühlte sich bloßgestellt und machtlos, wie ein Tier in der Falle. Er hätte sie anschreien wollen, hätte ihr all seinen aufgestauten Frust entgegen brüllen können. Aber was hätte es gebracht? Am Ende würde es nur noch mehr Probleme machen.

Schweigend zog er Jacke und Schuhe aus, ließ sich auf das Sofa fallen. Die Dunkelheit seiner Wohnung umarmte ihn, bedrückend und einsam. Er schaltete den Fernseher ein, ließ sich von den Bildern einlullen, ablenken, nur weg von der Realität, weg von Emily.

Jörn ließ den Blick über die flimmernden Bilder auf dem Bildschirm schweifen. Seine Gedanken schweiften ab, verloren in der Trägheit seines eigenen Lebens. Nachdem er durch ein paar Programme gezappt hatte, blieb er an einer Dokumentation hängen. Ein altbekanntes Thema, doch immer wieder von morbider Faszination: die Hucows und ihre Rolle in der Gesellschaft.

Es handelte sich um einen veralteten Dokumentarfilm, mit grobkörnigen Bildern, der die düsteren Praktiken der zeitgenössischen Landwirtschaft beleuchtete. »Im Jahr 2083...«, begann der Sprecher mit gleichmäßiger Stimme, »…gibt es weltweit 84.615 Milchviehbetriebe, die im Durchschnitt einhundertfünfundneunzig Hucows pro Betrieb halten. Das bedeutet, dass etwa sechzehneinhalb Millionen Hucows in Gefangenschaft leben. Ihr Zweck: die Erzeugung von Milch- und Fleischprodukten für die Menschheit.«

Jörn lehnte sich zurück, seine Augen halb geschlossen, während die Worte des Sprechers durch den Raum hallten. Die Fakten klangen wie ein Echo aus der Vergangenheit, vertraut und doch immer wieder erschütternd. »Nachdem mehrere Epidemien das Aussterben der Viehbestände zur Folge hatten, entschied sich die Menschheit, auf menschliche Produkte zurückzugreifen. Die zunehmende Überbevölkerung machte es unabwendbar.«

Jörns Gedanken wanderten weiter. Er dachte an seine Kindheit, an die Gedanken, die er verdrängt hatte, die Träume, die er nie verwirklichen konnte. Der Bildschirm präsentierte Bilder von Frauen, einst Menschen, nun herabgesetzt zu Nutztieren. »Jedes Jahr...«, setzte der Sprecher fort, »…wird eine Verlosung unter den achtzehnjährigen Frauen abgehalten, um festzulegen, wer künftig der Menschheit dienen wird. Die Auserwählten werden ab diesem Moment als Kälber bezeichnet. Ihnen werden sämtliche Rechte entzogen.«

Die Abscheulichkeit dieser Praxis war erschütternd, doch Jörn konnte nicht leugnen, dass ein Teil von ihm fasziniert war. Seine Augen waren förmlich am Bildschirm gefesselt, während die Kamera eine Reihe von Kälbern zeigte, geimpft, mit Strichcodes versehen, bereit für die Versteigerung. »Die Betriebe beurteilen die Skelettstruktur, den Fleischanteil und die Brustgröße. Anschließend werden die gesunden Kälber verkauft.«

»Da im Jahr 2067 die Nachfrage jedoch weiterhin nicht durch die in Gefangenschaft geborenen Frauen gedeckt werden konnte und weiter anstieg, wurde seitdem jährlich eine Lotterie unter den achtzehnjährigen Frauen in jedem Land durchgeführt, um festzulegen, wer künftig der Menschheit dienen würde. Um es scheinbar gerechter zu gestalten und Unmut in der Bevölkerung zu verhindern, wurden immer wieder Frauen ohne Hucow-Vorfahren unter die ausgewählten Frauen gemischt. So versuchten die Regierungen zu verschleiern, dass der Großteil der ausgelosten Mädchen in Wirklichkeit gezielt ausgesucht wurde.

Nachkommen, deren Mütter Hucows waren, hatten in der Regel einen deutlich niedrigeren IQ als der Durchschnitt. Mädchen, die in der Schule eine geheime Quote nicht erreichten, wurden automatisch ausgewählt. Außerdem erbten weibliche Nachkommen häufig die physischen Merkmale ihrer Mütter, was den Umwandlungsprozess vereinfachte und sie zu produktiveren Hucows machte.

Frauen, die in der Lotterie ausgewählt wurden, erhalten ab diesem Moment die Bezeichnung «Kälber». Sie verlieren sämtliche Menschenrechte und sind nichts weiter als Nutztiere. Innerhalb weniger Tage werden sie geimpft und mit einem Barcode auf der Rückseite ihres Nackens versehen, um die Identifikation zu erleichtern. Sobald diese Verfahren abgeschlossen sind, werden sie zum Verkauf angeboten.

Die großen Farmen sind ständig auf der Suche nach hochwertigem Vieh. Sie bewerten die Skelettstruktur, die Fleischausbeute der Hucows, ihr gesundes Erscheinungsbild und die Größe ihrer Brüste. Die Kälber werden dann nacheinander versteigert. Zunächst an die Farmen, die übrigen direkt an die Schlachthöfe. Dies betraf in der Regel übergewichtige oder zu kleine und dünne Frauen sowie Kälber mit verschiedenen Krankheiten.

Neu erworbene Kälber, die von den Hucow-Farmen gekauft wurden, erhielten eine spezielle Behandlung, um ihre Aggressivität zu zügeln und sie gefügig zu machen. Sie wurden mit Medikamenten versorgt, um ihr Verhalten und ihr äußeres Erscheinungsbild zu verändern. Zudem wurden ihre Fersen gekürzt, sodass sie niemals wieder auf zwei Beinen gehen konnten.

Danach erhielten sie energiereiche Nahrung, die optimal auf Hucows abgestimmt ist. Ungefähr ein Jahr nach ihrer Umwandlung zu Kälbern erlebten sie ihre erste Zucht-Session. In der Regel wurden sie einem Zuchtbullen zugeführt, der einer speziellen Behandlung unterzogen worden war.

Ähnlich wie bei der Transformation einer Hucow, doch um ein Vielfaches gefährlicher. Nur wenige Kandidaten wurden letztendlich zu Zuchtbullen. Diese waren normalerweise deutlich muskulöser als ihre weiblichen Pendants. Die besten Zuchtbullen können täglich bis zu drei Hucows decken. Die Dokumentation zeigte einen Bullen, einen kräftigen Mann, dessen Körper von Muskeln geprägt war.

»Im Gegensatz zu anderen Zuchttieren weisen Hucows eine höhere Befruchtungsrate durch natürliche Paarung auf. Bullen verfügen über Penisse, die die gesamte Länge der Vagina des Weibchens ausfüllen können. Dies steigert die Wahrscheinlichkeit einer erfolgreichen Kopulation. Die Erfolgsquote natürlicher Paarungen variierte jedoch von Fall zu Fall und lag typischerweise bei etwa fünfunddreißig Prozent.

Aus diesem Grund war es erforderlich, dass die Hucow drei- bis viermal mit dem Bullen gepaart wurde. Einige Wochen nach der ersten Paarung wurden die Hucows untersucht, um festzustellen, ob eine Trächtigkeit eingetreten war. Nach einer Tragzeit von etwa neun Monaten ist das neue Kalb zur Geburt bereit. Die neugeborenen Kälber werden einige Tage nach der Geburt von ihren Müttern getrennt. Nach der ersten Geburt beginnen die Mutterkühe mit dem Melken. Von diesem Zeitpunkt an wurden die Kühe bis zu ihrem Lebensende gemolken.

Die Hucows, die zur Schlachtung bestimmt sind, haben eine geringere Qualität, weshalb ihr Fleisch zur Herstellung von verarbeitetem Fleisch und Tiermehl verwendet wird. Einhundertachtundsechzig Millionen Kilogramm Fleisch werden jährlich von Düngemitteln über medizinische Produkte bis hin zu Baumaterialien verarbeitet. Viele Produkte werden aus Rohstoffen gefertigt, die von Hucows stammen. Es handelte sich um eine domestizierte Ressource, die für die moderne Gesellschaft unverzichtbar war. Mehr als ein paar Jahre nach ihrer Umwandlung in eine Hucow war es den Frauen nicht vergönnt.«

Jörn spürte, wie eine Mischung aus Ekel und Erregung in ihm aufstieg. Die Vorstellung, Kontrolle über diese Frauen zu haben, ihnen ihren Platz zuzuweisen – es war ein Gedanke, den er verdrängt hatte, der aber nun wieder in seinem Kopf aufstieg. Er dachte an Emily. Wie würde es wohl sein, wenn sie dasselbe Schicksal erwartete?

Jörn lächelte, versank in den Vorstellungen, in den Erinnerungen an seine eigenen Sehnsüchte. »Was, wenn ich einer dieser Stiere wäre?« Der Gedanke brannte sich in sein Gedächtnis, schlich sich durch seine Adern wie ein Gift, das ihn sowohl abstoßend als auch anziehend empfand.

Er schloss die Augen, stellte sich vor, wie sein eigener Körper sich veränderte – muskulöse Arme, ein mächtiger Brustkorb, harte Bauchmuskeln, starke Oberschenkel. Seine Fantasie übernahm das Ruder, trieb ihn tiefer in die Vorstellung. Sein Schwanz, gewaltig und steinhart, bereit, in jedes Weibchen einzudringen, das ihm zugewiesen wurde. In seiner Vorstellung stand Emily vor ihm, ihr Körper verändert, kurvig, die Brüste prall und voll von Milch. Ihr Blick – leer und ergeben. Die Kontrolle, die er über sie hätte, die Macht, sie zu seinem Eigentum zu machen…

Jörns Atem beschleunigte sich. Sein Herz raste, während er unbewusst seine Hand zu seinem Reißverschluss führte. Der Gedanke, Emily, die ihn so verachtete, in eine Hucow zu verwandeln, erfüllte ihn mit einem fiebrigen Verlangen. »Sie verdient es nicht anders«, flüsterte eine Stimme in seinem Kopf.

In seiner Fantasie würde sie vor ihm knien, bereit für die Paarung. Er stellte sich vor, wie er ihren Körper an sich zog, wie sie unter ihm bebte, wie ihre winzigen Brüste sich unter seinen rauen Händen verformten und wie ihr einst so stolzer Blick sich in unterwürfige Leere verwandelte.

Sein Griff um seinen Schwanz wurde fester, während er sich dem Höhepunkt näherte. Jörns Fantasie überrollte ihn wie eine Welle, mächtig und unwiderstehlich. In seinen Gedanken sah er sich, wie er Emily bestieg, sie schwängerte, ihren Körper markierte. Sie war im richtigen Alter, würde dieses Jahr an der Lotterie teilnehmen. Wenn sie gezogen wurde, war ihr Schicksal besiegelt.

Sie würde zu einem Hucow werden, gehorsam und voll von seiner Saat. Er würde sie täglich decken, ihren zierlichen Leib mit seinen Nachkommen füllen, bis ihre einst flachen Brüste vor Milch schwollen und ihr Bauch sich rundete.

Schließlich stieß er einen langen, keuchenden Seufzer aus, als er kam, die klebrige Hitze des Spermas spritzte in seine Hand, verschmutzte seine Hose. Er atmete schwer, erschöpft und doch seltsam befriedigt. Die Dunkelheit seiner Fantasie schwand langsam, ließ ihn in der trostlosen Realität zurück.

Als er die Augen öffnete, warf der Fernseher ein kaltes Licht in den Raum. Eine Werbeanzeige für das Roseninstitut lief gerade über den Bildschirm. »Melden Sie sich noch heute an, um ein Zuchtbulle zu werden!« Jörns Blick verharrte auf den Bildern von muskulösen Männern und den Hucows, die unter ihnen knieten. Was wäre, wenn…? Der Gedanke kehrte zurück, lauter und eindringlicher als zuvor.

Jörn wollte etwas verändern. Sein jetziges Leben war ein Abgrund, eine endlose Schleife aus Monotonie und Selbstverachtung. Vielleicht war es an der Zeit, einen neuen Weg einzuschlagen. Etwas in ihm erwachte, ein Funken Entschlossenheit, ein Verlangen nach Kontrolle, nach Bedeutung.

»Was wäre, wenn ich mich anmelde?« dachte er, während er sich auf dem Sofa aufrichtete. Unzählige Unsicherheiten durchzogen ihn, doch gleichzeitig verspürte er ein merkwürdiges Gefühl der Entschlossenheit in seiner Brust. Er hatte genug von diesem Dasein. Die Sonne versank hinter der Silhouette der Stadt, und die Nacht legte sich wie ein Schleier über sein Gesicht. Tief in seinem Inneren war sich Jörn bewusst: Er benötigte eine Veränderung – eine drastische Veränderung. Vielleicht war dies seine Chance, endlich Macht zu erlangen, Respekt zu erfahren und seinen wahren Platz in dieser Welt zu finden. Als Der Zuchtbulle, gefürchtet und begehrt zugleich.

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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