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		With a lengthy yawn after completing my college homework—Mr. Gallagher could seriously go to hell with all these weekly chapter reports—I shuffled out of my room wearing a T-shirt and pajama pants. The TV was on in the living room, but Mom wasn’t anywhere to be seen. Instead, Lucinda was occupying the couch with her long tan frame, a glass of red wine, and a well-manicured hand flipping through channels via the remote.

		It was still weird to me that Mom had a girlfriend now. I’d spent most of my life having a father around—and I’d assumed Mom was like most women. Well, my parents had split up. And Mom was actually bisexual. It might’ve been harder on me if I’d still been really young, but I was nineteen. I was hoping to move out by my sophomore year. If Mom was happy having a girlfriend—and potentially a wife down the line—then I was happy for her.

		But Lucinda was strange.

		She was a leggy blonde. She was probably ten years younger than Mom too. But it wasn’t either of those.

		Tonight’s strangeness was the candles on the floor. There had to be a couple of dozen surrounding her, all red, all burning. Their scent was like burning firewood. She eventually stopped on a channel featuring the meme-popular Gordon Ramsay berating a bunch of cooks inside a fancy studio. It looked like an episode of Hell’s Kitchen.

		“These American shows are so pretentious,” Lucinda said. “Gordon Ramsay wouldn’t survive a day in Hell. But I wouldn’t mind feasting on him.”

		I didn’t say anything. It was just Lucinda being Lucinda.

		She looked over at me. “Your mother went to the store, Owen. I believe the eggs were all spoiled, and she required more.” In certain lighting conditions, her eyes seemed to have a yellowish tint. She was cradling her face, and her pinkie was near her lips. She briefly licked her sharp red fingernail. “Have you finished your homework?”

		“What am I? Eight?” I said. “Of course I did. I’m a responsible adult.”

		“Good,” she said with a smile. “Finishing homework relieves your stress.” She made a sniffing sound. “You have a relaxed aroma.”

		Yeah, definitely bona fide strange, I thought.

		With my mom’s girlfriend continuing to stare at me, I went into the kitchen to both escape her uncomfortable gaze and to retrieve a bottle of water. When I was leaving the kitchen to head back to my room, I crossed through the archway into the dining room, turned the corner, and nearly bumped into the damn woman. She wasn’t on the couch anymore; she was standing in my way! I hated how I immediately noticed that she was wearing lingerie underneath her robe: a teal lace bodysuit with embroidered roses. Every time she was near me, I was always surprised by how tall she was. And her blonde undercut hairstyle gave her that air of being more than a home-lounging housewife type.

		It was so damn hot in the house. The thermostat was on the wall next to us. Someone had turned it up to eighty-two degrees. I reached to crank that shit down a little, but Lucinda batted my hand away.

		“Where the hell are you from?” I said. “The Bahamas?”

		“Been there once,” she said. “I don’t get the appeal. The water’s too cold. I prefer it when it’s just below boiling. It cleans my pores.”

		I stood there, waiting for her to move. She slowly waved her hand in front of me. I noticed the clunky, stone bracelet she was wearing—which emitted a small, flashing light. After one sweeping motion of her arm, she wrapped it with the other one around her chest.

		“What was that?” I said.

		“I know what you’re about to do,” she said, smirking and ignoring my question entirely.

		“What?” I said.

		“You’re going to masturbate. You always do so around nine o’clock every evening. Like most humans, you think the eruption of your semen is a well-earned reward for all your hard work, and you intend to waste it by using a tissue.” She sighed. “You may not realize it, but the scent of your seed constantly fills this house. You’re very special, Owen.” She slid her fingertips across my collarbone, then my face, almost like a blind person wanting to know what I looked like. She sniffed again. “I wish you could smell what I can smell.”

		Okay, she’s officially batshit crazy, I thought.

		Questioning my mom’s taste in partners, I slid past Lucinda with no further resistance. But when I made it into my bedroom and tried to close the door, her hand shot through. She immediately overpowered me and pushed it open. The light was playing tricks again, because her eyes legitimately seemed to be glowing yellow now.

		“What the hell?” I said, backing away with my hands raised as if to surrender to her wild behavior. “Are you coming on to me? Is that what this is? I mean, that’s kinda weird…”

		Lucinda looked me up and down, then licked her lips. “Your heart is racing. It affects the taste and volume of your ejaculation. Relax.” She pulled me in and hugged me, and suddenly I was pressed tightly against my mom’s girlfriend. “Take a deep breath,” she said. Up close, her voice seemed deeper and more reverberant. “Within you is a bountiful gift. It is a blessing to embrace you.”

		I was now wondering if this lady possibly needed a straitjacket.

		But of course my body’s reaction was the opposite. My mom’s girlfriend, no matter what bizarre words were coming out of her mouth, was attractive, and the third party in my pants was trying to join the fun. I winced as I felt myself get an erection. Lucinda must’ve felt it too, but she didn’t say anything. Instead, she hugged me tighter, causing my boner to become squeezed between our bodies.

		“Tonight’s the night,” she whispered.

		“For…w-what?” I stuttered.

		She pulled back and held me at arm’s length. “Owen,” she said. Her eyes were glowing now. What the heck was going on? Was she a goddamn werewolf? “I know that my demeanor right now is uncharacteristic of most humans, and there’s an explanation for that. But I want you to know that my priority is to make you happy. It’s why I’m here. A happy man such as yourself”—she caressed the side of my face—“makes me happy. And all I want from this realm is a happy life. Do you know how I can get such a life?”

		I nervously shook my head.

		“I shall suck your cock and drink your delectable cum.”

		“Uh…”

		And then she was kneeling right in front of me.

		Naturally a million questions were running through my head as Lucinda, my own mother’s girlfriend, yanked my pants down and freed my raging boner. I still thought it was a joke—right up until she grasped my pulsating manhood and met it with her lips. My whole body tensed and trembled as her mouth encompassed my shaft, and her cheeks became like a wet vise. I’d gotten a blowjob before, but never had the inside of anyone’s mouth felt so hot. It almost felt like my dick was burning as she impaled her face over my cock and instantly made every inch disappear. I was gritting my teeth from the pain and pleasure both.

		And then I was getting my dick sucked in my bedroom.

		Apparently Lucinda was bisexual too? And why was she so obsessed with me?

		The things she had been saying had seemed so confusing—and concerning—before, but a few seconds of her head bobbing on my erection made the preceding conversation irrelevant.

		I didn’t know how to react. I just stood there, watching her blonde locks move back and forth rapidly. Then she sealed her lips around the base of my swollen shaft with ease, and I felt her mouth and throat repeatedly contracting around the length of my hard-on, as if she were pumping it and milking it with her digestive muscles.

		Good God, she was incredible at this!

		To my brain, it was so wrong.

		But to my dick…

		Lucinda pulled off and moaned, “By the great testicles of Lucifer, may your cum bring me life…”

		Lucifer? I thought. May my cum what?

		She escorted me to the bed and pushed me down. I always thought I’d have the willpower to reject horny women with psychotic personalities, if I ever met one, but now that willpower was noticeably absent. Didn’t matter. My erection was everything that mattered, and it was harder and bigger than I could ever recall it. Lucinda returned her mouth to it, letting out a guttural sound like a lion taking another bite out of a meaty carcass. Again, it was like being assaulted by a vacuum—a hot vacuum. My back arched as my manhood was nearly sucked off my groin, Lucinda bouncing her head up and down with seemingly no effort at all.

		She started growling.

		The pressure at the base of my rock-hard member made me squirm relentlessly. It wasn’t just cum about to shoot out; my balls were going to be sucked out too!

		With my mom’s girlfriend going like a piston, it didn’t take long.

		I actually yelled when climax arrived. My pelvis shot into the air. My partner wrapped her hands underneath me and held my butt off the mattress while my tremendous orgasm pumped her mouth full of seed. The intense contractions of my groin muscles were enough to almost make me pass out—and there were so many, pulling out every last drop from the depths of my balls. And Lucinda’s throat ruthlessly drew it all out, leaving no spillage.

		I felt really weird.

		She didn’t stop sucking, even after I was empty of jizz.

		My body was tingling all over, more than it typically did during orgasm.

		And Lucinda…

		There were red spots all over her skin. When she opened her eyes and looked at me, they were shining like bright suns.

		“Gah!” I cried out, with a sensation like needles crawling up my spine.

		This clearly wasn’t just a normal orgasm—and Lucinda wasn’t normal either! My attention bounced between those glowing eyes of hers and whatever the hell was happening to my body.

		“Relax,” she encouraged, her voice echoing as if she was all around me.

		My skin itched severely. But that was instantly demoted in importance when I glanced down and saw my cock diminishing in size! Not just going flaccid; shrinking. Heat burst throughout my loins. I snapped my head back. I groaned into a higher octave.

		Lucinda: “This first time is always the worst. But your body will adapt. Thank you for your delicious treat, Owen. It will be the first of many.”

		Amid the itching and burning, I saw mounds growing on my chest. My head snapped to the side. Then it felt like my face was changing, the bones of my skull compressing and stretching in ways I couldn’t even comprehend. There was hair in my eyes—hair which had been cropped short just thirty seconds ago. And the sounds out of my mouth were in such a higher pitch that I thought there was someone else in the room. A girl.

		The transformation between my legs concluded with a pressure burrowing deeper into my body. Two weights jiggled on my chest. My hands and feet were both pinched and squeezed. And when it was over, I was lying in a tangle of my own sweat-soaked sheets with Lucinda sitting at the foot of the bed. Her eyes were no longer glowing and the redness on her skin was gone, but her smile conveyed just as much: she wasn’t human.

		In terror, I reached between my legs. My hands accidentally prodded moist lips. And on my chest were perky, squishy mounds.

		“It’s always a lot to take in,” Lucinda went on. “But I’ll keep it short. I’m a succubus. I feed off your cum. And I’m only dating your mother in order to get to you, Owen.”
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		All of a sudden I felt sick. I was sweating and shivering on the mattress, arms wrapped around my body as I crashed through phases of being hot and cold. Dear God, those jiggling things on my chest are tits, I thought. Their nipples were pressing achingly into the underside of my T-shirt. And I didn’t have to focus too hard on my groin to know that I was lacking something. Something immensely important to my male identity. My head tossed and turned, my thoughts like socks in a dryer. I was dizzy and feeling like I needed to puke.

		Lucinda, my mom’s girlfriend—or should I say captor from hell now?—shut my bedroom door and brought me a damp washcloth. She proceeded to almost cuddle me as she patted it against my face, the mattress squeaking under our combined weight. “Shh,” she said. “It’s okay, Owen. What you’re experiencing is a touch of Siren’s Delirium. It can happen when you come into contact with creatures from other realms. It used to be less common, but you humans have multiplied like rabbits during the three hundred years I’ve been among you. It’s diluted the resistance. Like a weakened immune system.”

		I shook and stared at her. “You’re a succubus? And you’re three hundred years old?”

		She smiled. “Three hundred and twelve, officially.”

		“You’re from Hell?”

		“You have a coherent understanding. Just keep relaxing.”

		Jesus fucking Christ, I thought.

		Wait, was I allowed to take the Lord’s name in vain now? If Hell was real, and if…other places were…

		I almost puked. Between Lucinda patting me with the cloth, she licked my face like a mother cat cleaning her kitten. But she seemed to be enjoying the taste of my skin and sweat.

		It was awkward as hell, but the encompassing warmth of her long frame and her motherly affection did get me to calm down. I stopped shaking, and my bedroom stopped spinning.

		I had so many questions.

		The first was: “Why am I a girl?”

		“Well, when a succubus feeds, she draws out not just the semen but all of the testosterone. It’s not permanent. You’ll regain your male form over the next couple of days, just like how your refractory period makes you ready again for sex. And then I’ll feed again. And again. I have designated you, Owen, as my primary food source.”

		“You need cum to survive?”

		“Yes.”

		“That doesn’t make any sense.”

		“Over time, you’ll learn more—”

		Lucinda stopped abruptly. And I heard why: the sound of a car pulling into the driveway. Mom was back from the store, and my immediate reaction was to be glad. Help had arrived! But that help was just my mom. How the hell would she help against a damn succubus? She always needed my help whenever she spotted a mouse in the garage.

		My new succubus friend opened her palm. A phone appeared in a puff of red smoke. “Sorry, sweetheart,” she spoke as she typed. “Had to leave because of family emergency. I’ll see you tomorrow. Love you.” Then she tossed the phone away; it vanished in a similar puff of smoke. After that magic show, she smiled down at me. “I’ll stay here with you all night,” she said. “I don’t want you to be scared of me.”

		Easy for her to say, I thought, finding myself trapped by her embrace.

		But I did doze off faster than I expected.

		Until well into the middle of the night, when I snapped awake and sat up in bed.

		It all felt like a dream. Everything in my head was still swirling. But it wasn’t a dream, as evidenced by the clearly defined bumps underneath my T-shirt, the long hair touching my shoulders, and the long-legged naked woman sound asleep next to me. She had an incredible body with muscle definition and pert breasts. The thought that I was looking at my mom’s girlfriend naked—and she was sleeping with me—should’ve been a million miles away from my mind, and yet it wasn’t.

		This was so messed up. In so many ways.

		I sighed deeply, then investigated one of those mounds pushing out the front of my shirt. Their gentle weight pulling on my chest was impossible to ignore—just like the sharp spike in sensitivity when I brushed a finger across where a nipple was. My body tingled, and my loins felt faintly warmer in response.

		So I wasn’t stuck as a chick. That was good.

		But I’d be turning into a girl constantly.

		How was I supposed to live like this? The world knew me as a young average-looking man. So did my mom. Unless Lucinda had already explained the situation to her.

		My stomach turned.

		Next to me, a pair of eyes were now watching me. Their owner sat up.

		“What are you thinking?” she asked, petting my hair.

		“I’m thinking this is insane,” I said. “I didn’t even think Hell was real.”

		“Humans like to be at the center of their own existence,” she said.

		“Where exactly are you from?”

		“Like every succubus, I was born on Lucifer’s ballsack. The warmth of his cum incubated me.” She stated this with a completely straight face, as if it wasn’t absolutely crazy. “And when I was mature enough, I came into the human realm to feed.”

		“But you look human.”

		She smiled. “We have technology just like you do.” The back of her hand touched my forehead. “Your Delirium has subsided. Now you must come with me.” She hopped off the bed, and I observed a naked thirty-something woman head over to my dresser, grab the bulky piece of furniture itself, and slide it aside.

		The clock said it was about three in the morning. I had class tomorrow.

		Which seemed low on my list of things to care about right now.

		In darkness, Lucinda began carving into the wall with one of her fingernails, scratching out a continuous line to make a rectangle a little taller than she was. Then she carved a column of symbols alongside it. It was both fascinating and confusing.

		“This part is kind of like Beetlejuice,” she said.

		“Never seen it,” I said.

		“Please don’t make me send you to Hell to be flayed alive.”

		I gulped.

		When she was finished, the marks on my bedroom wall began to glow red. I realized she had created some kind of doorway. The paint seemed to swirl, but it was completely opaque.

		Lucinda held out her hand. “Come. We’re going to a place of many sins—but I’ll have you tucked back into bed before sunrise, don’t worry.”

		I hesitated.

		Her eyes started to turn yellow.

		“Okay,” I croaked, getting out of bed. “Whatever. It’s not going to hurt is it?”

		“Owen, you must understand that I never want to hurt you,” she said, clasping my hand. “As a succubus, your life from now on will be filled with tremendous pleasure, and I have elected myself to be your servant.”

		She made it sound nice…

		But I still wasn’t convinced.

		With me clumsily in tow, she stepped into the wall and pulled me along with her. I held my breath like I was going underwater, but the sensation of phasing through was barely more than a tickle on my skin. When I opened my eyes, I saw that my fears of stepping into some hellish world hadn’t panned out at all. We were in a penthouse apartment. And the lights of the metropolis outside the huge windows went on for miles and miles.

		I’d never been here in person, but I recognized it instantly.

		We were in New York City.

		One step across half a continent.

		Lucinda went away, stretching her arms over her head. She kept reminding me of a cat; her body had a smooth, feline grace as it walked. Even with how messed up my situation was, my gaze did spend a healthy amount of time on her nude ass.

		I looked around.

		It was some kind of BDSM lair.

		There was an X-shaped device near me with restraints for hands and feet. Nearby was something like a mechanic’s rack—only instead of wrenches and screwdrivers there were whips, gloves, gags, vibrators, blindfolds, and collars. Lights along the walls were dimmed red. There were also lots of computer monitors showing muted streams of pornography.

		So, she was a really kinky three-hundred-year-old succubus.

		Lucinda returned.

		“Um. Nice place,” I said.

		“Thanks,” she said. “I have been researching human sexuality my whole life. The volume of cum can be increased through creative stimulations. Human men in modern times are incredibly sheltered. Where I come from, there is no such thing as sexual orientation. Flesh is flesh.” She rubbed one of her dildos. “I do love opening their eyes.”

		“Are you g-going to do that to me?”

		She gave me a naughty smirk. “No,” she said. “I have been on your computer and watching your porn habits. And you have a higher-than-average testosterone count.”

		“Wait. You’ve been on my computer?”

		“Your own name as a password isn’t very secure, Owen. Here.” She held out a stone bracelet. It was exactly like the bracelet she was wearing. “This is a bracelet from the Netherforge. Think of the Netherforge as Hell’s version of Silicon Valley.”

		“What do I do with it?” I asked.

		She silently took my right hand and slipped it on. Instantly I was about six inches taller, and there weren’t any mounds pushing out the front of my oversized T-shirt. Also, since I’d been completely naked below the waist, I saw that my manhood had returned.

		“Whoa,” I said, feeling my body and making sure everything was as it should be. “How the…”

		“I scanned your physical form earlier,” Lucinda said. “With a Netherforge bracelet, you can have the appearance of yourself even during your refractory period. This will allow you to live your life as normal.”

		The bracelet was heavy, and there were several symbols carved into it—some that looked like the new symbols on my bedroom wall. Looking at Lucinda’s bracelet, I made an easy deduction. “Yours works the same way, doesn’t it?”

		She nodded.

		“What would happen if you removed yours?”

		“You would see my true form,” she said. “But since I found no demonic-themed pornography on your computer, I would rather provide you with an appearance that doesn’t make you scream.”

		Made sense.

		Some dizziness was coming back, but it wasn’t any kind of sickness. I was just overwhelmed. In a short amount of time, I’d learned that my mom’s girlfriend was a succubus, Hell was a real place, and my cum was highly desired by creatures like Lucinda. And now there was a bracelet on my wrist making the world see me as my usual male self when really I was female while my cum reserves refilled.

		Lucinda came over and hugged me. “A healthy relationship with me increases your cum output,” she said. “So please just let me know what I can do to make your life as comfortable as possible. I can make you rich. I can torture your bullies.”

		I thought. “Just don’t disappoint my mom,” I told her.

		“Of course. I will be loving and supportive.”

		“I guess that’s really it.”

		Lucinda pulled away. She constantly had this look like she wanted to marinate me, slice me into pieces, and sink her teeth into my tender meat. I supposed that was just the cum-drinking succubus in her.

		She sent me back through the door, and I was instantly transported back into my bedroom after briefly being in her New York City penthouse. It was impossible to sleep after all that. I keep fidgeting with the bracelet. And there was a certain smoky, animalistic scent in the air that lingered even though she didn’t come back.

		I forgot to set my alarm. So instead it was Mom knocking that woke me up. Apparently I looked like a mess, because she asked me what was wrong as soon as she came in.

		“Wild dreams,” I said.

		“Pancakes are ready when you are. Oh, and Lucinda is coming over later again. I really enjoy her company. She’s traveled the world and has so many stories. So, you’re probably going to be seeing a lot more of her from now on.”

		Only if you knew, I thought.
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		Monday saw me completely recharged. I wasn’t wearing the stone Netherforge bracelet as I—along with the rest of the morning, weekend-sick class—filed into Mr. Gallagher’s nine o’clock lecture. It was still about ten minutes before the top of the hour, and I secured my usual secluded spot way on the left side two rows from the very back. I pulled out my laptop, clunked it on the table, swigged from a Monster Energy, and tried to look ahead at my normal week, where very normal things were going to happen to me, a very normal teenager.

		A teenager who wasn’t living under the same roof as a genuine, born-from-Hell succubus.

		I opened the document containing my notes.

		At the same time, someone slid into the seat next to mine. Initially I was annoyed. There was a whole, mostly empty lecture hall, with plenty of seats up for grabs.

		Then I saw who it was.

		Lucinda stroked my shoulder. “Hi, baby,” she said. And she leaned in and took a whiff, like I was a bouquet of fresh roses. “Mm. I do love colleges. So many young, virile bodies. So much premarital sex. The scent of cum is everywhere, but none as powerful as yours.”

		She was still my mom’s girlfriend, a thirty-something woman. But she was wearing a schoolgirl outfit: blouse, tie, plaid skirt. She even had a backpack. On it, I spied a pin that read: THE DEVIL’S FAVORITE ANGEL.

		My brain short-circuited. Then I cleared my throat. “What are you doing here?” I said, never mind that her presence was already causing my cock to stir. I shifted my legs hoping she wouldn’t notice. But obviously that was pointless; she smelled my arousal.

		“You think I would just let my food leave without me?” she said with a smile.

		“Uh…”

		She took hold of my earlobe and wiggled it. “I’m just joking. You mean more to me than the ravishing treat produced by your balls. I’ve spent three hundred years living among you. I actually have four university degrees.”

		“What? Really?”

		She nodded. “And it is a productive environment for a succubus.” Her nostrils flared again, drinking in the aroma of her surroundings. “The presence of so much cum livens me. But don’t worry. I have bound myself to you, Owen. I hope my throat will be your perfect cum-dumpster for years to come.”

		I forced out a laugh.

		This was never going to stop being weird, was it?

		And it got weirder.

		Lucinda confessed that she was worried about having the appearance of my mom’s girlfriend, even though she’d explored the archive of step-sibling pornography on my hard drive. She laid her wrist with the Netherforge bracelet out. On closer inspection, it was more intricate than just a decoration; there were three inner rings capable of being moved. Lucinda twisted the inner ring around once, the symbols on it turning and aligning with new symbols. A little puff of red smoke rolled across her skin, which darkened to a shade closer to ebony.

		I followed it up her arm and watched it consume her face. Within the span of two seconds, the thirty-something Caucasian woman who was dating my mom was now a college-aged black girl—still dressed the same way.

		“How’s this?” she said.

		I blinked.

		She cycled the rings on her bracelet again. Now she was an Asian girl.

		“There was a high percentage of pornography on your computer featuring Asian women,” she said, letting go of her bracelet and then sneaking that same hand toward my lap.

		When Mr. Gallagher finally arrived and began his lecture, I was outright being fondled by the new student next to me.

		So, I didn’t just have a succubus living with me. I had one following me around! A succubus who could change her appearance at will and whose only purpose was to arouse me, suck me off, and drink my semen.

		How the hell would I ever survive this semester?

		My dick strained.

		“You hate this class,” Lucinda whispered into my ear. “It affects your heart rate. It activates stress. I can feel all of this happening through your cock. If you want, I can make sure Mr. Gallagher gives you a good grade.”

		I shook my head and whispered back: “I’m stressed because I’m trying to concentrate while you’re basically jerking me off.”

		“College is where you must learn to multitask.”

		After class was over and my dick was threatening to burst, I had to head to the university library to check out a book for my English class. Lucinda, in her young Asian form, tailed me the whole way. Every time I glanced back at her, she was smiling and sauntering as she walked, her skirt happily swishing back and forth. One time, I saw her veer away and head over to a couple of dudes sitting on a bench. She whispered into one’s ear, then walked away as they started to make out with each other.

		“Did you just make those two guys gay?” I said when she came back over.

		She rolled her eyes. “Oh, Owen. They were already gay. Embedded in their clothes are the frequent offerings to gay pornography, and the smell of their sweat told me they were nervous about coming out to each other. I just pushed them over the hurdle.”

		We stood together and watched them. Their kissing started to get hot and heavy. With tongues. And groping. Lucinda enjoyed it.

		“What exactly can you smell in cum?” I said. “I mean, it’s just cum.”

		“To your human nose. To mine, it’s so much more. And your cum, Owen, is very interesting. Lots of layers. It’s unlike most cum I’ve smelled.”

		“Huh,” I said.

		We went inside the library. I found the book I required, but Lucinda’s appetite insisted I stay a little longer. We found an alcove, and she nearly ripped my pants down just to obtain her morning meal. That second blowjob from her wasn’t any less intense than the first; I could feel that sucking power of her succubus ways reaching deep into my body, consuming not just my manhood but pulling on every organ and bone, like she was draining me.

		Which I reckoned wasn’t far from the truth.

		I exploded into her mouth, and suddenly I was a girl again.

		She licked her lips and handed me a bracelet. “You left this at home,” she said.

		I promptly put it on my wrist to stop feeling that void between my legs.

		With her cum source depleted, Lucinda disappeared for the rest of the afternoon. The bracelet was a godsend. Or devilsend? Whatever. But it made her effects a lot more manageable. And as bizarre as it was to have a succubus in my life, I could actually see myself getting used to it.

		Later that day, I was in my room doing homework. I had the house to myself.

		If there was anything that bothered me about the bracelet, it was its clunkiness. There was always the sensation of its size and weight wrapped around my wrist. It reminded me of a handcuff. But it wasn’t meant to be decorative; it was a piece of powerful technology.

		Eventually I put my pencil down and began fidgeting with it—before taking it off completely.

		My hand shrunk. My chewed-up fingernails were still chewed up, but now they occupied the tips of daintier fingers. I looked down at my scrawnier body dressed in an oversized men’s T-shirt, with particular interest on the side-by-side bulges on my chest. It didn’t take long before I felt my nipples getting hard. I didn’t know why. Probably just from the knowledge alone that I was currently female, and the naughty feeling it gave me. Or maybe they just got hard randomly.

		I sighed.

		Okay, I told myself. Stop putting this off.

		With courage rising inside me, I abandoned my homework and shut my bedroom door.

		Something else about the bracelet was that it wasn’t a real cure for my sex change. It was just an illusion. And while mirrors might show me as the man I was, my brain knew that something was off. Today, I was finally confronting that.

		I stripped, glimpsing my female body but not staring at anything in particular.

		Then I checked out my reflection.

		And there I was. A girl. Naked. And otherwise unremarkable. My breasts were small and pointy, with puffed-out areolas. My waist was slim. Below my navel was a sparse patch of hair not really concealing the cleft of my new vagina. My hips flared, but not a lot. My eyes were larger, my eyebrows thinner. Maybe my lips looked a little different. And with all those put together, you had the ingredients of a nineteen-year-old girl who ultimately looked pretty average. And thus my anxiety about this transformation of mine had been conquered.

		But it really hadn’t.

		I was a girl. I was female.

		That vagina between my legs wasn’t just for show; I presumed it meant that I also had a birth canal, ovaries, a uterus. It was actually a little frightening that my body was capable of changing this way—and changing back over the span of a couple of days.

		My hand was visibly trembling as it reached toward this peculiar new feature. I still maintained a ghostly sensation of my penis, but that vanished the moment my fingers passed through the area where it should’ve been. I touched the outer folds of my altered genitalia, then followed them farther back to where they ended and where the perineum began. I liked to think I was pretty understanding of female biology, but having the damn thing was still almost too much for words. I poked and prodded, sort of stunned.

		This time, when my nipples jutted out, hard and swollen, I knew it wasn’t a random occurrence. The hands-on attention to my privates was eliciting other reactions across my body—one being my nipples. My face was also flushed, and my skin was tingling. The arousal came with its usual urges, but my male interpretation of such urges needed some translation. I didn’t have a cock anymore, and the excitement in my groin area seemed to be concentrated deeper within.

		I scooted over to the mattress and stretched myself out appropriately. I was so scared that I was shaking. I really did have a pussy, which had been true before, but it was a million times truer now that I was touching it. I lightly stroked the length of my slit, making my legs shudder. And either I was beginning to sweat down there, or the moisture was from another source. I poised my fingertip at where I thought the entrance was. Then, biting my lip, I pushed it inside.

		“Oh fuck,” I blurted, my mind confronting this new feeling of emptiness between my legs. My finger went halfway in. And for a long time I held my breath, simultaneously afraid that my cock was missing but also oddly entranced by what had replaced it.

		Even if I’d been a virgin who’d never seen a girl naked before, it would’ve been pretty damn intuitive. My body liked that finger going into my pussy a lot. So I did it again. And again. My tentative motions evolved into rhythmic pumping. I leaned my head back and did what felt like needed to be done.

		The pitch of my voice still bothered me. I tried not to moan. But then I couldn’t help it. The pleasure was blasting off inside me. For a few moments, I was a complete slave to it, slamming my finger—then two—into my tight, wet snatch, driving myself either toward orgasm or passing out. Fortunately, the first happened.

		I convulsed, with my entire lower body squirming and jumping around as the fireworks of the female climax exploded through my groin. My eyes tried to roll back in their sockets, and wave after wave of ecstasy washed through me.

		It wasn’t even finished, and already I craved more.

		So I went back for seconds.
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		On Friday, it seemed sickness had found me again. I was feverish, unable to hold down food, and dealing with the intermittent headache. In the kitchen, I was submitted to something Mom hadn’t done since middle school: take my temperature. She plugged the thermometer into my mouth, finished dressing and gathering her purse, then yanked it out.

		“Well, it’s not the end of the world,” she said. “Ninety-nine-point-seven. You ought to stay home and rest for the day.”

		Lucinda was there too. She had spent the night. I still wondered if she had true feelings for my mother. Their kiss put my worries to rest. Mostly.

		“I’ll stay here and take care of him,” she told Mom.

		I was administered the appropriate medication. Then my mother headed off to work, leaving me to skip class and hang out with the resident succubus. As usual, Lucinda showed me more affection than Mom did; she brought me into her arms and embraced me, telling me everything was going to be okay and I would feel better before I knew it.

		She kept sniffing me. I didn’t know why.

		“Is my appearance suitable?” she said, posing her mid-thirties body in front of me. She was wearing shorts and a tank top. “Or I can become your favorite Asian girl again.”

		“No, it’s fine,” I said.

		I wasn’t in the mood to be horny, and she knew it.

		We spent that morning curled up on the couch. I drank water and hot tea—a special brew of hers. At her insistence, I finally got to see Beetlejuice, and she eagerly pointed out how the drawing-the-door scene was like the door she’d made in my bedroom. I chuckled. And the movie was okay. But overall I just felt like shit. The medicine wasn’t mitigating the headache or my upset stomach, though at least everything I consumed stayed down.

		When the credits rolled, I dozed off for a brief nap. When I woke up, still sweating and burning up, I saw that Lucinda was gone.

		I roamed the house and found her in the master bedroom, where I made two observations: first, she was nude. She seemed to prefer nudity when no one else was around. Second, she was sitting cross-legged on the carpet and flipping through one of our family’s old photo albums. When I made myself known by clearing my throat, she didn’t immediately respond. Instead, her attention was firmly fixed on the black-and-white pictures.

		Well that’s odd, I thought. I’ve been like the most important thing in her life.

		“What’s up?” I said, the words like sandpaper in my throat.

		“Your scent has bewildered me since the beginning,” she said. “In every man I smell the richness of his cum. It tells me everything. His appetite, his mood, how many times he pleasures himself. But you have something else, and dare I say it’s a trace of where I was born. The richest, noblest cum in any realm.”

		I smiled. “Are you talking about Lucifer’s ballsack again?”

		Lucinda nodded. And she stared at me with no humor in her expression. “You smell of the Eternal Cum, Owen. Even though I have not returned to His Majestic Balls in over three hundred years, I still know their aroma. It is forever a part of me. I smell it when I sniff my arms, or my hair. It’s the same thing I smell in you.”

		I coughed a little. This little detour of hers was great, but it wasn’t helping me feel better.

		What if it’s a hell-borne STD? I thought.

		It seemed like a reasonable hypothesis. Lucinda’s been getting around for three centuries.

		“So,” I said. “Are you saying that I’m related to Lucifer?”

		“Not quite,” she said. “But you’re not far off.”

		Handling my queasy stomach with careful steps, I went over to where she was sitting. The part of the photo album that was open appeared to be all black-and-white photos—all the earliest memories from my mother’s side of the family. I didn’t like this at all. What did my ancestors have to do with anything? Why was she so interested?

		Lucinda touched her fingertip to one of the oldest images. It was hanging together with tape. Its subjects were a man and a woman in front of a farmhouse. There was no date, but it looked like the early 1900s.

		“Your great-great-grandmother was named Lucie,” she said.

		“Yeah? And? It’s a name.”

		“As spawn of His Majesty, every succubus takes a name that honors who we came from. Many call themselves Lucie. Or Lucille. Or Lucinda. But humans have taken those names as well.” She placed her hands on her knees and struck a pose like she was meditating, taking deep breaths. Her breasts rose and fell.

		“Are you suggesting that my great-great-grandmother was a succubus?” I said.

		Lucinda: “It’s a possibility.”

		“How can that be? Isn’t your kind a different species?”

		“Mating is still possible. And any succubus who mates with a human is forever banished from Hell, but some do grow emotionally attached to mortals. Having children makes them mortal themselves.”

		I had to sit down. If my great-great-grandmother was a succubus, did that make me a succubus? And Mom? Partly? What did being a succubus even feel like? I felt pretty human, and I wasn’t walking around my college campus sniffing men because I liked the scent of the unspent cum sitting in their balls.

		I shared these thoughts with Lucinda.

		“For every occurrence that I’m aware of, the succubus influence in offspring has been dormant,” she explained. “But you’re already different, Owen. By feeding on you, my power has been inside you. Perhaps this has activated what was once dormant.”

		“You’ve got to be kidding.”

		Lucinda stood up. With her catlike grace, she sauntered over and sat down beside me. “Your sickness is what’s most interesting,” she said, hovering close to my face and giving my cheekbone little licks. “If I don’t feed on a regular basis, I’ll get a fever. Headaches. I will begin to feel like the life is being drained out of me, and it’ll get worse and worse until I die.”

		I shook my head. “I feel fine. My fever’s not even that bad.”

		“You’re not fine. I can taste it in your sweat. It is not a human sickness. It’s starvation.”

		No fucking way, I thought, and suddenly I was so angry with her. Even without knowing if it was true or not, I was furious at the idea of it. Because if it was true, then she’d brought this upon me. I could’ve been a normal guy living a normal life. Instead…

		A succubus? Me?

		What did that even mean?

		Lucinda continued to hug me. I eventually calmed down after realizing that my anger was just making my symptoms worse. It felt like a tiny Mike Tyson was going to work on my brain.

		Then she said softly: “You need to be fed. It’ll make you feel better.”

		“Fed with what?” I said. But the answer was already in my mind.

		“Owen, stay calm. I know this is going to upset you, but we need to solve this right now, or what you’re feeling is only going to get worse.” Lucinda removed herself from the mattress; the reactionary bounce of the springs made my stomach turn something fierce. Standing in front of me, she began fiddling with her Netherforge bracelet—not spinning the inner ring this time, but an outer ring. In a puff of red smoke, an appendage sprouted from her groin.

		Suddenly I was looking at her erection.

		I started waving my hands. “This is ridiculous!”

		“Owen—”

		“I can’t suck your cock! I’m not a—” My words were suddenly interrupted by a long, nasty retch.

		Lucinda actually had tears in her eyes. “I know. This is a burden you should not have to bear, but it has happened anyway. But I am always trying to help you. Please trust me when I say that this will help you, and no doctor or human medicine will.”

		Our succubus-and-human relationship was only a week old, but I believed her. She wouldn’t hurt me. She needed me. And she needed me healthy, because, as she’d explained many times, my health benefited my cum, which benefited her.

		I looked at her hard-on while trying not to feel disgusted.

		“Okay,” she said, seeing that I was slowly becoming more receptive to this crazy idea. “This is just an illusion. This form’s cum will not satisfy you completely. But it’s not only about the cum. It’s about the cock being inside your mouth, the intimacy of the flesh, the partner’s excitement. It’s about spreading life.”

		Yeah, that’s terrific, I thought, sliding off the bed and kneeling.

		I felt worse now than I did this morning. My bones ached. My entire body felt weak. If there was anything positive about Lucinda’s cock, it was that it was completely hairless and smooth. It matched the rest of her, in a weirdly feminine way.

		I gulped hard. My stomach was riding on stormy ocean waves.

		More than salvaging my masculinity after this, I wanted to stop feeling like death. So, with a deep breath to get me going, I moved my head forward and took that hard rod of hers into my mouth. My wounded heterosexuality and an abrupt sense of shame caused me to shudder. But I shut my eyes tight and let it slide against my tongue, trying to pretend that it was a lollipop. A very long, a very throbbing lollipop, with no fruity flavor.

		Yeah, that was no good.

		It was a cock. And it was inside my mouth.

		By now, there was a continuous hot pressure above my eyeballs. My head wanted to explode. But by sucking Lucinda’s cock, mysteriously, the intensity of my headache began to dial back down. It was so firm and rigid, unyielding to my lips and mouth, which both had to stretch around it. I shivered some more, tasting her glans and the drops of fluid that must’ve been her pre-cum.

		For a minute, I maintained a slow, timid rhythm.

		The storm that had rocked my stomach was dissipating. My bones no longer felt like they wanted to crumble. I wasn’t yet well, but I was no longer deeply sick.

		This can’t be, I kept telling myself. I can’t be the great-great-grandson of a succubus!

		Half of me was wanting the ailments to return, if only to prove Lucinda wrong. I could feel her eyes on me. I didn’t look back. I didn’t look at anything. I just wanted to get the task over with and move on from the time I’d sucked off my mom’s girlfriend.

		But I heard her. She was breathing faster, almost panting.

		“Draw it out,” she said. “In your heart is a compass that points to life. My seed is that life. It will feed you and rejuvenate you. Take it all.”

		She held my head, and I knew what was coming.

		I cringed as the back of my throat felt the first blast of her violent, creamy ejaculation. It was warm and gooey. More spurted out. I forcibly swallowed, not wanting to taste it, but inevitably tasting only the thickness and saltiness of her semen.

		Surprisingly, it wasn’t gross at all.

		More surprisingly, my own cock started to get hard as a pleasant flavor covered my tongue and spread through my esophagus. I kept my lips pinched around her shaft and made sure not to spill anything, because my mom would absolutely notice a new stain on her bedroom carpet.

		When Lucinda’s balls had been drained, I released my mouth and sat back.

		My headache was gone. My body was no longer hurting. I felt satiated—not in just the food sense, either. It was like my body’s blood had been replaced with the blood from an endurance runner, or a competitive swimmer. I was alive.

		I looked up at Lucinda.

		“Well?” she said.

		“I…actually feel pretty good,” I said, horrified by what that meant.

		“Owen, you’re going to love being a succubus. But now it’s my turn to feed. Get that delicious cock out, sweetie.”
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		By early evening, my ailments were returning. They seemed to torture me in a recurring trio: pounding headache, nausea, and a fever. None was as intense as this morning, but the trend wasn’t good. Lucinda’s cum had only kept me quenched and healthy for about three hours. I didn’t want to admit that I needed the real thing, but it was sure looking that way.

		I didn’t know how to react to knowing that I was part succubus. Would I permanently change into a girl? Lucinda didn’t seem to think so. After temporarily curing me, she’d spent some time back in her New York City penthouse with some reading material. There weren’t many conclusions; this wasn’t a condition well documented in either realms, as Hell seemed to want to keep any mention of people like me out of their history books. And, well, humans were increasingly under the belief that Hell wasn’t a real place.

		So, the great-great-grandson of a succubus was kind of an anomaly. And with Lucinda accidentally activating my dormant gene, I was possibly one of a kind.

		And there was only a single way to keep me alive now.

		With the pangs of my new supernatural hunger beginning to rack my poor human brain, my mom’s girlfriend drove me to the college. Not the campus; the neighborhoods nearby. More specifically, the street with the fraternities.

		It was Friday.

		Lucinda parked at the curb behind a row of other vehicles. Outside my passenger window, I spied the Omega Psi Delta house. There were a few people outside. The open curtains showed more within. As a college freshman, I’d never aspired to be part of a fraternity. They all seemed to be full of jocks and party animals, and I was neither.

		My chauffeur turned the car off. She twisted on her Netherforge bracelet, and suddenly she was young and Asian again. “Oh, Owen,” she said, her voice still lamenting my unfortunate circumstance. “I’m so sorry. But this is what you have to do. You can’t just imbibe semen from a vial. It has to be from a cock. It has to be sexual. The sexuality and the absorption of their masculinity is part of the fulfillment.” She patted my head. “Do you understand?”

		I reluctantly nodded. “Yeah.”

		She took my hand now. “I’m always with you.”

		“I know.” But I couldn’t say it without groaning.

		We got out. Lucinda was wearing a miniskirt that probably should’ve been illegal. At her recommendation, I was wearing her schoolgirl outfit from earlier in the week. No bracelet was necessary; she’d sucked me dry earlier, so I was still in a recharging mode and still anatomically female. It would probably make this easier.

		The night was cool. My bare legs sprouted goosebumps.

		Lucinda: “Reminds me of the seventies. I had a charge who was a frat guy. A football player who could produce a river of cum like Mephisto’s Mire—that’s a discharge from the Mephisto Mountains. The demons drink it.” She moaned happily. “Back then, everyone was scared of being drafted into the Vietnam War. My charge was supposed to be, but I convinced some people in the government that he shouldn’t be on that list.” She laughed. “On the official record, he was exempt from the draft because of exceptional and frequent ejaculation. Oh, he was such a good boy. If a succubus could grow fat from drinking cum, he would’ve been the one to do it.”

		“It’s hard to believe that you’re three hundred years old,” I said. “You don’t talk like someone that old.”

		“I change with the times,” she said. “It also helps that old age doesn’t affect us in the same way as in humans. There’s no such thing as dementia for a succubus. And I’m more spellbound by cum now than ever before. I lust for the Eternal Bath.”

		“What’s that?”

		“When Lucifer masturbates, he covers the ground in lakes of cum. Those are the Eternal Baths. And every succubus is rewarded her own when she leaves this realm.”

		“Oh.”

		If I’m part succubus, is there an Eternal Bath waiting for me? I thought.

		No way. The blood of a succubus might have helped create me, but I wasn’t like Lucinda. I wasn’t obsessively fantasizing about cum. I didn’t have any strong feelings about cum. It felt nice to blow my load, and apparently it’d feel good to satisfy my hunger with it.

		Other than that…?

		There was a frat guy stationed at the door. It appeared this party wasn’t open to just any college-aged loser. But that’s where being a girl came in. Lucinda with her tiny skirt met no resistance, and I followed her through.

		Inside was about everything I’d pictured when imagining a frat party: music, dudes with popped collars, cheap spinning lights, a football game on the TV, and groups of singles and mingles. My nose inhaled it all. On the surface it was booze and sweat, but underneath that was something else. A fragrance of flesh and musk. It tingled my nose and made my nipples instantly erect, thrusting out like gophers popping out of their holes.

		Am I actually smelling their cum? I thought.

		Lucinda avoided the students and led me into the kitchen, where there was a big pitcher of jungle juice. She reached into her skimpy top, pulled out a vial, and poured in a green liquid—which immediately swirled and dissipated.

		“What’s that?” I asked.

		“A way to kickstart the mood,” she explained, tossing the vial away. It vanished in a puff of red smoke. “It was easier in the seventies. Women’s rights have made young men more considerate of their female peers. Which I championed during the era.” She tapped my nose. “But we’re just here to suck cock. And after three hundred years of seducing men, I’m tired of hearing the same small talk.”

		“Okay.”

		For half an hour, the two of us just hung out, and I had to listen to a young, scantily clad Asian woman talk about how much she loved my mother. It was a little disorienting. But it sounded like their relationship was going well. So, at least the succubus in my life was living up to that part of our arrangement.

		They’d gone flower-picking.

		Had anyone in history ever listened to a succubus gush over how much fun picking flowers was? Probably not.

		During this, the jungle juice slowly disappeared—and the amount of people coming into the kitchen drastically diminished.

		“We should be on the right track now,” Lucinda said. “Prepare yourself, Owen. There’s going to be boners in abundant supply.”

		We went into the common room…

		…and found an orgy in progress.

		At least eight or nine guys were naked, most of them linked together in some way like a spilled Barrel of Monkeys. Dudes were sucking each other off, giving each other handjobs, and it was all a symphony of pounding and moaning from their sweaty, muscular bodies. Beyond them, a group of girls watched on, some confused, some laughing.

		Lucinda cursed in a language I didn’t recognize. “Of course. The recipe was for teaspoons, not tablespoons. Curse them both! If I was Lucifer, I would make the use of anything other than the metric system a capital sin, right up there with first-degree murder.”

		“What do we do now?” I said.

		Lucinda sighed heavily. Then she found an unopened can of Natural Light, gouged it with her fingernail, and proceeded to shotgun it in from of me. Half of the can’s contents spilled down her chin. “See?” she said. “I told you I was in college.” Then to the group of naked frat boys: “All right, get those fucking cocks out! Who wants to face-fuck me first?”

		Partly in awe, I watched her throw herself into the group and slam a cock down her throat in five seconds flat.

		College.

		It really was the best time of a man’s life.

		My starvation was now unquestionable, and even the thought of giving one of these jocks a blowjob was a minor relief in itself. I still hated it, but I didn’t have a choice. So, I took lessons from my teacher from Hell and headed over to where the party was.

		By now, the all-male orgy of anyone who’d sipped the jungle juice had pretty much scared everyone else away. I dropped to my knees near the crowd. Suddenly there was a cock coming in my direction. Anytime before tonight, I would’ve steered my gaze away from a naked man, but I was different now. I was changed. His presence elevated my heart rate. It made my skin tingle. The closer he came, the more I was vibrating from within. I felt like a magnet about to leap off the ground and slam into his opposite-charged crotch.

		I was more gentle than that.

		The nameless jock offered his huge cock, and I latched on.

		As soon as I tasted him, there were no regrets. It was teeming with flavor, with energy. It was like a hard, throbbing battery. And almost instantly my headache and nausea were things of the past. I sucked and sucked, savoring the taste of his sweat and skin, vacuuming up his addictive musk, shoving that huge erection farther into myself, at the cost of pain in my throat.

		I guess this is me now, I thought, slobbering all over my partner’s manhood.

		In the moment, it didn’t fill me with dread. And even though my brain was still flip-flopping with emotions, it felt like I was scoring with the world’s hottest supermodel. He was just so beautiful, and so fucking tasty, and now my hands were rubbing his abdomen and caressing his sexy-as-fuck six-pack. All those muscles built up from sports, his athletic youth, his virile energy—it was all in the flavor of his cock, and I tasted even more when it began to dribble out pre-cum.

		There was a fresh excitement.

		His girlfriend had never given him a blowjob, and he’d always wanted one.

		What a thoughtless bitch.

		I pulled off and looked up at Mr. Hard-Dick Handsome.

		“Your cock deserves to be sucked constantly,” I said. “It’s so beautiful. It should be worshiped, and…and holidays should be established in its honor and…and the world’s leaders should bow down—”

		I wound up talking for so long that I missed sucking it.

		That was quickly remedied.

		Over in my periphery, Lucinda was sixty-nining her first catch of the evening. When I caught glimpses of her eyes, I noticed they were glowing. The beast was coming out. But I figured that completion wasn’t an option. If she completed the job and drank his cum, we’d suddenly have a new girl in the mix—and a lot of questions going around, no matter how horny these guys were.

		On that thought, was I going to turn the guys I gave blowjobs to into chicks? That might be a problem.

		I didn’t have long to find out.

		My contributor to oral pleasures soon unleashed his gift, and my head was unwittingly—but gratefully—grabbed and stabbed with that tremendous erection like he was fucking a melon, and a splash of warm cum burst into the back of my mouth. My eyes crossed, and my lips automatically pinched as tightly as possible, securing the transfer.

		Every glob of delicious cum was more information.

		It was so rich; he was deeply into me.

		I understood his disappointment with his conservative girlfriend; he wanted a pure slut like me, a cock-drainer, a cum-swallower. I shook severely, the semen pouring into my mouth like I had my lips wrapped around a faucet.

		Honest to God, I saw stars.

		Honest to Lucifer, I fucking loved it.

		I popped off, breathing oxygen like I’d just been born and rubbing my face as if to spread his musk into all my pores. It was a euphoria like I’d never experienced, a high above all highs. With a bountiful delivery of cum entering my digestive system, Lucinda and her chosen man caught my attention. They were no longer in the sixty-nine position. It was, in fact, even weirder. Lucinda had grown a long, red tail, and it was currently looped around and inserted in the man’s ass. She saw me with her glowing eyes, licked the shaft of her partner’s erection while exposing razor-sharp teeth, and winked at me.

		“Uh…” I said.

		It was a good thing everyone else seemed to be in a trance. Some were even drooling on themselves.

		What had been in that potion anyway?

		My hunger situation might’ve been solved, but my horniness hadn’t. Swallowing cum had made me comfortable enough to play with my own pussy. My first man went away—still as a man, thankfully—and the next replaced him. They all seemed to realize that I was offering free blowjobs, and they lined up.

		I supposed a little of the old me died that evening. I didn’t have a hot streak with the ladies, but I’d been attracted to them like the majority of other men my age were. Now it was different. I saw cocks. Not just the cocks themselves—which were beautiful—but their potential. When they were hard and throbbing inside my mouth, it was like I ascended. There was being alive, but there was also being alive. I tasted their desires and frustrations as much as I tasted their sweat and skin. It made me hornier when they had girlfriends; I’d tempted them away from commitment and honor. I’d turned them evil.

		I was a happy camper on the floor, fingering myself and presenting my mouth as a fuck-hole.

		Then, again, I looked over at Lucinda.

		Or what had become of Lucinda.

		In her place was a tall red woman—with the term woman being applied loosely. She had the shape; she had high, firm breasts and an hourglass figure. But she was approximately seven or eight feet tall, with black claws jutting out from her hands and feet.

		And horns.

		Goddamn horns.

		The frat boys took notice. None screamed, though. They just looked dumbfounded.

		“Bow,” Lucinda growled. “Bow down if you are in lust with me.”

		Her admirers started doing just that.

		She traversed the naked bodies—stepping over them with her long, muscular legs when it was necessary—and set her bright yellow eyes on me. The room was suddenly hotter. And with her standing near me, it was like being next to a fire.

		“You…changed,” I remarked.

		Her black lips smiled. “Does this form frighten you?”

		“It’s a little extreme.”

		Lucinda reached down and picked me up. It seemed to require little effort on her part. I winced from her hot skin being in contact with mine.

		“What a party,” she said. “Are you happy being part-succubus?”

		I nodded. “I never knew cum could be so…so…”

		“Refreshing.” She licked her lips. Her tongue was forked like a snake’s. “See my bracelet? Turn the third ring once to the left.”

		I obeyed, and felt it click into its new position. From my view, being held up with my feet dangling off the floor, I didn’t see anything change. But then she dropped one arm to hold me underneath my ass; the other now supported my back. Down in between my legs, I saw what was different.

		She had her cock.

		“It’s the mood in here,” she said. Then to everyone else: “Stay down! You all may jerk off to us, and your semen will be an adequate gift.”

		I’d just gotten comfortable with having a dick in my mouth. Now I was nervous again as she pulled me closer. That huge, red member of hers looked way too large, and I tensed up as it pressed against my snatch. Then, thickly and hotly, it pushed inside me, spreading my vaginal walls to the absolute limit—far beyond anything I’d felt with my fingers.

		My whole body started shaking. “Oh fuck,” I panted after experiencing only the first few inches. I felt her muscles pull harder, and I was brought all the way down on it. My lower legs automatically wrapped around her lower back for support, although I didn’t doubt her strength. With biceps like hers, she could’ve squeezed me into pulp.

		“You humans get the wrong impression of Hell,” she said. “Down there, we know how to have fun. But it’s nice up here too. Especially when there are young vessels of cum worshiping me. Makes one feel special.”

		In her grasp, I had next to no freedom whatsoever. I was basically a sleeve for her huge erection. But when she began to move me and properly fuck my pussy, I wanted nothing else. Above a bunch of frat boys bowing in our presence, she impaled me on that hot girth repeatedly, throwing me down and back up, slapping our bodies together. It was like a fucking roller coaster, and I started screaming in pleasure from her quick, jackhammering impacts.

		When she came inside me, she roared like the beast of Hell she was.

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		There was a knock on my bedroom door. I went and opened it. Lucinda—in the mode of being my mom’s girlfriend—was standing outside, dressed in a very average sweater and jeans. My heart skipped a beat. Even though she was human, I couldn’t look at her without seeing what she really was. Yellow eyes. Red skin. Sharp fangs that could tear me to shreds. I liked this version a lot better. Or the Asian girl. Any human, non-monster appearance, really.

		“Hey,” she said sweetly. It’d been a couple of days. I was fully recharged and male once more, so the reason for her stopping by was pretty easy to guess. “I just want to say that I’m sorry about what happened on Friday.”

		“It got a little crazy,” I said.

		“It did,” she laughed.

		“Aren’t you worried about those guys seeing your true form?”

		She waved her hand. “Not at all. The images of that drunken night will be very hazy in their heads. They’ll think I was only a dream.”

		I nodded. Then I started to drop my pants. My dick was already hardening; no sense in denying my true role in our weird relationship. By next weekend, I’d need to feed too. Lucinda had recommended that I get myself a boyfriend and suck him off on a weekly basis. That seemed fair.

		“Owen, wait a second,” she said, pushing my cock away and pulling up my pants. “We can do that later. I need to show you something more important.” She brought out a small, black jewelry box that she’d been hiding behind her back. She opened it and showed me the ring inside.

		Damn, I thought. It was a big stone. But my mom and Lucinda hadn’t even been dating for six months yet. A part of me thought marriage was too soon.

		“Your mother and I went on a walk yesterday,” she said. “There’s a nice secluded pond in the woods. We just sat there and watched the birds, and listened to the wind rustling the leaves. I liked it so much. I’ve been here for over three hundred years, and I guess I’ve never taken the time to notice how beautiful this world is. And your mother is a part of that beauty, Owen. This isn’t me just trying to make you happy. I’m truly in love with her.”

		I hadn’t anticipated such an emotional moment this morning. I didn’t have any words at first. But a succubus having a long-term relationship with a human presented some issues. Lucinda didn’t age like humans. And could she keep her true identity hidden? For instance, she always had to wear that bracelet.

		Lucinda hugged me before I could ask if she’d thought this out.

		For a moment, she really was just my mom’s girlfriend.

		“It’s time for me to settle down,” she laughed. “And with you here, there will be nowhere else that I have to be.”

		My mom marrying a succubus. The same succubus feeding on me. This had all the ingredients of a weird sitcom. But it wasn’t funny right now. It was happy. And I told Lucinda that it would make my mom very happy if she proposed.

		We pulled apart.

		Then she just smiled at me.

		“So,” I said. “Is that your hungry look?”

		“Your cum shall make a tasty breakfast on this special day.”

		Now she was a succubus again.

		I dropped my pants and let her do her thing.

		 

		


		 

		The changes don’t stop here! Check out the massive Gregor Daniels catalog and indulge in your wildest fantasies, whether it’s transformations, boys becoming sexy girls, or totally-unorthodox-but-completely-safe pregnancies caused by untested phone apps.
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		The author can be reached on Twitter at https://twitter.com/GregorDaniels.
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